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Praise for Welcome to the Revolution


“This book is saying what I’ve been telling people for over twenty years—the food is making you sick. John Klar lived it, and he gets it. The connection between what you eat and chronic pain, fatigue, and inflammation is real, and the fact that our own government has been protecting the corporations poisoning our food supply instead of protecting us? That’s not a conspiracy theory. That’s just the truth. MAHA isn’t a political movement to me—it’s a health movement. And this book is the story of how it happened. Read it.”

—Dr. Eric Berg, DC

“Who is really behind MAHA and why? Is it a bunch of far-right extremists masquerading as tree huggers? And what does RFK, Jr. stand for, really? Read John Klar’s engaging account of his own journey to find out. Through his life experiences and work with MAHA, Klar explains the magnetic pull of fighting for real food and a healthy environment for ourselves and our children, well beyond party lines. Klar’s book shines a light on the growing health freedom movement that will continue to shape American politics and society for decades to come.”

—Mary Holland, CEO of Children’s Health Defense

“The MAHA Revolution has been an inspiring journey that cuts across partisan boundaries in pursuit of improved health outcomes for all Americans. In this inside story of John Klar’s involvement with the MAHA movement, readers will learn how a Republican farmer and attorney from Vermont was drawn into Robert F. Kennedy Jr.’s unlikely leadership of the most impactful American political movement since the civil rights era. Klar’s story reveals why many Americans have come to trust RFK Jr., and why MAHA remains challenging to define. As Klar explains, if Americans cannot heal political divisions to protect their small farms and food supplies, there is little hope they will ever agree on anything else. Join us!”

—Gary Brecka, human biologist and longevity expert
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This book is dedicated to the MAHA movement and its mission to improve food quality and support America’s hard-working farmers. On a deeper level, the book also seeks, like the MAHA movement, to forge alliances between politically divided Americans who remain neighbors, family members, and fellow citizens, no matter how heated the rhetoric becomes. Americans owe Robert F. Kennedy Jr. a debt of gratitude for leading the bipartisan charge to improve our food supplies and medical system. If we cannot bridge our differences to improve our food liberties and rescue our rural agriculture, we are already lost.
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Introduction


The Make America Healthy Again movement developed organically, over a number of years. I’ve heard many people claim, “I was part of MAHA before there was a MAHA,” and I include myself among them. However, the Big Bang of MAHA occurred on August 23, 2024, when Robert F. Kennedy Jr. crossed the political aisle to join forces with President Donald Trump, and together they announced the acronym that encapsulated Americans’ growing awareness that something was profoundly awry with our public health systems and food supplies.

This book chronicles my unique involvement in this MAHA phenomenon, from behind the scenes, but not really as a ground-floor insider: I am more of a convert. It is a story of a centrifugal political force that, in essence, is bipartisan and unites people from diverse political, socio-economic, and cultural backgrounds to strive for a common cause. It is a story that is still being told, continuing to draw people into a growing grassroots army against a mighty industrial complex aligned with government agencies tasked with protecting public health but arrayed instead against the American people.

If Americans cannot come together to fortify our nation against corporate regulatory capture and ensure our citizenry secures a healthy, reliable source of fresh foods and an uncompromised health-care system, then all other priorities are irrelevant. It is evident that the corporate/media/government collusion which has conspired against Americans’ liberties and health seeks to splinter and divide us over issues of wealth, race, gender, politics, etc. to ensure inaction and populist paralysis. MAHA is the one chance this nation has to riposte. The failure of MAHA is not just national, but global, enslavement.

xiv
Let me tell you why this is true and personally welcome you to this revolution. This is my MAHA story. Each of us MAHA warriors has one.

My Journey Toward Industrial Food Recovery

It is common within the ranks of MAHA to hear stories from people whose health was destroyed and then reclaimed by dietary and other lifestyle choices. Such profound experiences shake up more than eating and exercise habits: They rattle trust in medical science, doctors, government, and political parties. Often, it turns out that food itself is what should be mistrusted unless it is wholesome and free of contaminants. A truly debilitating health crisis is a sort of human metamorphosis.

For my part, such a crisis was the first step toward the MAHA moment, and it began decades ago. I was always a blue-collar kid. Growing up in Connecticut, I began working on construction job sites with my father at age five or six, sweeping sawdust, piling scrap lumber, or pounding nails into plywood decking. My dad was a general contractor and a former Marine Corps corporal, and instilling a work ethic in his children was non-negotiable.

But I was also a good student, and years of working in restaurants, construction, and factories motivated me to study harder and finish college. I then attended the University of Connecticut School of Law, graduating cum laude. I focused in tax law, and after graduation worked for several years as a tax attorney with an international accountancy firm. In 1992, I left tax and hung out my shingle as a general practice litigator in eastern Connecticut, purchased and renovated an office building, and grew my practice rapidly.

And then I got sick in 1998. Really, really sick. I had not been to a doctor for about twelve years, because I was healthy. I went to the gym almost daily, and frequently hiked in the White Mountains, including winter hikes over Mount Washington. But within a matter of weeks, muscle and joint pain hijacked my body. My muscles became xvmy enemy, seizing up in agonizing cramps. This began in my neck and shoulders, then spread to my knees and hips.

I married my wife, Jacqui, during this ordeal. (I tried to talk her out of it due to my illness, but we were already engaged when I got sick, and she was determined to stand by me.) On our honeymoon in June of 1998, I grew even more ill—this time with a prominent bull’s-eye rash on my left side, and a temperature of 104.5 degrees. I had Lyme Disease.

This was actually a hopeful development. Presumably, after a course of doxycycline, I would rebound from the chronic muscle pain that had beset me. However, I grew worse. I saw multiple doctors, including a homeopath, and tried acupuncture and traditional Chinese medicine, but the pain just grew worse. I was using painkillers and muscle relaxants that barely dented the muscle spasms that wracked my whole body. Then my general practitioner diagnosed me with fibromyalgia syndrome, which I clearly suffered from. It was not clear whether this was connected to the Lyme Disease or not (though a Lyme specialist later insisted that it was).

Fibromyalgia is more of a descriptor of symptoms than a diagnosed illness, much like chronic migraines. Upon investigating the nature of fibromyalgia, I realized I was in dire trouble, and I could not effectively continue to serve my clients.

This was devastating to all aspects of my life: Our income, my ability to care for and play with my young boys (my son Joe from a prior marriage and my stepson Evan with Jacqui), my commitment to my clients, my property ownership and lease, and my very identity. Everything I had built in my life collapsed in a matter of months.

I attended a support group for fibromyalgia sufferers at nearby Windham Hospital, and I was traumatized by the experience. I was only thirty-four, and all of the people in the group were horribly debilitated. Many were in wheelchairs, and some leaned on canes. I left the meeting in terror and never returned. I vowed not to succumb, and to keep moving.

xvi
I applied for disability under a private policy I had been carrying for five years but never expected to use, so it was a small stipend upon which to survive. While I still had credit, Jacqui and I bought a 160-acre former dairy farm in Vermont’s Northeast Kingdom, close to the Canadian border, for $115,000. I had never baled hay or husbanded livestock, but I knew I needed to do something physical to prevent the atrophy and gradual deterioration I had witnessed in the support group. I also said to Jacqui, “I’ve spent my life pursuing wealth. If I’m going to be sick, at least let’s live where my heart is: Vermont.”

In learning to farm, we learned a great deal about food supplies and how they are created, soil and animal health, and other lessons unique to the agrarian way of life. About two years after moving to Barton, Vermont, I consulted with a Lyme Disease specialist who was convinced that I was still suffering from chronic Lyme Disease and could be cured.

I was still in constant pain. I had severe irritable bowel syndrome as well. Sleep was torturous. I could not sit for long periods, and for six years I used only a rocking chair so I could keep my muscles moving and prevent the cramping. I didn’t drink a drop of coffee for almost nine years due to stomach issues. To this, I now added an intensive course of year-round antibiotics: tetracycline in the winter; clarithromycin in the summer, both augmented by antivirals including hydroxychloroquine.

I endured this course of treatment for almost twelve years. Finally, I’d had enough. Despite my doctor’s assurances that I still had Lyme and needed to continue treating with pharmaceuticals, I quit the pills and the nausea and the false hopes.

Like many Americans, especially men (and especially having been raised by a Marine), I was determined to keep working no matter what. I had counted sleep loss as a badge of toughness—I worked eighty-hour weeks for years as an attorney, taking only one week of vacation a year. Yet after more than a decade of trying to keep slogging and seeking a cure through a pill, I was petering out. We had sold the farm in xvii2005 because I wasn’t getting any better (and because I was convinced the real estate market was about to crash, which it soon did) and downsized to a small farm rental where we continued to raise grass-fed sheep and beef.

This is where my MAHA story really begins. Having abandoned the hoped-for quick fix of a pill cure, I turned my attention toward trying to better manage my condition with improved sleep, less intensive but regular exercise, avoidance of foods that caused my symptoms to flare, regular hydration, and other changes in my lifestyle. So long as I was looking to medications as cure, I was not addressing the underlying behaviors that clearly were triggers for pain.

It took a lot of trial and error to discern what worked and what didn’t, but gradually I began to improve. In 2019, despite still struggling with daily pain, and often waking in the night with indescribably hideous neck spasms, I agreed to challenge Vermont Governor Phil Scott in the gubernatorial primary after another farmer candidate I had helped groom for the purpose withdrew. I didn’t believe I could win the election, but many of us were dissatisfied with state government and our progressive Republican governor and believed it was important to challenge him to air our grievances.

However, I was concealing a secret from those who supported me: I was still very sick. I didn’t want to disappoint them, and we had generated a great deal of energy behind the young woman who had initially agreed to run. Although I was by now able to attend meetings and hold my body together with Tylenol and Aleve, I was acutely aware that at any time my body could quickly become my enemy and I would be completely incapacitated. Standing for long periods (more than fifteen minutes) was (and remains) a profound challenge.

I visited my general practitioner and explained my plight. He had been experimenting with dietary changes for himself and many of his patients, and surprised me when he said, “You must go on a keto diet. Your problem is carbohydrates that stimulate excess insulin production xviiiand resultant inflammation. If you cut back on carbs, you will feel much better.”

I had vaguely heard of the keto diet, and although I had identified a number of processed foods that clearly inflamed my condition and fueled flare-ups, I had not undertaken to reduce or eliminate all carbs. I asked my doctor what keto was all about, and he said, “Sixty percent fats and forty percent proteins.”

I was incredulous, replying, “What does that even look like? Do I get a spoon and start scooping Crisco out of a bucket?”

He said, “No. You eat eggs, meats, cheese, avocados…”

“Nuts?” I volunteered.

“Yes, nuts,” he said. “There are lots of foods you can eat that are low in carbs.”

I brightened up. “Nuts, cheese, meat, eggs. . . . I can do that!”

This was transformative for my health. I’m embarrassed looking back to admit that it took me so long to figure out the dietary connection to my condition, but better late than never! I still struggle with pain, but I can function. For years, I took fifty or more Tylenol a week, like clockwork. I still take them, interspersed with ibuprofen, but I have eschewed narcotics because I knew they would be dependency-forming and only mask my symptoms while I inflicted more self-harm. But I am in far less pain at age sixty-two than I was at age thirty-five, and I experience periods of very little or no pain. I had practically forgotten what it felt like to be pain free.

So, the first stage of my becoming a MAHA convert was health-related, like many others involved in the movement. A common theme is dietary changes as curative of some life-changing debilitation. More and more of us are realizing we are not alone, and that we can rescue other people from their wheelchairs, obesity, or depression by educating them about the importance of a healthy, clean-food diet.

The second phase of my transformation into a MAHA operative was political: I’m a walkaway from the Democratic Party.

xix
Why I Left the Democratic Party

After becoming an independent candidate for president, Robert F. Kennedy Jr. observed in an interview, “I didn’t leave the Democratic Party. The party left me.” That encapsulates my own transition, and others in the MAHA mix. (Donald Trump and Elon Musk are also notable walkaways.)

I suppose I always considered myself an independent, but in practice, I never voted for a Republican. I occasionally voted for Ralph Nader in protest. Almost all my extended family were lifetime Democrats, and we viewed the Republican Party as the party of rich elites. But I watched this change.

The first powerful angst in my political craw was Bill Clinton’s Monica Lewinsky affair. I had voted for Clinton on economic issues. I was a Dem, but always fiscally conservative. Clinton was fiscally savvy but dragged the nation into his sexual perfidy not just by a gross Oval Office indiscretion (having sex with a twenty-two-year-old intern), but more so by his subsequent six months of persistent lying about it. His repeated lie that “I did not have sex with that woman” echoes still in my ears.

My law partner, an avowed Democrat, saw no problem with Clinton’s antics and faulted Republicans for waging a witch hunt. But Monica Lewinsky then procured her famous blue dress, stained with presidential semen and thus DNA proof positive not only that they had indeed had what most people refer to as “sex,” but that the president had squandered a lot of important political capital lying, including under oath to a grand jury.

In my view, as a criminal defense attorney, that was pretty heinous. I served as a contracted special public defender with the state of Connecticut. I also volunteered pro bono in juvenile criminal courts. Most of my clients were low income, and a majority were Black or Hispanic. What was obvious to me was that my clients would go to jail for perjury; Bill Clinton walked.

xx
Similarly, I had taken an oath in 1989 upon admission to the Connecticut Bar to abide by the state’s ethics rules. Under those rules, I was prohibited from engaging in sexual relations with my clients to protect them from exactly the kind of exploitation Clinton exhibited in his lecherous behavior with a young woman. I felt that my vote for him had been betrayed—if I could obey the state’s ethics rules for the benefit of my clients, my business partner, and the integrity of Connecticut’s legal bar, couldn’t I expect at least the same de minimus of decency from someone charged with leading and serving the nation?

I think I voted for Ralph Nader instead of Clinton for his second term. I still wasn’t ready to abandon the Democratic Party completely. That was accomplished by the visible transgressions of Barack Obama and Bernie Sanders.

I didn’t really trust Barack Obama and his “Change you can believe in” schtick. However, I try to be an optimist, and the energy and hope of the American electorate in 2008 was palpable. He was also clearly the best-equipped candidate to navigate the nation through the financial turmoil of the 2007–2008 Wall Street implosion in the mortgage derivatives market. I figured I’d give him a chance, and he received my votes in both elections.

But Barack Obama rescued Wall Street, not the American middle class. I get to say so, not as a Republican, but as a betrayed Democrat voter who got the opposite of what I was promised. This betrayal is well-documented in liberal commentator Thomas Frank’s prescient 2016 book, Listen Liberal, or What Ever Happened to the Party of the People? :


This book has been a catalogue of the many ways the Democratic Party has failed to tackle income inequality, even though that is the leading social issue of the times, and its many failures to get tough with the financial industry, even though Wall Street was the leading culprit in the global downturn and the xxi slump-that-never-ends. The larger message is that this is what it looks like when a leftish party loses its interest in working people, the traditional number one constituency for left parties the world over.

But we should also acknowledge the views of the people for whom the Democrats are all you could ask for in a political party. I am thinking here of the summertime residents of Martha’s Vineyard—the sorts of people to whom the politicians listen with patience and understanding. . . . To members of the liberal class, the Democratic Party offers constant reminders that the technocratic order whose upper ranks they inhabit is rational and fair—that whether they work in software or derivative securities they are a deserving elite; creative, tolerant, enlightened.1



Frank continues, describing the motivating moral force of the Democratic Party as a “prime directive: to defeat the Republicans, that unthinkable brutish Other. . . . Compared to that sacred duty, all other issues fade into insignificance.” This is precisely what Americans have witnessed, on steroids, since Frank’s book was published: demonizing conservatives as racist, misogynistic, homophobic Nazis who deserve to be violently attacked. The less the Democrats have delivered on actual policies, the more they have amplified their own hate speech in the name of conquering a nebulous right-wing enemy.

This is hardly politics as usual, let alone the Democratic Party of Jimmy Carter or even Bill Clinton. This is the uniparty of hatred, vitriol, and division that has only grown more cancerous as it fails to maintain its rulership over the American masses. It is a predominantly urban, coastal creed that doesn’t even conceal its contempt for the “deplorable” rural denizens who dare take exception to its elitist designs.

Bailing out Wall Street was not Obama’s only fault. He scandalously aggravated race tensions whenever he got the chance, embroiled xxiithe nation in foreign conflicts, and went on a typical Democrat spendthrift spree, increasing the national debt from $11.91 trillion in 2009 to $20.24 trillion in 2017, an $8.34 trillion (69.98 percent) increase. This cannot be laid at the feet of the financial crisis: Much of that spending occurred in his second term.2

Obama didn’t stop there. He eviscerated the national effort to enact reliable GMO labeling laws, which I had helped organize in Vermont, but his administration preempted it by enacting an opaque, obfuscatory federal mandate. He appointed Tom Vilsack (a.k.a. “Mr. Monsanto”) to head the USDA. (Vilsack was unseated during the first Trump presidency, then reinstalled by the Biden administration.) Additionally, the Obama White House backed Monsanto in legal disputes against America’s farmers, including at the US Supreme Court.3

Throughout these years, I was now a farmer, food-awakened, and learning more each year about why America’s food supply was tainted with chemicals and how large corporations steadily eliminated small-farm competition through government and university alliances. This was hardly “change I could believe in.” This was betrayal, writ large.

The Bernie Sanders Fiasco of 2016

Then came Bernie Sanders. Senator Sanders had long advertised himself as a stalwart supporter of the downtrodden and poor. As the 2016 election season unfolded, I penned an article in which I opined that Americans were gravitating toward two populists—Sanders on the Left, and Trump on the Right. I wasn’t initially a fan of Donald Trump, having only seen him on an episode or two of The Apprentice, which I found obnoxious and voyeuristic—both the show and his persona. But surely Hillary Clinton was not an option—polarizing, plagued with evidence of corruption and arrogance; the epitome of the elitist snobbery criticized by Thomas Frank.

Bernie Sanders almost surely would have defeated Donald Trump in the 2016 election, but the Clinton clan wouldn’t have it. America xxiiiwatched as the Democratic Party anointed the chosen Obama successor selected by fiat in one of those cigar-smoke–filled backrooms always credited to Republican fat cats. There was nothing at all democratic about that year’s primary.

And Bernie just sauntered along uncomplainingly. If he were half the revolutionary he tooted his socialist horn to be, he would have confronted the Democrats about their corruption. He could even have run as an independent, a populist upstart to snap the nation into attention (as a fellow named Robert F. Kennedy Jr. did two elections later, refusing to knuckle under to the overtly corrupt Democratic cabal).

Bernie folded, likely promised a position as secretary of state or Grand Poobah in the intended Clinton dynasty. Regardless, his railroading by the democratic apparatchik exposed the putrid dishonesty of the deteriorating Democratic Party. This exposure cost Hillary her cherished aspiration of being the first female POTUS. Democrats deny this reality, but Thomas Frank’s warnings began to prove their prescience here.

Actually, the deterioration had begun with the traitorous arrogance of the Democrats’ beloved Obama. Following his disgraceful tenure, political scientists identified a new voting block labeled the “Obama-Trump voters.” Apparently, not all Trump voters were racists—many had voted for Obama and been taken for granted by the erstwhile party of the people. They wouldn’t be fooled again, and they weren’t voting for a candidate solely based on gender. Hillary was unpalatable.

Bernie’s political gambit backfired, too. The public watched the corruption of the Democratic Convention, and in disgust rejected not only Hillary but Bernie Sanders, the shill: The “Sanders-Trump” voting block emerged. From this vantage point, Bernie Sanders practically handed Trump the 2016 election that he himself would have handily won. (Note that a similar argument can be made about Robert F. Kennedy Jr. Had the Democratic Party embraced the Kennedy scion in 2023 instead of slandering and denigrating him, he would have made xxiva far superior candidate to Kamala Harris and wooed large numbers of independents seeking change. Kennedy would have likely defeated Donald Trump in 2024 in a head-to-head run.)

It should be obvious that those Bernie voters turned Trump supporters—many of them extremely loyal and passionate about being ardent “Trumpies”—did not suddenly become racist, misogynist homophobes. They wanted the change they could believe in that Obama promised but didn’t deliver. They were tired of being lied to, and they voted red.

I wasn’t one of them. I voted for that stoner guy who didn’t know where Aleppo was, Gary Johnson. This was 2016, and I had still not swung full Republican. I had even published a book in 2006 criticizing the Bush administration for the Iraq War and the shameful treatment of prisoners at Abu Ghraib. But then I became sympathetic to Donald Trump because of the way the Democrats and mainstream media deceptively mischaracterized and attacked him. This was not the journalism of Walter Cronkite or Bob Woodward, but blatant propaganda. (This disgraceful conduct was employed later in the attacks on candidate Robert F. Kennedy Jr., leading yet more Americans to switch to the Trump camp as they realized in the treatment of Kennedy what had been ongoing with Trump.)

Becoming Republican

By 2019, I was sympathetic to Donald Trump and mystified by the deranged hatred toward him displayed by his detractors—of which there were many in ultra-progressive Vermont, including its Republican-In-Name-Only (RINO) Governor Phil Scott. Governor Scott has never passed up a chance to rouse his progressive voting base using gratuitous headbutting with President Trump. It is rather absurd, but politically cynical.

Phil Scott offended me on a personal level much the way Barack Obama had. Phil ran as a conservative and promised to uphold xxvconservative values and policies. I didn’t just vote for him, I stumped for him, attended political events, and was excited to see him win. Then he betrayed conservatives by selling us out, first on gun rights, then on abortion. In early 2018, Vermont’s governor signed three highly restrictive gun laws after repeatedly promising he would protect the state’s longstanding firearm traditions.4 Then in 2019, he very “proudly” signed Vermont legislation protecting abortions throughout pregnancy, right up until delivery.5

I became involved with a group of centrist Republicans that sought a “baby bear” conservatism, in between the rancor of Donald Trump and the insipid sellout that Scott had become. Determined to fashion a policy list that represented fiscal common sense, we set about seeking candidates, and I persuaded a young woman named Kate Bowen to challenge the governor. Kate was young, bright, and charismatic. She was married to a Vermont National Guardsman, and together they farmed organic meats and produce. The goal was not to win the primary but to light a fire under Scott and reach the voters with a message that was actually conservative rather than ultra-RINO.

After announcing her intention to run at a private meeting attended by most of the state’s GOP county chairs, Kate began to experience understandable reservations. Her husband, Mark, was soon to be deployed abroad, and her son was still in high school. She began to receive hateful attacks in her liberal community, and even her farm-stand was targeted. (Eventually, the family moved to Tennessee after a spate of inexcusable attacks by her ultra-liberal community, including late night vehicles tearing across their property, and drones hovering above.)

Many of us had worked hard to create our plan and platform. As an attorney and farmer, I was asked to replace Kate in the challenge. I felt called to do so, and to rally conservative Vermonters to air their grievances and consolidate their messaging. I had never run for any public office. Still, I was sure my policy list (shore up the struggling xxvistate pension system, reform the failing public school system, and support the state’s farmers) would resonate with voters and perhaps move the policy ball.

My wife, Jacqui, was aghast. I was supposed to be completing our off-grid house while she worked as an RN to earn the money for building materials. I was still sick and struggled with pain daily. In our now thirty years together, I don’t think she ever felt so alienated from me.

At the time, we had been living off-grid, often hiking a quarter mile or more into the unfinished house in mud season and winter, taking showers at my nearby cousin’s house. Running for office meant halting the housework and renting a place near the road with running hot water so that I could campaign.

One afternoon, as I resolved to run despite her concerns, we discussed the idea of running as a Republican after a lifetime of democratic voting (except for Phil Scott). I told Jacqui that the Democratic Party had repeatedly betrayed us to big business and Big Ag, been profligate with public coffers, and sown social unrest and divisive angst. “I think we are more aligned with republican values than what the Democrats have become,” I remarked.

Jacqui couldn’t disagree, but offered a complaint: “Yeah, but the Republicans are terrible on environmental issues.” I replied, “Well, maybe we can change that.”

“Good luck with that,” retorted my wise bride. And I couldn’t argue with her.

However, I could still try to institute political change. The top plank in my platform was to boost the rural Vermont economy, not by hiring more state employees (a failed socialist pathway that has resulted in an increasingly anemic local economy) but by stimulating and supporting more local farming. I created my campaign’s “2020 Vermont Farming Manifesto,” a fourteen-page policy prescription to bolster small farms by increasing distribution, marketing, and subsidies for small-farm xxviiproducers, and improving regulations to avoid stifling small farms and their products.

I recruited thirty-nine other candidates to run with me on our three-issue platform. Vermont has been overridden for decades by out-of-state funding for carpetbagger candidates—most of our legislature was born elsewhere, and there are almost no farmers in the government. Our campaign created a template for organizing and coordinating on issues, offering voters a plan with teeth and the potential for effective implementation. It was a game-changer for Republicans in Vermont, and it has stuck.

Following the election, my Farming Manifesto morphed into my book, Small Farm Republic, which advocated for the nation’s conservatives to embrace local, regenerative agriculture as their lead environmental policy prescription. The book contrasted the ecotoxic pollution generated by renewable energy manufacturing with the soil-building benefits of small-scale local farming.

The Intriguing Kennedy Comes On Scene

When Robert F. Kennedy Jr. began talking about cleaner food on the campaign trail, my ears perked up like a fox hunting mice. He had not used the term MAHA, but he was speaking my language—and that of many other farmers, homesteaders, and health-conscious Americans. The day he walked across the stage and shook hands with Donald Trump, Robert F. Kennedy Jr. essentially endorsed my blueprint to revitalize the Republican Party by presenting a cohesive policy plan that supported small farms and healthier foods. It was a magic MAHA moment—who could object to such brilliant policy prescriptions for a sick nation losing its farmers and domestic food production to multinational corporations?

In the following chapters, I relate how I watched from afar as Bobby Kennedy ran for president, intrigued and hopeful. I helped get him on the Vermont presidential ballot (alienating some conservatives). I wrote xxviiifavorable articles in the national conservative media about his progress. I kept expecting him to bow out, a la Sanders. Happily, he didn’t.

This book tells the story of how a lawyer-turned-farmer-turned-politician in rural Vermont became enthralled by the Kennedy campaign, then involved in the MAHA transition team that charted a plan for the new administration if Donald Trump won reelection, and some of the various battles undertaken thereafter by the MAHA movement. Robert F. Kennedy Jr.’s confirmation as Health and Human Services Secretary, two MAHA Reports, a national initiative to improve health under the Rural Health Transformation Program, a revamped food pyramid, a definition of ultra-processed foods (UPFs), and the creation of the MAHA Farmers Hub all provide insights into the bipartisan movement that is MAHA.

Although the media and political spotlights have focused on vaccines, Tylenol, and Big Pharma, the real MAHA action is in food. Americans remain splintered over vaccine safety and efficacy, but not over food and local farms. Despite constant mainstream media slander and resistance, MAHA continues to expand as a bipartisan, centrist political movement driven by shared goals of healthier food, improved food security, support for local and organic farmers, and opposition to corporate (Big Ag) regulatory capture. Behind the constant hoopla and blowback, there is a growing consensus and unity surrounding these crucial policy areas, continuing to grow as this American story unfolds. The MAHA movement welcomes others to join this bipartisan grassroots revolt against globalist hegemony.
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Chapter 1 
Bobby Kennedy Comes to New Hampshire


I didn’t know very much about Robert F. Kennedy Jr. before he announced his presidential candidacy. I had heard his name over the years in connection with vaccine controversies and his work battling corporations over mercury and other toxins in waterways, but that was about it. But he immediately struck my political and ideological curiosity—this was clearly an outsider, something I had been hoping for since I was a frustrated teen watching a two-party political system in which every election became a “lesser-of-evils” contest.

There was no way I was voting for Joe Biden for reelection, and Kamala Harris had not become the democratic candidate when Robert F. Kennedy Jr. announced a speaking engagement in nearby Hanover, New Hampshire. While I had come to support President Trump by this date, I saw the contention that surrounded him. Even his most ardent fans have always expressed that they wish he wouldn’t tweet so much, and that they cringe at some of his statements.

As a conservative, I was curious about Kennedy because he immediately struck me not as a far-left extremist but a grassroots populist and moderate. If Republicans were going to lose the 2024 election to a Democrat, Kennedy seemed preferable to another reign of the corrupt and inept Joe Biden. That is, even the other side’s primary was a “lesser-of-evils” proposition. Also, I wanted to see Kennedy break into 2the Democratic Party so I could break out (organic) popcorn to watch the Dems engage in a sort of Bernie redux internecine battle.

Dartmouth College apparently refused to permit the Kennedy black sheep to speak at its no-free-speech campus, so the April 2023 speaking event was arranged at the nearby Hanover Inn in Hanover, New Hampshire, about an hour from my Vermont home. I arrived early and, shortly before the presentation began, stepped out for a timely restroom break. As I reentered the packed room, I noticed security personnel around me, so I turned to the back of the room, and about four feet in front of me sat the man himself, Robert F. Kennedy Jr., waiting to rise and address the crowd. I gave him two thumbs up and said, “You’re gonna win!”

The event was a panel, and a friend (Dr. Sandy Reider, a Harvard Medical School graduate and family medicine practitioner in Lyndonville, Vermont) was on it. In the audience was Maine physician Dr. Meryl Nass, with whom I had enjoyed some correspondence but met in the flesh for the first time that evening. The audience was visibly excited as Mr. Kennedy approached the podium and began speaking in his distinctive voice.

I was more than impressed by his fiery and passionate presentation. As an attorney, I recognize a strong and well-prepared public speaker immediately. His command of the facts and law, organizational skills, lack of pauses and “ahs” and “ums,” and impassioned delivery all reflected decades of trial practice.

Kennedy Talks Vaccines

But there was something more here. This man spoke from his heart about wanting to end chronic disease and protect children from Big Pharma. I didn’t get a COVID vaccine, and I’ve never had a flu shot, because I prefer to eat healthily, stay fit, and develop natural immunity. I also knew that the government had lied outright about these experimental vaccines—about masking, safety and effectiveness, and about 3hydroxychloroquine being harmful: I had taken it for years for Lyme. It was a known antiviral drug.

I earned an A in microbiology in high school and a second A in the same subject in college. I know the difference between a bacterium and a virus, and I knew from the start of the pandemic that a flimsy mask would not stop an airborne virus. Those masks don’t even fully protect against visible particulates like mortar dust (I worked on a foundation crew for a summer before law school, where I also mixed mortar as a mason’s tender). But what grabbed me about this scrappy lawyer with a scratchy voice was his versatility with facts regarding mercury in vaccines.

That day, I learned about the history of mercury in childhood vaccines in an eloquent, common-sense exposition. Having studied the impacts of methylmercury from fish contaminated by industrial effluents, Attorney Kennedy was thoroughly familiar with the potential dangers to human neurological systems from this highly toxic substance. And so, he explained, he began to research the use of mercury in vaccines. The pharmaceutical industry claimed that the methyl-mercury administered via vaccines was
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