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DEDICATION & PREFACE 
To the Forgotten, the Faithful, and the Future. 
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To those who labor silently and weep secretly for their country’s redemption… 
To the families who gather at worn-out tables, praying over meals and broken systems 
alike… 
To the young men wrestling with chains they never forged, and to the young women seeking 
a crown not of vanity but of virtue… 
To the veterans, betrayed by the state they served, yet who still hold to their oath… 
To the pastors who did not bow, the mothers who did not yield, and the fathers who still 
lead their households in the fear of God… 
To those mocked for saying “Jesus is King” in a world that has crowned chaos… 
To the righteous remnant hidden in Babylon’s shadows… 
To all who hear the call and say, “Here am I, Lord. Send me.” 
 
This book is for you. It is for the called and consecrated. It is for those who still believe that 
America can rise—not by innovation alone, politics, or protest—but by repentance, truth, and 
holy fire. It is not merely a treatise. It is not simply a manifesto. It is forging a spiritual 
republic in the ashes of a decaying regime. 
 
We do not flatter the past here, but we honor its prophets. We do not idolize our nation, 
but we consecrate its future. We reclaim the names of men who once bore the mantle of 
history—not as idols to worship, but as torches to ignite the new awakening. 
 
This is not the work of nostalgia. It is the work of builders. This is not a project of politics. 
It is the project of Providence. 
 
May every word written be weighed before the Judge of Heaven. May every idea bend its 
knee to the Lord of Hosts. May the Republic again know what it means to be under God, 
not in slogan, but in structure. 
 
Let the Fifth Pillar rise. 

 
 
 

OPENING ESSAY: WHY THESE FOUR MEN? 
Washington. Lincoln. Roosevelt. Kennedy. 
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Their names stand carved in stone across our cities, etched into textbooks, monuments, and 
memory. But we do not invoke them merely to honor what was. We invoke them to call 
forth what remains unfinished. 
 
Each man bore the weight of an era. Each stepped forward in the breach between America 
and what she was called to become. They are not perfect men, but they were providential 
men. Their lives echo with the rhythm of divine intervention. Their leadership, flawed and 
human, still carried hints of eternal purpose. And their legacies now cry out—not just to be 
remembered, but to be fulfilled. 
 
We begin with Washington—not merely the general or president but the founder who bowed 
his head before the true King. He understood power not as possession but as a burden. He 
shaped the nation through restraint more than ambition. His greatness was not that he 
claimed authority but that he relinquished it when his task was done. In him, we see the 
roots of sacred order and the first outline of a covenantal republic. 
 
Lincoln came as a prophet in a bloodied age. His presidency was not simply about union but 
redemption through suffering. He saw the nation not only in crisis, but in judgment. He 
preached national repentance from the pulpit of the presidency. He bore the weight of both 
war and mercy. In Lincoln, we do not just find the emancipator. We see a man who 
understood that the soul of a nation matters more than its economy, that justice delayed 
must still come, and that without God, the Union is a myth. 
 
Roosevelt strode into the modern age like a lion awakened. His voice was not that of 
caution, but of courage. He reminded a weary nation how to stand. He called for vigor, 
masculinity, and renewal through struggle and discipline. His leadership revealed that moral 
decay must be met with moral audacity, and that a nation weak in spirit will never endure 
the tests of time. In him, we see the call to bold governance rooted in virtue. 
 
Kennedy arrived as the herald of the final hour—the twilight of Christian civilization before 
the technocratic dawn. He spoke with vision, charm, and intellect, but behind it was a 
prophet's warning. He dared to challenge secret powers. He sought peace with honor and 
science with conscience. In him, we find the last flicker of America’s covenant before it was 
extinguished in cold blood. His death was not merely a tragedy—it was a turning point. 
 
Together, these four men frame the altar of restoration. They represent the pillars that 
uphold a righteous republic: sacred liberty, national repentance, courageous renewal, and 
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transcendent vision. But these pillars have been shattered. Their warnings have been 
ignored, and their dreams have been left incomplete. 
 
That is why we return to them—not to deify them, but to dig where they once stood, to 
rebuild what has fallen. We stand not as imitators, but as heirs. Not as tourists of their 
memory, but as warriors of their unfinished task. 
 
The American Covenant Party does not rise to preserve nostalgia. It rises to awaken the 
destiny they glimpsed but could not finish. It rises to restore Christ as King, the 
Constitution as covenant, and the people as priests of a new era. 
 
This is why we write. This is why we rise. This is why these four men lead us, not into the 
past, but into the dawn of a Christian Republic reborn. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Essay I: The American Covenant Forgotten 
A Nation Adrift from Its Oath 

 
There are moments in a nation’s life when the veil thins, and the soul of its purpose is laid 
bare. America was not merely founded with declarations and bloodshed but with a 
covenant. Though not etched upon parchment in the language of Sinai, it was nonetheless 
understood in its framers' hearts: liberty without virtue is vanity, and independence 
without God is rebellion in disguise. 
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The American covenant was never about power alone—it was about stewardship. It was the 
idea that this nation, raised in providential defiance of monarchy and tyranny, would 
become a city on a hill—a beacon not of empire but of ordered liberty; not of domination but 
of disciplined freedom. It was a trust between God and man, Church and state, family and 
republic. That trust has been betrayed. 
 
To forget a covenant is not merely to ignore a document. It is to lose the soul of a 
civilization. Our founding fathers—many flawed, some godly, all shaped by divine 
appointment—did not build upon the sands of pragmatism. They built upon the rock of 
natural law, biblical morality, and divine accountability. They feared a day when the 
blessings of liberty would be consumed, and its responsibilities abandoned. That day has 
come. 
 
Today, America sings songs of freedom while living in chains—chains of debt, perversion, 
narcissism, and fear. The Constitution, once the covenantal structure that bound the people 
to righteous governance, has become a relic in courtrooms ruled by technocrats and global 
financiers. Once aflame with righteousness, the pulpits now tremble under the weight of 
cultural accommodation. The homes, once sanctuaries of truth and discipline, now flicker 
dimly under the glow of synthetic entertainment. 
 
And yet, the most significant loss is not political—it is theological. The American soul no 
longer fears God. It no longer understands that blessings are covenantal, not accidental. 
That justice must be rooted in divine law, not bureaucratic preference. That nations rise and 
fall not by elections or armies, but by the hand of the Almighty. 
 
We have forgotten that to be a nation under God is to be a nation under oath. Our 
institutions were meant to be priestly, not merely functional, stewards of liberty in the fear 
of the Lord. We were to be a consecrated people, not a distracted multitude. We were called 
to preserve order, not manufacture chaos. And in this forgetting, we have lost ourselves. 
 
What is a covenant if not a sacred contract? And what is its breach if not a call to 
judgment? 
 
The answer is not a restoration of mere tradition. It is not found in nostalgia or even 
patriotism, as it is often understood. The answer is repentance. It is remembering who we 
are, not by cultural memory but by spiritual awakening. We must remember that this land 
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was given not for license but for mission. Our documents echo with Scripture because our 
destiny was meant to harmonize with heaven. 
 
We must once again fear God more than man, and love truth more than comfort. 
 
The American Covenant Party is not a revival of old politics but a rebirth of sacred 
governance. It is the voice of those who still believe that the Constitution is a covenant, that 
Christ is King over every domain, and that the breach can still be healed—if we kneel. 
 
Let the remembrance begin here. Not with slogans, but with sacrifice. Not with clamor, but 
with consecration. Let us confess what we have lost, and commit anew to what must be 
restored. 
 
Only then will the Fifth Pillar rise—not as rebellion, but as restoration, not as ambition, but 
as obedience. Not to forge a new covenant, but to renew the one we forgot. 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Essay II: The Fifth Pillar Foretold 

The Prophetic Remnant and the Age of Collapse 
 

There are times in a people's history when what is needed is not improvement, but rebirth, 
when reform is no longer enough. Restoration must begin not at the edges but at the root. 
We now live in such a time when the first four pillars of American strength have been 
weakened, co-opted, or forgotten, and only one remains: the people of God. 
 
The Fifth Pillar is not an invention. It is a fulfillment. It is not a political strategy—it is a 
prophetic inevitability. It has long been whispered by the groaning of the faithful and 
thundered in the silence of the forsaken. It is the emergence of a consecrated remnant, 
forged not in the halls of Harvard or the media engines, but in the wilderness of rejection, 
persecution, and divine fire. 
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God has always prepared a remnant in the shadows throughout Scripture and history. 
Joseph in the pit, Moses in exile, David in the caves, Elijah in despair, Christ in the 
wilderness—these were not retreats—they were consecrations. So too now, in this late hour of 
the American republic, a remnant is being formed—quietly, fiercely, obediently. 
 
They are not bound by party loyalty but by covenant identity. They do not serve mammon, 
but the Messiah. They have no desire for the thrones of men unless Christ Himself seats 
them there. Their mission is not cultural conformity, but cultural confrontation through 
righteousness. They are the Fifth Pillar—those whom God preserves for the days of collapse 
so they might rise and rebuild. 
 
The signs have long been visible to those who see with spiritual eyes: the erosion of the 
Church’s authority, the mockery of marriage, the perversion of justice, the infiltration of 
education, the weaponization of medicine, and the exaltation of self as the highest moral 
standard. These are not accidental—they are symptoms of the spiritual vacuum when a 
nation forgets its covenant. 
 
But God is not silent. He is raising men and women who cannot be bought or silenced—those 
who live by the Word, and are governed by the fear of the Lord. They may not wear collars 
or robes. They may not sit in office—yet. But they know the King, and they kneel before His 
throne. And from this posture of humility, they will be exalted to lead—not as tyrants, but as 
servant-kings and queens—priest-warriors of a new reformation. 
 
The American Covenant Party is not simply a political vessel. It is a gathering of the Fifth 
Pillar. A call to those who have seen the collapse coming and have not run, but prepared. A 
commission to the Daniels, the Esthers, the Deborahs, and the Pauls of our day. A trumpet is 
sounding for a generation that does not seek to preserve a dying order but to build the 
foundations of what is to come. 
 
Let it be understood: the Fifth Pillar is not here to salvage the secular. It is here to sanctify 
the future. It is a sign that God has not given up on this nation. Though judgment may come, 
mercy still calls. Among the ruins, the stones are being gathered to build again. 
 
This Pillar was foretold. And now, it begins to rise. 
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Essay III: Nations Under God – A Theology of Civilization 
The Divine Blueprint for Order, Authority, and the Dwelling of the Most High 

 
Before there was Israel, Rome, or even Babel, there was Eden. And Eden was not a mere 
garden. It was a civilization—a dwelling place of God with man, where divine law and human 
life were in harmony. Civilization, then, is not a human invention but a sacred intention. It 
extends God’s order into time, space, family, language, law, and land. 
 
To speak of nations under God is to speak of the most ancient aspiration of man in covenant 
with his Creator: to build a habitation fit for the King of Glory. This is not triumphalist 
nationalism. It is biblical governance. For in every era, God has judged, raised, or dissolved 
nations not based on wealth or weaponry, but on righteousness and rebellion. It is not 
whether God will bless a nation but whether that nation is blessable by heaven’s terms. 
 
Psalm 33:12 declares, “Blessed is the nation whose God is the Lord.” Not whose God is 
plural. Not whose God is undefined. But whose God is Yahweh? This is the foundational 
theology of civilization: that nations are judged by their laws and gods. And 
America—though it was never the Kingdom of God—was unmistakably birthed in covenantal 
awareness of Him. 
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The Founders understood this, even in their imperfections. They invoked Providence, 
acknowledged the Supreme Judge of the World, and appealed to the Creator for their 
unalienable rights. What they began was not a theocracy, but a republic tethered to divine 
accountability. And herein lies the genius of a Christian civilization: not forced religion, but 
formed conscience. 
 
In the biblical imagination, the nation is a holy instrument. Israel was chosen not merely to 
worship, govern, establish justice, protect the widow and the stranger, and sanctify time 
through Sabbaths and jubilees. When Israel forgot her laws, she fell. When Babylon exalted 
itself above God, it was humbled. When Nineveh repented, it was spared. When Rome 
crucified the King, its empire became dust. Every civilization is either a throne or a tomb, 
depending on whether Christ is welcomed or rejected. 
 
The American system, at its best, was a Gentile echo of Israel’s covenant. A separation of 
powers is not meant to divide God from government but to prevent any man from becoming 
god. A system of laws premised on the moral nature of man, accountable to natural law and 
the higher law of the Creator. But that structure has been hollowed over time, its roots 
severed from heaven. We now legislate without reverence, judge without wisdom, and 
educate without truth. We are no longer a nation under God but a nation under delusion. 
 
The Church must reclaim her prophetic role in this moment. Not to lobby for political 
favor, but to speak as Jeremiah did to kings and princes: “This is what the Lord says.” We 
must remind the nation that no civilization is safe if it forgets its moral compass. No 
economy will thrive if it sacrifices its children. No justice will stand if it is not grounded in 
the fear of the Lord. No freedom will endure if divorced from the Truth that sets men free. 
 
The theology of civilization is clear: nations are not eternal—only the Kingdom of God is, 
but they are accountable. The rise and fall of empires is not random—it is the outworking of 
heavenly justice in the theater of human history. Thus, our task is not merely to preserve 
America for nostalgia’s sake but to rebuild her on the foundation of the One True God so 
that she may be counted among the sheep nations in the judgment to come. 
 
To do this requires more than elections. It requires repentance. It requires truth in the 
inward parts. It requires fathers to lead, mothers to nurture, churches to disciple, and 
leaders to fear the Lord. It requires a remnant to rise and rebuild—not only temples but also 
gates. Not only policies, but priesthoods. Not only commerce, but covenants. 
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This is the mission of the American Covenant Party—not to seize the reins of power, but to 
sanctify them. Not to idolize the nation, but to dedicate it. Not to escape from the world, 
but to prepare it for the return of the King and the reign of His saints. 
 

 
 
 

 
Essay IV: A Republic of Character, Not Parties 

George Washington and the Lost Foundation of Virtue 
 
There was a time when the moral character of a man stood taller than his politics. When to 
be known as virtuous was a higher compliment than to be called victorious. When to be 
entrusted with the public good was the highest proof of a man’s discipline, judgment, and 
fear of God. This was the ideal that animated the earliest days of the American experiment, 
and it was embodied—however imperfectly—by the towering figure of George Washington. 
 
Washington was not a flawless man, nor did he pretend to be. But he was a man of profound 
self-awareness, capable of wrestling with ambition while yielding to Providence. He did not 
claim the authority of kingship, though it was offered to him. Instead, he laid it down for 
the sake of posterity. This singular act of voluntary restraint established a precedent more 
potent than any battle he had won. It taught the nation that the republic could only survive 
if its leaders loved virtue more than power. 
 
In his farewell address, Washington warned against the rise of factions—what we would now 
call political parties—not because he feared disagreement but because of the corruption of 
character. He understood that the republic was already in decline when allegiance to the 
party eclipsed allegiance to truth. And when political identity replaces moral identity, the 
people become unmoored from the foundation that makes freedom possible: virtue. 
 
Modern America has forgotten this founding creed. Today, we elevate men and women 
based not on their character but their charisma, not on their conscience but their 
conformity. Party loyalty has become the litmus test of patriotism, and policy debates have 
been reduced to tribal shouting matches. As a result, our leaders no longer resemble 
statesmen. They resemble celebrities, tacticians, and demagogues. The republic Washington 
envisioned—a republic of character—has given way to a democracy of manipulation. 
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But Washington’s vision has not disappeared. It waits. It waits for a generation who will 
again esteem integrity above influence, wisdom above popularity, service above status. The 
foundation of a just republic is not law alone—the moral architecture gives law its meaning. 
Without that architecture, freedom becomes license, rights become demands, and 
governance becomes a theater of self-interest. 
 
The Founders believed that only a virtuous people could remain free. This was not a 
platitude—it was a prophecy. John Adams wrote, “Our Constitution was made only for a 
moral and religious people. It is wholly inadequate to the government of any other.” Why? 
Because in a free society, the restraints of virtue must replace the restraints of force. The 
moment a people cease to govern themselves inwardly, they must be governed 
outwardly—and tyranny is the inevitable result. 
 
Washington lived this truth. He subjected his passions to a higher law. He submitted his will 
to divine providence. He led not as a tyrant but as a steward. He understood that the 
Republican government was not merely a system—it was a trust-a covenant between the 
rulers and the ruled, requiring honesty, humility, and a sacred fear of God. 
 
If America is to be restored, it must rediscover this covenant. It must be remembered that no 
party, platform, or policy can substitute for personal righteousness. Freedom is not 
sustained by slogans but by sacrifice. Laws do not uphold virtue—virtuous people uphold 
laws. We must return to the ancient wisdom that liberty and morality are inseparable and 
that public virtue begins in private discipline. 
 
The American Covenant Party rejects the idol of partisanship, the cynical belief that 
elections alone will save us, and the notion that politics is merely the art of compromise. We 
believe that politics must be the art of virtue—the courageous stewardship of power under 
the authority of God. We believe, with Washington, that a republic can only endure if its 
leaders and its people tremble at the weight of their responsibilities. 
 
This is not a call to nostalgia. It is a call to repentance. To cleanse the temple of our civic life, 
not with rage, but with righteousness. To raise a new generation of Cincinnatuses—men and 
women who answer the call to serve, not rule. To restore a political culture where the 
measure of a leader is not his ability to dominate a debate stage, but his ability to govern his 
own heart. 
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In the end, the republic will not be saved by better arguments, but by better men. Not by 
more innovative strategies, but by sanctified souls. Not by partisan victories, but by 
personal virtue. 
 
Washington understood this. He laid the cornerstone. Now we must build upon it once 
more. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Essay V: The Cincinnatus Code — Laying Down Power 
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Washington’s Restraint and the Sacred Duty of Stewardship 

 
In an age where every rung of leadership seems to demand more power, recognition, and 
permanence, George Washington's example stands as a resounding contradiction. It is not in 
his victories but in his voluntary restraint—his willingness to relinquish power—that 
Washington emerges not just as a military commander or a political founder but as a 
prophetic model of righteous governance. And this virtue, so alien to modern politics, may 
yet prove to be the cornerstone for a new American reformation. 
 
To understand the magnitude of Washington’s act, we must first journey back to the figure 
of Lucius Quinctius Cincinnatus, the Roman farmer-statesman whose life Washington 
consciously emulated. Called from his plow to defend the Republic, Cincinnatus led with 
valor, conquered with discipline, and—most critically—returned to his field after victory, 
declining the crown. He laid down the sword and scepter, not because he lacked ambition, 
but because he feared the ruinous seduction of tyranny. His glory was not in what he 
acquired, but in what he refused to seize. 
 
Washington, in kind, was offered kingship. After leading the Continental Army to a 
miraculous victory over the greatest empire of the age, the nation he had helped birth stood 
trembling, unsure how to structure its future. Many considered him a new Caesar who 
could stabilize and unify. And yet, when the moment of decision came, he walked away. 
First, from the military. Then, after two presidential terms, from civil leadership itself. He 
returned to Mount Vernon not in defeat, but in glory—because he understood that the 
restraint of power is the highest form of its mastery. 
 
This “Cincinnatus Code,” if we may call it that, is not a political tactic. It is a moral doctrine. 
It teaches us that the highest virtue in leadership is not dominance but stewardship. It is not 
the accumulation of authority but the ability to wield it with trembling hands and reverent 
hearts, knowing that all authority ultimately belongs to God. For what is power, if not a 
divine trust? What is leadership, if not a calling to serve rather than to be served? 
 
The Scriptures confirm this principle with startling clarity. Jesus Christ, the King of Kings, 
did not ascend His throne through conquest but through the cross. He did not grasp for 
dominion, though it was His by right, but emptied Himself (Philippians 2:6-8). This is the 
divine pattern: power laid down becomes power exalted. The servant becomes the ruler. The 
cross precedes the crown. Thus, the Washingtonian model finds its true fulfillment not in 
Rome but in Calvary. 
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Contrast this now with the present age. Modern leaders cling to office with desperation. 
Terms are extended. Influence is hoarded. The very concept of term limits is considered 
antiquated or irrelevant in many circles. Dynasties form. Corruption deepens. The cult of 
personality has replaced the civil religion of Washington, and what once was regarded as a 
sacred duty has been exchanged for perpetual campaign. Even the Church has not escaped 
this disease. Celebrity pastors rival politicians in their stagecraft, and influence often 
becomes an end in itself. 
 
The American Covenant Party asserts unequivocally: This is not the way. Leadership that 
does not know how to bow has already fallen. A movement that cannot step aside for the 
next generation is not a movement but a machine. A republic whose leaders refuse to let go 
of power will eventually become an empire that collapses under its own weight. 
 
We must restore the Cincinnatus Code—not merely as a political theory but as a cultural 
norm. We must raise up leaders who see themselves not as rulers but as shepherds—leaders 
who know the sacredness of stepping down, leaders who mentor their successors with joy, 
leaders who regard every day in office not as entitlement but as a temporary stewardship 
for which they will give an account before God. 
 
This is why Washington’s two-term precedent mattered so deeply. It was not codified law. 
It was unwritten moral law, a national virtue signal. His stepping aside taught America that 
no man is indispensable, and that even the mightiest must return to dust. When Franklin D. 
Roosevelt broke this precedent and others began imagining careers without end, the erosion 
began. Though the 22nd Amendment eventually reinstated a two-term limit for presidents, 
the spirit of indefinite rule had already infected lower offices, bureaucracies, and even 
pulpit ministries. 
 
Imagine a nation where every senator and representative held office only so long as 
necessary, then joyfully returned to their community to serve in other ways. Imagine 
pastors who hand the mantle to the next generation without scandal or schism. Imagine 
business executives who retire in their prime to disciple young leaders rather than hoard 
stock options and media attention. This is not fantasy—it is the seed of genuine renewal. 
 
The Cincinnatus Code is also a check against idolatry. For when leaders refuse to let go, the 
people cease to look to God and begin to look to men. We have seen this repeatedly in 
human history—whether with Saul, Nebuchadnezzar, or the emperors of Rome. When a 
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nation is ruled by men who fear losing power more than they fear the Lord, judgment is not 
far behind. But that nation can endure when a country is led by those who willingly lay 
down power, who recognize the transient nature of their call and the permanence of God’s 
sovereignty. 
 
Let this essay serve as a historical reflection and a moral reckoning. The republic is sick 
because evil men rise and because good men forget how to descend. We must train leaders 
who know how to leave with honor, entrust the vision to the next wave, and understand 
that their valid reward is not in applause but in obedience. 
 
Washington showed us the way. In doing so, he gave us a model that transcends politics and 
enters the realm of prophecy. His life reminds us that greatness is measured not by how long 
one rules but by how well one releases. The greatest victories are not always on the 
battlefield but in the soul. And laying down power, in faith and humility, is the highest form 
of leadership known to man. 
 
We must not let this be a relic of the past. We must make it the foundation of our future. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Essay VI: Warnings from the Farewell Address 
George Washington’s Prophetic Voice and the Republic in Crisis 

 
There are few documents in American history that are more sobering, pastoral in tone, or 
prophetic in scope than George Washington’s Farewell Address. Delivered not in a time of 
war or political turmoil, but in a moment of stability and peace, this message was not crafted 
for political survival—it was a moral testament from a man who had willingly surrendered 
power twice, once at the end of the Revolutionary War and again at the end of his 
presidency. He spoke not as a partisan, but as a patriarch, not as a man building a legacy, 
but as one who knew that legacies must be earned in silence, not in the spotlight. His words 
were not campaign rhetoric—they were the warnings of a father who knew his children were 
walking into a dangerous world. 
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We would tremble at how far we’ve strayed if we truly listened to Washington. What he 
warned us against has become the very scaffolding of our political system. What he 
cautioned would destroy us has become the default operating mode of our institutions. The 
Farewell Address was not meant only for his generation—it was written for ours. 
 
Washington’s first great warning was about the danger of factionalism—the rise of political 
parties as permanent enemies rather than temporary coalitions. He wrote that the spirit of 
party “serves always to distract the public councils and enfeeble the public administration.” 
He warned that parties would agitate the people with false alarms, inflame animosities, and 
open the door to foreign influence. Today, we see this fulfilled in tragic detail. Party loyalty 
has eclipsed loyalty to the Constitution. Citizens are not educated to think as free men but 
are trained to react as partisans. Each party accuses the other of tyranny while engaging in 
the abuses it once decried. Elections are no longer civic rituals—they are blood sport. 
 
But Washington foresaw more than party politics—the erosion of national unity. He 
declared that “the name of American... must always exalt the just pride of patriotism more 
than any appellation derived from local discriminations.” In other words, our identity as 
Americans must transcend geography, race, and faction. Yet now, the very term “American” 
is contested. We are Balkanized by race, by gender, by ideology. We no longer see ourselves 
as one people under God, but as warring tribes under suspicion. Diversity has become 
division. Tolerance has become tribalism. 
 
Washington also gave stern counsel regarding foreign entanglements. His plea was not 
isolationist, but wise: “The great rule of conduct for us in regard to foreign nations is... to 
have with them as little political connection as possible.” He saw that the interests of foreign 
empires would eventually become snares for the republic. This sounds striking today, as our 
economy, media, and political class are tangled in the cords of foreign governments and 
global corporations. We have allowed our sovereignty to be traded for short-term profits, 
our policies shaped by international lobbies, our wars fought on behalf of foreign agendas. 
 
However, perhaps Washington’s most important and most ignored admonition was his call 
to religion and morality as the twin pillars of liberty. He wrote, “Of all the dispositions and 
habits which lead to political prosperity, religion and morality are indispensable supports.” 
He further said that national morality could not prevail without religious principles. For 
Washington, civic virtue was not possible without divine reverence. The republic required 
not only laws but men who feared God. It required leaders who governed not only by 
consent but by conscience. 
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Today, these twin pillars are mocked. Religion is treated as a private relic, morality as a 
subjective taste. We legislate against God and then wonder why our republic decays. We 
demand liberty without the burden of responsibility. We want rights without righteousness. 
But Washington knew—what the Bible affirms—that freedom without virtue is a lie. Tyrants 
will soon govern a people who will not govern themselves under God, under Mammon. 
 
This is the heart of Washington’s warning: The republic is not self-sustaining. It depends on 
the people's self-government, under the rule of divine law. Remove that moral compass, and 
the machinery of the Constitution becomes a weapon in the hands of the wicked. A people 
unmoored from truth will not remain free—they will sell their birthright for security, 
entertainment, or revenge. They will trade covenant for convenience. And they will call it 
progress. 
 
So what is to be done? 
 
We must recover the Farewell Address not as a historical curiosity, but as a covenantal 
mirror. Washington was not speaking abstractly—he was saying as Moses did to Israel 
before they entered the Promised Land, warning them that prosperity without obedience 
leads to ruin. We must take up the mantle of Washington’s faith—not merely the surface 
traditions, but the underlying fear of God that governed his soul. We must rebuild the civic 
altar, where leaders tremble before their duties and the people seek righteousness over 
rhetoric. 
 
The American Covenant Party accepts this charge. Without apologizing, we declare liberty 
sacred but never separated from law. We believe national greatness does not come from 
military might or market strength but moral clarity. The only politics worthy of our name is 
that which is rooted in reverence. We believe the Farewell Address must be read in every 
school, engraved in every courthouse, and pondered in every cabinet room. 
 
Washington was not a partisan. He was a prophet in uniform. His sword liberated the 
colonies, but his words were meant to preserve the Union. We have not heeded them. But 
we still can. 
 
Let us now hear the warnings. Let us not wait for collapse to prove he was right. Let us 
rebuild what has been torn down—not with slogans or cynicism, but with sanctified vision. 
The address of our first president must become the anthem of our last chance. 
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If we are to be free again, we must be moral again. If we would endure, we must remember. 
 
Let the nation return. 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Essay VII: The Christian Architect of the American System​
 Recovering the Spiritual Blueprint of Our Republic 

There has long been a lie whispered in our institutions, repeated in our textbooks, and 
shouted from the strongholds of secularism—that America is a secular republic, neutral 
toward religion, built not by divine design but by enlightened pragmatism. This lie, repeated 
long enough, has hollowed out our understanding of the Constitution, our reverence for the 
Founders, and our responsibility as citizens under God. It has allowed wolves to guard the 
gates of liberty while the shepherds sleep. 

But the truth, blazing like a torch behind the veils of revisionism, is that America was 
conceived by men who believed in a transcendent moral order. They did not all agree in 
theological detail, but they were nearly unanimous in their belief that liberty was not 
granted by the state but endowed by the Creator. And while Thomas Jefferson penned the 
Declaration and James Madison refined the Constitution, there was a spiritual blueprint 
beneath their words—a sacred architecture crafted by George Washington, the Christian 
architect of the American system. 

Washington’s contribution was not in lofty treatises or academic discourse—in his example, 
his ethos, and his unyielding belief that a free republic could only survive if built upon 
God's moral law. He governed not merely by reason, but by revelation. His character was 
forged in the fire of Christian discipline, and the Psalms, the Gospels, and the divine hand of 
Providence shaped his leadership. 

His life was a sermon, and the system he helped birth reflected a biblical worldview 
translated into civic form. Let us then examine the pillars of this spiritual architecture. 
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The first pillar was Providential accountability. Washington did not see his authority as 
autonomous. He knew that all power was delegated and that judgment would come from 
history and heaven. His Inaugural Address was drenched in humility and prayer. He stated 
plainly that “no people can be bound to acknowledge and adore the Invisible Hand which 
conducts the affairs of men more than the people of the United States.” This was no political 
flourish. It was the republic's foundational truth: national success is contingent on divine 
favor, and divine favor is contingent on national virtue. 

The second pillar was covenantal governance. Washington understood the republic not 
merely as a political arrangement but as a covenant—a sacred bond among people, leaders, 
and God. In his circular letter to the governors at the end of the Revolutionary War, he 
invoked the need for the people to imitate “the divine Author of our blessed religion” in 
their conduct, securing the nation’s blessings. He was not preaching theocracy. He was 
articulating covenantal republicanism—where liberty is upheld not by force or fiat, but by 
the voluntary virtue of a people in communion with their Creator. 

The third pillar was moral order as the engine of liberty. Washington knew that free people 
must first be self-governed. His Farewell Address declared that “morality is a necessary 
spring of popular government.” And what was the source of that morality? 
Religion—specifically Christianity. Dividing liberty from virtue, and virtue from faith, was 
to sever the very lifeline of the republic. He believed, as Scripture does, that “where the 
Spirit of the Lord is, there is liberty” (2 Corinthians 3:17). Remove the Spirit, and liberty 
becomes license. Remove morality, and government becomes god. 

The fourth pillar was servant-leadership anchored in divine fear. Washington was not 
seduced by power. He relinquished it. Twice. This rare humility flowed not from personal 
timidity, but from a sacred awareness that the office he held belonged to God before it 
belonged to man. He was the Cincinnatus of his age, but unlike the Roman, he feared not 
only history’s verdict, but heaven’s. He modeled Christ-like statesmanship in this way: 
strength constrained by reverence, authority exercised with trembling, dominion tempered 
by devotion. 

The Christian foundation of the American system is not a partisan talking point. It is a 
historical fact and a spiritual necessity. Remove Washington’s moral code, and you remove 
the soul of the republic. Replace his faith with relativism, and you replace ordered liberty 
with chaos. We are living in that replacement now. 

What has happened today is not mere political dysfunction but architectural collapse. The 
house has shifted because we have abandoned the blueprint. Secularism has replaced 
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Providence. License has replaced virtue. Power has replaced principle. And the result is a 
republic with the form of freedom but the soul of tyranny. 

The American Covenant Party asserts boldly that to restore the republic, we must return to 
its design, not merely to policies but to principles, not merely to constitutional mechanics 
but to Christian meaning. We do not seek to impose religion by law but to restore the law of 
God as the foundation for just governance. We do not advocate for theocracy but for the 
truth: that without righteousness, the people perish. 

Washington's architecture calls us still. It is not entombed in marble or archived in 
libraries—it waits to be reactivated in the hearts of a new generation—a generation not 
ashamed of Christ—a generation that will rebuild the walls, restore the altars, and rekindle 
the sacred fire of American liberty. 

We must read the Constitution with new eyes—not as a dead document but as a living 
framework infused with the fingerprints of divine wisdom. We must train politicians not 
merely in law, but in the fear of the Lord. We must raise our children to see freedom not as a 
right to consume, but as a responsibility to steward. 

We must look again at George Washington—not as a mythic founder but as a Christian 
father. He showed us what it means to wield power under God, to govern with clean hands 
and a humble heart, and to lead a nation by falling first to his knees. 

He is not perfect. He is not Christ. But he points the way to Christ in the realm of politics. 

Let us then walk in that way. 

Let us restore the architecture. 

Let us remember the blueprint. 

Let us rebuild the house—not with secular stone, but with sacred purpose. 

For the walls are crumbling, but the foundation remains. 
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Essay VIII: The Cross and the Constitution​
 Reconciling Divine Judgment with National Liberty 

There are two altars before the soul of a nation—one is the altar of liberty, and the other is 
the altar of sacrifice. In America, we have long honored the first, invoking the Constitution 
as a sacred contract of freedom. But we have too often ignored the second. For liberty 
without sacrifice becomes idolatry. And the Constitution, though brilliant, is a structure; 
without the Cross, it is a cathedral with no light, a house of order lacking the breath of 
heaven. 

Abraham Lincoln understood this, perhaps more than any man of his era. He 
realized—slowly, painfully, prophetically—that the American republic, for all its virtue, had 
sinned grievously. It had sinned by tolerating slavery, by commodifying man made in the 
image of God, by cloaking oppression in legalism and profit. And though he entered office 
as a man of the Constitution, he left it as a man of the Cross, not in title, but in vision. He 
came to see that without a national atonement, there would be no national healing. And so he 
led a nation through its Gethsemane. 

What Lincoln grasped must be grasped again: that freedom in America is not secured by ink 
on parchment alone. It is secured by repentance. It is secured by blood. The Constitution is 
the instrument; the Cross is the covenant. The one organizes power. The other redeems its 
misuse. 

The Civil War was not merely a political clash or territorial rupture but a divine reckoning. 
And Lincoln, who once spoke in legalistic tones and lawyer’s logic, was transformed into a 
man of biblical thunder. In his Second Inaugural Address, he declared that “every drop of 
blood drawn with the lash shall be paid by another drawn with the sword.” He did not 
blame the party. He did not exalt ideology. He pointed heavenward. He acknowledged 
national sin. And in so doing, he opened the pathway to national redemption. 

This is the paradox we must embrace: that liberty cannot be sustained without the moral 
weight of the Cross. The Constitution gives us the right to speak, assemble, and worship. But 
the Cross teaches us what is worth saying, what is worth gathering for, and who is worthy 
of our worship. 

Today, we are again a house divided—not simply between parties but between moral visions. 
One side claims freedom without order, and the other often demands order without grace. 
But both are incomplete. The only vision that can restore America is the one that holds the 
Constitution in one hand and the Cross in the other. 
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To those who idolize the Constitution apart from Christ, we say this: you have 
misunderstood its soul. The Constitution assumes a moral citizenry. It presumes a people 
who fear God and pursue righteousness. It is a legal skeleton requiring the flesh of virtue. 
James Madison warned that the Constitution was insufficient to restrain a lawless people. It 
is a framework, not a fortress. Without the moral compass of Scripture and the sacrificial 
love modeled by the Savior, liberty becomes a mask for lawlessness, and law becomes a 
weapon of tyranny. 

To those seeking a kingdom without politics, we say the Cross compels engagement. It is not 
escapist. Christ came not to overthrow Caesar but to transform hearts that would in turn 
reform empires. The Church is not called to abandon the city, but to bless it. To proclaim 
justice. To protect the widow and orphan. To speak truth to kings and cleanse the temple. 
The Constitution gives us the field. The Cross provides us with the spirit to contend. 

What does this union of the Cross and the Constitution look like in practice? 

It looks like laws that reflect the dignity of the human person, not merely as a creature of the 
state but as a bearer of God’s image. It looks like leaders who weep before they legislate see 
their office not as a platform for vanity but as a pulpit for virtue. It seems like people who 
vote not merely by self-interest but by conscience—a conscience formed by the Word of 
God, not the algorithms of the media. 

It looks like education that teaches not just STEM, civics, but also moral law. It seems like 
courts that tremble at the thought of injustice, knowing that a higher Court observes. It 
looks like churches that disciple citizens to live with wisdom and courage in the public 
square. It seems like families who train their children to cherish liberty because they 
understand its price. 

Again, it looks like America is under God, not in a slogan but in substance. 

The American Covenant Party calls this fusion of Cross and Constitution a sacred order. 
We do not elevate the state. We do not idolize the flag. But we believe God has appointed 
nations, and we think America—though deeply flawed—was chosen for a purpose. That 
purpose is not to rule the world. It is to reflect heaven’s law in the earth’s realm. It is to be a 
city on a hill, not because of its might, but because of its mercy. 

Lincoln’s vision was cruciform. He bore the wounds of war and the sorrow of leadership. 
He knew that unity was not a matter of agreement but of grace, that the bonds of the Union 
were not forged by policy but by providence. 
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We need such a vision again. The republic is fractured, cynical, and confused. Its laws 
multiply even as its virtues diminish. Its people are restless, and its pulpits are often mute. 
We must return to the Cross—not to impose religion, but to rediscover reality. 

Christ, not Congress, is the source of liberty. The Constitution may guard rights, but the 
Redeemer grants them. Any republic that forgets this will become what Lincoln feared—a 
government of the few, by the corrupt, and for the powerful. 

The Cross and the Constitution are not rivals. They are allies. The one redeems. The other 
restraints. Together, they form the foundation of ordered liberty. 

Let us then preach both. Let us study both. Let us live by both. 

Not as idolaters of parchment or pietists of retreat. 

But as citizens of two realms, we understand that the only way to preserve man's freedom is 
to bow before the freedom of God. 

For it is the Son who sets us free. 

And it is truth—not sentiment—that makes us free indeed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essay IX: The House Still Divided​
 A Nation at War with Its Soul 

There are moments in history when a nation is not simply fractured by opinion but torn 
apart by the question of what it means to be a nation. These are not moments of 
disagreement—they are moments of identity crisis, of soul disintegration. Abraham Lincoln 
faced such a moment. He stood in a time when America could no longer pretend to be 
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united under a shared moral vision. And now, once again, we stand in such an hour. The 
house is still divided. And no house divided against itself can stand. 

The divide in Lincoln’s day was brutally visible—slavery or abolition, Union or secession, 
justice or oppression codified in law. The battlefield was physical, the wounds gory, the 
decision unambiguous: would liberty truly be universal, or merely rhetorical? But the 
divide we face now is more insidious. It is not a war of geography, but a war of meaning. 
Not a clash of armies, but of worldviews. It is a civil war by confusion. 

What is America? Is it a republic under God or a marketplace of identities without 
reference to heaven or history? Is it a covenantal people with shared values and divine 
accountability, or a coalition of consumers stitched together by contracts, credit, and 
convenience? The battle lines are not drawn in states, but in classrooms, boardrooms, 
pulpits, algorithms, and human hearts. 

We are a nation unable to agree on the most basic truths—what is a man, what is a woman, 
what is a child, what is a family, what is justice, what is freedom, what is a nation, what is 
truth itself. This is not mere polarization. It is Babel. It is the shattering of a shared moral 
vocabulary. It is the breakdown of not only civility but also civilization. And as in Lincoln’s 
time, neutrality is no longer an option. We must choose. 

Lincoln famously declared 1858, “A house divided against itself cannot stand.” He was 
quoting Christ. But he was also issuing a prophetic warning. America could not endure 
half-free and half-slave. Nor can it endure half-true and half-deluded. Half-Christian and 
half-pagan. Half-repentant and half-proud. A nation cannot walk in two directions. It 
cannot serve two masters. 

Today’s division is spiritual. It is not Democrat versus Republican, liberal versus 
conservative. It is Christ versus chaos. It is the eternal law versus the lawless flesh. It is the 
Spirit of God against the spirit of the age. And until we recognize this, every attempt at 
unity will fail, for there can be no unity without truth. And no peace without righteousness. 

The very idea of “America” is being rewritten by those who hate its biblical foundations. 
They rewrite history not to correct it, but to erase its covenant. They deconstruct 
institutions not to reform them, but to replace them. They invoke justice while denying the 
Judge. They promote freedom while destroying the very source from which freedom 
springs. 

We are no longer arguing over policies—we are contending for the soul of a civilization. The 
line between sacred and profane, creator and creature, liberty and license, has been blurred 
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to the point of blindness. But the consequences are becoming clearer with each passing year: 
fatherless homes, suicidal children, mutilated bodies, stolen elections, hollow churches, and 
a culture so enthralled with self that it has lost all capacity for repentance. 

We are told to tolerate, but not to believe. To coexist, but not to covenant. To affirm 
everything, except the truth. And yet, as Lincoln said, “The dogmas of the quiet past are 
inadequate to the stormy present.” We must rise again and speak plainly. We must proclaim 
that righteousness exalts a nation, and sin is a reproach to any people. 

The American Covenant Party proclaims with clarity: the house must be rebuilt—not on 
compromise but on covenant, not on new ideologies but on the ancient foundations. We do 
not seek to force unity through tyranny. We seek to restore unity through repentance, 
truth, and Christ. 

This is not a call to nostalgia. We are not seeking to relive 1776 or reinhabit 1950. We are 
seeking to reestablish the timeless truths that made those moments possible. We are seeking 
the rebirth of a moral republic—a nation that fears God and honors His Word—a people who 
understand that liberty without order is lawlessness, and order without liberty is slavery. 

Lincoln’s vision must live again—but it must be completed. He preserved the Union, but the 
nation's soul continued to decay in hidden ways. The idolatry of mammon, the rise of 
centralized bureaucracies, and the slow drift toward secularism all took root even as the 
Union was saved. We must go deeper. We must not only preserve the house—we must 
sanctify it. 

That will require cost—revival, always does. It will require leaders who bleed before they 
lead, pulpits that pierce the conscience, homes that catechize their children, political 
platforms grounded not in polls but in principles, and courage—not performative but 
sacrificial, courage that risks mockery, loss, and even martyrdom for the sake of the truth. 

The Fifth Pillar must rise within this house. It must not merely patch the walls or repaint the 
exterior. It must excavate the foundation. It must cast out the idols of race, self, comfort, 
power, and secularism. It must rebuild upon the cornerstone that was rejected: Christ Jesus. 

We do not believe the house is beyond repair. But we know it cannot repair itself. No 
election will heal us. No party can save us. No president can absolve us. Only the fear of the 
Lord can restrain evil. Only the blood of Christ can reconcile enemies. Only the Spirit can 
resurrect dead bones into a living nation. 
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In the spirit of Lincoln, let us again appeal to “the better angels of our nature.” But let us not 
define those angels by human sentiment. Let them be messengers of heaven—bearers of truth, 
humility, justice, and sacrifice. 

Let every citizen examine their soul. Let every governor fall on their knees. Let every church 
cry aloud and spare not. Let every lawmaker remember that they legislate under the gaze of 
eternity. And let every believer become a living stone in the rebuilding of the house. 

This house still stands only by the mercy of God. But the storm is not passing. It is 
gathering. And if we do not return to Him, we will collapse from within. 

Yet if we do—if we repent, if we rebuild, if we rise in righteousness—then the house divided 
may yet become a temple restored. A dwelling place not just of freedom, but of glory. A 
nation fit not only for liberty, but for the presence of the Lord. 

So let it be written. So let it be done. 

 

 

 

Essay X: Deliverance Through Suffering​
 A Nation Refined by Fire, Not Ruined by It 

There is a mystery that runs through the soul of every true nation and through every man 
who is called to lead with justice. It is the mystery of suffering—how God allows the weight 
of affliction to fall upon the righteous, not to destroy them, but to sanctify them. And no 
man in the American pantheon embodied this mystery more deeply than Abraham Lincoln. 
No leader in our history carried the twin burdens of national collapse and moral vision so 
silently, so prophetically, or with such dignity. Lincoln did not merely preside over a 
war—he walked through a valley of shadows where the only light was the flicker of a 
righteous conscience and the providence of Almighty God. 

The modern world flees suffering at every turn. It avoids it, medicates it, silences it, or 
weaponizes it. But the Christian tradition does not run from suffering—it redeems it. For in 
the kingdom of God, suffering is not a curse but a crucible. It is the means by which the 
dross is burned away, the idols are shattered, the soul is stripped, and the nation is reborn. 
Lincoln understood this, not only theologically but existentially. He knew that slavery was 
not merely a political issue—it was a sin that stained the soul of the Republic. And he 
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believed that only through the furnace of war and national humiliation could the conscience 
of the country be cleansed. 

In his Second Inaugural Address, he declared that the Civil War might continue “until every 
drop of blood drawn with the lash shall be paid by another drawn with the sword.” This was 
not vengeance. It was repentance. It was an acknowledgment that the sins of a people must 
be reckoned with—that justice is not merely a human construct, but a divine imperative. And 
that when nations transgress the moral order long enough, suffering becomes their only 
deliverance. 

America today stands once again under judgment—not because God delights in wrath, but 
because He longs for mercy. But mercy cannot coexist with unrepented sin. And so 
suffering comes—not to annihilate us, but to awaken us. The idols of modernity—progress, 
prosperity, pleasure—have not delivered us from our bondage. They have enslaved us 
further. Our chains are no longer iron, but algorithmic. Our oppressors no longer sit in 
plantations but in boardrooms, bureaucracies, and data centers. And still, we remain blind. 

But there is a path forward. Not around the suffering, but through it. For just as Lincoln 
passed through the fire of national fracture and emerged as a symbol of moral courage and 
divine restraint, so must we. We must no longer pray merely for relief—we must pray for 
refinement. We must ask not merely to escape hardship but to be made holy through it. 

This is a hard word, but it is a healing word. The early Church did not grow because it was 
comfortable. It grew because its saints suffered well. Rome could not conquer a people who 
feared God more than Caesar. America will not be restored by comfort, but by courage. Not 
by success, but by sacrifice. Not by popularity, but by prophetic witness. 

Our schools will not be saved until parents suffer to reclaim them. Our churches will not 
revive until shepherds weep between the porch and the altar. Our courts will not be 
cleansed until judges tremble before the Judge of all the Earth. Our streets will not know 
peace until the blood of the innocent is cried over, not ignored. Our economy will not be 
righteous until mammon is cast down and jubilee is proclaimed. Our leaders will not be just 
until they are willing to be crucified in the court of public opinion rather than bow to the 
idols of consensus. 

The American Covenant Party does not seek to spare this generation from hardship. It calls 
them into it—with purpose, with prophecy, with the promise that beyond the cross lies the 
crown. We are not forming a party to escape Babylon. We are forming one to confront it, as 
Daniel did, as Jeremiah did, as Lincoln did—not with bitterness, but with boldness. Not with 
rebellion, but with repentance. 
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Our deliverance will not come through winning elections alone. It will come when the 
American soul is willing to lose comfort for the sake of truth. When men are willing to stand 
without applause. When women rise as intercessors, not influencers. When pastors choose 
to preach righteousness rather than relevance. When we as a nation kneel—not before 
Washington, but before the throne of heaven. 

Lincoln's strength was not merely in his intellect or leadership. It was in his long-suffering 
soul. His melancholy was not a weakness—it was the wound that allowed God to speak 
through him. He carried the pain of a divided people and bore it as intercession. He knew 
that leadership was not triumph—it was travail. 

So too must we. The new leaders that will emerge in this age of chaos will not be celebrities. 
They will be crucified men and women. They will speak not from the heights of empire, but 
from the ashes of repentance. They will know the cost of obedience and bear it gladly. They 
will not demand ease. They will declare, as Christ did, “Not my will, but Yours be done.” 

The suffering of America, if sanctified, can become her salvation. But if rejected, it will 
become her ruin. We are at the threshold. The birth pains have begun. And every citizen 
must now decide: will you curse the fire, or be refined by it? Will you run from the cross, 
or take it up? Will you demand relief, or seek righteousness? 

There is only one path to glory: through Gethsemane, through Calvary, through the tomb, 
and into resurrection. There is no shortcut. There is no alternate route. There is no synthetic 
salvation. Only the blood and the fire and the wind of God. 

Let us then, in this generation, echo the courage of Lincoln. Let us weep over our sins. Let us 
welcome the discipline of the Lord. Let us rise—not in pride, but in purity. Let us suffer—not 
as victims, but as victors in Christ. 

Then, and only then, shall America truly be delivered—not just from her enemies, but from 
herself. And then, the banner of a new republic—sanctified, humble, holy—shall rise not only 
over this land, but in the hearts of its people. 
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Essay XI: Reuniting the States Under God 
In the days following the fratricidal conflict of the American Civil War, President Abraham 
Lincoln did not merely labor to restore the machinery of government; he sought to redeem 
the soul of a nation torn asunder. He understood, better than most, that unity without 
righteousness is tyranny cloaked in peace, and that only under the reign of God can diverse 
peoples be truly reconciled—not by force, nor by law alone, but by the covenant of shared 
truth and moral order. Today, as we again stand on the brink of national 
dissolution—divided not by geography, but by ideology, identity, and spiritual rebellion—we 
must revisit the sacred vision that Lincoln carried: the reuniting of the states under God. 

The American Republic was never designed to be a mere economic zone or alliance of 
convenience. From its conception, it was forged in covenantal terms, echoing the language of 
Holy Scripture: “a city upon a hill,” “a nation under God,” “endowed by their Creator with 
certain unalienable rights.” These were not poetic embellishments—they were declarations of 
spiritual contract. The Founders, and later Lincoln, understood that a free society cannot 
endure if it loses the moral architecture upon which its liberty was constructed. The 
Constitution itself is a legal vessel, but without the Spirit of the Law—without the fear of the 
Lord—it is but an empty shell, vulnerable to manipulation, usurpation, and collapse. 

What we now face is not a crisis of documents, but of devotion. The division in our land 
today is not between left and right, rural and urban, or red and blue. It is between those 
who acknowledge divine authority and those who reject it. It is between those who bend the 
knee to eternal law and those who enthrone themselves as gods. It is, in essence, a spiritual 
civil war—a battle not for territory, but for truth. 

Let us not be deceived: unity that ignores the Lord is counterfeit. The kind of unity that 
demands silence over sin, that suppresses conviction for the sake of coexistence, is not 
peace—it is surrender to darkness. True unity can only be forged in the furnace of 
repentance. As Lincoln said in his Second Inaugural Address, “The judgments of the Lord 
are true and righteous altogether.” If that is so, then the only path to national healing is 
national repentance. We cannot bypass the cross on our way to the flag. 
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We must once again become one nation under God, not as a slogan, but as a lived reality. 
This requires the restoration of moral authority at every level of society. It requires pulpits 
that speak with fire and clarity, homes that disciple their children in righteousness, and 
institutions that serve rather than subvert the divine order. It demands governors who fear 
the Lord more than losing elections, and judges who tremble before eternal law more than 
earthly precedent. 

Lincoln appealed to “the better angels of our nature.” But those angels are not born of 
sentiment or civility—they are awakened only when the heart is submitted to the Creator. 
What Lincoln glimpsed, we must now enact: not a political reunification alone, but a 
spiritual reconstitution. A nation not merely glued together by contracts or commerce, but 
knit together by the Spirit of Christ. 

The American Covenant Party exists for this purpose. Not to seize control, but to call the 
nation home. Not to win elections, but to awaken the elect. We do not seek a false peace that 
papers over sin, nor do we seek a civil war of vengeance. We seek a higher path: the 
reunification of these United States in reverence of the Most High God, under the Lordship 
of Jesus Christ, and in alignment with the natural law that governs the universe. 

To reunite the states under God requires more than a return to shared symbols; it requires a 
return to shared submission. A shared submission not to an emperor, nor to the federal 
state, nor to the whims of public opinion, but to the Sovereign Judge of nations—the Living 
God whose providence presided over the birth of this Republic and whose mercy alone can 
secure its future. 

This is the true definition of federalism in its biblical root. The term “federal” is derived 
from the Latin foedus, meaning covenant. Thus, federalism is not mere decentralization or 
bureaucratic distribution of powers; it is a moral agreement between distinct parts, bound 
by a higher law and by mutual accountability before God. Our Union was never intended 
to function apart from that sacred bond. It was not a compact of states alone—it was a 
compact of souls, of congregations, of families, bound together by a common faith in 
Providence and a common submission to His law. 

When that bond is broken, no amount of legal patchwork or political compromise can hold 
the Union together. Indeed, this is the mistake we have made. In recent decades, we have 
attempted to stitch the fabric of America with superficial threads—diversity slogans, 
economic interdependence, military unity, and legal precedents. But none of these address 
the root fracture: we are no longer one people under one God. We are instead many peoples 
under many gods—of self, of state, of money, of lust, of ideology. 
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Lincoln’s vision for national restoration was cruciform. It did not bypass pain, but went 
through it. He did not whitewash the carnage of the Civil War with empty patriotism; he 
saw it as judgment, as a necessary wounding that might purify the body politic. “Fondly do 
we hope, fervently do we pray,” he said, “that this mighty scourge of war may speedily pass 
away. Yet, if God wills that it continue… until every drop of blood drawn with the lash shall 
be paid by another drawn with the sword… still it must be said, ‘the judgments of the Lord 
are true and righteous altogether.’” 

How sobering. And yet how necessary. For if we are to be restored today, it must be 
through the same fire—through a reckoning with our sins, through repentance, through 
justice, through the reestablishment of right order. This does not mean civil war in the flesh, 
but it absolutely means civil war in the spirit. It means exposing false altars, tearing down 
idols, and refusing to coexist with rebellion dressed as tolerance. 

It also means rebuilding trust—not through coercion, but through covenant. True unity 
cannot be demanded; it must be deserved. And the way to deserve it is by modeling holiness, 
by practicing justice, by proving that life under God’s law is not only righteous but 
beautiful and freeing. The states will only reunite under God when they see the fruit of that 
submission: strong families, flourishing communities, honest commerce, just governance, 
and joyful worship. These are not partisan goals. They are the marks of a nation healed. 

The American Covenant Party must therefore commit to being a signpost of that reality. Not 
just through policy, but through presence. Our party must embody the future we seek—not 
as utopian theorists, but as covenant keepers. Wherever we govern, let there be justice. 
Wherever we teach, let there be truth. Wherever we speak, let there be clarity. And wherever 
we build, let there be beauty. 

This is the only path forward. Not toward uniformity, but toward unity in righteousness. 
Not toward empire, but toward harmony under heaven. And it must begin not in 
Washington, but in the heart of every believer, every church, every community willing to 
bow before the King of Kings. 

It is often said that America is too far gone. That the divisions are too deep, the wounds too 
infected, the hatred too embedded. But this is the counsel of cowards and cynics. The same 
was said in Lincoln’s day—when 750,000 Americans had died by the sword, when brothers 
killed brothers, and when hope seemed buried beneath the blood-soaked fields of 
Gettysburg and Antietam. Yet Providence did not abandon the nation. Through one man’s 
suffering, through one nation’s chastening, a renewed covenant emerged. 
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We must not confuse judgment with abandonment. For judgment is proof that God is still 
contending with us. He disciplines those He loves. He shakes what can be shaken, so that 
what cannot be shaken may remain. And we are now in the shaking. Every institution is 
being tested. Every lie is being exposed. Every false peace is crumbling under the weight of 
truth. And this is not our undoing—it is our invitation. 

An invitation to return. To remember. To repent. To rebuild. 

The Scriptures speak clearly: “If My people, who are called by My name, shall humble 
themselves and pray, and seek My face, and turn from their wicked ways—then will I hear 
from heaven, and will forgive their sin, and will heal their land.” This is not a platitude. It is 
a promise. And it is conditional. 

That healing begins in the Church. For the Church has not merely been silent—it has been 
complicit. It has blessed rebellion with soft sermons. It has traded reverence for relevance. It 
has bowed to the idols of entertainment, politics, and money. And thus, the Church must 
lead the way back—not through spectacle, but through sacrifice. Not through slogans, but 
through sanctity. 

The healing continues in the home. For no union can survive if the family collapses. The 
home is the first government, the first school, the first church. It is the seedbed of the 
Republic. If fathers do not lead, if mothers are dishonored, if children are discipled by 
screens rather than Scripture, then the nation has no future. The reunion of the states must 
begin with the reunion of the household under Christ. 

And finally, the healing must be made manifest in the public square. For a covenant that 
hides is no covenant at all. We must reassert the moral law in legislation, in education, in the 
economy, and in every sphere of civil life—not as theocracy, but as stewardship. For what is 
law, if not the codification of moral vision? And what is a nation, if not a people bound 
together by a shared understanding of good and evil? 

America will not be saved by neutrality. We must choose. As Joshua declared to the tribes of 
Israel, so we must declare: “Choose this day whom you will serve… but as for me and my 
house, we will serve the Lord.” The American Covenant is not a nostalgic ideal. It is a living 
agreement—a spiritual marriage between people and Providence. And like any marriage, it 
must be renewed, re-pledged, and recommitted. 

This is our task. This is our moment. And it is not one we undertake alone. 

A house divided against itself cannot stand. Lincoln echoed this truth from the words of 
Christ Himself—not as a warning of partisanship, but as a prophetic judgment on spiritual 

Acp 35 



 
rebellion. He knew then, as we must now, that no republic can endure while warring 
internally against its own moral foundation. And the foundation of this nation was never 
political alone. It was, and must again be, biblical. 

The American Covenant Party does not merely seek to govern the land; we seek to heal the 
land. We are not merely a political movement—we are a spiritual awakening, clothed in civics. 
A voice crying in the wilderness, calling this people to repentance and restoration. A people 
not marked by skin, income, or ideology, but by the seal of faith, the fear of God, and the 
hunger for righteousness. 

To reunite the states under God is to reaffirm the original vision of liberty ordered by truth. 
Not liberty to do whatever one pleases, but liberty to become what one was created to be. 
True freedom is never freedom from God, but freedom under God. And that kind of 
freedom produces peace, harmony, mutual respect, and flourishing. It produces a republic 
of self-governing men and women who walk in the Spirit and govern in the light. 

But we cannot speak of reunification without also speaking of judgment. For those who 
refuse this call—those who mock the Almighty, who trample the innocent, who twist justice 
for gain—their house will fall. And great will be the fall thereof. For God is not mocked. 
What a man sows, he will reap. And this nation, too, will reap what it has sown—unless we 
turn. 

Turn, therefore, O America, and be healed. Return to the wellspring from which your 
blessings flow. Reopen the old paths. Rebuild the broken altars. Restore the honor due to 
your Maker. Let every state, every city, every county raise again the banner of truth—not 
just in symbol, but in practice. 

And let the people of God arise. Let the watchmen cry out from the walls. Let the shepherds 
feed the flock with knowledge and understanding. Let the fathers turn their hearts to the 
children, and the children to their fathers. Let the judges uphold justice, not ideology. Let 
the teachers teach wisdom, not propaganda. Let the people see, in us, a new way forward—a 
way ancient, but eternal. 

In the days to come, the call will not be to choose between two parties, or between two 
visions of America. It will be to choose between covenant and collapse. Between Christ and 
chaos. Between reunion and ruin. The American Covenant Party stands not as an option 
among many, but as the standard raised for such a time as this. 

May we be found faithful. May we not grow weary in doing good. And may the Lord, the 
Judge of all the earth, look upon our offering, our labor, our sacrifice—and say, “Well done.” 
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Essay XII: The War on Decay 
Theodore Roosevelt and the Restoration of National Vitality 

There are times in a nation's life when threats are not hurled from across oceans or 
launched from rival empires—but rather when the danger grows slowly, silently, from 
within. Not with the crashing of cannon fire, but with the corrosion of character. Not by 
violent upheaval, but by quiet surrender. This is the condition Theodore Roosevelt 
discerned in his day, and it is the condition we must face in ours: a war not simply of 
ideologies, but a war on decay itself. 

Roosevelt was not merely a warrior in the flesh—he was a prophet of vigor, a herald of 
civic virtue, and a lion against the creeping rot of indifference. His time demanded a man 
of action because lethargy was killing the soul of the Republic. And today, more than a 
century later, that same decay has metastasized through nearly every limb of the 
American body politic. If we are to live again, we must recover Roosevelt’s resolve—not 
only his policies, but his posture. 

He saw the nation not as a machine to be regulated, but as a living organism whose 
lifeblood was honor, discipline, courage, and sacrifice. His belief in the strenuous life was 
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more than a call to personal fitness—it was a theology of labor, a doctrine of national 
sanctity rooted in the moral imperative that men must work, fight, build, and strive 
toward noble ends. This was not merely civic philosophy; it was covenantal realism. A 
decaying society is not one that lacks comfort—it is one that has forgotten cost. 

To restore America, we must declare a total war on decay. Moral decay. Familial decay. 
Political decay. Educational decay. Institutional decay. And most of all, spiritual decay. 
Not a battle waged in fury, but in discipline. Not in chaotic revolution, but in principled 
resurrection. We must become again a people willing to confront the rot, to suffer the pain 
of restoration, to reject the siren song of ease, and to embrace the holy hardship that 
remakes civilizations. 

This war must begin with truth. For where decay thrives, lies reign. Lies about who we are, 
what government is for, what freedom means, what morality requires, and what it costs to 
be good. The American Covenant Party exists to tear down these lies—not with rage, but 
with reality. Our weapon is not propaganda, but principle. Our vision is not utopia, but 
righteousness. 

Roosevelt understood that peace was not the absence of conflict, but the presence of 
ordered strength. “Speak softly and carry a big stick” was not a threat—it was a worldview. 
A nation must be morally fit before it can be militarily prepared. It must be spiritually 
awake before it can be strategically alert. In this hour, we lack not intelligence, nor 
technology—we lack the soul to wield them well. The war on decay will not be won in 
Pentagon briefings or Silicon Valley labs. It will be won in the reformation of man. 

Let us then begin this war in earnest—not as madmen grasping at shadows, but as 
disciplined sons returning to their Father's house. The decay of this nation is not final 
unless we consent to it. And we shall not. 

Decay is not the immediate consequence of sin; it is its slow harvest. And what we are 
witnessing in America today is not merely political dysfunction or cultural confusion—it is 
the fruit of decades of moral compromise, spiritual negligence, and institutional 
cowardice. A society cannot mock virtue, mock God, and mock truth, and then be 
surprised when its bones begin to crumble. What we see before us is not the failure of 
systems—it is the corrosion of the soul. 

Roosevelt’s life was marked by confrontation with hardship and a relentless rejection of 
victimhood. A weak and sickly child, he refused to be defined by physical infirmity. He 
built his body as he built his character—through intentional discipline and rugged resolve. 
He knew firsthand that strength is forged, not inherited. That greatness is not given, but 
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won. His life was a rebuke to the modern ideology that paints victimhood as a virtue and 
fragility as identity. 

He called men to rise—not in domination over others, but in dominion over themselves. And 
herein lies one of the great truths of Christian restoration: the man who governs himself 
rightly will govern others righteously. The war on decay is first and foremost a war 
within. It is not merely about reclaiming institutions, but about reclaiming the hearts that 
shape them. Before we build better governments, we must build better men. And before 
that, we must teach men again what goodness is. 

This is why the Church must not remain silent in the face of national decline. For the 
gospel is not merely about personal salvation, but about the reconstitution of man into the 
image of Christ—and that reconstitution is the only lasting foundation for any republic. 
Without regenerated men, there can be no reformed society. Without moral clarity, there 
can be no just order. Without God, there can be no good. 

Theodore Roosevelt, though often criticized for his aggression, saw clearly that a nation 
without virtue would become a nation without vitality. He warned that luxury would 
soften the soul, that bureaucracy would suffocate the citizen, and that cowardice dressed 
as tolerance would erode the courage needed for liberty. He was right. And his warnings 
have become our reality. 

America today is rich in technology, but poor in purpose. It is saturated with 
entertainment, but starved for meaning. Its people are medicated, distracted, and 
emotionally paralyzed. We have policies for everything and principles for nothing. The 
war on decay begins by calling this out—not in judgment, but in truth. Not to condemn, 
but to convict. Not to punish, but to prepare the ground for rebirth. 

We must not accept this decay as fate. We must not normalize dysfunction. We must not 
mistake comfort for blessing, nor wealth for wisdom. The American Covenant Party rises 
not to create a new elite, but to revive an old ethic: that to be free is to be fit, and to be fit is 
to be forged in discipline, courage, and obedience to God. 

The corruption of character is the first sign of a dying republic. No matter how 
well-constructed the government, how brilliant its founding documents, or how mighty its 
economy, it cannot survive the collapse of virtue in its people. Theodore Roosevelt 
understood this with prophetic clarity. He did not merely call for action in times of war; 
he warned against decadence in times of peace. His concern was not just that America 
might be conquered from without, but that it would rot from within—consumed by its own 
comfort, arrogance, and spiritual amnesia. 
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Roosevelt spoke often of the “strenuous life,” not as a romantic ideal of hardship, but as a 
necessary path to moral and civic vitality. A people unwilling to suffer for virtue will 
eventually suffer under vice. A people who will not discipline themselves will be enslaved 
by their appetites. And when that happens—when men are ruled by pleasure rather than 
principle, by convenience rather than conviction—they will barter away liberty for the 
illusion of safety, and justice for the promise of ease. 

This is the moment in which we now live. A generation lulled to sleep by entertainment, 
demoralized by false narratives, and sedated by dependence on the state. We no longer 
train our youth in the ancient virtues. We no longer revere the rugged builders, the 
frontier tamers, or the moral guardians. Instead, we exalt the influencer, the technocrat, 
and the activist. Roosevelt’s image—of the rough rider who reads Latin, who prays before 
battle, who governs with courage and walks with honor—has been replaced by a digital 
mirage of power without responsibility, emotion without endurance. 

But the vision of the American Covenant Party is not nostalgia. It is resurrection. We do 
not seek to return to the past merely because it was old, but because it contained truths we 
have abandoned. The war on decay demands that we recover those truths—and live them. 
That we reject the soft tyranny of passivity and embrace the holy call to dominion, not 
over others, but over self, over sin, and over sloth. 

True reform is never top-down. It is bottom-up and altar-first. The war on decay begins 
in the prayer closet, in the family dinner table, in the discipline of the flesh and the renewal 
of the mind. It demands repentance before strategy, character before credentials, and 
holiness before heroism. This war is not won by policies alone. It is won by men and 
women who dare to be righteous when unrighteousness is fashionable. 

This is the Rooseveltian revival—one not of mere muscle, but of manhood rightly ordered 
under God. One where strength is consecrated, not corrupted. Where government is 
limited, but virtue is unlimited. Where every citizen understands that liberty without 
discipline is destruction, and rights without righteousness are suicide. 

We are not called to preserve a museum. We are called to build a kingdom—a visible 
demonstration of God's order through the body politic. The war on decay, then, is not 
reactionary. It is revolutionary. It calls us to a higher standard, a deeper repentance, and 
a fiercer love—not for empire, but for truth. 

To win the war on decay, we must recognize that the rot is not primarily material but 
moral. It is not a lack of resources that afflicts America—it is a famine of righteousness. We 
have machines but no mastery, wealth but no wisdom, medicine but no mercy. We speak of 
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rights, but forget duties. We cherish safety, but scorn sanctification. It is in this moral 
vacuum that empires collapse—not with a bang from without, but with a slow implosion 
from within. 

Roosevelt warned against the “degenerate softness” that overtakes nations in times of ease. 
He understood that civilizations are not sustained by laws alone, but by the invisible 
girders of virtue, courage, and discipline. The softening of manhood, the feminization of 
leadership, the infantilization of society—these are not trends to be celebrated. They are 
warnings to be heeded. When a nation loses its virility, it loses its vitality. When it mocks 
fatherhood, suppresses truth, and trades struggle for sedation, it invites divine judgment. 

But judgment is not the end—it is the doorway to mercy. Scripture shows us again and 
again that God disciplines those He loves. His wrath is never mindless rage. It is the holy 
fire that burns away rot and calls a remnant to rebuild. And rebuild we must—not as 
political revolutionaries, but as covenant restorers. Not with slogans, but with sanctified 
strength. Not for party, but for principle. Not in our own name, but in the name of the 
King of Kings. 

The American Covenant Party calls forth that remnant. We summon those weary of 
compromise and hungry for truth. We issue a call to the strong and to the broken, to the 
pioneers of renewal and to the silent faithful. We do not offer a comfortable path. We offer 
the strenuous life. A life of repentance, reconstruction, and resolve. A life patterned after 
the example of Christ and the rugged honesty of Roosevelt. A life that trains the hands for 
war, but the heart for worship. That tames the wild not by domination, but by holy 
stewardship. 

The war on decay is fought in the hidden places before it ever reaches the public square. It 
is won when a father disciples his son. When a mother prays for her children through 
tears. When a citizen says no to corruption, even when no one is watching. When a people 
remember their God—and fear Him more than they fear the mob. It is won when the 
Church becomes again the pillar and ground of truth. When men kneel before they lead. 
When women lift their homes in holiness. When policy bows to principle, and governance 
flows from godliness. 

This is not utopianism. It is realism of the highest order. For no republic has ever survived 
moral collapse. And no people have ever withstood judgment without repentance. But 
where repentance is real, revival is near. And where revival flows, restoration follows. 
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Theodore Roosevelt saw the future—not in programs or parties, but in men and women 
who would embrace the rugged path of virtue. He called his generation to that standard. 
Let us now rise and answer it for ours. 

Let us wage the war on decay. Let us rebuild the ruins. Let us consecrate our strength to 
the Lord. And let us, as a generation, be remembered not for surrender—but for sanctified 
struggle, for holy endurance, and for building again a republic worthy of the name. 

So help us God. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essay XIII: The New American Masculine Ideal 
Reclaiming Manhood in a Nation Starving for Strength 
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There comes a time in the life of a civilization when it must decide—will it produce men, or 
will it produce victims? Will it raise sons who fear God, protect the innocent, and build 
nations? Or will it raise boys who never become men, coddled by comfort, afraid of 
conflict, and enslaved by the flesh? 

America stands at that crossroads. 

Our decline is not merely economic or political—it is anthropological. It is the crisis of 
manhood. We have not only lost our way—we have lost our men. Where are the fathers 
who teach by example, who speak with authority not from arrogance but from 
righteousness? Where are the husbands who love with strength and lead with prayer? 
Where are the young men who would rather build a legacy than scroll for likes? A society 
that ridicules masculinity will inevitably collapse beneath the weight of its own fragility. 

In our cultural attempt to pacify the aggressor, we have castrated the protector. In our 
effort to redefine gender, we have erased distinction and discarded design. In our mockery 
of virtue, we have bred vice. Manhood has not disappeared because it was defeated—but 
because it was abandoned. And yet, this was always the tactic of the enemy: to dethrone 
the patriarch, unseat the priest, and orphan the sons. If you break the man, you break the 
order. And if you break the order, you break the covenant. 

But the time of restoration has come. The war on biblical manhood must now be met with 
the rise of a new masculine ideal—not new in novelty, but renewed in clarity. We must once 
again envision what it means to be a man—not by the standards of Hollywood or Wall 
Street or academia, but by the Word of God and the witness of history. 

Theodore Roosevelt embodied a vision of masculinity that was rugged yet refined, strong 
yet self-controlled, militant yet moral. He was a warrior in the arena and a father in the 
home. He broke horses and read history. He led battalions and wrote books. He 
understood that manhood is not mere aggression—it is disciplined power, ordered toward 
good. He modeled what C.S. Lewis would later call “men with chests”—souls large enough 
to bear both courage and conscience. 

Today, that vision must be reborn. 

Masculinity, rightly understood, is not about domination. It is about dominion. God gave 
man dominion not to exploit, but to cultivate. To till the earth. To protect the garden. To 
lead the family. To uphold justice. To serve with strength. The masculine soul, when 
baptized in the Spirit of Christ, becomes a vessel of holy fire—a defender of the weak, a 
rebuker of the wicked, and a builder of lasting things. 
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We do not need more influencers. We need fathers. We do not need more celebrities. We 
need craftsmen, protectors, preachers, and pioneers. We need men who love righteousness 
more than they love reputation. Men who bend their knees in prayer before they ever 
stand in public. Men who take up their cross before they take up a platform. 

What does the new American masculine ideal look like? 

It looks like a young man who resists lust in a culture that sells flesh on every screen. It 
looks like a father who stays, who teaches his sons to pray and his daughters to know their 
worth. It looks like a statesman who bows before God before he ever legislates for man. It 
looks like sacrifice, discipline, and courage anchored in Scripture, not trend. 

It is a return to the Genesis mandate: to guard and to govern. 

It is a reflection of the second Adam, Jesus Christ—the Lion and the Lamb—who came not as 
a gentle philosopher, but as a carpenter, a preacher, a King, and a crucified Savior. 

This is the masculine revival. And it is not optional. 

It is the Fifth Pillar rising from the rubble. 

It is the call of the American Covenant Party to every man who still believes that strength 
and sanctity must walk hand in hand. That virtue and vigor are not enemies, but brothers. 
That manhood is not a threat to be neutralized, but a gift to be redeemed. 

If a nation is to be rebuilt, it must first rediscover its men. 

For a republic to be governed in wisdom, protected in strength, and preserved in liberty, it 
must be led by those who have mastered themselves. But we have been conditioned—first 
subtly, then brazenly—to believe that masculinity itself is toxic. That firmness is cruelty. 
That leadership is oppression. That boldness is arrogance. And in this confusion, the 
character of man has been hollowed out and replaced with caricature. 

We were not always this way. 

Our founding fathers spoke of manhood with reverence. They understood that the health 
of a nation rests not on its GDP but on the virtues of its citizens—particularly its men. John 
Adams once said, “Public virtue cannot exist in a nation without private virtue, and 
public virtue is the only foundation of republics.” Washington refused kingship because 
true strength resists tyranny. Lincoln bore the burden of a broken union because real 
manhood doesn’t flee from conflict—it embraces the cross. 
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But today, manhood is mocked in classrooms and silenced in courtrooms. Masculine 
strength is portrayed as inherently suspect, unless it is sterilized, sedated, or sufficiently 
softened. Our sons are taught to apologize for their instincts, to question their identity, to 
suppress their protective nature. Meanwhile, the enemy does not hesitate. The world is not 
short on violent men or wicked men. What we lack are good men who are also strong—and 
strong men who are also good. 

And herein lies the tragedy of our time: We have raised generations who are physically 
present but spiritually absent. Boys who age into manhood without ever being told what 
manhood is for. They inherit muscles but lack mission. They seek status but ignore 
sacrifice. They chase glory but avoid God. 

This is not accidental. It is by design. 

The dismantling of masculinity is a prerequisite for totalitarian control. If the men are 
disarmed in soul and silenced in society, then who will stand? Who will lead? Who will 
defend? The family crumbles, the Church caves, and the state expands. Tyranny thrives 
where men have forgotten who they are. As G.K. Chesterton once warned, “Unless a man 
becomes the enemy of an evil, he will not even become its slave but rather its champion.” 

So, what does restoration look like? 

It begins with repentance—men confessing that they have abdicated their roles. That they 
have sought comfort over calling. That they have given their strength to things that do not 
matter. That they have retreated from the arena and left their families, their churches, and 
their communities to be ravaged by chaos. 

But it does not end in shame. No, repentance is the threshold to renewal. 

The man of God must return to the pattern laid down in Scripture. Adam was called to 
work and keep the garden. Noah was called to prepare a way of escape. Abraham was 
called to raise a household of faith. Moses was called to confront Pharaoh and lead a 
people. David was called to defend a kingdom. And Jesus, the fulfillment of all manhood, 
was called to lay down His life for His bride. 

This is our inheritance. This is the masculine ideal. 

A man is not measured by his fame, but by his fidelity. Not by his bank account, but by 
the integrity of his speech and the firmness of his hands. He is a lion toward danger, a rock 
under pressure, and a shelter in the storm. He does not speak idle words, and he does not 
strike without reason. He does not chase approval—he commands respect through honor. 
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He is not perfect, but he is present. 

He is not domineering, but he is decisive. 

He is not a tyrant, but he is a tower. 

And in this age of plasticity and chaos, such a man is radical. He is dangerous. And he is 
desperately needed. 

The decline of the American man is not only a crisis of the soul but a coordinated 
campaign against civilizational order. When the masculine ideal is distorted, every 
institution built upon it begins to rot. The household devolves into dysfunction. The 
church becomes spineless. The civil government becomes swollen and abusive, attempting 
to parent the very men it has deliberately emasculated. 

This is no mere cultural quirk. It is spiritual warfare. 

Satan, in the garden, did not tempt Adam with lust or greed. He tempted him with silence. 
As the serpent hissed lies to Eve, Adam—who stood beside her—said nothing. This failure of 
speech, this abdication of protection, this passivity in the face of evil—this is the original 
sin of manhood. And it is the sin that echoes across every generation. 

We live now in the shadow of a new Eden, where serpents speak through screens and 
seduce through legislation. Where boys are told they can be girls, and strength is mistaken 
for violence, and meekness for cowardice. Yet even amid this corruption, a remnant 
remains. A generation, long scorned, mocked, and misunderstood, is beginning to rise. 

But to rise rightly, we must remember not just who we are—but Whose we are. 

Biblical masculinity is not aggression without aim. It is authority under submission. 
Christ, the Lion of Judah, displayed perfect strength not by conquering empires but by 
conquering sin. He bore a cross, not because He was weak, but because He was willing. 
And in doing so, He modeled the highest form of manhood: to lay down one’s life for 
another. 

This is what the modern world cannot comprehend. That the true measure of a man is not 
how many he conquers but how many he covers. Not how many tremble before him, but 
how many stand because of him. 

We are not called to return to the toxic bravado of secular machismo—chests puffed with 
pride and void of virtue. Nor are we to submit to the neutered niceness of progressive 
passivity. We are to walk the narrow road of Christlike dominion. The man who kneels in 
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prayer, rises in power. The man who serves his home, shapes his nation. The man who fears 
God fears nothing else. 

This is the new American masculine ideal. Not new because it is novel, but because it has 
been buried for too long. It is the resurrection of what always was: the husband as head 
and servant, the father as protector and teacher, the citizen as soldier and saint. 

Let us make no mistake. A movement of national restoration is not possible without a 
movement of masculine restoration. You cannot rebuild without builders. You cannot 
defend without defenders. You cannot govern without those willing to take responsibility 
for more than themselves. 

And this is what makes manhood essential. 

The future of our Republic depends not on the machines we build, the markets we 
manipulate, or the media we consume. It depends on the men we become. And the more we 
try to outsource that task to bureaucracy, or to women, or to ideology, the more we will 
suffer. Men must rise, not to dominate but to deliver. Not to boast, but to bear burdens. 
Not to demand honor, but to live in such a way that honor is inevitable. 

This is what the American Covenant Party must champion—not merely policy reform, but 
the reformation of the man. 

Let us now speak to the boy of fifteen, whose father is absent or passive, whose world 
offers little guidance but an abundance of distractions. He scrolls for meaning, laughs to 
hide confusion, and wrestles alone with questions too great for a child. What does the 
world give him? A warped mirror, reflecting falsehoods: that masculinity is toxic, 
leadership is oppressive, ambition is prideful, and spiritual strength is outdated. 

Yet deep within that boy, the image of God still flickers like an ember under ash. The duty 
of the nation—and of the Church—is to blow upon that ember until it becomes fire. We must 
not ask him to become soft. We must call him to become strong in the ways of Christ: to 
master his passions, defend the weak, seek wisdom, and lead by serving. 

To the young men lost in pornography and purposelessness, we must say: rise. You were 
made for more. You are not an accident. You are not weak. You are not meant for passive 
consumption. You are meant to build, to bless, and to battle in the Spirit. Take up your 
cross. Learn your heritage. Reclaim your strength—not in arrogance, but in alignment with 
your Creator. 
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To the fathers who have grown weary, to those who carry shame for their past, or who 
doubt their relevance in a culture sprinting toward chaos, we say: stand. Your family does 
not need your perfection—it needs your presence. Your son does not need a hero from afar. 
He needs a man who will look him in the eye and say, “Follow me as I follow Christ.” 

And to our civil leaders—mayors, sheriffs, governors, lawmakers—who have watched the 
erosion of manhood from their seats of authority, we declare: you are not exempt. You are 
men before you are officials. You are accountable first to the God who gave you breath, 
then to the people who entrusted you with power. The office does not make the man. The 
man sanctifies the office. 

The American Covenant Party does not offer hollow nostalgia. We do not long to return to 
a sanitized past. We march toward a sanctified future. Our vision of masculinity is forged 
in Scripture, proven in history, and desperately needed in our time. 

Consider Theodore Roosevelt, whose life remains a monument to this ideal. He did not hide 
his faith. He did not apologize for his vigor. He wrote books, led regiments, and rebuked 
cowards with clarity. He believed in the strenuous life—a life where duty conquered ease 
and virtue outweighed vanity. But most of all, he believed in responsibility. 

Today, we reclaim that mantle. Not with arrogance, but with urgency. For if the American 
man does not rise, America does not recover. The family, the Church, the Republic—all rest 
upon his shoulders. 

We therefore commit: to train boys to become men who fear God and love truth. To restore 
rites of passage, both sacred and civic. To preach repentance to men who have failed, and 
restoration to those who desire change. To build a national brotherhood rooted not in 
pride, but in purpose. To elevate fatherhood, spiritual leadership, and holy labor. 

This is our masculine renaissance. 

Not a movement of brawlers, but of builders. Not of warlords, but of watchmen. Not of 
cowards masking as allies, nor of tyrants masking as kings. But of Christ-formed men who 
live by conviction, walk with courage, speak with clarity, and die with honor. 

The restoration of America demands the restoration of her sons. 

And in that sacred work, may the Fifth Pillar rise—strong in the Lord, gentle in spirit, fierce 
against evil, and radiant with holy fire. 
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Essay XIV: The Bully Pulpit and the Fear of God 
Reclaiming the Sacred Voice of Leadership in a Secular Age 

In an age of mass communication and political theater, the modern pulpit—both 
ecclesiastical and civic—has become a stage for performance, not a platform for principle. 
Where once voices rang out to stir the soul of the nation toward repentance, righteousness, 
and renewal, we now find tepid tones designed to pacify audiences and preserve 
reputations. The nation is starving for truth, yet its shepherds—both pastors and 
presidents—have too often opted for applause rather than alignment with the Most High. 

But once, not long ago, the voice of American leadership thundered with purpose. And in 
the figure of Theodore Roosevelt, the “bully pulpit” found its prophetic prototype—not 
because he was perfect, but because he understood the divine weight of public speech. He 
grasped that power, when held in trust by a righteous man, was not to be silenced by 
political fashion or constrained by cowardice. It was to be exercised with moral clarity, 
with the full force of conviction, and with the fear of God as its chief compass. 

The term “bully pulpit” did not mean arrogance in Roosevelt’s lexicon—it meant 
opportunity. “Bully,” in his usage, meant “excellent,” and the pulpit referred to the elevated 
place from which one could address the people with vision and command. Roosevelt 
believed that the office of the presidency was not merely administrative; it was prophetic. 
It was a national microphone granted by providence to summon the conscience of a 
people. 

In our day, the pulpit—whether in church or in the state—has lost that thunder. And the fear 
of God, which once governed the conduct of presidents and parsons alike, has been 
replaced with the fear of man. Politicians fear the media. Pastors fear the donors. 
Bureaucrats fear the backlash. And the people suffer under a famine of forthrightness. 

The American Covenant Party stands to reverse this decay. 
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We declare once more that the pulpit—when consecrated to truth—has the power to shake 
nations. It is not a place for vanity, nor for vague platitudes. It is the sacred position from 
which the watchmen of a nation warn, weep, and call for war against wickedness. And it is 
our belief that the recovery of the Republic depends upon the recovery of righteous speech 
from righteous leaders. 

When Roosevelt wielded the bully pulpit, he did so with the rugged spirit of a man who 
had known suffering, failure, and resurrection. He had buried a wife and a mother on the 
same day. He had retreated into the wilderness, not to escape, but to forge his soul. He 
returned not only with physical strength, but with moral vision. And from that vision, he 
shaped the trajectory of the American conscience at the dawn of the twentieth century. 

The voice of the leader matters. And it matters more in times of national confusion. 

In Scripture, the prophets stood as public voices when kings faltered. Elijah stood before 
Ahab. Nathan rebuked David. Isaiah counseled Hezekiah. Jeremiah wept over Jerusalem’s 
blindness. And John the Baptist confronted Herod in his sin. These men did not whisper 
behind closed doors. They spoke from their respective pulpits with holy fire—declaring not 
their opinion, but the judgment and mercy of God. 

Likewise, in American history, the best leaders fused civic authority with moral gravitas. 
Washington invoked Providence at Valley Forge. Lincoln called for national fasting amidst 
civil war. Roosevelt condemned corporate greed and moral cowardice with the vigor of a 
revivalist. Kennedy summoned the nation toward sacrifice in service of a greater cause. 

This is the tradition we must recover. Not the merging of church and state in form, but the 
reunion of fear and truth in the mouths of our leaders. For without the fear of God, the 
pulpit becomes a mockery. And without the pulpit, the people perish for lack of vision. 

The enemy of this bold proclamation is not the atheist. It is the accommodating soul who 
fears offense more than judgment. The voice of the coward sounds reasonable in the ears 
of a passive age. “Be moderate,” they say. “Be inclusive. Be non-political. Be nice.” But 
prophets are not hired for their softness. They are sent for their substance. 

The bully pulpit must once again become the righteous pulpit. 

Let us now move into Segment II, where we will expand this foundation into the current 
crisis of leadership—how speech has become manipulated, how silence has enabled 
wickedness, and how the restoration of the fear of the Lord is the only antidote to the 
nation’s public decay. 
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We live in an hour where words have been emptied of their power by those who fear the 
cost of conviction. What once were proclamations of truth are now mere press releases, 
sanitized for sponsors and framed by polling data. The presidency, the pastorate, the 
press—they all have been rendered lukewarm by the waters of compromise. And in their 
fear to offend, they have ceased to lead. 

The modern political class does not speak with authority, because it does not bow to the 
Authority. The average statesman today is not a man of soul, but a manager of image. His 
language is rehearsed, his cadence constructed, and his loyalty pledged to the survival of 
his career rather than the salvation of his country. He views the bully pulpit as a 
campaign tool, not a covenant trust. He speaks to win elections, not to wake a slumbering 
people. 

In this, we have betrayed our inheritance. For when the pulpit—whether civic or sacred—is 
reduced to performance, its power is lost. A nation governed by speeches without 
substance, and sermons without spirit, is a nation not governed at all. It is driftwood on a 
stormy sea, tossed by every wind of ideology and whim of culture. 

But make no mistake: silence is not neutral. In the absence of truth, lies do not rest—they 
multiply. In the void of moral speech, darkness rushes in to dominate the atmosphere. And 
this is precisely what we see in the cultural, political, and ecclesiastical institutions of our 
time. 

Where is the man who will cry aloud and spare not? Where is the leader who will call sin 
by its name and declare that righteousness exalts a nation, while sin is a reproach to any 
people? Where is the Roosevelt of our generation, who will climb the civic mountain and 
thunder with the sacred authority of a man who fears God more than the mob? 

The answer, tragically, is not found in Washington D.C., nor in the Ivy-covered halls of 
Harvard and Yale. It is not found in the corporate boardrooms or in the media studios of 
the elite. The answer lies buried beneath the rubble of compromise and forgotten 
conviction. It lies in the remnant—hidden, humble, but awakening. 

This is where the American Covenant Party begins: not with the rich or famous, but with 
the righteous who still believe the truth must be proclaimed. We do not believe in noise for 
its own sake. We do not champion outrage. But we declare unapologetically that courage 
must return to the lips of our leaders, and the fear of God must once again govern the tone 
and content of public speech. 
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The Scriptures declare, “The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom.” Without it, 
leaders become fools. Policies become perversions. And rhetoric becomes sorcery—intended 
not to inform, but to enchant and deceive. This is precisely what has happened in our 
media-saturated age. Leaders manipulate the emotions of the people through sound bites 
and slogans, but do not lead them in the paths of righteousness. 

True leadership does not flatter—it fathers. It does not pacify—it prepares. It does not echo 
back what the people want to hear—it tells them what they must hear, whether they like it 
or not. And this kind of leadership is impossible without the deep conviction that one must 
answer not merely to man, but to the Almighty. 

Roosevelt’s era was one of corruption, industrial monopolies, and cultural drift. He faced 
entrenched interests, systemic rot, and a cynical press. Yet he did not flinch. Why? Because 
he believed that to stand for the people meant to speak with a higher voice than that of 
political convenience. He spoke with moral fire because he knew the pulpit he stood 
behind—though political in title—was spiritual in nature. 

In our day, we need leaders who understand that governing is not merely policy—it is 
proclamation. The state of the union depends upon the state of the voice that addresses it. 
When that voice is saturated with truth and fire and fear of God, the people rise. But when 
that voice is silenced, or worse, sedated by compromise, the people perish. 

There has never been a righteous restoration in history without righteous speech. Every 
reformation began with a voice—lonely at first, then echoing, then thundering. Whether 
prophet or president, priest or patriot, the pattern is the same: a nation turns only when 
its conscience is awakened. And the conscience of a nation is not stirred by data, 
legislation, or administrative policy. It is stirred by the sound of truth. 

From Moses before Pharaoh to Elijah before Ahab, from Jeremiah weeping in Jerusalem to 
John the Baptist crying out in the wilderness, and even unto Christ Himself—truth has 
always thundered through the mouths of the courageous. Speech is the chosen tool of 
Heaven, not merely for communication, but for creation and confrontation. “Let there be 
light,” was not a suggestion. It was a declaration. And in that spirit, all true reformers 
speak. 

This is why the role of public oratory is not to be minimized as theater or dismissed as 
performance. It is an altar. It is a place where words either exalt the nation or prepare it 
for judgment. Scripture tells us that “death and life are in the power of the tongue.” The 
same is true of nations. Civilizations rise or fall by the moral weight and spiritual clarity 
of the words proclaimed from their highest seats of influence. 
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Teddy Roosevelt understood this. He did not simply address the people—he challenged 
them. His use of the “bully pulpit” was not an act of vanity; it was an act of spiritual war. 
He saw the presidency not as a ceremonial role, nor even a mere managerial position, but 
as the most sacred space in which the soul of the people could be summoned toward virtue. 
His speeches were laced with challenge, conviction, and a sense of divine accountability. 

This is a model we must recover—not only because it is historically effective, but because it 
is biblically mandated. In Deuteronomy, Moses commands that the law be read aloud to 
the people every seven years. Why? Because the hearing of truth transforms the mind, and 
a renewed mind transforms the people. In Proverbs, Solomon tells us that “by wise 
guidance you can wage your war, and in abundance of counselors there is victory.” That 
guidance is not silent. It is verbal, visible, and valorous. 

Yet in our age, the bully pulpit has become the comfort couch. Political leaders wrap their 
words in euphemism. Church leaders wrap their sermons in therapeutic vagueness. And 
media personalities use their platforms to distract rather than direct. What we call 
“communication” is in fact obfuscation. What should be clarity has become confusion. 

This crisis of speech is a crisis of theology. For to speak without fear of God is to assume 
there is no ultimate consequence for falsehood. And this is the root rot of modern public 
discourse: there is no accountability to Heaven. Men lie on camera without blinking, 
because their conscience has been cauterized and their sense of divine reckoning erased. In 
such a society, only a revival of the fear of the Lord can restore the speech of the nation. 

Roosevelt was no preacher—but he understood preaching. He understood the necessity of 
stirring the conscience. He did not shy from naming evil. He did not court the favor of the 
crowd. His speeches, though political in context, often bordered on the prophetic. And 
therein lies the wisdom of his example: he knew that to govern men, one must speak as if 
God were listening. 

And indeed, He is. 

Let us be clear: the crisis of the American republic is not merely that we have bad policy. It 
is that we have lost our voice. The prophets have gone silent, or have been replaced by 
consultants. The watchmen no longer sound the alarm—they run ad campaigns. The 
shepherds are busy with branding. The oracles are off-air. 

But the land still groans. The people still perish. The truth still waits to be spoken. 

The American Covenant Party does not seek power for vanity or ambition. It seeks the 
pulpit of influence because it is the platform through which the Word of God and the 
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wisdom of our fathers can be declared once again. This is not nostalgia—it is necessity. If 
we do not recover the art, the weight, the gravity, and the holy fear of godly speech in 
public life, the nation will drift further into the abyss of confusion. 

Thus we must raise a new generation of statesmen and shepherds, of preachers and 
presidents, of prophets and patriots, who understand this sacred call: to speak truth in 
love, and to speak love with truth. 

If the pulpit is sacred—whether that pulpit be in a church or in the Capitol—then those who 
occupy it must be consecrated. To reclaim the “bully pulpit” in the spirit of Theodore 
Roosevelt and in the fear of Almighty God is not a matter of tactics, but of moral 
transformation. It begins not with volume, but with virtue. Not with charisma, but with 
character. Not with soundbites, but with the sound mind promised by the Spirit of God. 

The American Covenant Party believes that the renewal of the nation must pass through 
the furnace of righteous speech, delivered from a purified platform. The current political 
theater has perverted public discourse into spectacle. It has severed persuasion from 
principle, and influence from integrity. But true leadership speaks with weight because it 
speaks from righteousness. The voice of reform must thunder not from ambition, but from 
obedience. 

This reclamation begins with a reformation of the speaker himself. The man who steps 
behind the national microphone must do so with trembling. He must, as Roosevelt believed, 
feel the office in his bones—not merely its prestige, but its burden. Every sentence should be 
weighed as a judge weighs testimony. Every phrase should be offered as incense before the 
Throne of God. If our leaders truly feared God, they would speak as if He alone were in 
the audience, and they would tremble more before the judgment seat of Christ than the 
applause or criticism of men. 

We must, therefore, forge a generation of public servants who are priests in conscience, 
prophets in speech, and kings in responsibility. They must speak from the mountaintop of 
moral clarity, not from the echo chamber of public opinion. Their words must carry the 
ring of eternity, not the clamor of electioneering. This is not utopia. It is the standard our 
forefathers carried—and the standard that must rise again. 

Roosevelt’s courage on the bully pulpit was rooted not in bravado but in conviction. He 
had read deeply of the ancients, walked through suffering, and emerged with a gospel of 
grit that was inseparable from duty. He called men to greatness because he believed in the 
greatness of duty to God and country. He did not need spin doctors or pollsters. He had 
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the Word of history, the conscience of a citizen, and the fire of a patriot. And that was 
enough. 

But our republic now bleeds from a thousand wounds inflicted by dishonest tongues. Our 
children are catechized in confusion. Our institutions are paralyzed by jargon. Our 
courts are choked with manipulation. Our leaders speak in riddles. There is no yes or 
no—only maybe, only delay, only disguise. 

To reverse this decay, we must commission a new order of public communicators. These 
must be men and women trained in truth, tested by fire, baptized in suffering, and 
empowered by the fear of the Lord. Their speech must cut, heal, reveal, and reform. Their 
words must bind the conscience, stir the imagination, and realign the people to the eternal 
law of God. 

This is why the American Covenant Party insists on more than candidates—we raise up 
messengers. This is why our education platforms insist not only on critical thinking but on 
moral clarity. Why our policies include the defense of pulpit freedom, the reformation of 
media, and the constitutional protection of truth in governance. For if speech is the fire of 
reform, then censorship is the extinguisher. And we will not be extinguished. 

Let the nation tremble again before the power of an honest voice. Let leaders rise who 
quote Scripture with tears in their eyes and thunder in their tone—not for performance, but 
for the preservation of the people. Let the oath of office be taken not on a dusty Bible, but 
on the living Word written in the soul of a servant-leader. Let the bully pulpit be made 
holy again—not a stage, but a sanctuary. 

We conclude this essay with a call: Let the Church return to her first love and speak again 
with apostolic boldness. Let the statesman arise with the tongue of Isaiah and the courage 
of Paul. Let the young men and women be trained in rhetoric, not for debate clubs, but for 
national repentance. Let the schools teach not merely how to speak, but what is worth 
saying. 

For when the righteous rule, the people rejoice—and when the righteous speak, the people 
remember who they are. 

We do not need louder voices. We need truer ones. And in this, the bully pulpit—an altar of 
national memory and moral summons—must be reclaimed for the glory of God and the 
salvation of the republic. 

Let it begin with us. Let it be spoken. Let it never again be silent. 
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Essay XV: Dominion Through Discipline 
(Theodore Roosevelt and the Regeneration of Virtuous Authority) 

The collapse of a nation begins not with the failure of its systems, but with the erosion of 
its disciplines. This is not merely a political reality—it is a spiritual law. For without order 
within, there can be no dominion without. And dominion is not merely power—it is the 
sacred authority to steward, build, and govern in alignment with the will of God. 

In Theodore Roosevelt, we saw the early contours of such a man. He was not perfect, but 
he was possessed by a vision of strength that was more than brute force—it was forged in 
hardship, matured through self-restraint, and made noble by purpose. He once wrote, “We 
must dare to be great; and we must realize that greatness is the fruit of toil and sacrifice 
and high courage.” This is a creed that finds its truest form not in military conquest, but in 
the inner mastery of self—what the Scriptures call sōphronismos, or sound discipline (2 
Timothy 1:7). Roosevelt believed that a man who could master his habits, his appetites, and 
his weaknesses was a man who could be entrusted with the fate of nations. 

But what Roosevelt glimpsed in his time must be recovered and deepened in ours, for the 
age of softness has returned. We live in an era where indulgence is rewarded, and the 
disciplines of virtue are ridiculed. The digital age has sedated a generation into passivity. 
Our sons are raised without mentors, without trial, without any understanding of what it 
means to subdue the earth and yet first subdue themselves. We are left with ambition 
unanchored by principle, emotion ungoverned by wisdom, and entitlement unleashed from 
responsibility. This is not dominion. It is disorder. 
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The biblical model of dominion always begins with discipline. In the beginning, God placed 
man in a garden—not to exploit, but to keep it (Genesis 2:15). This keeping required 
structure, boundaries, labor, and restraint. Adam failed not because he lacked strength, 
but because he abdicated discipline. He failed to guard what was entrusted to him. And in 
doing so, he allowed chaos to reenter a world that God had ordered. 

Every civilization that loses the art of personal and collective discipline soon finds itself 
conquered—if not from without, then from within. As Proverbs 25:28 warns, “A man 
without self-control is like a city broken into and left without walls.” The removal of 
self-governance is the prelude to tyranny. For where men no longer govern themselves, 
they must be governed by force. 

This is why dominion must be understood as a sacred trust—not a right to dominate, but a 
call to disciple. The word "discipline" shares its root with "disciple." To be a disciple of 
Christ is to be governed by divine order. It is to bring one’s body, emotions, mind, and will 
under the yoke of righteousness. It is to train like a soldier, to endure like a farmer, and to 
run like an athlete—as Paul reminds Timothy (2 Timothy 2). Without this moral and 
spiritual formation, any attempt at national renewal becomes a vain scaffolding erected 
over a rotten foundation. 

Theodore Roosevelt's life—though imperfect—offered glimpses into this reality. His rugged 
routines, morning hikes, and vigorous leadership were not about spectacle. They were a 
statement. He believed that the leader must be forged before he can lead. He must model 
what he expects. He must be disciplined in time, word, appetite, and deed. He must be 
prepared to suffer without complaint and work without applause. 

Today, we face a crisis of formation. We have plenty of opinion, but little endurance. We 
have slogans without sacrifice. We have ambition without an altar. And yet, the dominion 
God calls us to—over our homes, our culture, our institutions, and even ourselves—cannot 
be grasped by unformed men. The rise of the American Covenant Party is not just a 
political movement. It is a moral summons to raise a generation of leaders who understand 
that the authority to build begins with the willingness to be broken, shaped, and trained. 

The path forward is not glamorous. It is not viral. It is not easy. It is the path of training 
the flesh into submission, of waking early to read what matters, of controlling the tongue 
when anger rises, of remaining faithful when applause is absent, and of embracing 
hardship when comfort calls. This is the cost of dominion. This is the foundation of 
Christian governance. 
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If the soul of man is not trained to obey, it will not be fit to command. Roosevelt, who 
understood this deeply, cultivated a personal philosophy anchored in strenuous effort and 
moral fortitude. He did not merely espouse ideals; he embodied them. His concept of the 
“strenuous life” was not a call to endless busyness or reckless energy, but a plea for 
Americans to return to the virtues of toil, grit, self-denial, and constructive ambition. His 
was a gospel of civic asceticism—one that believed liberty and leisure were incompatible 
without labor and lawfulness. 

In this, Roosevelt echoed an ancient biblical truth: that kings are only fit to reign when 
they first learn to kneel. “The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom” (Proverbs 9:10), 
and wisdom is the mother of all just governance. Dominion that does not begin in the 
reverent submission of the self to divine order becomes little more than tyranny dressed in 
patriotic colors. And tyranny, even if clothed in flags and democracy, devours the people 
it pretends to protect. 

Roosevelt was no theocrat, but his ethos aligns with a biblical anthropology of manhood 
and leadership. He believed in the formation of character before conquest, of conscience 
before commission. He practiced what could be called the sacrament of resolve—an 
unwavering conviction that the moral formation of the citizenry was the safeguard of the 
republic. Without it, even the most beautifully written constitution becomes a paper shield 
against cultural rot. “To educate a man in mind and not in morals is to educate a menace 
to society,” he warned. 

In this vein, let us consider what Roosevelt’s philosophy demands of us now. We stand in a 
moment where ease is worshipped, where technology replaces tenacity, and where comfort 
has eroded conviction. Young men, particularly, have been lulled into apathy by a culture 
that offers pleasure without purpose and identity without initiation. If they are to become 
stewards of the republic, they must be re-trained in the disciplines of dominion. They must 
learn the way of the cross, the weight of responsibility, and the joy of sacrifice. They must 
be re-forged—not through entertainment, but through trial, mentorship, and mission. 

The disciplines of dominion are not accidental. They are cultivated, and they demand 
structure: rising early, stewarding the body, governing the appetites, honoring the Word, 
ordering the home, and anchoring one's labor to something higher than wealth. These 
disciplines begin at the altar, but they are proven in the marketplace, in the household, in 
the public square, and in the daily private war between the spirit and the flesh. There is no 
shortcut. No app will do this for us. No bureaucracy will mandate it. It must be chosen, 
again and again, by the free man who would rather be ruled by God than by his own 
fallen whims. 

Acp 58 



 
The American Covenant Party exists to restore this spiritual formation as a prerequisite to 
public office, to national rebuilding, and to personal revival. We do not seek a dominion of 
tyranny or ecclesiocracy, but a republic founded on self-governing men—men who have 
learned restraint, responsibility, and reverence. The kind of man who, like Roosevelt, can 
walk into the arena of history, bruised but bold, and say: “I have done my duty as unto 
the Lord.” 

Theodore Roosevelt did not build his legacy with sentiment. He built it with scars. His 
dominion was not inherited—it was earned, inch by inch, against the resistance of ease. 
This is what we must model, and what we must teach, if we are to take back not just the 
land, but the soul of a nation now unguarded and adrift. 

To understand the full measure of Roosevelt’s legacy, one must not merely recount his 
victories but examine the crucible in which they were formed. His body was weak as a 
child—afflicted with asthma, thin-framed, and vulnerable. Yet from this weakness, he chose 
not resignation but refinement. In the very spirit of Romans 5:3–4—“we glory in 
tribulations also: knowing that tribulation worketh patience; and patience, experience; 
and experience, hope”—Roosevelt made suffering his tutor and forged discipline from 
affliction. 

He rose early. He trained relentlessly. He read voraciously. He hunted not merely animals, 
but his own cowardice. He was a man of letters, of war, and of prayerful silence. What 
was this if not the very pattern of the biblical patriarch? He cultivated dominion over 
himself before exercising it over a people. Such men are rare, for they are not born—they 
are built. And every republic that desires longevity must build them again. 

The gospel of grace never contradicts the gospel of grit. In truth, they are married: grace is 
what empowers discipline; discipline is what preserves grace. Without godly training, the 
vessel leaks. Without the renewing of the mind, the spirit atrophies. The Apostle Paul did 
not boast in sloth but said, “I beat my body and make it my slave, lest after I have 
preached to others, I myself should be disqualified” (1 Corinthians 9:27). If Paul feared 
disqualification, what excuse have we? 

Roosevelt’s America feared God, loved country, and believed that the character of the 
citizen was the strength of the state. He did not idealize the elite. He sought greatness in the 
average man—a farmer with calloused hands, a father who provided, a soldier who obeyed 
without fanfare. To Roosevelt, every American was a custodian of the republic, and 
therefore every American needed to cultivate the virtues that make liberty sustainable: 
honesty, bravery, industry, faith. 
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Now, in our time, we must ask: where are these men? Where are the righteous craftsmen of 
civilization? Where are the builders of families, the protectors of children, the worshipers 
of truth? Where are the men who do not flinch at sacrifice, who do not lie to gain status, 
who do not compromise when God calls for a stand? 

The answer is not that they do not exist, but that they have been hidden, untrained, 
uncelebrated, and often disqualified by a system that rewards charisma over character. 
Yet these men remain. They are watching. They are waiting. And many are yearning to be 
called, challenged, and commissioned by a movement that speaks to their soul and 
demands their best. 

The American Covenant Party, like Roosevelt before us, calls for these men to rise. Not as 
mere voters, but as statesmen. Not as politicians, but as patriarchs. We call them to the 
disciplined dominion of service—not lording over others, but building under the Lord. 
Dominion is not dominance. It is the sacred charge to steward what God has entrusted: the 
soil, the seed, the children, the Church, the city gates. It is not gained through bluster but 
through the bearing of burdens and the bending of the knee before Heaven’s throne. 

Let us, then, begin again. Let us train sons and mentor brothers. Let us make strength 
respectable again, and meekness majestic. Let us elevate men who are crucified to the 
world and yet alive to duty. These are the ones who will carry the nation through the 
coming storm. 

We must not wait for institutions to change. We must become the institutions. In our 
homes, in our schools, in our trades, in our parliaments—we must reintroduce the virtues of 
Theodore Roosevelt and the Scriptures he unknowingly fulfilled. For in the pattern of 
Christ, and the example of those like Roosevelt, we find the secret to dominion: authority 
gained through obedience, strength yielded in humility, and leadership exercised in the 
fear of God. 

Theodore Roosevelt’s understanding of dominion was not abstract or ideological—it was 
incarnational. He lived what he preached. He embraced hardship not as a liability, but as 
a spiritual necessity. His wilderness expeditions, his charge up San Juan Hill, his boxing 
and jujitsu bouts in the White House—these were not the indulgences of a thrill-seeker, but 
the training of a man who believed deeply that every leader must bleed before he blesses. 

Roosevelt’s entire life demonstrated the biblical principle that a nation is only as strong as 
the men it honors. He did not glorify cowardice; he scorned it. He did not coddle vice; he 
rebuked it. He did not seek to weaken the people so that the government might be 
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exalted—he sought to strengthen the people so that the government might be humbled. In 
this way, he was more prophetic than political, and more priestly than populist. 

Yet Roosevelt’s dominion was always tempered by conscience. He believed in order, but 
not oppression. He believed in force, but only when compelled by justice. He believed in 
hierarchy, but also in fairness and moral restraint. This alignment with the biblical model 
is striking. In Genesis, Adam was given dominion over the earth, but he was also given a 
command—to obey God, to guard Eden, to till the soil in righteousness. When dominion 
becomes detached from obedience, it degenerates into tyranny. But when tethered to God’s 
law, it becomes a source of peace, productivity, and holy order. 

It is no coincidence, then, that Roosevelt was a student of both Scripture and history. He 
knew what happens when nations abandon discipline. He saw the decadence of Europe’s 
nobility, the corruption of industrial monopolies, and the fragility of peace purchased 
without strength. And he warned, time and again, that if America ceased to cultivate its 
citizenry—physically, morally, and spiritually—it would become prey to both foreign 
adversaries and domestic decay. 

The lesson here is not nostalgic. It is prophetic. For we, too, now dwell in the shadow of a 
decadent age. The sons of the Republic grow up without fathers. The schools preach rights 
without responsibility. The churches confuse grace with indulgence. The markets reward 
vice, and the state penalizes virtue. It is no longer fashionable to speak of discipline, 
masculinity, or dominion. And in this vacuum, disorder multiplies. 

What then must we do? 

We must return—not to Roosevelt’s age, but to the ancient truths he exemplified. We must 
remember that dominion is the inheritance of those who train themselves under the 
lordship of Christ. We must teach our boys to become men who protect the weak, guard 
the sacred, and fight for righteousness. We must expect more of our leaders—not that they 
be charming, but that they be chaste; not that they be marketable, but that they be 
immovable. We must reject the culture of weakness that says “do what feels good,” and 
instead build a culture of kingship that says, “do what is right.” 

This transformation will not happen by mere politics. It will happen by example. One 
family, one father, one friend, one mentor at a time. It will happen when pastors stop 
entertaining and start equipping. When teachers stop parroting and start imparting. 
When young men stop drifting and start disciplining. When those who have been hiding in 
silence step forward to lead—not with slogans, but with scars. 
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Roosevelt lived in a world where greatness was expected. We live in a world where 
mediocrity is celebrated. But in Christ, and through the covenant we make with God and 
one another, we may reverse this order. We may once again teach a generation to walk tall 
not because of ego, but because they kneel before the throne of Heaven. 

Discipline is not cruelty. It is care. Dominion is not conquest. It is covenant. These are not 
merely Roosevelt’s principles—they are the principles of our King. And in restoring them, 
we restore not only the Republic, but the soul of man itself. 

To build again a Republic that reveres discipline, we must first recognize that the loss of it 
is not accidental—it is engineered. Modern systems are structured to make men soft, 
families fragile, and virtue suspect. The educational establishment teaches that all 
hierarchies are oppressive. The media celebrates rebellion and mocks righteousness. Even 
within churches, a new gospel of comfort has replaced the call to carry one’s cross. And 
where discipline is absent, dominion becomes impossible. 

This, Roosevelt understood with prophetic clarity. He saw that civilization depends not 
merely on laws or resources, but on the character of the citizen. A people who cannot 
govern themselves cannot remain free. A man who cannot say “no” to himself will one day 
submit to a tyrant. The untrained soul becomes a liability to liberty. Thus, Roosevelt 
warned not only against foreign threats, but against the internal erosion of will. 

Yet he did not bemoan this condition with despair. He responded with action. He launched 
programs to toughen the youth, pushed for national service, fought corruption in business 
and politics, and insisted that public morality mattered just as much as private ambition. 
His life was a model of the strenuous life—not as an aesthetic, but as a theology of 
stewardship. Every muscle, every dollar, every moment was to be cultivated in obedience 
to a greater calling. 

This view aligns not with Darwin, as some mischaracterize Roosevelt, but with the Apostle 
Paul. “I discipline my body and keep it under control,” Paul wrote, “lest after preaching to 
others I myself should be disqualified.” (1 Corinthians 9:27). The dominion of a man 
begins with the mastery of his appetites. Only then can he be trusted to lead others. 
Roosevelt embodied this ethos. He was not perfect, but he was principled. He failed at 
times, but he never fled from duty. 

And herein lies the crisis of our own hour. Too many in public life today are leaders in 
title, but infants in soul. They seek power, but despise the price. They crave recognition, 
but recoil from refinement. They talk of liberty, but live in bondage to lust, greed, and fear. 
They champion “rights,” but ignore righteousness. This is not merely moral weakness. It is a 
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national security threat. A republic without virtue is a republic without walls. The enemy 
does not need to storm our shores if he already owns our appetites. 

So we must return to the ancient pathway. We must preach again the necessity of struggle. 
Not struggle for struggle’s sake, but for sanctification. Not hardship for vanity, but for 
holiness. Our sons must be taught to endure. Our daughters must be taught to discern. 
Our churches must be schools of strength, not sanctuaries of sentimentality. Our politics 
must be the fruit of formation, not the playground of performance. 

Roosevelt saw the coming storm. And though he could not stop every wave, he left us the 
oars with which to row. The discipline he championed was not merely about 
war-readiness—it was about soul-readiness. For he knew what Christ taught: “He who is 
faithful with little will be entrusted with much.” And if we cannot rule ourselves, we cannot 
rule a nation. If we cannot kneel before God, we will kneel before men. 

In the American Covenant Party, we do not call men to run for office unless they have first 
run from sin. We do not appoint leaders unless they have first led their own households 
well. We do not trust those who will not weep before they wield. For the measure of a man 
is not his magnetism, but his mastery. Not his platform, but his pattern of obedience. 

Theodore Roosevelt’s dominion through discipline was not an accident of personality. It 
was the fruit of consecration. And it must be our standard once again. 

The regeneration of a republic must therefore begin not with elections, but with examples. 
It is not policies that make a people noble; it is patterns of character embedded in daily 
life, in unseen choices, in the crucible of hardship. And no amount of institutional reform 
can substitute for what Roosevelt insisted upon: the forging of men who are inwardly 
governed. 

Discipline is the chisel with which God sculpts the soul. Without it, talent becomes 
tyranny, freedom decays into license, and civilization collapses into chaos. Theodore 
Roosevelt knew this instinctively. Raised with affliction in his lungs, he disciplined his 
body into robustness. Scarred by grief, he disciplined his emotions into service. Distracted 
by ambition, he disciplined his will into purpose. In this, he mirrored the great saints and 
soldiers of Scripture, who were not chosen for their ease, but their endurance. 

Consider Moses, raised in Pharaoh’s house but disciplined by wilderness. David, anointed 
young but trained by lions and Goliaths. Christ Himself, though sinless, endured the 
disciplines of prayer, fasting, silence, and sacrifice. Roosevelt tapped into this ancient 
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current—of kings and prophets, of warriors and pilgrims—who understood that dominion 
without discipline leads only to destruction. 

And today, that destruction is all around us. Our public square is filled with leaders who 
have never been led, who rule without reverence, who speak without self-control. Our 
media rewards outrage over order. Our universities produce activists but not ascetics. 
Our entertainment mocks restraint and deifies indulgence. We have become a culture 
allergic to the very thing that makes freedom sustainable: self-mastery. 

To honor Roosevelt is not to idolize a man, but to recover a mandate. His life points us to a 
principle that the ancients held dear: virtus—virtue as strength. Not merely the strength to 
overcome others, but to overcome oneself. And not strength in isolation, but strength 
ordered toward the common good. This was the Roman ideal. It was the Hebrew ideal. It is 
the Christian ideal. 

Roosevelt’s era demanded physical courage. Ours demands moral courage. His age faced 
the untamed frontier; ours faces the collapse of civilization. And yet the same call rings 
out: who will rise to rule themselves so they might restore the land? 

The American Covenant Party believes that dominion begins in the inner man. No policy 
platform can succeed unless undergirded by lives formed in fire. Therefore, we do not 
merely campaign for votes; we commission lives. We do not just raise up candidates; we 
raise up disciples. Because we believe what Roosevelt proved: that a man formed in 
discipline becomes a nation’s foundation stone. 

Let us then rebuild the republic not on slogans, but on sanctification. Let us train our 
bodies, not for vanity, but for valor. Let us teach our children not that life should be easy, 
but that meaning is found in mastery. Let our homes be places of holy order. Let our 
churches preach again the necessity of repentance. Let our schools cultivate moral 
endurance alongside academic excellence. 

For the battle ahead will not be won by the loud, but by the loyal. Not by the comfortable, 
but by the consecrated. Not by those who merely desire change, but by those who have 
become the change through discipline. 

Theodore Roosevelt left us no blueprint, but he left us a battle cry: “Get action. Do things. 
Be sane. Don’t fritter away your time.” Let us answer that cry not with noise, but with 
nobility. Not with pretense, but with perseverance. For through discipline, we reclaim 
dominion—not only over a nation, but over ourselves. 
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To exercise dominion through discipline is not simply to model a noble character; it is to 
participate in the divine order itself. Discipline is not punishment—it is preparation. In 
Scripture, discipline is the method by which God demonstrates His love: “For whom the 
Lord loves He disciplines, and He scourges every son whom He receives” (Hebrews 12:6). 
This is not cruelty, but craftsmanship. It is the loving severity of a Father who shapes His 
sons for service. And this, more than any political philosophy or party apparatus, is the 
heart of Christian statesmanship. 

Theodore Roosevelt, though far from perfect, understood this. He believed the task of a 
leader was not merely to win votes, but to embody virtue. In a time when American 
masculinity was being softened by industrial comfort, Roosevelt revived the archetype of 
the strenuous life—not as a mere aesthetic, but as a doctrine of civic theology. His 
self-discipline was not limited to the gymnasium or battlefield, but was manifest in his 
schedule, his habits, his decisions, and his moral courage. 

He believed deeply in the moral obligation of the strong to protect the weak. His campaign 
against corporate corruption, his defense of national parks, his championing of the 
common worker—these were not policies born of populism, but of principle. He believed 
that character was the highest national security. And where character decayed, no 
military, no economy, no law could preserve liberty. 

Contrast this with our present decay. Today we reward charisma and condemn 
conviction. We select leaders for their ability to entertain rather than their capacity to 
endure. We glorify emotion and mock fortitude. The modern West is sick not merely with 
policy failure, but with moral anemia. It has grown allergic to sacrifice and resentful of 
restraint. In such a world, Roosevelt's legacy appears almost alien. But therein lies its 
power. 

The American Covenant Party does not look to Roosevelt as a nostalgic icon, but as a 
prophetic type. His life declares what must be recovered: the rugged path of discipline that 
alone leads to dominion. For dominion is not mere control—it is ordered stewardship. It is 
the authority that flows from alignment with eternal law. It is the mastery of one’s 
appetites, so that one may govern justly, love rightly, and live freely. 

This is why, for the ACP, discipline is not optional—it is essential. In our vision, every 
leader must first be a servant, every official first a father, every authority first an 
altar-builder. We do not believe America will be saved by those who seize power, but by 
those who surrender themselves to the disciplines of Christ. The man who cannot rule 
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himself is unfit to rule a city. The man who cannot fast in private is not fit to feast in 
public office. The man who evades correction is a danger to the Constitution. 

We envision a generation like Roosevelt—bold, grounded, and sacrificial—emerging not 
from privilege, but from purpose. These will be men and women who rise early, speak 
truth, honor their word, endure hardship, and weep in prayer. They will not be celebrated 
by the world, but they will be remembered by heaven. And through their disciplined lives, 
cities will be restored, laws will be sanctified, and nations will be reborn. 

Discipline is the seedbed of civilization. The fall of empires is preceded by the rise of 
indulgence. The rise of empires is preceded by the return of temperance. We choose 
temperance. We choose to be made whole through hardship, that we may be made worthy 
of stewardship. 

And thus, we declare with joy—not dread—that the way forward is narrow. That the path to 
national dominion runs through personal sanctification. That Theodore Roosevelt was not 
merely a man of action, but a man under authority. And that the new Republic, if it shall 
live, must be led by those who have crucified their flesh and been made disciplined vessels 
of divine dominion. 

Let us now envision the future—not as an abstraction, but as a moral imperative birthed 
through discipline. What will a nation governed by the disciplined look like? What shall 
rise from the ruin of decadence if the people of God once again live as Roosevelt lived, not 
in the flesh, but in the Spirit? 

First, we will see the rebirth of a true aristocracy—not of wealth or blood, but of virtue. A 
leadership class who fears God, not man. Who prepares in secret what they practice in 
public. These leaders will not rely on handlers and image consultants. Their strength will 
not be contrived by branding or bolstered by polls, but confirmed by the fruit of their 
lives: order, peace, stability, and truth. They will not be seduced by applause, nor broken 
by slander. Their measure will be righteousness, and their aim will be restoration. 

Second, our civic institutions will be purified. From police departments to public schools, 
from courtrooms to council chambers, the aroma of discipline will drive out the rot of 
disorder. Citizens will no longer be ruled by bureaucracy, but governed by covenant. 
Education will be reoriented from indoctrination to formation. The young will be trained 
in mind and body to love wisdom, to seek truth, to cultivate restraint, and to serve with 
joy. There will be no separation between excellence and morality, because the disciplined 
life will be recognized as the only path to greatness. 
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Third, the home will be sanctified again. For there can be no nation without families, and 
no families without fathers and mothers who discipline themselves for love’s sake. Men 
will take up the cross of fatherhood with strength and tenderness, leading their homes as 
priests and providers. Women will walk in the majesty of motherhood, esteemed not by 
feminist rebellion, but by divine commission. Children will once again rise and call their 
parents blessed—not because of luxury, but because of the disciplined love that surrounded 
their upbringing. 

Fourth, the Church will cease to be an entertainment center and return to being a furnace. 
Pastors will be re-forged into prophets. Congregations will be trained for war, not 
passivity. Fasting, prayer, confession, repentance, silence, reverence, and community will 
replace fog machines and shallow sermons. The disciplines of the saints will return, and 
with them, the authority to cast out demons, to break generational bondage, and to stand 
in the public square without fear. The Church will no longer mimic the world. It will 
master itself so it can transform the world. 

Fifth and finally, the state will be restrained. For a nation of the disciplined does not 
require the heavy hand of tyranny. Self-governance begins with self-control. The more 
virtuous the citizenry, the less invasive the state. Roosevelt himself believed that liberty 
and order were inseparable—not by coercion, but by character. When the people are 
prepared by discipline, they do not need endless laws—they need space to flourish. 

This is not a utopia. It is a vision of restoration. It is the promise that discipline—though it 
begins in pain—yields the fruit of peace. And when practiced by a remnant, it becomes the 
scaffolding of resurrection for an entire nation. 

Theodore Roosevelt, in his final days, warned of softness. He saw the poison of ease 
already seeping into the marrow of America. But he also believed that renewal was 
possible. That a new generation, trained in the old virtues, could rise again and keep the 
Republic. That through discipline, the image of God in man could be sharpened, and 
through dominion, the will of God in nations could be made visible. 

And so we now stand—on the other side of collapse, with the burden of restoration. We 
must forge not only policy, but people. Not only laws, but lives. Not only institutions, but 
inner fortitude. 

Let the American Covenant Party be a furnace for such men and women. Let it birth a 
class of leaders, not in ease, but in effort—not in flattery, but in formation. And let the 
Republic behold the return of a forgotten strength: the strength of the disciplined. 
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This is our task. This is our path. This is our charge. 

And through it, we shall reclaim dominion—not by force, but by faithfulness. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essay XVI: A Torch in the Nuclear Age 
John F. Kennedy and the Burden of Courageous Leadership in an Age of Annihilation 

There are few torches passed in the history of man that did not burn the hand of the one 
who received it. Yet none in modern memory blazed with the weight of such apocalyptic 
consequence as the presidency of John Fitzgerald Kennedy. He was not merely handed a 
baton of leadership. He was entrusted with the stewardship of survival in an age where 
man had learned to split the atom but had forgotten how to hold his own soul together. 

Kennedy’s time was brief—less than three years—and yet within those years, the entire 
world teetered on the brink of annihilation. The Cold War had matured into a global 
chessboard of paranoia, with two nuclear superpowers staring each other down over 
trembling buttons. The missile was the new sword; the satellite, the new throne. The old 
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rules of war no longer applied. The only victory now was not in conquest, but in restraint. 
And in this terrifying new calculus, Kennedy stood alone as the youngest elected President 
of the United States—an heir of Irish immigrants, a wounded veteran, and a Catholic in a 
Protestant empire. 

He entered office not merely as a politician, but as a symbol. He embodied a strange 
contradiction that would define his tenure: a glamorous optimism laced with apocalyptic 
gravity. His speeches inspired hope, but his briefings bred dread. He stood tall before the 
world with poise, and yet behind closed doors, he trembled with the knowledge of how 
close humanity stood to its own engineered extinction. 

In such a world, leadership was no longer ceremonial. It was existential. 

The 1962 Cuban Missile Crisis was the crucible. For thirteen days, the very breath of the 
world seemed suspended. The Soviet Union had installed nuclear weapons on the island of 
Cuba—a mere 90 miles from the American coast—and the Pentagon, eager for dominance, 
pressed Kennedy toward a full-scale invasion. But Kennedy, trained in history and 
tempered by war, saw what others missed: that one wrong move could mean not victory, 
but vaporization. 

He did not panic. He did not posture. He listened. He prayed. He bought time. He wrote 
letters to Khrushchev. He used backchannels. He stalled the hawks. And in the end, it was 
his restraint—not his aggression—that saved the world. 

Herein lies the first lesson: in the nuclear age, the true leader is not the one who strikes 
first, but the one who can absorb pressure without unleashing horror. In an era of total 
war, the statesman must possess not only intellect, but moral imagination. He must 
envision not only what is possible, but what must be prevented. And he must be willing to 
be hated for preserving peace when others cry for vengeance. 

Kennedy bore that burden. But he did more than survive it—he transformed it into vision. 

The same man who had faced annihilation called for a world of peace through strength, 
and liberty through sacrifice. He did not believe that freedom and safety were 
incompatible. Rather, he believed that courage—true courage—was the synthesis. In his 
famous inaugural address, Kennedy called a generation to rise: “Ask not what your 
country can do for you, ask what you can do for your country.” These were not mere 
words. They were a summons to civic virtue, national service, and the shared destiny of 
mankind. 
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But beneath the eloquence lay something deeper—a theology of history. Kennedy believed 
that the American experiment was not merely political. It was spiritual. He believed that 
mankind was not doomed to destruction, nor enslaved to fate. He believed, with his 
Catholic heritage echoing behind him, that man was made in the image of God and that 
history, though perilous, was not without purpose. That we were stewards, not gods. 

And that belief shaped how he governed. 

As we continue, we will explore how Kennedy’s vision confronted the forces of 
technocracy, secularism, and empire. We will see how his courage was not simply 
personal, but prophetic. And we will ask the vital question: what does it mean to carry the 
torch now? 

For the world he feared has come. The crises he delayed have returned. And the Republic 
he loved now stumbles under the weight of forgetting what it means to be free. 

But perhaps… the torch still burns. 

Kennedy was not a theologian, but he was a man steeped in the traditions of moral 
gravity. He did not speak the language of fire and brimstone, but his vision bore the 
unmistakable imprint of divine accountability. In every line he delivered publicly and 
every quiet decision made behind the Resolute Desk, there was a recurring question—a 
spiritual one, if not overtly stated: What kind of world will we leave behind, and who will 
answer for it? 

This question defined his pursuit of peace. It was not the peace of passivity or the pacifism 
of denial, but what he called a “practical peace,” forged in the furnace of realism and 
humility. In his 1963 commencement address at American University—perhaps his most 
profound—Kennedy called for a “reexamination of our attitude toward peace itself.” He 
urged Americans not to demonize their enemies, not to caricature the Soviet people, and 
not to despair of the human condition. “For in the final analysis,” he declared, “our most 
basic common link is that we all inhabit this small planet. We all breathe the same air. We 
all cherish our children’s future. And we are all mortal.” 

That statement was revolutionary. 

It pierced through decades of war rhetoric, shattered the binary of good and evil, and 
returned the conversation to the heart of man. It called for empathy without naiveté, for 
courage without cruelty. In a world increasingly run by machines—be they missiles or 
media empires—Kennedy returned to the moral center: human dignity under God. 
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This emphasis on shared mortality, on the reality that even presidents and generals are 
dust, was not a sign of weakness. It was the ultimate proof of his strength. For in an age 
intoxicated with power, Kennedy reminded the world that the highest office is still under 
judgment—that presidents die, but the consequences of their decisions often live far longer 
than their bodies. 

Such perspective was rare. And it is even rarer now. 

Today, we live in a time that has surpassed the Cold War in complexity. The weapons have 
multiplied. The algorithms have replaced pilots. The global chessboard has morphed into a 
quantum battlefield. The world of Kennedy, with all its existential anxiety, now seems 
almost innocent in comparison. But the principle remains: the survival of civilization 
depends not on the abundance of its weapons, but on the wisdom of its leaders. 

Kennedy possessed that wisdom—not in perfection, but in disposition. He listened more 
than he threatened. He resisted pressure from his own military advisors when they sought 
to escalate. He turned to his brother Robert and to trusted confidants not for political 
advantage, but for conscience. He was willing to risk his own political capital, even his life, 
to prevent catastrophe. 

And that is precisely what he did. 

The months following the Cuban Missile Crisis were filled with reflection. Kennedy had 
stared into the abyss and had returned, but not unchanged. He was chastened. He was 
sobered. And increasingly, he was isolated. The intelligence community grew wary of his 
restraint. The Pentagon viewed him as too conciliatory. The military-industrial complex, 
warned against by Eisenhower, began to see in Kennedy a threat—not to the nation, but to 
its profits and programs. 

He was a man with too much conscience in a machine built for control. 

It is here that we begin to see the tragic arc of his story. For Kennedy, like Lincoln before 
him, had crossed an invisible line. He had become dangerous not to the people, but to the 
powers. And history has a name for such men: martyrs. 

In resisting war, in questioning intelligence, in reaching across the divide with reason 
rather than rage, Kennedy unknowingly wrote his own death sentence. The very qualities 
that made him a torchbearer became, in the end, the reason that torch had to be 
extinguished—at least in the eyes of the world’s hidden rulers. 

But it was not extinguished. Not truly. 
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It passed—bloody and shattered—into the hands of a generation not yet born. 

The torch Kennedy carried was not one of mere charisma, though he had plenty. It was 
not simply the torch of youth or beauty or eloquence—those things fade. What he bore, in 
truth, was the sacred fire of moral responsibility in an immoral age. And when that fire 
was struck down in Dallas, it scattered—not into ash, but into embers. And those embers 
are still glowing in the hearts of the righteous who remember what statesmanship looks like 
when it is clothed in both vision and restraint. 

What separated Kennedy from so many leaders of his time—and ours—was not merely his 
ability to inspire, but his ability to govern with self-restraint. In the realm of political 
power, this virtue is rare. The appetite for dominance, for unilateral decision, for glory at 
any cost—these temptations devour many men. But Kennedy believed, profoundly, that the 
highest office demanded not indulgence but discipline. Not impulse, but insight. Not a 
crown, but a cross. 

This philosophy was evident in his handling of the Bay of Pigs fiasco. After the failed 
invasion, Kennedy did not deflect blame or scapegoat the CIA alone. He owned the 
mistake. “Victory has a hundred fathers,” he said, “and defeat is an orphan.” In that 
moment, America saw something extraordinary—a president who refused to abandon the 
truth even when it embarrassed him. In doing so, he gained more trust than any temporary 
victory could have provided. His humility in failure gave him credibility in crisis. 

This trust would become crucial during the Cuban Missile Crisis. In those thirteen days, 
Kennedy modeled what leadership looks like when faith and reason are fused. He faced 
immense pressure—from military chiefs, from advisers, from the American public—to strike 
hard and strike fast. But he knew that a single miscalculation could mean the end of the 
human story. Instead of reacting, he listened. Instead of posturing, he pondered. He 
opened backchannel communications. He explored every peaceful alternative before ever 
considering war. 

And in the end, peace prevailed. 

But only because one man, standing at the epicenter of global anxiety, chose patience over 
pride. Chose the survival of mankind over the satisfaction of his own hawks. Chose the 
long view of history over the short gain of approval. This is what statesmanship is: the 
courage to be hated now for the sake of being right later. The wisdom to let history 
vindicate what the mobs of the moment will never understand. 
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Kennedy's theology, though implicit, was rooted in this same ethic. He believed in a higher 
moral order—one that would not excuse America simply because of its wealth or 
weaponry. “For of those to whom much is given, much is required,” he said, echoing the 
Gospel of Luke. He knew that America’s greatness must be proven not by its arsenals, but 
by its integrity. Not by the strength of its fists, but by the purity of its conscience. 

This belief made him a prophet in a suit. 

And like all prophets, he was without honor in his own time. His efforts to end the Cold 
War through diplomacy, to expose the corruption within his own intelligence networks, to 
restrain the military-industrial complex—these were not welcomed. They were feared. For 
when a leader walks in righteousness, he becomes an indictment to those who feed on 
compromise. When a leader seeks truth, the liars tremble. 

It is no coincidence that the age of Kennedy marked the last moment when America’s 
idealism and realism were held together in fragile unity. After his assassination, the 
cynicism came. The veil was torn, not in hope, but in horror. Vietnam. Watergate. 
Iran-Contra. Endless wars. Corruption normalized. The office hollowed out. The republic 
slowly traded its soul for security, its dignity for data, its vision for a vacuum. 

And so the torch Kennedy carried did not die. It was dropped. Dropped in the dust of 
Dealey Plaza. Dropped by a nation that could not decide whether it wanted prophets or 
puppets. Dropped by a system that feared reformation more than ruin. 

But that torch still burns. 

It burns not in the halls of Congress, but in the hearts of the faithful. Not in the 
boardrooms of Washington, but in the quiet rooms of revival. Not in the strategy of 
politicians, but in the prayers of mothers. Not in the machinations of elites, but in the 
courage of the next generation—those who still believe that righteousness exalts a nation. 

Kennedy's legacy, then, is not one of failure. It is unfinished victory. A call to the remnant 
to pick up the torch—not to relive the past, but to redeem the future. 

The nuclear age has now given way to the digital one, and yet the danger is the same: Will 
we be ruled by fear, or will we lead with faith? Will we react like beasts, or will we rise like 
men? Will we worship the machine, or will we return to the Maker? 

These are the questions of our time. And they are the questions Kennedy left us to answer. 

If we are to understand the prophetic relevance of John F. Kennedy’s leadership, it must be 
through the lens of righteous resistance to systemic decay. In the shadows of Washington, 
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unseen hands had long moved the gears of government. Bureaucracies beyond the reach of 
voters—the intelligence agencies, war planners, private contractors, foreign lobbyists—had 
grown confident in their immunity from scrutiny. Kennedy, in challenging these powers, 
did something almost unprecedented in American executive history: he sought to govern 
not just the people, but the government itself. 

This is the distinguishing mark of righteous rule. 

For too long, presidents had operated within the system’s confines. But Kennedy began to 
question the very assumptions of that system. He questioned why America needed 
perpetual war to maintain its economy. He questioned the secrecy that shielded 
intelligence operations from accountability. He questioned the influence of monopolies 
and media empires over democratic discourse. He questioned the automatic assumption 
that the United States was always right simply because it possessed might. 

Such questioning, in an era of conformity, was dangerous. It made Kennedy appear 
unpredictable to those who preferred control. But to the common man, it made him 
noble—perhaps the last president to sound like a citizen and not a product. He did not 
believe the office of the presidency existed to manage decline or secure the status quo. He 
believed it existed to inspire moral courage, to uplift civilization, and to resist the silent 
forces of tyranny that now manifest not in uniforms but in policies, not in swords but in 
silence. 

His desire to de-escalate tensions with the Soviet Union and to normalize relations with 
Cuba alarmed many within the establishment. He began to reassert control over the 
Federal Reserve’s monetary printing power by issuing Executive Order 11110—a move that 
some believe hastened his end. He ordered the withdrawal of troops from Vietnam—a war 
later escalated by his successors. And he called, with increasing clarity, for a new world 
not built on fear, but on cooperation rooted in shared dignity. 

These acts did not make him a globalist, as some revisionists would claim. They made him 
a moral realist. Kennedy did not deny the existence of evil—he had fought against it in 
World War II—but he refused to believe that evil could be conquered by becoming its 
mirror image. He believed that America must remain not only strong, but just. That she 
must not only lead, but serve. That she must not only speak loudly, but live humbly. 

In this, he echoed the biblical call of Micah 6:8: “He has shown you, O man, what is good. 
And what does the Lord require of you but to do justly, to love mercy, and to walk humbly 
with your God?” Kennedy, though not a theologian, embodied this ethic more than many 
who quote Scripture daily. 
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He knew that peace without justice was hollow. That diplomacy without strength was 
empty. And that power without restraint was poison. His faith, though private, guided him 
in public. In 1960, he spoke clearly: “I believe in an America where the separation of 
church and state is absolute,” he said—but what he meant was not the severing of morality 
from governance. He meant the preservation of religious liberty from state coercion. He 
did not seek to eliminate faith from politics, but to protect politics from becoming a new 
faith. 

It is this balance that modern leaders have lost. 

Today, we are ruled not by the fear of God, but by the fear of man. The modern American 
elite is not animated by conscience, but by calculation. They do not ask, “Is this right?” 
They ask, “Will this poll well?” They do not ponder justice; they measure advantage. They 
are disciples not of Lincoln or Kennedy, but of Machiavelli and Marx. The result is the 
slow erosion of the republic’s soul—an erosion Kennedy tried to halt with the force of 
vision and voice. 

The torch he bore was one that demanded he speak to that erosion. He knew that freedom 
could not survive in a culture of apathy, that democracy was fragile without virtue. “The 
rights of man come not from the generosity of the state,” he declared, “but from the hand of 
God.” That sentence alone, in our current age, would be enough to have him canceled by 
corporate boards and media networks alike. But in that moment, he spoke not just to his 
time—but to ours. 

Kennedy believed that America was still redeemable. He believed that men and women, 
animated by principle and willing to sacrifice, could still bend history toward justice. He 
believed that the presidency was not a throne, but a trust. And he carried that trust with 
uncommon dignity—even to the grave. 

Today, we who live in the aftermath must decide: will we be worthy heirs of that trust? 

Will we carry the torch he left behind—not as a relic of nostalgia, but as a mandate for 
restoration? Will we stand against the same powers that feared him? Will we once again 
place conscience above convenience, courage above careerism, conviction above 
compliance? 

These are the questions of the American Covenant. And Kennedy, though dead, still poses 
them to us. 

If there is a singular moral vision that permeated Kennedy’s presidency, it was the 
insistence that leadership must serve the governed rather than exploit them. This 
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fundamental inversion of the modern political model—wherein the people often serve the 
ambitions of the elite—was not merely rhetorical for Kennedy; it was lived. His speeches 
were not campaign slogans, but theological meditations on civic duty. His policies, though 
pragmatic, aimed toward a moral end. He did not view government as a technocratic 
apparatus for managing human activity, but as an organic extension of the people’s will to 
be free and good. 

Consider the foundations of his inaugural address, where Kennedy articulated the great 
paradox of American freedom: that it exists not for comfort, but for sacrifice. “Ask not 
what your country can do for you—ask what you can do for your country.” This was no 
mere call to service. It was a summons to consecration. In that sentence, he resurrected the 
civic virtue of the ancients, the Pauline doctrine of laying one’s life down for another, and 
the American revolutionary principle that liberty is sustained not by entitlement but by 
engagement. 

It is here that Kennedy’s leadership ascended to its highest form—not as an administrator 
of policies, but as a moral architect of the national soul. In an age obsessed with utility, he 
spoke of destiny. In a time growing cynical, he dared to inspire. And in an era of 
unprecedented technological power, he warned that man must not lose his sense of the 
eternal. “Man holds in his mortal hands the power to abolish all forms of human poverty 
and all forms of human life,” he declared—thus binding the promise and peril of progress in 
a single sentence. 

That line alone places Kennedy in the company of prophetic statesmen—those rare leaders 
who grasp both the threat of the sword and the meaning of the cross. The atomic age did 
not merely bring new weapons; it brought new responsibilities. And Kennedy understood 
that the challenge was not only scientific or strategic, but spiritual. Could mankind 
restrain himself? Could nations see each other not only as rivals, but as fellow bearers of 
divine image? Could America, in particular, wield its power with wisdom instead of pride? 

To these questions, Kennedy’s answer was a hesitant but hopeful yes. 

But he also knew that such restraint must be taught. It must be instilled. It must be modeled 
from the top. And so, rather than puffing up national ego with boasts of American 
exceptionalism, he consistently grounded our power in responsibility. He did not speak of 
conquest, but of stewardship. He believed that American greatness was not self-evident, 
but conditional—contingent upon our righteousness, our courage, and our submission to 
divine law. 
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This was not the Kennedy often remembered by modern secular historians. It is not the 
playboy, the pragmatist, or the progressive hero of posthumous mythology. This was the 
Kennedy who read the Psalms before bed. The Kennedy who requested a priest at his 
deathbed. The Kennedy who, for all his faults, understood that the kingdom of man would 
never stand unless it honored the King of Kings. 

In truth, this insight separated him from many of his contemporaries. For while others 
chased the illusions of technocratic utopia or communist equality or capitalist excess, 
Kennedy glimpsed a different road: one in which power was bounded by principle, in 
which progress was guided by prayer, and in which the American republic was judged not 
merely by its military or markets, but by the condition of its soul. 

That is why his speeches still stir us. That is why his death still haunts us. Because deep 
down, we know what we lost. 

And if we are honest, we also know what we must recover. 

We must recover the courage to speak truths that offend the powerful. We must recover 
the vision that binds politics to virtue. We must recover the understanding that freedom is 
not the absence of restraint, but the presence of righteous order. We must recover the belief 
that man is not merely an economic unit or a political pawn, but an eternal soul, 
accountable to God and made for higher things. 

This recovery will not be easy. But Kennedy’s life reminds us that it is possible. 

For though he was a flawed man—as all men are—he fought the darkness. He bore the 
weight of the world’s fear and refused to let it make him cruel. He walked through the 
valley of nuclear death and did not succumb to madness. He saw the machine of modern 
government and tried to make it serve the people again. And he paid the price for such 
integrity—not just with his career, but with his life. 

He did not run from the cross. And so we must not run from ours. 

The assassination of John F. Kennedy was not merely the murder of a man. It was, in a 
tragic sense, the crucifixion of a national spirit—one that dared to imagine a future not 
built on domination, but on dignity. His death marked a rupture in the American psyche, 
a tear in the fabric of our hope. It was as though the Republic itself gasped at the 
realization that vision and virtue may not be enough to protect a good man from the 
machinations of the wicked. The bright dawn of his presidency dimmed in an instant, and 
with it, the belief that leadership could be both powerful and principled. 
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In the years that followed, suspicion replaced trust. Bureaucracy swallowed imagination. 
And the torch Kennedy held aloft seemed to fall into a mire of cynicism, corruption, and 
control. But let us be clear: that torch was not extinguished. It was simply dropped. And it 
remains where he left it, waiting for those with the courage to pick it up again. 

What Kennedy understood—and what we must again understand—is that statesmanship is 
not merely about governing systems. It is about shepherding souls. He governed as one 
aware that every decision echoed beyond the policy room, shaping the hearts of men and 
the destiny of nations. This is what made him dangerous to the entrenched powers. He did 
not merely adjust the gears of the machine—he questioned the machine’s very purpose. 

He asked whether our military alliances served justice, not just security. He challenged the 
Federal Reserve and its opaque grip on monetary policy. He called out secret societies and 
the shadowy entanglements of intelligence agencies and private interests. He threatened, in 
effect, to bring the unseen into the light. And for that, he was silenced. 

But truth is not buried so easily. For what Kennedy stood for—the moral awakening of 
power, the union of courage and conscience—cannot be erased by a bullet or a cover-up. It 
is an eternal flame, woven into the moral law that governs all things. And so long as there 
are men and women who still believe in truth, who still pray for wisdom, and who still act 
with honor despite the cost, then Kennedy’s mission remains alive. 

This is the task now entrusted to the Fifth Pillar. Not to worship the man, but to fulfill the 
mission. Not to canonize Camelot, but to redeem the Republic. 

The Fifth Pillar must proclaim once more that politics is not a profession for cowards or 
charlatans, but a vocation for the virtuous. It must call forth leaders who, like Kennedy, 
are willing to look the apocalypse in the eye and choose peace. Who can speak to both the 
poorest farmer and the most powerful general with equal dignity. Who fear God more 
than death, and love truth more than approval. 

And it must teach the people once again how to demand such leadership. 

For we cannot have Kennedys without a citizenry capable of recognizing them. The 
spiritual degradation of the nation did not begin with corrupt leaders—it began with 
complacent followers. When the people abandon virtue, they elect villains. But when they 
repent and return to righteousness, they summon heroes. 

This is the great truth that the American Covenant Party must carry into the future: that 
the nation will rise only as high as its soul. That policy without principle is poison. That 
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power without purity is peril. And that any republic, no matter how strong its military or 
vast its wealth, will crumble if it forgets who it is under God. 

Kennedy did not forget. And we must not either. 

In remembering him rightly—not as a political icon, but as a servant of truth—we recover a 
standard. Not perfection, but direction. Not nostalgia, but responsibility. 

We light again the torch. We carry it forward not in our name, but in His. Not to conquer, 
but to redeem. Not for glory, but for love. 

To understand the enduring significance of John F. Kennedy’s leadership, one must peer 
into the deeper battle he was waging—not merely between nations, but between narratives. 
The Cold War, though wreathed in the rhetoric of military buildup and ideological 
containment, was fundamentally a spiritual war. It was a war of worldviews: atheistic 
materialism versus the belief in man as a moral being created in the image of God. 
Kennedy, though not always overtly theological in his expressions, consistently aligned 
himself with the latter vision. 

He believed that freedom was not just the absence of tyranny, but the presence of moral 
responsibility. In his address at the University of Washington in 1961, Kennedy warned 
that “liberty without learning is always in peril, and learning without liberty is always in 
vain.” Here he recognized the necessary marriage of freedom and truth. Education must be 
rooted in virtue. Liberty must be guided by conscience. Without both, even the most 
advanced society collapses into barbarism disguised as progress. 

This vision runs counter to the technocratic impulses of our current age. Today’s leaders 
seek control through algorithms, surveillance, and economic coercion. They appeal to 
efficiency and safety while sacrificing freedom and dignity. Kennedy understood that 
leadership required more than data—it required discernment. He saw that a civilization 
could not be engineered like a machine; it must be cultivated like a garden, tended with 
care, wisdom, and moral clarity. 

He was not perfect. He was a man with flaws and contradictions, as every leader is. But in 
the hour of testing, he chose the harder path. When presented with the pressure of military 
escalation, he chose de-escalation. When faced with deep state entanglements, he called 
for transparency. When the world trembled at the brink of mutual annihilation, he spoke 
of peace—not as a naïve dream, but as a strategic necessity grounded in moral courage. 

And herein lies the lesson for us. 
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We are again at the edge of catastrophe—though the weapons may be digital rather than 
nuclear, and the agents of chaos may wear lab coats instead of military uniforms. The 
threats are no less real, and the stakes no less grave. Our generation must answer the same 
question Kennedy did: Will we govern with fear, or will we lead with faith? 

The answer cannot come from institutions alone. It must come from a reborn people—a 
people who remember what it means to be free, and why it matters to remain good. 

The American Covenant Party must therefore not merely seek political victory, but moral 
revival. It must train a new kind of leader—not in the arts of manipulation or compromise, 
but in the disciplines of virtue, prayer, wisdom, and courage. These are not relics of a 
bygone era. They are the only foundation upon which lasting freedom can be built. 

In our schools, we must once again teach history not as propaganda, but as providence. 
We must show young men and women that greatness is not found in comfort, but in 
sacrifice. That the highest calling is not to be liked, but to be just. That the life of the 
Republic depends not on what happens in Washington alone, but on what happens in 
every heart, home, and house of worship. 

Kennedy’s vision, then, becomes a mirror. It reveals both how far we have fallen, and how 
high we may yet rise. It reminds us that progress is not inevitable—it must be chosen. That 
peace is not passive—it must be fought for. And that the light of liberty, once lit, must be 
tended by each generation with trembling and awe. 

He once said, “The goal of education is the advancement of knowledge and the 
dissemination of truth.” Let that be our goal again—not only in our classrooms, but in our 
Congress, our pulpits, our town halls, and our families. Let it be said of us that in the 
darkest hour, we did not trade truth for convenience. We did not surrender our conscience 
for comfort. We did not fear the fire. We became the torch. 

In Kennedy’s final months, his speeches and directives hinted at a radical trajectory—one 
that would have shaken the established order and redefined America’s moral posture in 
the world. Consider his 1963 commencement address at American University, now 
remembered as the “Peace Speech.” With stunning clarity, he stated, “What kind of peace 
do I mean? What kind of peace do we seek? Not a Pax Americana enforced on the world 
by American weapons of war. Not the peace of the grave or the security of the slave. I am 
talking about genuine peace.” 

This was more than rhetoric. It was a turning. A renunciation of coercive empire. A vision 
of leadership not by domination, but by moral example. A refusal to accept the logic of 
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eternal hostility as the foundation of human civilization. And in expressing such a 
vision—publicly, prophetically—Kennedy became a threat to the permanent interests of 
power. 

There are many theories surrounding his assassination. But regardless of which theory 
one accepts, it is plain that he was advancing ideas that made him dangerous to the 
entrenched machinery of war, finance, and intelligence. He challenged the CIA. He 
questioned the Federal Reserve. He sought détente with the Soviet Union. He rejected the 
Vietnam War before it fully began. These are not the acts of a man content with the status 
quo—they are the steps of a man walking a different road altogether. 

A Christian vision of leadership requires this kind of audacity. It dares to believe that the 
way of the Cross is not weakness, but strength. That peace through righteousness is greater 
than peace through control. That human dignity cannot be bartered for security, and that 
the nations must one day beat their swords into plowshares—not because utopia is possible 
in man’s strength, but because God has ordained it. 

Kennedy, like Cyrus of old, may not have fully known the hand of God guiding his speech, 
but he bore a mantle of providence nonetheless. And like so many vessels of history—used 
for good yet not fully sanctified—his life teaches us to listen not only to the messenger, but 
to the moment. For even now, the Spirit is raising up leaders who will take up the torch 
where Kennedy laid it down—not in nostalgia, but in mission. 

The American Covenant Party is called to be such a torchbearer. Not merely for electoral 
victory, but for the moral redemption of a people. To proclaim that liberty without virtue 
is a lie, and that greatness without God is ruin. To lead with the strength of character, the 
vision of destiny, and the humility to repent where past leaders have fallen short. 

We must look at Kennedy not as a secular saint, but as a case study in what it means to 
govern in the valley of decision. He was surrounded by hawks and advisors who pressed 
for escalation. He was embedded in a system that preferred predictability over peace, 
inertia over imagination. And still, he chose vision. 

That is our call today. To stand against the pressures of conformity. To refuse the politics 
of vengeance. To restore the language of hope—not hollow optimism, but hope grounded in 
eternal things. In faith. In covenant. In the unshakable kingdom of God. 

The nuclear age has not ended. The weapons remain. But the greater danger now is not 
mushroom clouds—it is moral collapse. Technocracy without truth. Power without 
principle. Progress without purpose. It is a death of meaning, a euthanasia of the soul. 
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That is why the torch must not merely be carried—it must be rekindled. 

We are not at the end. We are at the threshold. 

The question remains: who among us will rise? 

The torch John F. Kennedy held forth was not merely one of diplomacy or domestic 
reform. It was the light of an America not yet realized—a moral republic grounded in 
conviction rather than conquest. He understood the dangers of unbridled militarism and 
the seductions of unchecked capitalism. But more profoundly, he understood the power of 
words, the necessity of courage, and the cost of vision. 

Kennedy never claimed perfection. He was a man with flaws, ambitions, and 
entanglements. But God has often used such men—not because of their sanctity, but 
because of their willingness to confront the moment history demands of them. In Kennedy, 
we see a man willing to risk his life for an idea. Not for power. Not for popularity. But for 
the belief that a better world was not only possible—but necessary. 

His death sealed that belief in blood. 

And though the world moved on—through the morass of Vietnam, the cynicism of 
Watergate, the economic tremors of globalization, and the soul-sapping age of 
surveillance—it has never ceased hungering for the kind of leadership that walks unafraid 
into fire. 

We are living in a time just as perilous as Kennedy’s. The shadows are longer, the stakes 
even higher. Artificial intelligence looms like a modern Babel. Bioengineering tempts us to 
remake man in the image of algorithm. The atom has not been forgotten. The Church has 
been scorned. The family redefined. And the state stands like a colossus, arms 
outstretched, beckoning for total trust. 

In such an hour, the torch must not pass to the pragmatist, the pundit, or the pollster. It 
must pass to the prophet. The statesman. The righteous remnant who fears God more than 
man and loves truth more than comfort. 

That is why the vision of the American Covenant Party is not partisan, but providential. It 
is not nostalgic for the past, but rooted in the eternal. We take up the mantle of Kennedy 
not because he was perfect, but because he pointed beyond himself. He summoned America 
to a higher calling. He demanded the best of our character. He taught us that the cost of 
leadership is borne in the crucible of courage. 
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The nuclear age has given way to the digital age. Yet both are haunted by the same specter: 
the human heart without God. Whether we annihilate ourselves with missiles or lose 
ourselves in machines, the crisis is the same—man disconnected from meaning, from 
covenant, from his Creator. 

Therefore, we must rise not merely with policies, but with principles. Not merely with 
candidates, but with consecration. We must be a party not only of ideas, but of 
intercession. A movement of revival, restoration, and national repentance. A torch lit not 
by man’s brilliance, but by Heaven’s flame. 

We do not ask for easy days ahead. We do not expect applause. But we know what we 
carry. We carry the light of liberty sanctified by righteousness. We carry the burden of 
history and the breath of prophecy. We carry the unfinished dreams of Washington, 
Lincoln, Roosevelt, and Kennedy—and the great commission to finish what they began. 

Let the world remember, as Kennedy once declared, that “here on earth, God’s work must 
truly be our own.” 

And let the heavens bear witness—that in our hour of testing, we did not flinch. 

We did not falter. 

We rose. 

 

 

 

 

Essay XVII: Christian Humanism and the Modern Republic​
 The Foundation of Dignity and Dominion 

In an age when humanity is being either deified through the idolatry of transhumanism or 
debased through the corrosion of moral relativism, it becomes imperative to recover the 
true and holy anthropology of man as revealed through the Gospel of Jesus Christ. 
“Christian humanism” is not a contradiction, nor is it a dilution of Christian doctrine to 
accommodate worldly values. Rather, it is the full acknowledgment that the Incarnation of 
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Jesus Christ dignified human nature, restored its sacred calling, and reestablished the 
dominion mandate in a world veiled by corruption and confusion. 

The modern republic, originally envisioned in the American experiment, was not conceived 
in a vacuum of secularism. The Founding Fathers—imperfect, but providentially 
used—grounded their vision in the immutable understanding that man was made in the 
image of God. This imago Dei was not merely a theological sentiment, but the cornerstone 
of liberty. Without the doctrine of man’s sacred worth, there is no reason to uphold 
human rights, self-governance, or moral law above the dictates of state or mob. 

Christian humanism is the synthesis of two great truths: the exaltation of man as God's 
image-bearer, and the humility of man as fallen and in need of redemption. It is in this 
tension that a righteous republic can be formed—one that calls forth virtue while 
restraining vice, that encourages aspiration without veering into pride, and that exalts 
freedom while submitting to the Lord of all. 

In contrast, the modern secular state has failed to uphold either truth. By removing God 
from its foundation, it has lost the ability to define man. In place of purpose, it offers 
distraction. In place of dignity, it offers identity confusion. In place of dominion, it offers 
domination—either by the elite, by the algorithm, or by the ever-expanding administrative 
state. 

John F. Kennedy, in his vision for a new frontier, gestured toward a society where moral 
imagination and courage would elevate man to his noblest pursuits. But what was lacking 
in his age—and what remains absent now—is a fully redeemed view of humanity that can 
only be supplied by Christ. It is not enough to put a man on the moon if we cannot even 
define what a man is. It is not enough to build a republic if we forsake the One who grants 
man his sacredness. 

Thus, the restoration of Christian humanism is not a nostalgic academic project. It is a 
spiritual imperative for national survival. For if the republic loses sight of the dignity of 
the human soul, it will have no defense against tyranny—whether imposed from without or 
incubated from within. 

Let us then begin again. Let us, with fear and trembling, recover the vision that sees the 
face of Christ in the neighbor, the image of God in the child, the priesthood of believers in 
every citizen, and the weight of eternity in every life. This is the vision that builds nations 
and sustains liberty. 

Acp 84 



 
Christian humanism, properly understood, is not simply the defense of the individual. It is 
the elevation of the person as a moral and eternal being within a divine order. The word 
person, from the Latin persona, indicates more than a legal actor—it indicates a being 
capable of relationship, conscience, and covenant. The republic, if it is to endure, must be 
built for persons, not merely populations. For when government ceases to serve the person 
and begins to reduce man to a number, a voter bloc, or a consumer class, it ceases to be a 
moral government and becomes a machine. 

This was the warning latent in Kennedy’s vision—a vision radiant with potential, yet 
perilously perched on a foundation slipping toward technocracy. He believed in the power 
of reason, the brilliance of science, and the ambition of man. But what he could not 
foresee, or at least could not prevent, was the coming inversion: where science would no 
longer serve humanity but seek to redefine it; where reason would no longer guide moral 
clarity but become the servant of appetite; where ambition, unbounded by reverence, 
would render the human being obsolete in the name of “progress.” 

The Christian humanist asserts that the human soul cannot be automated, commodified, 
or digitized. To be human is to be known by God, to be accountable to Him, and to reflect 
His glory through the cultivation of beauty, order, justice, and mercy. The modern 
republic, therefore, must return to the understanding that the civic life is not a competition 
of factions, but a sacred stewardship of shared responsibility, ordered liberty, and divine 
accountability. 

This reclamation must begin in the heart and extend to the household. A republic is only as 
healthy as its homes. Civic virtue, once taught in schools and modeled by leaders, must 
now be rekindled by the faithful remnant. Parents must raise their children not only to be 
employable, but to be honorable. Churches must form souls not only for Sunday worship, 
but for Monday obedience. Schools must teach not only facts, but the foundations of 
wisdom, discernment, and transcendent purpose. 

Christian humanism also restores the forgotten arts of citizenship—listening, discerning, 
honoring conscience, and engaging in the public square as stewards, not spectators. We 
must speak truth to power, but we must also speak truth to our neighbors. A republic in 
decay is not saved by elite decrees, but by daily virtue—the quiet integrity of the unseen 
citizen who fears God, tells the truth, raises his children, pays his debts, and keeps 
covenant. 

The state has its rightful place—it is ordained by God to punish evil and reward good. But 
the state is not the author of life, the definitor of morality, or the savior of man. When it 
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attempts to be so, it becomes a beast. The Christian must never forget: we are citizens of 
heaven first, stewards of the earth second, and only tenants of political arrangements. 

To restore a modern republic is not to merely reorganize its laws. It is to rebuild its soul. 
And the soul of a republic is only awakened when the persons within it remember they are 
not accidents of biology, nor slaves of the market, but eternal beings destined for judgment 
and glory. 

To affirm Christian humanism in the modern republic is to confront one of the greatest 
spiritual battles of our era—the redefinition of man. The ancient struggle between Creator 
and creature has now been repackaged in sterile language: artificial intelligence, 
bioengineering, gender fluidity, transhumanism. These are not neutral technologies or 
passing trends. They are declarations of war against the image of God in man. 

In the beginning, God made man in His own image—not in the image of a circuit board or a 
self-constructed identity, but in the fullness of male and female, body and soul, purpose 
and glory. This divine stamp is not a social construct; it is an ontological truth. To be 
human is to be created, accountable, and loved. To deny this is to unravel the very 
foundation of justice, meaning, and rights. 

Today, however, the temptation is to ascend beyond humanity. The serpent's whisper 
echoes in the laboratories and ideologies of the age: “You shall be as gods.” And so, man 
attempts to rewrite the body, recreate consciousness, redefine the family, and even replace 
death. But every attempt to dethrone God results in the dehumanization of man. 

Christian humanism stands as the final bulwark against this descent into monstrosity. It 
proclaims that the dignity of man cannot be engineered, bought, or sold. It declares that 
technology must serve virtue, not vice. It affirms that the body is not a canvas of 
self-expression, but a temple of the Holy Spirit. It insists that suffering has meaning, that 
love is covenantal, and that identity is not chosen, but received. 

If the modern republic is to survive the age of the machine, it must recover the theological 
anthropology upon which it was originally grounded: that man is made for worship, not 
for manipulation; for service, not for domination; for communion, not consumption. 

This requires courage—not merely cultural resistance, but prophetic confrontation. The 
Christian statesman must stand against the tide of convenience, comfort, and cowardice. 
He must say no to the idols of efficiency and control, and yes to the sacred limits of the 
created order. He must build policies that protect life, defend conscience, uphold the 
family, and restrain the overreach of technocratic elites. 
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But more than this, he must embody a joy that cannot be digitized. The Christian humanist 
is not a doomsayer. He is a herald of resurrection. He sings not because the world is 
perfect, but because the grave is empty. His hope is not in data or innovation, but in the 
return of the King. 

In this age of artificial man, the true human will shine like gold. The one who walks 
humbly with his God, loves his neighbor, repents of his sins, and builds for the 
kingdom—this is the new revolutionary. And in the ruins of Babel 2.0, it will be these 
remnant builders who lay the foundation stones of a new Jerusalem. 

Let it be said that in the final hour of the American republic’s moral crisis, a generation 
rose who would not forget what it meant to be human. 

In the twilight of liberal democracy, as institutions corrode and freedoms are rebranded as 
privileges contingent on compliance, we must remember that the only true foundation for 
human liberty is the Incarnation. This is not a theological footnote—it is the cornerstone of 
any society that would claim to be just. The Word became flesh and dwelt among us. The 
eternal Logos did not appear as a machine, nor as an abstraction, but as a man: born of a 
woman, born under the law, crucified in weakness, raised in power. 

The Incarnation affirms the primacy of the person. The republic, in its original form, 
rested upon this truth—that the dignity of the individual is derived not from the State, but 
from God; that no king, party, or algorithm may override the sanctity of conscience or the 
sovereignty of the soul. This is the fire at the heart of Christian humanism: the 
understanding that human beings are not merely matter in motion, nor minds in 
meat-suits, but icons of divine purpose. 

Yet today’s republic has forgotten this revelation. It has bowed before the high priests of 
surveillance, of science without soul, of statecraft divorced from virtue. It has bartered 
away the image of God for the illusion of control. The modern elite imagines they can 
remake man without reference to Heaven, that they can engineer utopia without reverence 
for Eden. But every system built on this delusion shall fall—be it Babel, Rome, or Silicon 
Valley. 

The only answer is return. Return not merely to “faith,” as an ambiguous cultural nod, but 
to the specific scandal and glory of the Incarnation. Return to the God who was born in a 
manger, not a laboratory; who ate with sinners, not sanitized bots; who touched lepers, 
not interfaces; who wept real tears, bled real blood, and rose bodily from the tomb. 
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The modern republic will not be saved by votes alone, nor even by well-meaning reforms. 
It will be saved if it kneels once more before the Christ who reigns not just in Heaven but 
seeks dominion over every square inch of human life—including politics, law, culture, and 
technology. Christian humanism is the bridge between worship and public policy, between 
theology and town hall. It declares that Christ is not only King of our hearts, but King of 
Kings. 

In this light, we do not merely defend human dignity—we proclaim its fulfillment. We do 
not fight to preserve the old republic, but to birth the new one: not a secular empire with 
Christian garnish, but a consecrated civilization under the lordship of Jesus Christ. A 
society where the child in the womb is safe, the father in the home is honored, the citizen is 
free because he is governed by God. 

This vision is not idealism. It is realism rooted in resurrection. The alternative is already 
before us: a digital hellscape where man is monitored, manipulated, and ultimately erased. 
But we do not fear. For the light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome 
it. 

The republic can be reclaimed. But only by those who remember the Incarnation—not as 
doctrine alone, but as destiny. If the Word became flesh, then our task is clear: to make 
flesh again the Word of God in our laws, our cities, our schools, our courts. To incarnate 
His truth not only in sermons, but in systems. Not only in hearts, but in habits. Not only 
in private lives, but in public witness. 

This is the Christian humanism that can save a republic. Not tolerance, but testimony. Not 
retreat, but rule. Not despair, but dominion. 

And the gates of hell shall not prevail against it. 

The republic once dreamed. It imagined cities carved from wilderness, rights born from 
divine revelation, and a future lit by virtue and providence. Its civic imagination was 
neither utopian fantasy nor technocratic calculation. It was spiritual—a vision grounded 
in Scripture, tempered by reason, and propelled by moral courage. Today, that 
imagination lies dormant, if not dead, suffocated beneath the ash heap of bureaucratic 
management and nihilistic modernity. 

What is civic imagination? It is the God-given capacity to envision a public life not merely 
managed, but inspired. To see beyond what is to what ought to be. To grasp the contours of 
a society conformed not to the marketplace or the algorithm, but to the divine law and 
eternal truths. It is what led the Hebrews to build a tabernacle in the wilderness. What 
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guided the Founders to write constitutions with trembling pens and bended knees. What 
animated the cathedrals of Europe and the freedom speeches on the American plains. It is, 
in essence, the fusion of faith and action—truth made incarnate in the civic realm. 

But in our age, this imagination has been lost. It was not simply abandoned—it was robbed, 
mutilated, and replaced by artificial visions designed by marketing firms and 
multinational cartels. Our children are taught to manage data, not build civilizations. Our 
leaders speak in soundbites, not sentences that shake souls. The average citizen scrolls 
through crisis after crisis, numbed into paralysis, unable to dream of anything beyond 
their own comfort or survival. 

John F. Kennedy, in his brief yet brilliant time on the national stage, called America not 
only to arms, but to awe. His speeches stirred the imagination—moon landings, public 
service, frontier courage. But even he was only echoing the deeper calls of our 
civilizational ancestors—Washington’s appeals to providence, Lincoln’s invocations of God 
and sacrifice, Roosevelt’s charge to rebuild a nation with backbone and belief. Each, in 
their own way, challenged the people not merely to preserve a system, but to embody a 
destiny. 

Today, we are told that history is a burden, that the past is irrelevant, and that the only 
thing worth imagining is one’s curated identity in a digital economy. We are told that 
meaning is internal, truth is relative, and the highest good is self-expression. But a nation 
cannot be built on such sand. There is no cathedral of identity politics. No highway paved 
by hashtags. No family sustained by postmodern platitudes. 

The civic imagination must be restored—and it must be baptized. It cannot be revived 
through aesthetics alone, or nostalgia for “better times.” It must be ignited by vision rooted 
in the eternal. The imagination of a covenant people does not come from Netflix or 
Instagram; it comes from kneeling before the Lord of history and asking, “What would You 
have us build?” It is when vision is yoked to virtue that a nation begins to rise. 

What, then, is the American Covenant Party’s imagination? 

We imagine a country where the law once again bows to God and lifts the citizen. Where 
cities are built not around shopping centers and surveillance towers, but around 
sanctuaries, gardens, and marketplaces of truth. Where education teaches not only 
information, but formation—souls molded by wisdom, not just data. We see families 
restored as the first government, fathers and mothers honored as the first teachers, and the 
household as the altar of civilization. 
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We imagine an economy where work is dignified, not dehumanized; where currency is tied 
not to debt but to real production; where the Sabbath is remembered and mammon 
dethroned. We see a media that serves the truth rather than crucifies it, a technology 
sector that supports liberty rather than enslaves it, and a government that exists not to 
dominate but to protect the God-given rights of the governed. 

 

We imagine a people who pray before they vote, who repent before they protest, who fast 
before they fight. A people not governed by fear but by covenant. A land not manipulated 
by elites, but led by those who kneel to Christ and rise with courage. 

This is not fantasy. This is fidelity. For we know the promises of Scripture. We know the 
power of revival. We know what happens when even a remnant dreams with God. When 
Nehemiah imagined Jerusalem rebuilt, it was still a ruin. When the Pilgrims sailed west, 
the shore they dreamed of was unknown. When Martin Luther nailed his theses, he had no 
blueprint for the reformation that would follow. 

But they dreamed. Not because they were naive—but because they were righteous. 

The power of civic imagination lies not in its artistry but in its obedience. It is not the 
province of artists alone but of apostles, architects, and legislators who see the invisible 
and build the impossible. It is the divine call to co-labor with the Creator in the formation 
of culture, city, and kingdom. 

The American Covenant Party will not settle for survival. We will not manage decline or 
negotiate with decay. We are here to dream again. To see again. To build again. Not Babel, 
but Zion. Not Rome, but the City of God made manifest through the righteousness of 
Christ in the public square. 

The road ahead will be mocked. Visionaries always are. But the mockers will fall silent 
when the walls begin to rise, when the laws begin to change, when the people begin to live 
with fire in their bones and praise on their lips. 

For it is written: “Your young men shall see visions, and your old men shall dream dreams.” 
( Joel 2:28) 

And it is time. 

Let us dream not as politicians, but as prophets. 

Let us build not as bureaucrats, but as priests and kings. 
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Let us govern not as technicians, but as sons of God with swords of light and blueprints 
from Heaven. 

Let us restore the civic imagination. 

Let us rise. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essay XVIII: Vision with Valor   
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The Lost Civic Imagination 

There is a great wound in the American soul that does not bleed outwardly but festers 
inwardly—a slow corrosion of vision, of belief, of sacred imagination. The nation that once 
dared to dream with divine boldness, that once carved civilization from wilderness and 
built cathedrals in its cities and commandments into its courthouses, now finds itself 
adrift—not merely from God, but from the very concept of a meaningful future. We are not 
only in crisis of morality or policy, but in the absence of vision. As the Scripture warns, 
“Where there is no vision, the people perish” (Proverbs 29:18). And we are perishing—not 
from a lack of resources, but from a lack of revelation. 

John F. Kennedy, in his brief but brilliant tenure, spoke not only with eloquence but with 
fire. His rhetoric summoned courage from complacency. He believed that America was 
more than its borders, more than its economy, more than its security. He believed it was a 
calling. “Ask not what your country can do for you—ask what you can do for your 
country,” was not a mere slogan. It was a summons to responsibility and reverence. A 
rebuke to the creeping spirit of entitlement that sought to turn a Republic into a 
marketplace of demands. Kennedy dared to believe that civic life could be noble, that 
service was sacred, and that vision must be joined to valor. 

But today, the torch has not merely dimmed—it has been dropped. We suffer from what 
may be called the Great Forgetting: a generational amnesia concerning what a Republic is, 
what it demands, and what it offers in return. In its place, we have substituted the 
counterfeit currencies of convenience, spectacle, and grievance. Our people are 
increasingly incapable of conceiving themselves as part of something greater. The Republic 
has been reduced to a vending machine—kick it hard enough, and it will give you what you 
want. The notion of offering one’s life, labor, or loyalty to the nation for the sake of future 
generations is now mocked as naïve or even oppressive. 

But this degeneration is not accidental. It is the fruit of a deliberate detachment from 
transcendent purpose. Modern civic education, devoid of God and hostile to moral 
absolutes, no longer seeks to cultivate citizens, but consumers—subjects trained not to 
govern themselves, but to obey systems and indulge appetites. This is not freedom. It is a 
form of serfdom, dressed in digital garb and sold as self-expression. 

The loss of civic imagination is thus a spiritual loss. For the civic order, rightly 
understood, is an expression of divine justice in the temporal realm. Government is not a 
necessary evil to be tolerated, but a holy stewardship to be redeemed. As Paul writes in 
Romans 13, rulers are ministers of God for good. But how can a nation recognize the 
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sanctity of office if it no longer recognizes the sanctity of man? How can it embrace the 
nobility of service if it denies the sovereignty of God? 

The ancient world understood that the city was not merely a collection of buildings, but a 
vision of the cosmos in miniature. Plato’s Republic sought to mirror the soul. Augustine’s 
City of God contrasted the earthly and heavenly cities not in geography, but in 
orientation—one toward self-love, the other toward divine order. The American 
experiment, at its best, sought to enshrine liberty with responsibility, and rights with 
righteousness. But that experiment now teeters on the edge of forgetfulness. 

And yet, it is not too late. 

For while imagination can be corrupted, it can also be consecrated. What we need is not 
merely a return to old policies or even old rhetoric, but a resurrection of vision—vision 
bathed in Scripture, forged in prayer, and girded by sacrificial love. The civic imagination 
must once again be illuminated by divine fire. The Republic must remember its prophetic 
destiny: not as a global empire of conquest, but as a beacon of ordered liberty under God. 

This is the mission of the American Covenant Party—to recover what has been lost, not by 
nostalgia, but by revelation. To restore not the monuments of stone, but the monuments of 
the heart. To reimagine the public square as sacred ground, and to raise up leaders whose 
courage is matched by their clarity. This is not utopianism. It is repentance in action. It is 
the application of faith to the realm of policy, of vision to the sphere of governance. 

The hour is late, but not finished. The torch can be lifted once more—not by the elites, but 
by the righteous. Not by the politically correct, but by the spiritually consecrated. And not 
by the fearful, but by those who possess vision with valor. 

To understand what we must recover, we must first recognize what has been stolen. The 
machinery of our modern republic is still technically intact—our branches of government 
still function, our elections still occur, and our laws are still passed. But the animating 
spirit that once filled these institutions with transcendent purpose has been exorcised. In 
its place now lurks a cynical proceduralism: government as mere administration, 
authority as bureaucratic inertia, and leadership as media choreography. 

The Framers of the Constitution, despite their differences, shared a common conviction: 
that public virtue was indispensable to public liberty. They knew that a free people could 
not remain so unless they were a moral people. They understood, with prophetic clarity, 
that the Republic was not a self-sustaining machine, but a living covenant—one that 
required generational renewal, self-discipline, and reverence for God. Washington called 
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religion and morality “indispensable supports.” Adams warned that the Constitution was 
made only for a “moral and religious people” and “wholly inadequate to the government of 
any other.” These were not platitudes; they were pillars. 

Contrast this with the modern vision of the state. Our leaders no longer speak in 
covenantal terms. They speak in the sterile language of “stakeholders” and “sustainability,” 
of “equity metrics” and “data-driven policy.” But man cannot live by metrics alone. A 
nation cannot be governed by spreadsheets. And the soul of a people cannot be saved by 
mere efficiency. The loss of civic imagination is most evident in the emptiness of our 
language—bereft of awe, devoid of poetry, allergic to truth. 

Kennedy once spoke of the moon not merely as a scientific frontier but as a canvas for 
human aspiration. He evoked a vision that stirred souls, not just pocketbooks. But today, 
our national dreams have been reduced to consumer comforts and fleeting dopamine. We 
do not call men to greatness; we anesthetize them with entertainment. We do not raise 
heroes; we manufacture influencers. In the absence of vision, we have substituted 
visibility. In the absence of courage, we have canonized comfort. 

But this is not how a republic thrives. This is how it dies. 

The restoration of civic imagination must begin in the Church—not in the corrupted halls 
of politics, but in the sanctuary of the Spirit. The people of God must once again see 
themselves as the leaven of the nation, the prophetic voice in the wilderness, the guardians 
of moral order. We must declare that Christ is not confined to the pulpit but is Lord over 
Congress, over classrooms, over courts, and over every corner of culture. 

We must teach our children not merely how to vote but how to govern righteously. We 
must form them not merely as activists, but as statesmen and stateswomen—people of 
vision, rooted in Scripture, filled with the Spirit, and fearless in the face of giants. Our 
schools must become seedbeds of vision, not pipelines to bureaucratic servitude. Our 
families must be incubators of destiny, not distractions from it. And our churches must 
cease preaching cheap grace and begin cultivating courageous souls. 

Kennedy understood something that many modern Christians have forgotten: that 
courage and imagination are not luxuries—they are duties. The civic imagination, when 
baptized by the Spirit of God, becomes a holy instrument, a lens through which we glimpse 
the kingdom of heaven breaking into the affairs of men. It envisions cities built on truth, 
not vice; economies founded on justice, not greed; laws shaped by eternal order, not 
temporary trends. 
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This is the kind of imagination that built cathedrals and founded universities, that ended 
slavery and birthed constitutions. It is not fanciful dreaming, but disciplined vision. It 
does not flee from reality but redeems it. And it is this imagination—fueled by valor, 
anchored in the Word, animated by love—that can once again awaken a sleeping nation. 

The American Covenant Party dares to dream such a dream—not out of arrogance, but out 
of obedience. Not because we are worthy, but because He is worthy. We believe that to 
restore the Republic, we must restore its soul. And to restore its soul, we must revive its 
vision—not a vision borrowed from the world, but a vision born of the Word. 

We are not here to tweak the system. We are here to reclaim it. Not for ourselves, but for 
our children. Not for our legacy, but for His glory. 

he American Founders, for all their flaws and limitations, understood that the state was 
not merely a mechanism of coercion, but a reflection of the moral order. This 
understanding did not arise in a vacuum. It was shaped by centuries of Christian political 
thought—from Augustine to Aquinas, from the Reformers to the American pulpit. It was 
shaped by the biblical understanding that man is made in the image of God, endowed not 
only with rights but with responsibility. The covenantal tradition, stretching from Sinai to 
Philadelphia, taught that law is not arbitrary, and that freedom is not license. To be free is 
not to be autonomous, but to be governed rightly—first by conscience, then by community, 
and finally by covenantal structure. 

Yet in our time, this sacred architecture has been dismantled brick by brick. Our civic 
education no longer teaches about first principles, but about fluid identities. Our public 
discourse no longer seeks to discover truth, but to manipulate perception. Our political 
leaders no longer serve under divine accountability, but under polls, algorithms, and 
global technocratic consensus. In such a climate, imagination dies not only from 
censorship, but from starvation. The soil is barren. The soul is anemic. 

This, too, was foreseen by Kennedy—though he could not have predicted the speed of the 
descent. He once warned, “The problems of the world cannot possibly be solved by skeptics 
or cynics whose horizons are limited by the obvious realities. We need men who can dream 
of things that never were and ask, ‘Why not?’” But even this noble appeal has now been 
co-opted by secular utopians—those who promise progress while severing its roots. The 
result is not vision but delusion. For imagination, when cut from truth, becomes madness. 

The great call before us, then, is not simply to dream, but to dream rightly. To restore civic 
imagination means to reanchor it in eternal truths. It means to once again see the Republic 
not merely as a nation among others, but as a covenantal experiment—a temporal 

Acp 95 



 
reflection of divine justice ordered toward the good of man and the glory of God. It means 
to remember that our liberties are not the product of secular evolution, but the fruit of 
spiritual revolution. Liberty is not the absence of restraint; it is the presence of virtue. 

This is why Christian statesmanship is not an optional luxury, but an existential necessity. 
Without it, vision becomes fantasy and courage becomes folly. But with it, even in the 
darkest hour, hope can rise. The Christian imagination is not escapist; it is incarnational. 
It sees the Word made flesh, and so it sees truth made policy. It sees the cross, and so it sees 
suffering redeemed for glory. It sees the resurrection, and so it sees that even dying 
institutions can live again. 

That is the vision the American Covenant Party seeks to offer—not merely to its members, 
but to the nation. We do not seek power for its own sake. We seek stewardship. We do not 
preach politics as salvation. We preach Christ, crucified and risen, as the cornerstone—and 
upon that cornerstone, we believe the Republic can be rebuilt. Not as a theocracy, but as a 
moral civilization. Not as a partisan regime, but as a holy commonwealth. 

The stakes could not be higher. For if we fail to recover our civic imagination, we will lose 
the very capacity to preserve our nation. A people who cannot dream righteously cannot 
govern justly. A people who cannot envision the good cannot resist the evil. And a people 
who forget what they once dared to be will fall prey to those who offer them nothing but 
chains disguised as progress. 

Let us then rise—not with empty slogans, but with sanctified vision. Let us remember what 
Kennedy could only glimpse—that true courage is not in seizing power, but in laying down 
our lives for the truth. Let us reclaim the imagination of our forefathers, not to idolize the 
past, but to illuminate the future. Let us take up the torch they carried—not because it is 
easy, but because it is necessary. And let us carry it not in our strength alone, but in the 
strength of the One who calls us to such a time as this. 

When John F. Kennedy stood before the American people and said, “Ask not what your 
country can do for you—ask what you can do for your country,” he spoke not merely to 
arouse patriotism, but to awaken a vision of shared duty. In that single sentence, he 
offered a profound theological insight: that man is not a passive recipient of order, but an 
active participant in its cultivation. That liberty is not given to be consumed, but to be 
invested. That a republic is not sustained by rights alone, but by sacrifice. 

This principle is deeply biblical. In the book of Nehemiah, when the walls of Jerusalem lay 
in ruin, the people did not wait for a miracle to descend from heaven—they worked with 
sword and trowel, rebuilding the city while standing guard against their enemies. They 
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understood that divine vision demands human obedience. That God’s favor does not 
nullify our labor, but sanctifies it. Civic restoration, then as now, begins not with 
entitlement, but with engagement. 

Yet in our own time, the idea of civic duty has been eroded by decades of narcissistic 
consumerism. The American citizen is increasingly trained not to serve but to 
expect—subsidies, entitlements, endless amusements, and a politics of grievance rather than 
gratitude. The public square has become a marketplace of identities, each demanding 
recognition without responsibility. But a people that believes itself owed everything will 
preserve nothing. And a generation that refuses to fight for its inheritance will soon find it 
squandered. 

This civic entropy is not accidental. It is the result of deliberate demoralization—spiritual, 
educational, and cultural. Our children are taught that their nation is irredeemably 
wicked, their traditions are oppressive relics, and their faith is a private superstition at 
best and a public menace at worst. They are immersed in digital illusions, trained to react 
instead of reason, to consume instead of create, to scroll endlessly instead of contemplate 
deeply. In such an environment, the soul atrophies. The imagination withers. And the will 
to preserve the good disappears entirely. 

The result is evident everywhere: crumbling cities, barren churches, broken homes, hollow 
institutions, and a populace easily swayed by spectacle and easily subdued by fear. But 
Scripture teaches that where there is no vision, the people perish. And history teaches that 
where there is no valor, the Republic falls. 

Therefore, to restore the civic imagination is to wage spiritual warfare. It is to declare that 
man is more than a consumer, that government is more than a system, and that America is 
more than a brand. It is to reclaim the sacred from the secular, the eternal from the 
ephemeral, and the holy from the hollow. It is to speak again of honor and duty, of 
purpose and posterity, of glory and sacrifice—not as abstract ideals, but as real demands. 

The Church must lead this charge. Not by baptizing partisanship, but by forming prophets 
and statesmen. Not by chasing popularity, but by cultivating moral clarity. Not by 
fearing backlash, but by fearing God. We need pastors who will preach not only personal 
salvation but cultural commission. We need educators who will teach not only skills but 
wisdom. We need parents who will raise not only successful children, but faithful ones. We 
need leaders who will remember that to govern is to serve, and to serve is to suffer—and 
that this suffering, when offered for the truth, becomes redemptive. 
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The American Covenant Party embraces this burden with joy. We believe that civic 
imagination must be reborn—not as fantasy, but as faith seeking expression in history. We 
believe that a Christian republic is not a contradiction in terms, but the fulfillment of what 
the Founders began. We believe that valor is not dead, but dormant—and that God is 
raising up a generation who will dream dreams, see visions, and build again the ancient 
ruins. 

Our vision is not utopian. It is eschatological. We know that Christ’s kingdom is not of 
this world. But we also know that this world is not abandoned. And until the trumpet 
sounds, we are commanded to occupy. To plant gardens. To build homes. To write laws. To 
raise children. To preach truth. To weep with the broken. To speak against evil. To love 
what is good. And to carry the vision of the Kingdom into every corner of the culture. 

This is the lost imagination. And this is the valor that must rise to recover it. 

The tragedy of our age is not merely its corruption, but its profound lack of imagination. 
Not in the sense of fantasy or fiction, but in the deeper sense of the word—imagination as 
the spiritual faculty by which man perceives his moral horizon and envisions his place 
within it. Where imagination once produced cathedrals, constitutions, and civilizations, it 
now produces cynicism, dystopia, and despair. The soul of America is not simply under 
siege—it is being hollowed out by the slow poison of visionlessness. 

Vision gives man direction, discipline, and destiny. But vision must be grounded. It cannot 
float on air; it must rest upon truth. The civic imagination that forged America did not 
emerge from abstraction, but from a deep communion with biblical reality. It was a vision 
formed in prayer, sharpened by suffering, shaped by the Word of God, and tested by the 
crucible of history. From the Pilgrim’s covenant to the Founders’ declarations, the 
American imagination was once Christ-haunted—even if imperfectly understood. 

To recover this imagination, we must rediscover the moral architecture of the universe. 
That there is a Creator. That He has endowed man with dignity and duty. That law is not 
a human construct but a reflection of divine order. That justice is not subjective sentiment 
but the application of God’s eternal standards. That freedom is not the absence of 
restraint, but the presence of righteousness. 

John F. Kennedy, though a Catholic by confession and not an evangelical reformer, 
nevertheless grasped these truths in part. He called America to greatness not by promising 
ease, but by calling forth sacrifice. He appealed not to the lowest appetites of man, but to 
his highest allegiances. He reminded a weary nation that courage and conscience must 
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walk hand in hand, that faith and freedom are inseparable, and that the American destiny 
was tied to the spiritual fiber of its people. 

But this moral fiber has frayed. And without it, imagination collapses. The rise of secular 
technocracy has accelerated this decay. Artificial intelligence may soon predict elections, 
censor dissent, draft laws, and dominate warfare—but it cannot inspire. Algorithms cannot 
anoint. And no machine will ever replace the conscience of a man in covenant with his 
God. In this battle, the real war is not for the hardware of the state but for the heart of the 
nation. 

That heart must be reformed, not by power alone, but by poetry. By holy imagination. By 
voices who dare to speak not just about budgets and borders, but about beauty, virtue, 
holiness, and destiny. By artists who paint the glory of the Gospel in the public square. By 
teachers who ignite the minds of the next generation with the wisdom of the ancients. By 
preachers who do not entertain, but awaken. By citizens who do not vote for comfort, but 
for covenant. 

What we need is not just policy reform, but spiritual renewal. And spiritual renewal begins 
with vision. Not vague optimism, but a clear-eyed faith that sees beyond the ruins of 
Babylon and glimpses the New Jerusalem. That sees the Republic not as a hopeless relic, 
but as a prodigal son—still capable of returning, still able to be clothed again in 
righteousness, still summoned to serve the purpose of Providence. 

This is why the American Covenant Party exists—not simply to win elections, but to restore 
imagination. To replace cultural despair with moral resolve. To confront decadence with 
discipline. To speak with the voice of the prophets and to lead with the heart of a servant. 
We reject the cynical politics of fear and power for its own sake. We embrace a politics of 
purpose—anchored in Scripture, aligned with history, and aimed at a future not yet 
written. 

America is not yet lost. But she is losing herself. Only a re-enchantment of the soul, rooted 
in truth, can call her back from the brink. The lost civic imagination must be found again. 
And to do so, we must raise a generation who does not merely ask what is possible—but 
what is righteous. 

The restoration of civic imagination is not a sentimental pursuit. It is a strategic 
imperative. The enemies of liberty—those who build empires of surveillance, silence the 
conscience, and engineer the masses through manipulation—understand this truth more 
than we do. That’s why they have targeted imagination with surgical precision. They have 
captured education to erode memory. They have hijacked entertainment to pervert 
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meaning. They have colonized language to invert morality. And in doing so, they have 
stolen the scaffolding by which free men once imagined their place in the cosmos and their 
duty in the Republic. 

This is not merely a cultural decline—it is a coup against the soul. And the only antidote is 
to retake the heights of imagination with holy resolve. This means reviving the myths that 
nourish a people’s identity—not falsehoods, but sacred stories grounded in the reality of 
God’s providence. It means returning to the Psalms and the Prophets, to the parables of 
Christ and the epistles of Paul—not as museum pieces, but as living declarations of how 
heaven meets earth. It means teaching once more the epics of virtue, the chronicles of 
courage, the sermons that sparked revolutions, and the sacrifices that shaped civilizations. 

For the civic imagination to live again, it must be lit by the twin fires of wonder and 
worship. Wonder at the mystery of life under God. Worship in the presence of His 
majesty. Only then can a people rise above the idols of their age and begin to see the world 
rightly. Only then can they behold the true stakes of politics—not just power and policy, 
but righteousness and judgment, mercy and truth, glory and grace. 

John F. Kennedy, whose administration stood at the crossroads of modernity, glimpsed 
this in part. His challenge to go to the moon was not just a technical feat—it was a 
metaphysical gesture. It asked the nation to rise again. To believe again. To act boldly in 
pursuit of that which had never been done before. He reminded the world that greatness 
begins not in mechanisms, but in meaning. That courage is not just an emotional impulse, 
but a spiritual choice. That a nation that dares to dream must also dare to die for what is 
good, true, and eternal. 

This is the virtue now absent from our civic life. Politicians traffic in polls instead of 
principle. Media glorifies scandal instead of sacrifice. Universities train skeptics instead 
of saints. But the Christian imagination calls forth a different kind of citizen. One who 
knows that every action in history echoes in eternity. One who sees behind the curtain of 
politics and perceives the battle between principalities. One who builds not merely for 
approval, but for posterity. One who is willing to stand alone, if necessary, because truth 
is never outnumbered. 

The American Covenant Party calls for the rebirth of this imagination—not as mere 
nostalgia, but as necessity. We contend that America must dream again—not in delusion, 
but in doctrine. Not in hallucinations of utopia, but in hope rooted in heaven. We contend 
that every great movement in human history—from Moses before Pharaoh to the apostles 
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before Rome—began with a vision that defied the odds, mocked the powers, and believed in 
the unseen promises of God. 

That same spirit must return now. Not merely to save a country, but to summon a Church. 
Not merely to preserve freedom, but to preach the kingdom. For it is only when men live 
under the vision of Christ crucified and risen that they can build a Republic that endures. 

To reimagine America, then, is not an act of fiction—but of faith. It is to behold what could 
be, in light of what truly is. It is to stare down the ruins and see resurrection. It is to speak 
into the silence and declare again, “Let there be light.” 

To reawaken the American imagination, we must also rebuild its institutions as vessels of 
transcendent purpose. The Constitution itself was never meant to be a cold mechanism of 
law; it was conceived as the architecture of a living moral order. Its language—deliberate, 
solemn, restrained—was born from the minds of men steeped in Scripture and classical 
philosophy. They did not merely write legal frameworks; they etched spiritual truths into 
the civic fabric of a new nation. It was an act of imagination rooted in righteousness. 

But the Constitution without covenant becomes a contract of convenience. The Republic 
without reverence becomes a bureaucracy of decay. And imagination without holiness 
becomes idolatry. This is why the work of restoration cannot be political alone—it must be 
poetic, prophetic, and priestly. We must become a generation of civic priests, standing in 
the ruins with a blueprint from heaven, calling the dry bones of our democracy to live 
again. 

What is the role of imagination in such a task? It is the breath that animates the bones. It 
is the vision that precedes the building. It is the heavenly pattern glimpsed before the 
earthly city is constructed. Without imagination, we have no map to navigate through 
tyranny. Without vision, we have no courage to resist the normalization of evil. The saints 
of old did not endure lions, fire, and sword because of policy papers. They endured 
because they saw something greater—“a city whose builder and maker is God” (Hebrews 
11:10). 

Today’s Christian statesman must recapture this capacity to see. He must look beyond 
spreadsheets and polls, beyond party lines and donor spreadsheets, beyond cultural fads 
and partisan applause. He must, like the prophets of old, walk among the people with eyes 
aflame from prayer and ears tuned to heaven. He must stand in a courtroom or a capitol, 
not merely as a politician, but as an emissary of eternity. He must speak truth that slices 
through the fog of deception, and cast vision that makes cowards ashamed of their 
compromise. 
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This, too, is why education must be reclaimed. For the schools of today have become 
factories of disenchantment. They produce functionaries, not founders. They train 
activists, not apostles. They reward cynicism and relativism, while punishing wonder, 
faith, and truth. The imagination of the young has been shriveled by screens, medicated by 
pharmaceuticals, and shackled by ideologies that deny beauty, transcendence, and design. 

We must reform our schools into cathedrals of truth, where young minds are not merely 
taught, but illuminated. Where math and science reveal the order of God. Where literature 
and history point to providence. Where philosophy dares to ask eternal questions. And 
where students are raised not just for careers, but for calling. In such a system, 
imagination will flourish not as escapism, but as alignment with divine purpose. 

Likewise, the arts must be liberated. Christian imagination does not reject art—it redeems it. 
It does not shun creativity—it sanctifies it. Our music, architecture, cinema, poetry, and 
design must once again be vehicles of glory, not garbage. We must build monuments that 
lift the eyes, compose songs that stir the soul, and craft films that speak to the conscience. 
For when imagination is baptized, it becomes the trumpet of revival and the architecture of 
renewal. 

This is the work of our hour—not merely to protest the darkness, but to imagine the dawn. 
Not merely to diagnose decline, but to dream deliverance. For the story of America is not 
yet finished. Its final chapter is being written now, not by bureaucrats or billionaires, but 
by those who dare to believe that God still moves through history, still calls forth nations, 
and still raises up the weak to shame the strong. 

The American Covenant Party is that call made flesh. We exist to restore imagination with 
integrity. To rekindle the fire of vision with valor. To declare to every citizen, prophet, 
pastor, and patriot: you are not crazy for still believing. You are not alone for still hoping. 
You are not finished just because the hour is late. 

For the God who shaped the galaxies and called forth kingdoms still whispers, “Behold, I 
am doing a new thing.” 

If we are to raise a generation of visionaries and not victims, of builders and not beggars, 
of citizens and not slaves, we must reforge the covenant between heaven and earth that 
once gave America its soul. That covenant was never about national superiority—it was 
about spiritual accountability. It was not a promise of perpetual blessing, but a call to 
perpetual obedience. And imagination is the inner lamp that keeps that call alive in the 
heart of a people. 
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In Scripture, imagination is not fantasy—it is faith rendered in vision. Abraham looked 
toward a city whose architect was God. Isaiah saw the mountain of the Lord lifted above 
all nations. Ezekiel witnessed a valley of bones resurrected by breath and prophecy. John 
beheld a New Jerusalem descending from heaven, clothed in glory. These were not 
hallucinations—they were prophetic revelations that transformed despair into destiny. And 
from them sprang movements, revivals, reforms, and revolutions. 

So it must be again. 

To rebuild a Republic with righteousness, we must form in the hearts of men and women a 
new picture of what life under God could be—a civilization aligned with heaven, where 
justice rolls down like waters and righteousness like an ever-flowing stream. But this 
cannot be birthed by cynics or technocrats. It must be conceived by dreamers sanctified 
by truth. 

The enemies of this vision are not only external; they are internal. Apathy is an enemy. So 
is spiritual fatigue. So is the fear of man. Many in our land still whisper of freedom, but 
few dare imagine what it would cost to reclaim it. They have been conditioned to accept 
corruption as normal, perversion as progress, bondage as safety. The flame of imagination 
has been buried beneath layers of institutional despair. 

But the Christian imagination has always broken through such layers. It broke through in 
Rome, where martyrs sang in the catacombs. It broke through in Geneva, where Calvin 
raised a city of light amid a continent of chaos. It broke through in Wittenberg, in 
Philadelphia, in Selma, in Berlin. And it can break through again—in your town, in your 
church, in your home, in your heart. 

This vision must be lit again not by elites, but by ordinary saints—mothers raising children 
in truth, fathers protecting their homes in faith, pastors shepherding their flocks in 
holiness, teachers crafting minds with reverence, entrepreneurs building businesses with 
purpose, artists crafting beauty that testifies to transcendence, and statesmen framing 
laws that reflect eternal order. 

All of this depends on a people who once again see the world as Christ sees it—not as a 
playground for power, but as a battlefield for redemption. A place of suffering, yes, but 
also of glory. A realm where the kingdoms of this world are even now becoming the 
kingdom of our Lord and of His Christ. 

Thus, civic imagination is not a luxury. It is a weapon in the arsenal of the saints. It gives 
clarity in confusion, hope in despair, boldness in silence. It reminds us that we are heirs of 
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a Kingdom and stewards of a Republic. That we are not doomed to drift, but destined to 
build. 

And this building shall not be in vain. 

It will be difficult. It will be mocked. It will be opposed. But if it is born of God and fueled 
by holy vision, it will prevail. For the winds of tyranny are never strong enough to snuff 
out the breath of God. And when that breath fills the lungs of the righteous, they rise—not 
with violence, but with virtue. Not with rebellion, but with restoration. Not with slogans, 
but with sacred conviction. 

Let us then rise, not with empty ambition, but with covenantal imagination. Let us dream 
again, not with delusion, but with doctrine. Let us see again—not with natural eyes, but 
with sanctified vision. 

For where there is no vision, the people perish. But where there is vision with valor, the 
people rise. 

What then shall we say, standing at the crossroads of ruin and revival? Shall we accept 
the slow corrosion of our civic soul, the dimming of our children’s future, the erasure of 
our sacred heritage? Or shall we rise, summoned by a vision not our own, yet written deep 
into our national memory by the hand of Providence? 

The hour is late, but not lost. The path is narrow, but not vanished. The republic is 
wounded, but not dead. For in the heart of every man or woman who still believes that 
God rules over the nations and appoints the boundaries of peoples for His divine purpose, 
there remains the spark of reformation. 

This is the essence of Christian humanism—not the secular exaltation of man, but the 
sanctified understanding of man made in the image of God, called to govern not merely in 
power, but in righteousness. It is not man-centered, but Christ-infused. It exalts the 
human spirit only insofar as it is submitted to the Holy Spirit. It does not worship liberty 
as license, but receives liberty as the lawful fruit of self-governed souls under Christ’s 
dominion. 

Thus, a republic can only be sustained where imagination and virtue are yoked together. 
The dream must not outrun the discipline, and the vision must not forsake the voice of 
God. We must once again dare to paint in broad strokes, to declare not only what we are 
against but what we are for: a new American Renaissance, where faith, art, law, and life 
are harmonized under heaven’s government. 
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This is the mission of the American Covenant Party. Not simply to win elections, but to 
wage restoration. To revive the covenant between Creator and country. To call forth a 
generation of leaders whose minds are clear, whose hearts are pure, and whose eyes are lit 
with holy fire. Leaders who dream righteously, legislate reverently, and govern with the 
fear of the Lord as the beginning of wisdom. 

To do this, we must raise monuments to the imagination—not merely statues of marble, but 
lives of consecrated action. Every home restored to Christ becomes a cathedral of culture. 
Every classroom reclaimed for truth becomes a citadel of liberty. Every heart awakened to 
the Kingdom becomes a seed of a better civilization. 

And so we march forward, not clinging to nostalgia, but anchored in memory. Not 
trapped by the past, but instructed by it. Not fearing the future, but forging it. 

We must lift our eyes again—not to the corrupt towers of Babel, but to the city whose 
foundation is laid in righteousness. We must write again—not with ink alone, but with 
courage, clarity, and covenant. We must sing again—not songs of complaint, but psalms of 
hope. And we must build again—not a counterfeit utopia, but a holy commonwealth. 

The imagination of America shall not be given over to the architects of her downfall. It 
shall be redeemed. And through her, the nations shall see—what it means when a people 
remember their God. 

Let the visionaries rise. Let the builders return. Let the dreamers dream, and the doers 
labor. For there is yet time. And there is still hope. And there is a remnant whose hearts 
burn with the memory of what once was and the call of what yet could be. 

Let us now become the generation who not only remembers the vision—but fulfills it. 
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Essay XIX: The Assassinated Dream and the Danger of 
Technocracy 

There are moments in history where the trajectory of a nation is not simply shifted, but 
violently redirected. Not through natural decay or gradual evolution, but through the 
silencing of voices—voices that dared to speak of a world governed not by elite 
consolidation, but by the sacred dignity of man under God. Among the most haunting of 
these moments in American memory is the assassination of John F. Kennedy—a crime that 
transcended bullets and blood. It was the execution of a dream. 

Kennedy, for all his flaws and youthful contradictions, carried something rare among 
statesmen: a vision baptized in boldness, tempered by history, and lit with the fire of 
purpose. He spoke of a new frontier not merely in space, but in the soul. His words 
summoned Americans not to comfort, but to courage—not to cynicism, but to service. He 
believed, or at least proclaimed, that the future of freedom depended not upon 
bureaucracies or machines, but upon the character and conscience of a free people. For 
this—and perhaps more than this—he was eliminated. 

The wound inflicted upon the nation that day in Dallas did not merely pierce flesh, but 
fractured trust. In the smoke of the gunshots rose something more terrifying than 
conspiracy: resignation. Americans began to believe—if only subconsciously—that their will 
no longer mattered, that their votes no longer counted, that their voice was nothing more 
than theater within a system governed from behind veils. And into that vacuum came a 
new god—an unseen priesthood cloaked not in cassocks, but in algorithms. Not ordained 
by heaven, but by the invisible hand of technocratic power. 

This is the peril we now face—not simply authoritarianism, but automation of authority. 
Not tyranny by tanks, but by terms of service. Not despotism by decree, but domination 
through data. The soul of democracy is not only assailed from above, but from 
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beneath—through systems we cannot see, inputs we do not control, and choices we are 
conditioned to make by forces that deny their own existence. 

Kennedy’s death marked more than a coup of flesh. It marked the beginning of a great 
substitution: the replacement of conviction with calculation, of public will with predictive 
programming, of leaders with managers, of prophets with programmers. 

It is no coincidence that the decades following his assassination have seen the rise of a 
digital elite, the surrender of public square to private platforms, the replacement of public 
discourse with curated feeds, and the slow, almost imperceptible death of civic 
imagination. The very dream Kennedy articulated—that of a people ennobled by duty, 
united by courage, and determined by destiny—has been systematically erased, pixel by 
pixel, by those who believe that mankind is nothing more than a programmable resource. 

But the dream is not dead. It has been wounded, hidden, and perhaps distorted. Yet it 
remains—a seed buried in the conscience of those who still remember what it meant to 
speak of liberty as something sacred. 

The death of John F. Kennedy did not simply eliminate a man; it interrupted a trajectory—a 
potential realignment of American power back into the hands of the people. His 
assassination remains, to this day, a symbol of rupture. It was a punctuation mark, a 
bloody semicolon between the era of public trust and the rise of institutional shadow. The 
courage he invoked, the sacrifice he demanded, the light of self-governance he sought to 
protect—all of it fell beneath the pall of suspicion, confusion, and despair. 

What replaced that vision in the decades that followed was not just corruption. It was 
something far more insidious: a growing reliance upon the technostructure—upon systems, 
machines, and digital mechanisms that slowly dissolved the human element from the 
process of governance. The people were no longer seen as the soul of the Republic, but as 
data points in a managed simulation. The Republic became an apparatus. Citizenship 
became compliance. And from the ashes of a charismatic vision rose the cold, metallic 
hand of technocracy. 

Technocracy is not a tyranny in the traditional sense. It does not declare war on liberty 
through overt violence or overt ideology. Instead, it redefines liberty into something sterile, 
something operational. It says: “Freedom is access to networks.” It says: “Your voice 
matters—so long as it aligns with approved protocols.” It says: “You are free to speak, until 
your words are flagged by an unseen algorithm and removed by an unaccountable 
moderator.” The apparatus is never named. It operates from the shadows. It speaks in the 
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language of utility, of neutrality, of progress—but it is never neutral, never apolitical, and 
never benevolent. 

Kennedy believed that a nation must be animated by idealism and courage, by a higher 
calling to service and sacrifice. He summoned America to explore the stars, not just to 
expand its reach, but to expand its soul. He spoke not only of missiles and defense, but of 
peace and the preservation of life in an age of annihilation. But those who came after him, 
those who assumed power behind the throne, ushered in a colder age—one defined not by 
poetry and mission, but by risk management and control. 

From that moment forward, the citizen was subtly repackaged. No longer a bearer of 
unalienable rights, the citizen became a node. A participant in systems he did not design. A 
consumer of narratives engineered for passivity. His identity, once anchored in divine 
image and civic purpose, became fragmented into digital profiles and behavioral feedback 
loops. The citizen was no longer sovereign—he was surveilled. 

The tragedy of Kennedy’s fall is not only that it deprived the world of what might have 
been—but that it hastened what now is: a technocratic state where the levers of power are 
not held by elected leaders or accountable institutions, but by digital priests and unelected 
engineers of the human condition. It is a world where truth is not debated but moderated. 
Where virtue is not cultivated but simulated. Where freedom is not protected but 
programmed. 

And in this world, the dream Kennedy dared to articulate—the dream of a nation governed 
by the brave, not the algorithm—has become subversive. 

The danger of technocracy is not just its mechanical nature—it is its spiritual vacuum. A 
republic founded upon faith in the divine, on the belief that men are made in the image of 
God and therefore possess rights that no state or system may infringe, cannot survive in a 
technocratic age unless it reclaims its soul. For technocracy does not believe in the imago 
Dei. It believes in the image of efficiency, in the supremacy of the measurable, in the 
divinization of systems. 

In a truly technocratic order, man is no longer a mystery to be understood but a problem 
to be managed. Education becomes training. Religion becomes sentiment. Justice becomes 
compliance. And leadership—once marked by vision, courage, and accountability—becomes 
administration. The statesman, once the shepherd of a people’s destiny, is replaced by the 
“expert,” the bureaucrat, the manager of statistical outcomes. But history has shown that 
the greatest crimes against mankind have often been committed not by monsters, but by 
managers. 
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John F. Kennedy understood the necessity of spirit. He believed in the eternal marriage of 
imagination and responsibility. When he called the nation to go to the moon, it was not to 
flaunt technological prowess alone—it was to revive a spirit of human excellence, to prove 
that a free and daring people could accomplish the impossible not because of compulsion, 
but because of character. 

In contrast, the world we have inherited in his absence is one where the impossible is no 
longer pursued, and the possible is no longer questioned. We are governed not by men of 
vision, but by systems of control. Where Kennedy said, “Ask not what your country can 
do for you—ask what you can do for your country,” our modern technocracy whispers, 
“Ask what your profile says about your risk level. Ask what your social score entitles you 
to access. Ask what the algorithm recommends.” 

This replacement of spiritual daring with data-driven management has drained the 
Republic of its vitality. The people no longer feel called to greatness, only monitored for 
conformity. Young men no longer dream of being heroes—they dream of not being canceled. 
The pulpit is silent. The classroom is anxious. The family is confused. And all the while, the 
machine hums along—soulless, ceaseless, and sovereign over the very nation it was meant 
to serve. 

Yet, even in this digital darkness, the light has not been extinguished. For buried beneath 
the circuits and the servers is the echo of a martyr's dream. The vision of a leader felled 
not only by a bullet but by a system that feared what he represented: a reawakened 
Republic governed not by fear, but by hope rooted in righteousness. 

We must now ask ourselves: will we continue in this managed descent into oblivion, or will 
we reclaim the mantle he left behind? 

To reclaim the mantle left behind by John F. Kennedy is not to indulge in romantic 
nostalgia. It is to recognize a turning point in the moral and spiritual trajectory of the 
American experiment—a moment when the course of a free people was violently 
interrupted. His assassination was not merely the silencing of a man; it was the attempted 
burial of a dream: that man, guided by principle and not by machinery, could shape the 
destiny of a nation toward the good, the just, and the beautiful. 

In the aftermath of his death, a vacuum formed—not only of leadership but of meaning. The 
sacredness of the office of the presidency was desecrated. A culture of secrecy, cynicism, 
and systemic manipulation crept into the very marrow of our national institutions. The 
people, disillusioned by Vietnam, Watergate, and the unraveling of trust in government, 
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began to settle not for greatness, but for distraction. And into this void, the technocrats 
came. 

Unlike tyrants of old, they did not arrive with swords or salutes. They arrived with 
screens, spreadsheets, and simulations. They offered progress, convenience, and safety in 
exchange for the soul of a self-governing people. And tragically, the people—wounded by 
loss, wearied by complexity, and hungering for ease—obliged. They traded prophetic 
leadership for predictive analytics, courageous citizenship for curated content, and the 
hard discipline of liberty for the soft slavery of surveillance. 

Kennedy’s call to civic virtue has since been replaced with the noise of hyperconnectivity. 
The courage to explore the stars has given way to the anxiety of scrolling timelines. The 
capacity for national vision has diminished to quarterly metrics and manufactured crises. 
In the name of progress, we have institutionalized forgetfulness. We have engineered a 
society that remembers everything except what matters. 

Yet even still, truth resists erasure. The echo of that undelivered speech in Dallas still 
reverberates in the hearts of those who have ears to hear. The man who warned of “a 
monolithic and ruthless conspiracy” was not speaking in parables. He was naming the 
creeping specter of a managerial class that sees man not as a citizen of heaven and earth, 
but as a programmable unit in a closed system. 

Technocracy is not neutral. It is not a mere tool. It is a worldview. And it is incompatible 
with the Christian soul of this Republic. For where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is 
liberty—and where there is liberty, there must be human dignity, moral agency, and the 
capacity to choose the good, even when it is hard. These are things no algorithm can 
supply. 

This is the fork in the road. To honor the memory of Kennedy, and the dream for which he 
died, we must reject the passive drift toward a managed humanity. We must instead 
awaken the dormant power of a governed people—governed first by God, then by 
conscience, then by constitutional order—not by technocratic decree. 

The central deception of technocracy lies in its promise of neutrality. It wears the face of 
reason, the voice of efficiency, and the garments of progress, convincing the masses that it 
merely exists to optimize and protect. But underneath its metallic mask is a deeper 
spiritual falsehood—that man’s highest good can be engineered, that peace can be 
programmed, and that truth can be synthesized through machines. This worldview does 
not see man as made in the image of God, but as a data point in the image of systems. It 
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reduces the mystery of the soul to a problem of behavior. It categorizes rather than 
convicts. It predicts rather than redeems. 

This is precisely why the legacy of President Kennedy stands in such stark contrast to the 
technocratic regime that followed. He was not a man of perfection, but of paradox—young 
yet grave, glamorous yet principled, bold yet thoughtful. He believed in the capacity of 
man to ascend not merely materially, but morally and spiritually. His leadership rejected 
fatalism. He called us to dream, to serve, to sacrifice, to ask not what our country could 
do for us, but what we could do for it. Such language is now foreign to the machine age. 
The modern voice does not call men to transcend themselves, but to trust the code, submit 
to the protocol, and obey the algorithm. 

Technocracy has no altar. It knows no prayer. It neither weeps nor rejoices. It does not 
kneel before the cross, nor does it tremble before judgment. It cannot love, and therefore it 
cannot lead. And yet, it now rules silently through our screens, our sensors, our financial 
systems, our newsfeeds, and increasingly, our minds. Its strength is not in tanks, but in 
taps and terms of service. It hides in plain sight, cloaked in convenience. 

The American people have slowly, imperceptibly, been inducted into a regime of digital 
dependence. Our elections are mediated by platforms. Our education is filtered through 
screens. Our transactions are monitored by unseen hands. Even our churches, during 
times of crisis, were shuttered by executive orders while liquor stores and casinos 
remained open. This is not governance. It is soft totalitarianism, baptized in technocratic 
rationale. And it will not stop unless confronted. 

The assassinated dream of John F. Kennedy is not simply about a presidency cut short. It 
is about a Republic at risk of forgetting what it means to be human. To honor his legacy is 
not to canonize a man, but to complete the mission he began—to push back against secrecy 
with transparency, against apathy with engagement, against control with courage. 

This is the mission of the American Covenant Party. Not to return to the past in 
sentimentality, but to resurrect what was pure, noble, and brave about the vision of 
self-governance under God. We must raise up new leaders with fire in their bones and 
truth in their mouths, who do not bow to the technocratic priesthood, but stand as 
prophets against its dominion. 

We must teach the people again that government is not God. That data is not destiny. That 
wisdom is more than information. That virtue is greater than efficiency. And that 
man—redeemed by the blood of Christ, filled with the Spirit of God, and rooted in the 
eternal truths of Scripture—can still govern justly, even in an age of machines. 
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To continue the arc of this essay is to confront, without hesitation, the grave theological 
question: What happens to a nation when the soul of its leadership is replaced by 
circuitry? This is not a poetic metaphor—it is a prophetic warning. The American Republic, 
conceived in liberty and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal under 
God, is now at risk of being reprogrammed. Its conscience is being rewritten by protocols. 
Its memory is being scrubbed by revisionist archives and digital erasure. And its 
dreams—once powered by sacrifice, poetry, and divine providence—are being reduced to 
metrics, subscriptions, and behavioral compliance. 

The Founding Fathers knew that liberty was not self-sustaining. Washington warned us of 
factions. Adams reminded us that our Constitution was made for a moral and religious 
people. Jefferson feared the tyranny of a state over the soul. Lincoln tethered the survival 
of the nation to the binding cords of repentance and union. And Kennedy—standing at the 
edge of the nuclear age—called us once again to envision peace, not through the silence of 
surrender, but through the affirmation of faith, risk, and righteousness. 

Yet today, we find ourselves governed by none of these principles. The dream that 
Kennedy laid out—a world where freedom could triumph not just through war, but 
through wisdom—is now dying not by sword, but by simulation. We no longer train our 
children to reason with first principles, but to comply with secondhand narratives. We no 
longer inspire youth to ask questions of the heavens, but to scroll endlessly through 
curated distractions. The pulpit has been replaced by the platform. The town square by the 
timeline. The voice of the people by the algorithm. 

And in this shift, we are not merely losing our identity—we are losing our humanity. A 
government that cannot weep with its people cannot serve them. A state that cannot 
distinguish the sacred from the profane is destined to desecrate both. And a society that 
outsources its discernment to machines will soon forget what it means to choose. 

The great error of technocracy is that it believes in a kingdom without a king. It dares to 
build Babel again—only this time with fiber optics and satellites instead of bricks and tar. 
But as Scripture teaches, all towers built in rebellion will fall. The arrogance of man, no 
matter how encrypted, shall be scattered. 

It is into this very context that a new generation must rise—one forged not in the circuits of 
Silicon Valley, but in the wilderness of repentance. These leaders must be part John the 
Baptist, part Jeremiah, and part Kennedy—not beholden to the narrative machinery of the 
age, but burning with the fire of truth. They must be prophetic, not performative. They 
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must value integrity over influence. They must understand that the battle we now face is 
not simply cultural, political, or economic—but existential and spiritual. 

We must declare, again and without apology, that the Gospel of Jesus Christ is the only 
firewall strong enough to withstand the coming collapse. For where technocracy offers 
control, Christ offers communion. Where algorithms demand conformity, the Lord offers 
covenant. Where the machines dissect and divide, the Spirit heals and unites. And where 
the dream of man ends in entropy, the Kingdom of God begins in resurrection. 

As we press further into the shadow of this towering dilemma, we must not make the 
mistake of assuming that this technocratic seizure of the American soul was merely 
incidental or spontaneous. No, it was orchestrated with intention—incrementally, like the 
slow tightening of a noose around the neck of a slumbering nation. The dream that 
animated the American experiment—a dream sanctified by sacrifice, marinated in 
Scripture, and lifted toward heaven by generations of faithful patriots—has not simply 
withered. It has been sabotaged. 

We must understand that the modern technocrat is not a mere inventor or data analyst. 
He is, in his heart, a priest of a new digital religion. In this religion, data replaces 
conscience, predictive analytics replaces prophecy, and “efficiency” is the new god 
enthroned on the altar of artificial light. The vision of man is no longer formed by the 
image of God, but by the optimization of the system. Bureaucracy has become theology. 
And all those who refuse to convert are quietly, surgically, purged. 

This is why the assassination of John F. Kennedy remains one of the most significant 
spiritual inflection points in the modern West. For in that moment, we did not just lose a 
man—we lost the last great bridge between the old world of human-led vision and the new 
world of technocratic control. Kennedy’s dream was not just liberal or conservative. It 
was human. It was poetic. It was bold and frail and yearning. It reached upward. And that 
made him intolerable to those whose ambitions were subterranean, mechanistic, and 
covert. 

His vision, had it lived, may have ushered in a golden age of man in communion with God 
and science—where the computer served the family, where the moonshot inspired humility, 
and where peace was pursued not as surrender, but as sacred calling. But with his death, 
we entered a vacuum. A vacuum that was quickly filled—not by another visionary—but by 
the system itself. Bureaucracy grew. Intelligence agencies gained autonomy. Secrecy 
expanded. Technology accelerated. And the people were left disoriented, distracted, and 
disempowered. 
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Now, decades later, the fruit of this technocratic metastasis is ripening into full tyranny. 
Our elections are filtered through algorithms. Our communication is surveilled by 
agencies with no biblical accountability. Our children are educated not by shepherds, but 
by coders and behavioral engineers. Our churches are pressured to digitize, depoliticize, 
and desanctify. And worst of all, many of our citizens—fatigued, demoralized, and numbed 
by novelty—have accepted this as normal. 

But we declare: it is not normal. It is not American. And it is not righteous. 

The Christian statesman must rise to declare that any system which erases the imago 
Dei—the image of God in man—is illegitimate, regardless of its convenience or acclaim. We 
must call our people back to the ancient truths that liberty is not forged in the laboratory, 
but in the wilderness. That no machine can replace the mystery of the human soul. That no 
synthetic intelligence can comprehend the beauty of the cross or the fire of Pentecost. That 
no database can store the heartbeat of a nation consecrated to Almighty God. 

The way forward, then, is not through further integration into the system. It is through a 
holy defiance. A civic sanctification. A national repentance. We must unplug the American 
conscience from the neural net of control and reconnect it to the living vine of Christ. 

We must begin again—not with smarter phones, but with softer hearts. 

We stand now at the final precipice—not of innovation, but of identity. The question that 
haunts this moment is not whether we can build the next great machine, but whether we 
still know what it means to be human. Beneath the promises of transhumanism and the 
sleek gospel of progress lies a chilling agenda: the redefinition of mankind without the 
Maker. It is no longer conspiracy to say what has become visibly manifest—elites in 
laboratories and legislative halls are actively pursuing a vision of humanity detached 
from soul, severed from Scripture, and submerged in surveillance. 

This is the terminal stage of the technocratic dream: not merely the control of the public 
square, but the colonization of the inner life. It is the ambition not just to regulate 
behavior, but to reprogram thought. Where once tyrants ruled with swords and soldiers, 
the new oppressor cloaks himself in code. He speaks not in decrees, but in terms and 
conditions. He enforces not by garrison, but by grid—ensnaring every transaction, every 
interaction, every desire in a web too intricate for the average citizen to perceive, let alone 
resist. 

And yet, resist we must. 
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This is not simply a policy issue; it is a spiritual war. The soul of the American Republic 
was not meant to be governed by software. It was forged in fire—by pilgrims, prophets, and 
patriots who trusted not in the technics of empire, but in the providence of God. Our 
Founders pledged their lives, fortunes, and sacred honor not to a central command 
algorithm, but to the divine right of conscience and the natural rights endowed by the 
Creator. 

Therefore, we must return to the eternal questions that forged our civilization in the first 
place: What is man? What is his purpose? What makes him free? What binds him together 
with his neighbor, his family, and his nation? The technocratic age would answer these 
questions with numbers. But the covenantal age—our age—must answer them with 
Scripture, blood, and sacred fire. 

The Christian vision of government and civilization is not one that fears technology, but 
one that places it under the dominion of Christ. Technology, when baptized by wisdom 
and chained to righteousness, can be a great servant. But when it is enthroned without 
reverence and unmoored from truth, it becomes the great beast of Revelation—imitating 
life, demanding worship, and persecuting the saints. 

This is why John F. Kennedy’s assassination was not merely the death of a president, but 
the aborting of a national path. Had that dream matured, perhaps we would have seen an 
America that married courage with conscience, innovation with humility, and strength 
with sanctity. But instead, we were left with a dream deferred—and into that void rushed 
the architects of the synthetic kingdom, the engineers of illusion, the priests of control. 

But it is not too late. 

For just as the prophets of old stood in the ashes of Jerusalem and declared the coming of a 
new temple, we must now stand in the ruins of civic imagination and declare: The dream 
shall live again. But not as it was. It shall rise transfigured—not by machines, but by men 
and women who fear God more than they fear the system. 

The next generation of American patriots will not be forged in Silicon Valley, but in the 
sanctuaries of repentance, the homesteads of endurance, and the churches where the Holy 
Spirit still speaks. They will be those who remember that freedom is not a program. It is a 
covenant. And if we are to restore it, we must return not to the motherboard—but to the 
mountain. 

The time has come to speak plainly: the war for the soul of America is not on the battlefield 
of flesh and blood alone, but on the plains of memory, prophecy, and truth. The spirit of 
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antichrist always attempts to counterfeit the kingdom—offering order without 
righteousness, unity without truth, peace without the Prince. And technocracy, in its 
highest form, is precisely that: a counterfeit kingdom. 

It promises a world without want, without suffering, without failure—provided we 
surrender the unpredictable chaos of liberty for the clean, clinical symmetry of managed 
outcomes. But herein lies the devil’s lie. The human soul was not made for captivity, no 
matter how sanitized. The heart of man was not formed to obey a system, but to worship a 
Savior. The image of God cannot be compressed into data, nor can the Spirit be indexed 
into a cloud. 

And yet, for decades, this has been the devil’s steady advance. The cathedral has been 
traded for the server room. The fires of revival replaced by the glow of screens. Confession 
and absolution abandoned for compliance and scoring. Even the family, that first and 
sacred institution of divine civilization, is now under siege by machines and ideologies 
who see no need for fatherhood, no place for motherhood, no sanctity in 
childbearing—only the perpetual engineering of “better citizens.” 

But we must not despair. We must not retreat. For this is the hour of the righteous 
remnant—the children of the dream, the inheritors of the slain vision, the ones who rise 
from the ashes of betrayal and cry out once more, “Liberty under God shall not perish 
from the earth.” 

We must rebuild. But we must rebuild differently. We must forge a republic where 
technology is constrained by theology, where the good life is defined not by algorithms, 
but by awe. We must raise children who can quote Scripture more fluently than slogans, 
who can discern the holy from the hollow, the eternal from the engineered. And we must 
raise leaders who tremble at the name of the Lord more than they kneel to the kings of 
code. 

John F. Kennedy once said, “Ask not what your country can do for you, ask what you can 
do for your country.” But in our day, a greater question must be posed: What can your 
country do for Christ? 

The torch he carried is now in our hands—not a torch of man’s glory, but of divine 
commission. It is not to light our path only, but to rekindle a covenant across a cold and 
weary land. The Republic shall be restored not through circuits and systems, but through 
courage and sanctification. It is time to resurrect the American imagination—not in 
nostalgia for the past, but in prophecy for the future. 
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And so we speak into the silence: The dream was not destroyed. It was buried—awaiting 
resurrection. The American Covenant lives. The Christian Republic shall rise. And the 
technocratic tyrants who sought to replace glory with governance shall behold, with 
trembling, the return of a people whose King is not silicon, but the Son of God. 

Let every false throne fall. Let every digital idol crack. Let every program fail that exalts 
itself above the knowledge of Christ. For the Lamb who was slain is worthy to receive the 
full inheritance of the nations—including this one. 

The torch is in our hands. 

We will not let it die. 
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Essay XX: The People of God Shall Arise 

Acp 118 



 
I: The Burden and The Call 

There comes a moment in every age when silence itself becomes a betrayal—when the failure 
to act is the gravest act of all. The prophets of old knew it. The apostles bore it. And the 
saints throughout history carried this sacred burden like fire in their bones. Ours is such a 
moment. We live in a time not merely of political confusion or cultural corruption, but of 
divine testing. The foundations have been shaken, the altars desecrated, the gates of the 
city unguarded—and the Lord walks among the ruins asking once more, “Whom shall I 
send, and who will go for Us?” 

This is not merely the cry of a generation; it is the groaning of creation. The spiritual 
atmosphere is thick with anticipation, as if the heavens themselves are leaning low to see 
who among men still walks with God. The hour is urgent, not because evil is strong, but 
because good has grown passive. Righteousness has not perished—it has simply been 
misplaced. It has been buried beneath decades of distraction, diluted by comfort, and 
deformed by cowardice. 

But now, even now, the Spirit of God is stirring. He is calling forth a people—not perfect, 
but purified. Not popular, but prepared. Not numerous, but nameless and mighty. A 
remnant. A priesthood. A nation within a nation. These are the ones who will not bend the 
knee to Baal nor kiss the ring of globalist tyranny. These are the ones who see the collapse 
not as a calamity, but as a commission. These are the ones who understand that when the 
foundations are destroyed, the righteous must not flee—they must rebuild. 

The rising of the Fifth Pillar is not the birth of a party. It is the reawakening of a covenant. 
It is not a political campaign—it is a prophetic commission. It is not the triumph of the 
flesh, but the return of the Spirit into the public square. This rising is not measured by 
polls or power, but by purity, prayer, and prophetic boldness. The American Covenant 
Party is not the centerpiece of this movement—it is merely the scaffolding. The true 
structure is the people of God, rebuilt as living stones into a holy nation. 

We must understand, however, that this rising is not reactionary. It is revelatory. It is not 
driven by bitterness but by biblical conviction. The world is groaning for answers. The 
Church has too often handed them slogans. The people are starving for vision. The leaders 
have offered platitudes. But the time has come for sons and daughters to prophesy again, 
for young men to see visions, and for old men to dream dreams—not of nostalgia or 
fantasy, but of a Kingdom that does not shake. 

This is no longer a time for mere protest. It is a time for priestly governance. For apostolic 
authority to invade administrative vacuums. For prophetic speech to replace pandering 
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scripts. For righteous dominion to confront runaway disorder. And above all, it is time for 
the people of God to stop pleading for survival and start preparing for stewardship. 

We are not simply rising to resist. We are rising to rebuild. 

II: The Ecclesia Rises: Not Beneath, But Above 

The first lie that must be cast down is the subtle seduction that Christians are meant to 
remain peripheral. For far too long, the Church has accepted the role of cultural 
chaplain—invited to pray, but never to govern; permitted to comfort, but never to correct. 
But this is not the ecclesia of Scripture. The word used by Christ when He said, “Upon this 
rock I will build My Church,” was not temple or synagogue—it was ecclesia, the Greek 
word for the legislative assembly. It was the governing body of a city, the council that 
decided what was lawful, what was enforced, and what was permitted within the walls of 
civilization. 

Jesus Christ did not found a religious club. He instituted a Kingdom movement. And that 
Kingdom is not to be hidden beneath the table of secular accommodation. It is a city on a 
hill. It is salt and light—not passive preservatives, but active agents of transformation. The 
early Church understood this. That is why it confronted emperors, overturned idols, and 
converted entire civilizations—not with swords, but with the authority of truth. They knew 
what we have forgotten: that the Gospel is not simply a private comfort; it is a public claim 
to the Lordship of Christ over every sphere of life. 

To arise in this age, the people of God must shed the skin of victimhood and clothe 
themselves in the armor of responsibility. We are not simply surviving Babylon—we are 
being called to build Zion. We are not merely enduring the wickedness of the age—we are 
called to inherit the age to come, even while standing in the ruins of the present. 

This means entering the halls of power without becoming intoxicated by them. It means 
confronting injustice not merely with outrage, but with righteous order. It means stepping 
into the arenas of education, economics, media, governance, architecture, and justice—not 
with assimilation, but with consecration. We are not meant to blend in. We are meant to 
bless and to build. 

But here lies the cost. The world will not welcome this kind of rising. It will tolerate 
churches so long as they remain silent sanctuaries. It will smile upon religion that stays in 
its lane. But once the people of God rise with the authority of the Kingdom—declaring 
Christ as King of nations, not just hearts—then the principalities tremble. For they know 
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their time is short. And they know what happens when a righteous remnant stops running 
from the darkness and starts lighting torches again. 

This rising will not be televised. It will not be algorithmically promoted. It will not be 
approved by blue checks or brokered by elites. It will begin in the unseen places—around 
kitchen tables, in prayer rooms, in midnight tears. But it will not stay hidden. For when 
God breathes upon a valley of dry bones, they do not merely stand—they march. 

It is time for a new ecclesia to rise. Not a replica of Rome, not a mirror of Washington, but 
a people filled with the Word, led by the Spirit, and ready to reign in righteousness. This is 
the Fifth Pillar. It is not a platform. It is a people. And their time has come. 

III: Consecrated for Dominion, Not Celebrity 

The temptation in every generation is to mistake popularity for power. But in the Kingdom 
of God, true power is never granted by the applause of crowds—it is stewarded through the 
surrender of the cross. As we rise, we must remember: we are not called to be influencers; 
we are called to be intercessors, image-bearers, and initiators of holy dominion. The 
remnant that arises now must not seek recognition, but righteousness. Not 
brand-building, but nation-rebuilding. Not vanity metrics, but virtue legacies. 

The world celebrates the visible: fame, fortune, followers. But Heaven measures the unseen: 
faithfulness, obedience, covenant. And herein lies the secret strength of the rising people of 
God—while the world is occupied with screens and scandals, the Lord is forming vessels of 
consecration in the fire of obscurity. In deserts. In dens. In hidden caves of preparation. 

David was anointed in secret before he was enthroned in public. Joseph was tested in a 
prison before he governed a nation. Esther was refined in the chambers of exile before she 
saved her people. And Christ Himself spent thirty years in silence before His three years of 
public ministry changed eternity. The pattern has not changed. The rising begins not with 
spectacle, but with sanctification. 

The modern Church must recover this divine pattern if we are to rise with authority. We 
must trade shallow trends for sacred training. We must trade platform ambition for 
prophetic unction. The restoration of America will not come through a celebrity savior. It 
will not come through a single candidate, a single influencer, or a single charismatic voice. 
It will come through a multitude of nameless saints who have bent their knees in secret, 
who have refused the bread of compromise, and who have been set apart for such a time as 
this. 
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The American Covenant Party, then, is not a personality cult—it is a priesthood call. Its 
foundation is not populism, but principle. Its ambition is not worldly success, but eternal 
significance. It does not exist to elevate men, but to glorify Christ in the governance of 
men. It will succeed not by mimicking the world’s systems, but by reintroducing the divine 
order into the civil sphere. That order begins with covenant. With character. With 
cruciform leadership that governs not by force, but by faith and fearless truth. 

To arise, we must accept the cost. We must die to self-glory. We must despise the 
counterfeit crowns and receive the true yoke of divine responsibility. The Lord is not 
looking for strategists. He is looking for stewards. Men and women who will carry the 
burden of a broken nation as priests carried the ark—on their shoulders, not on their 
platforms. 

This is why the Fifth Pillar is rising—not to restore the old glory of an empire, but to 
inaugurate a new era of servant-kings. Leaders in the mold of David and Deborah, 
Nehemiah and Daniel, who fear no man because they walk with God. Who speak not to 
impress, but to convict. Who build not for legacy, but for the Lamb. 

Let the Church return to its high calling. Let the people of God reject the culture of 
celebrity and embrace the consecration of dominion. For in this consecration lies the key 
to restoration. 

IV: The Anatomy of a Holy Rebellion 

The rising of God’s people is not a rebellion in the spirit of chaos, nor a revolution of 
violence. It is a holy rebellion—a sacred resistance against the tyranny of sin, the 
corruption of men, and the usurpation of God’s rightful place in the governance of 
nations. It is not anarchy—it is restoration. It is not a storming of institutions for 
vengeance, but a reclaiming of dominion by the righteous. And yet, it will be regarded by 
the world as treason. For to declare that Christ is King is to declare that Caesar is not. 

When Israel cried out in Egypt, their suffering ascended as a cry to Heaven—and God 
responded not with a treaty, but with a deliverer. When the prophets confronted kings, 
they did not come to negotiate—they came to pronounce the judgment and mercy of God. 
When the early Church defied the decrees of emperors, they did so not out of political 
defiance, but spiritual fidelity: “We must obey God rather than men.” This has always 
been the tension. The Kingdom of God never fits quietly into the mold of fallen empires. It 
confronts them, reforms them, or overthrows them. 
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The holy rebellion of today is not against flesh and blood, but against principalities that 
have wrapped themselves in the garments of bureaucracy and lawlessness, of decadence 
and technocratic control. These powers mock the natural law. They desecrate the image of 
God in man. They redefine marriage, sterilize truth, legalize perversion, and call it 
progress. But when the righteous rise, they do not conform to this world—they transform it. 

This transformation begins with a theological awakening. The Church must once again 
believe that Christ is Lord not just of the sanctuary, but of the Senate. Not just of 
Sundays, but of school boards and city halls. The lie of secular neutrality must be 
exposed. Every law declares a god. Every system reflects a theology. And the current state 
of America reflects a theology of man as sovereign, desire as divine, and Christ as 
optional. But the people of God shall arise and declare the true creed: Christ is Lord. His 
Word is law. His mercy is matchless, and His dominion shall not be denied. 

This rebellion, then, is holy because it is rooted in holiness. It is not rebellion for rebellion’s 
sake. It is obedience to the higher law. It is allegiance to the eternal throne. It is a moral 
refusal to bow to Babylon when Heaven calls us to build Jerusalem. It is Daniel refusing to 
eat the king’s meat. It is Esther approaching the king’s court. It is Moses saying, “Let My 
people go.” 

We must not mistake gentleness for silence, nor patience for passivity. There comes a time 
when the people of God must stand. And when they do, it is not with chaos, but with 
clarity. Not with rage, but with righteousness. Not with slogans, but with Scripture. Not 
as rebels without a cause, but as sons and daughters with a commission. 

This rising will shake foundations. It will draw ire. It will expose impostors and humble 
tyrants. But it is not our name that will be glorified—it is the Name above every name. For 
the Kingdom is not built on volume, but on virtue. Not on manipulation, but on 
manifestation of the Spirit and the power of the cross. 

Let the holy rebellion begin—not in bitterness, but in boldness. Not in defiance of order, but 
in defense of divine order. For when the people of God arise in holiness, the gates of hell 
shall not prevail. 

V: The Remnant and The Return To The Ancient Path 

There is a remnant in this land—not radical in violence, but radical in virtue. They are not 
seen on talk shows or invited to elite summits. Their names are not trending, nor do their 
voices echo through the corridors of conventional power. But Heaven knows them. Hell 
fears them. And history will be shaped by them. 
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These are the ones who have not bowed to Baal. Who have not kissed the idols of our age. 
Who mourn over the abominations in the land and weep between the porch and the altar. 
They do not conform to this culture, yet they are not consumed by resentment. They love 
truth, yet they still extend mercy. They long for judgment, yet they live for redemption. 

This is the prophetic company, the living stones, the builders of the next era. They are old 
souls in a new war. They carry scrolls in their hearts and swords in their mouths—not to 
slay flesh, but to pierce deception and restore foundations. They are builders, not 
destroyers. Shepherds, not celebrities. Watchmen, not opportunists. And they are 
returning us to the ancient paths—the eternal patterns of God’s Kingdom that never age, 
though empires fall. 

The ancient path is the path of covenant. A sacred bond between people and their God, 
sealed not by ideology, but by blood—first the blood of bulls and goats, now the eternal 
blood of Christ. This covenant was not merely personal—it was national. “Blessed is the 
nation whose God is the Lord.” The ancient path rejects the false dichotomy between 
Church and state when both are called to kneel before the same King. 

The ancient path is also the path of righteousness. Not moral relativism, but objective, 
revealed truth. The law of the Lord is perfect, reviving the soul. His commandments are not 
burdensome, but life-giving. The remnant rises not with new theories, but with ancient 
truths. The Ten Commandments remain the foundation of just law. The Sermon on the 
Mount remains the foundation of just governance. And the Cross remains the foundation 
of mercy for the guilty and judgment for the unrepentant. 

The ancient path is the path of generational vision. Our forefathers built cathedrals whose 
spires pointed to Heaven. They planted oak trees whose shade they never saw. They 
framed constitutions meant to outlast tyrants and time. But we have traded cathedrals for 
strip malls, vision for vanity, inheritance for indulgence. The rising people of God must 
restore the long view. We must build again for our children’s children, not just for 
quarterly returns or electoral cycles. We must plant trees we may never sit under, trusting 
that the Lord of the harvest will honor our labor. 

The ancient path is the path of worship-informed politics. Not partisan idolatry, but 
public reverence. When the Ark was carried into Jerusalem, David danced—not for votes, 
but for victory. When Solomon built the Temple, he governed with wisdom—not from polls, 
but from divine instruction. True governance is always downstream from worship. As we 
re-enthrone Christ in our churches, we must enthrone Him also in our courts, our 
congresses, and our cities. 
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The remnant knows this. They are not swayed by fashion, but led by fire. And now, the 
trumpet is sounding again: “Prepare the way of the Lord. Make straight His paths.” The 
people of God shall arise not to innovate the faith, but to return to it. Not to deconstruct 
the past, but to recover it. Not to water down the truth, but to proclaim it unashamed and 
unyielding. 

We do not need a new gospel. We need old fire. We need ancient paths. And we need a 
rising people with hearts like flint, eyes like eagles, and feet like those who bring good news 
upon the mountains. 

VI: From Ecclesia to Imperium 

The Church was never meant to be a passive presence, politely hidden behind stained 
glass. She was born in fire, forged in persecution, and commissioned with authority to 
disciple nations, not merely individuals. She was not built to coexist with wickedness, but 
to confront it. Not to adapt to Babylon, but to call it to repentance. She was never the 
chaplain of the empire—she was the empire in seed form, the outpost of Heaven in hostile 
territory, the bride of Christ with a mandate to rule with Him. 

In the early Church, the word ecclesia was not a term of religious ritual, but of 
governmental authority. It referred to the legislative assembly in Greek city-states—a 
gathering of citizens who deliberated, decreed, and directed the affairs of the polis. Christ’s 
choice of this term was deliberate: “Upon this rock I will build My ecclesia,” He declared, 
“and the gates of hell shall not prevail against it.” He was not speaking merely of Sunday 
services. He was inaugurating a divine council on earth, composed of His people, 
empowered by His Spirit, and commissioned to make His Kingdom known across every 
sphere of life. 

This is the dimension of Christianity that the modern Church has lost and the rising 
remnant must reclaim: the mandate to govern. Not by domination, but by dominion. Not 
by coercion, but by consecration. Not through force, but through formation of culture, 
law, and conscience. We are not called to be mere exiles—we are called to be ambassadors, 
emissaries, governors of the age to come, even as we walk through the ruins of the present. 

This governance begins not with seizing thrones, but with ruling our own hearts. For if we 
cannot govern ourselves, we cannot govern cities. The fruit of the Spirit—love, joy, peace, 
patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control—is the very 
character of a godly ruler. From this internal order flows external authority. From private 
prayer flows public power. From sanctified homes flows sanctified governance. The 
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renewal of civil society begins with the Church refusing to be silent, and then refusing to be 
superficial. 

And yet, we must be sober. For to reclaim the mantle of governance is to declare 
war—spiritually, ideologically, and at times materially. The world will not go quietly into 
the night. The principalities and powers are not intimidated by platitudes or passion. They 
fear a holy people, united in doctrine, rooted in Scripture, aflame with love, and resolute 
in conviction. They fear ecclesia becoming imperium—the Church regaining her spine and 
her staff, her crown and her cross. 

The way forward is not to replace secular tyranny with theocracy by the sword. The way 
forward is to bring every institution—education, economics, science, art, and law—under 
the loving, liberating, and righteous authority of Christ. Not through imposition, but 
through revelation. Not through coercion, but through conviction. The laws of men must 
be judged by the law of God. The rights of man must be weighed against the 
responsibilities of righteousness. The very Constitution must be seen not as supreme, but 
as submitted to the eternal King. 

This is not extremism. This is orthodoxy. This is the vision that fueled the martyrs and 
missionaries, the builders of cathedrals and the framers of constitutions, the prophets who 
stood before kings and the peasants who raised their families in the fear of the Lord. They 
did not separate faith and governance—they united them under one Lordship, knowing that 
if Christ is not Lord of all, He is not Lord at all. 

So now, the rising begins. The Church is no longer content to be an audience. She is an 
army. No longer merely a hospital for sinners—she is a headquarters for saints. No longer 
an echo chamber of culture—she is the engine of new creation. She will plant. She will build. 
She will legislate in the Spirit and serve in the flesh. She will prepare the nations for the 
return of the King—not with compromise, but with courage. 

VII: The Call to Courage - Restoring Moral Leadership in A Time Of Collapse 

It is courage—not comfort—that will mark the age to come. As the old order collapses under 
the weight of its own rebellion, as institutions decay and governments become parodies of 
justice, the world will not be saved by bureaucrats or technocrats, but by men and women 
who fear God more than death. In the silence of compromise, in the apathy of the masses, 
it is courage that must roar again from the righteous remnant. This is not the courage of 
recklessness or bravado, but the sacred resolve to stand firm when all others bow. It is the 
spirit of Daniel in Babylon, of Elijah on Mount Carmel, of Peter before the Sanhedrin, and 
of Christ before Pilate. 
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Moral leadership is the great deficit of our generation. We have information without 
transformation, power without principle, technology without transcendence. But the 
world is not perishing for lack of knowledge—it is perishing for lack of virtue. A society 
cannot be saved by algorithms or artificial intelligence. It must be led by men whose souls 
are anchored in truth. The future will not belong to the most connected, but to the most 
convicted. 

Leadership in a time of collapse requires clarity. No man can lead who does not first know 
what he believes. The remnant must reject the fog of postmodernism, the cancer of moral 
relativism, and the laziness of endless nuance. Jesus Christ is not one option among 
many—He is the cornerstone. His Word is not one voice in the marketplace of ideas—it is 
the final verdict on every matter. The leader God will use is not the one who wins favor 
with the crowd, but the one who wins battles in the closet of prayer. Private surrender 
births public strength. 

Leadership also requires holiness. No restoration is possible without repentance. No 
reformation is lasting without purification. The Church cannot call the world to a 
standard it does not live. The man who would reform the government must first reform his 
household. The woman who would restore the courts must first guard her heart. We do not 
need louder voices—we need purer vessels. For the Lord will not anoint corruption, and He 
will not bless compromise. The hour is too late for lukewarm prophets and spineless 
politicians. The King is coming. The people must rise. 

And leadership requires vision. The remnant must not merely criticize the darkness—they 
must architect the light. A righteous people must articulate what they are for, not just what 
they are against. We must paint a picture of a nation governed in justice, adorned in 
mercy, and flourishing under divine law. We must model this in our churches, our families, 
our communities. The Fifth Pillar is not an abstract ideal—it is a blueprint for governance, 
discipleship, economy, and architecture. A new American century must be shaped not by 
cynics, but by saints with vision. 

True moral leadership is not reactive—it is revelatory. It sees what others cannot see. It feels 
the weight of unborn generations and acts accordingly. It refuses to trade temporary 
convenience for eternal consequence. It is deeply rooted in Scripture, wildly courageous in 
the Spirit, and unshakably submitted to Christ. Such leaders will not be manufactured by 
seminaries or appointed by parties. They will arise from wildernesses of testing, baptisms 
of fire, and nights of wrestling. They will carry scars, not slogans. And they will bear the 
burden of a people too broken to save themselves. 
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The world is on fire, but the Lord is lighting torches. He is raising leaders in caves, not 
conferences. In exile, not empires. In prayer closets, not palaces. And when the smoke 
clears, it will not be the celebrities or influencers who rebuild. It will be the courageous. 
The covenant keepers. The cross-bearers. The ones who refused to bend when all others 
broke. 

VIII: The Great Awakening 

From every corner of this trembling Republic, a cry is rising—not from the halls of power, 
but from the wilderness of the overlooked. It is the sound of prodigals returning, of 
watchmen sounding the alarm, of shepherds reclaiming their staff, and of sons and 
daughters prophesying in the streets. This is not the sound of politics-as-usual. It is the 
sound of divine interruption. The voice of a people who have seen through the lies, touched 
the hem of truth, and will no longer be silent. For the Spirit of the Lord is stirring, and with 
Him comes awakening—not a mere revival of emotion, but a resurrection of destiny. 

The rebirth of a nation begins not at the ballot box, but at the altar. It is not engineered 
through legislation alone but birthed in repentance. The American Covenant, long 
forgotten, is being remembered by a remnant who will no longer allow sacred things to be 
profaned. The Fifth Pillar—the People of God—are no longer scattered and silent. They are 
assembling. And in this unity, under Christ, we will witness what history could not kill, 
what tyrants could not erase, and what generations of compromise could not destroy: the 
reemergence of a righteous nation. 

This is the generation that will rebuild the ancient ruins and restore the foundations laid 
by our fathers. The prayers of Washington, the tears of Lincoln, the strength of Roosevelt, 
and the vision of Kennedy are not buried—they are seeds. And in the fire of our current 
tribulation, those seeds are breaking forth. What our forefathers glimpsed, we shall 
establish. What they fought to preserve, we shall carry to completion. The Kingdom they 
hoped for in shadow, we shall manifest in substance—not perfectly, but prophetically. Not 
by power or might, but by the Spirit of the living God. 

The Church will once again be the conscience of the nation—not the captive of it. The 
Constitution will once again be interpreted through the lens of natural law and divine 
justice. The family will once again be honored as the first government. The economy will 
once again reward righteousness and restrain greed. Education will once again raise wise 
and virtuous citizens, not slaves of the state. The land will be healed—not because we 
deserve it, but because the Lord has heard the remnant who weep for its restoration. 
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This awakening will be global in consequence. As America returns to covenant, the world 
will watch—and choose. For the fate of the nations hangs in the balance. Either Babylon 
rises in full with its surveillance, sorcery, and seductive tyranny, or Zion ascends with her 
King. There is no neutrality. There is no middle ground. Every nation must decide whom 
they will serve. As for us, as for this covenant movement, we declare: The Lord is our King. 
He will save us. He will govern us. He will restore us. 

This is the dawn of a new Christian republic. Not imposed from above, but rising from 
within. Not built by institutions alone, but by individuals who take up the mantle of the 
cross in public life. A republic whose constitution flows from Christ, whose laws reflect 
His righteousness, and whose people walk in humility and power. The battle will be fierce. 
The suffering will be real. But the end is secure. The Church shall rise. The Pillar shall 
stand. And the name of Jesus shall be exalted—not only in hearts, but in homes, courts, 
cities, and nations. 

The darkness is loud, but the light is louder. The kingdom of this world is trembling, for the 
Kingdom of our God is drawing near. And those who have been hidden in caves shall 
come forth. Those who were last shall be first. The meek shall inherit the earth. The rejected 
shall become rulers. The people of God shall arise—and with them, the world will see the 
glory of the age to come. 

 

 

Essay XXI: The Covenant Constitution — Restoring First 
Principles​

  

I: The Foundations of Law and the Forgotten Altars of Liberty 

The Constitution of the United States was never meant to stand alone. It was not born in a 
vacuum, nor was it forged in the sterile laboratories of Enlightenment theory alone. It was 
conceived in covenant, nurtured by sacrifice, and guided by Providence. The Founders did 
not see the Constitution as a cold contract between men but as a sacred trust under God. 
This is the foundation that has been lost. And without it, the Republic cannot endure. 

The notion of a Covenant Constitution begins not with the stroke of a pen in 1787, but with 
the voice of the Pilgrims in 1620, kneeling aboard the Mayflower, declaring their purpose 
to form a civil body politic "for the glory of God and the advancement of the Christian 
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faith." It echoes in the hearts of the Continental Congress who declared days of fasting and 
thanksgiving before engaging in armed resistance. It resounds in the conviction of men like 
John Witherspoon, James Madison, and George Mason—men who understood that liberty 
without virtue is license, and government without God is tyranny in disguise. 

Yet today, we have gutted the Constitution of its soul. We invoke its clauses while ignoring 
its Author. We recite its preamble but forget its foundation. We interpret its text through 
the lens of modern indulgence, rather than eternal truth. This is why every solution that 
ignores the covenantal root of our Constitution is doomed to fail. Because you cannot 
preserve the fruit if you sever the root. And the root is this: The Lord is our Lawgiver, the 
Lord is our Judge, the Lord is our King; He will save us. (Isaiah 33:22) 

To restore America, we must begin not with amending the laws, but with restoring the 
altars. Law flows downstream from worship. Culture follows liturgy. Politics is shaped by 
theology, whether conscious or not. The question is not whether we will have a moral 
framework, but which one. Not whether a god will rule, but which god. The modern 
experiment has failed because it tried to expel God from the halls of power while expecting 
order to remain. But a Constitution without Christ is a contract with chaos. 

The First Principles we must restore are not merely procedural. They are moral and 
transcendent. The sanctity of life, the integrity of the family, the inviolability of 
conscience, the sacredness of vocation, and the dignity of every man as an image-bearer 
of God—these are not values we invented; they are truths we inherited. The Constitution 
was designed to secure them. It must now be revived to reflect them again. 

 II: Natural Law, Divine Right, and the Consent of the Governed 

At the heart of the American founding lies a profound paradox: authority was declared as 
coming from God, yet granted through the consent of the governed. This paradox is not a 
contradiction—it is a covenant. The men who signed the Declaration of Independence did 
not claim divine right in the style of kings, but they did assert that the rights of man were 
endowed by their Creator. This distinction separates the American experiment from both 
tyrannical monarchies and atheistic democracies. It is the hinge upon which our Republic 
swings, and it is the essence of what must be recovered. 

Natural law, as understood by the Framers and by the Christian tradition before them, is 
not a vague sense of human rights or majority opinion. It is the law written on the heart, 
established by the eternal God, and discoverable through reason and revelation alike. 
Thomas Jefferson called it “Nature’s Law and Nature’s God.” Blackstone called it “the will 
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of [our] Maker.” The Apostle Paul said it is a law that even the Gentiles, who do not have 
the Torah, “do by nature.” (Romans 2:14–15) 

This natural law is the cornerstone of the Constitution. Without it, rights become whims, 
justice becomes interpretation, and liberty becomes manipulation. It is only because our 
rights preexist the state—because they are anchored in something higher—that any 
document, even the Constitution, can have moral legitimacy. This is what separates 
American liberty from French Revolution libertinism or Marxist revolution. It is not man 
liberating himself from God. It is man being restored to his rightful place under God. 

The “consent of the governed” is not, therefore, the final authority—but the righteous 
outworking of a free people who acknowledge a higher law. When a people reject God, 
their consent becomes mob rule. When they embrace God’s order, their consent becomes 
the covenantal affirmation of a just system. This is why the Founders feared democracy 
unmoored from virtue. It is why John Adams insisted that our Constitution was made 
“only for a moral and religious people.” They knew that freedom without truth would 
become slavery to sin, and that consent without truth would become chaos masquerading 
as liberty. 

To recover the Covenant Constitution is to re-anchor the government not only in textual 
originalism but in moral originalism. We must return to the understanding that our laws 
are legitimate only insofar as they reflect the higher law of God. This does not mean a 
theocracy. It means a theonomy—a recognition that no law is neutral, and therefore our 
laws must once again conform to the good, the true, and the beautiful as defined by the 
Creator. 

To do this requires more than electing “conservatives” or appointing “strict 
constructionists.” It requires a revival of conscience. A renewal of jurisprudence rooted in 
natural rights and divine accountability. It requires that pastors become prophets once 
again, that judges become servants of justice—not power, and that the people themselves 
become students of both Scripture and civics. A new Moses must arise in every home, a 
new Deborah in every courtroom, a new Nehemiah in every city gate. 

III: Enumerated Powers and the Restoration of Jurisdictional Boundaries 

One of the most radical and overlooked features of the U.S. Constitution is its limitation 
of federal power through enumeration. Unlike totalitarian systems where government 
power is assumed until denied, the American order begins with denial and grants only 
what is necessary. The structure of the Constitution is not merely administrative—it is 
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theological. It reflects a biblical worldview of delegated, limited authority within separate 
jurisdictions. 

In the biblical model, God is sovereign over all, yet He delegates distinct authorities to the 
family, the church, and the civil government—each with its own ordained domain. The 
family raises and trains children. The church governs spiritual life, sacraments, and moral 
order. The state bears the sword to punish evil and protect the innocent. When one sphere 
attempts to absorb the others, tyranny emerges. But when each remains in submission to 
God and within its God-ordained bounds, peace and justice flourish. 

The American Framers embedded this principle into our Constitution. Article I, Section 8 
lists the specific powers granted to Congress. All others are reserved to the States or the 
people under the Tenth Amendment. This was not mere political philosophy. It was a 
rejection of the Leviathan. It was the acknowledgment that no man and no institution 
could safely hold unchecked power—even when that power claims to be for the people’s 
good. 

Over the centuries, however, these boundaries have been eroded by judicial activism, 
executive overreach, and legislative cowardice. Agencies now write laws instead of 
Congress. Courts now legislate morality. The federal government now intrudes upon 
education, marriage, healthcare, banking, and even religious expression. This is not 
constitutional evolution. It is constitutional apostasy. 

To restore the covenant, we must restore jurisdiction. That means we must recover the 
sacred principle that government must only do what God and the Constitution authorize 
it to do—nothing more. It means a systematic dismantling of unlawful agencies, the return 
of education to families and localities, and the liberation of the church from entangling 
alliances with the state. It means reviving the principle of subsidiarity—that governance 
must always be pushed down to the lowest competent level. 

This decentralization is not chaos. It is order. It reflects God’s design in nature: the human 
body is not governed by a single organ but by systems working in harmony, each within 
its function. So must our Republic be. Washington, D.C., is not the head of the 
nation—Christ is. And under His headship, each jurisdiction must be called to account. 

The American people must be re-taught the sacred geometry of power—that the farther 
power gets from the people, the more dangerous it becomes. The closer it is to the home, the 
more accountable, responsive, and just it is likely to be. A renewed Constitution must 
restore these contours—not only in law but in the minds and expectations of the governed. 
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IV: The Moral Roots of Law and the Restoration of Justice 

Law without morality is tyranny in robes. A Constitution, no matter how brilliantly 
framed, becomes a dead letter if it is interpreted by judges who do not fear God or 
acknowledge truth. The modern American legal system suffers not from a lack of structure 
but from a lack of virtue. The machinery of justice still exists, but the moral oil that once 
animated its gears has run dry. 

The Founders understood that all law presupposes a moral vision. William Blackstone, 
whose Commentaries shaped early American jurisprudence, declared that human laws 
must not contradict the “law of nature and of nature’s God.” James Wilson, a signer of 
both the Declaration and the Constitution, taught that “law... flows from the bosom of 
God.” Law, to them, was not a secular invention—it was a sacred trust. It was to reflect 
eternal justice, not shifting majorities or elite consensus. 

Today, our courts often rule by precedent rather than principle, and by ideology rather 
than integrity. The Supreme Court, in particular, has at times elevated man’s opinion over 
God’s design—sanctioning abortion, redefining marriage, and undermining the sanctity of 
life and liberty. Such rulings do not merely distort the Constitution—they defile it. They 
mock the Creator in whose image the document was conceived. 

Restoring the Covenant Constitution requires more than amending texts—it demands 
awakening conscience. It means raising up a new generation of judges, lawyers, and 
legislators who tremble at the Word of God more than the applause of man. It means 
reestablishing the principle that no law is just unless it conforms to what is good, and no 
court is righteous unless it bows to the true Judge of all the earth. 

This revival of moral jurisprudence also requires revisiting the nature of justice itself. 
Justice is not the mere process of litigation—it is the restoration of right order. It is giving to 
each what is due: to God, worship; to man, dignity; to society, truth; and to evil, 
punishment. When justice is rooted in this divine order, mercy too finds its place—not as 
license, but as restoration. A nation that restores justice on these terms becomes a terror to 
evildoers and a shelter to the righteous. 

Let it be said plainly: America must repent of unjust laws. The blood of the innocent cries 
out from the ground. The cries of the fatherless echo through the halls of government. The 
silence of the pulpits has allowed the groans of the oppressed to go unanswered. But it is 
not too late. If we return—if we confess and restore, if we humble ourselves and seek His 
face—God can heal our land. The Constitution can live again, not as a relic of the 
Enlightenment, but as a vessel of divine purpose. 
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 V: Constitutional Revival and the Covenant of the People 

The revival of the Constitution cannot begin in Washington. It must begin in the hearts of 
the American people. The Constitution is not a magic parchment—it is a covenantal mirror. 
It reflects the moral character, religious devotion, and cultural courage of those it governs. 
When the people are upright, the Constitution becomes a sword against tyranny and a 
shield for liberty. When the people are corrupt, it becomes a wax nose twisted by judges, 
ignored by executives, and circumvented by legislators. 

This is why the American Covenant must be remembered. The Constitution was not merely 
a legal document—it was the fruit of a spiritual awakening. It followed the First Great 
Awakening, when men like Jonathan Edwards and George Whitefield ignited a fire in the 
colonies that blazed into independence. That fire refined the moral imagination of the 
citizenry. It forged the expectation that self-government under God was not only 
possible—it was necessary. It inspired men to bind themselves not to kings, but to 
covenants. 

That covenant must now be renewed. Not with new parchment, but with new hearts. With 
pulpits ablaze with righteousness. With families that teach the Constitution alongside 
Scripture. With schools that train not just lawyers but patriots. With churches that raise 
up reformers, statesmen, and apostles of public life. A covenant is not merely something 
written—it is something lived, breathed, and defended. Its power lies not in ink but in oath. 

To this end, the American Covenant Party proposes a re-covenanting movement—a 
national restoration campaign to re-anchor the Republic in its founding principles. This 
movement will include public readings of the Declaration and Constitution across the 
nation, civic catechisms for youth, Christian legal fellowships to reclaim jurisprudence, 
and legislative actions to rein in unconstitutional authority. 

But more than strategy, this effort demands sacred resolve. The people of God must 
arise—not merely to protest, but to govern. To run for office. To write the laws. To occupy 
the courts. To infiltrate the bureaucracies. To draft constitutional amendments. To recall 
unjust leaders. To defend the unborn, the fatherless, and the broken with unwavering 
courage. The Constitution is not only to be read—it is to be fulfilled, as a moral task and a 
spiritual mission. 

Thus, the restoration of the Constitution becomes not a legal endeavor alone, but a 
spiritual battle. It is a confrontation between two visions of law: one grounded in God, the 
other in man. One that honors covenant, the other that worships consent. One that begins 
with the Creator, the other that ends in chaos. America must choose—and soon. 
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VI: The Final Charge — A Nation Redeemed by Law and Spirit 

The task before us is neither small nor safe. To restore the Covenant Constitution is to walk 
into the lion’s den of a lawless age, armed not with compromise but with conviction. Yet we 
must go, for the Constitution is not merely a text to be defended—it is a trust to be fulfilled. 
It is the instrument by which justice might be reestablished in our time, and through which 
a righteous people might be governed with peace, order, and dignity. 

If America is to survive, she must cease being a playground of political warfare and 
become once again a covenantal republic—a nation under God, where law is not 
weaponized but consecrated. Where the Word of God is not silenced in the public square, 
but invoked in solemn humility. Where justice does not bow to the mob, but to the throne 
of heaven. 

The road ahead will require courage. It will mean confronting courts, legislatures, and 
agencies that have grown accustomed to their own supremacy. It will mean suffering the 
scorn of media, the mockery of academia, and even the betrayal of fellow citizens who love 
comfort more than truth. But every generation must decide whether it will be remembered 
for surrender or salvation. 

We must rise as Washington rose—from private life into sacred duty. We must stand as 
Lincoln stood—alone, misunderstood, yet unyielding. We must fight as Roosevelt 
fought—not merely on the battlefield, but in the soul of the nation. We must speak as 
Kennedy spoke—calling our people not to ease, but to excellence. 

This is the spirit of constitutional restoration—not as nostalgia, but as destiny. Not as legal 
formalism, but as national repentance. Not as political reaction, but as prophetic 
fulfillment. 

For what is the Constitution if not a witness? A witness to the truth that man is made in 
the image of God, that no tyrant may own him, and that no generation may sell his liberty 
as inheritance to the next. It is a trumpet, calling us back to the altar. A scroll, reminding 
us of who we are. A covenant, binding us not only to each other—but to the God who gave 
us this land. 

The American Covenant is not dead. It is buried beneath layers of dust and disbelief, 
awaiting a generation who will uncover it with trembling hands and resolute hearts. Let us 
be that generation. 

Let us sign again—not with ink, but with our lives. 
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Let us pledge again—not just our names, but our sacred honor. 

Let us govern again—not by the will of men, but by the will of the Most High. 

And let the world see, in this age of chaos and confusion, that a free and righteous 
nation—founded in covenant, forged in faith, and filled with truth—can yet arise 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essay XXII: Christian Statesmanship and the Renewal of Office 
 

 I: The Death of Office and the Crisis of Representation 

The American Republic, born of righteous defiance and sacrificial virtue, has in this age 
suffered a near-fatal erosion not of structure, but of soul. Our Constitution still stands; 
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our courthouses still function; our flags still fly—but the offices once held with fear and 
trembling have become shells occupied by men without awe. What we now call “public 
service” is often little more than a euphemism for ambition cloaked in legality, and the 
word “statesman” has all but vanished from our civic vocabulary. In its place stands the 
politician—shrewd, poll-tested, consultant-driven, and ever-ready to posture for applause 
while selling the sacred trust of the people to the highest bidder. 

This collapse of office is not accidental—it is the predictable result of a nation that has 
severed its covenant with God. In the biblical imagination, office is not merely a position 
of power, but a divine stewardship. From the judges of Israel to the kings of Judah, from 
prophets to apostles, leadership was measured not by charisma or popularity, but by 
fidelity to the will of God. The office was sacred, and the man was accountable not only to 
the people, but to heaven. 

Today, however, the offices of our republic have been desecrated. Congress, once the 
deliberative voice of the people, has become a theatre of tribalism. The executive branch, 
once restrained by duty and modesty, now fluctuates between the imperial and the 
incompetent. Our courts, once bastions of principle, have grown cynical, politicized, and 
blind—not in the noble sense of impartial justice, but in the cowardly sense of moral 
relativism. Even local governance, once the seedbed of civic virtue, has often devolved into 
machinery for zoning deals, federal grants, and quiet compromise with darkness. 

This crisis of representation is not ultimately about broken laws, but broken hearts. A 
nation that no longer reveres truth cannot elevate men of truth. A people who laugh at 
righteousness will not vote for the righteous. And leaders who fear only the electorate and 
not the Lord will bow before pressure, not principle. 

It is here that the American Covenant Party makes its stand—not merely to win seats, but to 
restore the sacred meaning of office itself. Not to enthrone men, but to reclaim the altar 
from which true leadership flows. Not to mimic the politics of the past, but to call forth a 
remnant of statesmen whose first loyalty is not to party, polls, or even personal ambition, 
but to the eternal Kingdom of God. 

The renewal of office begins with the renewal of the man who holds it. For no system, 
however just in design, can compensate for a soul corrupted by sin or seduced by power. 
The Christian statesman must rise—formed by Scripture, forged in prayer, and fearing God 
more than man. Only then can our republic be made whole. 

II: The Character of the Christian Statesman 
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The Christian statesman is not a mythic ideal, nor is he a relic of a bygone era; he is the 
necessary standard for any government that dares to call itself just. Where the politician 
adjusts his values to suit the trends of the age, the statesman conforms his soul to the will 
of the Almighty. Where the careerist clings to his title for self-preservation, the statesman 
holds office only so long as he may serve righteousness. And where the opportunist fears 
controversy, the Christian statesman fears only God. 

The Christian tradition offers more than pious platitudes for personal devotion; it offers a 
political anthropology grounded in the Imago Dei—the image of God. Every citizen is 
endowed with dignity. Every authority, however temporal, is accountable to the eternal. 
And every law, to be legitimate, must align with that higher order by which nations are 
weighed in the balance. The Christian statesman knows he is not above the law, but 
beneath divine scrutiny. He governs not as a master, but as a steward. 

His character is forged not in the backrooms of donors or the echo chambers of 
consultants, but in the secret place of prayer. He lives before an audience of One. His 
tongue has been sanctified to speak truth in love. His hands are clean—not because he has 
never erred, but because he repents quickly and walks humbly. He is not seduced by 
flattery nor dismayed by slander. He fears no man because he has already bowed to God. 
And he makes no alliances with evil, for he knows that compromise with darkness never 
leads to peace, only to eventual ruin. 

Such a man—when raised up by the hand of Providence—will govern with integrity even 
when it costs him. He will protect the innocent even when they have no voice. He will 
oppose corruption even when it is embedded in his own party. He will walk into the halls 
of Congress, the governor’s mansion, or the city council chamber not to posture, but to 
build, to warn, to legislate with sobriety, and to serve as one who must give account. 

The Founders of this nation, imperfect though they were, largely shared this vision of 
office. Washington refused the temptation to become king, not because he lacked ambition, 
but because he feared God. Adams warned that the Constitution was made for a “moral 
and religious people” and wholly inadequate for any other. Lincoln spoke of national 
accountability to divine judgment. And even Kennedy, a modern man in many ways, 
reminded the nation that “here on Earth, God’s work must truly be our own.” 

The Christian statesman is the answer to the present crisis—not a populist savior or a 
partisan gladiator, but a humble lion whose strength comes from above. A man who stands 
not because the winds favor him, but because the truth demands it. A man who does not 
need to shout, for his life has already declared the Gospel with clarity and courage. 
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III: The Biblical Foundation of God-Ordained Office 

In the sacred drama of Scripture, office is never a coincidence—it is always a divine 
appointment. The Lord does not raise up rulers arbitrarily, nor does He abdicate His 
sovereignty at the doors of the palace, the temple, or the courthouse. From the deliverer 
Moses, to the warrior-king David, to the prophetic rebuke of Elijah before Ahab, to Paul 
confronting the Roman powers with heavenly authority, the Bible is clear: true leadership 
is both a burden and a calling, not a career. 

God’s Word establishes a theology of office grounded in covenant. The magistrate is not a 
neutral administrator of laws; he is a servant of justice, ordained by God to punish evil 
and uphold the good (Romans 13:4). Yet this ordination is conditional—it is contingent 
upon righteousness. When rulers cease to govern in justice, they become enemies of God’s 
people and instruments of oppression. When Pharaoh enslaves, God sends plagues. When 
Saul rebels, God tears the kingdom from his hands. When Herod exalts himself as a god, 
he is struck down. Heaven is not indifferent to who governs. 

The prophet Isaiah makes this principle explicit: “Woe unto them that decree unrighteous 
decrees” (Isaiah 10:1). Authority abused becomes authority revoked. Office without moral 
anchor becomes tyranny. This is the divine balance—God grants power to men, but only 
for the fulfillment of His purposes. When men forget this, judgment follows. 

Christian statesmanship, then, is not merely a restoration of civility—it is the return of 
reverence. Reverence for law, yes, but more than that: reverence for the Lawgiver. 
Reverence for the people, not as voting blocs, but as image-bearers. Reverence for 
tradition, not as nostalgia, but as inherited wisdom. Reverence for the moment, knowing 
that each generation must give an account for what it did with the power entrusted to it. 

In the Book of Proverbs, it is written, “By justice a king gives a country stability, but those 
who are greedy for bribes tear it down” (Proverbs 29:4). This is not idealistic poetry—it is 
practical prophecy. America has traded the anointing of statesmen for the influence of 
donors. We have replaced prayer closets with polling data, divine mandate with 
demographic strategies. And the result is what we see: chaos, cynicism, and collapse. 

But the Word of God never returns void. As He raised up Joseph in Egypt, Daniel in 
Babylon, Esther in Persia, and Nehemiah in a ruined Jerusalem, so He is able to raise up 
Christian leaders even now. These leaders are not self-appointed. They do not seek 
greatness for its own sake. They are called, like Jeremiah, often reluctantly. They are 
formed, like Moses, in the wilderness. They are mocked, like Noah, until the flood comes. 
And they are hated, like Christ, because their presence convicts a world at war with truth. 
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Yet it is precisely these men and women—raised by God, humbled by trial, and filled with 
His Spirit—who will rebuild the ruins of the Republic. Not with swords, but with statutes. 
Not with rage, but with resolve. Not for party or pride, but for covenant. The office must 
be restored to its biblical origin, or the nation will perish by its absence. 

 IV: Restoration Begins with Repentance 

If Christian statesmanship is to be reborn in our generation, it must begin not with 
campaign slogans, but with sackcloth and ashes. The restoration of public office must first 
pass through the furnace of national repentance. No enduring renewal ever springs from 
pride; it is born in the recognition of sin, the confession of our abandonment of truth, and 
the turning back to the Lord who raises up nations and brings them low. 

America has tolerated much: lies called policy, pride cloaked as diplomacy, injustice 
written into law. We have enshrined convenience over covenant, profit over principle, and 
we have exalted men who fear voters more than they fear the Living God. This is not 
merely a cultural misstep—it is a moral rebellion, and it demands repentance at every level 
of leadership. 

Repentance in the biblical sense is not a mere apology or a strategic pivot—it is metanoia, a 
total transformation of mind, heart, and direction. A true Christian statesman will not 
merely promise reform; he will embody reformation. His very person will carry the aroma 
of sanctification, his policies will reflect God’s justice, and his leadership will flow not 
from charisma but from conviction. 

He must repent of his own compromises. He must renounce the idolatry of image 
management. He must confront the systems that tempt him to trade truth for access, and 
instead commit himself to speak with the authority that comes not from men, but from 
heaven. 

And we, as a people, must repent for what we have demanded of our leaders. We have 
rewarded spectacle. We have ignored righteousness. We have voted for charm rather than 
character, and for promises that flatter us rather than laws that reform us. If we desire 
Christian statesmen, we must become Christian citizens—who pray more than we post, who 
give more than we gripe, who labor for truth even when it costs us. 

National repentance is not weakness—it is strength. It is the fire that burns away 
corruption, the water that cleanses polluted institutions, the plumb line by which crooked 
systems are made straight. No true restoration will ever come apart from this foundation. 
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But when a nation repents, God moves. When the people cry out for righteous rulers, He 
answers with reformers. When the altars are rebuilt and the idols cast down, the covenant 
is renewed. This is not theory. It is the repeated pattern of history and of Scripture. 
Nineveh was spared because it repented. Judah found renewal under Josiah because the 
Book of the Law was rediscovered and obeyed. The early Church flourished because it 
rejected the ways of Rome and embraced the Kingdom of Heaven. 

So too must we now embrace the fire of repentance—not as a tactic, but as the only 
pathway forward. For only in that fire will the next generation of Christian statesmen be 
forged 

V: The Formation of a Christian Statesman 

A Christian statesman is not mass-produced. He is not the result of political training 
programs or media grooming. He is forged—through prayer, through suffering, through the 
sacred labor of obedience to truth when it is costly and unpopular. He is formed in silence 
and revealed in crisis. Like David in the fields, he is prepared long before he is recognized. 
Like Joseph in prison, he is tested before he is enthroned. Like Paul, he is blinded before he 
can see clearly enough to lead. 

In contrast to the manufactured politician, the statesman is animated by transcendent 
purpose. He has no appetite for self-promotion because he has already died to himself. His 
life is not his own—it belongs to the people he serves and to the God before whom he will 
answer. He sees public office not as an opportunity to wield influence, but as a cross to 
bear. His speech is not calculated to win applause, but to declare righteousness. His 
loyalty is not to shifting constituencies, but to unchanging truth. 

To form such a leader, we must rebuild the very soil from which he will grow. We must 
cultivate a culture where wisdom is honored more than wit, where conviction is celebrated 
above consensus, and where moral clarity is not punished, but prized. We must form new 
academies of statesmanship—not for the teaching of tactics, but the molding of character. 
These institutions must draw from Scripture, from history, from philosophy, and above 
all, from Christ Himself, the true King of kings. 

But education alone is not sufficient. The Christian statesman must also walk through fire. 
He must learn to stand alone like Elijah before the prophets of Baal. He must endure 
betrayal as Christ did in Gethsemane. He must suffer slander, endure exile, and resist 
every temptation to conform to a world that hates the light he brings. Without this 
formation, he becomes brittle—strong in theory but weak under pressure. With it, he 
becomes unbreakable. 
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This is why the true Christian statesman often emerges from obscurity. He is hidden, 
prepared in secret by the hand of Providence. He rises not because he seeks the stage, but 
because God opens the doors no man can shut. His influence spreads not by marketing, 
but by anointing. When he speaks, the people sense the weight of eternity in his words. 
When he leads, he does so with the authority of one who has wrestled with angels and 
walked with God. 

We must call forth this kind of man. We must invest in his preparation, pray for his 
protection, and resist every counterfeit that offers charisma without cost. For only the 
man formed by heaven can lead a nation back to it. 

VI: Institutions of Righteous Office 

The renewal of statesmanship cannot rest on individuals alone. Just as there can be no 
harvest without fertile ground, so too must our institutions be made ready to receive and 
sustain such leaders. The statesman must not only be forged in character—he must be 
welcomed into offices reformed in structure, culture, and moral orientation. 

America’s current institutions have grown hostile to virtue. They incentivize deception, 
reward compromise, and erode the very integrity they were designed to protect. The halls 
of Congress echo with vain ambition. The judiciary bends under political wind. The 
executive branch, once envisioned as the steward of constitutional order, has become an 
empire unto itself. These structures do not merely fail—they corrupt those who enter them 
unless they are radically sanctified. 

To restore public office, we must first restore its definition. What is a public servant? Not 
a celebrity. Not a technocrat. Not a lobbyist’s echo. A public servant, in the biblical 
tradition, is a diakonos—a minister, one who rules for the good of others and the glory of 
God. In this light, office is not merely a civic function but a moral commission. It is a 
stewardship of temporal power under the authority of eternal justice. 

Thus, the institutions of America must be rebuilt with sacred constraint and covenantal 
accountability. Term limits alone will not suffice. We must rekindle a sense of office as 
vocation—a calling to embody the will of the people and the law of God, not to impose 
one’s own will upon them. Office must be reimagined not as a career, but as a 
consecration. 

Practically, this means we must reform our electoral processes to favor men and women of 
principle, not merely fundraising prowess. Campaign finance laws must be structured to 
neutralize the oligarchy of wealth. Debate forums should be restored to reasoned discourse 
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rooted in substance and Scripture, not shallow spectacle. Training grounds for Christian 
governance—schools, churches, seminaries, and leadership institutes—must take seriously 
the duty to prepare future stewards of the republic. 

We must also restore sacred architecture to our seats of power. Our capitol buildings 
should not reflect decadence, but order, transcendence, and humility before God. Just as 
Solomon’s temple inspired fear and reverence, so too should our institutions declare 
visually that we are under divine scrutiny. Beauty, form, and structure are not 
neutral—they train the soul in either vanity or virtue. 

At the heart of these institutions must be the liturgy of accountability. Just as priests were 
accountable to the law and the people, so must public officials be bound to sacred oaths 
that mean more than words. Perjury and corruption must carry spiritual and legal 
consequences. The fear of God must return to the chambers of power—not as superstition, 
but as the beginning of wisdom. 

Only then can Christian statesmanship take root and flourish. For when the soil is made 
holy, the leaders who emerge will reflect the holiness of the ground from which they arise. 

VII: When the People Demand Righteousness 

A righteous office cannot flourish unless the people themselves demand it. A statesman 
may be forged in the wilderness, may be prepared by Providence, and even given a voice, 
but if the people prefer bread and circus to truth and courage, his witness will fall on 
hardened soil. The moral recovery of leadership begins not at the top of the system, but at 
its foundation—among the people whose character ultimately determines their rulers. 

This is the inescapable truth that Scripture, history, and experience alike confirm: the 
character of a nation’s government reflects the character of its people. When Israel cried 
out for a king like the nations, they were not merely requesting a ruler—they were revealing 
their hearts. And though God warned them through the prophet Samuel of what their 
desire would yield—tyranny, taxation, conscription, and abuse—they still preferred a Saul 
to a Samuel. So God gave them one. And so too does He give us what we ask for, even if it 
leads to our own chastisement. 

Thus, the restoration of office is inseparable from the restoration of the people. If the 
Church remains silent, if fathers remain passive, if citizens remain indifferent, the 
righteous shall never govern, and the wicked shall reign. A Christian republic demands 
more than just righteous leaders—it demands a priestly people. It demands citizens who see 
voting not as a civic transaction but as a sacred trust. It demands churches that raise up 
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men to speak truth to power and to take the mantle of power only if they are first 
submitted to Christ. 

In the absence of this collective awakening, democracy becomes a tool of tyranny—an 
illusion of choice masking the manipulation of corrupted hearts. Elections alone cannot 
deliver liberty. It is righteousness that exalts a nation, and it is sin that is a reproach to 
any people. This is not merely a spiritual maxim—it is a political law. Every policy flows 
from theology. Every candidate is a symptom of a moral ecology. Every governing system 
is downstream from the spiritual condition of the people. 

Therefore, the people must repent. They must return to covenant. They must reject the 
seductive lies of pragmatism and reembrace the high call of principle. They must call forth 
Daniels, not dancers. They must demand Moses, not magicians. They must hunger not just 
for prosperity, but for purity. For only then will the righteous rise. 

This is the heart of Christian statesmanship: not simply the cultivation of better 
politicians, but the rebirth of a holy people. As the early Church understood, governance 
begins in the household of God. The offices of state cannot be holy if the pulpits are 
profane. The executive cannot rule in righteousness if the father does not lead his home in 
truth. The halls of Congress will not speak life if the Church does not thunder from the 
altar. 

Let the people therefore cry out—not for policy alone, but for purity. Let them lift their eyes 
again to Zion and say, "Give us shepherds after Your own heart, O Lord." Let them repent 
of idolatry, of apathy, of fear, and of the easy compromises that have delivered them into 
the hands of godless rulers. And let them rise—not in riot, but in righteousness, as citizens 
of heaven and stewards of the land God has given them to govern. 

VIII: Reclaiming the Mantle of Leadership for the Glory of God 

The ultimate aim of Christian statesmanship is not merely moral governance, national 
prosperity, or constitutional fidelity. It is doxological—it is to glorify God. The renewal of 
office is a means to a greater end: that the nations might be discipled, that justice might 
reflect Heaven’s harmony, and that kings, presidents, and magistrates might cast their 
crowns before the Lamb. 

When Washington knelt at Valley Forge, he was not only appealing for tactical favor—he 
was placing the burden of government upon divine shoulders. When Lincoln invoked “the 
judgments of the Lord” in the face of civil war, he understood that leadership is answerable 
to the Sovereign Judge. And when Kennedy dared to speak of sacrifice and civic duty in 
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an age of indulgence, he was pointing—though imperfectly—toward the biblical ethic of 
servant kingship. 

We today must do the same, and more. In a time when leadership is mocked, when 
corruption is normalized, when public office is seen as a game of image and intrigue, we 
must recover the sacred weight of authority. For leadership is no light thing. It is a cross. It 
is a stewardship. It is, in the highest form, a reflection of Christ Himself—the King who 
serves, the Shepherd who rules, the Judge who bleeds. 

Christian statesmanship must therefore be cruciform. It must be shaped by the cross—not 
just in personal humility, but in structural orientation. It must embrace suffering as 
refinement, not rejection. It must speak truth, even when it costs. It must lead with wisdom, 
even when mocked. It must build not for a term, but for eternity. And above all, it must 
rule with the heart of a servant and the eyes of eternity. 

This is the mantle we must reclaim—not for vanity, not for nationalism divorced from 
Christ, not for tribal victory or temporal gain. But for the glory of the King who alone is 
worthy. For it is He who raises up and brings down. It is He who judges the nations in 
righteousness. And it is He who will return, not as a carpenter alone, but as the Lord of 
Lords, to judge the rulers of the earth and to establish His kingdom without end. 

Until that day, let every Christian who dares enter the public square tremble with holy 
fear, kneel with holy prayer, and rise with holy purpose. Let them wear the mantle of 
statesmanship not as a cloak of honor, but as a yoke of service. Let them govern not to be 
remembered by men, but to be approved by God. 

Then, and only then, will office be renewed. Then shall America be led by the righteous. 
Then shall we say with hope—not with nostalgia, nor delusion, but with holy clarity—this 
republic, under God, has not perished from the earth. 
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Essay XXIII: A Kingdom Vision for Infrastructure and Culture 
 

 I: Foundations of a Holy Civilization 

A nation’s infrastructure is not merely a network of roads, bridges, or utilities—it is the 
living skeleton upon which its soul is either exalted or disfigured. Likewise, its culture is 
not mere entertainment or custom, but the spiritual atmosphere that either nourishes 
righteousness or incubates rebellion. In both cases, these realms—though often treated as 
secular—are, in truth, sacred. 

To build rightly is to build as the Lord instructed Noah—a vessel to preserve life. To 
cultivate culture is to guard the vineyard of the Lord, pruning the branches and crushing 
the serpents. A truly Christian civilization does not regard infrastructure and culture as 
detached from the Kingdom of God, but as ordained vessels through which the will of God 
may be made manifest on earth as it is in Heaven. 
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America once knew this truth in part. Her earliest architects drew from the columns of 
antiquity and the vision of Jerusalem. Her cities were formed with a sense of moral 
proportion, her libraries with reverence for wisdom, her town halls and churches side by 
side, testifying that governance and worship must walk together. Her culture, though 
never sinless, upheld honor, duty, beauty, and sacrifice—hallmarks of a people conscious 
of eternity. 

But that foundation has cracked. What was once a sanctified landscape has been polluted 
by sterility and cynicism. The skylines scream not of virtue, but of vanity. Glass towers 
exalt man and bury tradition. Highways slice through communities with no thought for 
the soul. Schools are built like prisons; neighborhoods like cages. Meanwhile, the culture 
has descended from melody to chaos, from poetry to profanity, from sacred storytelling to 
digital sorcery. It mocks beauty, exalts vulgarity, and trains the soul to forget God. 

It is not enough to critique these things. We must cast vision. We must build anew—not 
merely rebuild what once was, but raise a new standard, rooted in the ancient paths yet 
stretching toward the kingdom to come. Infrastructure and culture must be reconsecrated 
to Christ. 

 II: Biblical Blueprints and Kingdom Pattern 

The blueprint for infrastructure in the Kingdom of God is not a product of modern 
efficiency, nor simply a reflection of human ingenuity—it is a sacred architecture revealed 
by divine wisdom. From the tabernacle in the wilderness to Solomon’s temple, from the 
heavenly vision of Ezekiel’s temple to the foundations of the New Jerusalem in Revelation, 
Scripture reveals a divine philosophy of structure: order that serves glory, proportion that 
reflects Heaven, and beauty that invokes awe before the Almighty. 

When God gave Moses the pattern of the tabernacle, He did not say, “Design according to 
your culture’s tastes,” but rather, “See that you make everything according to the pattern 
that was shown you on the mountain” (Hebrews 8:5). This command was not limited to 
worship but extended to the placement of tribes, the design of cities of refuge, the division 
of agricultural lands, and the structure of justice itself. All of Israel’s infrastructure—from 
roads to walls to wells—was shaped by covenantal obedience. 

The lesson is this: infrastructure is theological. It either orients the people toward 
righteousness or away from it. A society’s physical design either cultivates reverence and 
communion, or alienation and disorder. God’s Kingdom is not a disembodied 
spirituality—it is incarnational. Christ took on flesh, and He will reign on earth. Therefore, 
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our cities, transportation systems, monuments, and homes must not merely serve utility 
but reflect divinity. 

In the early Church, basilicas were not built merely as gathering spaces—they were 
sanctuaries of light, sound, and stone designed to lift the heart to God. Roads were not 
merely for commerce, but for pilgrimage. Libraries were not neutral— they were sanctuaries 
of wisdom. Even marketplaces in Christian civilization bore inscriptions of Scripture and 
functioned as spaces for neighborly connection, not impersonal transactions. 

Thus, in our generation, we must recover this vision. We must build according to the 
pattern shown to us in Scripture, not only in morality but in the very fabric of space and 
time. Infrastructure must be recovenanted. Culture must be reconsecrated. And in doing 
so, the nation can once again dwell in the beauty of holiness, and the people in the safety 
of peace. 

 III: Sacred Foundations for National Design 

The principle of sacred infrastructure and culture begins not with the federal government, 
but with the triune understanding of society itself—family, church, and state—each 
possessing divine origin and jurisdiction. For any civilization to endure, these three pillars 
must be harmonized under the Lordship of Christ, and this harmony must be visibly 
encoded in its architecture, institutions, and the rhythms of public life. 

Historically, the great Christian empires—whether Constantinople, Charlemagne’s realm, 
or even colonial America in its early stages—were built with this tripartite harmony in 
mind. One could walk through a town and see the church at its center, flanked by the 
courthouse and surrounded by homes, farms, schools, and gathering halls. Bells rang to 
signal prayer. Markets paused for feast days. Beauty was not an afterthought—it was a 
moral imperative. 

Contrast this with today’s cities. The sacred has been exiled to the margins. Churches are 
hidden or mocked, replaced by sterile skyscrapers or mega-centers of consumption. The 
family home is built without soul, designed for isolation rather than communion. 
Courthouses bear no witness to eternal justice. Parks and plazas lack even a whisper of 
divine order. We have allowed Mammon to shape our environments—thus, we reap 
loneliness, lawlessness, and despair. 

To rebuild, we must first repent of utilitarianism divorced from transcendence. The idol of 
convenience has stripped our spaces of their calling. A Christian nation cannot be 
satisfied with mere functionality—it must reflect the glory of God in its very composition. 
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Consider ancient Israel. God Himself laid out the dimensions of the temple, the order of the 
tribes, the shape of the tabernacle. The materials were chosen with reverence. The colors, 
the sounds, the sequences of movement—everything was liturgical, everything was 
pedagogical, everything was holy. 

This must become the guiding vision for America’s restoration. Let our highways lead not 
only to profit but to places of pilgrimage. Let our civic buildings be restored to reflect 
classical order, spiritual meaning, and architectural courage. Let the arts be filled with 
biblical themes and moral beauty. Let homes be designed as places of discipleship, not just 
comfort. And let our technology and digital culture be reined in under wisdom and moral 
constraint, so that the virtual does not consume the virtuous. 

We must once again ask: Does this city glorify God? Does this public art speak truth or 
deception? Does this building encourage virtue or vice? These are not sentimental 
questions—they are covenantal ones. For if Christ is King, then even our concrete must 
confess it. 

 IV: The Liturgical Architecture of a Nation 

To understand the redemptive power of infrastructure rightly ordered, one must view the 
built environment as a form of national liturgy—a continuous worship that either honors 
God or rebels against Him. Architecture is not neutral. It shapes the rhythms of the soul. It 
whispers silently, day by day, to all who walk beneath its archways or dwell in its shadow. 

Consider the towering Gothic cathedrals of Europe. These were not merely large churches. 
They were sermons in stone, teaching generations to lift their gaze to Heaven. Their 
proportions mirrored divine harmony; their stained glass told the gospel; their cruciform 
layouts reminded even the illiterate that Christ is the center of all. Every element—the 
echoing nave, the ascent of columns, the carved depictions of saints and martyrs—formed a 
physical catechism. Even the surrounding towns were built around them, anchored by that 
sacred center. 

In contrast, modern architecture—secular, postmodern, brutalist—rejects transcendence. Its 
geometry is often disjointed, intentionally chaotic, proud of its ugliness. Government 
buildings appear as cold fortresses or faceless bureaucratic boxes. Schools feel like 
correctional facilities. Churches, too, have suffered: replaced by amphitheaters or 
warehouses, stripped of mystery, severed from tradition. The people dwell in spaces that 
no longer teach them to wonder, to repent, or to worship. 
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This decay is not accidental—it is theological. When a nation forgets God, its structures 
reflect the disorder of its soul. But when a people return to covenant, they must 
re-sanctify their space. This is the biblical pattern. After exile, Nehemiah rebuilt the wall. 
Ezra read the law in the open square. Solomon dedicated the temple. Even in the New 
Jerusalem, the city is measured, its gates named, its foundations adorned. Heaven itself has 
architectural order. 

A Christian vision for America’s restoration must therefore revive sacred architecture and 
urban planning. This means returning to principles of divine proportion, symbolic 
meaning, and theological coherence. Buildings must speak truth. Public space must invite 
contemplation. Streets must encourage community, not alienation. Monuments must tell 
the story of God’s providence. And art must once again reveal the eternal in the temporal. 

In this renewed vision, the city becomes a garden, a fortress, and a temple. The nation 
becomes a canvas upon which the glory of Christ can be painted visibly, tangibly, 
beautifully. This is not escapism. This is dominion rightly exercised. To shape the land in 
righteousness is to fulfill the command of Genesis: to steward creation as image-bearers of 
the Creator. 

V: Labor, Craftsmanship, and the Dignity of Building 

No national restoration of infrastructure can occur without honoring the sacred dignity 
of labor and the revival of craftsmanship. To build a holy society is not merely the task of 
architects and planners—it is the vocation of every worker who puts hand to stone, brush 
to canvas, or tool to beam. The modern economy has degraded labor into mere function. 
But in the biblical imagination, work is worship, and construction is consecration. 

Scripture opens with a Builder-God. “In the beginning, God created…”—and from that first 
act of divine architecture, the pattern is set. Adam was placed in the garden to “work it 
and keep it.” Bezalel and Oholiab were filled with the Spirit not for preaching, but for 
craftsmanship, that they might build the Tabernacle in accordance with the divine 
blueprint. Jesus Himself worked as a tekton, a builder or carpenter, before preaching to the 
multitudes. Paul made tents. The apostles fished. The dignity of labor is not beneath the 
gospel—it is embedded in it. 

Yet today’s society treats the trades as lowly, the arts as expendable, and mass production 
as king. We live in a culture of speed and disposability, and our cities reflect that disorder. 
Instead of enduring structures shaped by skill, we construct soulless boxes—modular, 
cheap, unrooted. We outsource the work of our hands and wonder why our people feel 
useless. We automate beauty and wonder why our youth feel no purpose. 
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This must end. A Christian nation must honor the builders, not just the bankers. The 
blacksmith, the mason, the weaver, the farmer, the engineer, the gardener, the 
architect—these are apostles of order. They are the hands that translate divine vision into 
earthly form. We must reestablish guilds, trade schools, apprenticeships, and vocational 
paths that dignify skilled labor. We must build not merely for profit, but for generations. A 
well-laid brick is a prayer. A hand-carved altar is a hymn. A planted tree is a covenant 
with the future. 

Infrastructure is not only about steel and stone—it is about people. And until the builder is 
restored to honor, the city cannot rise in righteousness. When Nehemiah rebuilt the wall, it 
was the people who stood shoulder to shoulder, each at his station, family by family, gate 
by gate. So too must we labor together in this age. The revival of culture begins with the 
revival of labor—skillful, purposeful, joyful, and holy 

VI: Education, Memory, and the Living Heritage of a Nation 

No infrastructure can be truly sacred unless it serves the transmission of memory and the 
formation of virtue. Roads that go nowhere, buildings that mean nothing, and schools that 
teach lies—these are not signs of progress but of decay. Culture is carried not merely in 
books but in places—in the way cities are designed, in the function of buildings, in the 
preservation of history, and in the spaces where the next generation learns what it means 
to be human. 

The collapse of American education has paralleled the collapse of her public spaces. Our 
schools have become sterile factories—detached from beauty, from story, from the sacred. 
They are built with no sense of permanence, no reflection of the high calling of learning. 
The architecture of learning itself has been stripped of reverence. Once, great universities 
erected Gothic halls to symbolize the pursuit of eternal truth; now we see gray concrete 
cubes that reflect relativism and bureaucracy. Even churches, which once housed schools, 
have abandoned the sacred duty to teach, ceding that task to secular forces who now 
educate our children to forget. 

A Christian republic must remember that infrastructure is pedagogical. The places we 
build teach. A city teaches. A monument teaches. A battlefield preserved teaches. A 
cathedral teaches. Even a front porch teaches community. Every bench, every fountain, 
every stone of the public square participates in the transmission of memory and meaning. 
If we do not build with intention, we build in vain. 

This is why cultural institutions must be reclaimed and consecrated. Libraries must 
become treasure houses of eternal wisdom, not propaganda warehouses. Museums must 
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tell the true story of the Christian heritage of civilization, not the lies of revisionists. 
Historic buildings must be preserved, not demolished, for they are the living stones of our 
collective story. We must plant markers at sites of both triumph and tragedy—not to 
worship the past, but to learn from it, to repent where we must and honor where we 
should. 

Moreover, infrastructure must be leveraged to renew the transmission of tradition. A 
people who know not their story are easily conquered. A child who walks past a 
monument to Christendom is reminded daily that he belongs to something eternal. A youth 
who studies in a hall named for a saint is drawn toward a higher life. A family who 
worships in a church shaped like a cross is given hope that their suffering has meaning. 

Thus, our roads must lead to sacred spaces. Our buildings must echo the dignity of man 
made in God’s image. Our parks must cultivate both reflection and joy. And our schools 
must be designed—physically and pedagogically—to pass on not just information, but 
wisdom, virtue, and reverence. The infrastructure of a righteous nation is never neutral. It 
is catechetical. It either leads souls upward—or drags them down. 

VII: Transportation, Pilgrimage, and the Roads of Restoration 

In the sacred imagination, roads are more than routes—they are rituals. The pathway itself 
becomes a sanctifying act, an extension of memory and mission. Scripture is filled with 
roads: Abraham journeying in obedience, Moses leading Israel through the wilderness, 
Jesus walking to Jerusalem, Paul traversing the Roman highways to spread the gospel. 
Pilgrimage is not simply metaphor—it is infrastructure. The journey forms the soul. 

Yet modern transportation has severed this meaning. Highways now bypass the heart of 
cities, erasing local identity in favor of speed. Airports and interstates flatten the unique 
topography of culture into a sterile sameness. There is no reverence in the journey, only 
efficiency. In this race to go “faster,” we have lost our connection to place, and with it, to 
meaning. 

A Christian vision of infrastructure must restore pilgrimage—not only in the spiritual sense 
but in the physical. We must rebuild the connective tissue between sacred spaces, 
historical towns, rural communities, and centers of learning. Highways must no longer be 
tools of urban sprawl and economic displacement but corridors of culture, drawing 
families, churches, and institutions together. We must reconnect the temple and the market, 
the countryside and the cathedral, the memory of the land with the mission of the people. 
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Imagine rail lines that bring pilgrims to national cathedrals. Imagine rural roads lined 
with markers of revival history. Imagine rest stops designed not for corporate profit but 
for sabbath, silence, and Scripture. Imagine bike paths that trace old missionary routes. 
These are not fantasies—they are functions of a holy nation. We need not reinvent; we need 
to remember. 

Moreover, the principle of pilgrimage applies to civic life as well. A capitol building, if 
rightly ordered, should be a place of national pilgrimage—not just for school trips but for 
solemn renewal. The local courthouse should not be an engine of fear but a visible sign of 
justice under God. Our memorials must not merely commemorate—they must call. The 
journey to them must be part of the formation of citizenry. 

And in practical terms, transportation policy must honor the integrity of neighborhoods, 
the needs of the poor, and the dignity of the land. Too often highways have been used to 
displace, divide, or ghettoize. This is not Christian dominion—it is corporate tyranny. A 
just infrastructure policy builds with people, not over them. It slows down to uplift, rather 
than bulldozing to impress. 

The roads we build today shape the hearts of tomorrow. Let us once again become a 
pilgrim people—moving with purpose, bound together by meaning, and walking roads that 
lead not just from city to city, but from glory to glory. 

VIII: Sacred Construction, National Identity, and the Call to Build Again 

In every age of awakening, there comes a moment when the people of God must put their 
hands to the plow and build. Not in theory, not in the imagination alone—but in stone, in 
wood, in iron, in glass, in policy, in planning, in sweat and sacrifice. The act of 
construction—especially for those who have endured destruction—is the very mark of 
resurrection. To build is to proclaim that there is hope for the future and reverence for the 
past. It is to anchor heaven to earth and show the watching world that the Spirit of God 
still tabernacles among men. 

America is in desperate need of sacred construction. Not merely new buildings, but new 
identity formed through beauty, memory, justice, and order. We have bulldozed cathedrals 
to make way for banks. We have defiled public squares with vulgarity and erased the 
names of saints and heroes from our monuments. Our architecture reflects our decay: 
prisons that look like schools, courthouses that feel like slaughterhouses, and churches 
that resemble warehouses. 

This is not Christian. It is Babylonian. 
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If the American Covenant is to be restored, it must be made visible. The vision must be 
engraved in stone. The light must shine from towers. The bells must ring in the morning. 
The city gates must be renewed. The courthouse steps must again be climbed with 
reverence. The veteran must have a hall of honor. The child must see that the faith of his 
fathers is not lost, but immortalized in arches, altars, columns, and communities. A 
nation’s infrastructure is not separate from its soul—it houses the soul. 

We must therefore call forth a national renaissance of sacred architecture and cultural 
identity. Builders, planners, artists, engineers, and visionaries must be summoned not 
merely as professionals, but as servants of a great mission: to reforge the foundations of 
our republic upon truth, beauty, and righteousness. This is not merely aesthetics—it is 
eschatological. For what we build in the name of Christ is a witness to what is coming: the 
New Jerusalem. Every Christian street laid in peace, every courthouse restored to justice, 
every fountain flowing in a public square—all of it proclaims: the Kingdom of God is near. 

This vision requires more than money. It requires spirit. It requires leaders who fear God 
more than men. It requires citizens who will build even when mocked. It requires 
communities willing to break from modern decay and reimagine their future as a holy 
people. The blueprint is not new—it is ancient. The work is not easy—but it is eternal. 

As in Nehemiah’s day, the wall will be rebuilt by the remnant. And when it is, the enemies 
of God will look upon it and know: this was the work of the Lord. 

Let every hammer strike echo with purpose. Let every beam be set with prayer. Let every 
town be marked with dignity, and every capital crowned with glory. Let us build 
again—not in the name of man, but in the name of the King of kings 
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Essay XXIV: The Moral Economy — From Usury to Jubilee​
  

 I: The Fall of the Moral Order in Finance 

There comes a time in every civilization when the market no longer serves the people but 
enslaves them. That time, for America, has already come. In the name of growth, we have 
permitted greed. In the name of credit, we have institutionalized debt. In the name of 
innovation, we have desecrated labor. And in the name of free enterprise, we have 
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constructed a financial Tower of Babel—reaching toward the heavens with algorithmic 
arrogance, yet void of righteousness. 

The American economic system, once nourished by the values of diligence, thrift, fairness, 
and Christian charity, has devolved into a machine of moral amnesia. The honest 
merchant has been replaced by the faceless technocrat. The fruitful field has been replaced 
by speculative digits. A farmer once sowed what he reaped with hands roughened by toil; 
today, a financier reaps what he never sowed, multiplying wealth without labor and 
accumulating power without accountability. 

We must ask, therefore: when did economics lose its conscience? When did Mammon 
become the accepted god of the marketplace? It is not enough to tweak policies or 
rebalance interest rates. The corruption we face is not fiscal but spiritual. The economy 
has not merely been mismanaged—it has been desecrated. 

Modern usury—the lending of money at interest rates designed to entrap rather than 
empower—is one of the great unrepented sins of our age. What was once condemned by the 
Church as a form of theft is now institutionalized as banking practice. Payday loan shops 
prey upon the desperate in every poor neighborhood. Student loans shackle the youth 
before they’ve even begun their adult lives. Mortgages extend beyond 30 years—an entire 
biblical generation—while the cost of a home, an education, or a child’s future is inflated by 
unseen hands profiting from scarcity. 

In this moral inversion, work is punished and speculation is rewarded. A man who labors 
faithfully is taxed for his honesty; a man who manipulates markets is celebrated for his 
cunning. We have made idols of Wall Street titans and silenced the farmer, the builder, the 
craftsman—the men and women whose work gives tangible life to a nation. 

This was never the intention of a righteous republic. The Founding Fathers, though 
imperfect, envisioned a land where property rights would be secured not for exploitation, 
but for stewardship. Jefferson warned against the entanglements of debt. Adams spoke of 
virtue as the foundation of wealth. Even Hamilton, the architect of American finance, 
understood the central role of moral trust in credit. 

But today, the financial order has become post-moral. Algorithms now predict human 
behavior not to serve it, but to extract from it. Investment firms profit from the decay of 
entire cities. Corporations receive subsidies for outsourcing jobs. Billion-dollar companies 
pay nothing in taxes while small businesses drown in regulatory chokeholds. 
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This is not a free market. It is a captured market. It is not capitalism. It is cannibalism. 
And unless the soul of our economy is reborn, the nation that depends upon it will 
perish—not by foreign invasion, but by internal implosion. 

It is here, at this moral precipice, that the call to Jubilee must be heard again. 

The Jubilee of Scripture—declared every 50th year—was not merely a social policy. It was a 
divine ordinance. A check against greed. A rhythm of rest and reset. It released the captive, 
forgave the debt, and restored the inheritance of every family. It was God's way of 
reminding man that the land is not his to own absolutely, but to steward under heaven. 

What would it mean for a modern nation to return to the principles of Jubilee? Could it be 
that national blessing is not found in GDP growth but in the freedom of the poor? Could it 
be that divine favor rests not on our consumption but on our covenant with the 
oppressed? 

We must now pursue these questions with boldness, precision, and repentance. For the age 
of economic domination must give way to the age of economic restoration. 

In the next segment, we will explore the biblical architecture of the Jubilee economy and 
how it offers not merely a symbolic hope, but a concrete framework for national renewal. 
The American Covenant must include within it a new moral economy—one in which God is 
honored, labor is protected, families are empowered, and wealth is returned to its rightful 
role: a tool of service, not a weapon of control. 

II: The Jubilee Blueprint — God's Economy of Release and Restoration 

The Jubilee year, as commanded in Leviticus 25, was not a utopian fantasy—it was the holy 
rhythm of a nation under God. It represented divine justice in motion, a holy interruption 
to human patterns of domination and possession. Every fiftieth year, God commanded the 
Israelites to proclaim liberty throughout the land: slaves were to be set free, ancestral 
lands returned to their original families, debts forgiven, and the land itself given rest. It 
was a complete reorientation of society—not by violent revolution, but by divine design. 

The Jubilee was not socialism. It did not abolish property, nor did it incentivize idleness. It 
preserved property rights, but it also affirmed that the earth is the Lord’s, and that man is 
only a tenant therein. It did not enforce equality of outcome, but it did mandate a return 
to equity and the original divine allotment. This ensured that generational poverty did not 
become a permanent caste. It was a sabbath for society—a sabbath of liberation, 
correction, and covenant renewal. 
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Imagine, for a moment, what this would look like in America today. What if student debts 
were forgiven not to curry votes, but to restore dignity and unleash enterprise? What if 
predatory loans were abolished and local credit unions—owned by the 
community—replaced exploitative banks? What if farmland, stolen by financial 
institutions during times of distress, was restored to families and cultivated once more by 
those with calloused hands and rooted hearts? What if neighborhoods once redlined and 
impoverished were given legal, financial, and spiritual restitution—not by dependency 
programs, but by equity investment grounded in moral law? 

This is not naïve idealism. It is holy realism. The Lord does not give commandments for our 
burden, but for our blessing. The economics of the kingdom are not detached from the 
earth—they restore it. The Jubilee was designed to make a nation strong, to keep its families 
intact, and to guard against the cancer of oligarchy. When the laws of God are obeyed, a 
nation flourishes not just in spirit, but in fields, households, and commerce. 

But today’s financial institutions scoff at such ideas. To them, the only economy worth 
defending is one that grows exponentially—even at the cost of human souls. They worship 
the idol of perpetual growth without moral boundaries. They claim that wealth will 
“trickle down” as long as the top continues to expand, but the deluge never comes. 
Meanwhile, our children inherit only inflation, anxiety, and a future leveraged to the hilt. 

Even churches have compromised. Some preach the “prosperity gospel,” conflating faith 
with financial gain. Others remain silent, afraid to challenge the economic powers that 
underwrite their operations. Yet Scripture is not silent. The prophets thundered against the 
exploitation of the poor. Jesus overturned the tables of those who commercialized the 
sacred. And the early Church shared all things in common, not by force, but by love. The 
Church must once again become the conscience of the economy. 

Christian statesmanship, then, must include a moral vision for finance. We must 
distinguish between righteous wealth—earned through honest labor, service, and 
stewardship—and wicked wealth—hoarded through manipulation, corruption, or 
oppression. A new generation of Christian bankers, accountants, legislators, and 
economists must rise to reform the system from within, with hearts consecrated and minds 
sharpened by both Scripture and strategy. 

A moral economy is not merely about giving to the poor; it is about creating a system that 
no longer makes the poor necessary for profit. It is not about ending all inequality, but 
about ensuring that no man or woman is condemned to generational poverty while others 
build fortunes from systems rigged to exclude them. 
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The Jubilee offers a framework—not just for debt relief, but for rethinking land use, 
housing, taxation, inheritance, and entrepreneurship. It demands we reevaluate every 
aspect of our economic policy in light of God’s justice. It challenges us to measure national 
prosperity not by Wall Street indexes, but by the condition of the widow, the orphan, the 
laborer, and the land itself. 

In the next segment, we will examine historical attempts to implement Jubilee-like 
reforms—both successes and failures—and what lessons America must learn if it is to 
undertake this righteous transformation. The goal is not merely to preach morality, but to 
structure it into the legal and financial DNA of the Republic. 

III: History's Echoes — Jubilee in Reform and Rebellion 

Throughout history, whenever economies have grown detached from moral law, the results 
have been predictable: soaring wealth inequality, collapsed currencies, political 
instability, and spiritual decay. Yet in nearly every age, there have also arisen 
reformers—prophets, poets, peasants, and presidents—who called their people back to the 
wisdom of Jubilee, whether they knew it by name or only by conscience. 

One of the earliest echoes of this divine principle outside of Israel was seen in the Solonic 
reforms of Athens. In the sixth century B.C., the Athenian lawgiver Solon canceled 
crippling debts, liberated those enslaved by collateralized bondage, and prohibited future 
debt slavery. Though rooted in pagan civic virtue rather than revealed Scripture, his 
reforms bore striking resemblance to the Mosaic command. His intent was not simply 
relief, but restoration—a stabilizing of society and a rebalance of power. He understood 
that freedom is a farce if men are bound by unpayable chains of economic despair. 

Fast forward to medieval Christendom, where the Catholic Church officially condemned 
usury—charging interest on loans—as a grave sin. Though the prohibition was 
inconsistently enforced and later compromised under the rise of mercantilism, the moral 
foundation was clear: wealth should not be made by exploiting the desperate. Even great 
thinkers like Thomas Aquinas warned against turning money into a self-replicating idol. 
The market, they understood, must be governed by moral constraints. And yet today, few 
Christian leaders would dare speak of such matters from the pulpit, lest they be labeled 
anti-capitalist or naïve. 

In the modern era, Abraham Lincoln issued the Greenbacks not through private bankers 
but directly from the U.S. Treasury, seeking to avoid the debt trap of wartime borrowing. 
Franklin Roosevelt implemented Glass-Steagall to separate speculative finance from 
commercial banking and brought moral fire to his denunciation of “economic royalists.” 

Acp 159 



 
Though imperfect, these moments signified attempts—conscious or not—to recall a 
semblance of Jubilee: limiting the dominance of the financial elite and seeking justice for 
the common man. 

Yet these efforts were rarely sustained. The structures of greed, once entrenched, resist 
reform with cunning and might. The removal of Glass-Steagall in 1999 led directly to the 
2008 crisis. Lincoln’s monetary independence was buried with him. Christian nations 
that once upheld laws against usury now host global networks of debt slavery—from 
payday lenders in poor neighborhoods to the central banks of indebted nations. 

Still, in every age, God raises up voices. Men and women who feel the call to speak not 
only of salvation, but of stewardship; not only of grace, but of justice. In our own time, 
such reformers must arise again—not with Molotov cocktails, but with legal briefs, 
legislative proposals, and covenantal resolve. They must read Leviticus as seriously as 
they read the Wall Street Journal. They must walk into boardrooms and congressional 
hearings not as technocrats, but as prophets in suits, unafraid to say: “Thus saith the 
Lord.” 

For the Jubilee is not simply an ancient relic—it is a living pattern. Christ Himself 
proclaimed the fulfillment of the Jubilee in Luke 4 when He read from Isaiah, declaring: 
“He has sent Me to proclaim liberty to the captives... to set at liberty those who are 
oppressed, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.” The Gospel is not just spiritual—it is 
economic, cultural, and societal. Christ came to break every yoke, including financial 
ones. 

Our task, then, is to translate this moral pattern into modern policy. We must study 
history not to mimic it, but to glean wisdom. What worked? What failed? How can a 
post-industrial, digitized, globalized economy integrate the timeless commands of God? 

 IV: Toward an American Jubilee 

If we are to take the concept of Jubilee seriously—not merely as a poetic ideal but as a 
governing principle—then it must take form in public policy. A covenant nation must not 
only profess righteousness in its churches but codify justice in its laws. The American 
Jubilee is not a simplistic cancellation of all debts, nor is it an abandonment of 
responsibility. Rather, it is the restoration of proportion, mercy, and truth in a system that 
has long rewarded cunning over character, speculation over stewardship. 

Let us begin where Scripture begins: with the land. In ancient Israel, land was not to be 
sold permanently, for “the land is Mine,” declares the Lord (Leviticus 25:23). Land was 
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apportioned to families as a divine inheritance, not as a mere commodity to be hoarded by 
elites. In a similar spirit, the American Jubilee must address the corporate capture of 
property—whether through multinational real estate conglomerates, hedge fund-backed 
landlords, or foreign entities that buy American farmland by the acre. Land should not 
become the possession of absentee powers disconnected from the communities that till it, 
protect it, and live upon it. 

We must incentivize and protect citizen land ownership, support family farms over 
industrial monopolies, and consider legal mechanisms that prevent foreign or non-local 
ownership of critical land and housing stock. This is not xenophobia—it is biblical 
stewardship. The land is sacred, and those who dwell upon it must have covenantal 
responsibility for its use, its health, and its fruitfulness. 

Next, we turn to debt. In the Mosaic model, debts were forgiven every seven years, and in 
the fiftieth year—Jubilee—all land returned to its original owners. This was not anarchic 
socialism, but sacred limitation. It restrained the accumulation of generational injustice. In 
our time, student loans have become a secular form of indentured servitude, with young 
Americans saddled by tens or hundreds of thousands of dollars for a credential often 
necessary just to participate in the modern economy. 

The American Jubilee would offer structured forgiveness for unjust debt burdens, paired 
with reform. Predatory lending must be outlawed. Usurious interest rates must be 
prosecuted as criminal exploitation. Financial literacy and vocational alternatives must be 
reintegrated into public education. But more importantly, lending must be re-moralized. 
The purpose of credit is not the extraction of interest, but the multiplication of 
productivity. It is not a casino bet on human labor, but an investment in human dignity. 
Any institution that forgets this is not fit to be called a bank—but a den of thieves. 

Third, we address currency. As long as the issuance of money remains in the hands of 
privately-controlled central banks operating outside the will of the people and the fear of 
God, there can be no true Jubilee. The American Jubilee must entail monetary sovereignty. 
The U.S. dollar must not serve the interests of transnational finance, but the interests of 
the American covenant. Monetary policy must be directed toward full employment, stable 
families, real wages, and national development—not asset bubbles for the few. 

This does not mean reckless spending. It means moral investment. We propose the 
establishment of a Public Jubilee Bank—chartered under biblical principles—to offer 
interest-free or low-interest loans for national infrastructure, homesteading, family 
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formation, Christian education, and small business. Let this be the seed of a righteous 
financial order. 

Finally, taxation must be reoriented. A Jubilee tax code would favor earned income over 
passive speculation, families over corporations, labor over leverage. It would eliminate 
loopholes for offshore wealth and empower citizens to build intergenerational legacies 
without fear of confiscation. The guiding principle is simple: render unto Caesar what is 
Caesar’s, but render unto God what is God’s. And the people—made in God’s image—do not 
belong to Caesar’s ledger. 

The American Jubilee is not about zeroing out the spreadsheet. It is about bringing the 
economy back under the Lordship of Christ. It is a commandment to the nation: release the 
captives. Do not squeeze the poor. Cease to trample the vineyard of your neighbor. As it is 
written in Isaiah: “Woe to those who join house to house and add field to field until there 
is no more room.” (Isaiah 5:8) 

Let Wall Street laugh. Let the technocrats scoff. The people of God must declare: we will no 
longer serve Mammon. We will no longer build our houses on the backs of broken men. 
We will no longer mistake market manipulation for divine blessing. We will walk in the 
fear of the Lord—and we will legislate accordingly. 

The hour is late. The bubble is swelling. The curse of the unjust measure is upon us. Yet 
hope remains. There is still time to turn. To return. To Jubilee. 

 V: The Sacred Restoration of Economic Justice 

Let us now ascend to the high place of vision, where all these principles converge. For if the 
American Jubilee is to be more than words on parchment, it must be incarnated—in laws, in 
leaders, in lenders, in laborers. We must not be content with economic “reform.” Reform 
implies the system remains intact. Restoration is more radical. Restoration returns what 
was lost. 

What was lost? Justice. Mercy. Reverence. We have lost the holy sense that economics is 
spiritual. That how a nation earns, saves, spends, and shares is a direct reflection of what 
it worships. When we exported our manufacturing base for cheaper labor, we traded 
productivity for profit. When we monetized debt through derivatives and quantitative 
easing, we masked collapse with illusion. When we made the stock market our altar and 
GDP our god, we bowed to Babel, not Bethlehem. 

The American economy must be restored not just as a marketplace—but as a moral 
commonwealth. And to do that, we must reforge the covenant between capital and 
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community. We must declare that businesses are not above the people, but among the 
people. That finance is not a tower to heaven, but a tool to serve the Kingdom. 

In the vision of the American Covenant Party, Christian statesmen, economists, investors, 
and workers must all take up their proper role. There must be a new alliance—between 
pastors who preach truth, policymakers who write it into law, entrepreneurs who build 
righteously, and workers who labor with honor. A new generation must arise, who see 
wealth not as status but as responsibility. Who tithe in silence, invest in justice, and 
produce without exploiting. 

In practical terms, this means new institutions. Banks rooted in covenant, not conquest. 
Schools that teach productive skills, not theoretical bondage. Housing cooperatives that 
shield the poor from the vulture. Land trusts that preserve property for future generations. 
Trade agreements that protect American dignity. Industrial policy that rewards creation, 
not destruction. 

And above all, it means reviving the forgotten Christian economic imagination. The 
parables of Christ are full of economic language—forgiveness of debts, stewardship of 
vineyards, talents multiplied and wasted. Yet we read them as allegories only. But they are 
also blueprints. The Kingdom of God is like a master who returns to demand an account. 
And what will America say when that hour comes? 

Will we say, “We charged thirty percent interest, and foreclosed on widows”? Will we say, 
“We bailed out the strong and crushed the small”? Or will we say, “We remembered Your 
ways, O Lord. We cancelled debts. We restored the land. We walked humbly and acted 
justly. And we feared Your name”? 

The time has come to dethrone the golden calf. To destroy the temples of Mammon and 
build the storehouses of Joseph. To pass laws that bless, not curse. To align Wall Street 
with the Word of God—or to replace it altogether. 

This will not come without resistance. Pharaoh never releases his slaves without a fight. 
The money-changers do not surrender the temple quietly. But neither do we go alone. We 
go in the name of the Lord of Hosts, who said, “The Spirit of the Lord is upon me… to 
proclaim liberty to the captives… to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.” (Luke 4:18-19) 

The Jubilee has been proclaimed. 

Now it must be enforced. 
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Let us rise and rebuild. Let us forgive and restore. Let us create a moral economy that 
blesses our children’s children. Let America once again be a land where righteousness and 
peace kiss, where vineyards bear fruit in every field, and where the hungry are filled not 
with crumbs from the elite—but with the bread of heaven made manifest in just exchange. 

So help us God. Amen. 

 

 

 

Essay XXV: Education for a Free People​
  

I: The Moral Purpose of Learning 

In the furnace of civilization, few instruments have wielded more power than education. It 
is the quiet forge of nations, shaping not only minds, but hearts, allegiances, and destinies. 
A free people must be an educated people—but not merely in the accumulation of data or 
the memorization of facts. The education that preserves liberty is moral, purposeful, and 
covenantal. It does not serve the state—it disciplines the soul. It does not conform to 
trends—it aligns with truth. 

Modern systems of learning have been severed from their roots. What once was the 
inheritance of virtue, biblical wisdom, and intellectual discipline has been replaced with 
relativism, ideology, and nihilism masquerading as scholarship. Where children once 
learned the stories of Scripture, the laws of nature’s God, the founding truths of liberty, 
and the duties of man to both Creator and community, now they are taught to question all 
that is solid, even their own identity. 

To restore America, we must reclaim the original vision of education: not as a tool of the 
bureaucrat, but as a sacred trust of the family, the Church, and the righteous state. The 
Founding Fathers did not intend for the government to be the soul-shaper of the child. 
That duty belonged first to the parent, then to the Church, and only then—with great 
caution—to a local and accountable institution. Today, however, we have inverted this 
order. The government now claims sovereignty over the child’s soul, curriculum is written 
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not by those who fear God, but by those who have rejected Him, and our children are 
strangers to their own heritage. 

Education in a covenant nation must be fundamentally Christian in both structure and 
aim. This does not mean every school must be religiously affiliated, but rather that the 
moral foundation of what is true, what is good, and what is beautiful must be 
acknowledged as divine, not manufactured. The fear of the Lord is the beginning of 
wisdom—and without it, education becomes not a ladder to truth, but a maze of confusion. 
It was never the purpose of education to teach neutrality, but clarity. It was never to 
cultivate compliant employees, but courageous citizens. 

America’s first schools were born in church basements and pastor’s studies. Harvard and 
Yale were founded to train ministers and righteous magistrates. The literacy campaigns of 
early America were conducted so that every man, woman, and child could read the Bible 
for themselves and understand the laws of liberty. This was not a violation of 
separation—it was the protection of sovereignty. They knew, as we must remember, that 
education is never neutral. It either leads toward God and liberty or away from both. 

We must not be afraid to say clearly: secular education has failed. It has failed not 
because it lacks funding, but because it lacks foundation. We have handed over the hearts 
of our youth to institutions that believe man is an evolved animal, that truth is subjective, 
and that America’s Christian roots are an embarrassment to be erased. Is it any wonder 
that a generation so trained now tears down statues, defaces churches, and scoffs at their 
elders? They are not rebels by accident. They have been made so by design. 

If we are to be a free people again, we must become a learning people again—but learning 
rightly, learning in reverence, learning with a purpose higher than college acceptance or 
corporate promotion. We must cultivate citizens who know how to think, how to worship, 
how to reason from Scripture, and how to rule themselves. The restoration of the Republic 
begins at the desk of the child and the posture of the parent who fears the Lord. 

II: The Role of Family and Church in the Education Mandate 

If the republic is to be restored, then the role of the family must be exalted once more to its 
rightful place as the first school, the first church, and the first government in a child’s life. 
Education begins not in the state, but in the home. The home is the hearth of culture, the 
sacred workshop where a child's heart is formed, discipline is modeled, and foundations 
are laid not with textbooks alone, but with daily habits of righteousness, worship, and 
responsibility. 
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From Deuteronomy 6 to Ephesians 6, the Holy Scriptures make abundantly clear that 
parents, and particularly fathers, bear the God-given charge to train their children in the 
knowledge and fear of the Lord. “These words which I command you this day,” says the 
Lord, “shall be upon your heart. You shall teach them diligently to your children.” 
Education in the biblical worldview is not a neutral delivery of data, but a sacred 
discipleship—a generational transmission of truth. It is not merely the preservation of facts, 
but the cultivation of wisdom and virtue unto salvation. 

The state has no divine right to override the family’s moral authority over its children. 
When the state assumes that it can teach a child apart from the values of the household or 
in defiance of them, it becomes a tyrant, not a tutor. And yet this is precisely what modern 
public education has become: a mechanism of cultural engineering, a secular priesthood in 
the classroom, slowly supplanting parental influence with ideological dogma—dogmas of 
gender confusion, moral relativism, and historical revisionism. This is not education—it is 
indoctrination. 

The Church, too, must reclaim its mantle as a teaching institution. The Great Commission 
is not merely a call to evangelize—it is a command to teach all nations to obey Christ. The 
Church must once again champion the cause of education—not merely Sunday sermons 
and small groups, but the establishment of schools, academies, and catechetical training 
for all ages. The early Church preserved civilization by preserving education—monasteries 
were libraries, abbeys were universities, and bishops were the overseers of learning as well 
as liturgy. Why should we surrender this legacy now? 

It is time for the pulpits to thunder once again with the call to train up the next generation 
in righteousness. It is time for local congregations to rise as centers of intellectual, cultural, 
and moral renewal. Let the churches become communities of teachers. Let every pew 
become a desk, and every elder a mentor. Let pastors equip not just preachers, but 
educators, artists, and writers. The Church must baptize the imagination of the young, 
anchoring them in truth, so that they may stand as bold witnesses in an age of lies. 

Furthermore, we must call forth a new generation of fathers. A society with absent or 
passive men will never be free, no matter how noble its Constitution. A nation cannot be 
sustained by the state raising its children. When men abandon their post in the home, the 
classroom becomes an orphanage of ideology. But when men take up their mantle—as 
priest, prophet, and protector of their household—then education becomes not just a 
transfer of knowledge, but a transmission of generational blessing. 
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It is no small thing that in Scripture, it is the home—not the legislature—that is declared 
holy. A people who would be free must build their homes as sacred embassies of heaven, 
their children as arrows of the Lord, and their tables as the first altars of wisdom. It is 
only then that a moral society can emerge. 

III: The Corruption of Academia and the Modern Indoctrination Crisis 

The decline of Western civilization has not occurred at the edge of the sword, but at the 
chalkboard. The academy, once the guardian of reason and steward of classical and 
theological inheritance, has become a high tower of vanity—a self-congratulatory echo 
chamber where truth is sacrificed on the altar of political fashion. In place of wisdom, 
there is ideology; in place of inquiry, indoctrination; in place of reverence, rebellion. 

Our universities were founded to glorify God. Harvard’s original motto was Veritas 
Christo et Ecclesiae—“Truth for Christ and the Church.” Princeton was built to train 
ministers of the gospel. Yale trained missionaries before it trained lawyers. Yet today, these 
institutions are among the chief agents of spiritual erosion, cultural inversion, and 
political conformity. They still bear the names of Christian men, but they have banished 
the name above all names from their curricula. 

Instead of forming virtuous citizens and wise leaders, our elite institutions now produce 
cynics with diplomas—cultural technicians who believe morality is a matter of utility and 
truth is a construct of power. Classical literature is dismissed as colonial propaganda. 
Biology is contorted to accommodate modern identity crises. Economics is taught without 
reference to stewardship or sin. History is retold as a litany of grievances, stripped of 
providence and patriotic gratitude. 

Even the hard sciences, once a realm of objectivity, are increasingly politicized—used not to 
reveal the order of creation, but to validate preferred narratives. Scholars once taught 
their students to conform to reality; now they are taught to conform reality to their 
feelings. This is not enlightenment—it is a return to darkness. 

And what of our children in primary and secondary schools? They are not being 
formed—they are being farmed. Government-funded curriculum is saturated with sexual 
confusion, racial division, climate fear, and political agitation. Children are not taught to 
read the Psalms, but to march in protests. They are not trained to solve problems, but to 
identify as problems. Rather than discipline and discovery, the new pedagogy is therapy 
and activism. The classroom has become a mission field for secular evangelists disguised 
as educators. 
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Worse still is the alliance between educational institutions and government power. 
Accreditation bodies, standardized testing, federal funding—all of these have become 
chains, binding learning to the state’s agenda. Homeschooling families are increasingly 
harassed. Classical Christian schools are targeted with legal scrutiny. The goal is not 
excellence—the goal is conformity. A people educated in truth is dangerous to tyrants, but a 
people trained to obey without thinking is easy to rule. 

Let it be known: when education ceases to be about truth and becomes a tool of political 
engineering, it is no longer a public good—it is a public danger. A school that does not teach 
a child to fear God will eventually teach them to worship the state. And a teacher who 
does not believe in objective truth will soon teach your child that there is no truth but their 
own desires. 

We are in a spiritual war. The battle is not only in the streets or on social media—it is in the 
syllabus. The souls of the next generation are being targeted, not with bullets, but with 
books. And in this hour, silence is surrender. If the Church and righteous leaders do not 
rise, the children of the republic will be handed over to Pharaoh once again 

IV: Restoring the Curriculum of the Republic 

If the soul of a nation is shaped in its schools, then we must ask with urgency: What must 
a free people learn? The answer is not arbitrary, nor is it modern—it is ancient, tried, and 
true. To restore liberty, we must return to the classical and Christian inheritance that 
formed the intellectual backbone of the greatest civilizations in history. We must once 
again educate for virtue, for reason, for character, and for eternity. 

The curriculum of a free republic must begin with Scripture. It must be built upon the 
Word of God—not as an optional devotional, but as the core foundation of all truth. The 
Bible is not only the key to salvation; it is the key to civilization. It teaches man his nature, 
his duty, his limits, his hope, and his Judge. In the Holy Scriptures, the child learns to 
honor parents, to tell the truth, to work with his hands, to avoid sloth and deceit, to fear 
the Lord, and to hope for the resurrection. In them, he is shaped not only to be a good 
citizen, but a godly man or woman. 

Second, we must restore the trivium and quadrivium—the classical tools of learning. 
Grammar, logic, and rhetoric teach a child how to think clearly, speak persuasively, and 
reason soundly. Arithmetic, geometry, music, and astronomy root his mind in beauty, 
proportion, and order. These are not relics—they are instruments of liberation. A mind 
trained in logic cannot be gaslit by propaganda. A soul formed in music and mathematics 
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sees harmony, not chaos, in the world. A student trained in rhetoric and Scripture can 
defend truth in the public square with courage and clarity. 

Third, we must teach history not as grievance, but as providence. The child must know the 
sacrifices of the past, the glories of his ancestors, the victories of liberty, and the follies of 
tyranny. He must know that the rights he enjoys were paid for in blood and defended by 
prayer. He must see himself not as an isolated individual, but as the heir of a mighty 
inheritance—and a steward of its future. From the founding of the Church at Pentecost to 
the Pilgrims at Plymouth, from the Council of Nicaea to the Constitution of the United 
States, history must be taught as the theater of divine providence and human 
responsibility. 

Fourth, we must restore manual arts and noble labor. A child must not only read and 
write, but build and serve. He must understand the dignity of farming, carpentry, 
homemaking, and craftsmanship. A nation cannot be free if it is utterly dependent on 
foreign labor, artificial intelligence, or corporate technocrats. True education forms not 
just philosophers, but farmers and fathers and faithful citizens who can raise families, 
repair engines, fix roofs, bake bread, and defend their communities. 

Fifth, we must cultivate civic virtue. Students must learn the foundations of law, the 
meaning of justice, the purpose of government, and the limits of power. They must read the 
Constitution, the Federalist Papers, and the Declaration of Independence—not as historical 
documents only, but as living covenants. They must understand their role as guardians of 
liberty and defenders of the common good. They must be taught that the state is their 
servant, not their savior, and that their highest allegiance is to Christ, not to Caesar. 

Finally, the curriculum must include a vision of eternity. No education is complete unless 
it lifts the child’s eyes beyond the grave. He must be trained not only for this world, but for 
the world to come. The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom—and the end of all 
education is not career advancement or social status, but the glory of God and the 
salvation of the soul. 

Let us be clear: this is not a return to outdated systems—it is a restoration of the eternal 
design. We are not antiquarians—we are reformers. We are not retreating from 
modernity—we are rescuing it from itself. And as we build new schools, write new 
curricula, and raise up a new generation of Christian educators, we must do so not with 
fear, but with fire—with the holy ambition of rebuilding a republic fit for truth, liberty, and 
divine favor. 

 V: The Role of the Church, Family, and State in Christian Education 
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The architecture of education does not rest upon the state alone. In truth, it never has. The 
rightful stewards of a child’s formation are ordained by God through three divine 
institutions: the family, the Church, and the magistrate. Each bears its own jurisdiction, 
and when in harmony, they cultivate a citizenry not only knowledgeable, but righteous 
and free. 

First among these is the family, the primary and most sacred school of the human soul. 
Before there was a nation, a city, or a synagogue, there was a father and a mother 
entrusted with the moral instruction of their children. The Book of Proverbs is not merely 
poetic—it is pedagogical. “Train up a child in the way he should go,” it commands, “and 
when he is old he will not depart from it.” This divine charge is not granted to 
bureaucracies, nor to secular boards, but to fathers and mothers—those who love the child 
most and know him best. In the family, the child learns discipline, identity, virtue, duty, 
and the fear of the Lord. It is the family, not the federal government, that is the cornerstone 
of education in a free society. 

When families abdicate this role—either through neglect, ignorance, or coercion—the result 
is not neutrality, but captivity. A generation without fathers will not be fatherless for long; 
it will be claimed by the state, by ideology, by sin. Therefore, any true educational reform 
must begin by strengthening the family: protecting parental rights, equipping parents with 
tools and wisdom, and ensuring they have the freedom to raise their children in the fear 
and instruction of the Lord. 

Second, the Church must reclaim its historic mantle as a center of learning. From the 
monasteries of early Christendom to the universities of Europe to the one-room 
schoolhouses of colonial America, the Church has been the mother of education. It has 
guarded the scriptures, preserved the classics, advanced science, and trained leaders. But 
today, many churches have retreated into entertainment, therapy, or political apathy. If 
we are to raise a generation fit for liberty, the pulpit must once again become the anchor of 
truth, and the Church must birth schools, disciple teachers, and nourish the minds of the 
young with the meat of God’s Word and the richness of tradition. 

Christian education is not merely the inclusion of Bible classes. It is the sanctification of 
the entire learning environment. Mathematics must point to the order of God. Literature 
must awaken the moral imagination. Science must reveal the glory of creation. History 
must testify to divine providence. And every teacher must be a witness—teaching not for 
applause or paychecks, but for the formation of immortal souls under the Lordship of 
Christ. 
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Third, and only third, comes the state—not as master, but as servant. The role of the civil 
government is to protect, not control, the realm of education. It is to ensure that families 
are free to educate their children according to conscience and creed, that churches are 
unhindered in building schools and seminaries, and that tyranny does not emerge through 
monopolized instruction. The state must punish those who endanger children, but it must 
never presume to replace the family or override the Church. Any government that claims 
the soul of the child as its domain has declared war on both heaven and liberty. 

There is, however, a rightful duty for godly statesmen: to incentivize virtue, to fund 
righteousness, and to safeguard the roots of national survival. In the American tradition, 
this was once understood. The Northwest Ordinance of 1787—passed under the Articles of 
Confederation and reaffirmed by the first Congress—declared that “religion, morality, and 
knowledge being necessary to good government… schools and the means of education shall 
forever be encouraged.” Not one word of that sentence is secular. Our founders knew that 
liberty without virtue is license, and that virtue cannot be sustained without the fear of 
God. 

Therefore, in the restored republic, the Church shall teach, the family shall lead, and the 
state shall protect. Together, in harmony—not hierarchy—they shall forge the future. The 
child belongs to God, and woe to the regime that dares to usurp Him. 

VI: Building the New American Schoolhouse 

To forge a free republic, we must build anew—not merely with bricks, but with belief. A 
republic that would endure must craft a model of education worthy of the divine image in 
which man was made. This demands a radical departure from the industrial, utilitarian, 
and morally bankrupt schools of the current regime. We must break with the foundation 
of a system born not of liberty, but of control—whose origin lies not in the Constitution, 
but in the designs of Prussian obedience. 

The New American Schoolhouse must be raised not as a factory of labor units, but as a 
sanctuary for souls. It must reject the hollow neutrality of secularism, which pretends 
objectivity while advancing rebellion. Christ must be placed back at the center—not just as 
moral inspiration, but as Logos, the very foundation of all truth, beauty, and goodness. 
For without Christ, there is no liberty. Without Christ, there is no order. Without Christ, 
education becomes either indoctrination or confusion. 

In the restored vision, learning is not merely the accumulation of information, but the 
formation of character. The child is not a test score, nor a political tool. He is a divine 
inheritance, and each schoolhouse must be treated as a sacred vineyard. Education must 
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prepare the child not only to read and reason, but to rule. He must learn to govern his 
desires before he governs a business or a city. He must know history to avoid tyranny. He 
must know the Scriptures to resist idolatry. He must love truth more than comfort, and 
God more than himself. 

Thus, the curriculum must be reborn. The ancient trivium—grammar, logic, rhetoric—must 
again be restored, not as a novelty, but as a necessity. The child must learn the great books 
not as artifacts, but as living voices. He must wrestle with Plato and Paul, with Augustine 
and Aquinas, with Washington, Douglass, and Lincoln. He must be invited to join the 
great conversation of Western civilization, not to deconstruct it, but to inherit it. For he is 
heir to a kingdom—not of man, but of God. 

Science must no longer be severed from wonder. The periodic table must lead to praise. The 
study of the cosmos must stir humility before the Creator. Biology must reflect the awe of 
life, not the dogma of Darwin. Mathematics must be a reflection of divine harmony. The 
arts must elevate the soul toward heaven, not the abyss of self-expression. All must be 
integrated—not segmented—under the Lordship of Christ. This is not indoctrination; this is 
restoration. 

Likewise, teachers must be reconsecrated. We do not need more certification; we need more 
conviction. A diploma cannot confer virtue, nor can a union protect against cowardice. 
The teacher must be a model of wisdom, strength, and holiness. He must love the truth 
more than tenure. She must fear God more than administrators. They must be guardians 
of the Republic, mentors to the young, and servants of the Most High. In the New 
American Schoolhouse, a teacher is a priest of knowledge—not a propagandist, but a 
watchman. 

The architecture itself must reflect the values we wish to instill. Schools should be 
beautiful—not sterile. They should lift the eyes upward, not trap them in concrete. Classical 
forms, natural light, biblical imagery, and sacred order must become the grammar of the 
built environment. For the soul is shaped not only by what is taught, but by where it is 
taught. A school is a temple of civilization. Let it be built as such. 

In this vision, we see the rebirth of the American mind—not as an act of nostalgia, but as a 
revolution of righteousness. It is not enough to reform the curriculum. We must reforge the 
covenant. The New American Schoolhouse is not a place—it is a mission. A mission to form 
souls fit for liberty, virtue, and dominion. 

VII: Federal and State Strategy for National Educational Renewal 
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No civilization can remain free when its youth are formed by those who despise its 
foundations. Thus, to secure liberty, the federal and state governments must reject their 
passive complicity in educational decline and embrace a proactive role in national 
renewal—not as tyrants imposing ideology, but as stewards restoring order. The call is not 
to centralize control, but to restore a framework wherein virtue and wisdom are given the 
fertile ground to grow. The state is not the teacher, but it must guard the gate. 

At the federal level, a paradigm shift must occur. The Department of Education must be 
either restructured or replaced, not as an enforcer of secular orthodoxy, but as a defender 
of educational freedom. Its bloated bureaucracy must be trimmed, its politicized mandates 
struck down, and its budgets redirected to serve families rather than institutions. Federal 
incentives should reward classical curricula, local control, and family participation—not 
compliance with ideological standards. The Establishment Clause must not be abused to 
exile God from the classroom, but rightly understood to prevent coercive uniformity while 
preserving the liberty of religious formation. 

To empower a culture of excellence, Congress can initiate legislation supporting parental 
rights in education, protecting homeschooling and private Christian academies from state 
overreach, and securing tax credits or educational savings accounts to give all families the 
power to choose. No child should be forced to attend a school that denies their soul. No 
parent should be economically punished for refusing godless instruction. A republic 
worthy of its name must trust its families to educate its future. 

At the state level, governors and legislatures must rise with courage. Education is not a 
partisan matter—it is a matter of life and death for a people. State boards of education 
must be purged of radical ideologues and repopulated with servant-leaders committed to 
truth, classical learning, and moral clarity. Every state has the constitutional and moral 
authority to set the direction of its schools. Let them do so boldly. 

School choice must be advanced not merely as a market solution but as a moral 
imperative. Rural regions, inner cities, and suburban families alike must be empowered to 
reject failed public systems and build institutions of light. Charter schools, Christian 
schools, hybrid schools, and homeschooling co-ops must flourish, shielded from the 
regulatory tentacles that have long strangled innovation. Licensing reform for teachers 
must be enacted to allow for the rise of godly, competent instructors from every walk of 
life. We must break the gatekeeping of secular academia and welcome the wise into the 
vineyard. 
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State constitutions may require amendment or judicial clarification to protect the freedom 
of religious instruction and biblical integration within accredited programs. Let us pursue 
such amendments with prayerful precision. Every child should be legally entitled to learn 
the truth of their Creator, their nation, and their moral duties without fear. A nation that 
protects the right to pornography but bans prayer in school has become morally inverted. 
This must be corrected. 

Crucially, the state must partner with the Church—not to establish religion, but to ensure 
the reawakening of the moral and spiritual foundations necessary for any enduring order. 
Churches must become centers of academic excellence again—offering libraries, teaching 
programs, catechetical schools, and classical academies that rival and eventually replace 
secular institutions. The state must recognize and protect this role, encouraging it rather 
than hindering it. 

Together, through a collaborative covenant between families, churches, communities, and 
constitutional governance, we can reconstruct the educational ecosystem of a free 
republic. It is not enough to oppose evil curricula; we must cultivate gardens of virtue. It is 
not enough to denounce federal overreach; we must build networks of liberty. Let each 
state become a sanctuary of learning, a beacon of restoration, and a schoolhouse for a 
new generation of Daniels in Babylon. 

 VIII: The Education of a Prophet Nation 

Every nation is formed by the stories it tells its children. Every republic is sustained by the 
truths it teaches the next generation to love, to die for, and to live out. And when those 
stories are corrupted—when truth is buried under relativism, when history is revised by the 
godless, when children are turned against their fathers and mothers—the nation crumbles 
from within, as surely as if it were invaded from without. America’s crisis is not just 
educational—it is prophetic. The classroom has become the battlefield for the soul of the 
republic. But in this hour, the Lord is not silent. He is raising up a generation with the 
spirit of Samuel and Daniel, of Deborah and Esther, to speak truth in the courts of 
Pharaoh and the palaces of Babylon. 

To educate a prophet nation is not to create a theocracy, but to disciple a people who can 
discern the times, who are not deceived by the ideologies of the age, and who can govern 
with justice, mercy, and humility. It is to raise up sons and daughters who are literate not 
only in the language of man, but in the language of Heaven. It is to reintroduce America to 
the Lord who founded her—not by coercion, but by conviction. This is the sacred mission of 
education. 
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The foundations of such a national renewal begin at home. The family is the first school, 
the first church, the first republic. Fathers must teach the commandments of God as they 
sit in the house, walk by the way, lie down, and rise up (Deuteronomy 6:7). Mothers must 
nurture the fear of the Lord as the beginning of wisdom. Children must be shown that 
learning is not a duty imposed by the state, but a joyful obedience to the call of God. No 
government can replace this holy order, nor should it try. 

In the Church, a great reform must come. No longer can pastors preach to crowds who are 
malnourished in both spirit and understanding. Seminaries must not only train clergy but 
awaken Christian philosophers, scientists, historians, and educators—truth-bearers who 
will shape every discipline with reverence. Sunday schools must become places of real 
formation. Christian colleges must remember their purpose is not prestige, but to prepare 
statesmen, inventors, judges, and poets who tremble before God and walk upright before 
men. 

In civil society, every institution must rediscover its duty to truth. Libraries must return to 
being repositories of wisdom, not instruments of perversion. Museums must restore the 
story of our civilization, not desecrate it. Arts institutions must once again transmit 
beauty as a signpost to the divine, not nihilistic confusion. The American mind must be 
re-enchanted—not with fantasy, but with sacred order. 

And at the highest levels of the state, those who hold office must understand: their greatest 
legacy will not be in bills passed or elections won, but in whether their tenure helped plant 
the seeds of a new, righteous generation. The founding fathers read the Scriptures in Greek 
and Latin. Their sons built cities and chartered universities to glorify God. What will we 
bequeath? Debt, debt slavery, identity confusion, and digital dependency? Or will we pass 
the torch of truth, trimmed and lit anew, to those who come after us? 

This is the question before us: Will America rise again as a nation educated in liberty 
under God? Or will she perish in the shadows of her forgotten faith? The answer will not 
come from Washington alone. It will come from the pulpits, the dinner tables, the 
community schools, and the humble homes where Christ is honored. It will come from 
parents who say “no” to Babylon’s diet and “yes” to the Word of the Lord. It will come 
from pastors who call their people to think deeply and worship reverently. It will come 
from the American people reclaiming the mantle of responsibility—and the joy—of raising 
their own children. 

The time has come to rebuild the ruins. The walls of education have fallen, but the stones 
remain. Let us gather them. Let us raise new towers of truth. Let us inscribe upon every 

Acp 175 



 
school, “The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom,” and teach every subject—math, 
science, art, and history—in the light of His Word. Let our graduates be not merely 
employable, but honorable. Let them be not merely informed, but wise. Let them be free—not 
only in body, but in soul. 

For when education returns to the Lord, the nation will follow. And when the nation 
follows, liberty will be secured—not by the sword alone, but by the truth engraved upon the 
hearts of a people once again made ready to be free. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essay XXVI: Rebuilding the Walls — Family, Church, State 
 

I: Finding the Wall 

There comes a time in the life of every nation when the walls must be examined. Not the 
physical fortresses of stone and mortar, but the invisible bulwarks that safeguard its 
moral order, spiritual vitality, and civic life. These walls—family, Church, and state—form 
the triune defense against societal collapse. And yet, in our time, each has been breached. 
Not with battering rams, but with silence, compromise, and neglect. 

To rebuild the nation is not merely to elect new leaders or rewrite policy. It is to recover the 
foundational structures that once held the American soul in sacred alignment with the 
divine. We are not simply a nation in need of repair—we are a people in need of 
re-consecration. Our cities are filled with commerce but devoid of covenant. Our laws are 
plentiful, yet justice is rare. Our churches are filled with bodies, but not always with truth. 
Our families live under roofs, but often without order, without mission, without fathers, 
and without faith. 
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The command to rebuild is not new. It echoes the ancient cry from the book of Nehemiah, 
who upon hearing that “the wall of Jerusalem is broken down, and its gates have been 
burned with fire,” wept, fasted, prayed, and rose up to restore what was holy. We face the 
same call. The gates of American civilization have been scorched by rebellion, false 
teaching, addiction, and idolatry. The walls that protected our virtue and vision have 
crumbled into relativism, entertainment, debt, and division. Yet the Lord still seeks 
builders. 

The rebuilding of these walls is not merely a strategic initiative—it is a spiritual imperative. 
No kingdom can stand if its foundations are shattered. No republic can endure if the 
family is fractured, the Church is compromised, and the state is severed from 
righteousness. The failure of any one of these spheres leads to imbalance; the corruption of 
all three leads to collapse. 

Our task, then, is nothing less than prophetic architecture: to inspect the ruins, to name 
the breaches, and to restore the walls that once stood as testimony to God’s covenant with 
this people. It is not enough to mourn the decay. We must rise, trowel in one hand, sword 
in the other. For this is not just a cultural reformation—it is a spiritual warfare. And every 
wall we rebuild must be laid upon the Word of God, measured by the plumbline of truth, 
and dedicated in prayer. 

This essay will explore each of the three pillars in succession: the family as the sacred 
hearth of civilization; the Church as the moral priesthood of the people; and the state as 
the executor of justice and guardian of liberty. These are not merely institutions—they are 
covenants. And when rightly ordered, they uphold a republic of order, virtue, and peace. 

But if we are to succeed in rebuilding them, we must begin with repentance, with clarity, 
and with holy boldness. For the ruins are deep, and the work is great. And yet, like 
Nehemiah, we declare: “The God of heaven, He will prosper us; therefore we His servants 
will arise and build.” 

 II: The Restoration of the Family: The First Wall 

Every civilization rises and falls on the strength of its families. This truth is not a cultural 
artifact but a spiritual law woven into the fabric of creation itself. Before there was a city, 
a temple, or a king, there was a family—Adam and Eve, joined in covenant, commanded to 
be fruitful, multiply, and exercise dominion. The family is not merely a biological or 
economic unit. It is the first form of government, the first school of virtue, the first altar of 
worship, and the first wall of protection against tyranny. 
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It is no accident, then, that in times of great societal decline, the family is often the first 
target of ideological subversion. The enemy knows what many politicians and even 
pastors have forgotten: destroy the family, and you have already conquered the nation. 
When the father is dishonored, the mother is overburdened, and the children are confused 
or abandoned, the entire body politic weakens. 

In America today, the family wall lies in rubble. Nearly one in four children grows up 
without a father in the home. Marriage is mocked, delayed, or discarded altogether. 
Sexual order has been upended and redefined into meaninglessness. The state has often 
overreached, supplanting parental authority through education systems that indoctrinate 
rather than illuminate. Even the very concept of what it means to be a man or woman is 
now called into question, not by the confused, but by the powerful. 

But what caused this breach? It began when the Church stopped proclaiming the sanctity 
of marriage and the complementary beauty of male and female. It worsened when the state 
rewarded broken homes through welfare structures that made fathers economically 
irrelevant. It deepened when entertainment glorified rebellion, mocked virtue, and traded 
parental wisdom for adolescent chaos. The result has been catastrophic: rising suicide, 
addiction, crime, poverty, depression—and a spiritual orphanhood that cannot be 
measured in statistics alone. 

To rebuild this wall requires more than political solutions. It requires moral courage and 
generational vision. We must preach again the sacredness of marriage—not as a contract of 
convenience but a covenant before God. We must exalt fatherhood—not as optional but 
essential, not as domination but as divine headship marked by self-sacrifice and strength. 
We must defend motherhood—not as drudgery but as honor, creativity, and national 
service. And we must recover the art of raising children—not merely to succeed in the 
world, but to steward it, govern it, and reform it through righteousness. 

The state must repent of policies that fragment the home and return power to the parents 
where God has placed it. Schools must be reformed or abandoned in favor of institutions 
that serve truth and not indoctrination. And the Church must do more than host marriage 
seminars. It must boldly disciple the next generation in biblical masculinity, biblical 
femininity, and covenantal parenting. 

Let it be declared: a nation that protects the family will flourish. A nation that abandons it 
will perish. For if the home is broken, every law passed in Congress is but a bandage on a 
dying body. 
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But hope remains. Across this nation, there are still fathers who weep and pray at night for 
their sons. There are mothers who speak truth into a confused generation. There are young 
men and women who long for real love, covenantal union, and holy purpose. These are the 
remnant builders. From them will come the new households, the new tribes, and the new 
patriots who will restore the gates of Zion and raise up children of the promise. 

In them we see the flickering light of another age—the age when America’s homes were 
altars, its fathers were protectors, its mothers were nurturers, and its children were arrows 
in the quiver of God. That age can return. But only if we rebuild the first wall: the family. 

 III: The Church as the Second Wall: Priesthood, Pulpit, and Power 

If the family is the first wall of a civilization, then the Church is the second—fortifying, 
surrounding, and sanctifying the entire people of God. The Church is not simply an 
institution, nor a voluntary society for spiritual encouragement. She is the mystical Body 
of Christ on earth, the embassy of heaven, the moral compass of nations, the pillar and 
foundation of truth. When the Church is strong, the nation is awakened. When the Church 
is corrupted, the nation crumbles. 

This wall too lies in ruin. 

Across the American landscape, the Church has grown affluent but weak, numerically 
large but morally silent, visible yet invisible when it matters most. Once the spiritual 
conscience of the Republic, many churches now shrink before Caesar, cower before 
cultural idols, and conform to the trends of the hour rather than transforming the times 
through fire-born holiness. Instead of weeping between the porch and the altar, many 
pulpits today entertain, pacify, or avoid the controversial teachings of Scripture in fear of 
losing donors, members, or influence. 

But we must ask: what good is influence if it does not sanctify? What power is there in 
relevance if it comes at the price of repentance? What honor is there in numbers if the 
flock remains unguarded, unfed, and unprepared for battle? 

The Church is called to be the salt of the earth and the light of the world. Salt prevents 
decay. Light exposes darkness. And yet the Church in our day has too often ceased to 
confront evil. It speaks in generalities while the enemy operates in precision. It exhorts 
kindness but not courage. It calls for mercy without calling for justice. It offers self-help 
sermons to people under demonic assault. 

What happened? 
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We lost the fire of the Holy Spirit. We lost the fear of the Lord. We lost the understanding 
that the Church must be both a hospital for the broken and a barracks for the brave. We 
lost the conviction that Jesus Christ is not just the Lamb who saves, but the Lion who 
reigns. We separated personal holiness from public righteousness. We exchanged the 
blood-soaked banner of Christ for politically sanitized slogans. 

The only remedy is repentance. 

We must return to the apostles' doctrine. We must recover the expository preaching of the 
Word of God—line by line, chapter by chapter, confronting every idol and every lie. We 
must train shepherds who are not hirelings, but soldiers of Christ, ready to lay down their 
lives for the sheep. We must call for the holiness of the people of God, not in legalism, but 
in joyful submission to the Lordship of Christ. 

The Church must again preach repentance. It must preach the cross. It must expose evil in 
high places. It must train men and women to walk in authority, resist temptation, heal the 
sick, raise the dead, and cast out devils in the name of Jesus. It must occupy until He 
comes, not retreat. It must raise up statesmen, artists, judges, fathers, and martyrs—those 
who will live and die in covenant with Christ and in loyalty to His kingdom. 

For too long, we have prayed for revival while refusing to reform the structure that 
contains the fire. But the wineskin must change. Denominational lines that grieve the Spirit 
must fall. Celebrity culture must be rebuked. Lukewarm faith must be cast aside. And the 
true remnant must arise—those who fear no man, who bow to no idol, and who burn with 
the fire of the Holy One of Israel. 

Only when the Church rises in unity, power, and truth will the wall be rebuilt. Only then 
can the family flourish under her covering. Only then will the state find its limits, and its 
law grounded in something higher than human will. 

The Church is the bride of Christ. She must prepare herself. 

Let the call go forth: Rebuild the altar. Reclaim the Word. Restore the priesthood of 
believers. Let the pulpits thunder once more with righteousness, and let the sanctuary be 
filled with glory—not stage lights and fog machines, but the weight of the Shekinah, the 
power of conviction, the cry of deliverance, and the joy of the Lord. 

The Church must be the wall that holds back the flood. If she is compromised, no fortress 
will stand. 

IV: The State as the Third Wall: Sword of Order or Agent of Chaos 
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The third and final wall that forms the outer defense of any righteous civilization is the 
civil government: the state. Unlike the family, which nurtures, and the Church, which 
sanctifies, the state bears the sword. It is a divinely ordained institution, established by 
God not to dominate the people, but to serve them through justice, protection, and the 
upholding of moral order. Yet when this final wall collapses or becomes corrupted, the 
very idea of law turns inward against the people it was meant to preserve. 

The state, according to Romans 13, is “the servant of God, an avenger who carries out 
God's wrath on the wrongdoer.” It is not autonomous. It is not divine. It is subordinate to 
the higher laws of heaven and accountable to the eternal Judge of all. The rulers of the 
earth—whether presidents or kings, governors or judges—do not hold ultimate power; they 
hold delegated power. That delegation comes with limits. And when they transgress those 
limits, they cease to be ministers of God and become instruments of tyranny. 

In the American founding vision, the state was understood to be a wall—not a tower. It was 
meant to be a boundary against evil, not a source of oppression. Government was 
instituted to secure the rights endowed by the Creator—not to redefine them, restrict them, 
or revoke them. It was to be of the people, by the people, for the people—anchored in 
natural law, restrained by checks and balances, and guided by a virtuous citizenry 
capable of self-rule under God. 

Yet what do we see today? 

We see a state that spies on its own people. That tolerates corruption while punishing 
dissent. That funds evil and criminalizes righteousness. That permits the shedding of 
innocent blood through abortion, the desecration of the body through mutilation, the 
exploitation of children through indoctrination, and the desecration of marriage and 
gender. We see a state that legalizes sin and penalizes truth. That prints money out of thin 
air and robs future generations. That creates laws not rooted in justice, but in ideology. 
That pledges allegiance to globalism while forsaking the American covenant. 

This is not the state as God intended. This is Babylon reborn. 

The wall of statecraft has been breached, not only by enemies without, but by traitors 
within. And yet we must not despair. We must remember the purpose of government: to do 
justice, to love mercy, and to walk humbly with God. The American Restoration requires a 
renewal of the state’s moral foundation. It must be reformed from the inside out—not 
through political showmanship, but through the recovery of what made it good in the first 
place. 

Acp 181 



 
The state must rediscover the principle of subsidiarity: that power belongs closest to the 
people, not in the hands of distant elites. It must restore constitutional order and recognize 
that no man is above the law. It must enact policies that flow from natural law and eternal 
truth—not transient trends or political pressures. It must defend the family, honor the 
Church, guard the border, punish the evildoer, and preserve the peace. 

This requires not just elections—it requires repentance. It requires not just legislation—but 
consecration. The state must kneel again before God if it is to stand with strength before 
men. 

For when the wall of state is rebuilt in righteousness, it becomes a refuge for the innocent. 
But when it is defiled by lawlessness, it becomes a cage for the righteous. 

The question is not whether the state will rule, but how. Will it be as 
Nebuchadnezzar—with pride and wrath? Or as David—broken, just, and submitted to 
God? 

The American Covenant Party declares that the state must be restored as the final wall of 
defense—not against its own people, but for them. It must once again serve under God and 
before the people. For only then will the walls of our civilization hold. 

And only then will the family, the Church, and the Republic be safe. 

 

V: The Interdependence of the Three Walls 

A wall by itself may stand for a season, but it cannot endure a siege. It is only when each 
wall—family, Church, and state—is connected to and supports the others that a society 
finds the strength to withstand the battering winds of time and temptation. These are not 
three compartments of life to be separated as modernity demands, but three interwoven 
fortresses of civilization. Tear down one, and the others will soon crumble. Strengthen one 
in isolation, and it will still fall without the support of the others. 

This interdependence is not merely pragmatic—it is theological. God designed human 
society with these three institutions not as interchangeable tools but as distinct authorities 
with divine mandates, each flowing from His nature and purpose. 

The family is the image of God in relationship—the mirror of the Trinity in its unity and 
diversity, love and fruitfulness. The Church is the body of Christ, through whom the Word 
and Sacraments give grace and guide men toward eternal life. The state is God's servant 
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wielding the sword—not to create heaven on earth, but to hold back the flood of hell until 
grace does its work. 

Each one has authority, but none has total authority. Each one has power, but each is 
under a higher Power. 

This is why, historically, the Christian West flourished when the three walls functioned in 
harmony—not in rivalry. During Christendom, kings bowed to bishops, and bishops 
protected their flocks from kings. Fathers ruled their homes with a Bible in one hand and a 
plow in the other, but deferred to the Church to sanctify, and to the law to secure their 
freedom. 

But in the modern age, these walls have been broken and pitted against one another. The 
state has usurped the Church, often portraying it as obsolete or even dangerous. The 
Church has retreated from cultural authority, replacing moral clarity with social 
accommodation. And the family has been left exposed—stripped of tradition, torn by 
divorce, mocked by media, and weakened by fatherlessness. 

When the family falls, children become wards of the state. When the Church is silent, truth 
becomes relative. When the state becomes absolute, tyranny is baptized in legalese. 

We are not witnessing a random collapse, but a calculated inversion of God’s design. 

Yet let us remember: interdependence is not the same as hierarchy. The Church is not to 
control the state, nor is the state to fund the Church. The family is not to replace the pulpit, 
nor the pulpit to micromanage the home. But they must reinforce each other, respect each 
other’s bounds, and recognize their mutual necessity under God. 

The state must pass laws that protect the family and preserve the rights of the Church. The 
Church must form men and women of conscience who will govern justly and live 
righteously in both home and public square. The family must raise up children in 
reverence for truth and discipline—feeding both the Church with faithful saints and the 
Republic with virtuous citizens. 

This is not utopia. It is order. It is not nostalgia. It is restoration. 

For a nation to be truly strong, her three walls must not only stand—they must connect. If 
the family builds without the Church, it loses direction. If the Church preaches without the 
family, it withers in abstraction. If the state legislates without both, it drifts into tyranny 
or anarchy. 
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The American Covenant Party understands that no revolution of policy will endure 
without a reformation of principle. No movement will stand without moral foundations. 
And no future will flourish if the walls remain broken and divided. 

To rebuild America, we must rebuild the walls. All of them. Together. 

VI: Repairers of the Breach — The Work Ahead 

The Book of Isaiah declares: “They shall rebuild the ancient ruins; they shall raise up the 
former devastations; they shall repair the ruined cities, the devastations of many 
generations... You shall be called the Repairer of the Breach, the Restorer of Streets to 
Dwell In.” (Isaiah 61:4; 58:12) 

This is the divine call not only to the prophets of old but to the people of covenant in every 
generation. We are not merely defenders of what once was—we are called to be restorers of 
what was meant to be. 

In America today, we are surrounded by ruins. The ruins of fatherhood, shattered by 
economic displacement, sexual confusion, and generational dislocation. The ruins of 
marriage, assaulted by courts, caricatured by culture, and often abandoned by the very 
men and women it was meant to sanctify. The ruins of local churches, now often neutered, 
empty, or drifting into theological madness. The ruins of civic virtue, once taught in 
households and pulpits, now replaced by relativism and resentment. 

To walk among these ruins and weep is human. To rise and rebuild is divine. 

The work ahead is not simply political; it is priestly and prophetic. It demands not just 
policies, but courage. Not just education, but consecration. We must reject the temptation 
to think that one election or one law will restore the nation. No, what must be restored is 
the moral architecture—and that starts with the family, the Church, and the state being 
returned to their rightful forms and functions. 

The American Covenant Party proposes nothing less than a spiritual and cultural 
reconstruction. 

In the family, we must honor the father as the covenant head of the home—not in abusive 
dominance, but in servant leadership that reflects Christ. We must restore motherhood to 
its glorious crown, honoring it not as a fallback plan or cultural prison, but as the very 
hearth of civilization and the conduit of life. 

Fathers and mothers must be given economic and legal stability to raise children without 
fear of government intrusion or cultural sabotage. Divorce laws must be reformed, tax 
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codes must reward marriage and child-rearing, and the dignity of homemaking and 
fatherhood must be elevated in every sphere. 

In the Church, pastors must be called back to the boldness of the prophets and the 
discipline of the apostles. The Church must resist the pull of political partisanship while 
remaining unshakably political in the biblical sense—that is, as ambassadors of the 
Kingdom of Christ, who must call rulers to righteousness and rebuke sin in high places. 

Churches must once again become the anchor of local life—not merely places for Sunday 
worship, but centers of community, education, charity, and counsel. Seminaries must train 
men in sound doctrine and cultural discernment, not ideological surrender. And 
Christians must be prepared to suffer in order to remain faithful, for in the days ahead, it 
will cost far more to be obedient than to be relevant. 

In the state, we must call forth leaders who understand that civil government exists not to 
redefine morality, but to reward the good and punish the wicked (Romans 13). The state 
must protect the institution of the family—not replace it. The state must recognize the 
jurisdictional boundaries of the Church—not regulate it. And the state must never declare 
itself to be the giver of rights—but only the guardian of God-given rights. 

We must renew the principle of subsidiarity: that the government closest to the people, 
especially the family and the Church, is the most effective and moral unit of society. 
Washington, D.C. must shrink so that the household may thrive again. 

In every sphere—home, altar, and bench—we must repair the breaches. The restoration will 
be long and hard, and it will not come without resistance. But it will come, if we rise with 
courage, clarity, and Christ. 

 VII: The Judgment for Neglect 

No civilization can long survive the abandonment of its first institutions. When the family 
is dishonored, the Church is silent, and the state is corrupt, the judgment of the Lord is not 
merely impending—it is already unfolding. Scripture teaches us clearly that “the wages of 
sin is death” (Romans 6:23), and that “judgment begins at the house of God” (1 Peter 4:17). 
We must understand, then, that what we see unraveling in America is not accidental. It is 
the natural outworking of national unfaithfulness. 

The judgment for neglect is not always thunderous. It is not always the crash of Babylon’s 
walls or the smoke of Sodom’s destruction. Often, it is quiet and subtle—the curse of 
confusion, the plague of impotence, the descent into irrelevance. It is when men forget how 
to be men and forget that they ever knew. It is when churches grow wide but not deep, and 
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the Gospel becomes a slogan rather than a sword. It is when courts claim to rule on 
marriage without any understanding of covenant, and when schools produce “educated” 
youth who are rootless, thankless, and defenseless against tyranny. 

The judgment is revealed when the state replaces the father, the therapist replaces the 
pastor, and the bureaucrat replaces the neighbor. It is evident when a nation imports false 
gods and calls it “diversity,” when it indoctrinates children and calls it “education,” when it 
promotes perversion and calls it “freedom.” In the end, judgment looks like what we are 
already seeing: the hollowing out of manhood, the mocking of motherhood, the confusion 
of childhood, the compromise of clergy, and the corruption of courts. 

But let us be clear. This judgment is not cruel—it is just. For when a people sow rebellion 
against God’s design, they reap the fruit of that rebellion in their own bodies, laws, and 
lands (Romans 1:27). The walls are not crumbling because God has failed. They are 
crumbling because man has forgotten who built them. 

And yet, even in judgment, there is mercy. For our God is not only the Judge—He is the 
Redeemer. His justice clears away the rubble so that righteousness may rise again. His 
wrath is not the end—it is the invitation to return. “Return to Me,” declares the Lord, “and I 
will return to you” (Malachi 3:7). His judgment is a trumpet blast, a wake-up call, a 
divine disruption meant to break the spell of national sleepwalking. 

We must heed this judgment. We must not brush it off as politics or pass it off as progress. 
We must see it for what it is: the trembling of a foundation that was never meant to be 
touched, the groaning of a house whose pillars have been neglected. And we must 
repent—not only as individuals but as a people, as households, as churches, and as 
governors of the land. 

To neglect the family is to invite generational decay. To silence the Church is to plunge a 
nation into moral fog. To politicize the state without grounding it in the law of God is to 
enthrone chaos under the banner of freedom. 

But repentance is still possible. Renewal is still available. And a remnant still stands. 

VIII: The Blueprint for Renewal 

If a house has crumbled, it must be rebuilt—not from the roofline but from the foundation. 
And if a nation has forgotten its foundation, it must be reminded with holy precision. The 
restoration of America begins not with new slogans, better parties, or more efficient 
government programs—it begins with the rebuilding of what God ordained from the 
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beginning: the family, the Church, and the state in their rightful harmony under His 
sovereignty. 

The blueprint is not novel. It is ancient, eternal, and already written. It lies in the 
covenantal architecture of Scripture, in the patterns of God’s dealings with Israel, and in 
the early foundations of Christendom that once shaped the West. What must be renewed 
is not merely form, but spirit. Not simply laws, but love. Not just duty, but delight in the 
order of the Lord. 

The family must once again be understood as the primary unit of society—prior to and 
above the state in authority over children, education, and moral formation. Fathers must 
rise again—not as tyrants, but as shepherds and guardians, strong in love and righteous in 
discipline. Mothers must be honored—not just as workers in the market, but as nurturers 
of souls, architects of domestic order, and carriers of legacy. Marriage must be 
restored—not as a contract of convenience but as a sacred covenant reflecting the mystery 
of Christ and His Church (Ephesians 5:32). This renewal of the family is not 
sentimental—it is strategic. A strong family is a fortress against tyranny. A godly 
household is an embassy of the Kingdom. 

The Church must also remember her place—not as a social club, not as a stage for spiritual 
entertainment, but as the pillar and foundation of the truth (1 Timothy 3:15). She must 
preach repentance boldly again, administer the sacraments reverently, and discipline her 
members with pastoral love and scriptural clarity. She must teach the whole counsel of 
God—not just the promises of grace but the commands of holiness. She must speak 
prophetically to kings, comfort the afflicted, raise up future leaders, and prepare her 
people for both revival and persecution. Her allegiance must be to Christ alone—not to 
Caesar, not to comfort, not to cultural approval. 

And the state, rightly ordered, must return to its ordained purpose: to reward good, 
punish evil, and uphold justice under God. It must be restrained by constitutional 
principle and empowered by moral clarity. It must never trespass upon the domains of 
family or Church but rather defend them as sacred. A righteous state is not one that 
enforces religion, but one that fears God, protects liberty, and upholds the dignity of 
human life from conception to natural death. 

This blueprint is not an abstract theory—it is a mandate. It is the only path forward for a 
nation under judgment. It will require cost. It will demand courage. It will be resisted by 
the entrenched powers of this age. But it is the only restoration worthy of our time, energy, 
and sacrifice. 
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The call of Nehemiah echoes in this generation: “Come, let us rebuild the wall, so we will no 
longer be a disgrace” (Nehemiah 2:17). And the enemies of that rebuilding will mock, 
intimidate, and conspire—as they did then. But as in Nehemiah’s day, “the God of heaven 
will give us success. We His servants will arise and build” (Nehemiah 2:20). 

 IX: A Nation Worth Building Again 

There are some who scoff at restoration. They call it nostalgic, regressive, impossible. They 
sneer at those who speak of the “old paths” and warn that the walls are too broken, the 
culture too far gone, the people too apathetic. But what they fail to understand is this: 
America was never great because of her wealth, her weapons, or her wonders. She was 
great because she once feared God. And a people who return to the fear of the Lord shall 
rise again—stronger, purer, and more radiant than before. 

A nation worth building again is not a perfect nation—it is a repentant one. It does not 
boast in its history, but bows before its holy God. It does not seek to reclaim past glory by 
carnal means, but to rediscover true glory by spiritual obedience. It does not look 
backward to escape the future—it looks heavenward to redeem it. 

This is the vision of the American Covenant Party: to rebuild not merely roads and 
bridges, but moral boundaries and sacred trusts. To forge not just policy, but purpose. To 
raise up leaders not merely with experience, but with conviction. To rekindle the flame of 
national repentance so that revival might come—not manufactured, but merciful. Not 
shallow, but sweeping. Not momentary, but civilizational. 

We rebuild the walls because God commands it. We restore the gates because generations 
are perishing without protection. We consecrate the foundations because our children will 
either stand upon them—or be buried beneath their ruins. 

There is a nation yet unborn who will read what we do in these days and say: They were 
the generation who stood when the towers of Babylon fell. They were the builders who 
remembered the covenant. They were the watchmen who did not fall asleep. They were the 
fathers and mothers, the pastors and statesmen, the sons and daughters who believed God 
could still heal their land. 

Let it be said of us—not that we succeeded by human measure, but that we obeyed. Let it be 
written—not that we were many, but that we were faithful. Let it be done—not for our name, 
but for His. 

So rise up, repairer of the breach. Rebuild the family. Revive the Church. Reform the state. 
Reclaim the walls of a holy civilization. 
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The trumpet is sounding. The King is returning. Let the nation be made ready. 
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Essay XXVII: To the Sons of the Republic​
  

I ​
 

 “Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not depart from it.” — 
Proverbs 22:6 

Sons of the Republic, I write to you not as a distant scribe or a cold statesman, but as a 
father who weeps in prayer for your generation—who watches the crumbling walls of our 
civilization and cries out, “Where are the young lions?” For the republic once stood firm 
upon pillars of truth, courage, and covenant. But now those pillars are desecrated by decay, 
mocked by the masses, and denied by your peers. And yet—you were born for such a time as 
this. 

You may not yet see it, but your lives were appointed not for mediocrity or rebellion, but 
for dominion. Not to wander in moral confusion, but to walk in truth and become builders, 
reformers, and soldiers of righteousness. The world will tell you that manhood is toxic, that 
strength is oppressive, that leadership is tyranny. But I tell you—manhood is sacred, strength 
is necessary, and leadership, when consecrated, is love in action. 

Our Founders believed this, and so must you. George Washington, a man of immense 
physical power and yet greater restraint, once wrote, “Discipline is the soul of an army.” 
And so too must it be the soul of a people. Without self-governance, there can be no 
national governance. Without fear of God, there will be fear of men. And without fathers 
who speak truth, sons will follow lies. 

This is why I write—to awaken you from the slumber of comfort and the hypnosis of 
screens. To shatter the lie that you must be like everyone else. You were never meant to be 
ordinary. You were meant to be set apart. You were meant to build altars, not idols. To take 
wives, not wander into perversion. To raise children, not abandon them. To preach Christ, 
not worship the self. You were meant to be lion-hearted men, able to weep before God and 
wage holy war against the devil’s lies. 

Sons of the Republic—wake up. This land is not lost if you rise. The Church is not finished if 
you believe. And this nation, though desecrated by traitors and technocrats, can yet be 
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saved—not by ballots or bullets alone—but by sons who are filled with the Spirit of the Living 
God and who fear no man but walk humbly with the Lord. 

Let this be the beginning of your awakening. Let the voice of the covenant echo in your soul. 
For you are not the generation of collapse—you are the generation of conquest. And the time 
to rise has come. 

 II 

There was once a time in this land when a young man was expected to master his passions, 
tend to the soil of his family, and uphold the name of his house with integrity. His word was 
his bond, his handshake a contract, his eyes fixed upon heaven. But now—now we are told 
that manhood is fluid, that truth is subjective, that the past is shameful and the future is 
programmable. You, sons, must choose whether you will inherit that lie or tear it down. 

The Republic will not survive if her sons are weak. We cannot legislate integrity. We cannot 
digitize virtue. We cannot outsource courage. These are forged in the quiet places, in the 
broken nights of prayer, in the battles against sin, in the refusal to bow to popular evil. Do 
you wish to save your country? Then begin by saving your soul. Do you wish to lead your 
community? Then begin by kneeling in your room when no one watches and begging God 
to make you clean. 

The first revolution needed gunpowder. The second shall need holy fire. For while others 
rage against the system, you must prepare to replace it—not with chaos, but with 
Christendom. Not with vengeance, but with vision. You must learn the ancient paths. Study 
the old republics and their ruins. Read of the prophets who stood alone. Drink from the 
Scriptures as if they are breath and bread, for they are. 

Do not mock the things of old. You are not wiser than the Founders, nor purer than the 
martyrs. They knew something you must recover: that freedom is not the license to do what 
we want—it is the liberty to do what we ought. And what we ought to do is build again. 
Build homes with walls of prayer. Build churches with altars of repentance. Build cities that 
honor the Sabbath. Build economies that do not exploit the poor. Build, sons, as Nehemiah 
did—with one hand on the brick and one hand on the sword. 

You are not too young. Do not say, “I am only a youth.” Jeremiah said that—and God 
answered, “Do not say that… you shall go to all to whom I send you.” If God has called you, 
He will equip you. But do not expect it to come through fame, applause, or convenience. 
Expect to bleed. Expect to be mocked. Expect to lose the shallow friends who only want 
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your silence. But in losing all that, you will find your brothers. The remnant. The fearless. 
The covenant sons of this republic—ready to rise. 

III 

There is a reason the enemy attacks the sons first. The serpent slithered into the garden and 
struck at the Word of God, but what did he truly aim to destroy? Lineage. Dominion. The 
passing down of order, of truth, of authority from father to son. For if the enemy can steal 
your identity, he can sever the destiny of a nation. If he can feminize your strength, blur 
your convictions, and bind you with addictions, he will not need armies or ballots—he will 
have already conquered you from within. 

This is why the war for your soul is so fierce. Because you are dangerous to darkness if you 
rise. If you repent. If you cast off the culture’s yoke and put on Christ’s. The devil fears not 
weak boys with empty rhetoric—but men who fast, who pray, who command their flesh and 
consecrate their dreams to God. Men who walk with purpose and tremble at nothing but 
the Word of the Lord. 

You must not only believe in God—you must believe God. Believe His promises. Believe that 
He still speaks. That He still raises up Davids, and Daniels, and Pauls, and sons of thunder 
in every generation. You may not see it now, but you were born into a divine storyline. You 
were not dropped into chaos by accident. You were assigned—placed at this exact hour by 
the Sovereign Hand of Providence. 

The republic you inherit is broken, yes—but not beyond redemption. It has been bankrupted 
morally and hollowed institutionally, but if its sons return to the Lord, if they humble 
themselves and turn from their wickedness, He will heal the land. Not just through revival 
services, but through restoration movements. Through legislation that reflects Leviticus and 
Isaiah. Through judicial seats held by saints, and governors who fear the Lord more than 
man. 

Yet none of this can happen if you are still addicted to your phone, chained to lust, or 
poisoned by pride. And so, this must be the hour of your awakening. Burn the idols. Break 
the silence. Confess your sins to brothers who will sharpen you. Begin to live in the light. 
Begin to train. Not just your body—but your spirit, your tongue, your mind. Study law. 
Read theology. Master the trades. Prepare to lead. 

The Republic shall not rise again unless the sons become fathers—not just biologically, but 
spiritually, institutionally, and nationally. It is time, young men, to become the patriarchs of 
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the New America. But first—die to the old you. Die to the lies. Die to the cowardice. Then 
rise—as sons of covenant, as builders of nations, as the standard-bearers of Christ. 

IV 

A man without a father becomes either a tyrant or a wanderer. And a nation of such men 
becomes a house with no roof—exposed to every storm, unguarded from the thief, unstable 
in every way. Look around you. Is this not what we see in America today? Men raised 
without legacy, without law, without love. Men taught to distrust discipline, to reject 
hierarchy, to despise their own masculine form and function. This is not liberation—it is 
castration by design. 

But you, son, were made for something more. You were not born to drift in the shadows of 
irrelevance or drown in the tepid waters of moral relativism. You were born for 
dominion—not domination, not arrogance—but holy, righteous stewardship of the realm God 
has entrusted to men. Your strength is not toxic. It is necessary. It is divine. The only 
toxicity is found in those who have forgotten that strength must first kneel before it stands. 
True masculinity begins with meekness—not weakness, but strength restrained by wisdom. 

You must reject the modern counterfeit of manhood—the hypersexualized, emotionally 
stunted, socially performative shell of what a man is meant to be. Do not model your 
character after celebrities. Do not anchor your identity in likes, in fashion, in rebellion 
disguised as authenticity. Anchor it in the Rock. In Christ. Let your heart be circumcised. 
Let your mind be renewed. Let your voice thunder with conviction even when your knees 
shake. 

The republic was built by men who feared God more than tyrants, who endured winter at 
Valley Forge rather than sell out to foreign crowns, who pledged their lives, fortunes, and 
sacred honor. These were not flawless men. But they were forged men. And you must be 
forged too. Through trial. Through suffering. Through loneliness. Through the crucible of 
self-denial. 

You will not be ready to lead until you have wept over your sins. Until you have confessed 
your pride. Until you have chosen honor over ease and holiness over pleasure. The cross 
must come before the crown. But make no mistake—there is a crown. Not of fame or money 
or empire—but of glory. A crown of life for those who endure. And that crown is for the 
sons who rise. 

The new Republic, if it comes, will not be televised. It will be discipled into existence. Brick 
by brick. Life by life. It will be the fruit of men like you who build altars in their hearts 

Acp 194 



 
before they build platforms for their voices. It will be a quiet uprising—one of obedience, 
sacrifice, and courage. Until one day, the foundations of the old, godless system will 
crack—and from the rubble, a new American Zion shall emerge. 

V 

The collapse of a civilization begins when its sons no longer believe they were born for 
greatness. When they exchange the sword of the spirit for the comforts of self-indulgence. 
When they mock duty and worship novelty. When they no longer sing the songs of their 
fathers, nor care to preserve the covenant that made them free. And yet, from these very 
ruins, God calls forth remnant sons to rebuild the walls—not as slaves to a dying order, but 
as heirs to a divine commission. 

O son of this republic, do not believe the lie that your power lies in passive resistance. The 
world tells you to “be yourself,” when Christ commands you to die to yourself. The world 
says follow your heart, but the heart, Scripture tells us, is deceitful above all things. Instead, 
follow the narrow path. Deny yourself. Take up your cross. And in losing your life, you will 
find it. 

You must understand the sacred weight of legacy. You are the hinge upon which the door of 
history swings open or shut. Generations before you bled for your liberty—now it is your 
turn to live for theirs. To guard the inheritance passed to you not in gold or political office, 
but in truth, tradition, and the testimony of Jesus Christ. There is no greater honor than to 
bear the torch in your time. And no greater shame than to let it flicker out in your hand. 

You are not meant to blend into this fallen world but to stand apart, as Daniel did in 
Babylon. As Joseph did in Egypt. As Nehemiah did when he rebuilt Jerusalem’s walls. These 
were men with the Spirit of God in them, who honored authority yet feared no man, who 
stewarded power but did not bow to idolatry. Their faith was not private—it was public. It 
ordered their lives, their speech, their mission. So must yours be. 

You will be called radical. You will be mocked. You will be rejected. But better to be hated 
for standing on the rock than to be celebrated while drowning in the waves of compromise. 
This world rewards weakness in men, because strong men shake kingdoms. Weak men are 
easy to bribe. Easy to manipulate. But strong men—holy men—cause thrones to tremble. 

So lift your eyes, son of the Republic. The fields are white for harvest. The battlegrounds of 
the spirit and of the nation await your entry. This is not a time to hide. It is a time to 
prepare—to train in righteousness, to think with clarity, to speak with fire, to act with honor. 
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And when the hour comes to stand, do not tremble. For the Lord your God goes with you, 
and the blood of your ancestors calls out—not from guilt, but from hope. 

 VI 

It is not enough to possess zeal, dear son—you must possess formation. Zeal without 
knowledge leads to ruin, and passion without principle builds only sandcastles at low tide. 
The restoration of a republic is not accomplished by fury alone, but by furnaced 
wisdom—wisdom refined through prayer, Scripture, experience, and godly counsel. Without 
this, the most well-meaning revolution collapses into chaos. But with it, even the smallest 
remnant can rebuild a nation from its ashes. 

You must study the ancient paths. Learn from the lives of Moses and David, who learned 
leadership in obscurity before walking in authority. Learn from the Apostles who turned 
the world upside down, not with armies or gold, but by testifying to a risen Christ. 
Understand what the prophets said about nations who forget God—and what blessings come 
to those who return to Him. And do not merely read these things as religious poetry. Let 
them shape your worldview. Let them govern your conscience. Let them become the 
constitution of your soul. 

If you would build, you must be broken first. There is no shortcut around the altar. The 
kingdom of God is advanced by men who have died to their own ego. The real threat to 
darkness is not a man with a platform, but a man whose pride is crucified and whose 
obedience is complete. Your sword will not be sharpened in the halls of applause, but in the 
prayer closet where no one sees you but your Father in heaven. 

In the coming years, the American son who walks with God will become both a beacon and 
a threat. You will shine in the dark—but you will be opposed by those who prefer darkness 
to light. That opposition is not a sign of failure. It is confirmation of faithfulness. Did not 
Christ say, “If they hated Me, they will hate you also”? But He also promised, “Take heart, 
for I have overcome the world.” You do not walk this road alone. You walk in a company of 
saints. Of ancestors. Of angels. Of martyrs. And above all, with the Captain of the Lord’s 
host. 

Build your life in such a way that your children and grandchildren will not have to guess 
what you believed. Let your home be a sanctuary of conviction. Let your table resound with 
truth. Let your words edify, and your actions confirm what your lips profess. For in a 
world of deception, a man of integrity becomes a revolution unto himself. 
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The republic needs not merely voters, nor merely critics. It needs sons. Sons who carry the 
fire of their forefathers, purified through the cross, directed by the Spirit, and tethered to 
the eternal kingdom of God. If this you become, there is no enemy—foreign or domestic—that 
can overcome you. 

VII 

The collapse of a nation does not begin in its capitol—it begins in its conscience. And the 
restoration of a republic must begin, therefore, not in an election, nor merely in legislation, 
but in the hearts of its sons. For every great awakening in history was not first political—it 
was spiritual. Men were pierced by the Word of God, and in their repentance, they turned 
from idolatry to righteousness, from apathy to action, from despair to destiny. So too must 
the rebirth of this nation begin with you. 

You must reclaim what has been stolen—not merely land or wealth, but truth. Truth is the 
currency of free men. When lies are believed, bondage follows. But when the truth is 
spoken, even softly, it can break chains forged by empires. Do not be silent when truth is 
slandered. Do not be polite when God is mocked. And do not be still while the house your 
fathers built is burned by cowards in suits or deceivers in robes. 

You have inherited both a tragedy and a treasure. A tragedy because your fathers' house has 
been looted by generations of compromise. A treasure because the foundation still stands, 
and the Cornerstone is Christ. There is no more noble task than to repair the breaches, to 
rebuild the walls, to raise again the banner of righteousness over a nation staggering like a 
drunkard. You were not born for comfort—you were born for conquest. Not of men, but of 
the spirit, of your own flesh, and of every lie that opposes the knowledge of God. 

In every age, the Spirit of the Lord seeks men who will stand in the gap. Who will not merely 
passively observe the fall, but who will wrestle for the soul of a people. Gideon was a simple 
man threshing wheat in hiding. David was a forgotten son tending sheep. Peter was a 
fisherman with a temper. And yet each was called, formed, tested, and sent. Why not you? 

You were born into this moment for a reason. Do not despise the hour, nor curse the 
darkness. Instead, be the light. In your discipline. In your speech. In your courage. In your 
reverence for God. In your refusal to bow to the idols of the age. Your generation does not 
need more entertainment. It needs sons who will kneel at the altar and rise from it like 
lions. 

The republic shall not be preserved by those who seek their own comfort. It shall be 
reclaimed by those who, like Christ, take on the burden of others. Who labor not for fame 
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but for faithfulness. Who die empty, having poured out every ounce of strength for the 
glory of God and the good of their people. Will you be such a man? 

VIII 

Sons, there is a final virtue that must be spoken of before we close, a crown upon all others 
that gives meaning to sacrifice and strength to perseverance—hope. Not the weak hope of 
politicians who promise and betray. Not the hollow hope of utopians who trust in the arm 
of flesh. But the living hope rooted in the resurrection of Christ and the coming of His 
Kingdom. Without this hope, all efforts collapse under the weight of cynicism. But with it, 
even in the face of death, the soul of a man can sing. 

It is hope that has kept the persecuted Church alive across centuries of flame and sword. It 
is hope that has driven missionaries into lands hostile to their presence and message. It is 
hope that led men to sail to unknown continents with Bibles in their hands and the cross on 
their hearts. And it is hope that will give you the endurance to keep building even when the 
world mocks you, when your own brothers fall away, when it feels like you're alone in the 
field. Remember: you are not alone. 

You are surrounded by a great cloud of witnesses. The sons of the Republic include not just 
your peers, but your fathers in the faith—Washington, who knelt in the snow; Lincoln, who 
wept at night; the Black regiment of preachers who thundered liberty from their pulpits; the 
pioneers who built churches before they built homes. These men are not buried. They live in 
you. And they are watching now to see whether you will take your place among them. 

Hope is not naive. Hope sees the storm and steps into it. Hope does not ignore evil; it dares 
to believe it can be conquered. Hope is what makes you laugh in the face of tyrants and sing 
when the battle goes against you. Hope is what makes your tears fertile, your wounds holy, 
and your life eternal. And that hope is yours, sons, if you cling to Christ. 

Do not think the nation will be restored without miracles. But do not think miracles come 
without obedience. Your role is not to control the outcome—it is to be faithful. Day by day. 
One prayer at a time. One act of courage. One soul won. One life lifted. One lie rebuked. 
One stone laid. And in the end, when the trumpet sounds, and the Lord returns, may He 
find you at your post, your hands calloused, your knees worn, your heart full, and your 
lamp still burning. 

The restoration of America is not merely a possibility—it is a mandate. But it shall not come 
from the top. It shall begin in the hearts of its sons. It shall begin with you. 

 IX 
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And so, beloved sons of the Republic, we come to the end of this charge—but not the end of 
your duty. You must now choose. Will you drift like so many others into the seduction of 
comfort, the apathy of the crowd, or the cynicism that parades as wisdom but produces 
nothing? Or will you rise, rise as men after God’s own heart—sons forged in the fire of 
repentance, baptized in courage, and commissioned to restore a nation built not merely on 
ink and parchment, but on covenant and sacrifice? 

Your name was written for such a time as this. The hour is late. The powers of this age are 
stirring. The false prophets speak peace where there is no peace. The principalities mock the 
Church. The leaders stumble in confusion or bask in corruption. But there remains a 
remnant. There remains a hope. And it rests now in your hands, your heart, your spine, 
your knees. Stand. Be counted. Let heaven record your name beside those who did not 
yield. 

Do not wait for orders from men. You have your orders from above: Preach the gospel. 
Make disciples of nations. Tend the garden of your soul. Protect the innocent. Rebuke the 
wicked. Honor the family. Build the temple. Resist the beast. Await the King. These are the 
tasks of a Christian man in a collapsing empire. These are the roots of true American revival. 

And as for the Republic—if it is to be born again, it shall not be through the hands of 
politicians, but through the repentance of its people and the rebirth of its sons. Sons who 
fear God, not government. Sons who honor father and mother. Sons who restore the altar 
and repair the breach. Sons who no longer wait for a hero to arrive because they finally 
realize: they are the ones God has sent. 

So now, gird up your loins. Fasten your sandals. Take up your cross. And remember: you 
were not born in this hour by accident. You are not too small. You are not too young. You 
are not too broken. You are the sons of a sleeping Republic—and it is time to wake her up. 

This is your commission. This is your burden. This is your inheritance. 

Now go, and make her worthy of your name. 
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Essay XXVIII: To the Mothers of Restoration​
  

 I 

You, dear mothers of the nation, are the keepers of the unseen fire. While history has been 
too often written by the hands of warriors, presidents, and kings, the truth is this: no great 
man, no virtuous nation, no holy revolution has ever been born without the touch of a 
mother’s hand, the wisdom of her prayers, or the tears she sowed in secret. The womb of 
revival is the home. And the soul of the home is the mother. 

To restore the Republic, we must first restore the altar of the household. And that altar 
cannot be rebuilt by laws or policies alone. It must be consecrated by women who fear God 
more than they fear man, who raise sons and daughters in righteousness, and who see in 
their sacred calling not drudgery or delay, but destiny. 

You are not overlooked in this movement. You are its foundation. 

A nation that forgets its mothers forgets its future. When the Republic was still young, it 
was the mothers who taught their children to kneel in prayer beside the hearth, to memorize 
Scripture by candlelight, to hold fast to honor even when bread was scarce and blood was 
shed. When the patriots of '76 marched into the unknown, it was the mothers who kissed 
their foreheads, gave them their Bibles, and reminded them that liberty was worth more than 
life. And when the wars ended, and the fields lay in ruin, it was the mothers who gathered 
the children, restored the homes, and rebuilt the culture. 

We do not speak here of women lost to vanity or enslaved to modern ideologies. We speak 
to you, women of faith, who feel the ache in your soul as you watch this land unravel. You 
see the confusion sown in classrooms. You see the perversion broadcast into the minds of 
your children. You feel the tremor in your spirit when politicians call evil good and good 
evil. And yet—you remain. You stay. You pray. You teach. You love. You press on. You 
endure. 

Mothers of America, you are not just guardians of children. You are guardians of 
civilization. 
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 II 

You are the first instructors of truth. Before a child meets the world, he meets his mother. 
Before he hears a teacher’s voice, he hears yours. And before he reads a single page of law, 
scripture, or literature, he reads your countenance—your love, your resolve, your quiet 
courage. It is in this daily ministry, too often dismissed by a restless world, that the first 
battle lines are drawn between righteousness and rebellion. 

No empire can long stand when its mothers forget the high calling of their influence. No 
generation can mature into liberty if the women who bear and raise it are enslaved by the 
lies of modernity. The feminist delusion that devalues motherhood as a limitation rather 
than a liberation has done more damage to the Republic than any foreign army. For it has 
severed the sacred bond between identity and vocation. It has convinced women that to 
build nations from within the household is less noble than to chase validation in the courts 
of Caesar. 

But God, in His wisdom, appointed women to be the heart of the home—not as an act of 
subjugation, but of sovereign design. It was in Eve that the promise of redemption was first 
spoken: "her seed shall crush the serpent’s head." It was a woman who bore the Christ into 
the world. It was the faithful women who remained at the cross when the disciples scattered. 
And it was the women who first preached resurrection to the disbelieving men. In the divine 
order of restoration, women are not background figures—they are prophetic carriers of the 
Kingdom. 

You, dear mothers, are the healers of generational wounds. While the world offers trauma, 
confusion, and abandonment, you offer the warmth of consistency, the clarity of nurture, 
and the discipline that anchors a soul. The restoration of a Republic will not be successful 
without the restoration of its women—first to their identity in Christ, and then to their 
divine role as formers of culture, stewards of life, and torchbearers of sacred wisdom. 

III 

The soul of a nation is shaped not by its military might or economic power, but by the 
atmosphere of its homes. And the atmosphere of the home is shaped by the mother’s spirit. If 
she is joyful, the house breathes peace. If she is fearful, the house echoes with unrest. If she 
walks in truth, her children inherit light. But if she succumbs to the madness of the age, her 
children will bear the scars of her surrender. 

In the days of Israel’s fall, the prophet Isaiah cried out: “As for my people, children are their 
oppressors, and women rule over them. O my people, they which lead thee cause thee to 
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err, and destroy the way of thy paths.” (Isaiah 3:12). It was not a condemnation of 
womanhood, but of disorder—of households turned upside down, of femininity divorced 
from its sacred design. It is a word for us today. 

You were not made to compete with men, but to complete the mission of humanity as 
ordained by God. You are not less for bearing children—you are more, for in that holy work, 
you participate in the divine miracle of creation. You are not weak for embracing modesty, 
virtue, and grace—you are mighty, for the world cannot understand a woman who has died 
to herself and lives for the Kingdom. 

You are not merely wives, nor merely mothers. You are guardians of the next covenant 
generation. Your voice may not echo from the halls of Congress, but it will shape the values 
of future lawmakers. Your name may never appear on a ballot, but your prayers will ordain 
the destinies of presidents and prophets. 

In you is the ability to bend the arc of history—not through force, but through faith; not 
through dominance, but through dedication. The woman who kneels beside her child’s bed 
each night to pray is mightier than the influencer who commands millions. The mother who 
opens the Word of God at the breakfast table wields more power than the pundit on the 
screen. 

 IV 

Let it be plainly declared: the mother is the first culture-maker. Before governments legislate 
or institutions indoctrinate, it is the mother who weaves the spiritual fiber of the soul. She 
is the teacher of language, of prayer, of order. She introduces the child to the idea of 
authority—and what it means to both submit and to lead with love. It is not a mistake of 
history that tyrants, revolutionaries, saints, and soldiers alike speak with trembling 
reverence or bitter pain when they recall their mothers. For in her presence or in her 
absence, in her tenderness or in her wrath, she is the formative mountain from which the 
rivers of a child's future flow. 

And yet today, the enemy has done everything to desecrate this calling. Hollywood has 
mocked the stay-at-home mother, academia has ridiculed the woman who embraces 
domesticity, and corporate culture has lured many into believing that motherhood is a 
burden rather than a glory. Even the Church has not always defended this truth with 
clarity, too often allowing worldly ambitions to distort eternal purposes. 

But the American Covenant Party calls you forth—not as a relic of a past era, but as a 
harbinger of a restored one. We do not ask you to step back from history. We ask you to 
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step into it, boldly, as Esther did, for such a time as this. The revival of America will not 
begin in Washington. It will begin at your kitchen table. It will not be declared by 
presidents. It will be whispered in midnight prayers beside cribs and rocking chairs. It will 
not be televised—it will be hidden, as all holy things are, until the fruit matures and the Lord 
reveals His handiwork. 

Your sacrifices, your sleepless nights, your silent tears—these are not in vain. They are 
recorded in Heaven. You are builders of altars, breakers of generational curses, cultivators 
of wisdom, and vessels of mercy. You are Deborahs who will rise with prophetic counsel. 
You are Hannahs who will offer your sons to God’s service. You are Marys who will say, 
“Be it unto me according to Thy Word,” and carry Christ into a broken world. 

 V 

To the young women of this generation—do not believe the lie that power means masculinity, 
that independence means rebellion, or that femininity is weakness. You are not forgotten. 
You are not behind. You are not without a role. You are Esther in a foreign court, Ruth in a 
land of strangers, Mary in a time of darkness. You were born not to blend with this world, 
but to defy it with grace. Your femininity, when consecrated to the Lord, becomes a weapon 
against the schemes of hell itself. 

There is no restoration without restored womanhood. There is no kingdom without 
covenant mothers. The family cannot rise unless the woman is honored as its sacred heart, 
neither idolized as a goddess nor ignored as a servant, but cherished as the living wellspring 
of nurture, discernment, and spiritual legacy. When the home loses its queen, the castle falls 
into ruin. When the mother is robbed of honor, the generations collapse into confusion. 

Look to the Proverbs 31 woman, not as a burden or an impossible standard, but as a 
prophetic template. She is not caged in the kitchen—she is entrepreneurial, industrious, wise, 
clothed in strength and dignity. She laughs at the days to come. Why? Because she knows 
the Lord. She fears Him, and therefore she fears no man, no economy, no change of seasons. 
Her children rise and call her blessed, not because she has made them rich, but because she 
has made them righteous. 

This is the restoration we call for. This is the dignity we proclaim. The world may chase 
after vanities and slogans and soulless ambitions—but the mother of restoration builds 
something eternal. And when the fire of judgment comes, it is her house that will stand, not 
because of bricks, but because it was built on the Rock. 

VI 
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And what shall we say to the grandmothers? You who have labored and watched as the 
world changed before your eyes, often not for the better. You who see your children raise 
children in a culture you no longer recognize. Know this: your time is not finished. Your 
wisdom is not outdated. Your role is not over. In fact, the mantle you wear may be more 
crucial now than ever before. 

In the Scriptures, older women were charged not with fading into obscurity, but with 
teaching the younger women what is good—how to love their husbands and their children, 
how to be self-controlled, pure, and keepers of the home (Titus 2:3–5). This is not 
oppression—it is transmission. You carry the memory of how things once were. You hold the 
living traditions, the quiet strength, the stories that speak louder than any textbook or 
tweet. 

A nation that despises its elders is a nation bound for destruction. But a nation that listens 
to its matriarchs, that honors the silver crowns upon their heads, that draws from their deep 
wells of prayer and perseverance—that is a nation ready for revival. 

So speak, grandmother. Share your journals, your Scriptures, your stories of answered 
prayers and storms weathered. Lay your hands on your grandchildren and prophesy. Stand 
in the gap for your lineage. Declare with trembling and faith: “As for me and my house, we 
will serve the Lord.” You are the gatekeepers of generational blessing. And we—the rising 
leaders, the sons and daughters of restoration—we need you. 

We need your prayers at dawn. We need your watchfulness at dusk. We need your faith 
when our own flickers dim. You are the mothers of restoration, crowned not in fading 
glory, but in eternal purpose. 

VII 

To the widows, to the single mothers, to the women who have borne grief and loneliness in 
silence—do not think you are cast aside in the economy of heaven. The Lord sees. The Lord 
records. And the Lord redeems. There is a hidden strength in those who have walked 
through sorrow and emerged still blessing His name. You may think you’ve been 
disqualified from influence or from joy, but I declare to you by the word of the Lord: you 
have been refined for it. 

When Paul wrote of Timothy’s faith, he traced it not to a father or a great rabbi, but to the 
sincere faith of a grandmother, Lois, and a mother, Eunice (2 Timothy 1:5). Generational 
faith begins not in seminaries but in living rooms. It grows not through televised sermons, 
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but through whispered prayers, lullabies, discipline, forgiveness, and Scripture read by 
candlelight in a tired voice after a long day. 

You who have lost much—do not let grief steal your voice. Let your suffering become a 
sermon. Let your heartbreak become a psalm. Let your mourning clothe itself with garments 
of praise, and rise to become the intercession of a nation. 

To the woman who feels invisible, forgotten, unwanted: you are seen. You are beloved. You 
are chosen. You are the clay vessel in which God pours His Spirit, not to be shelved but to 
be poured out for others. You may feel emptied, but it is the empty jars that were filled with 
oil in the prophet’s story. God is not done. You are part of the restoration. 

The Church and the Republic cannot be made whole until your strength is honored, your 
wounds acknowledged, your prayers heeded, and your vision elevated alongside the 
prophets and patriots. You have a seat at the table. You are not an afterthought in this 
movement. You are an ark, carrying the future. 

 VIII 

Mothers of the Republic, you are not raising children merely to be successful by worldly 
standards. You are raising prophets, priests, and kings. You are forming souls who will one 
day stand before the judgment seat of Christ—and who must be able to stand before tyrants 
with boldness and before God with clean hands. That sacred duty surpasses all accolades of 
modern feminism, all career pursuits, and all social validation. It is the high calling of 
motherhood in the Kingdom of God. 

But let us speak plainly of the crisis we face: our daughters are being robbed of their virtue, 
their beauty, and their divine calling. They are taught to despise motherhood, to trade 
dignity for validation, and to chase false power that leaves them hollow. And our sons are 
perishing without it. The breakdown of womanhood has preceded the breakdown of 
manhood, and together they have laid waste to the family altar. It is time to reverse this 
curse. 

Women must once again be empowered not by rebellion, but by redemption. Not by 
discarding the sacred order, but by fulfilling it with power and grace. In Christ, woman is 
not silenced—she is sanctified. She is not inferior—she is indispensable. For even Christ was 
born of a woman. Even the Incarnate God submitted to the nurturing arms of a mother. The 
restoration of the Republic will not come by politics alone—it will come when homes are 
rebuilt on the Rock, when mothers raise sons who fear God and daughters who do not trade 
their crowns for cheap applause. 
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So let us honor the work of women in every station—wives, mothers, grandmothers, 
mentors, teachers, intercessors, defenders of life. Let the restoration of our Republic begin 
in the sacred space of the home, where Christ is enthroned and where truth is spoken with 
tenderness and authority. Let every woman know her value is not in the eyes of men or the 
labels of the world, but in the call of God on her life and the fruit borne in her care. 

With this vision, you are not only mothers of children—you are mothers of a nation. 

 IX  

Let this letter, then, be a trumpet call—not of condemnation, but of commission. Let it 
awaken in every woman the ancient fire that burned in Deborah, who rose to judge a nation; 
in Hannah, whose tears birthed a prophet; in Mary, whose fiat—“Be it unto me according to 
thy word”—ushered in the redemption of the world. 

Do not wait for the world to validate what Heaven has already declared. You are builders of 
the invisible foundation. Without you, no movement can last, no kingdom can rise, no 
future can be sustained. The American Covenant is not a contract sealed in ink, but a living 
inheritance passed down in kitchens, in nurseries, in whispered prayers, and in late-night 
tears. You hold the line. 

And so I plead with you: Return to your high calling. Shake off the lies of culture and 
reclaim your crown. Raise up the next generation not with fear but with holy defiance. 
Build homes that thunder with worship, that echo with the language of truth, and that house 
children who know who they are in God before the world ever labels them. 

Teach the young women to be modest not because they are ashamed of their beauty, but 
because they know it is sacred. Teach them to speak with wisdom and carry themselves with 
dignity, as daughters of the King. Let the older women disciple the younger, not with 
legalism, but with legacy. 

And to the mothers who have failed, who carry guilt, who wish they had done more—there is 
mercy. There is still time. The Lord restores the years the locusts have eaten. A single day 
yielded to Christ can redeem decades of wandering. 

You are not forgotten. You are not powerless. You are not voiceless. 

You are the Esther of this generation, the Ruth among the ruins, the Mary among the 
doubters, the Elizabeth who still dares to rejoice in her womb. You are the Mothers of 
Restoration—and from your wombs, your words, and your walk shall arise the sons and 
daughters who rebuild this Republic and raise up the altar again. 
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Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essay XXIX: To the Forgotten Veterans​
 

I 

You, who bore the weight of this nation on your backs—who stood in sand and storm, in 
jungle and desert, on ship decks and firebases, in the darkness of night with a rifle or a 
wrench or a radio—you are not forgotten. 

Though the halls of Congress may grow silent about your service, and though the news 
cycles turn their gaze elsewhere, and though the VA clinics often give you more red tape 
than remedy, you remain the blood and bone of the American Republic. For every free 
citizen who walks the land without fear, there is a soldier who paid the price. For every 
church that still opens its doors without persecution, there is a Marine who stood at the 
gate. For every child who says the Pledge without trembling, there is a father or mother who 
carried the burden of war. 

And yet now, far too many of you return home not to cheers but to silence. Not to healing 
but to neglect. Not to honor but to bureaucracy. The Republic you defended now teeters at 
the edge of moral collapse. The flag you saluted waves over a nation struggling to remember 
who it is. But know this: you were not sent in vain. 

The soul of a nation is measured not by its speeches, but by its sacrifices. And your 
sacrifices—wounds visible and invisible—stand as eternal testimony to what real love looks 
like: to lay down one’s life for another. No government form can quantify that. No benefits 
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check can restore what was lost. But the Kingdom of God sees it all. And we, the remnant 
who still remember, see it too. 

It is time for restoration. Not just of your healthcare or housing or pensions—but of your 
dignity, your purpose, and your rightful place as guardians of a free people. 

 II 

You were trained to endure hardship, to push beyond fear, to sacrifice for a greater cause. 
But what happens when the war ends and the mission disappears? What happens when the 
country you bled for seems to forget your name, when the citizens you protected grow 
numb to your suffering, and when the very values you defended are mocked in the streets 
of your own homeland? 

This is the silent war—the war within. The war of the spirit. The war of despair. 

But I tell you now: your fight is not over. It has only just begun. For there is a new 
battlefield—not in foreign lands, but here, in the soul of the nation you fought for. The 
enemy is not merely across an ocean, but in the corruption of our institutions, the decay of 
our families, the loss of moral clarity, and the erasure of the sacred. And just as you were 
trained for battle in body, God now calls you to rise in the spirit. 

The American Covenant Party does not see you as broken. We see you as builders. Not as 
relics of past wars, but as righteous warriors for the restoration to come. You understand 
discipline. You understand brotherhood. You understand authority. These are the very 
qualities we need to rebuild a republic gone adrift. 

We need veterans to mentor the fatherless. We need veterans to stand guard in their 
communities. We need veterans to serve as elected officials, principled sheriffs, school 
board members, pastors, and prophets. Not because we idolize your service—but because it 
forged something within you that our nation desperately needs again: honor, accountability, 
resilience, and the ability to lead under fire. 

You fought for America. Now help us rebuild her. 

 III 

Do not believe the lie that you are a casualty of history, a statistic in a system too broken to 
care. You are not forgotten—you are foreknown. You were born in a generation that needed 
warriors, and now you live in a generation that needs wise men. And many of you are both. 
The uniform may be hung in a closet, but the mantle of responsibility still rests on your 
shoulders. The battle now is for the hearts of a people. And your testimony—the truth of 
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what war costs, the truth of what duty looks like, and the pain of abandonment after 
victory—may yet become the very fire that reignites the American soul. 

The Scriptures tell us in 2 Samuel 23 of David’s mighty men—valiant warriors who endured 
the impossible and stood their ground when others fled. These men were not perfect. Some 
were weary, bloodied, disillusioned. And yet they were remembered, not for their 
brokenness, but for their courage. Your name may never be etched into the marble of 
Washington, D.C., but it can be etched into the eternal history of a people restored. 

You know what it means to suffer and survive. And in a time where the nation is awash with 
comfort, entitlement, and cowardice, your voice must thunder. Not in anger—but in 
leadership. In vision. In testimony. You have nothing left to prove—but everything still to 
give. 

Let us restore honor, not just to the medals and uniforms, but to the everyday lives of those 
who served. Let us build institutions of healing and legacy—not just therapy, but purpose. 
Let us forge a veteran renaissance—a rising generation of former warriors, now builders, 
guardians, and patriarchs of a new Christian Republic. 

The country may have turned its back. But we turn toward you—with gratitude, with 
resolve, and with a charge to rise again. 

 IV 

You were not trained for civilian life. You were trained for hardship, for brotherhood, for 
sudden death, and for mission clarity. So it is no surprise that when you returned to a 
disordered, aimless society, the tools you had no longer seemed to fit the world around you. 
But that is not your failure—it is theirs. It is the failure of a nation that sent warriors abroad 
and refused to welcome them home with purpose. 

This is not merely a call to pity or public funding. This is a call to reinstate the sacred 
relationship between republics and their defenders. In ancient Rome, the returning soldier 
was not cast aside; he was revered as a pillar of civilization. In the Kingdom of Israel, King 
David surrounded himself with mighty men—men of war who became ministers of strategy, 
counselors of the king, and protectors of the people. 

The American Covenant Party declares now: we will restore that order. 

We will enshrine a Veterans Renaissance in law and life. We will prioritize veteran housing, 
not as a bandage, but as a moral obligation. We will establish leadership academies where 
veterans mentor young men abandoned by their fathers. We will commission chaplains, 
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therapists, and artisans to serve veterans as men made in the image of God—not broken 
machines to be drugged and dismissed. 

But we need your voice. We need your example. You were once the shield. Now be the 
stone—the foundation upon which we rebuild. 

Tell your stories. They are sermons. Lead your homes. They are legions. Teach your 
neighbors. They are nations in waiting. You were not created to die in silence. You were 
forged to inspire the next republic. 

Your sacrifice was not in vain—unless we allow it to remain unredeemed. So let us redeem 
it—together. 

V 

To every veteran reading these words—whether you served in a jungle, a desert, a bunker, or 
the chaos of bureaucracy—I say this to you plainly: You are still on mission. You are still in 
command of a story that must be told. And you are still a vital piece of America’s final stand 
and future resurrection. 

This nation is not dead—but it is wounded. And who better to tend to the wounds of a 
bleeding country than the men and women who know what it means to bleed for her? 

Stand again—not as mere survivors, but as witnesses. Rise—not in protest, but in prayer, 
purpose, and participation. The same God who sustained you through the valley of death is 
calling you now into the valley of revival. You, who know what brotherhood feels like under 
fire—you are now needed to forge brotherhood in a culture aflame. 

Let us be honest: the flag is tattered. The ideals you bled for have been mocked. The 
Constitution you swore to defend is now mutilated in courts and classrooms. But the 
covenant—the sacred covenant between God, country, and conscience—has not been erased. 
It has only been buried beneath the rubble of amnesia. 

Dig it up. Clean it off. Carry it again. 

This is your republic as much as it is any president’s. This is your land as much as any 
bureaucrat’s. And this is your future—if you will only take hold of it. 

You were warriors once. Be warriors again. Not with guns this time, but with wisdom, 
mentorship, faith, and righteous indignation. Be the elder statesmen of this awakening 
republic. Be the watchmen on the walls of a sleeping nation. Be the fathers this generation 
never had, and the protectors that this future will desperately need. 
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And when the restoration is complete—when liberty is made sacred again, and God is 
enthroned again in the hearts of our people—it will be known in the annals of history that 
the veterans, the forgotten warriors of a fading empire, became the founders of a rising 
Kingdom. 

We remember you. We need you. We welcome you to the frontlines once more. 

Signed,​
 A Fellow Servant of the Republic 

Seth Winslow Young ​
 On Behalf of the American Covenant Party 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essay XXX: To the Hidden Righteous in Babylon​
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I 

 “They shall be Mine,” says the Lord of Hosts, “on the day that I make them My jewels. 
And I will spare them as a man spares his own son who serves him.” — Malachi 3:17 

To the hidden ones—the righteous remnant who have not bowed their knee to Baal, who 
dwell quietly in the strongholds of a corrupted world, watching and waiting for the signal 
fire of restoration—I write to you with trembling clarity. 

You are scattered across the systems of this modern Babylon. Some of you are judges, 
weighed down by unjust courts. Others are nurses in compromised hospitals, or teachers 
laboring in schools where truth is outlawed. You are in military units surrounded by those 
who mock God. You are in government agencies where you whisper prayers between the 
lies. You are in cities where no one remembers the covenant, in families where you are 
misunderstood, and in churches that have gone silent. And still, like Daniel in Babylon, like 
Joseph in Egypt, like Elijah under the juniper tree, you endure. 

You are not invisible to heaven. The Lord sees you. 

You do not march in the parades. You do not boast in your righteousness. But you grieve. 
You ache. You carry the weight of a nation that has forgotten its Maker. You weep in the 
night, though no one hears you. You cry out, “How long, O Lord?” while surrounded by 
those who mock your restraint and ridicule your hope. Yet you have not compromised. 

You have not kissed the idols of this age. 

You have not sold your birthright for the comfort of conformity. 

You have not bowed, though Babylon offers you a thousand reasons to break. 

This essay—this letter from the battlefield of the soul—is for you. 

The Lord is calling His hidden righteous to awaken—not merely in private anguish, but in 
public obedience. Not to run from Babylon, but to stand within it as lights that refuse to 
dim. As Esther stood in the palace, as Nehemiah served in a pagan court, as Paul preached in 
Caesar’s house—so must you now rise where you have been placed. 

Not with arrogance. Not with self-righteousness. But with holy boldness and a readiness 
for the hour at hand. 

America stands at a precipice. The final battle is not between red and blue, but between 
truth and deception, light and darkness, covenant and rebellion. And while the visible 
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institutions shake, the Lord is preparing something deeper: a remnant uprising—not of 
revolution, but of restoration. Not of noise, but of knowing. 

You are the seed of that uprising. 

You who walk righteously in secret: you are not forgotten, and you are not forsaken. 
Heaven has recorded your tears. The books are not yet closed. The judgments rendered by 
men are not the final word. God is preparing to exalt what the world has cast aside. 

You are the quiet priests of this generation—unnamed, unsung, misunderstood, yet entrusted 
with the sacred fire. And though Babylon mocks your convictions and tempts you with 
comfort, you have refused to let the oil run dry. You have chosen the harder road. You have 
prayed in silence when the masses cheered for perversion. You have chosen to live by 
conscience when others lived by convenience. You have preserved your integrity when 
compromise would have opened doors. 

And I say to you now, under the authority of the Kingdom that shall never pass away: your 
time is near. 

Not the time of vainglory or personal exaltation—but the time of divine revealing. The 
moment when God uncovers His remnant—not for spectacle, but for salvation. For the 
healing of a wounded land. For the binding of the brokenhearted. For the rebuke of tyrants. 
For the raising of a standard. 

This Babylonian age—drenched in confusion, parading pride, silencing the prophets—has 
reached its saturation point. And as it was in the days of Daniel, so it shall be again. The 
writing is on the wall. The empire of falsehood will fall. The idols will be shattered. And 
when that shaking comes, the people will look for voices—true voices—to lead them out. 

They will not follow influencers. They will not heed the polished. They will not trust the 
ones who danced in Babylon’s feasts. No, they will search for those who wept in Babylon’s 
streets. They will follow those who refused to forget Zion. 

You are those ones. 

You are the lampstands in a land of artificial light. Your flame does not flicker from 
algorithms or applause. You walk by a fire lit from the altar of God, and though the winds 
of this age howl against it, it has not gone out. The Holy Spirit broods over you even 
now—not as a mere comforter but as a commander issuing orders from the Throne. 

It is a paradox, isn’t it? The more you have been silenced, the more potent your voice has 
become in Heaven’s courts. The more isolated you have been made on earth, the more 
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intimately you have heard the whisper of the Lord. Babylon laughs now—but Babylon 
laughed at Jeremiah, too. It ridiculed Ezekiel’s prophetic theatre. It threw Daniel to lions and 
shut the mouths of true intercessors. But Heaven always has the final word. 

Some of you are in government offices, keeping your head down, grieving over the 
corruption, waiting for the moment to act in truth. Some of you are teachers, slipping 
morsels of truth to students under the heavy breath of the education machine. Some of you 
are artists in a culture of filth, painting with divine restraint and reverence, risking 
everything for beauty that reflects the eternal. Others are parents, guarding the innocence 
of your children while the culture claws for their minds. 

And some of you don’t even know yet who you are. 

You feel a restlessness that you cannot name. You look around and nothing makes 
sense—except the ache in your chest that says, “This is not the way things are supposed to 
be.” That is not madness. That is the sound of the call. That is the frequency of Heaven, 
piercing through the white noise of Babylon, beckoning you to awaken. 

You were born for more than survival. You were appointed for more than silence. 

You are not just in Babylon. You are the instrument of its unraveling. 

Babylon is not just a place. It is a spirit—a system, a throne, a tower of pride that exalts itself 
against the knowledge of God. It seduces with wealth, distracts with spectacle, and 
intoxicates with power. It is as old as Babel and as modern as a smartphone. It builds walls 
of confusion and markets them as freedom. And yet, in every generation, God places 
righteous ones within its walls—not to be assimilated, but to intercede. Not to escape, but to 
expose. Not to blend, but to bear the unbearable burden of truth. 

Scripture is clear: “Come out of her, My people, that ye be not partakers of her sins” 
(Revelation 18:4). But coming out of Babylon is not always a physical exodus. It begins as 
an inward consecration. You renounce her feasts even while seated at her tables. You refuse 
her gods even when employed in her courts. You do not mock her people—but neither do 
you affirm her idols. Your presence becomes judgment and mercy in the same breath. 

You are like Esther, raised for such a time as this—not merely to survive the palace, but to 
intervene in the plans of God. Like Joseph, clothed in foreign garments, but holding the 
dreams of deliverance in your heart. Like Moses, adopted by Pharaoh’s daughter, but 
chosen by God to destroy Pharaoh’s throne. 
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You feel the trembling in your bones, don’t you? The spiritual tectonics shifting beneath 
your feet? That is not paranoia. That is divine preparation. 

God is stirring the righteous in Babylon. Not to riot, but to rebuild. Not to echo the noise 
of this world, but to proclaim the clarity of His Kingdom. You are not part of the mob; you 
are part of the remnant. 

You are not a voice of rage, but of righteousness. 

You are not here by accident. You were assigned. Planted. Hidden. Preserved. 

You are the answer to prayers prayed by your ancestors, to cries of saints whose names the 
world forgot. And Heaven has not lost track of you. Though you hide behind company 
desks, hospital scrubs, janitorial uniforms, or surveillance cameras—the Spirit knows your 
name. 

You are the ones who sigh and cry over the abominations committed in the land (Ezekiel 
9:4). Your groans are heard louder in Heaven than the chants of kings and congresses. You 
are what anchors a trembling nation to the possibility of redemption. You are the reason 
judgment tarries and mercy still flows. Not because of your own strength—but because of 
the covenant mercy of God, and your refusal to bow the knee to Baal. 

He sees you when you walk past pride parades with a burdened heart—not a fist of hate. He 
sees you when you pray outside abortion clinics, not for vengeance, but for awakening. He 
sees you shut off the screen when corruption parades across it. He sees you deny your flesh 
while the world gorges on lust. He sees you give your last dollars to feed a neighbor while 
billionaires buy rockets to escape judgment. He sees you call out to Him in the night when 
the weight of the world bears down on your ribs. 

And He will answer. 

Oh, He will answer. 

The prophets are not all extinct. The watchmen are not all asleep. The priests have not all 
defected. There are men and women burning with holy fire in secret places. They are 
forgotten by platforms and algorithms, but they are enshrined in Heaven’s war room. Their 
prayers are canon fire in the unseen realm. Their tears are baptismal floods watering the 
roots of coming revival. Their silence is not cowardice—it is the silence of archers holding 
their breath before the trumpet. 

Do you remember Elijah? He thought he was alone. But the Lord reminded him: “I have 
reserved for Myself seven thousand who have not bowed the knee to Baal” (1 Kings 19:18). 
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Seven thousand silent warriors, unknown to the world, but appointed by Heaven. You, 
reader, may be one of them. Or perhaps, even more than one of them has been entrusted 
into your care—your children, your community, your mission. 

And just as Elijah was fed by ravens in the wilderness, so too shall the hidden righteous be 
sustained—not by man’s provision, but by Heaven’s providence. 

Babylon will fall. The Word guarantees it. And when it does, you must be ready—not just to 
cheer, but to rebuild. Not just to escape, but to inherit. 

You will inherit what others have sold. You will plant vineyards in lands they polluted. You 
will build altars where they erected idols. But you must not carry their ways into your 
victories. The Kingdom of God is not built with the bricks of Babel. You must remember: 
the revolution of the righteous is not a mirror image of the rebellion of the wicked. It is its 
complete antithesis. 

You must not exchange corruption for revenge, nor lies for reactionary myths. You must 
build with truth and holiness as your foundation. You must raise your homes, your schools, 
your churches, and even your laws on the cornerstone that is Christ Jesus. This cannot be 
mimicked. It cannot be faked. It must be born from communion. It must be formed in secret. 
It must be rooted in the fear of the Lord and saturated in the love of His Word. 

For Babylon will tempt you again—this time, not with suffering, but with opportunity. The 
moment the systems collapse, there will be a thousand voices calling for new kings, new 
orders, new regimes. They will cry out, “Come, take control! Rule this wasteland!” And you 
will be tempted to grasp the reins of power without the refinement of the wilderness. Resist 
this temptation. 

Like David, you must not take Saul’s crown through force, even when the opportunity lies 
before you. You must wait on the Lord. You must be anointed in His timing, not just 
appointed by man’s acclaim. 

Do not envy those who ruled in Babylon. Pity them. For though they wore robes of prestige, 
their souls were bankrupt. Though they feasted daily, they hungered nightly. Though they 
laughed in palaces, their beds were haunted by judgment. But you—though exiled, though 
overlooked—you carry a peace they cannot buy. You carry the oil of the next anointing. You 
carry the Name that is above every name. 

The hidden righteous must be consecrated not just for the fall of Babylon—but for the rise of 
Zion. 
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The rise of Zion is not merely the construction of a new political order or the manifestation 
of some moral consensus. It is the consecration of a people unto the Lord, holy and set 
apart, a kingdom of priests and a nation of truth. You who have remained hidden, you are 
not merely survivors of Babylon’s wrath—you are the seeds of Zion’s restoration. 

This cannot be overstated: you are not called to merely replace Babylon. You are called to 
outshine it with a radiance not of this world. For if the systems you erect are built on the 
same ambitions, methods, and aesthetics as those who ruled before you, then you have 
simply laid new gold leaf upon an old idol. But if your work is anchored in the Word, the 
Cross, the Spirit, and the Fear of the Lord, then what you build shall stand when the winds 
blow and the floods rise. 

The Lord did not call Moses from the courts of Pharaoh to recreate another Egypt. He 
called him to lead a people into the wilderness—to teach them dependence on manna, 
obedience to the Law, and worship not in temples made by hands but in the raw obedience 
of the heart. And so it will be for you. The future belongs not to the strong in Babylon, but 
to the obedient in the wilderness. 

You are Zion’s foundation stones, even if you are not yet seen. You are the blueprint of a 
city not built by man. You are the leaven of righteousness rising in a society that has long 
feasted on pride and deception. You will rebuild the ancient ruins. You will raise up the 
former devastations. But it will not come through applause or acclaim. It will come through 
prayer, fasting, discipline, and the daily dying to self that marks every true disciple of 
Christ. 

You must see yourself not as rebels but as restorers—not as accusers but as advocates of 
God’s justice and mercy. Babylon accuses. Zion intercedes. Babylon consumes. Zion 
cultivates. Babylon manipulates. Zion ministers. And you, the hidden righteous, must bear 
the mantle of ministers, not masters. For the Lord is not raising up kings as the world knows 
them, but servant-statesmen, prophetic builders, and shepherd-governors whose authority 
flows from the pierced hands of the Lamb, not the iron fists of Caesar. 

The charge before you is not easy, but it is eternally weighty. For the Lord has always 
worked through remnants. He saved the world through eight souls in an ark. He preserved 
His covenant through a single man called out of Ur. He shook empires with shepherds, 
slaves, and sons of carpenters. And now, in this late hour, He calls upon you—not the 
crowned, not the famous, not the well-connected—but the consecrated. You, the ones who 
walk softly and speak seldom, yet burn with fire in your bones. 

Acp 217 



 
As the world races toward convergence, global technocracy, and the spiritual blasphemies 
of transhumanism, digital idolatry, and the desecration of God’s design, your presence is 
more than protest—it is prophetic defiance. Every time you teach your children the Word of 
God, you are erecting a barrier against the coming flood. Every time you love your 
neighbor, clothe the naked, feed the hungry, or preach the gospel in quiet courage, you are 
tearing down a pillar of Babel. 

There will be a moment when the Lord calls the hidden righteous to step forward—when 
what has been hidden for protection will be revealed for declaration. And when that 
moment comes, do not shrink back. Do not say, “Who am I?” For the answer is already 
written: you are the righteousness of God in Christ. You are His ambassadors. You are 
citizens of the Kingdom that shall never be shaken. 

You are the spark of revival, not the result of it. You are the early dew, not the after-rain. 
You are the builders of the highway in the desert, the ones who make ready the way of the 
Lord. And every act of obedience, no matter how obscure, is laying bricks in the foundation 
of a new Jerusalem—one not defined by geography alone, but by fidelity to the Lamb. 

Let no man deceive you into believing that you must wait until you are “ready,” or that you 
must conform to the old wineskin of Babylon’s methods to achieve Kingdom results. God is 
not seeking the influential; He is searching for the incorruptible. And you, beloved hidden 
ones, are the answer to that search. 

And so to you, O hidden remnant scattered across the lands of confusion and 
compromise—to the saints in the shadows, the truth-tellers without platforms, the 
worshipers in private exile, and the exiles of conscience who will not bow to the golden 
image—I speak a final word of hope, authority, and calling. 

You are not forgotten by Heaven.​
 You are not dismissed by the King.​
 And you are certainly not powerless. 

The world has measured you by algorithms, censored you with digital chains, mocked you 
as irrelevant, and isolated you as obsolete. But the world’s appraisal is vanity, and its rulers 
are dust. For the Ancient of Days sits enthroned above the circle of the earth, and His eyes 
roam to and fro, searching not for celebrities, but for the faithful. 

You are the continuation of Elijah in the cave, the spirit of Esther behind the veil, the 
conviction of Daniel in the courts of lions, the echo of John in the wilderness. Babylon does 
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not know what to do with you because it cannot buy you. You are not for sale. You have not 
been tamed. You have been sealed. 

Hear then the divine summons: Rise, O righteous hidden ones.​
 Let your hearts be emboldened, not by the fleeting guarantees of man, but by the eternal 
decrees of God. 

Rebuild your altars in the home.​
 Refuse the food of kings.​
 Return to the scriptures with trembling joy.​
 Walk again the ancient paths. 

For a time is coming when all that has been shaken will fall, and the only structures 
remaining will be those built by covenant, sacrifice, and truth. And in that hour, you will 
not be hiding anymore. You will be leading. You will be judging angels. You will be testifying 
before kings. And you will be welcomed—not by the applause of men, but by the voice of 
Christ Himself: “Well done, good and faithful servant. Enter into the joy of your Lord.” 

Go now in peace, but not in passivity.​
 Go in humility, but not in silence.​
 Go in the full armor of God, though no one sees it but Him.​
 For the Day is drawing near, and your hidden righteousness shall shine like the sun in the 
Kingdom of your Father. 

Amen. 
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Essay XXXI: To My Brothers Who Still Believe​
  

A Letter from the Fire 

To my brothers in faith,​
 To the warriors of quiet obedience,​
 To the lion-hearted sons who still believe in Jesus Christ as Lord of the nations,​
 I write this to you as one who has walked through fire and found God faithful. 

You, who still carry the flame of righteousness in a world saturated with compromise.​
 You, who kneel in prayer when others mock.​
 You, who fast when others feast on corruption.​
 You, who train your body, mind, and soul for battles yet unseen.​
 This letter is for you. 

I know the pain you carry. I know the ridicule you face. I know the gnawing silence when 
your dreams are buried beneath the machinery of a fallen world. I know what it’s like to 
watch cowards crowned, fools applauded, deceivers celebrated, while you—the faithful—are 
passed over, misunderstood, and made to feel like strangers in your own land. 

But take heart. For you are not the minority. You are the seed. You are not the relic. You are 
the root. You are not the final flicker before extinction. You are the first torchbearer of the 
rising dawn. 

The world has lied to you. It has told you that manhood is toxic, that faith is weakness, that 
purity is prudishness, that obedience is slavery, and that the Kingdom of God is nothing 
more than a private spiritual illusion. But you know better. Deep in your bones, you know 
it. Because Christ has written it there. 

When you feel alone, remember Elijah under the broom tree.​
 When you feel broken, remember Peter by the fire.​
 When you feel trapped, remember Joseph in the prison.​
 When you feel silenced, remember John on Patmos.​
 They all stood where you now stand. And God vindicated them all. 
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So do not grow weary in well-doing. Do not let the seduction of popularity rob you of 
your integrity. Do not allow bitterness to harden your compassion. And above all, never 
allow the lies of this age to uproot the truth planted in your soul. 

You are needed. You are called. You are not too late. 

A time is coming—and even now begins to dawn—when men like you will be summoned to the 
gates. When your training in obscurity will become the foundation for public 
righteousness. When your lonely sacrifices will become the pillars of national restoration. 
When your quiet convictions will become the rallying cry of a generation. For you are not 
just believers. You are builders. You are not just sons. You are soldiers. 

Brothers, we are not building an empire of flesh. We are building a Kingdom of stone—not 
hewn by human hands, but laid by the Chief Cornerstone, Jesus Christ. And if we remain 
faithful to Him, then though the nations rage, we shall not be moved. 

Let the world see your strength. But let it be strength forged in mercy.​
 Let the world hear your voice. But let it echo Scripture.​
 Let the world test your patience. But let your eyes remain fixed on the prize.​
 Let the world reject you. But let Heaven applaud. 

Stand.​
 Love.​
 Lead.​
 Protect.​
 Provide.​
 Pray. 

And when your knees buckle under the weight, remember: the King is watching. The angels 
are surrounding. The cloud of witnesses is cheering. And your brothers are with you. 

We still believe. 

And we will not stop until the crown of righteousness is laid at His feet, and this nation—this 
weary, wandering nation—kneels again before the throne of Christ. 

Until that Day, I remain your brother in arms,​
 Unyielding in the truth,​
 And ablaze with hope. 

Amen. 

Acp 221 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Acp 222 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part VI: 

The Closing Charge 
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The Dawning of the Christian Republic 
“When the night has reached its deepest silence, the first light is nearest.” 

The time for lamentation is not over—but neither is the time for hope. For centuries, America 
has wandered between her covenants, one eye toward Zion, the other seduced by Babylon. 
She has claimed God with her lips while marrying the altars of Baal. She has hosted revivals 
while legalizing abominations. She has defended freedom while nursing the root of rebellion. 
But even now, at this twilight hour—when it seems the Republic trembles and all her 
guardians sleep—the voice of God thunders once more: “Awake, O sleeper, and rise from the 
dead, and Christ shall give thee light.” 

This is not the end of America. This is the beginning of her awakening.​
 This is Aurora Americae—the dawn of the Christian Republic. 

I. The Night Before the Dawn 

History has proven that all great civilizations pass through fire before renewal. Rome did. 
Byzantium did. Even Israel, the covenant nation, endured exile before reformation. America 
is no different. We have gone astray. We have murdered our young, abandoned our elderly, 
mocked God in our courts, and enthroned Mammon in our banks. Our churches have 
traded truth for applause, and our leaders have sold the birthright of sovereignty for 
foreign gold and globalist praise. 

And yet—through the ashes, through the scandals, through the blood-soaked soil and 
silenced children—a remnant has endured. A remnant that will not bow to Baal. A remnant 
that will not trade eternal truth for temporary power. A remnant that has been trained in 
caves, forged in persecution, humbled in obscurity, and prepared for leadership in the hour 
of collapse. 

You are that remnant. 

II. The Meaning of Christian Republic 

What we propose is not theocratic tyranny, but the re-founding of a nation under God. 
Not by sword or mandate, but by conscience, conviction, and courageous example. A 
Christian Republic is not a state-enforced religion, but a civilization whose laws, culture, 
and spirit are openly formed by Christ’s Word, ordered by His moral law, and protected by 
His sovereignty. 
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A Christian Republic does not mean every citizen must be Christian. It means Christ is 
honored as King, and no law will dare oppose His throne. It means liberty is understood as 
freedom to obey God, not freedom from Him. It means that justice will no longer be defined 
by evolving feelings or social fads, but by righteousness as revealed in Holy Scripture. It 
means that truth will no longer be punished as hate, and sin no longer subsidized as 
freedom. 

America was never meant to be neutral. She was meant to be holy. 

III. Our Charge Before Heaven and History 

Our generation stands at the Jordan. The wilderness behind us is marked by rebellion, 
wasted years, and wandering idols. But the promised land of national repentance, revival, 
and reformation lies ahead. To enter it, we must cross the waters of decision. 

We must decide—will we be cowards, or covenant-keepers? 

To restore this nation, we must remember what it means to fear God and love our neighbor. 
We must rebuild from the family upward, not from the bureaucracy downward. We must 
anoint our leaders not with media accolades or donor dollars, but with integrity, truth, and 
the sacred fire of holy duty. We must raise children who are not ashamed of Christ, and 
elders who remember the cost of liberty. We must build cities crowned with steeples again, 
and schools that teach wisdom, not confusion. 

Above all, we must kneel. For the only revival that matters is the one that begins on our face 
before the throne of God. 

IV. The American Covenant Party and the Road Ahead 

The American Covenant Party exists not merely to win elections but to win the soul of the 
nation. We are not Republicans with better morals, nor Democrats with crosses on our 
lapels. We are a consecrated vanguard—those who still believe that God governs in the 
affairs of men, and that Jesus Christ is the rightful King not just of the Church, but of the 
nation. 

Our policies reflect the Sermon on the Mount and the Constitution. Our platform is not 
invented by consultants, but discovered through prayer, repentance, and study of eternal 
law. We do not seek to dominate but to disciple. We do not exist to blend in but to blaze a 
path. 
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Whether we are many or few, funded or unfunded, applauded or reviled—we will not bow. 
Because America does not belong to the wicked. She belongs to Christ. And we will make 
her His again, beginning with our own hearts, homes, and pulpits. 

V. Let the Dawn Break Forth 

The stars have begun to fade. The shadows shrink. The prayers of generations rise like 
incense to the throne. The cries of the unborn, the persecuted, the forgotten—all heard by the 
Judge of Nations. And even now, in the distance, the horizon glows with promise. 

Aurora Americae—not merely a dream, but a charge. Not merely a vision, but a vow. 

To every pastor—preach Christ crucified and resurrected, and do not apologize.​
 To every father—raise up sons and daughters in the fear of the Lord, and protect them 
fiercely.​
 To every mother—build your home into a sanctuary, and guard it like a temple.​
 To every worker—labor as unto the Lord, and refuse to bow to Mammon.​
 To every soldier—remember that you serve the King above all kings.​
 To every citizen—rise, repent, and restore what was entrusted to you. 

The dawn is not passive. It is militant. It breaks the back of darkness.​
 It does not ask permission. It pierces. It burns. It resurrects. 

And so shall we. 

In the name of Jesus Christ,​
 for the sake of the unborn,​
 for the restoration of the nation,​
 and for the glory of God alone— 

Let the Christian Republic rise. 

Let the light break forth. 

Let the King return. 

Amen and amen 
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The Prayer at the Walls 
Almighty God, Lord of Hosts and Judge of Nations, 

We come before You not with pride, but with trembling. Not as those who have earned Your 
favor, but as a nation long estranged, desperate for mercy, pleading for redemption. You 
have given us every blessing—land of abundance, voices of liberty, churches of truth—and 

Acp 227 



 
we, like Israel of old, have squandered the inheritance. We have forsaken Your covenant. We 
have erected altars to idols. We have declared evil good and called truth intolerant. We have 
loved pleasure more than Your presence, and embraced lies to escape the demands of Your 
holiness. 

But still, You call. Still, You watch for the prodigal’s return. Still, You stretch out Your 
arm—not to destroy, but to deliver. 

So, Father, we bow now in covenant repentance. We consecrate our hearts, our homes, our 
cities, our Congress, our pulpits, our schools, and our soil. We cry out not for political 
victory, but for spiritual awakening. Not for temporary reforms, but for eternal 
transformation. Revive Your Church, O God. Shake the powers that resist You. Break the 
pride of our rulers. Humble our institutions. Restore the ancient paths. 

Make us builders of altars, not towers. Servants of the Kingdom, not slaves of empires. 
Give us shepherds after Your own heart, and judges who fear Your Name. Grant us revival, 
or grant us nothing—for apart from You, we are lost, scattered, and undone. 

Let the blood of Jesus speak louder than the blood in our streets. Let His name be exalted in 
our Constitution, our currency, our laws, and our labor. Let the Lion of Judah roar again 
from sea to sea. 

And let the light of Your Kingdom dawn upon America.​
 For Yours is the Kingdom, the Power, and the Glory—forever and ever. 

In the Name of Jesus Christ, 

 the King above every king, we pray. Amen. 

The Final Charge: Rise and Build 
To every man, woman, and youth who reads these words—this is your Macedonian call. 

The American Covenant Party is not a party of convenience. It is not a party of compromise. 
It is a movement born of conviction, forged in the fire of prayer, consecrated for such a time 
as this. Our aim is not simply to restore a nation, but to re-consecrate a people. Our goal is 
not to win applause, but to prepare the way for the Lord. 

This is your call to rise. 

Rise—and join a holy rebellion against moral decay.​
 Rise—and plant righteousness where corruption once reigned.​
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 Rise—and speak truth where silence was once safer.​
 Rise—and make Christ King, not only in your heart, but over every sphere of influence you 
touch. 

This is not about power—it is about obedience.​
 This is not about nostalgia—it is about redemption.​
 This is not about partisanship—it is about the Kingdom of God. 

We were not made for this hour to shrink back. We were made to stand, proclaim, build, 
and endure. We were made to remember the God who parted seas, who toppled tyrants, 
who resurrected the dead—and to believe He has not changed. 

So let the watchmen take their posts. Let the trumpets sound. Let the builders gather at the 
gates. Let the fallen be lifted. Let the Word be preached again without shame. 

And let every reader of this text be transformed from a spectator into a soldier. 

The dawn has come.​
 The walls are rising.​
 The King is coming. We are the American Covenant.​
 We are the remnant. We are the restoration. Let us build again. In truth, in love, in courage, 
and in Christ 

.Amen. 
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