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A New Democrat Party — Not The Same As Old
Chapter 1: The United States of The Democrats

The hum of the city seeps into my consciousness, that low thrum of life
pulsing beneath the surface. New York swells with anticipation — subway
cars rumble underground, a cacophony of voices fills sidewalks, the distant
sirens weave stories of urgency, and somewhere, a saxophone plays a lonely
blues tune. It drifts into my ears, a soft melody threading through the fabric
of my thoughts as I meander through the streets. Here, beneath the steel
giants of glass and history, the old seems to shudder and recoil, evolving

into something — or someone — else entirely.

The New Democrat Party. Not the same as old. I think of the headlines, the
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debates, the rallies that had once thrummed with a different rhythm, a
different chant. The “People’s Party,” they branded themselves now, a
defiant title draped over ideas that felt as slippery as night shadows. Can
you hear them? The youth, the protestors, the insatiable quest for change,
their voices blending into a single zealous cry against the backdrop of a

conservative past, the past we'd rather forget.

I cross past an outdoor café — laughter bursts out from a table full of
twenty-somethings, their faces illuminated by the golden light of a fading
sunset. They speak in vibrant tones, discussing plans and dreams, visions of
a world redesigning itself, reshaping its core with bold strokes. Ah, yes, but
who defines these strokes? I drift on, catching fragments of their

M &«

conversation — words fluttering like birds, “inequality,” “reform,”
“revolution.” Hope dances in the air — a spark, but what about the ashes of

yesterday?

Memory nudges me in a corner of my mind, the whispers of cynicism
telling tales of fervent ideals swallowed by bureaucratic bloat, visions
bogged down by compromise and the relentless tug of tradition. Yet, look at
them — so young, so fervently convinced. I can almost hear the echoes of
their idealism, a symphony rising toward the dusk — the old statues of the
party, those cold, marble figures, seem to groan under the weight of what
they once were, as the sun-kissed crowd, bubbling with expectations,
marches forth. A certain excitement thrums, doesn’t it? Aren’t we all

captivated, in some sense?
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My feet take me down Fifth Avenue, past the towering monuments of
skyscrapers reflecting the fiery hues of the sunset. A feeling writhes in my
chest — anxiety mixed with excitement — what is to evolve tomorrow?
Thoughts cascade like leaves in an autumn wind, scattering identities and
affiliations, tearing at the seams of a past we barely recognize, let alone
share. I wonder: will people find kinship in this new world, across

ideological divides?

I pause at an intersection, where a street vendor hawks merchandise —
colored buttons emblazoned with slogans swirling around the notion of
solidarity. “We are the change,” one reads, and I am struck by how
desperately we want to believe that. How desperately we need to believe
that? The sentiment doesn’t ring hollow — its resonance swells. I reach out,
twist the button between my fingers, and for a moment, blood hums to the

pulse of hope, a glimmer of unity across a chasm of discord.

Yet still, I hear the murmurs of doubt encircling my resolve. The radio
blares from a nearby storefront, anchoring me with sepia-toned
commentary from oldtimers lamenting the loss of the “true” party, tainting
the air with nostalgia. They speak as if the past were a flawless diamond
cast into shadows — reminiscing over a time when ideals weren't just words
on a page, but a tangible creed. I can’t help but wonder, is nostalgia our own

poison? Or is it the catalyst for metamorphosis?

As twilight sets in, I wander toward the square — there they are, the throng

pulling together, sparks igniting tangible dreams into the space between us.
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A speaker roars through a microphone, his voice slicing through the
murmur of hopes and challenges. I find myself lost; I focus in, curious,
drawn in by the fervor. “Change only comes if we can harness the chaos!”
the crowd erupts — a wave of applause — and I feel it, a kind of euphoria

that’s both ecstatic and terrifying.

What is chaos? A storm? A renewal? An opportunity? The question disturbs
me as [ sway with the gathered souls. Together we taste the bittersweet tang
of ambition and discontent clashing like cymbals — both threatening to
drown out the simple notes of understanding that once underpinned
discussions. Are we so far removed from empathy? Amped up on sound

bites and hashtags, trading nuanced debates for the hammer of outrage?

The crowd roars again — this is more than passion. This resonates as a
movement. I breathe it in; it wraps around me, thrumming beneath my
skin. My pulse quickens, the energy propelling me forward, closer to the
stage where a woman unravels her story into the air. “I fought to be here!
I've felt the change; I'm living it.” The scent of conviction wafts through the
crowd, a heady elixir, the flickering notion of togetherness coating our

uncertainties in what feels like sweet honey, sticky yet delectable.

I lose myself in her message — activism is about movement, shifting the
tide, rising above what is safe, comfortable, and known. As she speaks, I
envision the party rewriting itself, shedding old skin, transforming its very
bones. No longer shackled by history, there’s a naivety mixed with hope —

the very same threads entwined in the tapestry of youth. But could this
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brave new moonlight eclipse the scars of the dark?

It’s time. The speaker beckons, and a deafening chant shudders through the
square. “We are the future! We are the future!” — it reverberates, echoing
off buildings, thrumming through the air, a beacon calling forward,
propelling us into the unknown, weaving us intricately together under a

singular banner — a new emblem, a rebirth, maybe.

And as they cheer, I feel urgency thrumming between us, a sense of
community teetering on the edge of possibility. Perhaps, just perhaps —
together — we will learn to walk in this delicate dance of reform, lifted, not

defined, by the shadows of what once was.

I close my eyes to hear more clearly — the symphony of life surges on, and I
surrender to the tune, yes, the new song of a Democrat party that is not the
same as old, charged with the insatiable beat of a restless, hopeful heart,

who longs not just for change, but to become transformed.

The End of the World Has Come: Chapter 2

The United States of The Democrat Party The world outside was a chaotic
symphony of sirens, shouting voices, and the heavy thud of boots on
asphalt. Barry leaned against the door frame of his dimly lit apartment,
heart racing and pulse echoing like bird wings trapped in a cage. The
television had insisted, relentlessly flashing images of protests, unrest, and

apocalyptic proclamations: “The United States of the Communist Party.” He
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closed his eyes, imagining freedom as it once was, memory flaring up

bright and warm like embers in a forgotten hearth.

“Where are you going?” Sam’s voice cut through the thick atmosphere — an
unyielding curiosity beneath layers of bewildered tension. She appeared in
the doorway, messy hair framing her angular face, dressed in an oversized

blue sweater that had drifted from fashion trends like a forgotten relic.

“To find Rebecca,” Barry whispered, the name slipping onto his tongue like
a prayer. He had seen her last on social media, a beacon of hope amidst the
dark waves of despair, sharing photos of protest signs and solidarity,

activism pouring out of her heart like poetry.

“Don’t go,” Sam urged, behind her the dim apartment full of clutter was
almost a relic itself, its walls heavy with the scent of mold and old books —
silent witnesses to their day-to-day lives. “They’re hunting people down.

You never know who’s out there now.”

Past the falling plaster of the ceiling, Barry could hear heightened
murmurs, the palpable anxiety of neighbors trapped in their own
sanctuaries. But Ryan, with his restless energy, had already rushed out into
the night, believing he could change the world even as it crumbled beneath
him. They’d heard echoes of rumors — a group, the “Democrats,”’ fighting
against an ascendant regime that only a year ago had seemed utterly

unfathomable.
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Tina appeared down the hall, her sturdy frame silhouetted against the
flickering light emanating from her laptop. “We need to stick together,” she
said, a fierce gaze emanating strength. They had gathered here, a motley
crew of survivalists clinging to fragmented beliefs and tattered ideals. “The

news said they’re rounding up dissenters like us. We can’t —”

Susan, entering breathless and disheveled, quietened her. “They found Jan.”
The room inhaled sharply, the air thickening with fear. “They took him. My
brother. Right in front of me. He —”

Rebecca, their fragile pillar of hope, had spoken of Jan often, a quiet
brilliance lost in a world devolving into chaos. Barry felt a pang of empathy
for her, yet a spark ignited — maybe that’s why he had to go. To find
Rebecca, to gather a clan against tyranny. It was an ancient tale, the age-old
struggle against oppression and ignorance, echoing through every decade,

every century, every revolution ever fought.

“What if I find her?” Barry said, tracing circles in the air with the dampness
from his breath. He needed to address the roaring tide inside him,
propelling him toward that faint, shimmering idea of action. “We can't sit

idly while they take her too.”

“Wait, Barry,” Sam reached out but her hand hovered in the air, the

lingering warmth of bonds and trepidation. “What if they’re watching us?”

“They already are,” Tina replied. There was a resolute edge to her voice,
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cutting through their shared anxiety. “We need to find allies, perhaps even

others who believe as we do.”

Outside, shadows twisted and stretched in the dim streetlights — no longer
the dim silhouettes of simple passersby but warriors. Quixotic dreams
melted into harsh reality outside, and whispers of excitement floated like
autumn leaves caught in a fierce wind. Each drove them forward, pulling
strings taut, connecting them as comrades beneath a banner of twisted

ideals.

In the plunge of night, Barry gripped the doorknob, breath quieting in
expectation, heart thundering like war drums. They all understood — their
world had changed forever. Two nations had waged war upon ideologies, a
battle that would determine the very fabric of existence, threading freedom

and oppression through the loom of human stories.

With a final resolve, Barry cast a glance back at Sam and the others,
gathering soft breaths, uncertain hopes glimmering through scraped knees

and longing hearts. “I have to go.”

And the door sighed open, letting in the chill of reality — a portal to chaos
but also to possibility. As he stepped out into the unknown, the shadows
swirling, Barry felt the sense of an old breath gasp from the seams of his

soul.

Perhaps ends were but new beginnings, a way to form anew. Even in the
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depths, he could find the light. The daunting path stretched before him — a

dangerous game against backroom plots where ideology held prisoners.

But for Rebecca — as long as she stood as a symbol, an echo of dreams
hanging by threads — he would carry the fight. Their resilience would forge
pathways into the chaos of their new reality — a fierce hope amidst despair,

inviting the dawn to break across the horizon once more.

The United States of The Democrat Party — Chapter 3: A Different Kind of

Dawn

Barry stared out of the grimy window, the sun casting a dim light filtered
through the smog that hovered over the city. New America, they called it —
a restructuring of the old world where flags of symbiosis hung beside
cheery murals of defiance. He, a historian turned survivalist, had often
envisioned the end of civilization with romanticism, as if histories were
pages draped in sepia tones, narratives written in ink, not blood. But this
was different, raw, alive — the air heavy, tension palpable, as the world they

knew crumbled into obscurity.

Sam walked into the room, wiping her brow. The rations had run low.
“Barry,’ she said, the gravel in her voice catching in her throat, “the people
outside are gathering again.” She rubbed the bridge of her nose, eyes

flecked with exhaustion.

Barry recalled the days when news anchors spoke with gravitas of
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impending elections. In those gilded times, before the grand polarization
fell like a guillotine, those voices seemed mystical, capable of swaying an
entire nation. “They won't go quietly, will they?” he murmured, almost to

himself.

“Not when they believe they’re fighting for their lives,” Sam replied. She had
been the heart of their small group, always placing reason in a glimmering
framework that was beginning to fray. It was remarkable, really, how they
had once debated policy in coffee shops, and now the discussions took

place under the flickering light of a dying bulb.

“Where’s Rebecca?” he asked, worry threading through his thoughts. She
had been critical in evaluating the feasibility of their makeshift safe haven

— a crumbling library in the heart of what was once New York.

“Still outside, trying to keep peace,” Sam said, fingers dancing nervously
over the edge of the table. “Tina’s leading a protest. They're calling it a

revolution, but all I can think about is hunger.”

And then Ryan burst in, the chaos swirling around him like a tempest.
“They’re right on the edge!” He was panting, exuding the misplaced
exhilaration of someone who had charged ahead while the rest of the world
moved at a crawl. “The United States of the Communist Party is challenging

us as if they're reclaiming the very essence of rights from our fingers.”

Jan entered behind him, her expression somber. There was a time when her
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laughter filled the room, echoing through the shallow halls. Now, her voice
was like broken glass. “It’s not just words anymore, it’s about survival. They

think if they shout loud enough against our empty promises, we’ll cave.”

“Isn’t that what you do in a democracy?” Ryan countered defensively. “Shout

until someone listens?”

Outside, a thunderous roar erupted, voices rising like a tempest, demanding
recognition, a reckoning. Barry sighed as if the very essence of hope had
been tinged with mildew. The world had become a stage for performances

that didn’t end, the lines blurring between performance and reality.

“Maybe it’s time we let go of the past,” Susan, the quietest among them,
suggested. Her eyes were heavy with ghosts of tomorrow. “Maybe all these

labels have turned us into something we never wanted to be.”

Tina’s voice echoed from beyond the door, rhythmic and forceful, striking

like a hammer. “We won't be silenced anymore! Rise up, rise up!”

A shiver coursed through Barry, caught in a whirlwind of memory. Just
months ago, they had been having coffee while discussing the latest Senate
hearings. Now, unity was their battle cry. It felt ironic, wasn’t it — a political
experiment devolving into chaos while they drank lattes flavored with the

sheen of hope?

“We created this,” Barry spoke quietly, almost unheard above the din
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outside. “We asked for a voice, but it led us here — to destruction.”

“Stop that,” Sam snapped, her patience dwindling. “We need to think about
our next move. We have to figure out how to endure this madness, how to

remain human amidst all this disarray.”

And yet, what did it mean to be human when the lines of loyalty bled into
shades of distrust? Each of them, bound together in the crucible of chaos,

was both an ally and a potential threat, skirting the edge of disillusionment.

There was an unspoken understanding; they were at a precipice, staring
into the chasm of their own communal faith. The echo of Tina’s call to arms

lingered in Barry’s mind — a lifeline to something vibrant, something alive.

“Perhaps we can offer something new,” he proposed, turning to face his
friends. “A way forward through the noise — the voice of a new party, a

coalition of principles, not titles.”

Sam nodded, resilience bleeding through weariness. “A call for unity against
chaos. Perhaps those voices outside need guidance — and not more

violence.”

As dawn began creeping silently through the skies of New America, a line in
the sand blurred under the weight of their choices. The end of the world
hadn’t come as a cataclysm, but rather as a transformation; history had

shifted beneath their feet. Perhaps, on the other side of destruction lay the
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rebirth of something profoundly human.

With a shared determination lighting their eyes, they stepped forward,
ready to face the burgeoning light — a fledgling unity emerging from the

ashes of chaos, ushering in an uncertain, yet hope-filled dawn.

The United States of The Democrat Party — Chapter 4: Dead Democrats

The vinyl record crackles beneath its needle, an echo from a distant world,
an anthem of a fading memory, the soft warble of a forgotten song — it
lingers in the background, mixing with the ambient noise of the café at the
corner of 42nd and Mott. Shadows flit across the walls, and I wonder if the
ghosts of those once-vibrant debates still hover around us. The air is thick
with the aroma of burnt coffee and pastries, whispering tales of yesterday
while people scan their phones, glued to screens emitting flickering light —

an irony, this cocoon of artificiality amidst the past.

I raise my cup, a ceramic chalice of caffeine that turns tepid with every
hesitant sip. Strangely married to this unholy union of liquid bitterness and
warm ceramic is the memory of Eleanor speaking at a rally, her voice a
clarion call of justice laced with humor, fingers dancing in rhythm to her
ideas. “Wake up, you sleepy bears! Are we going to let the ‘dead Democrats’
reign forever?” I could hear her, so clearly, even in this moment, each word
brimming with fire. Dead Democrats — the phrase lingers, a specter

haunting the backdrop of a world polarized and tormented.
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Narratives of the past wash over me, an uninvited flood. They said it was the
birth of the new republic, flourishing under the banner once used for a
different time. But now — now it’s riddled with ashes, frail remnants of
policies jostling against each other like mortals clamoring for a voice. I
navigate this cacophony, feeling the pulse of nostalgia throb against the
remnants of a long-lost idealism. The discomfort of progress laced in a

bitter hint of irony — just like the coffee.

The murmurs of gossip converge around me, fragments of conversations
flaring into focus. “Did you see what Bolingbrook passed today?” “Can you
believe Cortez brought that up again?” Crows gather on the power lines
outside — black silhouettes, beaks sharp as daggers. I can hear them caw,
each utterance a symbol of the discontent echoing through the city, yet here
we are — a sanctuary of words, a communion of failed promises. Flashes of

vibrancy fade with the shadows, digging deeper into memories buried.

The barista clears the counter, fumbling with cups, a percussive symphony
of delayed rhythm, and it draws me back into the labyrinth of thoughts. Are
we even aware of the ‘dead Democrats’ beyond the catchy slogan? Are we
precise enough to encapsulate the desolate wreckage remaining after their
ideals? I can hear her laughter, Eleanor’s laughter, mingling with the sounds
of silverware clinking against porcelain plates, how she’d address the
crowd, a cavalier pilot cruising through a thunderstorm, dispensing
courage through the air like it’s confetti. “We’re the storm!” she'd yell, and

we'd believe her.
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How do we drown out the echoes of ideals that now feel like whispers —
soft, melancholy? It’s as if they tether themselves to the chaos, dancing in
patterns forgotten by those who claimed them as their own. The café, a
vessel for thought and resistance, is buzzing with muted urgency, voices
rising and falling like waves on softened shores — are they aware? Do they
sense the morass we digest with each article read, with each headline
scrolled through? Are they weighing joy and terror, as I am, teetering gently

between them?

“Hello? Earth to Jamie?” An unhurried interruption pulls me from my
reverie. Sarah raises an eyebrow, her gaze sparkling with mischief — an
electric jolt against my reverie. Always the pragmatist, she’s everything I am
not — rooted in the now, yet connected to the past in a pang, almost
nostalgic but never sentimental. “You drifted again. We’re discussing
campaign strategies, not existential musings.” She teeters on the line of
annoyance and amusement, the way we often stride over that territory in

passionate debate.

“You have to admit,” I murmur, fostering on my bitterness — alive in
rebellion, alive in vulnerability. “Every strategy feels like a resuscitation of
an old ghost.” I focus on the words, hoping they land somewhere.
“Bolingbrook is just a shadow of an old idea. And Cortez, what’s she holding
onto? We've become echo chambers, waiting for the applause of

familiarity.”

The clock ticks softly, and all at once, it fills the void, pacing with my heart
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— heavy yet vital, a reminder that we, too, are mortals wrapped in seconds,
minutes threaded through history. The barista shouts an order, and I lose
my train of thought, drawn into the rhythm of the café — words shift under
my breath as I try to map incongruities on Sarah’s face, searching for
comprehension — will the world be healed when we wade through relics of

the past?

Her smile flickers, and I catch a glimpse of her contemplation — the
intricate dance of dialogue that floats above us. “But what if we roused these
‘dead Democrats’» What if we revitalized the essence? Polls and statuses
won’t inspire people, but from ashes, something could rise.” She speaks
from her zone, a clarity entwined with passion, breaking my train wreck of

somnolent reflections.

“Awakening requires reckoning.” It tumbles out before I have a chance to
censor myself. The ghosts fade into the background, replaced by a vision of
possibility. For every ideal felt lost, there emerged a scintilla of hope — the
heartbeat of activism that quickens amidst the fabric of our discontent,
merciless but generous, like the laughter echoing across the café filled with

longing for fulfillment.

“Then what are we waiting for?” she challenges, and every muscle within
my frame loses tension, ready to dive into the murky currents that once felt
heavy and impenetrable. Outside, over the rooftop’s edge, sunlight breaks, a
tender kiss against the chaos — a promise that perhaps, just perhaps, the

alleys long forgotten can breathe and once again claim their rightful place

https://medium.com/@wbalistreri0/dying-in-a-land-of-my-ancestors-8f62c6ffd422 Page 16 of 159



Dying In A Land of My Ancestors. A New Democrat Party—Not The Same As... | by Whbalistreri | Aug, 2024 | Medium 8/28/24, 1:25 AM

in the heart of our democracy.

The dead Democrats may linger in the shadows, but as we sip from our cups
— turning to wonders in quiet moments, may they rise once more,
awakening not from the depth of nostalgia but igniting the fervor of

resilience in a world that yearns for a melody forged a new.

The United States of The Democrat s— Chapter 5: Wars and
More Wars Are Coming

The chatter swells and wanes, like waves against an unseen shore, muffled
yet poignant, encircling me as I meander through Echo Park, my mind a
restless voyager adrift. The world around me morphs, colors bleed into
each other, indistinct, an inkblot test for the restless soul. Sirens wail
somewhere down the block, jarring and piercing — an overture to the chaos
lurking beneath our surfaces, vibrating through the asphalt and rickety
benches, seeping into the very marrow of this city: the United States of The
Democrat Party, a name tossed around like a discarded pamphlet in an
election year. The embodiment of hope, a resounding trumpet echoing
through the valleys of despair, yet here I am, lost among the nuances,

questioning, always questioning.

A voice rises from a group of college students sprawled on the grass, their
laughter light and airy like dandelion fluff dancing in a breeze. All at once,
it shifts, the laughter fading, replaced by a critique on the state of affairs,
weapons rattling in the background beneath their bright ideals. Wars and

more wars. History laced in confusion, screaming in their words: the

https://medium.com/@wbalistreri0/dying-in-a-land-of-my-ancestors-8f62c6ffd422 Page 17 of 159



Dying In A Land of My Ancestors. A New Democrat Party—Not The Same As... | by Whbalistreri | Aug, 2024 | Medium 8/28/24, 1:25 AM

endless echo of conflict, struggling to cling to hope while drowning in a tide
of uncertainty. I want to get up and join, to share my musings, but the
weight of their voices pulls me down, down, deeper into thought, and I can’t

help but listen.

War isn'’t just battlefields across oceanic expanses, is it? It’s here, right here
in this park, with shouts of dissent against authority, a clamor for change
radiating from their sun-kissed faces. Flashes of Syria mingle with cries
from Ferguson, the threads woven through history tugging taut over the
years. The ideals of the party stand in stark contrast to the reality stretching
before me, each voice holding tight to strands of fate, hopeful yet fearful.
What if we dismantle tradition in pursuit of a just world? What if traditions

survive us, relentless, an army pressing forward, insisting on its own might?

I lose track of time as I attempt to unpack the threads of thought tangled
around my mind, pulling at ribbons of history and memory. The coffee
shop across the street buzzes with its usual hum, yet it’s more than a mere
café — it's a command center for the hopeful and the hopeless, the students
armed with their lattes dripping with anticipation while veterans sit
solemnly, nursing their black coffee like a confession. Static fills the air as I
pick up snippets of their conversations, all surges and shifts, rising and
falling like the intricate dance of a two-person tango. Battles torn through
textbooks, patched with ideals — truth and deceit poking from every corner,
Anon’s rhetoric exploding like fireworks against the canvas of darkness.
Show me a soldier, please. Tell me his dreams await him after the smoke

clears.
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And yet, amidst the clash of ideals, I feel this gnawing uncertainty, this pull
of paradox — there are wars and more wars coming, they shout — each one
a product of economic strife and fractured alliances. The digital age has
made us so aware of atrocities across continents, but has it carved deeper
wounds into the freedom we once claimed as our birthright? I wonder, do
any of us understand the cost? Not just the lives lost, but the remnants of
dreams walked upon by boots and artillery. For every soldier sent forth, we
send fragments of our shared consciousness, pieces of ourselves, our very

fabric torn and frayed in the clamor for justice — where is that balance?

Grinding sounds draw me from my reverie — the angry hum of a nearby bus
pulls up to the curb, its open doors yawning wide like a hungry maw. I
wonder who boards, who disembarks, their destinations melded with their
histories. What are their individual wars? The veteran with a tremor in his
hands as he gestures animatedly, that debate igniting a fire behind his
words — wrinkles tracing battles fought against the simple establishment of
a democracy. The Elysian dream ripples outwards, expanding yet
constricting, a paradox knocking repeatedly against the gate of sanity. Will
we beat back the darkness, or will the darkness consume us whole? The

choice feels so distant yet so immediate.

Glancing back at the group, their voices now an ocean pulling me in,
refusing to let me drift. The young woman stands with her voice tremulous,
passionately invoking names of fallen comrades — gender, race, ideology —
pain stoked into an inferno that ignites their collective will. “Listen! Wars

never leave us unscathed! We are all soldiers in our own right! Every time
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we sit back and let someone else do the thinking — who’s fighting for us?”
Yes! Who? Images of protest and signs, “Not my president,” flash through
my mind, echoing through the vale, blending into memories — a simmering

pot of anger and righteousness.

And somewhere, deep beneath the chaos, urgency simmers. It thrums in a
base rhythm that grows stronger, almost palpable, urging me forward,
deeper into this unknown. The assembled crowd matters — each seasoned
voice melding with youthful optimism forms the pulse of necessity, the
promise of change a heartbeat mapped intricately into the sinewed paths of
politics. Yet who holds the reins? I wonder. Tricks played out behind
curtains woven so thick with half-truths and soundbites the truth becomes

obscured, a watercolor painting left in a rainstorm.

I draw in a shuddering breath, lungs filling with air weighed down by the
promise of decimation and hope — what do we hold dear, what do we
defend? I wish the walls of Echo Park had ears. I wish for a moment they
might spill stories, touchpoints of wars fought and won, tales of resilience
woven deeply into the tapestry of society. Each thread vibrant, colorful, and

yet, fraying in the wake of new storms.

With a bicycle bell ringing nearby, a kid hurtles past — an embodiment of
that carefree spark amidst the swirling tempest of ideas. I glance up from
my thoughts, and in the sky, clouds gather, encasing everything in an
embrace; a momentary, fragile beauty that keeps flickering like flames

against the night. My heart beats, poised between worlds, reluctant to
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choose; after all, the war within mirrors the war around us, always

searching, always aching for a peace that feels endlessly out of reach.

As I stand, I feel empowered, and yet, the fight within me stirs. The
conversations continue, morphing from echoes to anthems, shouts
slamming together to form bonds, chains breaking free, and the pulse
resonates — the heartbeat of a nation, aching and alive, forever clutching

against the tide of wars and more wars still to come.

Only For Myself I'm Democrat
The United States of The Democrat s— Chapter 6

The world hums softly; the fluorescent lights of the office flicker slightly,
like a heartbeat, or maybe it’s just the rhythm of anxiety pressing in,
vibrating against the air, against the whispers of the people outside. It’s
Tuesday, I think, but time has lost its meaning in this ethereal race of ideas
and leaders, hopes and dreams colliding on the edges of reason, threading
their way through the broken syntax of political discourse. I can hear
muffled voices through the thin walls, conversations darting past like
sparrows, whispering hopes of health care, climate change, and reform,
desperately weaving together the fabric of democracy that feels so

threadbare now.

People say, “Vote Democrat,” but what does that even mean anymore? What
does it mean to belong to the party, speak of unity when I stand here,

shoulders pinched, heart heavy, endlessly navigating the labyrinth of my
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thoughts? The United States of Democrats, they call it, but are we united in
our beliefs or just in our resistance to the other, swirling in this ideological
storm, the raindrops of differing opinions crashing against the windows of

our minds?

Voices rise and fall outside, bearing weight, a cacophony of emotions,
demanding attention. The leader speaks — faint, but tangible — his voice
cracking through the fog of my self-reflection. “We stand for progress.”
What does that mean to me now? Progress? It sounds beautiful, but in its
beauty lies the darkness, too, the hidden implications jarring against my
sense of self. Who am I? Just a cog in a machine that hums and groans,

aching and moaning beneath the weight of expectation.

I should feel something, shouldn’t I? A longing, a fervor? Instead, all I feel is
the hardness of a desk beneath my palms and the humid air coiling through
the room, thick and suffocating. The air is a stew of spices and criticisms,
deep-fried desires of what we want to be — more compassionate,
sustainable, equitable. Each word manufacturing a wave of resonance, but
what if I can’t swim? What if I drown in the expectations, the mantras, the

unwavering insistence that I must conform?

“Unity is our strength!” they rally loudly beyond the walls, forming a
fortress of ideals, barricading themselves from those they deem others.
Others, right? But others can feel so alien, can’t they? I lift my gaze, looking
at the disorganized chaos of the office, a microcosm reflecting a greater

world, colored in pastel walls and mottled with forgotten papers, coffee
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stains tufts of emotion navigating the grid of government bureaucracy.
Unity. Does it truly hold the promise in this messy, tumultuous conjuncture

of voices?

I can’t shake the feeling that I am stuck in Chapter 7, of a story that seems to
stretch into infinity, an endless spiral looping back on itself, and while we
must progress, progress seems painful, excruciating, like pulling a taut
string until it snaps. There’s anger attached to it, a bitterness clinging like
ivy, twisting around ideals, suffocating what they once were. I hear quotes
from recent speeches — “The future we build together.” Together? As if

building a bridge where we can'’t agree on the foundation.

Outside, the megaphone booms again, “Healthcare for all!” The chant
reverberates in me, rising like a crescendo, but then, isn’t there a cost? Not
just monetary, but emotional on all sides? Who am I chanting for, who are
we cheering for? I take a breath, letting it fill my lungs as I tune more into

the sounds outside, listening intently in a moment of clarity.

It isn’t just about the policies, is it? That’s what this moment has distilled for
me. It’s about the people. People driven by genuine fears and aspirations,
worries and dreams. What has brought us here isn’t a singular revelation,
but a synergized cacophony of voices yearning for change — change that
means something different to each of us, a palimpsest of desires and
aspirations coalescing into a pulsing whole, with me stuck somewhere in

the middle and questioning it all.
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Another voice rings out, “Climate justice now!” and I think about the weight
of my existence stretching into the air, the heavy toll of it all, the
responsibility that is expected, that looms before us to save the world. Yet,
why do I feel so estranged from this premise? I can sense the urgency in
that voice, yet there’s a shadow inside me, a longing for retreat into an
indifference that feels fragile, perhaps wrong. Paradox? Am I a wanderer

searching for a sanctuary among the noise?

A low rumble of laughter catches my attention. There’s camaraderie formed
in the dirt we tread, unity shaped in our shared burdens, moments bound
together like strands of yarn, fraying at the edges but still creating
something worth looking at, so I lean into the hum, the music of discourse,

the vibrancy of hope dancing through my veins.

But still, doubt crawls into my mind. What if I don’t belong? What if I
choose to stand outside the lines marked by the party’s ideals, feeling torn
between compassion and dissent? I can’t shake the reality that my voice is
softer, more introspective, unyielding against the louder calls that echo

through this political realm.

Am I simply a shadow drifting through this tapestry woven of privilege,
loudness, and fervent beliefs? If only I could stand up and shout, “I'm
Democrat, but only for myself!” Yet, there’s beauty in that admission, a
poignant truth that lies within, doesn’t it? I'm allowed to take the ideals and
reshape them, redefine my space in this tumult without erasing others in

my pursuit.

https://medium.com/@wbalistreri0/dying-in-a-land-of-my-ancestors-8f62c6ffd422 Page 24 of 159



Dying In A Land of My Ancestors. A New Democrat Party—Not The Same As... | by Whbalistreri | Aug, 2024 | Medium 8/28/24, 1:25 AM

I breathe again, filling the spaces within my chest where doubt once
resided, exhaling slowly in rhythm with the phrases spelling out dreams
through the wall. Yes, perhaps unity should start with acknowledgment —
acknowledging my own path amid the fog, at least that, the beginning of a

new chapter, they say?

Because maybe, just maybe, I am democrat, only for myself and for all,
stitched quietly together in this tapestry a little less rigid — this storm of
voices might very well be a dance of souls, a soirée. I can choose my place,
and therein lies my truth. My voice will join the choir, but I will sing my
own notes, experimenting within the harmonies, reshaping the future as I
nurture my own desires. After all, in my own essence of belonging, there
exists the flickering hope of a collective heart beating fiercely and

uproariously.

The End of the World Has Come: The United States of The Communist Party
Chapter 7

It’s curious how silence can stretch itself thin like a violin string pulled too tight.
2045, and the air is still, save for the rustle of broken fragments — a package of
saltine crackers crumbling underfoot, a fallen book page flapping to the graveyard
of the street where dreams once fluttered. There was a time, I recall, when the
streets bustled with a different kind of chaos, not this hollow echo of lives lived
outside the boundaries of a forgotten past. Barry leans against the faded graffiti
that had once whispered rebellion, staring into the ablaze sunset that casts

shadows longer than our futures.
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“Did you ever think it would come to this?” Barry’s voice is a rasp, frayed by the
years, a saltwater wound refusing to heal. Sam, ensconced in his journalist’s

solitude, looks about suspiciously. Has the world ever truly changed?

“I thought revolution meant something,” he murmurs, thumbing through his
tattered notebook filled with the remnants of thoughts once deemed revolutionary.
He imagines Susan’s laughter ringing through the air, a sound he searches for to

fend off the ever-encroaching gloom.

“You don’t get it, do you?” Susan had declared, her spirit unyielding even before
the cataclysm struck. “Communism is just another brand of decay, Barry. We're

trading the chains of capitalism for chains of a different hue.”

Ryan shifts uncomfortably on the abandoned bus stop bench, his tattered jacket
hanging loosely across his shoulders. “But at least we thought we had a choice,”
he sighs. His thoughts spiral towards Rebecca, who always saw the world through
a pragmatist’s lens. “Where is she now?” he mumbles, half to himself. Her fierce

gaze, matching his convictions, betrays an absence that is palpable.

Tina enters the scene, dragging the weight of history behind her like a widow’s
train. “We’re just ghosts in a waiting room,” she says, her voice almost sung,
resonating between the ruins of overgrown parks and collapsed buildings.
“Remember that coffee shop? We argued politics and laughed at the chaos like we

had any stake in it...”

Rebecca, the eternal optimist caught in an untenable world, had a solution for
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every crisis, a mantra that some way would bring change, tangible bloomings
from broken seeds. “You’re wrong,” she would say, her eyes twinkling amidst the
darkness. “Imagine a garden, Barry! We’ll cultivate it together.” In her mind, a

collective of dreamers could become the seeds of tomorrow.

But dreams turned fetid, and gardens now lay strangled by weeds. The
government’s iron fist tightened around the citizens, their voices hushed in the
storm of a sham democracy; the one they had thought was inevitable had dried up

like the sun behind the ashen clouds. How did we let it happen?

Jan appears — he’s been quiet, caught in his web of recollections. “You must

remember,” he murmurs, almost a prayer. “The language of dissent. They stole it,
Barry. Right under our noses. They took our words and left us with silence.” Jan’s
eyes are dull embers, still smoldering with passion in a world that has abandoned

hope.

The group is a constellation, drawn together by fracture. Every glimmer fading
further into darkness, yet they cling to each other, reverberations of wishes once
spoken. They’re bound by memories of bright-eyed optimism, hot coffee, the
warmth of flesh on flesh amid the chill of disarray.

“To fight without fighting...” Sam murmurs, conscious, painfully, of the faded
clamor of protest, feeble chants whispered into the night. “We shouldve fought
harder.” His voice betrays a brittle remorse, shadows consuming his words like a

black hole, devouring light.
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“What if we had?” Rebecca appears, ethereal, conjured from the mists of dreams
and regret. Her presence breathes life into their battered hearts. “What if we find
that language again?” No one answers, suspended in the abyss of hindsight,

wishing for the flicker of rebellion to reignite — a revival of spirit.

The sun sets, a bloody red outlining the horizon, and just like that, the world
keeps turning, oblivious to the souls who linger, who ache for connection,
searching through the rubble for remnants of their former selves. This is the
United States of The Communist Party, where echoes linger of things that might
have been, and bitterness still seeps into the crevices of weary hearts like rain on

parched soil.

Time stretches like that quiet silence. Not yet the end of the world — merely its
pause, a breath held before the descent into darkness, awaiting the morning when
the fight begins again. Here they stand, caught between yesterdays and forever
tomorrows, wondering if hope can blossom once more from the cracked asphalt
beneath their feet.

Yes, they may yet remember how to dream, how to fight... how to cultivate their

garden.

The End Of The World Has Come — The United States of The Communist
Party
The United States of The Democrat s— Chapter 8: Dead End

The café hums with the low vibrations of whispered conversations and
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heavy sighs. Somewhere, a television flickers in the corner, a muted
reminder of a world outside, a world that rattles on the edge of catastrophe.
Barry sits in the far corner, his fingers tracing the rim of an empty cup,
watching. His gaze drifts between the faces of Sam, Susan, Rebecca, Ryan,
Jan, and Tina — people tethered to the flickering remnants of society. They
were once colleagues, allies, even friends, but now they are soldiers in a
war of ideologies, barricaded by their beliefs and the shifting tides of a

fractured America.

Susan’s voice cuts through the reverie — sharp, electric — “Did you hear
what the Secretary said last night? The ultimatum has been issued. Either
we unify or capitulate. It’'s more than the latest sensation. It’s a game
changer.” Her brow is knitted tight, a manifestation of unspoken dread.
Unspoken or perhaps still clinging to hope — a sliver of hope in the chaotic

maelstrom of this new reality.

Ryan, scruffy and dreary-eyed, shrugs, “Unification? What does that even
mean anymore? We’ve been split into factions long before the Party lines
were drawn. You think a few speeches could bring back civility?” His words
hang heavy, and the laughter that once echoed through their conversations

feels painfully distant.

Tina leans in, a faint smile splitting her lips, attempts to lighten the heavy
air. “Come on! We've survived the awkward Thanksgiving dinners. I'm
pretty sure we can survive a little political tension.” But her smile fades as

she glances at Barry, who is lost in memories of laughter echoing through
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the halls of their previous lives — a time when the terminology of political

divides was a mere obstacle in their professional sky.

Jan, with a faraway look in her eyes, whispers, “There was a time when we'd
gather to celebrate unity in diversity. Now we are a caricature of our former
selves, drawn in broad strokes of red and blue. Maybe this is the end we
were warned about, where the ideas of progress cause our ultimate
demise.” The words tumble out as if she is trying to convince herself more

than anyone else.

The clock ticks quietly in the background, counting down the seconds as if
it is aware of something they aren’t. Rebecca stands abruptly, her chair
scraping the tiled floor, “I can't just sit here and do nothing! The protests
outside — people are coming together. There’s a movement brewing. We
could be part of something bigger than ourselves!” Her enthusiasm teeters
on the edge of a precipice — does she dare to leap into an abyss filled with

uncertainty, or does she stay in the shallow waters where comfort lingers?

Barry finally speaks, his voice raspy and filled with a weariness that’s
seeped into his bones. “Bigger than ourselves? How? Look around! We'’re
drowning in rhetoric and division. I want to believe, Rebecca, but every
effort feels like throwing a drop of water into a raging ocean. It means
nothing...” His words trail off, channeling into a spiraling abyss of

hopelessness.

Outside, the sounds of discontent rise like thunderclouds — protests fill the
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streets, a cacophony of jingles and jeers, splattered images of banners
proclaiming various calls to action. They’re meant to unify, but they only
harden the divide.

The group exchanges glances — each face a mosaic of uncertainty,
grappling with the notion of their personal beliefs, whether they should
stand or run, remain voiceless or fight. Years of history twist and coil

around them; the rustling pages of a book well-read yet still unreadable.

Suddenly, Sam interjects, “What if we created our own event? A real
community gathering, free from the dictates of the parties? A space for
genuine conversation?” His tone, usually smooth and whimsical, resembles

the gentle crescendos of a first-time composer laying a hopeful melody.

A murmur of agreement ripples through the group. It’s a fragile idea, like a
delicate stem breaking the surface of concrete, but the unity it brings feels
like a mission — a spark, however faint, ignited amidst the decay of their

political landscape.

As they plan and scheme, a warmth begins to unfurl in the depths of each
heart, snaking between skepticism and action. It’s a risk, a defiance against
the tide of despair that snarls behind them — a conscious choice to push

against the rusted wheel of fate.

Right here, in this café, amongst chipped mugs and muted televisions, they

pledge for a fleeting moment to be more than shadows on the walls of
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ideology — an echo of a once vibrant world that still clings fiercely to the

remembrance of hope.

But as they gather their ideas and take their first tentative steps towards
purpose, a truth lingers, cloaked under a shroud of optimism: the end never
truly arrives. No, only transformations, cyclical and relentless. The storm
would come; they would stand. Together. Alone. Remnants of what once

was in a brand new land.

The wisps of voices fill the air, swirling around like a vintage melody,
perhaps a note of fragility in the overarching narrative of history. The café
becomes a crucible, and they are, imperfectly, still burning brightly in the

face of an uncertain tomorrow.

The End of the World Has Come — The United States of The
Democrats

Chapter 9: Old People Die By The Millions

The sun was setting, painting the sky in hues of crimson and gold, a sharp
contrast to the cool, gray concrete that stretched infinitely beneath the
soles of my scuffed shoes. Barry, his grizzled beard ruffled by the evening
breeze, knelt by the crumbling remnants of a once vibrant public park, now
commandeered by weeds and memories. “Look at these trees, Sam,” he

said, his voice a whisper, “They were all alive once. Just like us.”

Alive. It was a loaded word, a veil draped over the decay around us, thick
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enough to choke on yet thin enough to see through. I peered into the nearby
playground, rusting swings swaying in the wind, a ghostly echo of laughter
that lived only in the past. Susan would have loved it here; she had always
insisted that parks should breathe life into the urban sprawl. But now, they
served merely as reminders of a lost world — a world we had let slip

through our fingers.

“You think they heard us?” Sam, always the pragmatic one, adjusted his
glasses, whose lenses were thick enough to warp the tired eyes behind
them, “The old people, I mean. All those times we said they were fading

away? That they'd be gone before we had anything worthwhile to save?”

With a slow shake of my head, I gazed beyond the horizon. “We didn’t know
they would take us with them.” The thought hung heavy between us, an
uninvited guest. Ryan had succumbed not long before, caught in the grip of
an ideological cyclone, succumbing to the technocracy that had promised

salvation but delivered pyres of disillusionment.

Tina, standing slightly apart from the group, was peering into her phone,
the screen pressed against her three-dimensional reality. “Just the way of
things,” she muttered, her voice barely audible over the silence swelling in
our contemplative circle. “They raised their children, and now... now
they’ve become obsolete.” Her words rippled through the group. My heart
sank further because it was true. An unrelenting tide had washed away the
elders, leaving only shadows and the remnants of memories, like fragments

of a dream one couldn’t quite recall upon awakening.
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Rebecca, hyper-aware of the lost, began to pace. “But it was more than just
loss, Barry! The system turned on them — the very government they helped
build! They sacrificed themselves for a cause, one we threw aside like last
week’s newspaper.” Each accusation dripped with anger, salted by waste. We
had prided ourselves on an evolving society, one that had breathed life into

democracy, yet the death of the elders had stolen our very morality.

Jan’s hand shook with age and bitterness as she responded, “We thought we
were turning the page, flipping into a brighter future, but it came at the cost
of our history — the very fabric of our identity.” She looked at each one of us
in turn, her gaze sharp amidst the decay. “We let them fade away while we

whispered sweet nothings of progress.”

Suddenly, it felt as though the weight of history had collapsed upon us, a
world compressed into a singular moment of clarity. I could almost see the
multitude of faces, their wrinkles each a testimony to a life spent in toil and
triumph. Where were the storytellers? The wise ones, who carried with
them the tales of whispers between nations and hearts entangled by love

and strife?

Tina tapped her foot impatiently, a minor rebellion against the somber
atmosphere. “And here we are! Still alive, still kicking. Maybe we ought to

channel their wisdom, to learn from the ashes they left.”

“Wisdom?” I echoed. “What good will that do when we’re boxed in by

ideologies that threaten to consume us? It’s like trying to plant roses in a
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toxic wasteland. Look around — those who were here to nurture have

vanished.”

“Then let’s not forget them!” Sam interjected, a sudden spark lighting his
features. “We should create a space, a sanctuary. Document their stories.

Remember their sacrifices.”

And just like that, hope imbued with the weight of despair transformed
itself into resolve. The flickering ember of an idea kindled within each
heart. In that twilight moment, we resolved to build not just a memorial but
a monument to counter the chaos. We would weave the fabric of our past,
stitch together the stories left behind, fashioning them into a luminous

tapestry of remembrance.

As we set our course, it became clear that while they may have exited this
world, those who had passed comprised the roots of our existence,

grounding us, pulling us back from the brink of oblivion.

Together, we began to step forward, no longer willing to submit quietly to
the rising tide of forgetfulness, carrying within us not just the weight of
their deaths, but the beauty of their unyielding life — a lighthouse cutting
through the growing darkness.

In the far distance, the twilight sun sank under the horizon, casting long
shadows that danced in the silence. The end of one world had come — but

like the persistent bloom of spring, perhaps we could find a way to
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regenerate the dreams of a future, resplendent with tales of those who had

come before us.

The End of the World Has Come — The United States of The
Communist Party

Chapter 10: A Land Great Has Fallen

It had been three years since the United States fell into the chaos of
ideological warfare, a battlefield concealed in shadows and brimming with
uncertainty. Barry sat on the edge of his bed, the peeling wallpaper adorned
with faded blue roses — a stark contrast to the world outside, now painted
in shades of gray and despair. The television flickered in the corner,
forgotten by all but the resilient few who clung to the notion of truth amidst

the propaganda.

“Can you believe they think the walls will keep us safe?” he muttered, half-

listening as Sam’s voice drifted from the small kitchen.

“Did you hear? The Party has solidified its grip on the east coast,” Sam’s
voice was muffled, but laced with a stark kind of dread. “The people are

just... accepting it. Like sheep.”

Barry sighed, the weight of his life pressing down on him — the decisions,
the losses, the endless struggle. Just the day before, he had watched friends
turn on friends, neighbors forming lines of division. The political landscape

had warped into a caricature of its former self, leaving only echoes of what
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once thrived.

Sam emerged from the kitchen, his attire rumpled but his demeanor wide-
eyed and frantic. “I saw a pamphlet — there’s going to be a rally at the town

square. We can't just sit here and let them erase everything.”

“And what do you want to do? Sing Kumbaya? Plead for mercy?” Barry

snapped, the bitterness coating his tongue like ash.

“Better than doing nothing! We can rally support; we can still fight back!
Susan is going. Rebecca is going. And Ryan...well, Ryan is the wild card,
isn’t he?” Sam’s enthusiasm was a shimmering illusion against a backdrop

woven from disillusionment.

“Ryan? Can we even trust him?” Barry’s skepticism increased, as a pang of
familiar fear tightened around his heart. “Last I heard, he was sticking

closer to the Reds than to us.”

“Sometimes the enemy of my enemy...” Sam trailed off, darting his eyes

toward the window as if fate itself would tap against the glass.

“Fine,” Barry relented, if only in futility. His voice dipped to a whisper. “Let’s

»

go.

Outside, the streets held a sickening stillness under the shroud of a cloudy

Tuesday afternoon. It felt like walking through a funeral procession
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heading nowhere. The remnants of yesterday’s protests lay scattered across
sidewalks — torn signs, crushed dreams in the form of crumpled paper. Yet,
in a land bursting with so much despair, the promise of rebellion held a

certain allure.

As they approached the town square, a thrumming pulse vibrated through
the air, drawing in skeptical eyes. Susan stood at the front, an embodiment
of bloody passion with her fist raised, calling to the versatile crowd that
gathered under the oppressive gaze of towering, gray clouds. The
momentary flicker of her voice shimmered in the dim light, a spark amidst

ruin.

“I refuse to go quietly into the night!” she shouted, invoking murmurs of
agreement. “This is America, not a prison yard! Remember who we are —

who we can be!”

The crowd cheered, a collective heartbeat resonating in rebellion. Beside
her was Rebecca, unwavering and steadfast, her expression marred by stoic
resolve. They were two women wrestling with fear while wrestling the
future — each word slicing through the factional chaos that consumed

them.

Ryan, with his cool demeanor that suggested nameless secrets, stood apart,
his posture one of a lone wolf watching sheep gathered at the brink.

Investigation glimmered in his eyes; his allegiance remained a riddle.
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“Do you understand that adhering to the Party’s will only digs our graves
deeper?” Rebecca addressed Ryan, words a challenge aimed like arrows.
“Or are you willing to play coy while our rights erode like sand beneath the

ocean?”

He shrugged, the shadows lingering along the edges of his face. “Revolution

is messy. Sometimes you have to roll in the dirt to rise clean.”

“Doesn’t mean we have to invite the mud in,” Barry said, the tension

spiraling like a vine twisting towards the sun, only to be broken.

“Enough about revolution! This is about survival.” Ryan breathed, as the air
turned electric, each breath a potential ignition. “Align with your enemy if it

means staying alive to see a new dawn.”

Perhaps he was right, Barry thought, the spiral of thought whisking him
through a labyrinth of doubt. Could they afford to lose themselves in the
grind of rebellion? Or would survival come from blending in — playing their

cards as the Party remained blind to their maneuvering?

As the rally grew, Sam moved forward despite the friction that snaked
through Barry’s mind. He stumbled towards Susan, offering her a hand to

help steady her fervent yet trembling resolve.

“A land great has fallen,” Sam declared with an earnest intensity that sent

several heads turning. “But we are the echo of her resurrection! We must
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'”

breathe life back into her bosom

The din reverberated; anger twisted through the crowd like fire through dry
timber. Sam’s solidarity ignited urgency throughout the gathering, urging
Barry to wrestle with the compulsion of his own spirit. Maybe it was time to
reclaim their identity, to offer the world a mosaic woven together — not as

Democrats or Communists — but as citizens of a land torn apart.

A loud crack echoed — an unseen hand striking the heart of the crowd,
sending a ripple of fear and confusion spiraling. People surged backward,
their voices twisting into screams as dust and chaos suddenly thundered
through the square. And in that moment, Barry felt the world bending at the

edges, a tapestry unraveling before his eyes.

Adrenaline surged, instincts crystallized; this wasn't a party anymore. This

was chaos reborn — dozens pushing to escape, to survive, to fight.

In this moment, the semblance of their divided land merged into something
volatile. And yet there, amidst the dark horizon and spiraling dust, the
humanity within them flickered, tiny embers igniting the possibility of
glimmers of hope — maybe, just maybe, they could rise like phoenixes from

the ashes.

“Together,” Barry whispered, clenching his fists as he moved back towards

the others. “Whatever it takes, we stand together.”
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The world felt shrouded, yet the murmurs of rebellion danced in the air
around them. Together, they would fight — not just for memories of what

was lost, but for the chance to redefine what could still be found.

The End of the World Has Come: The United States of The
Communist Party

Chapter 11: I Can't Breathe, Many Dying

Barry glanced at the fading sunset from his window, the orange hues
bleeding into the once-pristine skyline of what used to be Chicago. The air
felt thick with memories of a different time — before everything crashed
down like glass breaking against tiles. Before the new reality. The chiming
of a distant bell signaled the eighth hour, a sound that mingled with the
static in his chest, reminding him of the time when notions of a world
unravelling were mere stories told by older generations — before the divide,
before the uprising.

'”

“Barry!” came a voice from the cramped living room — a voice laced with
dread. Sam, his neighbor, an old college friend turned post-apocalyptic
confidant, loomed in the doorway, his eyes sunken like a man that had seen
too much. “They’re saying it’s starting again.” That word — “starting” hung
in the air, heavy, almost pregnant with pain. A cascade, an avalanche of

despair was impending. Barry’s heart tugged at the implications.

What does “starting” even mean in a land crushed by ideals? The

transformation from what was once the Democrat Party into the

https://medium.com/@wbalistreri0/dying-in-a-land-of-my-ancestors-8f62c6ffd422 Page 41 of 159



Dying In A Land of My Ancestors. A New Democrat Party—Not The Same As... | by Whbalistreri | Aug, 2024 | Medium 8/28/24, 1:25 AM

Communist Party had begun insidiously, stealthily, back in the twenty-
twenties, when the two parties shifted like tectonic plates beneath the
surface, creating a tremor, shaking the nation to its core. Democrat,
Communist, those labels had become interchangeable, symbols of betrayal
woven beneath the blank stare of their once-great constituents. A
movement gone haywire, spiraling into a vortex of identity, of blame, of

desperation.

“I can’t bear the thought of more dying,” Susan’s voice cracked, interrupting
his reverie. Her sobs filled the room with an eerie intimacy, a piercing
reminder of what had been lost — her brother, taken by hunger, by
ignorance, by the new regime. She’d once been fiery, vibrant, the spirit of
optimism. Now, her frame had withered under the pressure of grief, and

Barry felt a pang of emptiness stab at him.

“It wasn'’t supposed to end this way,” Rebecca whispered from the back, her
words barely heard above the gnawing dread that settled in the corners of
their minds. Everyone had come for different reasons, seeking solace, or
perhaps merely survival. Ryan, wracked with so much rigidity after his
wife’s death, found himself constantly clenching his jaw, caging his grief
behind bars forged in anger. While Jan observed silently, eyes gleaming
with the weight of female resilience, her mind racing with what should be

done.

Tina? She was the embodiment of defiance, the one who still scrawled

graffiti on crumbling walls, messages urging for solidarity amongst the
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broken. “Tomorrow, we rise,” she'd say with determination, her fists

clenched as if they held the power to change the tides.

But how? They were tired. The dust of a city that had fluttered with life now
floated in the stagnant air, suffocated by despair. The world had become a
theater of unspeakable losses, of families crumbling under the pressure of
oppressive rule, of comrades once united by flesh and heart now

diminished through fear and betrayal.

Barry mourned the ideals, those blueprints of democracy they had painted
together in classrooms, campus discussions filled with hope that could not
breach the darkness creeping across their reality. It was as if their lives
escaped them each day, evaporating into the smog of economic despair and

ideological deadlines, like vapor from a boiling pot.

“We can’t hide anymore,” Sam said, his voice steadier now, a resolve
sparking in the depths of desperation. “We have to make a statement. We

need to remind the world that humanity is worth fighting for.”

Rebecca nodded reluctantly, contemplating the idea of rebellion, awakening
the echoes of camaraderie buried beneath layers of loss and anguish.
Would they march into the streets, risking the wrath of a regime more
vicious than imagined? For many, it was absurd. For Barry, it was a flicker —

an ember amidst barren ashes.

Tina rose to her feet, catching their wavering attention. “We must channel
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this pain,” she declared, firm and articulate, “into something that cannot be
ignored. A united front, for all that’s left of us. They’ve taken our lives, our

'”

identities — let’s ignite a purpose

“But can hope resurrect the dead?” Sam questioned pitifully, and a pained
silence ensued, each person swimming in silent introspection, wrestling
with shadows of what they had lost.

“Hope is a fickle mistress,” Barry muttered beneath his breath, but even he
couldn’t ignore the magnetic pull of something greater awakening inside

him — a foolish idea perhaps, or just perhaps, the seed of a dream.

So, hours passed, the shadows mingling with sunlight as ideas leaked
around them, each shared word reconstructing their tattered souls. A plan
— a protest — a chance, not just for themselves but for every lost soul. They
drew symbols of their unity across crumpled paper, the remnants of an old
world transforming into maps of what could be — a collective call to rise

against narratives written by oppressive hands.

As dawn brushed gentle fingers over the horizon, promising light to the
worthy and unworthy alike, Barry inhaled deeply, tasting potency in the air,
defiance woven within. “Let us paint the town red — no, a new color —

hope. Because we will not be buried with our dreams.”

With hands united, the petty grievances swept away, they leap into the

unknown, each heart hammering with sweat and courage, a new chapter
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written by their actions — a testament to the enduring human spirit,
signaling that even amidst encroaching despair, passion could sow the
seeds of resistance. That day, beneath the unforgiving sun, the shadows

shrank as unity began to shine.

And so they went out into the world, ready to assert themselves, for they
understood that if the world was ending — then they would rise, ensuring
the heartbeats of many were not drowned beneath the drumming of the

dying. They would not only endure; they would roar.

The End of The World Has Come: Chapter 12 — The Air, I'm Dying

The air is thick, cloying and stifling like a blanket of wet wool wrapped
around my lungs. Barry looks at me, his eyes shadowed under the weight of
what used to be. Above us looms the derelict skyline of what was once New
York City, magnificent towers now dust-covered ruins, their concrete
peeling like old skin. I watch the shadows dance on his face, a play of
despair and determination. What have we come to? The question rings in my

mind, echoing off the hollow walls of my soul.

Sam stands a few paces away, fiddling with the frayed edge of his jacket
cuff, a vestige of an old time before the fracture. There’s an air of distraction
about him — his mind, always wandering to the might-have-beens. I can
almost hear the fantasies swirling quietly behind his paranoid glances. “You
see anything out there?” he asks, as if the forsaken streets could yield some

relic of hope. But the world has narrowed to survival, not dreams.
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“Nothing but the echoes,” I reply. The echoes of laughter, of rebellion, of all the
evenings spent trading words under neon lights that flickered with signs of life.
Those were the days before the divide, when the terms ‘Democrat’ and
‘Communist’ were charged, incendiary labels tossed around in vibrant
debates, not the symbols of our desolation. I wonder if Susan remembers
those discussions as vividly as I do, her witty retorts a balm for the banality

of everyday chatter.

Susan. I close my eyes for just a moment, imagining her; her steel resolve
wrapped in layers of tenderness. She’d scowl and brighten the room with
her presence, and now her absence is palpable, like a pothole in the asphalt
of our shared existence. She had fought with the fervor of a lady knight
when the Council split, arguing that we were stronger together, yet this

fragmenting has swallowed her voice. What have they done with her?

I catch a glimpse of Rebecca rummaging through a ragged backpack,
pulling out remnants of old journalism, her torn articles bearing witness to
the world’s unraveling. “The people deserve to know,” she often said, eyes
aflame with fervor — the words of a true believer. But the voice of the
journalist is lost, drowned beneath the weight of propaganda and
falsehoods. The end of the world has come, her declaration becomes a cruel

irony now, yet the truth she once craved has been obliterated by the chaos.

“Did you find anything?” Ryan pipes up, his gaze flitting across the uneven
ground, searching for answers while stepping over fragments of the history

we’ve buried. There is a frailty in his tone, his shadow lengthening against
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the broken pavement, fear brewing beneath layers of bravado. He would
always say that the truth was out there, lurking amidst the ruins, still
thriving. But in today’s perverse theatre, where reality dances away from us,

truth has become a luxury, a rare currency worth more than gold.

“Tust dust and despair,” she mutters, the noise of her voice rising like steam
from a lost pot. Oh, how we cling to our words like roots, desperate to find a

foundation in this chaos.

Silence reclaims the space, a blanket draped over us, heavy and suffocating.
My heart races; fear mingles with purpose as I realize collective memories
quietly float, connecting us. Memories of all that we had hoped the world
could be. Bits of laughter, eyes gleaming under the summer sun,
conversations carried on the wind and inside cafes pregnant with aromas of
fresh coffee and pastries. I can almost taste it, the sweetness of a carefree

morning.

Tina observes from a distance, stationed near the broad ruin of what was
once a majestic fountain, her fingers tracing the fractured edges of
something, maybe a piece of ourselves. She has become a ghost amid these
remnants, too fragile for this world yet possessing a steely awe that
surprises us all. Are we fading too? Will our stories wear thin as the fabric of this

reality frays? She embodies fragility shipped broken.

The clamor of approaching footsteps shakes me from the stream of my

thoughts. The Council will come again, like specters of authority draped in
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shadows. They are here to enforce their laws, the fine line they draw
between the once-beautiful ideals of democracy and the suffocating grip of
control. Words cut through the suffocating air, hushed murmurs like a
prayer or an incantation, reasoning dancing just beyond our grasp. “Stay
calm,” I urge, “Let them pass.” But how can we stay calm when the air is

thick with their intentions, heavy as lead.

“How can we breathe?” Sam whispers, cradling his head in his hands, a
marionette suddenly cut from its strings, swaying helplessly. Oh, Barry,

where did you bury your fight?

“We'll keep fighting, won't we?” I insist, the flame of hope igniting in my
belly, illuminating our faces with its dim glow. “We have to keep pushing

back against this darkness. We have to find a way.”

Ryan nods, “We’ll surface, like water rising against heavy stones.” His words
tumble out unsteady, yet they resonate, ringing loud and true — a lifebuoy

amid the drowning tide.

Together we form our unprofessional political band, strangers turned
family sculpted by grief and trials, meteors in this swallowing vacuum
ready to embrace tomorrow’s dawn, when voices may again break free of
faded memories. Though the echoes of the world fall silent, while the
council bears down on us with echoes of iron-fisted loyalty, our silent

screams of resistance weave us into a tapestry yet unfinished.
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Perhaps it is within ignorance that unity finds its shape. Threads intertwine,
our lives more than mere shadows against the dusty remnants of history.
The tale of our resilience — a whisper — can brave the sharpest winds of
survival, reimagined anew, wrapped in the passionate promise that hope
can still soar above our broken city. Together, we breathe amidst ash,

knowing that deep in our hearts where history lies, we are still alive.

With every hope-filled breath, we shall refuse to resign to air that
suffocates. For this is not just the end; it is the beginning of something new.
In the grip of despair, we climb, hand in hand, rising from ourselves into

tomorrow’s light.

The End Of The World Has Come: What Happened To Life
America? Chapter 13

What is it like to watch the world unravel around you? Barry must have
asked himself this same question a thousand times today, as he stood with
his back propped against the chipped white wall of what had once been a
town hall, now a husk of faded murals and memories. His mind raced like
the wind whistling through the broken window panes, a chaotic cascade of

thoughts swirling and colliding — a reflection of the scarred nation outside.

The bell had tolled — dissonant vibrations echoing down every cracked
street in the United States of the Communist Party. It reverberated deep
within the hearts of the beleaguered citizens — the few who had dared to
venture out. The grand ideals of socialism had crumbled into a brittle

framework of fear and despair. It was all the same; power struggles and
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monstrous ideologies soured the air like a thick fog that refused to lift.

Barry’s gaze shifted from the destruction around him to the small group
huddled nearby.

“They have to come for us soon,” whispered Tina, her voice almost a prayer.
She hadn’t moved much since they lost Ryan. The boy was barely twenty,
spirited and naive enough to believe that they could change the world.
Barry remembered that stubborn glint in his eye as they had gathered
under the remains of the old elm tree, discussing dreams of a brighter
future, only for him to vanish when the sirens blared. It wasn't just Ryan —
too many had disappeared, as if the earth itself had opened up and
swallowed them whole. Hadn'’t they all felt it — the oppressive, undeniable

weight of despair?

Sam shook his head, his thick glasses perched awkwardly on his nose. “If
they come, we’ll resist. There are more of us than there are of them,” he
said, his voice brimming with determination. Barry admired the passion in
Sam’s voice, but somewhere beneath that fire was a layer of hollowness. He

could see it in his eyes — a flickering flicker of doubt.

Susan was pacing back and forth, her hands running through her amber
hair like a lifeline. “We’re losing it, aren’t we? Too many to account for, too
few to fight back,” she murmured, the weight of reality pressing against her
shoulders. The rations had dwindled, and fear wrapped around them like
barbed wire. Each day marked a new struggle — a clawing demand for

survival. She had once dreamed of a career in journalism. Now, she
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chronicled death in fragments with broken pencils on the back of tattered

receipts.

Outside, Rebecca stood sentinel, her stance rigid, her brown curls framing
a drawn face. “If we give in to despair, they've already won,” she snapped,
eyes scanning the horizon for signs of life. The sun hung low, casting long
shadows across a landscape where laughter had once thrived. Rebecca had
always been the anchor of the group, issuing rally cries that resonated in
Barry’s heart. But even she couldn’t escape the pervasive cloud of

uncertainty that loomed over them.

“Barry,” she called, breaking the silence. “You’re quiet. What’s on your

mind?”

They had relied on him, even cherished him at times, a pillar of strength
amidst a storm. But the silence consumed him; its grip was suffocating.
Hadn't he always been the one to validate their fears? To build bridges when
the world divided? Yet now, faced with an alien reality, his thoughts drifted
inward, shadow-shifting memories surfacing like ghosts from the depths.
He remembered the parades of freedom fought for — what had they

amounted to?

“Just... remembering?” he finally replied, his voice uncertain. He glanced at
the flickering streetlights, now sparking against the grayness that shaded
life. “Do you remember the America we used to talk about over coffee? Even

the dreams we shared felt within reach.”
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Tina’s eyes brimmed with tears. “Dreams don’t mean anything anymore,’
she whispered, and the softness of her voice cut through him. It felt so

impossibly far away now.

Jan approached, striding with purpose. “We need to draft a plan, gather
whatever resources we can. We need to preserve the message, to document
all this madness.” He had a way of decimating the air with practicality; his
blueprints became life rafts thrown into turbulent waters. “What happened

to life America?”

A weary silence enfolded them as they pondered Jan’s words. Despair
flickered like breathing embers in a fire; it could save or consume

everything in a single breath.

“This isn't about just us anymore,” Susan broke in, anger swimming in her
voice. “We have to think of future generations! They deserve to know what

happened!” The fire inside her blazed fiercer than their dwindling chances.

“Or maybe we need to rethink our priorities,” Sam added, rubbing the
bridge of his nose, a semblance of calmness shading over his trepidation.

“The world may have changed too much to save.”

Suddenly, a sound nearby — a shriek, piercing through the backdrop of
desolation. Everybody stiffened. Tina clutched Barry’s arm as dread washed

over them. Janet began to lean forward, but Barry held her back.
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“Do you want to draw them to us?” he hissed.

More screams, more chaos spilling into the street like a vivid painting of a

broken world.

“Time is against us — hide!” Sam screamed, dragging Tina behind a rusting
dumpster as the rest of the group fell in line. They crouched in desperate

silence, breath hitching, listening to the world unravel around them.

Then, an echo of hurried footsteps — voices raised in anger, laced with

promises mixing desperation and belief.

“It’s us against them,” echoed a voice he didn’t recognize, but it was

accompanied by a script of familiar tones.

“Barry!” Rebecca’s soft voice broke through the malaise, bringing him back
to the moment, the pocket of time they'd occupied this day. “We need your
strength.”

At that instant, the realization crashed upon him like a flood — a chaotic
swirl of human resilience kindled into flame. Defiance shimmered in the
rubble of despair. Whatever had happened — a soulless government,
twisted ideologies, fractured lives — they could not allow it to tear them

apart.

Together, starved of hope, yet brimming with yearning, they rose from their
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hiding place, united by invisible strings of shared faith and resolve, a

battalion formed not just of survival but of heart, of humanity.

“Barry! Look.”

He turned to Rebecca, eyes blazing, hope tempered by urgency. “We are

more than lost souls. We are a testament to what used to be — what could
still be.”

As the night loomed, painted in tones of blue and peril, they marched
forward, not as mere shadows, but as voices of the life that America had
once represented. They were children of a dream, remnants of justice,
daring to reclaim everything snatched away in the swirling tempest of

despair.

The end of the world had come, yes, but perhaps — just perhaps — they

were beginning, but how?

The Smoke Filled the Air
Chapter 14: The United States of The Democrats

Barry surveyed the sky, choking back the acrid scent that hung like a shroud
over the crumbling city. It seemed surreal; the bustling streets of
Manhattan had been replaced with nothing but crumbling facades and
flickering neon signs that bore witness to a world long past its prime. He

pulled his jacket tighter around him, a futile effort against the biting wind
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that whipped through the skeletal remains of once proud buildings. What

had they done to themselves?

The banners of their old creeds fluttered amongst the debris, frayed and
timid against the ashen sky. The United States of The Communist Party. The
scars of revolution were still fresh; the euphoria that had ignited hope
turned to ashes, a smoldering pyre of ideals unfulfilled, and dreams

sacrificed at the altar of power.

Sam was trudging beside him, eyes glazed over, lost in thought. “Remember
the 2020 elections?” he muttered almost absently. “When they said things
couldn’t get worse?” There was a hollow laugh, but no mirth. Barry nodded,
remembering those heady days when the prospect of change suffocated
with every promise made, each unfulfilled pledge only paving the road to

this disaster.

“Now it’s just us, Sam. Just us and this ghost town,” Barry replied, brushing
dust off his jeans. He couldn't tell if that was just dirt or a little bit of his
former life — the past slipping through his fingers like sand.

A shadow loomed near them. Rebecca emerged from the haze, her
silhouette marred against the smothering smoke. “The furnace is aglow
again,’ she said, her voice low but carrying a weight that echoed off the
abandoned walls. “We can’t hang around here much longer. Jan is waiting at

the safe house — might even have some news.”
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Susan came up behind, her expression bleak as she wiped a smear of soot
from her cheek. “I heard there’s talk about mobilization again. They might
blast us out altogether this time. We can’t let them fragment the last of what
was once the Republic.” Her determination clashed with the exhaustion in
her tone, but the fire within her still flickered.

“Mobilization?” Ryan, always the skeptic, rolled his eyes. “Good luck to the
fools who think they can play God now. We’ve split this country in half;

there’s no going back.”

“But what choice do we have?” Tina said, her breath forming little clouds in
the cold air, like whispers carried away by the wind. “We’re already an

b3

island amidst the chaos. We've got to stay together. We're all we've got left.

Rebecca suddenly turned, her features sharp in the grainy dusk. “Enough
with the negativity, Ryan. The last thing we need is to throw away our
chances. Talk on the street suggests our small band of survivors might just

be the key to something bigger.”

“No one asked for the end of the world,” Ryan shot back, a hint of

frustration breaking the monotony. “It was no grand design; it was a series
of mistakes, one on top of the other. Look at the fallout — families divided,
communities shunned, a relapse to ruin. You really think we’re standing in

the ashes of something glorious?”

Silence enveloped them for a moment, an uncomfortable interlude laden
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with unspoken truths. Barry could almost feel the ghostly echoes of a time
when these four walls buzzed with the pulse of life: street musicians and
budding artists, laughter springing from coffee shops that once breathed

warmth into the chill.

“Those memories,” he finally spoke, “they’re all we have left. Hope, despair

— both reside within us.”

Barry’s thoughts drifted to Jan, their compass, their glue. Hand in hand
through history, she had charted a path when others faltered, her belief in
humanity’s goodness unwavering. They'd built a life around the notion of

what was fair, what was just. And now?

“Can we even trust what she says?” Ryan’s voice broke the reverie, pulling
Barry tightly back into the dire present. “With the factions fighting back

from the shadows, can we afford anything less than a cautious heart?”

“Jan believes in compromise, in working together.” Susan added softly,
“whereas we've seen the fallout already of that harsh line drawn in the
sand. We've been scattered; the parts of us cannot remain disjointed.

Division leaves us nothing but remnants of what once was.”

They moved again, inching through streets overtaken by a sense of vacancy
slipping ever deeper into the crevices of their minds. Each footfall echoed
with the ghosts of their failures and choices past, and yet through it all an

ember flickered. A soft glimmer of unity, a connection that bound them
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beyond the ether of ideology.

The thoughts ebbed and flowed, memories crashing over them like waves in
a storm. They'd been caught in the whirlwind of change, rising tides of
power colliding with the very freedoms they had sought to protect. The
concept of democracy twisted, tugged underneath the weight of ideals,
igniting a puzzling dichotomy; a fight for liberation turned into a chain

binding them ever tighter.

“Look, we're a group,” Barry said, his voice steadying as they approached
Jan’s hideout. “Together we can't remain amnesiacs to our own history.
We've got to piece this together — keep searching for the remnants of what
democracy means, what community is. No end of the world can claim that
truth.”

Maybe that was it — they could overthrow the bleakness pressing down on
them. Not with bluster or bombs, but through moments akin to sunlight
breaking through the oppressive fog at sunrise. Each remembered smile,
shared moment pulling them closer, a familiar warmth igniting hope

amidst darkness.

They reached the safe house, the door creaking open like the cautious
whisper of new beginnings. Jan stood there, a silhouette against the dim

light, but in that frame, Barry saw the promise of what yet could be.

“Come in,” she said. “You won’t believe what I've discovered.”
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As they stepped within the fragile flicker of light, with smoke spiraling
outside, the air thick with both danger and possibility, Barry realized:
perhaps this world wasn’t done with them yet. Perhaps they could be the

architects of something better — together.

The smoke filled the air, but more than that, hope brimmed in their united
hearts. The end had come... but from its ashes, they dared to dream, to
rebuild, to surrender to the unpredictable winds of change, finding purpose

in their bond, in each other.

Title: The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 15 — Many Are
Dropping Dead

The thrum of the city enveloped Barry as he swayed on the crowded
subway, the dulcet tones of a violinist conjuring images of a past long lost in
the haze of glossy screens and social media buzz. Tightened shoulders
brushed against him; laughter echoed, but it felt muted, distant, too far
removed from where he stood, lost in a calculation of appointments and
tasks. He glanced at his watch, the seconds ticked like a metronome in the

chaos of commuter life. It was just another Monday in the 21st century.

That afternoon, he would meet Susan and Tina at the Jefferson Café, their
weekly sanctuary beneath the overhang of concrete and glass. They had
chosen Friday after Thanksgiving for the original gathering, and now, five
years later, the ritual felt both sacred and cumbersome, like a chore they

performed out of habit rather than desire. Barry wondered how one day
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someone could be a cherished friend, and the next day, it felt as though
they were merely fellow travelers — mere shadows moving parallel in

distant lanes.

Would this be the week they'd finally discuss the elephant in the room? The
news had been relentless, almost unrecognizable in its voracity. ‘Many Are
Dropping Dead, read a headline from last week, scrolling through stories of
unexplained illness and panic that seemed to drown the country in a fog of
despair. Barry’s fingers would twitch, longing to push back against the tide
of panic, but it clung to everything — social media feeds, coffee shop chats,
and, worst of all, the nightly news anchor’s somber tones. The air was heavy
with echoes of loss, but here they were, seated at their small corner booth,

sharing a single flickering candle that trembled in the draft of the café.

Tina arrived first, her silhouette glyph-like against the backdrop of
modernity. “Hey, Barry!” she said, her voice merry yet laced with an

undertone of fatigue. “Did you see the article in The Times?”

Forcing a smile, he swept a hand through his hair, catching a glimpse of
Susan’s horizon-blue eyes as they pushed the doors ajar, an anchoring force
that drew him towards normalcy, yet deep down he could sense a tremor of

discontent. “Which one exactly?”

“The one about the...what did they call it? The ‘calamity’ — the death rate
shooting up in every demographic!” Tina leaned forward, her fingers

drumming like tiny rain against the worn, wooden table. “It’s as if we’re
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living in some dystopian novel, Barry! Does anyone else see it?”

Susan took her seat beside Tina, exhaling a laugh that seemed a cross
between amusement and disbelief. “What’s life without a bit of chaos?” she
quipped, but the smile faltered at the corners of her mouth. “This reminds
me of that old adage, “We are our own worst enemy. But boy, are we being
tested.”

“More like the country is its own worst enemy...” Barry murmured, his
thoughts swirling uncontrollably in the sheer weight of it all. “We keep
talking about progress while we're silently shipping out those who didn’t
make it to the finish line. I mean — ” He paused, drawing in air like
drowning in the deep end of the pool. “There’s no cohesion anymore,
Susan. Everyone is in their echo chambers, horror films playing on repeat,
and we're just here, sipping lattes and ignoring the disaster unfolding at our

doorsteps.”

Tina’s enthusiasm dimmed, her fingers tracing the rim of her cup. “But we
need to stay informed, right? Is ignorance really bliss?” Her tone softened, a
heavy sigh creeping into the silence that enveloped them. “I worry about
my mother. Every time I call, she seems less and less like herself. It’s like

talking to a ghost.”

The specter of unresolved fears lingered in the air just above the table,
casting a pall of unfulfilled potential over their conversation. They shifted

uncomfortably, each weighed down by their personal burdens that could
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only be revealed in fragments, like chapters from an unfinished book.

And then the unthinkable happened.

Moments later, their drinks sat untouched, some robust concoction of
coffee and stories at the ready, when the café fell into a sudden hush. A
gasping breath broke through, then another, curling through the air like
smoke before unraveling into chaos. It arrived too quickly to comprehend —
an elderly man collapsed against a neighboring table. The world slowed as
diners stared in disbelief; an involuntary rectangle of space expanded,

pushing everyone light years away from the man gasping on the floor.

“Should we...” Barry began, but his voice faded like mist under sunlight.
Uncertainty swelled in his chest — it was raw, alive, like the pulsing
heartbeat of the city unraveling around him. Panic spread across the faces
huddled along the counter, but beneath the alarm, a grimmer indistinct
reality unfolded as they recognized the precarious threads of mortality
itself.

Tina’s breath quickened, and she clutched her phone. “Noem, help is on the

'”

way!” The words rushed out, as if spoken in defense of a world spiraling

down.

Uncertainty knotted in Barry’s abdomen. The questions bloomed like
wildflowers in a field — Are we next? Is this what it’'s come to? Has it always

been like this? And the uncomfortable truth sank in: this wasn’t merely an
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individual tragedy; it was emblematic of a greater tale of fragility. Here they
sat, together on the brink of something, and yet none of their meaningless

quarrels over busy lives and unanswered emails seemed crucial anymore.

Time fractured; moments stretched and shrank again all at once.
Unraveling threads connected them back through history in solemn silence
— Barry, Susan, and Tina, not merely individuals with stories to tell but

vessels of a collective memory steeped in uncertainty and shared humanity.

Eventually, the sirens wailed — distant but growing louder, punctuating the
chaos of the café. A sense of urgency surged as people snapped back to the
present. Rushed officers, the shimmer of badges under stark fluorescent
lights, and hands moving, frantically but with purpose. Someone leaned in
closer, shifting their gaze from the fallen man to the diners around him,

assessing their vulnerability in a skewed reality.

And in that moment, wrapped up in their tragic tableau of humanity, Barry
caught Susan’s eye. A gesture — a small curve of her lips that whispered,

We're still here, together — held them steady.

“Things have to change,” she said quietly, words borne of an unsettling

revelation. “If we can’t acknowledge our history, we can’t move forward.”

As they watched the world shift around them, ready for whatever the future
might hold, Barry realized it was not about merely surviving the day but

about forging connections, addressing the elephants at the table, and
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welcoming the unpredictable specter of ‘tomorrow’ — together.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 16 — Families Can't Be Saved

A stubborn light seeped through the dusty curtains of Barry’s home, casting
a weary glow on frayed photographs adorning the walls — his father in a
white apron grilling steaks, his mother’s mischievous smile beside the
Christmas tree strung with lights that seemed to dim with each passing
year. Every glance at them drew him deeper into the morass of nostalgia.
Exotic fragrances wafted from the kitchen — Susan, his wife, had decided to
try her hand at a new recipe from the old cookbook she had found in a thrift
store. How marvellous it was that, in the year 2045, people still sought
comfort in food from days gone by like reminiscence blossoming amid the

harshness of life.

But there it was again, that nagging thought that made his heart stutter now
and again. How they had come to this moment amidst a decaying union,
families splintering like chairs pulled apart in crisis, and here too, within
his own four walls. Barry sighed. He wouldn't let the harshness of reality
seep into this safe space. Not now, not when Susan was working silently in
the kitchen, her brow slightly furrowed. The anxieties of the outside world

should stay outside — so why did it creep in, jagged and uncomfortable?
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The active pulse of 21st-century America reverberated around him. It was
still hard for him to grasp how politically divided the nation had become.
On one side, the Democrats were pushing for progress, inclusion, and
equality, while on the other, an unyielding swell of conservatism uncoiled
itself like a snake ready to strike. A gaping chasm had split the nation; once
a venerated experiment in unity, now it seemed to hang by the most fragile
of threads. And yet, families couldn’t be saved, not in his immediate circle.
Fractured conversations, accusations whispering beneath the surface, and

too-easy estrangements.

Barry’s son, Ryan, sat on the floor nearby, a tangle of wires, game
controllers, and defiance. Seven years old, his innocence remained patently
unaware of the simmering tensions in which he was ensconced. He called
to Aunt Tina, a specter of joy in his life. Her absence at family dinners made
the atmosphere heavier. Once a beacon of irreverence, nestled easily into
the conversations, now her absence clamored in pain. Their estrangement
had started quietly, alongside the growing animosities swirling through

their shared circle as if they were the perfect storm.

Tina, Barry’s younger sister, always challenged the conventional traps of
respectability. She had raised her voice against the clutches of conformity,
advocating for the disenfranchised in a world that often refused to hear
them. But somewhere along the way, her passion had polarized their family,
and the chasm had only widened with each familial gathering. They had
lost the laughter to the rhetoric, the clinks of glasses to venomous

philosophies — politics intruding irrevocably into every salutation, every
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toast.

The simmer in the pot behind Susan made the room fragrant, a soft anchor,
and Barry leaned back, the heft of thoughts weighing on him, mapping out
what had gone wrong. His mind danced through moments past: angered to
irritation, to lunches where words turned acrid, to holidays steeped in
silence — not the lively warmth he had craved for his child. The words that
had been spoken once over dinner felt more like concrete blocks, building
walls instead of bridges. Families were supposed to be saved — not shelved

in the creases of the past.

“Dad, can we go to the park?” Ryan asked suddenly, his face lit with
enthusiasm amidst the shadows of the living room. Barry could see the
innocence flickering in his son’s eyes — a call for normalcy that cut through

the weathered layers of resignation.

“Sure!” Barry exclaimed, attempting to muster genuine cheer. He shot a
glance toward Susan, who stood poised between the stove and a forceful
tide of thought, an ephemeral tug of concern etched across her face. She
returned the look, an unspoken dialogue between them. The kitchen was
her realm, but the family’s essence was now changing, subtly reconstituting

itself while outside forces continued their clash.

“Let me pack a snack!” Susan finally said, the words bursting from her like a
dam giving way. For all the waves of division, this space remained

untouched — a pocket of tenderness in a world that felt so estranged.
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As they packed their little picnic, Barry’s mind wandered to the absent Tina.
How far had they sunk into this turmoil? He could feel guilt clawing at his
insides. He should have reached out before their family gatherings
dissolved into battlegrounds. They had once shared jokes, expectations, and

dreams, swimming through life with an ease that he now longed for.

The park presented them with lush serenity, birds chirping as if the world
had not ruptured outside its sanctuary. Ryan bolted ahead, his laughter
cascading like water over rocks. Susan watched him, her smile genuine, and
for a brief heartbeat, Barry felt the illusion of normalcy return, but

moments like these begged for certainty in an uncertain world.

“I miss Tina,” Ryan said suddenly, breaking the peaceful silence as they laid
out their blanket. The straightforward nature of children rendered him

breathless.

“I do too, buddy,” Barry replied, wishing he could conjure magic words to

soothe both their hearts. “But families are complicated sometimes.”

“What does complicated mean?” Ryan questioned, his brows knitted in

perplexity.

Barry hesitated. Faced with distillation of truth, he thought of the paradox
of families rendered unrecognizable by divisions that wrenched laughter
and kinship away. It wasn’t just the politics that caused fissures but the

human heart itself — how easily it could fracture under immense weight,
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how the fight for principle and respect could eclipse love.

“Complicated means just that — like when you want to play with a friend,
but then something happens, and it turns into a fight instead. It feels

confusing,” he explained.

In the distance, voices drifted to them, echoing familial barks, and
resounding laughter. Barry looked back at them, children climbing trees
with abandon. But was his family worth saving if it meant letting anger

overshadow affection?

As they enjoyed their snacks, Susan glanced at Barry, her expression
welcoming yet questioning. The air buzzed with unarticulated sentiments.
Facing them was a truth so potent; Barry could taste its weight. Families —
like politics — could be saved, perhaps, but only if nurtured with
compassion, humility, and the recognition that love wore many faces, none

perfect, all beautifully imperfect.

The sun dipped beneath the horizon — the day yielding to twilight. Like
shadows against the backdrop blur, Barry resolved to bridge that
fragmented distance with understanding and grace. Families shouldn’t
drown in the cacophony of the world; they should flourish, loving with all
their might, even or especially when it felt impossible.Thus, other families
remained fractured in the distance, but he — and his family — could forge

their own path amidst the chaos, seeking unity in a fragmented world.
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The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 17 — Horrible Screams and
Yells

Barry sat at his favorite booth in the corner of the diner, the one that
granted him a ringside seat to the ebb and flow of humanity around him.
Years had turned the oak table glossy, marred by time and the memories of
countless coffee mugs and greasy plates, the ghosts of diners whispering
stories into the tips of his fingers. It was a Friday, the diner bathed in the
soft glow of neon lights, yet the atmosphere twisted in a curious blend of
nostalgia and an ever-increasing undercurrent of anxiety that pricked at
Barry’s senses. An endless parade of bustling patrons and the clinking of
cutlery were the mundane sounds of life, but beneath it lurked a tension
that felt almost historical, as if the very air itself was charged with

unresolved grievances.

Susan, his friend since childhood and a local journalist, arrived
breathlessly, her dark curls bouncing as if they had a mind of their own.
“You won't believe the latest from City Hall!” she declared, sliding into the
booth opposite him, her freckles painted bright against the fading light.
“They’re pushing through an ordinance that could lead to protests. Again.”
Her eyes, often the shade of the sea on a stormy day, glinted with
excitement, or was it an echo of fear? Her pen was poised; to her, every

moment was a story in waiting.

“Protests, huh? Seems fitting,” Barry replied, absently sipping his coffee — a

bitter brew, not unlike the times they found themselves in. Every sip
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another reminder of the bitter taste of reality.

Barry couldn’t help but wonder if they were caught in a historical loop. The
echoes of past generations lingered, their unresolved screams and yells
reverberating through time, reshaping the present with their demands for
justice, equality, and recognition. The chatter around him faded as he lost
himself in thought — a silent movie played in vivid detail behind his eyes,
where he could visualize a march, voices angry and determined, a

symphony of dissent ringing through the air.

Tina strolled in, late as usual, her demeanor often evasive, her presence
bold. She was a painter with a penchant for the abstract, yet despite her
artistic abstraction, she had a grounding effect on both him and Susan.
“Sorry, love, you know how the world spins,” she said as she settled onto the
vinyl seat next to Susan, her arms slipping off her jacket like whispers of

lost moments. “What’s the latest chaos in the town hall? More hoops for us

all?”

“Chaos,” Barry echoed. “More like a circus without a ringmaster.” He
chuckled at his own joke, but there was an edge there — something lurking

just beneath the surface.

“You know, they’re trying to paint this rosy picture of unity,” Tina said, her
voice low, conspiratorial. “But the brush strokes are full of anger, Barry.
People are tired — tired of lip service, tired of waiting for promises that

dance just out of reach.” She leaned in closer, as if the walls of the diner
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bore ears; they had to confide as if the world outside were an unsteady floor

beneath them.

Suddenly, the jarring sounds of a commotion erupted from outside, cutting
through the hum of conversation. Fragments of words — “freedom,”

3y &«

“rights,” “stop” — filtered in alongside the clamor of feet on pavement. The
trio shared glances laden with unspoken understanding, emotions flipping
from concern to resignation. Protests were part of their fabric, woven into
the narrative threads of American life, often sparked by the same

complexities and contradictions they grappled with every day.

“Let’s go check it out,” Susan suggested, her journalist instincts overriding
her reservations. “This could be important.” Her passion was a beacon in

the murky waters of their shared apathy.

“Sure, as long as we don’t end up with a front-row seat to history repeating

itself,” Barry replied, unable to stifle a mix of dread and anticipation.

Stepping outside was like entering an entirely different world; the diner’s
warmth was replaced by the sharp bite of the early evening air, crisp and
electric. A crowd had gathered, faces painted with determination and fear,
signs held aloft like battle flags — graphics, slogans, and thinly veiled
threats of civil disobedience intermingled. Voices rose in octaves, lifting
towards the heavens in a cacophony that was almost poetic, but Barry’s

heart began to race as he sensed a storm brewing.

https://medium.com/@wbalistreri0/dying-in-a-land-of-my-ancestors-8f62c6ffd422 Page 71 of 159



Dying In A Land of My Ancestors. A New Democrat Party—Not The Same As... | by Whbalistreri | Aug, 2024 | Medium 8/28/24, 1:25 AM

“We need to stay together,” he warned, barely loud enough to make himself
heard over the deafening cacophony swirling around them. But Susan had
already slipped into the throng, a moth drawn to the flame of a story

unfolding in the chaos, her notepad poised.

“Here. It’s happening,’ she muttered, oblivious to the growing intensity that

surrounded them.

His stomach tightened as Barry glanced around, taking stock of the rising
emotions within the crowd, the way the agitation sparked like wildfire
amongst the masses. Then, amidst the churning sea of bodies, Tina yanked
his arm. “We need to move back,” she urged, the urgency in her voice

slicing through the din.

Just then, there was a sharp sound, like a gunshot in the silence — the
screams and yells blared like an air raid siren, a raw mixture of panic and
fury erupting as people began to scatter. Barry’s heart raced; he sensed the
chaos break loose as the protest morphed into a sprawling tide of
uncertainty. A cacophony of voices rose, drowning out reason as they

turned into cries for justice.

“Stay close!” he shouted, but it felt futile against the fervor enveloping them.
The world had flipped; everything they had known seemed precariously
balanced on a knife’s edge, fraying threads broken, history cashing its

insistent hand.
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Without thinking, Barry grabbed Susan, who had been caught off guard by
the sudden shift in atmosphere. She clutched her notepad, her eyes wide
like saucers filled with bewilderment. They searched for Tina, who was
momentarily lost to the crush of bodies — how had it turned so fast? And
there she was, though independent and strong; she understood the rhythm

of life and the fury contained within the laughter and screams — they all
did.

With hands clasped and hearts pounding, they made their way back to the
familiar confines of the diner. They burst through the door, breathless,
feeling the warmth wrap around them like a comfort blanket. Out there, the
world was unraveling and reweaving itself, each thread colored with
passion and fear, and within these walls, they found a moment of stillness,

crowded, yet together.

The diner’s familiar clatter faded into the background as they settled back
into their booth. The sounds of the outside world dwindled, becoming
muffled echoes, while they exchanged glances — shared warmth, concern,
fear, and resilience swirling together like strands of fate. The three friends
lived somewhere between history’s lessons and the urgent cry of their

restless present, trapped in the storm between screams and hope.

The United States of The Democrats

Chapter 18: First Responders Can’t Keep Up, People Dying
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Barry sat on the edge of his bed, fingers poised above the cold plastic keys
of his laptop, the soft blue light illuminating fading photographs of
America. The flickering images carried memories of a different time, a time
when the streets thrummed with energy rather than despair, and laughter
echoed where silence now loomed. A world that felt out of reach. Barry
inhaled deeply. People dying, they keep saying it on the news. First
responders can’t keep up. Divided we stand, yet alone we shatter. He clicked
on the article, rapt in the stories it spun — individuals caught in a web of

crises that stretched far beyond the immediate horrors around them.

He should call Susan. It had been weeks. But what would he say, exactly?
“How’s the family?” Or maybe, “Still trying to salvage our broken healthcare
system?” Perhaps it was too raw, the wounds too fresh. Susan’s voice had
always been a balm, but these days? Days where the air felt tense and the
ground rumbled beneath them? He sighed, feeling the pressing weight of
the digital age trapping him in its glowing bands. He remembered the days
spent in the park, laughter spilling from Tina’s lips as they chased the
sunset together. Those days had the sweetness of nostalgia that slipped
through time like sand.

Susan. Always the grounded one, she kept reminders of hope under her
skin. She wouldn't let the deterioration of a city take her joy, but was there

joy left? He rose, moving to the little kitchen — the only part of the
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apartment he had managed to decorate — where the kettle loomed like a
guardian against the chaos of the world outside. It boiled loudly, a brutish
creature trapped in its own desires. And just like that, the world came
rushing back — the sirens, the shattered glass, the echoes of lives too soon

departed.

“Barry?” Susan’s voice cut through the fog. She sounded tired. Was it the
phone or the world? The line crackled with uncertainty, drenched in

distance even though they weren't far apart.

“Hey. How’s —”

“Let’s not.” She interrupted, sharp, the weariness evident. “Not today. Not
with everything that’s happening.” It was the silence that greeted him next,
the kind that always managed to pile up like discarded memories. She was

right — it felt too heavy to delve into the realities they both lived in.

“Okay,” he offered after a pause, leaning against the counter, wishing they
could intertwine their lives despite the miles of pain and the invisible
barriers. “Let’s talk about how Tina’s doing.” He needed to draw her out. It
was their daughter’s light that might pierce through the thick fog obscuring

their hearts.

“She’s alright, I suppose. She keeps asking why the world is... like this.” The
tremor in Susan’s voice pressed against Barry’s gut. “Today, we passed the

fire station, and she asked if all those men and women in there are
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superheroes.”

“Superheroes... That’s one way to put it.” Barry chuckled weakly, yet couldn’t
help but feel the snare of guilt tighten. Heroes with too much on their
plates, every call ringing alarm bells about a world falling apart. “And what
did you tell her?”

Susan hesitated. “I told her they’re our heroes, but even heroes need help.
Sometimes it’s okay to just be human.” There it was, the weight of her words
settling around them like fine dust, burdened with unsaid truths. He could
feel the pulse of her anxiety through the line, as the lament of a world
breathing its last whispered through her. How could they explain what felt

unexplainable?

Alongside his simmering coffee, Barry set the phone down and glanced out
the window, where chaos unfolded in the form of distant sirens, the
wailings of the desolated echoing off the concrete walls. Outside, a protest
was rising — a sea of people demanding more: more resources, more hope,
more answers. The sense of urgency surged through him, it injected
purpose into the still, cold gray of his morning. And yet, people stood
behind barricades, venting their angst as the flags waved: hope, despair,

anger — all braided tight.

“I can tell she doesn’t understand, Susan,” he murmured, guiding his heart

within their silence. “She deserves better than this.”
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It’s the same thing they told each other when they first brought Tina home
— before the reality of the world crashed down, before the pandemic,
before despair cocooned cities. The promise of a brighter future had been a

radiant light guiding them home. Now, that light felt lost.

Each passing day carved jagged edges in the lives of first responders like
Barry and Susan, who held their breath behind screens saturated in sorrow,
clinging to fragments of hope while fumbling toward reconciliation. Barry,
the documentary filmmaker, urgent to capture these harrowing tales — the
estranged family members gathered in silence, the brown-paper-wrapped
meals brought by strangers, the sacrifices of those who braved the

subsiding storm.

He replaced the phone but felt Susan’s essence still lingering — a moth
drawn to the flame of his love, yearning for warmth, torn between the

realities of a life they had once envisioned as vibrant.

Tina reminds them of all that is pure. The naivety of youth — how does it
exist amid fractured foundations? He thought of her again, running
barefoot on the grass fields, not yet acquainted with loss — chasing dreams

not yet tarnished by a world plagued with woes.
When he returned to the laptop, fingers eager to dance across keys, it felt

urgent. Time wasn’t waiting. With his pulse racing like fire in his veins, he

began.
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We are a country on the brink, where first responders can’t keep up, where lives
hang in delicate balance. He poured their collective souls into the narrative —
the beauty of coexistence, of struggle, of genuine connection. Stories of
compassion rising like stars even when darkness invades the brightest

canvases.

As night settled and flickering streetlights became watchful eyes, he
thought of Susan and Tina, how they both needed to know humanity still
lingered amidst despair. Tomorrow would arrive, a canvas to be painted by
small acts of resilience sewn together — tiny threads in a beautiful tapestry

that spoke of healing.

Out there, hope didn’t die; it transformed.

“Here we go,” he whispered, determined as the keys clinked beneath his
fingertips, the words blooming full of mingled grief and faith, a testament
to the things that mattered, a future still worth chasing, one heartbeat at a

time.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 19 — Susan Dies From Fallout
In The Air

The city was awash with a muted light, the glow of streetlamps fighting
against a sky thick with anticipation. Barry stood outside his favorite coffee
shop, a little nook known for its crackling vinyl records and the best

cortados in town, a place where every sip reminded him of simpler days. He
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took a breath, the air heavy with the scent of freshly roasted beans, but
today something in the atmosphere felt off.

“Susan’s gone,” Tina said abruptly, her voice breaking through the muffled
murmurs of the passing pedestrians. There was a tremor in her tone as if
she had just delivered a decree of fate — one that echoed in the hollows of
his heart.

“Gone?” he echoed, still trying to process the news. How could Susan, with
her indomitable spirit and riotously contagious laughter, just be gone? The
stark reality of her absence had his mind racing through the years when
they battled the relentless tide of politics together, seasoned activists

clinging to their dreams amid dystopian clouds.

“Collapsed at the protest,” Tina continued, her eyes darting to the ground as
they walked. “Reports say it was the air... the fallout.” Her voice hitched a
breath, as if the very act of speaking Susan’s name was a treacherous act of

rebellion.

When did the air itself become a weapon? Barry’s heart sank, dragging his
thoughts into the chaotic spiral of yesteryear where they pushed against
goliath corporations, advocated for desperate communities, orchestrated
rallies amidst the chaos of an unforgiving world. Had we not won the little

battles or fought off the shadows just to breathe, to live?

He thought back to those winter nights spent huddled together in coffee
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shops much like this one, dreams laid bare on the tables between them.
“We’ll change the world,” Susan had once declared with that fierce look in

her eyes, determination blazing.

But none of that mattered in this moment. A terror gripped him, seeping
through the cracks he had built around his heart. What good had their
struggles done if the air above them was laced with poison? It was only a
few years prior, back when the headlines screamed of threats, fracking, coal
ash spills — the remnants of decisions made without regard for the

consequences.

“Do you remember when we camped outside that old Senate building?” he
asked, lost in the tide of nostalgia. The imagery swirled around him, vivid as
ever — the smell of the damp ground, the sound of their voices rising like a
chorus against a backdrop of indifference. “Susan led the song about

|”

change when no one thought we could

“She was always fearless,” Tina replied, her voice resonating with the past,
but the weight of the present slumped her shoulders. “But now...” She let the
sentence trail off into an uneasy silence, and Barry felt the universe

narrowing down to the raw ache of despair.

Barry’s thoughts turned frantically to that last gathering beneath the
cornflower blue sky — thousands of voices chanting for justice, banners
dancing in the wind, as Susan never lost momentum, her voice a lighthouse

amid the crashing waves of resistance.
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“Did she know what could happen?” he wondered aloud, guilt flooding his
veins. “Did we... did we push too far? We should have known the air was

toxic.” They should have seen the warnings.

“We were fighting for something, Barry,” Tina insisted, forcing his gaze onto
hers. “You know that’s what Susan always said — that the fight was never
futile. She believed we could change things, that we could make the air

clean.”

A lump formed in Barry’s throat, his resolve cracking like fragile glass
underfoot. He recalled late nights spent stargazing, Susan’s voice confident
as she outlined a vision for a better world, one where women like her didn’t

collapse in the streets from breathing the very air they sought to protect.

In the city that felt like a paradox — modern, progressive, but so often bent
under the weight of apathy — the specter of Susan loomed larger than any

political campaign. Barry felt her ethos reverberate around him: to love, to
fight, and to lead. The streets echoed with her presence even in death, and

now, it was a melody of pain that ensnared him.

“What do we do now?” Barry asked, and the question hung precariously

between them. To carry on without her felt impossible.

“For Susan.” Tina whispered it like a promise yet to be fulfilled. “We honor
her fight. We show the world her strength. We continue to raise our voices,

to challenge... to demand justice.”
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“But grief — it can’t be the fuel we need. It can’t be.”

Yet, the spark within him began to flicker, igniting amidst sorrow. Their
journey had been steeped in loss, woven into the fabric of relentless hope.
He thought back to the vibrant tapestry they had spun together — the
rallies, the petitions, the conversations that turned into action, dreams that
glimmered ever so faintly, holding fast against the suffocating shadow of

despair.

“No,” he finally said, renewing the fire within. “It can be. Susan’s spirit will
light the way. We fight with love and with every breath we take. Her flame

doesn’t die; it ignites ours.”

Tina nodded, brushing away tears, determination rising in their shared
grief. They stood in that little coffee shop that had seen them through
countless strategies and late-night battles, now steeling themselves for yet
another — their next move both an acceptance of loss and the rallying cry

for a relentless fight.

Outside, the world continued spinning, unfazed by the personal tragedy, yet
inside them, Susan thrived, a compass now guiding their path. They would
gather the voices, orchestrate the protests, and challenge an indifferent

society until there was no room left for fallout in the air.

They would change the world not in spite of their sorrow, but because of it.

And as Barry stepped out into the twilight, he felt a resolve settle deep
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within — a stirring promise that neither he nor Tina would allow Susan’s
fight to fade into the shadows. She would always be part of their story, even

as they penned new chapters, forging ahead.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 20— The Rich Were Able to

Escape the Bombings of America

Barry stared at the flickering screen of his old laptop, the hum of the fan
drowning out the distant echoes of a world that had become both
intolerable and surreal. He remembered the coffee shop on Wilton Street,
just a stone’s throw from where he now sat, the whir of espresso machines
mingling with the laughter of his friends, a space once alive with chatter
and banter now reduced to echoes in his mind. Tina — her name was a soft
whisper, a melody entwined with his thoughts, one he wished he could
escape but couldn’t. She had matters set in motion years ago — a longing for

a different, perhaps simpler, version of life.

The air hung heavy with the weight of memories, thick like industrial
smoke, a testament to what in this chapter of the world had unraveled.
Barry could still picture the surface of the city, littered with the remnants of
a once blooming democracy: high-rise towers, their glass facades now
grazed with scars from fires — signs of desperation and chaos, fueled by the
simmering resentment of a populous unmoored from its values. He could
hear the far-off rumbles of protests, cries demanding justice against an

injustice that seemed insurmountable, a riptide pulling everyone under.
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“Time to face it,” he muttered, steeling himself for the day ahead. He
unwrapped a worn Thoreau book from its dust cover, scanning the pages as
if seeking wisdom from the past. “Man is the artificer of his own
happiness.” Those words hung in the air, draping over him like a familiar
quilt, the irony tearing at his gut. Happiness felt more like a cruel joke now
— a mirage that was unattainable amidst the bombings and betrayals that

enveloped America.

Tina — it was always Tina. She had been the right kind of kind, the one who
offered smiles over coffee and warmth on chilly evenings, who insisted they
attend the rallies — even during those dark days when the threat of violence
was as palpable as the chill in the air. “You can't stick your head in the sand,
Barry,” she would say, her fiery brown eyes sparkling with determination
amid the gray sky above them. “We owe it to ourselves to fight for what’s
right.”

He recalled those fierce debates they'd have about the consequences of
wealth amongst the ruins, of those who had slipped through the cracks —
like it was a well-planned escape from the onslaught of realities pummeling
everyone else. The rich, the untouchable, were retreating to their bunkers
and fortified estates, their lives untouched by the explosions of socio-
economic destruction. They had the privileges of private jets and
extravagant hideaways, while ordinary folks huddled in the rubble of their

shattered dreams, listening to sirens wailing in the distance.

His phone vibrated, snapping him out of the murky depths of his thoughts.
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The message chimed in: “Meet me at 7 — The usual spot.” It was Tina. Hope
blossomed in his chest, pulsing wildly, as he gathered the courage to step
back into the world that no longer felt welcoming. He grabbed his coat, in

need of that little piece of connection that still felt real.

As he navigated the cracked and desolate streets, every corner told a story.
Broken windows reflected the chaos that had unfolded over years — riots,
political disintegration, a decline in civility. And yet, amidst the despair lay
signs of resilience — a mural of a vivid phoenix rising from the ashes,
workers striding forth, the whispers of dreams that once painted their lives

spontaneously.

The café emerged suddenly, its familiar letters dim and weary against the
encroaching twilight. Through the window, she was there — an vision of
determined tranquility, her auburn hair glistening in the soft glow of the
hanging bulbs. She looked delicate, wrapped in the layers of a world that

continued to crumble outside. He felt an urgency to reach her.

“Barry,” she greeted with a smile, warmth spilling from her words like
sunlight streaming through dark clouds. “Do you have a moment for some

good news?”
“Good news?” he echoed, the weight of the phrase heavy, nursing half-belief

in the notion that anything could qualify as such in this broken national

puzzle.
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“Yes, I've been reading the accounts from Europe,” she said, leaning in, her
excitement palpable — “Some nations are responding to the need for
change with innovative approaches. Small communities, real democracy
thriving in the shadows of our failed state. There’s hope, Barry. We can take

inspiration.”

“Hope...in America?” He resisted the urge to scoff, yet her enthusiasm was

hard to dismiss. “You think it can happen here?”

Tina’s eyes narrowed, piercing through the fog of his skepticism. “Why not?
If we keep writing, keep sharing, keep pushing against the walls that want

to confine us — change can ripple, and perhaps the tide can shift here, too.”

His heart fluttered — a delicate mix of fear and ardor. Could there truly be a
path back from the brink? The two of them, emboldened in relentless
pursuit of the elusive better tomorrow. Just as she spoke, ice droplets began

to fall, distant echoes of thunder rumbling ominously from the horizon.

And yet, in that moment, she was a revolution waltzing in a room burning
outside — an unquenchable flame ringing with continuous possibilities.
Ideation, talking, dreaming. It pulled him; her dreams pulled him. The rich
fled; they built fortresses of gold to escape. But here she was, standing firm

against the tides of fortune, weaving thoughts of change like delicate fabric.

“Let’s start something here, Tina,” he found himself declaring, words

slipping through his lips, a surge of determination rising from somewhere

https://medium.com/@wbalistreri0/dying-in-a-land-of-my-ancestors-8f62c6ffd422 Page 86 of 159



Dying In A Land of My Ancestors. A New Democrat Party—Not The Same As... | by Whbalistreri | Aug, 2024 | Medium 8/28/24, 1:25 AM

within him. “Let’s gather people, share what we know, write letters, open

dialogue. It's — we need that.”

“Tust like that?” she asked, teasing him with skepticism that soothed the

burgeoning ardor blooming like a flower against decay.

“Yeah.” It felt so simple — and yet so terribly complex. “Together, we could.
The marginalized voices — the overlooked...maybe they have something to

»

say:.

The city erupted around them, thunder crashing as raindrops began to fall
heavier, pounding on the pavement outside the café. But within those walls,
amid the flicker of light and the taste of warmth, hope began to spark anew,
nurtured by a fragmented past but alive in the promise of a future they

could shape together.

The bombings might have filled the skies — violence might have torn the
fabric of a once-unified society. But here, in this small corner of what was
left, Barry and Tina resolved to refuse to let the sounds of destruction
dictate their narrative. They sought to be the architects of a new tale
entwined with resilience, kindness, and the unwavering belief in hope that

thrived even in darkness.

After all, they had found each other there amid chaos — and together, even

in a fractured world, they dared to dream.
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The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 21 — Bombings
of America Continue, The Russians Help

In the vast expanse of a modern America — where the echoes of long-
forgotten ideals linger like the scent of burnt coffee in a cheap café — Barry
found himself standing on the bustling streets of downtown Portland. Gray
clouds loomed overhead, heavy with the threat of rain, mirroring the
somber atmosphere that enveloped this 21st-century land. His mind raced,;
thoughts intertwined like the vines climbing the old brick facades. It was
the era of chaos, domestic terror, and foreign intervention. Who would have
thought it would be like this? America on the brink of collapse, crumbling

under the weight of its own contradictions.

Tina was late again, as always. She had a knack for slipping through time,
always eluding the punctualities of life, always on the edge between
moments — as though she was a character in a film where the director had
forgotten to give her lines. Barry leaned against a lamppost, feeling its
coldness seep into his bones, his thoughts spiraling into the abyss of

uncertainty.

What were they waiting for? Waiting — no, not another bomb. That wasn’t
what they were waiting for, not really. Another explosion? It felt absurd, this
routine they had crafted amidst the madness, a standard way of living to be
shattered by the violent rattle of destruction. They'd learned to separate
themselves from the chaos; they'd laugh too loudly in the face of Darkness,
whisper sweet truths to one another in the midst of an impending storm,

reclaiming their spirit among the ruins.
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A siren blared in the distance; its wailing was a distress signal, a reminder
of the fragile world surrounding him — violence breaking in the corners of
forgotten neighborhoods, plastered into the fabric of everyday
conversation. “America the Beautiful, home of the brave,” a mantra that
seemed hollow now. The politicians couldn’t even speak of unity anymore;
they had retreated into cliche, placating soundbites designed to deflect
accountability. The weight of their betrayal pressed heavily on his chest.

Beneath the surface, Barry worried; he worried for the children playing on
playgrounds, unaware of the calamities around them, and he worried so
much more for Tina. Truly, the bombings were relentless. After the initial
tragedy, people questioned everything — their safety, their existence, their
allies, their enemies, even themselves. The Russians had returned to the
narrative, and somehow, they were no longer in the shadows. Chattering
tongues across cafés and microphones announced their presence in
discussions once deemed conspiratorial, now merely the stage of a
dystopian theater. As if scripted, they found allies among the Republicans, a

dangerous alliance woven from desperation and ambition.

Tina emerged, her silhouette punctuated by a burst of sharp denim and an
oversized hoodie that screamed rebellion against the world the way she
always did. Barry smiled, a reflex like breathing. “You're late,” he teased,

though the words felt more like a ritual than genuine frustration.

“I was at the bookstore,” she said, a hint of guilt in her voice. “You know

how it is.” The excuse rolled off her tongue with practiced ease. He
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imagined her thumbing through the pages chronicling the upheavals of
centuries past, possibly hunting for solutions buried in the ashes of
revolution. She tried to distract herself with fiction, seeking friends among

the untroubled tomes, but truth crept in inevitably.

“Gonna make me pay for that coffee again?” Barry grinned. “Come on, I'll

owe you a million after this bullshit.”

Together, they stepped back into the chaos of the streets, where their banter
flickered between the melancholy of the ever-looming threat and the reality
they dared to face with optimism. Each echoing footfall was shaded by the
weight of lost lives — ids plastered on social media, memories turned into

hashtags — each digital tombstone reminding them of their fragile reality.

As they paused under a flickering streetlamp, Tina’s gaze wandered toward
the horizon, where the faint outline of a city stood, its spires kissing the
leaden sky. “Do you think the people ever remember?” she mused, her voice

fading into the gray. “How we got here? The choices?”

Barry studied her, the way she leaned into the question as if the answer lay
locked behind a door both of them feared to open. “Sometimes I think they
just forget. Movies, trends, political scandals — they come and go like

seasons.’

“Yeah, but it’s different now. It feels like — ”
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“Like we’re stuck in a loop?” he interjected, savoring the bitter irony. Yet it
was a loop they had become accustomed to, her words connecting like the
tapestry of their lives, woven around shared memories of protests, debates,

and silent understanding.

His mind flickered back to the headlines — the relentless bombings claimed
by so-called freedom fighters, just a light under the guise of liberty. The
Russians whispering promises from afar, while their people rallied behind

fractured banners, each wave pulling them deeper into uncertainty.

“It’s evenings like this that bring back the past,” Tina interrupted his reverie.
“The realities of our ancestors — the dreams they had. It’s as if we stride
upon their graves, Barry.” Her brow furrowed, an echo of the millions

crushed beneath the grandeur of progress.

Her words rattled through him; the entrances to history were frail, their
foundations crumbling under the weight of present. The past was not
merely a collection of dates or achievements but the very reason they stood
tall today, trying to reclaim the future. The people discussed ideology,
governance, existence, while contradictions thrived in blatant daylight.
America was no longer the land of liberty, a muddied landscape where

colors blurred together, and the lines could no longer be clearly defined.

Tina’s laughter broke his train of thought, bright yet tinged with bitterness.
“Hey, let’s get that coffee — before another explosion goes off. I need a little

caffeine to fuel my revolutionary spirit.”
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Together they walked through the maze of streets, each corner a reminder
of fragility but also hope — a flicker of light amidst the wreckage. Barry
recalled how they met in that vibrant protest, the cacophony of voices rising
against a complacent regime, two souls driven by dreams of a different

future intertwined in an embrace of shared purpose.

They entered the café, the aroma of roasted beans enveloping them like a
warm blanket, a temporary refuge from the world outside. And in those
fluttering moments over steaming cups, surrounded by strangers caught in

their own stories, Barry smiled a little wider.

“For now, let’s just live,” he said, his heart acknowledging the truth behind

those words, “one coffee at a time.”

As they sipped, planning to map the unpredictable paths of tomorrow,
Barry felt a fragile connection — one slightly tangled, borne from ashes, but
real. Amidst their quest in a piece of a shattered nation, perhaps this — this

moment — was where change lay, waiting to be reclaimed, just like them.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 22 — Who Would Ever Think
The Russians Would Help

Barry sat at the edge of the worn-out sofa, his fingers playing idly with the
hem of his faded red sweater, a stark contrast to the sputtering blue light of
the television that flickered across the room. He stared mulishly at the

screen where political pundits jabbered, their words spiraling into a
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dizzying kaleidoscope of opinions he had long stopped trying to
comprehend. The year was 2023, but sometimes it felt like they were still
navigating the murky waters of 2016, veering through chaos with a
disorienting familiarity. His thoughts, like autumn leaves caught in a gust of

wind, tumbled about the landscape of his mind.

Tina was in the kitchen, her slender silhouette illuminated by the suffusion
of golden light from the overhead lamp. She was a whirlwind of energy,
always moving, never pausing. The scent of garlic infused the air, and Barry
could hear the rhythmic clatter as she prepared dinner, a ritual he found
both grounding and utterly exhausting. Why did she have to be so... so
alive, brimming with this unyielding spirit? It made his inertia feel all the

more miserable, and yet, he loved her for it.

“Did you see what they’re saying about the Russians?” Tina called out, not
turning her head from the simmering pot on the stove. Her voice carried
over the din of the television, nuances of disbelief peppering her tone — a

tone that had been a constant refrain for the better part of their marriage.

He hadn’t, but he nodded, pretending to be engaged. “Yeah,” Barry
grumbled, half-heartedly propelling himself from the grasp of the sofa. He
shuffled towards the kitchen, feeling the weight of the past years press
down on him like one of those oppressive summer afternoons. “They’ve

really taken a turn, haven'’t they?”

“Right?” she exclaimed, pushing her hair back with a swift motion that
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spoke of determination. “You'd think they would have retreated into the

'”

shadows by now, but here they are, surfacing again!” She poured a couple of
spoonfuls into a serving bowl, glistening with olive oil, and set it on the
table with a flourish. “It’s wild — who would ever think the Russians would

'”

help out Democrats? I mean, it feels like a plot twist in a bad soap opera

Barry chuckled, a sound that felt foreign to him. “I suppose if anyone could
pull off a stunt like that, it would be them.” His heart sank. It was painful to
watch movements in politics twist and turn like the plot of a mystery novel
that had lost its way. Caught in the rhythm of present-day discontent and
past disappointments, he felt the helplessness settle like dust, thick and

suffocating.

“Remember when we thought we were on a path to a brighter future?” Tina
spoke, her voice softer now, a wave of nostalgia lapping against the shores
of her resolve. “Like back in 2020? Everyone was so hopeful.” She turned,
meeting his gaze, and he could read the flickers of hope and frustration

dancing in her eyes.

“Yes,” Barry replied, and for a moment, the room swirled with the haze of
memories, vibrant and fleeting. They'd been so optimistic then, voices
rising in unison with the passionate fervor of change echoing across cities,

oblivious to how quickly the tides of time could shift.

Yet here they were, encased in a reality drenched in disillusionment. It

wasn't just the politics; it seeped into their lives, wrapping itself around
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their dreams like a shroud. He could see the world through Tina’s eyes, each
victory tinged with the bitterness of battles yet to be fought. A series of
phone calls and discussions that spiraled into jargons, strategy meetings

that showcased allegiance but often masked disappointment.

“Do you think they can really turn this around?” Barry asked, the question

suspended in the air like a breath held too long.

Tina leaned against the kitchen counter, tapping her fingers against the
wood’s smooth grain. “I don’t know. I want to believe we’re resilient enough,
that people will come together. But it’s like fighting the tide, pushing against

a wave that keeps coming.”

He watched her, contemplating the strain of the world pressing heavily on
them, anchoring like a lead weight. It was easy to slip into despair, too easy
to sit back and allow inertia to take control. The years passed so swiftly, and
the anger that once fueled their engagement with the world now felt like a

flickering candle, barely casting a glow amidst the shadows.

“Do you ever think we need to do more?” he asked, the words escaping him
before he could wrestle them back. “We complain a lot, but what are we

really doing?”

She straightened up, her expression turning serious. “You're right. I think
about that all the time. How easy it is to get lost in our little bubble of

dissent, criticizing what’s wrong but not really doing much about it. If they
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can rally support, then why can’t we?”

Barry let her words sink in, a slow realization pooling in his mind. It was a
long and winding road, and yet he knew that their country bore the weight
of collective dreams, failures, aspirations — to not engage was an act of

surrender.

“Let’s make a change,” he said suddenly, the conviction surprising even

himself. “Whatever we can do. Let’s not let our voices fade.”

Her smile broke through the haze of doubt as she moved closer, the warmth

of her presence igniting a spark of energy within him. “Together, then?”

“Together.” The word felt like an anchor, grounding them in a tide of
uncertainty that could no longer unravel them. They would not be swept
away; they would stand firm, aligned yet unapologetically unique, ready to

face whatever came.

In the flickering light of the television, the noise faded, and the world
around them shrank until it was just Barry and Tina, a shared resolve
crystallizing in the air. They would carve their path, each step deliberate
and weighted with purpose, finding inspiration in the fact that sometimes,
the most unexpected alliances — like those forged with history’s most

enigmatic figures — have the power to ignite change.

For the first time in a long while, the chaos felt manageable; it started
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transforming into a symphonic hum blending with their dreams of a better

tomorrow.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 23 — Millions Are Being
Murdered By The Nuclear War

Barry

It’s funny how history folds back on itself — like the wrinkles in an old map,
the ones I can never seem to flatten despite all my best efforts. I'm sitting in
a café, java going cold in front of me, my attention drifting between the
blinking screen of my phone and the sun-drenched streets of my
hometown. If only I could spill black coffee on this damn phone and erase
the message that keeps looping through my mind: “Millions are being
murdered by the nuclear war.” It sounds like some grand conspiracy theory,
but the truth is more insidious. It’s the daily life, the background static of

modern existence. That’s the real killer — apathy.

Tina, ever the pragmatist, had always rolled her eyes at conspiracy
theorists. Yet, with the world spiraling out of control at an alarming speed, I
catch her glancing nervously at the news whenever the world feels like it’s
inching toward the precipice. Today, I could see her in my mind, curled up
on the couch, remote in hand, eyes wide as the latest updates flash across
the screen. I wish I could reach through and pull her from the clutches of
this misery, but all I could do was sip on my coffee and wonder just how

much it would take to burn the whole world down.
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The café feels too bright, too cheery for the chaos brewing outside its glass
doors — the chatter around me feels dissonant, laughs echoing in strange
places. No one truly knows, do they? With the news about bombs
obliterating cities, families torn apart, and futures rendered echoes of lost
dreams, how can we continue sipping lattes and pretending it’ll be alright? I
clench my fists around my mug, feeling the heat prick my fingers. Nothing
was alright. Nothing had been alright for a long time. Tina always said to
keep my head firmly rooted in the ground, not to drown in the torrents of
despair. But how can one remain grounded when the very earth beneath us

seems to be disintegrating into chaos?

Tina

I can’t forget what I've read, the things Barry tries to shake off with his tired
cynicism. It eats at me whenever he dismisses the horrors bubbling just
beneath the surface — the politicians in their ivory towers managing our
fates, spitting out news as if it were an entertaining screenplay. I stare at the
clock on the wall, its ticking mixing with the rhythmic beats of the café
music, a futile reminder that time ticks on, even when silence screams

louder.

“Millions are being murdered by the nuclear war.” The statement echoes,
hauntingly poetic like an abstract painting falling from grace. I see Barry,
his shoulders hunched and brows knitted, lost to that dark despair he clings
to, struggling against the weight of the world. I want to shake him, tell him

to snap out of it. But I am scared, just as scared as anyone else, knowing that
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he’s right beneath it all — our existence has spiraled into a real-life dystopia.
Just hours ago, I went shopping, and instead of cereal boxes, I found bare
shelves. Anxiety lingers everywhere, shapes moving in the alleyways

unseen.

And then, as if summoned by my thoughts, an alert vibrates through my
phone. I hold my breath, bracing for another report on destruction while
Barry is at the café, probably stewing over the state of things. The nuclear
war had become just another buzzword, plastered over news cycles, almost
normalized like the air we breathe. My fingers tremble as I click the
notification. “New sanctions on those who refuse to disarm.” A wave of
nausea washes over me as I consider the ramifications, the reckoning

waiting just around the corner.

Barack, my classically trained cousin, once told me that history is like a
tidal wave — sometimes we think we can control it, but it will crash over us
when we least expect it. I swallow hard, fearing that we are standing right at

the edge of that wave, with no way to swim back to shore.

Barry

Drowning in the weight of my own thoughts, I grab my phone. I can’t escape
what’s happening in the world. Tina is always looking for silver linings, but
logic tells me that there are only shadows now. I think of our friends, the
stories they told, dreams hanging like lifeless shadows in dark corners. An

image flashes through my mind — families sheltering in makeshift bunkers,
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clinging to each other with the weight of imminent destruction bearing
down. It doesn’t matter who throws the first punch; the sound of fallout will

echo on through eternity.

I close my eyes, letting the café’s ambient sounds drown out the cacophony
in my mind. I imagine bustling streets — one day could be fraught with
sirens and terror, the next a screech of laughter echoing above the
unleashed chaos. It’s almost absurd, isn't it? To run from one end of the
spectrum to the other, wading through the absurdity of existence. I can
almost feel Tina’s hand on my back, urging me to rise above the noise. She

is so full of ambition, yet so grounded in reality.

“Do you think it will resurface?” I whisper into a void that has forgotten to
listen. My thoughts drift to her — the way her hair cascades like a well-
crafted tapestry, her laughter like shards of glass scraping against the fabric
of daily despair. I miss her, even while we are apart. We were once each
other’s therapy, a soothing balm amidst chaos. Yet now, I think of the tears
we kept buried, the silent pleas for strength in the face of calamity raining

down hard.

Tina

“Barry,” I whisper to myself as if he could hear me from where he is — like
some cosmic thread pulls at my heart, binding us together even when the
world appears fracturing at the seams. I need him. As I stare into the

distance, watching families walk by, interlaced with both laughter and fears
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they cloak beneath tight smiles, I can’t help but wonder: At what point did

humanity forget the value of life?

For all the news cycles that spew out horror, the misplaced blame on
politicians, can we truly comprehend the gravity of our situation? The odds
seem overwhelming, yet there’s got to be something more to this — hope,
perhaps buried within all this despair. Barry thinks differently. He
encapsulates the struggle of the past filling him with ire, while I see him as

a conduit for change, bridging the gap between chaos and possibility.

As I rush to the café, heart pounding for what’s about to break, I know we
need to talk about what’s next — what it means for all of us. There must be a
way out of this darkness, a light we just need to find. Declaring war upon
inhumanity could be our biggest weapon; understanding how our personal
histories weave into this chaotic tapestry could be the key to unlocking our

path forward.

Barry

And when she walks through that door, time will still bend and twist, the
apocalypse raging as the air thickens. From this moment onwards, Tina’s
warmth envelops me like a safety blanket, and I can sense her poised
strength, ready to tear apart the overwhelming forces of doubt and despair
that have so captured me. The chaos outside can rage; we have each other —

the fragile essence of humanity still remains.
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As we clasp hands over coffee that has long since gone cold, we begin
weaving our story anew, with whispers of hope inked across the pages of

our collective future.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 24 — Rebecca
Joins Barry and Tina In A War Torn City

The city lay sprawled beneath a dull gray sky, concrete skeletons jutting out
like twisted fingers grasping at the heavens, fingers that could no longer
pray. Barry could feel the weight of dust settling on his skin, a gritty
reminder of the chaos that had overrun what had once been a bustling
metropolis. Tina walked beside him, sharp-eyed and alert, her senses tuned
for the unexpected, the dangerous, heuristics born out of necessity rather

than choice.

Rebecca would arrive today. Under normal circumstances, the mere
anticipation of hearing her laugh, the gentle cadence of her voice, would lift
Barry’s spirits. But now — the way the clouds hung heavy over the ruins
made the very air around him suffocating, like an unseen hand clenching
his heart. He shook his head, trying to clear the fog, yet the memories of the

last few months flooded back — detachment, dissent, and disaster.

“Are you worried?” Tina asked, breaking the silence, shattering the reverie.
She drew in a breath, her eyes narrowing at the darkened horizon as if

divining the future in the murky clouds.

“About Rebecca?” Barry didn't look at her; he couldn’t. Instead, he stared at
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the remnants of what looked like a café, or perhaps a bookstore, its spines

twisted and broken. “No. She’s strong.”

“Strong?” Tina’s voice was laced with a mix of admiration and incredulity.

“Or perhaps reckless? There are risks we can’t afford to ignore.”

The truth was, Barry was worried. When they'd heard Rebecca’s plans, their
protestations had fallen on deaf ears. She had insisted that she would come
here to help, to heal. What a gallant ideal, he thought bitterly. Instead, it felt
like a fool’s errand, a dash into the inferno while the world burned around
them. Was it really courage or merely an inability to accept that the world

was dark and cruel, and it would be okay to stay safe, untarnished by chaos?

Then again, they had all been there, losing themselves to the frenzy of hope
amid despair. Barry closed his eyes, leaned against the scarred wall of the
crumbling structure, inhaling deeply, trying to grasp at a tattered spirit or a

smidgen of belief that their endeavors mattered.

“Barry?” Tina’s voice broke his trance. “You want to go back? We don’t have
to wait. We can still help elsewhere. There are places where we’re needed,

where things —”

“No.” Barry’s voice was steadier than he felt. “We wait for Rebecca. She’s

coming. She believes in this. And what’s more, she makes me believe in
this.”
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Silence hung heavy between them, each occupied by their thoughts, their
anxieties. The day elongated into a gray abyss as the minutes limped by.
How could this have happened? How had they stumbled into a conflict that
was not merely geographical but intensely personal — shared dreams
collapsing like the toppled bricks they could see? A war not over borders or

ideologies, but over the very essence of humanity.

Suddenly, a sleek, black car rolled into view, its tires crunching atop the
gravel-laden street that had become more of a battlefield than a

thoroughfare. Barry’s heart raced. Was it — ?

“Stay alert,” Tina whispered, her fingers brushing the concealed handle of

her sidearm.

But as the figure stepped out, Barry’s heart dropped — then soared. Rebecca
shimmered into focus, cloaked in her soft navy jacket, hair dancing gently
in the brisk wind. She was a flame against the ash of the city, and though

there were shadows under her eyes, she was not deterred.

“Barry! Tina!” Her voice rang out with an infectious energy. “I finally made

it!”

But as she stepped closer, Barry saw the starkness that lay beneath her
cheer. Her laughter was a mechanism — desperate, forced — and it twisted

something within him. How could she be so brave amidst the wreckage?
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“What were you thinking, Rebecca?” Tina’s voice was harsher than

intended, a protective shield unfurled. “This placeisa —”

“ — appalling mess,” Rebecca interrupted, but she grinned, that familiar
twinkle sparkling in her eyes, mischievous yet grounded. “I expected

nothing less.”

“Expecting danger and cherishing it are two different things,” Barry
murmured, taking a step forward, desperately gazing into her eyes. “You

could have stayed safe.”

“But that would invalidate everything we believe in, wouldn’t it?” Her
response was instantaneous, earnest. “We can’t just wash our hands of this
mess and pretend it doesn’t exist. That’s what’s wrong, Barry. Not engaging
with the world —”

“ — will get you killed!” Tina interjected, voice tight.

Rebecca shrugged, tossing her head with defiance. “Do you think I haven'’t
considered that? I know the risk, but I refuse to live in a world where

suffering exists and I'm just... here, watching it happen. Not anymore.”

Barry’s heart thudded, sadness and admiration tangling tightly within him.
He wanted to pull her into an embrace and offer a safe harbor from the
storm reaping havoc around them, yet in that moment, witnessing her

resolve, he felt rooted to the ground.
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“We need to get to work then,” he said, his voice now low, tamed. “Tina and
I have been gathering supplies. We found a few crumbling medical facilities

on the inner streets. It might not be safe, but we can start there.”

Rebecca nodded, eyes reflective, scanning the debris-strewn horizon. “Then

what are we waiting for? Let’s show this city that hope isn’t dead yet.”

As they readied to leave, a new sense of purpose flickered like a candle
flame against the darkness, wavering but persistent. Maybe that was all they
needed — a renewed belief that rippled between them, a shared resolve
amid ruin. Each step forward took them deeper into the heart of decay, a

chance to offer kindling to the fire of redemption amongst despair.

Together, they would carve paths through a war-torn city, not to reclaim
what had been lost but to find something new — a story waiting to be

written, one that glimmered with the promise of hope.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 25 — Russia And China Fight

For The United States of Democrats

The year was 2027. The streets of every major city hummed with a kind of
muted electricity — an undercurrent of hope mixed with fear, the two
emotions writhing together like serpents in the grass. Barry stood on the
balcony of his aging loft in Manhattan, the skyline sprawling beneath him,
the sacred Geometry of dreams and aspirations coalescing amidst steel and

glass. He clutched a cup of herbal tea, steam curling above, and listened to
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the faint static of tension crackling in the air, his mind a beehive of thoughts

buzzing chaotically.

What was it like living in a reality where the specters of Russia and China
hovered, both vying for the delicate fabric of American democracy? The
Democratic Party, once a beacon of unity, now parted like a weeping willow.
Each branch reaching toward an ideology more distant than ever, the
debate raging hotter than the unforgiving sun. Barry reminisced about the
days when the party was the amalgamation of voices, melding into a

harmonious chorus, not a cacophony of competing factions.

“Barry! You in there?” Tina’s voice sliced through his reverie, sharp and
poignant. She barged into his space, all brown curls and combat boots, and

a whirlwind of ideals ready to clash.

“Yeah, come in. What’s going on?” He turned, forcing a smile to mask the
brooding clouds that had gathered around his heart. Tina always brought
light with her tempestuous energy, a pulsing dynamo settling at the edge of

discontent.

She dropped her satchel onto a worn-out chair, hastily rifling through
pamphlets and notes paper-clipped together. “You won't believe what I
found!” she exclaimed, wide-eyed, and for a moment, Barry was reminded
of the childlike wonder that often eluded them in this era of shifting truths.

“When has that ever been a question?” He chuckled dryly, feeling the
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gravity of an age where facts seemed fluid, changing shape with the tides of

political fervor.

“Listen, it’s about the new coalition attempt. You know, the one between
China and Russia? They’ve pitched this idea of the ‘United States of the

Democrats.” Her voice dropped, conspiratorial in nature, and Barry’s

heartbeat quickened.

“China and Russia? Are they trying to influence our elections again?” The
mere thought sent shivers cascading down his spine. Imprinted in his mind
was the image of bi-partisan rallies teetering on the edge of chaos, factions

colliding like meteoric fragments.

“No, not just influence...” She bit her lip, her brown eyes glinting with an
urgency that echoed the anxiety hanging thick in the air. “They’re trying to

create a puppet regime or something! Can you imagine?”

Barry’s thoughts spiraled, the particles of panic coalescing into a foreboding
stream. He envisioned the opulent halls of power being commandeered,
the vibrant banners of democracy reducing to mere playthings for foreign

ambitions.

“Why?” he muttered, as if grappling with an invisible thread pulling them

both into an abyss of uncertainty.

“Because they can!” Tina’s retort was sharp, laced with frustration. “They
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see the fractures, the division. They think they can capitalize on it, harness

the chaos, twist our values into something unrecognizable.”

He felt Rebecca’s presence before he turned to the door, leaning against its
frame, arms crossed with a deliberate air of calm. “Barry, Tina,” she began,
her voice an anchor in the turbulent sea of apprehension. “An alliance like
that isn’t just about politics. It’s a cultural siege, it’s about us — they want our

soul. We can’t let them have it.”

Rebecca, the elder stateswoman amongst them, personified resilience.
With her silver-streaked hair and bright scarf flowing like a banner of
defiance, she carved paths through entrenched bureaucracy and legislative
disarray. Together, they were an unlikely trio — each representing a

different slice of democracy’s fracturing pie.

“How did we get here? I thought we were rebuilding,” Barry wondered
aloud, pulling the thread tighter, “It’s like watching a slow-motion train

wreck.”

“No, Barry,” Rebecca interjected, her voice strong, “It’s us who must rebuild.
We don’t have the luxury to react — we must act. We create our own

narrative. Our own singular identity.”

Tina added with a fiery passion, “We have the chance to unite! Is this what
they think of us? We should take the heartbreak they create and turn it into

a beacon of hope.”

https://medium.com/@wbalistreri0/dying-in-a-land-of-my-ancestors-8f62c6ffd422 Page 109 of 159



Dying In A Land of My Ancestors. A New Democrat Party—Not The Same As... | by Whbalistreri | Aug, 2024 | Medium 8/28/24, 1:25 AM

The gears whirred in Barry’s mind, their rhythm steadying though the
challenge ahead was monumental. He could feel the containment of that
familiar panic giving way to embers of courage igniting deep within. It was
the spirit of democracy rising once more, a stubborn force yearning for

expression.

“I don’t know where to begin,” he admitted softly, a touch of vulnerability
bleeding through. Thoughts of coordinated marches, town halls, and
community meetings flooded him. How daunting the task, yet exhilarating,

too!

“Let’s start with conversations,” Rebecca suggested. “Reach out to those who
disagree with us. Understanding begins with the recognition of our shared

humanity.”

“So, we bring people together?” Barry said, the idea dancing on the edges of

his clarity.

“Yes! Every neighborhood, every community. We can craft a message of
unity. We'’re not talking about just opposition to foreign influence but about

affirming what we stand for.”

They exchanged knowing glances, the gravity of their task sinking like a
stone in their stomachs, but they also felt emboldened, hearts thrumming
in tandem against the tide. If the axis of world power was shifting, they

would adjust the sails of the American ship too, carving towards an
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unknown horizon.

“No puppets. No pawns,” Barry declared, sparking a chorus of nods amidst
the trio, commitment forged in that very moment. “Let’s make sure the

heart of America beats louder than the drums of geopolitics.”

Conversations swarmed around them, filled with the sounds of shared
voices igniting ideas, laughter intertwining with aspirations; the balcony
turned into a pulpit of reverie and renewal. Each word they conjured was
not merely an exercise in political comprehension but an avowal of

existence itself.

Standing against the skyline, together they envisioned a different future —
one where the United States of Democrats wasn't merely a label but a
vibrant tapestry unfurled by the hands of its people. Here, amidst the
fleeting shadows of foreign threats, the light of hope flickered yet, fueled by

unity, forged in the fires of understanding.

And as Barry, Tina, and Rebecca stepped into the unknown, they
understood the weight of that which they carried — not just the history of

the past but the dream of a vibrant tomorrow, echoing in the hearts of their
kind.

The American Flag That Was, and the Flag That Is Barry ran his fingers over
the communist flag, an old flag in its battered condition felt like the vessel

of the past clinging onto expressions and ideas long since evolved or in
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some cases, forgotten. Chapter after chapter, he lost himself in ideologies,
movements, the shifting sands of justice and oppression. He blinked,
unfocused, but his mind danced in and out of time — 1960s protests, the
Vietnam War, the Civil Rights Movement. But here in the 21st century,
things had come full circle, had they not?

The living room was quiet, Rebecca and Tina centered in their discussion
around the woolen banner hanging adorably askew on the wall, the
American flag punctuated by the symbols of contemporary America. He
heard them, snippets of conversation cutting through the ambiance of
nostalgia he’d cocooned himself in as they debated their next steps in this

political quagmire that seemed to engulf their lives more each day.

“Barry! Are you awake in there?” Tina’s voice — always bright, assertive, the

only light on dark days — snapped him back.

Awake? His thoughts were on the chaotic tableau unfolding beyond the
square of his living room. Downstairs, the echoes of a street protest spilled
into the apartment — a mix of chants, drums, and clashes of ideals that
brought visions of long-gone protest songs to his mind. Barry took his time
comprehending the layers, each voice crashing together like waves against a

rocky shore.

“I think we should do it,” Rebecca interjected with an intensity that radiated
through the thick atmosphere. She was his sister-in-law and more often

than not the practical one, the angel with the sarcastic halo, grounded yet
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ferocious when it came to her beliefs.

“Are you really considering altering the flag?” Tina’s incredulity uttered
what many might think. They all shared an opposition — not ideological,
but affectionate, a subtle familial squabble over identity and how they

perceived America.

“Why not?” Rebecca replied, her patience slowly simmering. “The flag —
you know, the thing that’s meant to embody ideals of democracy, equality —
has never been perfect. What if we added something symbolic of

unification? Why can’t we meld our realities?”

Barry leaned backward in his chair, closing his eyes as he surrendered to a
flood of memories — the dust rising on the streets of Washington D.C., the
fierce faces demanding justice for lives extinguished, the echoes of diverse
voices finally finding harmony as they all sang “This Land Is Your Land’ in
celebration of change. And then he felt it, melancholia mixed with hope,

the shattering storm of distress and longing.

“A communist symbol, though?” Tina challenged her, the hint of a smirk

curling on her lips.

“Think of it less as communism and more as solidarity,” Rebecca countered,
voice cool yet warm, embodying the essence of spirited debate. “A reminder
that working-class individuals — regardless of their political affiliations —

have suffered too long under the weight of greed.”
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Barry remembered the slogans, the chants all those years ago. Was that
sentiment even alive today? Or was it hidden beneath layers of apathy that
his generation wore like a heavy coat, pushing forward struggling to
breathe? Maybe the vision Rebecca articulated was the wounds that always
needed healing; America wasn't born from the ashes of war, but from the
friction of beliefs, the summation of contrasting ideas that in turbulence
birthed unity — he hoped.

It was when Tina’s voice broke his reverie, sympathy cracking its surface as
she exclaimed, “But it’s still a flag! Our flag! What about the sacrifice... the

history?”

The way people symbolize their countries felt inherently connected to pain
— auspicious at times, but they all carried the specter of barbarism and
conflict in the folds of their flag. Barry felt the slight shiver crawl up his
spine, the dissonance of past and present weighing heavy. What did he
believe? Did Rebecca’s idea bother him, or did he secretly yearn for

something new, something disruptive?

“Change is never easy,” he finally murmured, allowing silence to settle as he
joined their conversation. “Especially when it challenges deeply rooted

perceptions.”

“What do you think the flag represents to people?” Rebecca challenged him,
eyebrows slightly arched. It was a determined question, one he felt wrapped

in her impatience and eagerness for realization.
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He paused, thoughts cascading together — a mixture of spoken history and
visual legacy folded into a cloth of identity. “To some, it’s freedom; to others,
it’s a facade. To me? Perhaps,’ he paused to rest his thoughts in place, “it’s a
call to take responsibility — to shape a new future rather than mourn the

past.”

Tina huffed, the tension between the three of them sizzling like the sun on

a hot summer’s day. “So, you think it’s about revision?”

“It’s not just about the name or what color goes where,” Barry said slowly,
aware now of the gravity of what he proposed, “but the conversations and
the changes — a revolution of the mind. Maybe it is just as Rebecca says. A

way to acknowledge that the past doesn’t define us, that ideals can evolve.”

Silence engulfed them then. Each word hung in the air like a balloon filled
to the brink, stretched yet stable, not yet willing to burst. A thunderstorm
brewed not far from their apathetic precinct of judgments and beliefs.
Outside, the voices rallied louder. “What do we want? Justice! When do we
want it? Now!” Cutting through the moments of solitude, beckoning,

blurring understandings between allegiance and liberation.

Rebecca looked from Barry to Tina, her breath steadying. “Maybe our
understanding of the American identity needs to be as expansive as the

people who make it up.” It wasn’t a suggestion, but a quiet plea.

“So, we create our hybrid flag,” Tina finally acquiesced, resignation mixed
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with determination etched into her brow.

“Let’s consider how we reimagine it — history doesn’t fade, it transforms,’
Barry suggested, feeling ambushed by enlightenment, forged through the
fractures. He understood then, enveloped in that flickering fire of new
thoughts and possibilities: it was this passage through the tumult of
opinions, woven in rich discussions that imparted meaning beyond the

tangible.

Together, they sat unified yet divided, a triad knitting the tapestry of
historical progression. In that urban cocoon, hopeful voices echoed,
crisscrossed lines connected them, entwining their beliefs through
empathy, vision, and the shared mission to reclaim the fabric of their past
while creating the symbols of tomorrow. The history of their country
unfurled anew, refusing to be trapped beneath the weight of interpretation,
bearing witness instead as they beckoned forth a nexus — an American flag
of the people, different yet the same.Chapter 26: The American Flag

Receives A Communist Symbol Placed On It

The sun hung low over Washington, D.C., casting long shadows across the
graveled courtyard of the National Mall, where the grass rolled like a sea —
a sea of patriotic fervor rubbed raw by decades of political tug-of-war. Barry
felt the familiar thrum of anxiety creeping up his spine, a result of the
townhall meeting that was set to unfold later that evening. He remembered
the day he first moved to the city; exhilarated, eyes full of dreams, he had

stood amidst the monumental symbols of democracy — hopeful, idealistic.
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But now, as he stood in front of the Capitol building, the idealism was slowly

eroding under the weight of time and bitter political rhetoric.

Tina, his partner in activism, scuffed the heel of her shoe against the curb,
lost in a reverie. Her curly hair formed a messy halo around her head, and
she was tapping her foot impatiently, casting glances at her phone. “God, if
only these people knew what they were doing,” she muttered, more to
herself than him. Barry turned, catching her eye. Here was Tina, fierce yet
whimsical, a lioness navigating a den of sheep. But today her usual fire
flickered in the cold wind of uncertainty that seemed to flavor the daily

news cycle.

“What if they embrace it?” Barry’s voice trembled slightly with the thought
that nagged at him ever since the recent vote in Congress had passed,
designating a new symbol to be placed upon the American flag — a hammer
and sickle, twisted into the fabric of this emblematic tapestry. It wasn’t just
a symbol; it was a declaration, a revolution, and the very thought sent shock
waves through his core. “What will they do next? Grease the wheels of

socialism with the grease of our forefathers’ sacrifices?”

“The hammer and sickle doesn’t define our history,” Tina snapped but
softened her tone, reaching for his hand. “It merely reflects a current
sentiment, a cry for change. It’s radical, shocking even, but it's what they
want — at least, a significant number of people in this country do.” Her
brows knitted together as she looked out toward the people congregating at

the Lincoln Memorial, faces diverse yet united under one banner — their
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shared belief in a future skewed by the lens of socialism.

As they approached the gathering, the air became electrified with tension;
voices rose above the gentle hum of the afternoon, words laced with fear,
hope, anger, and solidarity intermingling. A sea of red, white, and blue
intertwined with the hammer and sickle, each person gripping signs made
from repurposed campaign slogans. Somewhere in the mingled chaos was

Rebecca, their old friend, a proud supporter of the new movement.

Rebecca stood on a pedestal, a beacon of fervor for those who had endured
long enough beneath what she called the “burdens of capitalism.” “This
flag,” she proclaimed, arms outstretched, “is a growing representation of
our collective will to dismantle the oppressive structures of the past! We are
not shackled by fear anymore! Those in power will hear us!” The crowd
erupted, shadows of the Lincoln Memorial watching solemnly over the

defining moments of a nation in flux.

Barry’s stomach churned with fierce opposition. Dissent lurked in the
recesses of his mind; how could Rebecca embrace this? This symbol, once a
representation of liberty and justice, now drenched in the blood of fear —
the consequences of abandoning the principles that pieced the nation
together and brought him here, standing hand-in-hand with the woman

who once set his heart on fire with the idea of equality.

But there she was, his dear friend, her voice rising like steam from a kettle,

enticing the masses, and yet — this current felt foreign to him. “Consider
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the cost,” he whispered to Tina, uncertainty pooling in his eyes, mirroring
the unease he felt in his chest. “What we’re given isn’t a solution, it’s

conflict...”

“Sometimes it takes conflict to achieve resolution,” Tina replied, her voice
calming yet insistent. She took a bold step toward the crowd, her lips
pursing together as if sealing a final thought, and they pressed on, arriving
just in time to hear Rebecca tout slogans that seemed more like desperate
pleas than theories. “We will dismantle capitalism! We will pick ourselves
up from the embers of greed! We will salute the flag of hope!” Each word

crashed into him like wave upon wave, threatening to drag him under.

The clock chimed six as the gathering shifted from a moment of protest to a
celebration. Colorful lights illuminated the sky as makeshift artist canvases
displayed the new representation of the flag. Colors swirled together, a riot
of designs capturing the hearts and souls of those in attendance. They

transformed discontent into art, rebellion into unity.

“Look at this, Barry!” Tina exclaimed, her eyes lighting up as she pointed
toward an artist painting a bold stroke of red over an American flag. “It’s not

about erasing what has come before; it’s about embracing evolution.”

But Barry could see Rebecca’s eyes — deep, knowing, almost vacant in her
pursuit. A part of him wanted to understand, to see the beauty she saw, but
the other half reminded him of the promise made years ago — to protect

and uphold the very principles they had once adored. A conflict surged
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within him, each side talking over the other until he felt he might scream.

“Is it wrong to want freedom, Tina? Is it wrong to want the American dream
that came at such a high price?” He craved understanding; he wished to
break through the veil of narrative that clouded their perspectives. “I wish

we didn’t have to choose sides. Can’t we find a way to stand together?”

Tina grasped his shoulder, her eyes piercing into his. “Barry, it isn’t about
choosing sides; it’'s about coming together under a new dream, one that

balances what we’ve lost with what can move us forward.”

The crowd swelled and chorus grew, layers of voices harmonizing until the
air shimmered with determination. Barry let the sentiment wash over him,
each note striking like a chord rebounding from their past onto the canvas

of their future. Perhaps they were at a precipice, at an intersection where

they could weave the fabric of their beliefs together into something new.

As the night wore on and stars dusted the blanket of the sky, Barry looked
up and saw a vision — the flag unfurling, vivid hues embracing even the
hammer and sickle. Maybe it wasn’t simply a merger of ideologies but
rather a call to find common ground, an anthem for future generations. He

squeezed Tina’s hand, and that flicker of hope ignited once more.

After all, history was written by those willing to stand at the crossroads and
breathe life into a new dream, buoyed by the love of their country — even if

it meant adding a new symbol to a legacy long cherished. In that moment,
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he understood, maybe this was where it all began — the space between
ideals, where they could all meet, reshaping their nation beneath the

evolving fabric of their flag.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 26 — The American Flag

Receives a Communist Symbol Placed On It

The morning was a cacophony as Barry, middle-aged with salt-and-pepper
hair, stared at the television screen in his modest living room cluttered with
books and newspapers, artifacts of a life spent chasing stories and truths
among the chaos. The flat-screen flickered, a collage of images showcasing
protests and rallies. He thought of the nation — his nation — fractured and
vibrant, alive with the kind of fervor that only arises in tumultuous times.
Barry felt as though he was straddling two worlds, his heart entangled in
breadcrumbs of history. The American flag framed in republican red and
blue now bore something different, something unexpected; a small scarlet
hammer and sickle stamped right across its chest — a bold and brazen act

that sparked a national debate.

Tina, his partner and a schoolteacher, bustled in from the kitchen with a
steaming mug of coffee. She leaned against the counter, her brow furrowed,
the brief respite in her day interrupted by the news blaring in the
background. “Barry, can you believe this? The nerve of them,” she said,
incredulity lacing her tone like sugar in cake batter, stirring something

sweet but ultimately bitter.
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“Believe it?“ he murmured, his mind racing against the backdrop of political
rhetoric. History had a way of twisting itself, and it felt like a heavy anchor
dragging him into the depths of his memories. “This isn’t new. It’s...

cyclical. Have we forgotten the red scares? The McCarthy era? This is a

symptom of our collective forgetfulness.”

“Cyclical, yes, but this time there’s a different kind of fervor, Barry. It’s not
just in the past anymore; it’s right here!” She gestured dramatically, her

expression a mixture of outrage and fear.

The room throbbed with their tension. Barry recalled the days he had
devoted himself to journalism — penning articles that explored the
confluence of culture and politics, his words often dripping with irony. He'd
seen the evolution of dissent, the myriad ways in which hope could morph
into something ugly. “Do you remember Rebecca? Great friend of mine —
and your old college roommate — she used to joke about wearing hammer-
and-sickle pajamas after that one trip to Faneuil Hall. Funny how things

come back to bite us. Now it’s real.”

“Rebecca. The socialist?” she asked, her eyes wide with surprise. “Didn’t she

question everything? Isn’t she part of those rallies?”

“Yeah, last I heard, she was entrenched in it. Drowning in a sea of narratives

that inspire chaos.”

Barry contemplated a tapestry of time, weaving embedded episodes of his
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life, flickers of recollected laughter against the surging noise of contention
surrounding them. He remembered days spent debating philosophies over
cheap coffee and cold autumn nights stuffed in a cramped dorm room. “We
used to think she was outrageous. Now, the outrageous feels commonplace,’

he said softly.

Suddenly, the bitter aftertaste of nostalgia was drowned in a wave of
apprehension. The void in the air thickened, as if the very atmosphere had
thickened with uncertainty. His mind drifted. What was it in the human
spirit that craved conflict? The grandiosity of rebellion? “But look at us!
We'’re arguing over symbols while so many people suffer,” Barry continued.
“The flag... the hammer and sickle... it’s not about the image; it’s about the

voices screaming behind it.”

“What does that mean?” Tina sighed, glancing at the television, where
activists waved the distorted flag. “It’s just spiraling into chaos! I fear it’s

getting out of control.”

A chilling truth settled in the marrow of Barry’s bones. He reflected the
dangerous allure of such ideas, drawing a parallel to historical dis/content
and a naive belief that the unthinkable could somehow unfold into utopia.
“Can you feel it?” he whispered. “The tug-of-war between hope and

disillusionment?”

Tina turned her gaze back to him, her own thoughts reflected in the

complicated dance of their conversation. “Hope wants transparency, Barry.
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It longs for a future that doesn’t feel dictated by the past. But now... it feels

overshadowed by extremities.”

“Extremities,” he echoed, and as he spoke, images of Rebecca flickered
behind his eyelids like old film reels. She’'d always had an uncanny charm —
slightly eccentric, fiercely progressive, with an unsettling brilliance, eager
to dismantle the structures of society. Had they ever truly understood her

motivations? It felt like a riddle that they'd left unanswered.

The doorbell rang, pulling him from the tempest of thought.

“Who could that be?” Tina asked, visibly tense.

Barry stepped into the threshold, face-to-face with the specter of Rebecca,
her wild hair framing her face like a halo. “Barry!” she exclaimed, holding a
stack of pamphlets, her eyes alight with fervor. “You won't believe what’s

happening out there!”

“So it’s true then,” he murmured, stepping back to let her in.

“True? Barry, it’s not just the flag; it’s the realization of people’s frustrations.
It’s about using symbols for empowerment. This isn’t a parody; this is our

'”

movement!” The energy radiating from her was magnetic, intoxicating.

“Rebecca, are you ready to burn down the very fabric we stand on?!” Barry

nearly shouted, his frustration bubbling over.
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“Now, hold on!” Tina interjected, anger flashing in her eyes. “Can’t you see

she’s just trying to push conversations? Isn’t that what we all need?”

“Push conversations? No, Tina, sometimes those conversations can rip the

foundations apart!”

“Foundations?” Rebecca laughed, a sound oddly familiar from the past,
carefree and robust, echoing in the narrow hall. “Foundations must be

questioned! Isn’t that the very core of democracy?”

But Barry could feel dread settling deep into his thoughts, spiraling around
him. The atmosphere dared him to look deeper, revealing cracks in
ideological winds. “Rebecca, do you care about the repercussions of such
symbols? The divide...”

“Divides exist, and they must be acknowledged!” she countered, fervent
now. “We must battle the insidiousness of complacency. This flag — this act

— it’s a rallying cry!”

And so, the room pulsed with conflicting energies, three lives entwined in a
chaotic dance of past perspectives and emerging ideologies, where history
loomed like an unpredictable tempest. Shadows fluttered on the walls,
memories flickered alongside new flames of ideation. In a moment
suspended in time, they were united and divided — a trinity of
conversational chaos, grappling with truths that lingered just beyond the

reach of their understanding.
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The horizon of the nation was wavering, twisting under the weight of
discontent and debate, and yet, in this room filled with voices, the
undercurrents were undeniable. Their legacy would be a reflection of this
time, an echo of rebellion, the stories they breathed — connections that

would either bind them together or tear them apart forever.

Chapter 27: The American Flag Is Replaced By The Communist Party

The sun crests over the skyline of New York City, turning the glass towers
into shards of molten gold. Barry pulls himself from the tumult of dreams,
the remnants tangling in his waking mind like the threads of a fraying
tapestry. He swipes at the phone alarm, a futile attempt to ignore the reality
clawing at him. A world where the colors of the American flag fade like
sepia photographs, a dark whisper of discontent coloring the streets. In this
era, confusion reigns — a vortex of ideals spinning in a cacophony of voices
louder than swords, perhaps even louder than the shared breaths of

millions. History echoes like a war drum.

He flings himself into the bustling rhythm of the city, a chaotic pulse
sustaining uncertainty. Barry’s mind races as he navigates the throngs of
commuters, each face a shifting mask of hope, disillusionment, or both. He
wonders why the gentle beauty of the American dream had faltered, twisted
into a nightscape ruled by the colors red and black — the new tapestry
unfurling itself beneath the statue of liberty’s gaze, mocking her promise

with slogans in all caps.
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Tina waits at the coffee shop, her usual perky smile replaced by an anxious
twitch of her fingers. She scribbles fervently in a weathered notebook, the
paper filled with sketches that are rough but urgent, capturing shadows of
the shifting world outside. Barry spots the familiar glance of rebellion that
danced in her eyes just a few years prior, a flame dimming against the
suffocating blanket of dread thrown across the city. Their conversations,
once filled with laughter, now teeter on razor-thin lines between unyielding

hope and despair.

“Have you seen it?” she asks as he sits down, leaning closer, conspiratorial,

eyes darting. “The flag... the new one?”

He nods, mouth slightly dry. The news had cackled like an excited child, as
the national emblem was stripped away and replaced with a crimson
banner emblazoned with a sickle and hammer. Each twist of the world felt

like a hand tightening around his throat, cutting off every last breath.

“It’'s worse than you think,” Tina’s voice shakes a bit, clenching the
notebook. “People are afraid to speak. They've twisted the story so tight, we
can barely breathe. Every dissenting opinion? It vanishes. Poof! Like

wraiths in the night.”

Her fervor lashes around them, an energy that glows with the intensity of a
conspiracy whispering in dark corners. Rebecca, the one who seems to
carry the sun itself in her laughter, strides in, her essence a flutter caught in

motion — a beacon against the falling dusk. She absorbs the weight of the
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discussion, always a gentle presence.

“Has it spread further?” Rebecca asks, her voice cautious, careful as if
stepping through a minefield. She slips into the booth across from Barry
and Tina, their designated harbor against the tempest outside. “I overheard

someone —”

Laughter dances around them and is gone in an instant, evaporated like
mirage. If history had taught them anything, it was that words — once a
source of liberation — could turn into instruments of oppression. The web
they weaved had intricate knots of doubt and fear; disconnected

frameworks straining to hold their reality intact.

“Do you remember what life was like before?” Barry begins, dragging
himself back to yesteryear, back when the colors were vivid and the space
around them buzzed with the energy of possibility. It was a time when
voices thrived amid healthy debates, when differences didnt wield daggers

but rather masked feelings hiding beneath the surface of complacency.

“Life was chaos, Barry — but at least we could yell into the chaos without
fear,” Tina quips, her laughter hard to extract from a place buried deep in

her chest.

They reminisce for a moment, tethered to nostalgia even as it slips through
their fingers, reminiscent of grains of sand they never wished to catch. But

with every shared memory, a creeping ember ignites; the flame of action
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bubbling beneath the surface. They became molten iron swallowed by a
mold of transformation yet unwilling to yield to the pressures shaping the

future.

“We need to do something,” Barry insists, the flicker of defiance sparking
within him. “What if we remind them of what we once cherished? The

dream they are trampling?”

Tina raises an eyebrow, the spark connecting in her eyes. “You mean, take it

to the streets?”

“Why not? No one cares anymore, and those who could voice out are
silenced! We can gather a group — ” And here he halts, uncertain of the
fervor swelling in his chest. “They are looking for spies amongst us, seeking

to tighten the grip further. They’ve twisted this narrative.”

“Do you still trust anyone?” Rebecca interjects.

Trust, a commodity traded volley after volley in a pitiful economy where
fear becomes the currency. Barry wrestles with the notion, the sheer weight
amplifying beneath the siege of thoughts. He could almost hear the ticking
clock echo through his flesh — the urgency clawing at him like a wild

animal found at bay, begging to be released.

“What if we are the last bastions?” he whispers, squinting against the

blinding truth lighting their gathering. “What if — what if we become the
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voices they cannot erase?”

An idea ignites within the dimness of their reality, and the laughter that had

gathered dust flickers with renewed life.

Tina stands up, her heart beating rhythmically alongside thoughts. “Gather
the old newspapers, gather them all. Fight propaganda with memories,
fight hatred with hope.” The flags may have changed, but the fervent spirits

burning within them have not.

Each charted course they take through the labyrinth of shifting ideals will
be a testimony, a balance between what was, what is, and what they wish to
claim as theirs. If changing tides unveil their steadfastness, then disillusion
turns to resilience. Barry closes his eyes, envisioning candles being lit
through every alleyway, every corner, as whispers of stolen stories rise from

the ashes of despair towards a future worth redeeming.

“Let’s do it. For our history,” Barry declares with a gravity that tethers
together their frantic hearts. A secretly forged alliance fortified by the
treasure trove of their memories, fighting against oblivion. Bursting forth
into the daylight, challenging a culture of silence, daring to reclaim their

narrative.

And in that moment, beneath the looming shadow of uncertainty, a new
dawn begins to stir — a reminder that stories, once shared, bind like chains,

becoming unbreakable against the tides of time.
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The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 28 — The American Economy
Falls Fast During The Nuke War

It starts softly, an ambient hum of dread that gnaws at the edges of Barry’s
consciousness. He’s in a cluttered office, desk strewn with papers bearing
the faded logos of a forgotten place — the American Economic Review. The
once-relevant articles, inked with optimism about growth, prosperity, and
recovery, now feel like foreign texts. Outside, the rumble of a city that
barely resembles the America he once knew seeps in, a discordant chorus

of panic and resignation. How did we get here?

It’s 2028, and society is a delicate cage, rusting around the hinges. Amidst
the stark fluorescent lights above his head, Barry leans into a haze of
anxiety, fingers tracing the rim of a chipped coffee mug. The war — no, the
nuclear crisis! — had ignited before he had the chance to blink, and
suddenly, they were all living in a script more panic-filled than those early
21st-century dystopian novels. Irony doesn’t escape him; he lived through a
hundred conversations about ‘peaceful resolutions’ and ‘never again’. Yet
here he sat, theoretically removed from the poverty and chaos outside,
engulfed within the walls of this university, now functioning more like a

bunker.

“Barry!” Tina’s voice, clipped and urgent, shatters his reverie. Her entrance
is swift, a flurry of movement; her tattered backpack hangs on a shoulder

like an afterthought. “Did you hear? They're evacuating the city.”
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Evacuating. That word weighs heavy — dislocates him from any semblance
of stability. He nods, not really understanding how to process the

information. “Where to? They finally breached the grid again?”

She sighs, heavy like the smog outside. Barry can see it in her eyes — the
way they dart, holding fear tightly. In this new world, the frayed strands of
reality often rendered the expected untrustworthy. It had only been just a
few months since the first warning sirens blared their haunting melody, an
unbearable reminder of the fragile peace they once knew. “They’ve set up
safe zones. North. Really, it’s a mad scramble. It’s every man for himself,

Barry.”

Tina moves to the window, gaze scanning the street below. The world they
once inhabited was melting into chaos. People move sporadically, some
with determination, others with defeat — a beautiful tapestry torn apart.
Barry remembers the fervent debates over economic strategies,
development projects, and government bailouts. And now? A time
enveloped in survival, bartering with goods instead of dollars, trusting

whispers over facts.

“It’s getting worse. I can't stay here, Barry. Rebecca...” Her voice, trailing off,
carries with it two specters — Rebecca, her sister, the last thread connecting
Tina to whatever semblance of normalcy remained. They spoke frequently.
Rebecca was in California, stationed at a remote military base, where life
revolved around messages — quiet emails amid a locust plague of missile

alerts. “I have to reach her.”
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“Have you thought this through?” Barry leans back, arms crossed.
Rationality clashes with the racing thoughts sprinting through him, the
echoes of an uncertain future. “The roads aren’t safe. The military’s

overwhelmed.”

“They’ll only get worse!” Tina exhales sharply, frustration spilling forth.
“Every hour, I hear news of towns being bombed, of families displaced. I'd

rather die trying to get to Rebecca than sit here, paralyzed.”

Paralyzed. He doesn’t have the courage to reply. The sound of freedom had
become unrecognizable; there’s a dread appropriating dreams, an economy
weaving itself into the fabric of despair. He remembers when currency had

value, before trust eroded. “What’s the plan then?”

Tina spins, brisk strides bringing her closer. “We find her.”

“Together?”

“Of course! We need each other.”

Suddenly, the world outside seems to melt, disjointed flashes of flesh, steel,
and fire beckon beyond the windowpanes. He feels a tinge of guilt.
Shouldn’t he provide comfort, an anchor? Everything within him screams

‘no’, but the helplessness is palpable. Here they are, two souls drowning in

choices, while the vacuum of a potential third, Rebecca, looms large.
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An image flits through his mind, waiting for a train on a frigid winter
morning, red gloves clutched against black leather, the anticipation riddled
with hope. “Let’s do it, then,” he finds himself saying.Hours later, Barry and
Tina traverse the stark roads leading north, the air thickening with
uncertainty. The car sputters, its mechanical whiny voice a lamentation — it
feels as if it, too, is aware of their aspirations. He glances at Tina, whose

expression flirts with resolve and desperation — a delicate balance.

“Look!” She points. Ahead, a gathering of people. Fragments of humanity
clumped together under the gloom of the bruised sky. “That’s a checkpoint.”

The words spill out too fast, heartstrings taut with perception.

As they pull in, Barry feels the gravity of a crowd descend upon them — a
collage of faces marked by fear, resignation, and a flickering ember of hope.
Soldiers, their uniforms bearing chips of valor buried under the grime of
conflict, interrogate each vehicle with mechanical precision. They're
searching for something, but Barry fears the loss of spirit, hopes frayed,

and the gasping remnants of defiance.

“What’s your destination?” A soldier — a boy, really — peers into Barry’s eyes

with intense scrutiny.

“Tina’s sister. California,” Barry stammers, his words laced with conviction

he doesn’t entirely feel.

“Good luck,’ the soldier says, but there’s a shadow passing through his gaze.
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They drive on, a landscape of stifling uncertainty pushing against the glass,

each mile charged with attrition.

As they make their way west, they encounter small towns, crumbling under
the weight of shattered economies and expatriated souls. Together, they
barter for food — a bag of potatoes and stale bread in exchange for a
warmed bottle of water — an uneasy balance redefining worth in this

strange new America.

The book exports, once emblematic of the nation’s pride, are replaced with
makeshift mana; the economy enduring as a living organism, constantly

morphing, yet just as ready to dissolve under pressure.

Days meld into one another in a formless haze of dirt and contemplation.
Every breath taken feels like an echo of survival, of yearning for lost
stability. Barry begins to visualize Rebecca, not just as Tina’s sister, but as a
lighthouse within this tempest. She waits, but what will she find when they

finally reach her?

His thoughts drift to the choices before them: Reclaim the past or forge a
new identity amidst ashes? With every mile travelled, Barry realizes they
aren’t just journeying to reunite; they are stumbling toward definition,

crafting purpose from the smoldering remnants of life as they once knew it.

The sounds of uncertainty embrace them — the echoes of lost national

pride dissipating into the wind, but in this transformative trilogous odyssey
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intertwining their fates, hope is the ember flickering defiantly, refusing to
extinguish. There’s no economy good enough to buy tomorrow’s promise. It
resides in their hands — Barry, Tina, and soon, Rebecca — an ensemble

bound by resilience, venturing into the canvas of restitched dreams.

And as storylines rewrite themselves against the backdrop of an unraveling

country, they march onward — together.

Chapter 29: The Nuke War Kills Over A Hundred Million Lives

The sun dipped beneath the horizon, leaving an opulent golden hue across
the Manhattan skyline, but Barry hardly noticed. As he stared out the
window of his cramped apartment, the rain began to fall, heavy drops
tapping against the glass in a melancholy rhythm. It was 2048, but in many
ways, it felt like the world was stuck somewhere in the annals of a grim
history. Barry’s mind wandered to the endless news cycles, the chaos that

had unfolded just years before.

A war, they called it, but it was so much more — a nuclear apocalypse,
ignited by misplaced promises and unbridled ambition. Over a hundred
million lives extinguished in a matter of minutes, seconds, barely a
heartbeat. Barry inhaled sharply, leaning against the window, the chill of
the glass spreading through him as he remembered the day when
everything changed. He thought of Tina, with her fiery red hair and sharp
wit, who once dreamed of changing the world with Emily’s Garden, a non-

profit aimed at renewing urban spaces. She had been an idealist, the kind of
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person who believed fervently in humanity’s potential to rise above.

“Barry!” her laughter bubbled over the sound of the city back then, bright
and clear. “You need to stop staring at that screen and come help me plant
these flowers. You know, one small act can grow into something
magnificent.” At twenty-two, she embodied hope, with plans etched into her

mind and a heart ready for battle.

But dreams were shredded, and they scattered with the wind across the
carcass of what had once been progress. The United States crumbled into
factions — the Democrats, once the party of hope and reform, devolved into

fragmented groups, each wielding the promise of a new ideology.

“Do you remember the night they made that announcement?” Rebecca’s
quiet voice floated through his memory, the way it always did whenever he
let himself drift too far into nostalgia. Rebecca, his steadfast friend, a gentle
soul who had turned into a fierce warrior amidst the chaos. She had been
reading Geiger counter readings like scripture, fighting her own urgency

with the rhythm of her breath as the entire world spiraled into madness.

“Everything will be fine, just think positively!” Barry had scoffed then,
rolling his eyes. “Do you really think a couple of people sitting in suits can

control anything meaningful?”

“We need to believe they can,” she had replied, resolute but with a tremor

beneath her bravado. It was the last hint of innocence that swirled around
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them, the last semblance of a world that embraced kind ideals, where

enemies could still dream of peace instead of annihilation.

Now, though, what remained were the walls he mourned over. Rebecca,
alone in her apartment on the Upper East Side, rattling off dire news
reports that echoed through every crevice of their lives like an anvil

dropped in despair.

Barry wandered first into the kitchen, the single pack of stale bread lying on
the counter, a forgotten relic of happier times. Eating felt like a betrayal. He
stared at Rebecca’s last message on his tablet sent just days before the
bombs fell. “They’re serious, Barry. I'm going to the New York headquarters
tomorrow. You should come with me.” A photo of their old group of three
flashed on the screen. Tina, smiling with her arm around him, everything

in that moment so full of possibilities.

“Yeah, we’ll be together again soon,” Barry whispered to the empty room,
heart aching, memories twisting like vines around his gut. How naive they
had been! For Rebecca had gone in, but even she hadn’t returned. How

could a world unmade ever see hope again?

The rumble of thunder drew him back to the present where he flicked on
his television; the chatter of updates filled the silence with more totals,
more despair. It was as if the very heart of the nation were being pulled out
slowly, ounce by ounce, live on air, and everyone was too shocked to notice.

The newscaster sat stoically, curtains of incriminating truths intermingling
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with her bright features.

“The impact of the devastating nuclear fallout lingers still as millions go
unaccounted for. The bombings executed in rapid succession barely
allowed time... time for a response, let alone a plan. In some areas, people
are contemplating survival in their basements while we... we gather the

pieces of what was once —”

He turned it off, angry tears blurring his vision, his throat constricting at

the thought of his friends buried under the rubble of this new nightmare.

The storm outside grew more ferocious, vengeful winds battering against
the window. There would be no escape from the reckoning, he felt it.
Somehow, buried beneath the weight of harsh reality, he needed to cling to
a semblance of hope, a figurative step back onto the precipice of a new

beginning.

What if it was time to reverse the narrative? He imagined walking back to
Tina’s park, once a field of wildflowers. They once said nature always found
a way to rise again. “Maybe we can try... try to fix what’s broken,” he
murmured, surprised by the thought that sparked within him. Perhaps

there was a flicker of rebellion left in him after all.

For Tina would have charged ahead, leading a movement while wearing
hope like a badge, and Rebecca, intense and insatiably curious, would be

gathering survivors — dreamers who could still turn the tide. “Yes!” he
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exclaimed softly, a candle lighting in his chest. “We will bloom again. Can’t

you see? We'll find a way.”

He darted to his laptop, fingers flying over the keyboard as he searched for

any signs that people were still alive out there, gathering whispers of revival
amidst the wreckage. The loneliness suffocating him began to lift. Together
with a million others yearning for rebirth, they could reshape this fractured

world.

With that thought shimmering in his mind amid the storm’s rumble, Barry
allowed himself to believe once more. The old foundations may have
collapsed, yet somehow, he could still hear the whispers of dreams shaking
the ground around him. “We will not be silenced,” he breathed, ready to

emerge from the crumbles of history, zealous for what lay ahead.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 30 — The
American News Media Is Taken Over By Communist Russia
And China

Barry stared at the flickering screen, a cacophony of breaking news alerts
tumbling across the top like an uncontrollable river. The words blurred
together, an overlapping stream of headlines: “Critical Infrastructure
Breached,” “Investigations of Foreign Interference Continue,” “Expert
Changes.” He felt his pulse quicken — a visceral reaction that seemed to
echo a deeper dread. The year was 2025, and America sat perched on the
precipice of something both euphoric and terrifying, or perhaps just tragic.

Freedom of the press had twisted into something far removed from the
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ideals penned at the birth of the republic.

He took a breath, long and deep, to steady the chaos swarming within. A
few blocks away, the air bristled with the autumn chill, but inside the coffee
shop, the ambiance stirred with hopeful chatter about the elections, a thin
veneer over uncertainty. The palpable fear that lurked in every corner of
conscience cast a shadow over the tulips on the nearby table, their colors

vivid against the weight of discontent.

Tina stirred her cappuccino, watching the froth swirl like the currents in
the ocean. As a journalist working for one of the last mainstream outlets,
she felt she was swimming against insurmountable waves. Her job now
entailed sifting through reports linked not just to journalism schools and
seasoned editors, but to offices across vast oceans. In a seat next to Barry,
she clenched her jaw, dissecting Barry’s expression with the precision of a
surgeon. He seemed lost — lost in what? A thought? A memory? Or perhaps

a conspiracy too dark to fathom?

“It’s like we’re living in a story Hank put together after reading Orwell,” she

murmured, not quite ready for Barry’s reaction.

“Do we even remember who Hank is?” Barry shot back, a distant disbelief in
his voice. Hank was her uncle, an old journalist who'd faded from relevance
with the rise of sensationalism, crumbling like the once-proud principles of

journalism itself.
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Rebecca, leaning against the counter with her usual detached poise,
overheard them. She turned, but her gaze was unfocused, staring into an
invisible distance. “It’s all been orchestrated,” she chimed in. “The
misinformation, the deep fakes — everything designed to make us forget
what real news looks like.” The tremor in her voice betrayed years of silent

WOTrTY.

Once the backbone of American democracy, news media had become a
playground for wolves — not just for the Goebbelses of yore, but new
predators who cultivated confusion like weeds in fertile soil. Instead of
elucidation, mainstream articles sunk into a morass of opinions
masquerading as facts. In the undercurrent lay the specter of China and
Russia, playing their hands cleverly, weaving narratives that wrapped the

unsuspecting public in tangled webs of propaganda.

Tina felt a sense of urgency bubbling beneath the surface of her calm
demeanor. “I've got to find proof of this takeover,” she said, infusing fractals
of fervor into her carefully measured tone. “If we don’t expose it... if we

don’t fix this now, we’ll drown.”

And so they crafted an insidious plot — an exploration into the labyrinth of
media corruption. They spent countless hours dissecting reports,
connecting dots. Barry and Tina’s devotion melded seamlessly, dancing
along the periphery of uncertainty, while Rebecca drifted in and out — a

ghost with a haunting whisper of reason.
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In the shadows, they uncovered a sprawling syndicate. Ads that had once
yielded honest pay were now funneled to secret black markets, intertwined
with shadowy political movements. The whispers had grown sharper,
slicing away at the disillusionment infecting their society. People were
awakening, albeit sluggishly, unraveling the tapestry initially conceived as a
safety net.

Barry found himself lost in thoughts, wrapping each thought around the
many sleepless nights spent brewing coffee after coffee, the dim light of his
desktop illuminating pages filled with the insincerity of news outlets. “Can
we trust anyone? Or is even this conversation being monitored?” he

wondered aloud, the frenetic energy sending chills racing down his back.

One afternoon, they huddled in a coffee shop, papers strewn across their
little table like a chaotic crime scene. “Look here,” Barry pointed, his finger
shaking over a line detailing fictitious news reports hired out by foreign
entities to manipulate public perception and spark discontent in political

factions.

Tina leaned closer, tracing the lines, her brow furrowed in concentration.
“If we can put this narrative together, we must be both careful and
aggressive. The clock is ticking, and if we don’t act before the elections, the

truth may become inaudible.”

Rebecca read the silence between them, interspersing herself with

humanity amidst the noise. “Little fires are easier to snuff,” she said,
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glancing out the window where the world sparkled blissfully unaware. “This

might be our only chance —”

Her phone buzzed, and she nearly dropped it in surprise. “Someone’s
watching,” she muttered, her voice strained. Their eyes met, a mutual
understanding crystallized in the air. The invisible specter of their collective
weight grew heavier, and with it came a deep-seated fright — whispers
beyond the walls, echoes of dread hovering like vultures waiting for the

unsuspecting.

Soon, they often held clandestine meetings in the backrooms of innocuous
venues across the city. They exchanged information, formulated strategies
to launch exposure pieces. Barry’s heart raced, thumping with the thrill of

purpose, with fragments of the real stirring awake.

But the truth was a double-edged sword. With each step closer toward
clarity came a gnawing acknowledgment of the cost. If they couldn’t break
the tether of manipulation, what hope was there for the average American?
If reality twisted into a game played on shadowed stages, who would stand

true among the falsehoods splayed wide?

In the dim light of uncertainty, friendships formed bonds forged in the fires
of both camaraderie and peril. They were neither naive nor invincible; they
were alive, fraught with the consciousness of a reality cloaked in two

potential paths — dark chaos or the sacrificial flame of vigilance.
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As the elections rolled in, they tasted the bitter spice of terror. Did they have
what it took to unveil the deceptions? Did they, ordinary citizens in a
transformed narrative, possess the fortitude to reclaim the obligation held

as guardians of truth?

Barry felt the warmth of Tina’s hand on his shoulder as their eyes caught the
glint of determination amidst a blurred horizon. Together, in the nexus of

uncertainty, they became an indomitable force — a flickering candle against
encroaching shadows, hoping against hope that America could rise again, a

phoenix birthed anew from ashes steeped in loyalty and the claim of truth.

Chapter 31 — The Nations of Islam Join Russia to Control America

In the bustling heart of Washington D.C., where the echoes of history
lingered in the shadowy corners of marble halls, three friends — Barry,
Tina, and Rebecca — found themselves grappling with the weight of the
world. This was no ordinary day; it was one of those days when everything

felt poised on the cusp of chaos, the air thick with tension.

Barry leaned against the window, tracing the outlines of raindrops with his
finger, his mind tracing back through time to when he first understood the
concept of power. He had once thought it was a game played with fire and
strategy, the elite versus the everyday citizen. But now, as he gazed out at
the city beyond — a tapestry of ambition and anxiety — he realized it was far
more complicated. He could almost hear the whispers of forefathers in the

air. They were distant, each echoing their own version of democracy,
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security, and freedom. Never had those ideals felt so precarious.

“Did you see the news?” Tina’s voice snapped him back to the present. She
was perched on the edge of Barry’s desk, radiating frenetic energy, a
tempest of ideas and indignation. Her smartphone hummed in her hand,

and her brow furrowed as she scrolled through the headlines.

“Let me guess,” Barry replied, half-smirking, half-serious. “Just a sunny day

in paradise?”

“You’re making light of everything!” she said, eyes flicking back up at him,
her voice rising slightly. “It's Chapter 31, Barry. The Nations of Islam are
joining forces with Russia to manipulate the political landscape here — our

democracy, teetering on the brink of... something.”

Rebecca, sitting cross-legged on the worn couch that had seen better
decades, looked up from her own script. The flickering candlelight around
them played tricks, illuminating shadows that danced and twisted against
the pale walls of the cramped apartment, elaborate facades hiding deeper
truths. She often felt the pulse of history in her bones. She liked the feel of
her fingers grazing the pages of the past. “Tina’s right, Barry,” she said
softly, her voice a velvet counterpoint to their rising tensions. “It’s a
different kind of war these days. Ideologies clashing from across oceans,

reshaping our lives before we even truly grasp what’s happening.”

Barry’s mind was a muddy river of thoughts — each current pulling him in
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different directions. What if their reality shattered like glass? Would they be
ready to pick up the pieces? The strands of their lives felt inexplicably tied

to the vision of what the country once was and what it could become. Could
they play their part in remaking it, or would they simply stand by and watch

the wheels of history roll them under?

Fingers shaking, Barry slipped into a deeper reverie. The sounds of traffic
outside faded, leaving only memories — a quilt of voices and emotions
wrapped around him. He thought of his parents, who had lived through the
Cold War, their voices tense with worry as they discussed the weight of
power and vulnerability. Then, the glimmer of hope as they watched the

Berlin Wall fall, the start of a new age, a national exhalation.

He brought himself back from that distant orbit. “You’re both right,” he said
finally, deciding on a path of action rather than despair. “We have to figure

out what to do with our lives in the face of all this turmoil.”

Tina rolled her eyes, but the corners of her mouth betrayed her

contemplation. “What do you suggest? A peaceful protest? Writing op-eds?”

“Maybe something bolder,” he returned, the idea brewing. “What if we
gathered a group from different communities — for discussion, for debate?
Help build something new. We can'’t just wait for the storm. We should lead

it.”

Rebecca smiled softly at him. “It’s an idea,” she admitted. “Dialogue has
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always been the first step toward understanding. Maybe that’s how we can

stall the encroaching shadows.”

And so, over the next few days, intrigue overshadowed their lives like an
approaching storm. They organized talks at local libraries, community
centers, and even coffee shops — the humble, sacred spaces where ideas
blossomed. Each meeting filled with trepidation, anticipation, and
excitement, they sought a common ground, a platform where conflicting

ideas could gel rather than clash.

As the days turned to weeks, they found allies aplenty. Immigrants,
veterans, artists — each caught in the web of fear and uncertainty yet eager
to engage, to voice their stories and creative solutions. They gathered under
the banner of one collective heart, united not by government allegiance,

but by the stark reality of life — a shared fate that couldn’t be ignored.

Barry, Tina, and Rebecca learned to listen more than speak; each story
crafted a new dimension, illuminating the triumphs, the struggles, and the
small revolutions of daily life that were often overshadowed by political

fanfare.

Tensions ran high with the external narratives — news outlets chimed in
with their sensational headlines, yet inside each meeting, there blossomed
a potential that the media couldn’t capture, a dialogue devoid of labels and
ideology. Here, in their little corner of D.C., acceptance emerged as a

weapon against chaos.
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Months rolled by, and on a particularly rainy evening, the three friends met
again at Barry’s apartment, this time the atmosphere charged not with fear
but with solidarity. They spoke of expanded project ideas, the potential of
an online platform that layered voices rich in diversity across the country —

a manifestation of hope in an era where despair seemed to dominate.

And as they settled down amidst the flickering candles and the distant
sounds of the city, their laughter mingling with the falling rain, they
realized something profound: in the face of adversity, the strength of unity
would carry them forward, threading a narrative of resilience — one that

challenged the world outside and ignited dreams of what could be.

Outside, the city continued to pulse with unknowns, but within their circle,
a revolution was already blossoming — an anchor of truth and humanity
refusing to sink beneath the weight of political storms. The Chapters ahead
would explore those intricacies just as perilously, but for now, they chose to
forge ahead together, undeterred, plotting the course of their intertwining

destinies in a land weighed down by uncertainty.

The United States of The Democrats: Chapter 32 — America Become A
Country of War With No End

Barry sat in a bustling coffee shop on the corner of Fifth and Pine in
downtown Chicago. A granola bar lay half-eaten on the table, forgotten
among the clattering voices around him. He tapped his fingers restlessly

against the veneer of the table, lost in a tide of thoughts that swept him into
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the past. History — the past — the same trite word, but then, isn’t everything
just a warped reflection of what once was? America, our America, used to
be a land of hope and promise, a symbol of the dream. But that light now
flickered uncertainly, doused by the endless conflicts, shifting allegiances,

and coats too heavy for this era’s fleeting idealism.

The beep of a notification shattered his reverie as he scanned his phone.
News again — tensions escalating in foreign lands, debates on the Senate
floor. And still, nothing changes. He could practically feel, as a weight
resting upon his chest, the realization that true peace may be eternally out
of reach. “Endless wars,” he thought bitterly, “round and round like a

carousel that never stops.”

Tina slid into the seat opposite him, her face flushed from the crisp autumn
air. She tossed her scarf aside and lifted her iced chai like it was a trophy.

“Don’t get too pensive on me, Barry! You know, last time I checked, we had a
reality to face.” She chuckled lightly, but her eyes betrayed a hint of the very

anxiety Barry mulled over.

“Reality?” he echoed, leaning forward, brow knitted. “What reality are we
even confronting these days? This election cycle feels more like a
gladiatorial arena than a democratic process. It’s like these men and women
we elect to lead — their rhetoric drips with bravado while they throw more

fuel into a fire that never went out.”

“Sure, we're stuck in this cycle of war,” she retorted, “but you can't tell me
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you expect anything different when half the country doesn’t even believe in
a common truth anymore.” She smirked, then hesitated, eyes darting.
“Rebecca’s deep into the protests again. Did you hear about her latest

‘project’? It’s... intense.”

Barry sighed. “Rebecca...” The name rolled off his tongue like a bittersweet
memory. A firebrand of hope and naiveté, she had channeled her
discontent into activism with fervent energy. Torn between her unyielding
vision and an encroaching despair, Rebecca danced along the thin line of
optimism and disillusionment, further carving out her role in a narrative

that felt increasingly scripted by forces far beyond their control.

“Yeah, she loves the theatre of frustration these days, doesn’t she?” he
chuckled dryly. “But what are we accomplishing? Another protest, another
hashtag, another moment of trending Twitter outrage — but look at the
headlines tomorrow. More explosions, more lives torn apart. It’s

exhausting.”

“Exhausting, but necessary!” Tina’s response was edged with urgency.
“Look, Barry, if we don’t shout about it, does anyone even know it’s
happening? The world is watching; if we don’t provoke the conversation, if

we don’t challenge the status quo, how will it ever change?”

“And what then? A few banners go up, and suddenly the earth shifts

beneath those who control it? You think they listen?”
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Tina narrowed her eyes, a fire igniting within her. “They’ll listen when they
feel the pressure. It’s never been about them truly listening, but rather

about us making them uncomfortable enough that they have to.”

The air thickened between them like a fog as they spiraled deeper into the
conversation. Barry couldn’t help but feel the fragility of their choices
hanging in the balance. Every word they uttered carried the weight of
futures unknown, futures that twisted and turned like leaves caught in an
autumn breeze. American lives — his life — tangible and yet, fractions of an

unbreakable whole, a patchwork quilt fraying at the seams.

The coffee shop buzzed on, oblivious.

Rebecca breezed in, her demeanor vibrant yet fraught with an intensity
only she seemed to wear comfortably. She grinned but her eyes held a

storm. “You’ll never guess who I met! Or rather, who I argued with!”

“Another congressman to add to your list?” Barry teased, but he felt the

tension slide taut against his spine as he carefully observed her enthusiasm.

“No, worse,” she said with a dramatic flair. “Just a young man, Hispanic. He
was so convinced that all this protesting was useless. ‘What’s the point?’ he
said to me. I wanted to throw my coffee at him! Can you believe that? The
audacity! The world is on fire and he sits there, accepting the smoke as

'”

destiny
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Her passion crackled in the air like electricity, a force he admired as much
as feared. “And what did you tell him?” Barry could hardly contain the

concern lodged in his throat.

“He needed a lesson in history!” Rebecca declared. “If we forget the past, we
doom the future. It’s cyclical, Barry! We fought so hard for what we have;

we're supposed to keep fighting. I won'’t let them think it’s all in vain!”

Tina and Barry exchanged glances, a silent tableau of contemplation. The
nightmare of this unending conflict, the grim realization that history might

just repeat itself — over and over like a cruel joke, but at what cost?

American soil soaked in blood, yet they were here, talking about it over
lattes and chai. The absurdity lingered. Each sip seemed both a rebellion
and a concession — a refusal to confront the reality of a broken system

while sitting comfortably far removed from the fight.

Dusk painted the sky with strokes of purple and orange, and Barry felt the
heaviness of despair creeping back into him. Yet, somewhere beneath that
weight, a flicker boiled — was it defiance? Resolve? A question roiled within
him, demanding to be voiced. “And what if fighting isn’t enough? What

then?”

Rebecca met his gaze with steady conviction, and for a moment, he could
almost see the threads of possibility weaving through moments still

unwoven. “Then we bring in the next set of dreams, and we do it again.

https://medium.com/@wbalistreri0/dying-in-a-land-of-my-ancestors-8f62c6ffd422 Page 153 of 159



Dying In A Land of My Ancestors. A New Democrat Party—Not The Same As... | by Whbalistreri | Aug, 2024 | Medium 8/28/24, 1:25 AM

Because it’s what we have left. Hope, Barry — it’s our last battlefield.”

Hope — the fragile breath between battles. And maybe, just maybe, that was
the only flame left to carry through the shadows of this endless war they

called home.

The trio huddled close as the rush of the coffee shop faded to a dull roar,
three souls wrapped in the fabric of their choices. The conversation
rambled on, a gentle stream through which they wove their fears and
desires. More than anything, they clung to each other, to the belief that
perhaps, just perhaps, they were not alone — never alone in this swirling

chaos of a country, holding desperately onto the dream that was America.

Politics
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