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Foreword

Every day we are reminded of the terrible consequences of the 2024 election. Donald Trump’s return to office has been characterized by an aged autocrat surrounded by cowards and sycophants. Any pretense that there are guardrails has been disproven. There are no adults in the room.

His cabinet and those in the White House see their roles as facilitating his illegal and unconstitutional actions. They shower praise on him as if he were an insecure despot. They execute his wishes and cater to his every whim as if he were a powerful dictator. They are the court jesters in Trump’s pretend kingdom.

Even worse are the Republicans in Congress. Under our system of government, they are supposed to put their constituents’ interests first and jealously guard their legislative power and prerogatives. They are supposed to check executive overreach and balance the president’s power with the powers they uniquely control.

Instead, Congressional Republicans act as though they are part of the administration rather than members of a coequal branch of government. They tried to forfeit their taxing power—part of which is the power to impose tariffs—to Trump, until the Supreme Court stepped in. They permitted Trump to take the nation to war without a congressional declaration. But worst of all, perhaps, has been their refusal to conduct meaningful oversight of the corruption and abuses committed by Trump, his friends and family, and the administration.

The Republican Party—once the Grand Old Party—is now little more than a vessel for Trump’s cult of personality. It has been gutted of any meaningful role in national politics other than to effectuate his policies. It has no platform other than what Trump posts on social media. It supports the candidates he tells it to support and spends money at his behest.

As damaging as the collapse of governmental checks has been to our democracy, the retreat of our largest private institutions has been even more devastating. Early in his tenure, Trump made clear he wanted to neutralize the two pillars of American democracy that could hold him to account—law firms and media companies.

When Trump targeted the nation’s largest law firms, many people assumed they would fight back. Instead, while a handful stood tall, most fell into line. The worst cut deals with Trump to provide him with hundreds of millions of dollars worth of free legal services. But many more simply stayed silent while the rule of law was attacked.

The large media corporations that promised to hold power to account are instead settling bogus claims that put money in his pocket. They have proven that democracy can die in the full light of day just as easily as in the darkness of night.

If all of this sounds deeply pessimistic, it is not meant to be. Yes, the system is broken. However, if we only focus on how to fix it, we will miss the big opportunity that awaits us. No matter what happens in 2028, we will not return to the governmental and political systems of the past.

In many respects, the failure of the Biden era was a belief that our democracy could be restored to what it was before Trump. It can not be. More importantly, that should not be our ultimate goal.

Instead, those in the pro-democracy movement should focus on what comes next. We must not seek to restore the past, but insist that it be replaced with something bolder and built for the future. Our goal should be the transformation of our institutions, not merely their restoration.

Shortly after Trump’s election in 2024, I wrote about the need to move beyond a “resistance.” The problem with that term is that it is both reactive and temporally limited. A resistance is necessarily built to push back against something, rather than to expand to fill a vacuum left by the absence of power. It will also, therefore, be limited to the period in which there is something to resist.

For the same reason, I am skeptical of any plan that begins in 2029 and lasts only four years. Many of the structural changes needed must start now. And many of the policies will take much longer to enact and implement.

Take media, for example. We need to build a vibrant, independent media ecosystem now. It cannot wait for the next election or the next movement leader. Yes, Democratic candidates need to embrace it—but we must build it before that will become possible.

For the last several years Brian Tyler Cohen and I have had an ongoing conversation around these issues on our Democracy Watch YouTube podcast. It was during those conversations—and others off-air—that Brian first outlined to me some of the arguments at the heart of this book. I remember thinking: Someone needs to write this down. He did.

Together we have spent countless hours documenting in real time what Trump and his enablers are doing to our elections and our institutions. Week after week, Brian has shown a remarkable ability to cut through the noise and explain what is actually at stake in language that reaches people where they are. This book does the same thing in written form—and it could not come at a more critical moment.

Rebuilding governmental institutions will take years—more likely decades—to design, test, and implement. So too will the development of new lines of jurisprudence and legal thought. In fact, most of the assumptions underlying our past policies may be no longer correct. We must challenge them to determine whether they will be ready to meet the moment ahead or are simply ideas from the past.

None of this will be easy. There will be disagreements among the pro-democracy camp on policies, strategies, and tactics. That is a good thing. We need to foster open debate and disagreement. We need to be a big tent of ideas and approaches.

This book, and others like it, are part of that process. That is why I wrote this foreword, and why I encourage you to not simply read it but to wrestle with it and debate it in your own minds before drawing conclusions. If you do, you will find it will make you think and inspire you to act.

I have watched Brian do this work up close. As a part of our work and our friendship we have pushed each other to think harder about what democracy requires of us right now. This book reflects that same rigor and urgency. Brian does not ask you to simply resist. He asks you to imagine—and then build—what will come next. That is exactly the right ask for this moment.

The fight for democracy is the challenge of our generation. We all need to do our part. With this book, Brian Tyler Cohen has made exactly the kind of contribution this movement needs—not a eulogy for what we have lost, but a blueprint for what we can build.

—Marc Elias

March 2026






Prologue

It never used to feel so cold in Mar-a-Lago. There was an empty chill that came not just from the overworked air-conditioning. The weather outside was still delightful in late January 2029, the usual damp warmth that brought all those old snowbirds to Palm Beach. But inside, the old source of heat—the anxious crowds of influence peddlers and stargazers—had slipped away, week by week as the battleground states had fallen one by one.

The unlit chandeliers and vacant sofas were the only witnesses to the old man in the white polo shirt tucked into his black pants hobbling through the darkened room, his phone pressed close to his pale, dry lips. He refused to lean on a cane or walker, even though he had desperately needed one since his eighty-second birthday the previous summer. The last thing he wanted was to look as old and weak as Joe Biden had in his final months in office. So he limped and shuffled around the antiques, consumed by his calls to the businessmen, advisers, and sycophants about the pathetic campaign run by his vice president. I should never have trusted Don Jr.’s advice. Vance was always a fake, a fraud, a fucking Yale lawyer. My people knew he wasn’t MAGA. He said I was America’s Hitler. What the hell is he? He’s America’s Loser. His name isn’t even JD.

He thought about pushing his Supreme Court to stretch the Constitution a little more. There was always a domestic insurrection or alien invasion that could have called for a few more years in the Oval Office. But as it turned out, losing power wasn’t what stung him most. Like his thinning hairline and fattening waistline, he could always cover that up. Power was perception. Power was money. And he had made billions.

No, what was worse than leaving the White House was the absence of eyeballs. With every passing day it was getting harder and harder to keep his gold-plated grip on public attention. There was so much slop out there on social media, so many jaw-dropping videos that looked so real. In truth, on Truth Social, he’d lost the power to shock and awe some time before, around the 2026 midterms that had swept away his fragile hold on Congress. The economy had gone sideways for three years, with only the AI billionaires feeling flush. The MAGA party was over; the job had turned into a grind. The prosecutions of his enemies—James Comey, Adam Schiff, Letitia James—had fallen apart. The tariffs had been taken down; first by the courts, then by necessity. The crypto bubble had burst a couple of billion in meme coins. The Middle East still burned, and the Nobel Peace Prize had never landed.

Still, he had left his mark. There was the new triumphal Trump Arch opposite the Lincoln Memorial; the new Trump ballroom that dominated the old White House; and a huge Qatari plane parked at Palm Beach International Airport at great expense. All he needed to do was raise a billion dollars for the brand-new skyscraper in Miami that would be home to his presidential library and luxury spa hotel.

Everyone was vying to be the next Donald John Trump, but they were only pale imitations. He would make sure to remind anyone and everyone that the Big Dog overshadowed all the little chihuahuas.

* * *

Back in the nation’s capital, the newly elected Democratic president stared at a pile of executive orders ready for signature on the Resolute Desk. The Oval Office still smelled of fresh paint from the rapid switchover on inauguration day. Outside there was a steady beat of metal against metal as the construction crews dismantled the viewing platforms for the inaugural parade. Dismantling the last four years would be much louder.

Despite all the very real fears of mob violence, foreign interference, and fake video reports about fake votes, the results of the presidential election of 2028 had been certified. That might have been the result of JD Vance’s unbridled arrogance. Defeat had been so unthinkable that he had waited too long to embrace fully the 2028 Big Lie conspiracy. It was too little, too late.

The relative ease of the transition had passed over Washington like some political anesthetic. So many of the capital’s traditionalists felt a long-lost sense of calm. After four years of turmoil and terror, rumor and repression, corruption and criminality, the pain was receding. Life could return to normal. Institutions could be rebuilt. Elected officials could speak their minds, stand on their principles, reclaim the constitutional powers bequeathed by the founders. Bipartisanship, civility, and the truth lay right around the corner. The rest of the world had celebrated November’s results in the streets of London, Paris, Tokyo, and Beijing. World leaders could sleep soundly once again, banishing their nightmarish fears of alliances broken, commerce disrupted, diplomacy destroyed. Trump had talked about slapping his illegal tariffs on the world as Liberation Day. Now America’s allies were partying like they had truly been liberated from a long international nightmare.

Inside the White House, however, the conflict had not come to an end. The new president faced a stark choice between two rival sets of advisers. On one side were the Washington veterans. They had grown up on Capitol Hill and congressional campaigns, and their networks had proved to be invaluable with donors, endorsements, ad agencies, and traditional media. They knew how to lock in convention delegates, schmooze the interest groups, and whip votes. They believed, deep in their bones, that it was time to heal the fractured nation, bind up the wounds of the Trump years, turn the page on a painful past, and begin to rebuild. They had signed up for the restoration of the Washington they knew. They wanted to shy away from the politics of conflict and confrontation.

On the other side were the insurgent upstarts, who were gunning for the fight of a lifetime, the rejects and newcomers who had failed to get a job on one of the many campaigns led by purple-state governors and senators—or had never wanted one of those jobs in the first place. They had carried the torch for the newly inaugurated president when the candidate had been unsure of victory in the first primary states. They didn’t believe in the status quo, because they had no trust or place in it. The voters wanted change, and they embodied the forces of change. The best way to restore democracy was not to return to the old ways of 2024 or even 2016; it was to build a fortress of democracy that the next brand of neo-fascist MAGA heads would be unable to destroy. Surely the biggest lesson of the Biden presidency had been to extinguish the naive belief that once there was a Democratic president again, the world would just revert back to normal.

Caught between the old guard and the new, between the traditionalists and the reformers, between the middle and the muscle, was the forty-eighth president of the United States. Alone at the Resolute Desk, the new president stared at the walls of the Oval Office, where all the fake gold decorations had been stripped and shipped down to Florida, and wondered what, besides the paint job, would have to be done to renovate this office.

* * *

Here’s the reality. We’re not teetering on the brink of autocracy; we’ve fallen off the cliff of democracy, and we need to be ready for what comes next. One of the main reasons Trump 2.0 damaged these United States so much more than Trump 1.0 was because they planned for it. In detail, in unison. Project 2025, which candidate Trump made such a transparent pretense of disavowing, was not some cut-and-paste job the interns had slapped together; it was the culmination of years—no, decades—of planning and patient building, the kind of planning that Trump himself couldn’t manage if it involved a casino in Atlantic City or a high-rise hotel in Riyadh. He was the perfect host for a virus that infected not just our country but half the world. To cure the patient will need more than hydroxychloroquine or ivermectin or—dare I say—Tylenol. It will take a clear-eyed diagnosis of how we got sick and how powerful the virus remains. We need to learn from our weaknesses and from their strengths. Like the best vaccines, the ones that scientifically save lives, we’ll need to mimic the virus so we can beat it with our own natural defenses. Because after four years of wanton vandalism and corruption, it will take guts to do this. And it will take power; not just winning power but wielding it effectively, once progressives have gotten it back.

This is no time for the fainthearted. You can’t chew your fingernails, worrying about whether the old guard will like or respect what you’re doing. Or whether the other side will cry foul when they are forced to contend with the same exercise of power they once enjoyed. In the fight to save what’s left of our democratic republic, we will need to break the rules—because the rules have already been broken, repeatedly and shamelessly, by the corrupt opponents of our own Constitution.

That’s not just a job for our elected officials, although they carry more of the burden than their voters do. It’s also our job, the job of each and every one of us. What are we going to do to seize this moment, to recognize the gravity of our times, beyond shaking our heads at the news? How will we exercise our power as citizens while we still have it? Because it’s not good enough to share a video about yet another ICE raid on the streets. When you’re face to face with the secret police on your sidewalk, you need to stand up for those being terrorized in the name of Trump. It’s not good enough to applaud the establishment candidates who promise that everything can get back to normal. When you vote in the primaries, you will need to select candidates who understand the urgency of the moment we’re in. And when the day after Trump finally arrives, it won’t be good enough to get back to your old life—because the repair and rebuilding of our communities and country are the work of millions of people, not just members of Congress.

It’s time to look at power with the cold, clear eyes of the great Italian analyst of how to rule. Niccolò Machiavelli wrote five hundred years ago that a leader needs to be a mixture of a fox and a lion: a fox to recognize the traps and a lion to frighten the wolves. This is the playbook for the progressives who are the foxes and lions of a world that Trump changed forever.






1 The Long Game

If you’re shocked by the speed of descent of our democracy, you’ve probably seen the easy explanation of why Trump 2.0 is so much worse than Trump 1.0. The pundits say that Trump learned from his last time around: He now knows how to wield power, punish enemies, and purge the establishment that slowed him down. All of which is true, but it’s only part of the story—a story that stretches back several decades. Because the broader right-wing movement also learned its lessons and saw its greatest opportunity in the second coming of Donald Trump.

The project didn’t start in 2025. It took a half century of plotting and scheming, but it finally came to pass on the fourth attempt. You see, Donald J. Trump is just the endpoint of a very, very long conservative campaign to wield power for the profit of the few. What started with the imperial presidency of Richard Nixon found its popular expression in Ronald Reagan, its military force in George W. Bush, and its brazen lawlessness in a reality TV star. Autocracy is the just cost of doing business, and it’s one the oligarchy is more than ready to pay.

To understand how we got here and what we must do now, we need to get our heads around the world the baby boomers lived in. Yes, the actual baby boomers. Today they range in age from a spritely sixtysomething (a mere fetus in the halls of the Capitol) to one of the many eightysomethings who are now clinging to power. That would include the current and last presidents, the current and last Senate majority leaders, and the current and last Senate minority leaders. They grew up in the 1950s, in a country that would soon fade away in a series of liberal reforms that shaped the world we know today.

What did that country look like seventy years ago? It was chronically, deeply divided by Jim Crow racial laws that systematically oppressed people of color. It was chronically, deeply divided by a patriarchy that kept women at home, with little control of their reproductive health. Large corporations were free to pollute our rivers and lie to their own customers. The culture was so monochrome that it was shaken by a white man singing Black songs by the name of Elvis Presley. Where there was dissent, it had little purpose. The most shocking movie of the decade quite literally summed up the mood: Rebel Without a Cause.

That’s not to say that the politics of the time were stable. Far from it. At the start of the Cold War, amid the existential fear of Soviet expansion and nuclear weapons, people were easily spooked. If the Commies weren’t already here, the UFOs certainly were. It was an era ripe for a demagogue who peddled conspiracies and smears in a fake campaign against the supposed enemies within; a demagogue who terrorized US government, business, and culture; a demagogue who manipulated right-wing media, cozied up to neo-Nazis, and sought sweetheart deals for his cronies. In other words, it looked much like the America of Donald Trump’s dreams.

It was Joseph McCarthy who first created the Trump-shaped space in our politics. The Wisconsin senator did not invent the threat of Communist spies in the United States. He just preyed on Americans’ fears of the unknown to stoke up a supposedly patriotic mob to root out a vast wave of enemies that did not exist. The Reds under the bed were the criminal migrants of today. Many Americans were happy to play along with the fearmongering, just as they are today. The Dwight D. Eisenhower administration even used the fear of Communist infiltration to justify the first mass deportations of Mexican immigrants using military tactics: Operation Wetback. The name says it all. Its agents swept up Latino workers, including American citizens, detaining them in dismal conditions, and dumping them into remote parts of Mexico with no food, water, or contact with their families.

McCarthy didn’t start the Red Scare or the witch hunts; he just perfected them. The stage was set by the Hollywood blacklist and the smears of the House Un-American Activities Committee. Popular culture, they claimed, had been infiltrated by Communists, or at least by so-called fellow travelers. Walt Disney himself said that the Communist threat in Hollywood was real. Ronald Reagan claimed that there were Communist-style tactics taking place in the actors’ union he led at the time. The result was a purge of actors, directors, writers, and musicians based on conspiracy theories and innuendos, fueled by Congress and conservative pressure groups. For right-wing zealots, the mainstream media has always been disloyally liberal, promoting un-American values such as diversity, equality, and inclusion.

McCarthy took those culture wars deep inside the federal government. It was like today’s deep-state conspiracy, only full of Reds. The senator rose to infamy by claiming that the State Department was “infested with Communists” and that he had in his possession a list of 205 names of them. It was dramatic and specific, and there was a tiny kernel of fact in the scare tactic: Some two hundred State Department employees had undergone security checks at the time. The only problem was that they had, in fact, been cleared. But why ruin a good story with facts? It was a bit like claiming that Latin American countries are emptying their prisons to flood our borders with criminals. All it takes is one undocumented immigrant committing one serious crime for the big lie to take hold.

McCarthy claimed that there were numerous conspiracies inside the federal government, a cabal of Communists, homosexuals, and their sympathizers and protectors. He suggested that President Harry Truman was a drunk and should be impeached. He accused General George C. Marshall, Jr., who had led the reconstruction of Europe after the war and won the Nobel Peace Prize, of treason because Communists had taken control of China.

All he needed to weaponize his demagoguery was the chairman’s position in a Senate subcommittee. There he could hire his own henchmen. Among them was a twenty-year-old lawyer he named as his chief counsel. Roy Cohn had gained attention as a prosecutor of Julius and Ethel Rosenberg, two Soviet spies who had been executed for passing secrets to the enemy—despite the weak case against Ethel, the mother of two children. Cohn would go on to become the first mentor of and chief fixer for one Donald J. Trump as the latter started his real estate career in New York.

McCarthy and Cohn started investigating supposed Communists at the Voice of America, the radio network designed to undermine actual Communists and autocrats, which has now been shut down by Trump’s henchmen. One radio engineer committed suicide after testifying in front of the committee. They moved on to banning supposedly pro-Communist books in State Department libraries. Then they attacked the clergy for harboring Communists, because when you think about it, Christ was suspiciously concerned with the welfare of the poor. Finally, they investigated the US Army itself in televised hearings that lasted thirty-six days.

Tell me if this sounds familiar.

It didn’t really matter that they couldn’t find actual Communists. For those who believed in the norms of American democracy, there was shock and disbelief at the way McCarthy and Cohn used the tools of Congress to undermine some of the foundations of democracy: a commitment to the truth, the presumption of innocence until proven guilty, support for those dedicated to public service, all of it wrapped in the flag of patriotic concern about foreign enemies who also peddled lies, framed the innocent, and corrupted public servants.

Wasn’t America supposed to be different from its enemies? One of the most famous lines against McCarthy was from Joseph Welch, the army’s chief lawyer, who said after one more outrageous smear, “Have you no sense of decency, sir, at long last?”

No, they had no sense of decency. They still don’t. (I wrote a book about this called Shameless: Republicans’ Deliberate Dysfunction and the Battle to Preserve Democracy, and the title continues to prove true.) Then as now, the vast majority of decent Americans had no idea how to respond—beyond expressing their deep sense of shock.

A noxious soup of smears, bullying, false victimhood, vicious counterattacks, media distraction, legal intimidation, and empty promises: The McCarthy playbook is now positively presidential. It’s a projection of power when your position is especially weak.

* * *

As stuck in their ways as they seem today, the boomers who are now our leaders came of age in a revolutionary time: the 1960s. It was a decade that was shaped by the Kennedy reforms and assassinations, the civil rights movement and segregationist violence, the Vietnam War and antiwar defiance. There were literally revolutions and coups taking place around the world. Regimes fell in Cuba, Brazil, Syria, and Iraq. Across Africa and the Caribbean, newly independent countries were emerging from a century of empire. The world was changing before their eyes.

At the same time, American culture and values were transforming into what we know today, from music and fashion to language and literature. It wasn’t just sex, drugs, and rock’n’roll—as important, enduring, and enjoyable as they are. Alongside birth control and abortion rights came women’s liberation. Alongside civil rights came the Stonewall riots and gay rights. The counterculture pushed back on rampant corporate power. Rachel Carson’s writing sparked an entire environmental movement. As primitive as it may look today, the technological breakthroughs of the time were step changes in what the world could imagine: from passenger jets to space travel, from communication satellites to color TVs and ATMs.

Those fundamental shifts were mirrored in our politics and in laws that changed the course of the whole country. The Civil Rights Act of 1964 banned discrimination based on race, religion, and sex. It integrated schools, hotels, restaurants, theaters, and swimming pools. It created the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission to ban discrimination at work, including in hiring, promotions, and pay. It was the most sweeping civil rights legislation since the post–Civil War era of Reconstruction. It was followed the next year by the Voting Rights Act, which stopped the vote-denying traditions of literacy tests and poll taxes, especially in the Deep South.

That same year, 1965, Congress passed Medicare and Medicaid into law, creating two of the most popular government programs to this day. That same Congress enacted the Department of Housing and Urban Development to support the elderly, disabled, and war veterans, as well as build community centers in low-income neighborhoods. Those neighborhoods received additional funding for schools from education legislation.

It was the year the United States finally abolished the racist immigration quotas that had been in place since the 1920s, ending the system that had intentionally banished the people of southern and eastern Europe. The 1965 Immigration and Nationality Act prioritized family reunions and the entry of skilled workers to help the US economy.

Congress even sought to change the culture, creating the National Endowment for the Arts and, two years later, the Corporation for Public Broadcasting. That led directly to the birth of PBS television and NPR radio stations, based on the old-fashioned belief that it was good for Americans to watch and listen to educational and informational programming. To that end, it created strong safeguards against political interference.

Above all, the culture shifted decisively in favor of feminism. Betty Friedan’s 1963 book The Feminine Mystique helped break the dam holding women back from the workplace and confining them to motherhood and domestic duties. The book sold 3 million copies and was published in the same year that President John F. Kennedy signed the Equal Pay Act into law. By the end of the decade, the women’s liberation movement was born, pushing for legalized abortion and the Equal Rights Amendment to the Constitution. In 1960, women made up one-third of the workforce. A generation later, in 1990, they made up almost half. The world as we know it today was born in the 1960s, and the reactionary forces of conservative, corporate America have resented it ever since.

It’s no coincidence that Charlie Kirk liked to say that women should go to college to get an “MRS” degree—to find a husband. He said that to a fourteen-year-old young woman interested in political journalism at a Young Women’s Leadership Conference in Dallas just a couple of months before his assassination. His wife, Erika, told the young women at the conference to deprioritize their careers and start having babies as soon as possible. That’s the same kind of thinking embraced by the neo-Nazi Nick Fuentes in his chummy chitchat with Tucker Carlson in October 2025. You can call their ideal woman a tradwife if you like. But they’re talking about returning to the role women had before the 1960s.

MAGA propagandists might tell you that the Trump agenda is about freedom or patriotism or bringing down the price of eggs. You might even think it’s just a bunch of demented brain farts from a very old man who struggles to read from a teleprompter. Except that’s not true (notwithstanding his obvious struggles with a teleprompter). When they talk about returning this country to what it used to be—making America “great” again—they mean turning back the clock to the decades before the 1960s, when you could discriminate freely and widely based on race, religion, and sex. You could do that as a hotel owner, a state official, or the federal government. You could keep foreigners out of the country if they didn’t look right to you or practiced what you thought was the wrong religion. You didn’t have to spend money on communities that struggled to make ends meet, because you could also stop them from voting if you wanted to. And you didn’t need to worry about the culture or the news that people consumed because it was all funded by your corporate buddies. In other words, they were good times for wealthy white men.

It was bad enough that Congress and the White House had been reshaping the nation in line with the hippie, drug-addled world known as Liberal America. But it was truly disastrous for the reactionary, conservative forces—the segregationists and Klansmen, the far-right John Birch Society members, the anti-Communist McCarthyite witch-hunters—that the courts repeatedly sided with these newfangled values of liberty and equality. It might have been self-evident to the signers of the Declaration of Independence that all men were created equal, but you didn’t have to include every American unless the courts forced you to. Which was what they did.

Take women’s rights, for instance. In 1965, the Supreme Court ruled against a Connecticut law that stopped married couples from using contraceptives. The Court blocked government restrictions on birth control based on the right to privacy—the idea that the government couldn’t tell you what to do in your bedroom, just as it couldn’t storm into your home without a judicial warrant. The case was brought in the name of Estelle Griswold, the executive director of Planned Parenthood in the state. The same right to privacy was extended to unmarried couples in 1972, and then the right to abortion in a 1973 case you may have heard of, Roe v. Wade. It extended all the way to the right to same-sex marriage in 2015.

When the Trump Supreme Court struck down Roe, its members said that the right to privacy did not extend to abortion. This from a bunch of hard-line conservatives who would surely faint if a Democratic president tried to raid Mar-a-Lago without due process. You see, due process lies at the heart of the right to privacy. It’s fundamental to the Constitution as we know it. It comes from the Fourteenth Amendment, which was perhaps the biggest legal change to the country after the Civil War. It guarantees equal protection for all citizens, which was the bedrock principle for integrating schools, allowing interracial marriage and affirmative action, and stopping race-based gerrymandering.

Trump’s assault on democracy is a means to an end. It’s not the purpose of the project. The goal is to turn back the clock and take away your rights.

* * *

The 1960s were an unmitigated disaster for the Republican Party, especially the abject failure of the Barry Goldwater campaign in 1964. Goldwater
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