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After a day of listening to Eric Trump rehash 
family grievances and vainglorious claims 
of his father’s presidential achievements at 
mask-free rallies in the Great Lakes State, 
redemption comes into view with a  
ten-foot-tall cannabis leaf neon sign

Marion  
McKeone
in Michigan

A
h, Michigan. Where 
the men are mask-free 
and the deer are scared. 
Where God, guns and 
ganja make for unlikely 
bedfellows.

Full disclosure; I used to have a se-
cret soft spot of sorts for Eric Trump, 
the president‘s youngest son. It came 
from a place of pity rather than ad-
miration. While his elder brother Don 
jr is feted by the QAnon branch of 
the MAGA brotherhood and his sister 
Ivanka hobnobs with world leaders, 
Eric is relegated to work-mule status. 

The not-so-bright but not so objec-
tionable scion is left to fend off New 
York state criminal investigations into 
the Trump Organisation while he runs 
it single-handedly. Indeed, he’d be 
accused of running it into the ground 
were it not for the fact that Trump Inc 
was already suffering from an acute 
case of fiscal subsidence before Eric 
took the helm.

God, guns and ganja: 
on the road with a 
second-tier Trump

slightly nonplussed, Eric takes the mic 
in front of a few dozen people. His 
stump speech bombs – and this is a 
friendly crowd.

Afterwards, Dana, a comptroller 
with a local construction firm who 
declines to provide her second name, 
sighs and grimaces when I ask her 
what she thought of the Eric Trump 
reality spin-off. 

“I’d already decided. I didn’t come 
here to have my mind made up for 
me,” she says. She supports Trump 
chiefly because of his commitment to 
allowing as many Americans to own 
as many guns as possible. But she 
wishes he’d be a little less ornery.

Having witnessed a performance 
that was the living, mouth-breathing 
definition of gormless, I decide, like 

crammed into the sizeable car park. 
An overspill of a hundred more fills a 
hastily requisitioned field across the 
road. 

A crowd of at least 1,000 supporters 

has gathered. Of the two dozen or so I 
talk to, all are farmers or agricultural 
employees. They have nothing but 
praise for Trump. A question about the 
impact of his trade war with China on 

their livelihoods is met with a minutes’ 
worth of steely silence before a beefy 
septuagenarian pronounces the ques-
tion “just plain nasty and ignorant”. 
Intentional or otherwise, the response 
mirrors Trump’s response to questions 
he’d rather not answer.

Instead, they talk at length about 
what Trump has done for America, for 
its military, for its manufacturing in-
dustry, for its farmers. Questions about 
the impact of Covid-19 are dismissed 
with assurances that “it’s no worse 
than the flu” or heartfelt rejoinders 
about how “sick and tired” they are of 
talk about the pandemic.

It strikes me, not for the first time, 
that Trump has an unerring instinct 
when it comes to intuiting the psyche 
of a broad sector of America. Wheth-
er it will be enough to secure him a 
second term is another question alto-
gether.

‘The Lord provides’
Overall, as I’ve found at so many of 
these events, those present seem to 
have little in common with the spittle 
flecked mobs that I’ve encountered at 
Trump mega-rallies, where the flame-
thrower in chief delights in riling up 
his base. Here, the crowd is friendly 
and welcoming, if somewhat discur-
sive. Except perhaps for Yvonne. 

Yvonne (no second name supplied) 
owns a repurposed bus that is chock-
a-block full of all manner of Trump 
swag. T-shirts, flags, scarves – even 
socks – depict Trump going postal 
with a machine gun à la Rambo, all 
glistening, bulging biceps, his bouffant 
constrained by a bandana as flames 
explode all around him. 

Then there’s Trump as James Bond, 
complete with sardonic sideways 
smirk and a silver-plated handgun. 
And a slimmed-down Trump wearing 
his standard issue blue suit and red tie, 
improbably perched atop an armoured 
tank as he gazes gimlet-eyed into the 
distance, with yet more explosions 
and flames erupting around him. 

It’s a recurring theme, this: Trump 
unleashing hellfire and brimstone in 
his wake. Someone in marketing may 
need to rethink his 2020 branding, 
sharpish.

Yvonne is, by her own taciturn 
admission, doing a roaring trade. In 
between driving from event to event, 
setting up and dismantling her stall, 
she homeschools her three children 
in the bus, which has been their home 
and business since early summer.  
Dressed in a worn pink cardigan over 
a long floral housecoat, she looks har-
ried and exhausted.

She lets me know in no uncertain 
terms that time is money, and talk, 
while cheap, is not free. So I should 
either buy something or move on. In 
an attempt to learn something about 
her life, I haggle with questions 
in exchange for a red MAGA visor 
with an approximation of a Trump 
bouffant attached. “That’ll be $25,” 
she says abruptly sealing the deal 
and terminating the conversation. 
“Cash.”

My jaw drops – $25 for a piece of 
Trump-branded tat, made in Taiwan 
for a fraction of the cost. I fumble in 
my wallet and discover that I have 
exactly $25 in cash left.  She reaches 
for it before I can change my mind. 

“The Lord provides,” she says, as she 
pockets the cash with the speed of an 
Eighth Avenue hustler. 

As a parting  gesture, she volunteers 
that she’s from Luzerne County, Penn-
sylvania, where she and her husband 
own a small farm “that’s not doing so 
good”. I know I’ve been fleeced, but 
I can’t help but feel for her and her 
family.

Across the way, perched atop a 
stack of straw bales, Eric is noticeably 
more animated than he was earlier. 
Aside from the fact he has unwittingly 
placed himself directly under a slurry 
sprayer – a metaphor if ever there was 
one – he gets off to a flying start. 

To roars of approval, he unleash-
es a ferocious anti-Biden tirade. The 
crowd, dressed in all manner of Trump 
costumes – from Trump emblazoned 
eye-wear that would embarrass El-
ton John to Confederate flag onesies 
– cheer themselves hoarse. There’s 
na’ary a mask in sight.

And while he’s stepped up his game 
to the degree that I wonder if he’s in-
gested some of Kimberly Guilfoyle’s 
“The Best Is Yet To Come” secret 
sauce, it’s entirely unclear that the 
vice-president of the Trump Organi-
sation has mastered basic numeracy.

“When we started back in 2015 
there were just four of us involved; 
me and my wife, my father, my 
brother and Ivanka and Corey 
[Lewandowski]. And now look at 
us, look at what we’ve done,” he 
exclaims.

Amid the cheers it seems churl-
ish to note that he’s actually listed 
six people, not four. But the crowd 
doesn’t seem to mind. “Forty-sev-
en! FORTY-SEVEN!!” they roar. 
It’s an endorsement of Eric for 
president. But not just yet. 

If Trump loses on November 3, 
Joe Biden will become the 46th 
president of the United States. 
It seems unlikely that this is 
the scenario these dyed in the 

wool MAGA supporters are contem-
plating. 

More likely they’re suggesting that 
Don jr should succeed his father, and 
that Eric should once again be relegat-
ed to the reserves’ bench. Or maybe, 
like Eric, they’ve adopted a somewhat 
cavalier approach to numeric literacy.

The not-so-merry wives of 
Trumplandia
Then it’s on to how the Trump dynasty 
has sacrificed billions in their unso-
licited crusade to save America from 
itself. Unelected and unthanked, the 
beleaguered offspring of the Trump 
kakistocracy soldier onwards, only to 
be “punched in the face every day be-

fore we even get out of bed”. 
It’s unclear whether this is a refer-

ence to his notoriously sharp-elbowed 
wife Lara, no slouch when it comes 
to competing for soft-focus limelight 
with the other not-so-merry wives 
of Trumplandia. Or if it’s just a trot-
ting out of the one size fits all sense 
of grievance that is the Trump family 
trademark.

But the buoyant mood plummets 
when Trump turns his fire on Gretch-
en Whitmer, the Michigan governor. 
Two weeks ago, 13 Michigan men were 
arrested and charged with plotting to 
kidnap Whitmer and forcibly take her 
to Wisconsin where they planned to 
charge her with treason before a kan-
garoo court. 

Given that the plot included a plan 
to shoot her dead if she resisted, it’s 
safe to say the outcome for Whitmer, 
a Democrat would have been grim 
either way, had it not been 
for the FBI and local law 
enforcement’s interven-
tion.

So it’s chilling to hear 
Eric  joke about the need 
to get Whitmer “out of the 
state”, to loud cheers. 

“We’ll get her next 
time,” a bearded hulk near 
the back bellows. 

The schtick segues to 
an implausible story con-
cerning Trump’s first day 
in office, when he was 
approached by “a gen-
eral” who exhorted him 
not to start any more 
wars. The reason? All of 
America’s ammunitions 
stockpile had been used 
up. Its military cupboards 
were bare. “And you know 
why?” Eric barks, his voice 
leaping two octaves in out-
rage. “Obama, that’s why!” 

The mention of Obama’s 
name elicits howls of 

“criminal”, “moron” and “monkey”. 
It’s ugly and disturbing, but Trump 
continues unabashed. 

“None of you guys are out of ammo, 
I can tell,” he says to more cheers. 

“I’m not out of ammo, I can tell 
you.” 

This tacit call to stockpile echoes 
that of his brother Don jr who recent-
ly exhorted “able-bodied men and 
women” to stock up on ammunition 
supplies and join the “army of Trump 
supporters” to ensure the election 
wasn’t stolen. It’s a call to arms that 
has been echoed by Trump himself, 
one his critics have slammed as an in-
citement to post-election violence.

I decide at this point to avoid the 
Trump rush-hour traffic and skip out 
before the end.  Alas, when I get back 
to my car, it won’t start. The battery is 
as dead as a Mike Pence house party. 
So much for my quick getaway. 

Two self-described “MAGA bros” 
come to my rescue. They attach jump-
leads from their Trump-festooned 
pick up, and send me on my way with 
their phone numbers, should I need 
any assistance down the road. As on 
so many occasions over the past five 
years, I’m confounded by this paradox: 
fundamental decency corroded by ra-
bid tribalism.

But the night is far from over. Af-
ter driving on a pitch-dark road for 
around 40 minutes, I realise I am 
completely, undeniably lost. Without 
mobile phone coverage or Google 
Maps, I speed along, blithely heading 
south-west instead of north-east with 
not even a street light in sight. After a 
few heart-stopping encounters, I re-
alise why the highways and byways of 
Michigan are lousy with deer carcasses 
in various stages of decomposition.

Further into the pitch darkness, the 
petrol tank inching towards empty 
and multiple close encounters with 
skunks, racoons and opossums that 
look like dog-sized rats, my nerves are 
shredded. Not even Willie Nelson can 
restore my equilibrium.

A cannabis break at the 
Church of Chill
Which is when I see a giant neon-lit 
sign in the distance. It’s as close as I’ve 
ever come to a sign from God. And as 
I drive towards it, I see that the green 
neon is fashioned into the shape of a 
ten-foot-tall cannabis leaf that pulses 
and glows in the darkness. 

By now I’m doubting my own san-
ity, convinced it’s a mirage. Because 
frankly, there is nothing I would like 
to conjure up more right now than a 
six-paper spliff.

Like a thirst-addled person in a 
desert I drive towards the sign. Soon I 
see a trickle of tail lights, and an exit 
sign to the 1-94 highway heading west 

towards Detroit. I pull onto the high-
way, where I’m almost T-boned by a 
thirty-six-wheeler freight truck to my 
right. It revs up with a deafening roar 
and a blast of its horn.

For a split second, it occurs to me, to 
paraphrase a mega-church preacher 
I met in Indiana, that the End is Nigh. 
My end, specifically. And that I will 
have to spend my final hours on earth 
at not just one but two Eric Trump ral-
lies, with Mike Pence sandwiched in 
between. 

Ignominy wrestles with irony before 
I manage to swerve, with millimetres 
to spare. Palms sweating, heart pound-
ing, and the car still shuddering from 
the Mack Truck’s wind shear, I contin-
ue towards Detroit.

About ten minutes north of Ann 
Arbor, I see another sign, this time 
advertising a cannabis dispensary 
after the next exit. Rubber scorching, 
brakes squealing, I follow the signs 
into the car park of an old clapboard 
church, once again questioning my 
sanity. Eight hundred mile, 18-hour 
days on the trail, all on a truckers’ diet 
of Snickers bars, crisps and coffee take 
their toll.

But there it is, writ large, a sign be-
neath the steeple: Entropy Cannabis. I 
almost fall out of the car in my haste to 
worship at this repurposed Church of 
Chill. I proffer my ID and Mallory, the 
young sales assistant, welcomes me 
like an old friend.

Adding to the surreal sense of a 
parallel universe, the church’s interior 
is not only stocked with every canna-
bis-infused product imaginable, it’s 
festooned with Hallowe’en ghouls, 
ghosts from floor to ceiling. A cascade 
of horribly realistic bats swarm one 
wall. Skulls sway in the portico.

I quickly settle on a modest pur-
chase – two pre-rolls. “That’ll be $25,” 
Mallory says. “Cash only. As I tear open 
my wallet, it hits me like a mallet to 
the temple that I spent my last $25 
hours earlier on an entirely useless 
– not to mention utterly tasteless – 
Trump visor with a toupee attached. 
And, ratcheting up the ironies, the 
ATM machine in the vestibule is out of 
order.

Despairing at the cruelty of this 
cosmic joke, I suggest to Mallory that 
perhaps we could do a barter of sorts 
– $25 worth of MAGA swag for a single 
pre-roll. To make a long story short, 
Mallory takes pity on my plight, the 
deal is sealed and the debt is duly hon-
oured.  As Yvonne pointed out what 
seems like an eternity ago: The Lord 
Provides.

(I feel obliged to point out that Business 
Post readers should not try this at home. 
Cannabis, for medicinal and/or recreational 
use is entirely legal in 33 of 50 US states, in-
cluding Michigan.)

Yvonne from Pennsylvania does a roaring trade selling Trump T-shirts, flags, scarves and socks from her repurposed bus

Greg Cadd arrives to hear US  
vice-president Mike Pence speak 
at a ‘Make America Great 
Again!’ campaign event 
at Waterford in 
Michigan Getty

any self-respecting critic, not to draw 
any conclusions on what might have 
been an off-day for Eric. Everyone 
deserves a second chance, no matter 
how badly they mangle the first one. 
Which could, when you think about 
it, serve as Donald Trump’s 2020 
campaign slogan. You’re welcome, Mr 
President.

And so Eric Trump departs in his 
bullet-proofed and tinted-window 
SUV, surrounded by secret service 
agents and an escort of a dozen state 
police cars no doubt adding to an 
already-inflated sense of self-im-
portance. I follow in his siren-blaring 
wake. 

His next outing is in five hours’ time 
in Milan township, the heart of south-
east Michigan’s rural community. En 
route, I make a detour to a flatlining 
Mike Pence event. Three hundred 
miles later, all told, I arrive at Eric’s 
second outing of the day at Darling 
Farms. It’s less than an hour’s drive 
from Detroit, but could just as easily be 
on another planet.

The festive mood, set against a bu-
colic backdrop, rustic barns and prolif-
eration of pumpkins, makes me think 
for a moment that I’ve stepped back 
in time, circa Little House on the Prai-
rie. Rural Michigan is astonishingly 
beautiful at this time of year. Its forests 
are a dazzling kaleidoscope of reds 
and oranges and yellows, interspersed 
with sapphire lakes and fields still lush 
and green.

This time around, things look much 
more promising as Eric arrives in 

another pageant of po-
litical pomp. Hun-

dreds of pick-
up trucks are 

It’s an open secret on the Trump 
campaign that Eric is regarded as the 
Least Valuable Player on Team Trump, 
only allowed onto the pitch when all 
other options have been exhausted (or 
indicted). Given that most of the usual 
surrogates have gone awol for various 
reasons, it’s not exactly a deep bench.

Schnebel Sand and Gravel is a 
rough-hewn stop on a road to no-
where, a muddy outpost north 
of Lansing in the state capital of 
Michigan. As campaign stops go, it 
is quite literally the pits. 

Someone has hastily assembled 
a pile of wooden pallets and a plas-
tic tarp by way of a stage. Looking 

Lara Trump: competing for the limelight

Eric Trump speaks to 
approximately 400 people 
during a Make America Great 
Again event at the Road Scholar, 
Trucking company Dunmore, PA
 Getty

Trump supporters at Darling Farms in Milan township in south-east Michigan
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A
ll bills come 
due. And 
the tab for 
the GOP’s 
capitulation 
to Trumpism 

has come far sooner, and at 
a far higher cost, than the 
Republican leaders who 
so assiduously enabled the 
outgoing president ever 
imagined. to page 2

By  Marion McKeone

The Republican Party’s Faustian pact with Trump has 
left it morally and ideologically bankrupt. It grasped the 
chance to ram through policies rewarding its shrinking 
demographic, but ultimately the party’s fealty to the 
president may come at a lethally high price
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drove Republican turnout downwards.
Josh Holmes, former chief of staff to 

Mitch McConnell, noted that Trump’s 
GOP enablers went from “talking about 
jobs and the economy to QAnon con-
spiracies in four short years”. Georgia 
Republicans followed Trump’s example 
in refusing to deny QAnon claims that 
Trump and his administration are battling 

“deep state saboteurs” engaged in child 
sex trafficking and Satan worship.

Republican grandees privately seethed 
about Trump’s hijacking of campaign 
events for Loeffler and Purdue, where 
he turned his appearances into griev-
ance-airing rallies for his base, rather 
than get-the-vote-out events for the 
Republican candidates.

Nor did his belittling and bullying of 
Georgia governor Brian Kemp and its 
Secretary of State Brad Raffensperger 
go down well in a state that prides itself 
on its independence and the primacy of 
state’s rights in electoral and other areas. 

Last Sunday, the Washington Post re-
leased a leaked tape of a phone call during 
which Trump asked Raffensperger to 
“find 11,780 votes” needed for him to win 
the state and overturn Biden’s victory in 
Georgia and appeared to threaten him 
with a criminal investigation if he didn’t 
amend the election results in Trump’s 
favour.

So what next for the Republican Party? 
Is it in a state of terminal decline? Will it 
continue its orgy of self-cannibalisation? 
Its only policy has been the pursuit of 
power by any means necessary, and it 
has rent itself asunder in the process.

In a searing address on the Senate floor 
on Wednesday night, Mitt Romney, who 
has made no secret of his disdain for 
Trump and Trumpism, declared: “What 
happened here today was an insurrection 
incited by the President of the United 
States. Those who continue to support 
his dangerous gambit will forever be seen 
as being complicit in an unprecedented 
attack on American democracy.”

In a clear rebuke to the Trump acolytes 
and defenders in the Senate chamber, 
he asked, “Do we weigh our own po-
litical fortunes more heavily than we 
weigh the strength of our Republic, the 
strength of our democracy and the cause 
of freedom?”

In a nutshell, the GOP’s answer appears 
to be yes. Romney’s plea to put principle 
ahead of political calculation fell on 145 
pairs of deaf ears within the Senate and 
the House.

Even after the storming of the Capitol 
Building and lockdown it triggered, the 
majority of Republican representatives 
in Congress supported the baseless ob-
jections to the lawfully certified electoral 
college votes from Pennsylvania, joined 
by seven Republican senators. Initially, 
Ted Cruz had cobbled together a band of 
12 Republican apostates to support his 
attempt to thwart the will of 155 million 
voters, but half of them hastily reviewed 
their options in the aftermath of the riots.

Trump’s hostile takeover of the Repub-
lican Party has left it morally and ideolog-
ically bankrupt. It is no longer the party of 
fiscal conservatism, or law and order. The 

blank-slate Republican platform at the 
2020 Trump Family Convention was the 
clearest indicator that it had surrendered 
to the forces of Trumpism. That gambit 
has led to its political defeat and a per-
manent stain on its name, now the party 
of the insurrectionists who desecrated 
the seat of democracy.

Watershed moment
The Republican Party is at a watershed 
moment. Protestations that its “big tent” 
philosophy can contain Matt Gaetz and 
Ted Cruz at one end and Mitt Romney and 

Adam Kinzinger at the other, ring hollow.
Over the last week, one of the more in-

teresting indicators of the power struggle 
that lies ahead was the defection of Tom 
Cotton, the Trump surrogate and far-right 
senator from Arkansas. Last summer, 
Cotton called on Trump to impose mar-
tial law to crush the Black Lives Matters 
protests. Last week, he jumped ship on 
Cruz and his 12 apostates. 

Cotton has 2024 presidential ambitions 
and he calculated that the best way to 
realise them was not to blindly follow 
Ted Cruz and Josh Hawley down the path 

of reputational ruin.
Other presidential wannabes from the 

Tea Party branch of the GOP followed 
suit in jumping overboard before the 
iceberg struck, including Mike Pompeo, 
the outgoing secretary of state. So too 
did those who saw a fleeting chance of 
reputational rehabilitation in calling the 
fire brigade after the GOP house burned 
down: Trump acolyte Lindsey Graham, 
former Northern Ireland envoy Mick 
Mulvaney, and Pompeo among them. In 
the House of Representatives, Liz Cheney 
read the writing on the wall. 

Notwithstanding their past pandering 
to Trump, these are likely to emerge as the 
future Republican leaders. There aren’t 
enough Mitt Romneys in the party to 
drag it back towards the centre-right.

When the Republican Party emerges 
from the ashes, it is likely to reposition 
itself further to the right, attempting to 
straddle Trump’s Maga base while re-es-
tablishing itself as the party of law and 
order.

It cannot survive with Trumpism 
driving it forward. Nor can it survive 
without it.

 ‘‘These images that will 
document America’s day 
of infamy a century from 
now. . . are also receipts for 
GOP recklessness 

Donald Trump at the ‘Stop The Steal’ rally in Washington, DC, shortly before the invasion of the Capitol 
by his supporters  Getty
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Almost four years to the day since 

Trump’s inauguration and his fact-free 
“American carnage” address, the GOP is 
reeling at the very real wreckage Trump 
has wreaked on their party in just one 
term. And Trump, being Trump, has 
stiffed them with the bill for his wreck-
ing ball.

Four years ago, Republicans took 
control of Washington. In an electoral 
college victory, Trump won the White 
House. Over on Capitol Hill, Mitch Mc-
Connell ruled the Senate. And Paul Ryan 
was the Speaker of the House. The Su-
preme Court’s conservative majority 
was promptly restored when Trump 
nominee Neil Gorsuch sailed through 
the confirmation process. The Republican 
Party’s power was absolute and it inher-
ited a robust economy from the Obama  
administration to boot.

Now the Democrats are in control of the 
White House, the House of Representa-
tives and most improbably, the Senate in 
a photo-finish run-off that would have 
been laughed out of a writer’s room had 
it been proposed in the plotlines of The 
West Wing or House of Cards. 

And the Republican Party will forev-
er be tainted by its association with the 
hamfisted assault on democracy that 
was the inevitable outcome of four years 

of acquiescence to an authoritarian ka-
kistocracy — government by the least 
competent and most unscrupulous of 
citizens.

Desecration
Last week, a blizzard of images on so-
cial media taken inside the Capitol 
building served as chilling metaphors 
for the Trump era and its toll on Ameri-
can democracy; elected representatives 
cowering on the floor of both chambers, 
rioters vandalising statues and ransack-
ing offices, Trump supporters dressed in 
neo-Nazi regalia waving Confederate 
flags in Statuary Hall, Capitol Police pos-
ing for selfies with insurrectionists who 
had come to block the electoral college 
count, desecrating both the democratic 
process and the building that has housed 
it for more than two centuries.

These are images that will document 
America’s day of infamy a century from 
now: the day the seat and symbol of 
American democracy was ransacked, 
not by foreign enemies, but by Trump’s 
Maga mob. But more immediately, they 
are the receipts for Republican-establish-
ment recklessness. And they are receipts 
that will be produced by the Democrats 
in 2022 and beyond as evidence of the 
GOP’s culpability and corruption.

The very thing that the GOP feared 

most, that a shrinking demograph-
ic would make it the perennial party 
of opposition, prompted its leaders to 
choose power at any price.

The last time a Republican presidential 
candidate won the popular vote in an 
election was in 1988, when George HW 
Bush was elected president. (George 
W Bush won the 2004 election as an 
incumbent, but he won in 2000 by the 
narrowest of electoral college margins.) 
The lesson learned was not to try to ex-
pand its base to appeal to a broader de-
mographic; rather it was to ram through 
policies that would reward the faithful 
and alienate a growing majority. Like a 
glutton at a banquet, it gorged on power.

In the run-up to the 2020 presidential 
election, several Republican congressio-
nal officials gloomily predicted to this 
reporter that there would be “a reckon-
ing” within the Republican Party, if, as 
they expected, Trump was defeated after 
just one term in office. But even Trump’s 
handful of Republican critics on Capitol 
Hill were stunned by the consequences 
of the party’s Faustian pact.

“What have Republicans gained from 
Trump and Trumpism? We’re witnessing 
the collapse of a political party,” Justin 
Amash, a former Republican Congress-
man from Michigan, tweeted on Thurs-
day. Amash resigned from the Republican 

Party last July in protest at its leaders’ 
enabling of Trump’s excesses.

Reckless path
Under Trump, it embarked on a reckless 
path, along which it sowed the seeds 
of its own destruction. That Trump had 
wrested an electoral college victory from 
defeat at the polls should have been a 
warning signal. Instead, the GOP willingly 
became the party of Trump, seizing the 
opportunity to ram through policies that 
rewarded its shrinking demographic: a 
slew of conservative judges, tax cuts for 
its wealthy patrons, anti-immigration 
pandering for Trump’s Maga base.

Brendan Buck, the former communi-
cations director for Paul Ryan, the Re-
publican House Speaker who resigned 
in 2018, observed on Twitter; “We don’t 
learn lessons very well, but what a po-
litical disaster Donald Trump is. Cost us 

the House, loses the White House by a 
big margin, and now cost Republicans 
the Senate. Maybe not the kind of guy to 
keep building the party around.”

In another instance of you-couldn’t-
make-this-stuff-up, the limits of Trump’s 
power and the consequences of his mul-
tiple assaults on the democratic process 
became apparent in the reddest of red 
states. The Republican Party’s shock de-
feats in the Georgia Senate run-offs last 
week tipped the Senate to the Democrats.

Republican incumbent Senators Kelly 
Loeffler and David Purdue, both multi-
millionaire beneficiaries of Deep South 
privilege, were respectively ousted by 
what seemed like the longest of long-shot 
challengers given Georgia’s well-doc-
umented political and cultural biases: 
a black preacher and a Jewish former 
journalist.

Rev Raphael Warnock and Jon Ossoff 

each possess undeniable political charis-
ma. But their success, like Joe Biden’s his-
toric win in Georgia, was in large part due 
to the formidable organisational skills, 
charisma and political talent of Stacy 
Abrams, whose statewide drive to register 
Democratic voters and ensure their votes 
were cast and counted, delivered close to 
one million new Democratic votes in the 
2020 election cycle. 

Biden’s debt of gratitude to Abrams is 
enormous; not only was she instrumental 
in Biden’s victory, she also helped remove 
his single biggest obstacle to a success-
ful presidency: a Republican-controlled 
Senate that would thwart his every move.

Ironically, the person who effective-
ly delivered Georgia to Biden, and then 
flipped its Senate seats to the Democrats, 
was Trump himself. Abrams boosted 
Democratic turnout in Georgia’s January 
6 Senate run-offs, but it was Trump who 

T
he cataclysmic events 
of last week were 
clearly signposted, 
every step of the way. 
It was inevitable that 
Trump’s four years of 

tumult, chaos and gleeful stoking 
of the cold civil war that festered 
under his administration would 
end in violence and a ham-fisted 
insurrection.

Red lights have been flashing 
for years, not months. Back in 
August 2017, neo-Nazis marched 
on Charlottesville, tiki torches in 
hand, bedecked with Confederate 
flags and neo-Nazi regalia as they 
chanted “Jews will not replace us”. 
The violence that followed claimed 
the life of a young woman.

There were “very fine people 
on both sides”, Trump assured 
the American people afterwards, 
seeking to establish a moral equiv-
alence between those chanting 
racist and anti-Semitic slurs and 
those who protested against them.

Senior Republicans who bowed 
to Trump’s hostile takeover of the 
GOP recoiled in horror when the 
US president refused to condemn 
the white supremacists.

Top advisers and cabinet mem-
bers such as Gary Cohn and John 
Kelly let it be known they “almost 
resigned”, such was their revulsion 
at Trump’s tacit endorsement of 
white supremacists.

The key word here is “almost”. 
And both Trump and the Charlot-
tesville mob learned an important 
lesson in the process: talk is cheap, 
outrage is fleeting and political 
ambition will overpower moral 
principle every time.

At countless Trump rallies in the 
final weeks of the 2020 election, 
I spoke with Trump supporters 
who pledged that they would “do 

whatever it takes” to ensure Trump 
remained in the White House on 
January 21, 2021. Several con-
templated the prospect of civil 
war with something approaching 
eagerness.

Even if the electorate decided 
otherwise, Trump would remain 
president, they vowed. Their logic 
echoed Trump’s. The only way Joe 
Biden could win was by stealing 
the election, therefore if Trump 
won at the polls, he won. But if he 
was defeated at the polls, it was 
proof positive that a conspiracy 
to steal the election from him had 
succeeded.

During a campaign stop in Lan-
sing in mid-October, I spoke with 
a former US Marine who worked at 
the Michigan state capitol. Months 
earlier, Trump supporters, egged 
on by his exhortation to “liberate 
Michigan” from a state-ordered 
lockdown as the coronavirus pan-
demic overwhelmed its hospitals, 
had stormed the state capitol.

Everything in his training and 
his experience overseas, he said, 
warned him of violence ahead 
and the looming threat to US  
democracy.

Warnings of what  
was to come
The past is prologue. Images of 
Maga supporters charging through 
Michigan’s legislative chambers, 
armed with assault weapons and 
weighed down by ammunition, 
provided as clear a preview of last 
week’s events as it was possible 
to get.

Like those who stormed the 
Capitol Building on Wednesday, 
those in Michigan were decked 
out in a mixture of Trump-em-
blazoned and neo-Nazi regalia. 
They waved Confederate flags as 

they threatened, assaulted and in-
timidated staffers and legislators 
with impunity.

Months later, a plot was uncov-
ered involving 13 Trump support-
ers who had planned to ambush 
Gretchen Whitmer, the state’s 
Democratic governor, and 
forcibly remove her from 
the state and try her for 
treason at an insurrec-
tionist kangaroo court 
in Wisconsin. Had it 
not been uncovered, it 
would almost certainly 
have led to Whitmer’s 
death or serious inju-
ry. Indeed, her death was 
contemplated — if she resist-
ed. Again, there was radio silence 
from Washington.

Trump’s refusal to condemn vi-
olence orchestrated by the Proud 
Boys, a right-wing extremist group, 
led to one of the more memorable 
exchanges in the first presidential 
debate with challenger Joe Biden. 
“Stand back and stand by,” he told 
them.

It’s little wonder that the Maga 
mob felt emboldened.

At the million Maga march on 
Washington in November, the 
Proud Boys were very much 
in attendance, wearing yel-
low and black T-shirts 
bearing Trump’s “stand 
back and stand by” ex-
hortation, which they 
took as an endorsement.

Last month, a Proud 
Boys march on Wash-
ington ended with a 
night of violence and 
vandalism, burning 
and brawls in the na-
tion’s capital. Eight 
police officers were 
injured, as well as 

dozens of protesters and count-
er-protesters. Still no disavowal 
from the White House.

At every campaign event I 
attended in the final weeks be-
fore the November 3 election, it 
seemed that the threat of violence 
was never far from the surface. 
Certainly, the prospect of violence 
was raised — by Trump surrogates, 
including his sons Eric and Don jr, 

and coyly alluded to 
by Trump himself with pre-
dictions of “wild” happenings and 
predictions that his supporters 
“wouldn’t stand for” his defeat 
in November.

In Circleville, Ohio, the 
self-described chairman 
of Bikers For Trump, a 
raggle-taggle assort-

ment of military 

veterans, Hells Angels, and off-grid 
survivalists advised me that his 
organisation would do “whatever 
its takes” to ensure Trump secured 
a second term.

Like other Trump supporters I 
spoke with, he envisaged a situa-
tion where Bikers for Trump would 
provide the muscle necessary to 
keep him in the White House. 
When I asked if he was making 
a not so thinly veiled reference to 
violence, he replied slowly and 
deliberately, “like I said, by any 
means necessary”. 

All of this 
was pre-
cluded by 

outlandish 
claims about 

black men in-
timidating old 

white ladies into 
voting for Biden. 

Much was the blus-
ter of blowhards who 

spent much of their 
time aiming their assault 

weapons at beer bottles or 
paper targets. But talk of a 

“Maga army” and exhor-
tations by local Republican 

leaders and Trump surrogates, 
urging Trump supporters to 

stockpile weapons and ammu-
nition, went unchecked.

At a Trump rally outside Milan 
township in South-East Michi-
gan, Eric Trump joked about the 
recently uncovered plot to kid-
nap Michigan Governor Whit-
mer. When a voice from the back 
shouted, “we’ll get her next time”, 
the crowd laughed and cheered. 
Trump proceeded to exhort the 
crowd to stockpile “ammo”. 

“None of you guys are out of 
ammo, I can tell,” he said to cheers. 
“I’m not out of ammo, I can tell 
you.”

Authoritarian  
power grab
In the early hours of November 
4, Trump made his first of several 
attempts at an authoritarian pow-
er grab, demanding that the vote 

counting be stopped and that he 
be declared the winner. He and his 
surrogates continued to make this 
claim and ratchet it up with whol-
ly unsubstantiated allegations of 
electoral fraud, conspiracies to rig 
voting machines and other claims. 
The Republican Party leadership 
remained silent.

Meanwhile, on talk radio and 
Fox News, Trump surrogates rant-
ed and raged against the electoral 
machine. Trump should declare a 
national emergency, suspend civil 
rights and remain in power over his 
baseless claims of election fraud, 
they said. Their exhortations were 
echoed in red state legislatures by 
firebrands like North Carolina state 
senator Bob Steinburg. 

Former national security adviser 
Mike Flynn advised Trump to im-
pose martial law in the swing states 
that voted for Biden and force a 
do-over election.

Over the past ten weeks, the dis-
missal of more than 60 legal actions 
by federal and appeal court judges, 
many of them Republican appoin-
tees, has only served to convince 
them further of the existence of a 
vast socialist conspiracy to destroy 
America.

Neither the conclusion of Bill 
Barr, Trump’s shamefully acqui-
escent attorney general, that there 
was no evidence of widespread 
electoral fraud nor the declara-
tion of Chris Krebs, the Trump-ap-
pointed Department of National 
Security official, that the election 
was the most secure in US history 
cut any ice with the conspiracy 
theorists and the Maga base.

Rather, it convinced them that 
the conspiracy to steal the election 
ran even deeper than they origi-
nally believed. In this post-reality, 
fact-free world, the absence of ev-
idence is cited as evidence.

Long after it became evident 
that Trump had lost, his enablers 
continued to act as though he had 
won. Mike Pompeo, the secretary 
of state, chuckled that there would 
be a peaceful transition — to a sec-
ond Trump term.

Mitch McConnell and other 
Republican leaders could have 
doused the flames of insurgency 
by speaking truth to Trump and 
his supporters. Instead they ei-
ther remained silent or insisted 
that “all the evidence” be presented 
before the courts, an allusion to 
the belt-and-braces legal strate-
gy of pre-emptively stacking the 
federal and Supreme Courts with 
conservative judges who might be 
receptive to claims of election fraud 
untethered to evidence or fact.

This unhinged attempt to reverse 
the election results, aided and 
abetted by Rudy Giuliani’s “elite 
strike force”, a clown car of con-
spiracy theorists and lawyers from 
the legal lunatic fringe, left Trump’s 
trousers around his ankles.

Even after dozens of legal chal-
lenges were summarily dismissed, 
Capitol Hill Republicans refused to 
concede that Trump had lost. In 
this void of silence, Trump’s un-
challenged rantings became the 
voice of reason.

It could only end one way.
The surprise is not that Trump’s 

attempt at an authoritarian pow-
er-grab, aided and abetted by 
the Republican Party, resulted 
in Wednesday’s desecration of 
America’s “citadel of democra-
cy”. The surprise is that it didn’t 
happen sooner. And those who 
believe this is the end of Trump, 
or Trumpism, or that a chastened 
Republican Party will have a “road 
to Damascus” reversion to its dis-
carded principles, are whistling 
past the GOP graveyard.

Trump’s base has been embold-
ened. There is little sign of remorse 
at the five lives lost, or the dam-
age done. It’s naive to think that 
Trump, who showed no contrition 
for inciting Wednesday’s riot, and 
continued to make the same false 
claims that triggered the events, 
will disappear off the political ra-
dar. It’s even more naive to think 
his 75 million voters and the mil-
lions of heavily armed Maga  sup-
porters will quietly bide their time 
until they cast their ballots in 2024.

After four years, none of this should be a surprise

Aftermath: lawsuits and search for culpability begin
What’s next for Donald Trump, the outgoing 
president of the United States?

In the past fortnight alone, Trump has em-
barked on a presidential crime spree of sorts: 
inciting a riot, incitement to violence, suborning 
election fraud, threatening a state official. These 
acts, which violate both federal and state laws, 
could have criminal consequences. While he 
may evade federal sanction via pardons or other 
mechanisms, the district of Washington and the 
state of Georgia may not be so forgiving.

Already, as previously documented in this pa-
per, Trump is facing a slew of criminal investiga-
tions in New York and civil actions that could cost 
him tens of millions of dollars in legal fees.

Then there are the calls for investigations into 
his latest money-making scam, the Stop the Steal 
Legal Defence Fund, which allowed Trump to 
funnel at least $200 million into his own private 
coffers by claiming — without a screed of evi-
dence — that the election was stolen from him as a 
result of widespread fraud.

Trump continued to mislead the tens of millions 
of supporters, who were on the receiving end of 
an endless barrage of frantic and fact-free texts 
urging them to donate funds, into believing that 
their money was being used for a non-existent 
Legal Defence Fund.

Only those who clicked on a link that in turn 
took them to the digital equivalent of “small print” 
learned their donation was in fact being funnelled 
directly into a Political Action Committee set up by 
Trump which could use the money for any pur-
pose it deemed fit at any point in the future.

Unsurprisingly, given that we live in the era of 
a reality-TV presidency, Wednesday’s four-hour 
insurrection was televised.

It was preserved by images that will remain 
seared on the American consciousness and pro-
vide clues for the inevitable post-mortem that 
will follow in the coming weeks; the blue Trump 
flag hanging from the Capitol balcony, the riot-
ers decked in Trump and neo-Nazi regalia, the 
smashed windows, the broken doors, the Repub-
lican and Democratic representatives cowering on 
the floors of the Senate and Congressional cham-

bers as Trump supporters burst inside and em-
barked on an orgy of vandalism and destruction.

Partially chastened by the outpouring of con-
demnation from previously slavish surrogates, 
Trump, banned from Twitter and Facebook, is-
sued a statement through a White House aide.

“There will be an orderly transition on January 
20th,” it read.

That was it. No concession, much less congrat-
ulations or good wishes to the 46th president of 
the United States. On the contrary, Trump and his 
henchmen have gone out of their way to hobble 
Biden’s transition — and when it became inevita-
ble, his presidency — at every turn.

Losing candidates have 
challenged 
the election 
results. But 
never has a 
losing incum-
bent president 
resolutely, and 
baselessly, refused 
to accept the re-
sults. While the im-
ages may be pored 
over by students of 
history in decades to 
come, they will more 
immediately be de-
ployed by Democrats as a 
reminder of what a Trump 
presidency looks like.

Should Trump or any 
member of his family de-
cide to seek the Republican 
nomination in 2024 or 2028, 
these images will be co-opt-
ed to provide the single 
most persuasive argument 
against their election.

In the meantime, they 
will be examined by police 
and prosecutors, not only to 
determine who should be 
charged and what charges 

should be brought, but to provide clues as to how 
Capitol Hill security was breached with such ease.

It emerged on Friday morning that the Penta-
gon had placed stringent limits on the DC Nation-
al Guard, ahead of the pro-Trump protests last 
week, essentially reducing the National Guard’s 
role to that of traffic cops. 

The Washington Post reported that Pentagon 
brass refused to supply riot gear or ammunition, 
effectively leaving Washington’s Capitol Police 
and Metropolitan District Police to fend for  
themselves. 

In the chicken-and-egg determination of cul-
pability, the Pentagon claimed that it hadn’t been 
asked to help with crowd or riot control.

The security breach that was exposed isn’t just 
humiliating for state and federal law enforcement, 
it’s dangerous. The ease with which the US’s most 
sacrosanct building could be penetrated by thugs 
and domestic terrorists was undoubtedly noted 
by America’s foes as well as its allies.

It emerged that Capitol Police Chief 
Stephen Sund made an urgent plea for 
back-up to the Pentagon on Wednes-
day afternoon. The Post reported that 
“an official from the [office of the] 

secretary of the Army said that wasn’t 
going to be possible”. 
The reason, according to the Wash-

ington Post, was that army secretary Ryan 
McCarthy, who was de facto com-

manding the DC Guard but was 
not on the call, “said the ‘optics’ 
of soldiers inside the Capitol 
building was not something 
they wanted”.

Already, Sund has resigned. 
More resignations are likely 
to follow. It had been widely 
rumoured in Pentagon circles 
that McCarthy would be asked 
to stay on as army secretary by 
incoming president Joe Biden. 
Wednesday’s events are likely 
to put an end to that specula-
tion.

Rioters clash with police trying 
to enter the Capitol Building 
 Getty

Trump’s refusal to condemn his neo-Nazi supporters,  
his calls to ‘liberate’ states during lockdowns and his 
silence on a foiled plan to kidnap a state governor all led  
to the events on Capitol Hill, writes Marion McKeone

Donald 
Trump jr
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