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			Introduction

			Hoping to stave off an encroaching despair on the morning of January 7, 2021, I left my hotel in Washington, D.C., and caught a taxi to the Lincoln Memorial. I was looking for sanctuary, and the ­open-­air chamber, designed to resemble a temple, seemed as likely a place to find it as any. I’d been there once or twice before; passing between the marble columns, you weren’t humbled into silence so much as welcomed by it. When I arrived this time, however, the monument was closed. Squad cars were pulling up. Officers expelled a braying mob.

			Many of the people wore red maga hats and trump 2020 shirts. I asked someone what had happened. It seemed that a woman had been posing for pictures with a Gadsden ­flag—­don’t tread on me below a hissing snake, on a yellow ­field—­when an officer advised that such displays were not allowed. A fracas had ensued. Now the Trump supporters converged at the bottom of the ­steps—­the same steps from which, in 1963, Martin Luther King delivered his “I Have a Dream” speech—and began calling the officers Nazis, Marxists, pigs. Young men in blazers waved their middle fingers. “Christ is king!” they chanted. “Aren’t we the pussies?” a little bald man asked. “Honestly, we’re not overrunning them?”

			“That’s when they just start executing people,” said a woman in her thirties, glaring hatefully at the police.

			It occurred to me that some of the officers impassively absorbing this abuse probably had friends in the hospital. Less than ­twenty-­four hours earlier, I had watched Donald Trump tell a similar though much larger mob, assembled on the far end of the reflecting pool that extended behind us, “If you don’t fight like hell, you’re not going to have a country anymore.” Thousands of ­people—­many armed with bats, clubs, whips, and other rudimentary ­weapons—­had proceeded to march up the National Mall. At the Capitol, they had wounded around 180 law ­enforcement agents, charged past clouds of pepper spray and volleys of rubber bullets, smashed through doors and windows, and frantically hunted for politicians, determined to sabotage the peaceful transition of power. Some carried nooses, barked racial epithets, assaulted journalists, and called for the vice president to be lynched. On the Senate floor, I watched Trump supporters ransack desks and steal confidential documents. A ­bare-­chested man in a horned headdress, wielding a spear, pronounced Mike Pence “a fucking traitor.” Then he led the rioters in prayer. An officer who suffered a stroke after being maced would later die.

			Now, it was not the police but the Trump supporters who were outraged. Once again, they believed they had been wronged. Once again, their sense of injury was blistering.

			The woman with the Gadsden flag was a pastor from Los Angeles. “I know that had to be Antifa,” she said of the attack on the Capitol. “I know it did. Because everyone here”—­she gestured at the livid crowd berating the ­police—­“there’s such a spirit of community.” She began to weep. “How dare they?” she demanded of the officers. “What is wrong with this country? This is not my America. I don’t understand.”

			That made two of us. I could think of only one question to ask. “Where do we go from here?”

			The pastor wiped her tears. Her suffering was vast. “I will tell you this,” she sobbed. “I will not turn the other cheek to what’s not right. This is not right. This is not right.”

			The first epidemic I reported on was in West Africa, in 2014. Although Ebola was far more deadly and contagious than COVID-­19, the international response had been woefully inadequate. Liberia’s largest slum, a dense warren of crude squatter dwellings on a narrow peninsula that jutted into the Atlantic from downtown Monrovia, was a formidable early hot zone. Below a canopy of rusty sheet metal, some eighty thousand denizens lacked running water, relieved themselves in the cramped gaps between walls, and repurposed detritus as a bulwark against eroding riverbanks. As the virus wiped out whole families, the Liberian military sealed off the encampment with ramparts and barbed wire. Gunships patrolled the coast. Crime spiked. Panic spread. Soldiers fired on people trying to escape. The community looked doomed.

			After ten days, emissaries from the slum prevailed on the government to end the blockade. In exchange, they agreed to implement a suite of precautions: identifying and isolating sick people in their homes, tracking down their recent contacts, and vigilantly monitoring each individual for a period of three weeks (the maximum amount of time that the virus was known to incubate before manifesting symptoms). Normally, all this should have been the responsibility of medical professionals and epidemiologists. In the slum, the job fell to locals. Against most expectations, within a month the outbreak had been contained.

			Monrovia was not an aberration. In the absence of ­rescue—­by the world and by their own governments, which were among the poorest on ­earth—­West Africans proved remarkably adept at helping one another to survive. Neighborhoods mobilized. ­Health-­care workers volunteered. Secluded villages formed ad hoc task forces to oversee sanitation, quarantines, and mandatory social distancing. Education was crucial. Initially, conspiracy theories abounded. Some West Africans embraced a rumor that the virus was a ploy to solicit foreign donor money. Spiritual healers proffered metaphysical explanations for the vagaries of death and illness. At one remote hamlet that I visited in Sierra Leone, where the virus had killed more than thirty people, the chief had been told that somewhere a commercial plane had crashed: for every passenger who’d died a villager must as well.

			“This was the information we were given,” he explained with some embarrassment. “We have our culture, and we believed.” As soon as Sierra Leonean health officials reached the chief and apprised him of the epidemic, he’d immediately recognized that the information he’d been given was bad. Following the advice of experts, he forbade the anointment of corpses and other traditional burial rituals, quarantined potential vectors, and assembled a team to conduct stringent contact tracing. By the time I visited the village, no one was sick.

			At the height of the epidemic, the US Centers for Disease Control and Prevention warned that Ebola could infect a million and a half West Africans within a couple of months. The dire forecast assumed no “changes in community behavior.” Because West Africans proved this assumption false, fewer than thirty thousand people contracted the virus. As I encountered story after story of courageous resilience and ingenuity in the face of implacable cataclysm, a question nagged at me. How would my country bear up under similar pressure? National hysteria provoked by four Ebola cases in Texas and New York did not augur well. But then, perhaps we’d rise to the occasion if confronted with a real disaster. Perhaps, like West Africans, who had only recently emerged from years of civil war, we’d set aside our differences to ally against a common enemy.

			When the real disaster came, this is precisely what Donald Trump asked us to do. “Now is our time,” he declared from the White House, in March 2020. “We must sacrifice together, because we are all in this together.” Over the next year, COVID-­19 would kill half a million people in the US, far more than in any other nation. Legions of Americans would join a millenarian internet cult prophesying righteous mass murder. Political tribalism, incipient fascism, and unrestrained demagoguery would pit citizens against one another, online and in the streets. A raging blizzard of propaganda would completely blot out reality. Banks, post offices, and police stations would burn. Thousands of soldiers would be deployed in dozens of cities. Religious extremism would proliferate. Gun violence would claim nearly twenty thousand victims, the highest toll in decades. Hate crimes would skyrocket. So would drug overdoses and domestic abuse. Trust in the press would disintegrate, along with confidence in our system of governance. Talk of war, revolution, and even the apocalypse would become almost commonplace. Elected officials would attempt a coup.

			Before the pandemic, I had mainly covered the wars in Afghanistan, Syria, and Iraq. My impression was that most Americans, ­regardless of their political persuasion, assumed that some intrinsic flaw, which we were not afflicted by and could not remedy, predisposed those societies to turmoil and strife. I had never doubted that the US, under the wrong circumstances, could succumb to spiraling cycles of violence as intractable as any I’d seen abroad. But what were those circumstances? Over the course of 2020, while on assignment for The New Yorker, I witnessed frustration with COVID-­19 policies grow into a fanatical ­anti-­government movement, which became a militarized opposition to demands for racial justice, which became an organized crusade against democracy. January 6 was not the apotheosis of that evolution: it was another stage. The evolution is ongoing.

			After I left the pastor at the Lincoln Memorial, I took a car back to my hotel. The driver was a recent immigrant from Ethiopia. As we made small talk, he had a lot of questions. Not just about the ­insurrection—­so much of the past year was so incompatible with everything he’d imagined when moving to America.

			“How did this happen?” he wanted to know.

			I stammered and searched for a reply. What was I supposed to say? “We have our culture, and we believed”? I wanted to tell him something true. I had been in his position. I had asked the same ­thing—­on many occasions, in many places. An honest answer, though, would have taken more time than we had.

		

	
		
			Spring

		

	
		
			one

			Let Us In

			It started in Michigan. On April 15, 2020, thousands of vehicles convoyed to Lansing and clogged the streets surrounding the state capitol for a protest that had been advertised as “Operation Gridlock.” Drivers leaned on their horns, men with guns got out and walked. Signs warned of revolt. Someone waved an ­upside-­down American flag. ­Already—­nine months before January 6, seven months before the election, six weeks before a national uprising for police account­ability and racial ­justice—­there were a lot of them, and they were angry. Gretchen Whitmer, Michigan’s Democratic governor, had recently extended a stay-­at-­home order and imposed additional restrictions on commerce and recreation, obliging a long list of businesses to close. Around thirty thousand Michiganders had tested positive for ­COVID-­19—­the ­third-­highest rate in the country, after New York and ­California—­and almost two thousand had died. Most of the cases, however, were concentrated in Detroit, and the predominantly rural residents at Operation Gridlock resented the blanket lockdown. On April 30, with Whitmer holding firm as deaths continued to rise, they returned to Lansing.

			This time, more were armed and fewer stayed in their cars. Michigan is an ­open-­carry state, and no law prohibited licensed owners from bringing loaded weapons inside the capitol. Men with assault rifles filled the rotunda and approached the barred doors of the legislature, squaring off against police. Others accessed the gallery that overlooked the Senate. Dayna Polehanki, a Democrat from southern Michigan, tweeted a picture of a heavyset man with a Mohawk and a long gun in a scabbard on his back. “Directly above me, men with rifles yelling at us,” she wrote.

			The next day, a security guard in Flint turned away an unmasked customer from a Family Dollar. The customer returned with her husband, who shot the guard in the head. Later that week, a clerk in a Dollar Tree outside Detroit asked a man to don a mask. The man replied, “I’ll use this,” grabbed the clerk’s sleeve, and wiped his nose with it. By then, the movement that had begun with Operation Gridlock had spread to more than thirty states. In Kentucky, the governor was hanged in effigy outside the capitol; in North Carolina, a protester hauled a rocket launcher through downtown Raleigh; in California, a journalist covering an ­anti-­lockdown demonstration was held at knifepoint; ahead of a rally in Salt Lake City, a man wrote on Facebook, “Bring your guns, the civil war starts ­Saturday . . . The time is now.”

			I was living in Paris, where, since late ­March, we had been permitted to go outside for a maximum of one hour per day, and to stray no farther than a kilometer from our homes. Most businesses were closed (except those “essential to the life of the nation,” such as bakeries and wine and cigarette shops). Few complained. Every night at eight o’clock, we opened our windows and banged metal pots with wooden spoons to celebrate French medical workers; down the block from my apartment, a pharmacist stepped into the street and waved. I’d been a foreign correspondent for nearly a decade and during that time had not spent more than a few consecutive months in the US. The images of men in desert camo, flak jackets, and ammo vests, carrying ­military-­style carbines through American cities, portrayed a country I no longer recognized. One viral photograph struck me as particularly exotic. It showed a man with a shaved head and a blond beard, ­mid-­scream, his gaping mouth inches away from two officers gazing stonily past him, in the capitol in Lansing. What accounted for such exquisite rage? And why was it so widely shared?

			In early May, I took an ­almost-­empty flight to New York, then a slightly fuller one to Michigan.

			My first stop was Owosso, a small town on the banks of the Shiawassee River, in the bucolic middle of the state. I arrived at Karl Manke’s barbershop a little before nine a.m. The neon Open sign was dark; a crowd loitered in the parking lot. Spring had not yet made it to Owosso, and people sat in their trucks with the heaters running. Some, dressed in fatigues and packing sidearms, belonged to the Michigan Home Guard, a civilian militia. A week before, Manke, who was seventy-­seven, had reopened his business in defiance of Governor Whitmer’s prohibition on “personal care services.” That Friday, Michigan’s attorney general, Dana Nessel, had declared the barbershop an imminent danger to public health and dispatched state troopers to serve Manke with a ­cease-­and-­desist order. Over the weekend, Home Guardsmen had warned that they would not allow Manke to be arrested. Now it was Monday, and the folks in the parking lot had come to see whether Manke would show up.

			“He’s a national hero,” Michelle Gregoire, a ­twenty-­nine-­year-­old school bus driver, mother of three, and Home Guard member, told me. She was five feet four but hard to miss. Wearing a light fleece jacket emblazoned with Donald Trump’s name, she waved a Gadsden flag at the passing traffic. Car after car honked in support. Michelle had driven ninety miles, from her house in Battle Creek, to stand with her comrades. She’d been at the capitol on April 30, and did not regret what happened there. When I mentioned that officials were considering banning guns inside the statehouse, she laughed: “If they go through with that, they’re not gonna like the next rally.”

			Manke appeared at nine thirty, to cheers and applause. He had a white goatee and wore a blue satin smock, ­black-­rimmed glasses, and a rubber bracelet with the words “When in Doubt, Pray.” He climbed the steps to the front door stiffly, his posture hunched. The previous week, he’d strained his back working ­fifteen-­hour days, pausing only to snack on ­hard-­boiled eggs brought to him on paper plates by his wife. When the Open sign flickered on, people crowded inside. Manke had been cutting hair in town for half a century and at his current location since the eighties. The phone was rotary, the clock analog. An out-­of-­service gumball machine stood beside a row of chairs. ­Black-­and-­white photographs of Owosso occupied cluttered shelves alongside old radios and bric-­a-­brac. Also on display were flashy paperback copies of the ten novels that Manke had written. Unintended Consequences featured an antiabortion activist who “stands on his convictions”; Gone to Pot offered readers “a daring view into the underbelly of the sixties and seventies.” As Manke fastened a cape around the first customer’s neck, a man in ­foul-­weather gear picked out a book and deposited a wad of bills in a wicker basket on the counter. “My father was a barber,” he told Manke. “He believed in everything you believe in. Freedom. We’re the last holdout in the world.”

			Manke nodded. “We did this in seventeen ­seventy-­six, and we’re doing it again now.”

			Like the redbrick buildings and decorative parapets of Owosso’s historic downtown, there was something out of time about him. During several days that I would spend at the barbershop, I’d hear Manke offer countless customers and journalists subtle variations of the same stump speech. He’d lived under fourteen presidents, survived the polio epidemic, and never witnessed such “government oppression.” Governor Whitmer was not his mother. He’d close his business when they dragged him out in handcuffs, or when he died, or when Jesus came—“whichever happens first.” He had a weakness for pat aphorisms, his delight in them undiminished by repetition. “I got one foot in the grave, the other on a banana peel”; “Politicians come to do good and end up doing well”; “You can’t fool me, I’m too ignorant.” Nearly every interview Manke gave concluded with a recitation of the serenity prayer, which he delivered with theatrical élan, as if oblivious to the possibility that anyone might have heard it before.

			“You’re getting a scoop,” he assured me when I introduced myself. “American rebellion.”

			Customers continued to arrive, and the phone did not stop ringing. Some people had traveled hundreds of miles. They left cards, bumper stickers, leaflets, brochures. A security contractor offered his services, free of charge. So did a scissors sharpener. (Manke: “You do corrugations?” Sharpener: “Of course. God bless you, and God bless America.”) A local TV crew squeezed into the shop, struggling to ­social-­distance in the crush of waiting men, recording Manke with a boom mic as he sculpted yet another ­high-­and-­tight. Around noon, Glenn Beck called, live on the air. “It’s hardly my country anymore, in so many different ways,” Manke told him. “You remind me of my father,” Beck responded, with a wistful sigh.

			Manke seemed to remind everybody of something or someone that no longer existed. Hence the people with guns outside, ready to do violence on those who threatened what he represented. You could not have engineered a more quintessential paragon of that mythical era when America was great.

			One day at the barbershop, I was approached by a man clad from head to toe in hunting gear, missing several teeth. He hadn’t realized I was press. Manke had first come to the attention of the attorney general, the man informed me, because of a reporter from Detroit. He held out his arms to indicate the woman’s girth.

			“A big Black bitch.”

			In the 1950s, when Manke was in high school, Owosso was a “sundown town”: African Americans were not welcome. Like much of rural Michigan, it remained almost exclusively white. Detroit, an hour and a half to the south, was 80 percent Black. Because politics broke down along similar ­lines—­less-populated counties voted Republican; urban centers, ­Democrat—­partisan rancor in the state could often look like racial animus. While conservatives tended to ridicule any such interpretation as liberal cant, the pandemic had created two new discrepancies that were hard to ignore. The first was that COVID-­19 disproportionately affected Black communities, in Michigan as well as nationwide. The second was that the people mobilizing against containment measures were overwhelmingly white.

			On April 30, the state representative Sarah Anthony had watched from her office across the street as ­anti-­lockdown protesters filled the capitol lawn. Anthony had been born and raised in Lansing. In 2012, at the age of ­twenty-­nine, she’d become the youngest Black woman in America to serve as a county commissioner. Six years later, a landslide victory made her the first Black woman to represent Lansing in the state legislature. As Anthony walked from her office to the capitol, she had to navigate a heavily armed white mob. She noticed a Confederate flag. A man waved a fishing rod with a naked Barbie ­doll—­brunette, like ­Whitmer—­dangling from a mini noose. Men screamed insults. A sign declared: tyrants get the rope.

			Anthony was in the House of Representatives when the mob entered the building. “It just felt like, if they had come through that door, I would’ve been the first to go down,” she recalled.

			We were in the rotunda, where she had insisted on giving me a tour. Her eyes brightened above her mask as she pointed out the ­star-­speckled oculus in the apex of the dome 160 feet above us. “It’s designed to inspire,” Anthony explained. “There’s a sense of awe.” At seventeen, she had participated in an ­after-­school internship program at the statehouse, “for nerdy kids who had too many credits and needed something productive to do.” After shadowing Mary Waters, a Black representative from Detroit, she had resolved to become a politician. “To see a woman that looked like me in a leadership ­position—­I didn’t know we could do that,” she said. As we strolled in a circle beneath the dome, it was easy to imagine the dazzled intern, gazing up.

			Anthony’s reverence for the building had made April 30 that much more unsettling. A sanctum had been ­violated—­its meaning changed. The structure was an equally potent symbol for the people whose cries she’d heard on the other side of the door, however. On the eve of the rally, Michelle Gregoire, the school bus driver and Home Guard member, had visited the capitol. Wearing a neon safety vest scrawled with ­covid-­1984, she and two friends filming on their phones had climbed a marble staircase to the gallery in the House of Representatives. A sergeant at arms informed them that the legislature was not in session, the chamber closed. “This is our house,” responded one of them, striding past him and sitting on a bench. The chief sergeant at arms, David Dickson, arrived and grabbed the woman by her arm, attempting to remove her.

			“You are not allowed to touch me!” the woman howled.

			Dickson turned his attention to Michelle. When she also resisted, he dragged her into the hallway, through a pair of swinging doors.

			“Stay out,” he told her.

			That night, the women posted their footage on Facebook, with the caption “We are living in NAZI Germany!!!” Many of the protesters at the capitol the next day had watched the clips, including the man with the shaved head and blond beard in the viral photograph. He was not accosting the two officers in the image, it turns ­out—­he was shouting at Dickson, who stood behind them, outside the picture’s frame. “You gonna throw me around like you did that girl?” the man was shouting. Other protesters called Dickson and his colleagues “traitors” and “filthy rats.”

			I left several messages for Dickson at his office, but he never called me back. Eventually, I returned to the capitol and found him standing guard outside the legislature. His hair was starting to gray, and beneath his blazer his collared shirt strained a little at the midriff. In 1974, Dickson had become the first Black deputy in Eaton County. He’d gone on to serve for ­twenty-­five years as an officer in Lansing. After some polite conversation, I asked whether he thought that any of the visceral acrimony directed at him on April 30 might have been connected to his skin color and to that of the white women he’d ejected the day before.

			Dickson frowned. “I don’t play the race card,” he said. Given his deprecating tone, I wondered if he’d been dodging my calls out of concern that I would raise this question. It was a question you could not really help raising in Michigan. To what extent was the exquisite rage behind the ­anti-­lockdown fervor white rage? Dickson had no interest in discussing it. Of his encounter with Michelle, he told me, “I didn’t sleep for weeks. You don’t feel good about those kinds of things.” In his opinion, the white men who had threatened and belittled him had simply failed to grasp that he was ­duty ­bound to enforce the statehouse rules. “I love my job,” he stated with finality, putting an end to the interview.

			For others, the answer to the question was ­self-­evident. After April 30, Sarah Anthony acquired a bulletproof vest. Though she was an optimist by nature, her outlook had dimmed. “People are angry about being unemployed, about having to close their ­businesses—­I get that,” she said. “But there are elements, extremists, who are using this as an opportunity to ignite hate. Hate toward our governor, hate toward government, and also hate toward Black and brown people. These conditions are creating a perfect storm.”

			Camouflage

			The April 30 protest had been organized by a few men on Facebook calling themselves the American Patriot Council. Two and a half weeks later, they held a second demonstration, in Grand Rapids, at a plaza known as Rosa Parks Circle. This time, there were no Confederate flags. A video from the Lansing rally, which had sparked backlash online, showed two adolescent girls dancing in rubber masks: one of Trump, the other of Obama with exaggeratedly dark skin. In Grand Rapids, the same two girls danced to “Bleed the Same,” by the gospel singer Mandisa. “Are you Black? Are you white?” Mandisa crooned. “Aren’t we all the same inside?”

			The optics felt effortful, to say the least. I saw one person of color in the crowd. On the periphery, dozens of armed white men in tactical apparel surveilled the plaza. A few held flags with the Roman numeral ­III—­a reference to the dubious contention that only 3 percent of colonists fought the British, and a generic emblem signifying readiness to do the same against the US government. (Americans who displayed the symbol and embraced the mentality that it represented often identified as “Three Percenters.”) Some were Home Guard. Others belonged to the Michigan Liberty Militia, including the heavyset man with the Mohawk whose picture Dayna Polehanki had tweeted from the Senate floor. He wore a sleeveless shirt and a black vest laden with ammunition. A laminated badge read security. His habit of pressing a small gadget embedded in his ear with his index and middle fingers felt like an imitation of something he had seen on-­screen. He appeared to be having an excellent time.

			A general atmosphere of cheerful ­make-­believe was accentuated by the presence and intense engagement of actual children. One of them, materializing suddenly, interrupted my conversation with a Home Guardsman: “Excuse me, what kinds of guns are those?”

			We looked down to find a ­ten-­year-­old boy with a businesslike expression.

			“This is an AK-­47,” the Home Guardsman told him.

			“With a flashlight or a suppressor?”

			“That’s a suppressor. This is a flashlight with a green dot.”

			“What pistol is that?”

			“That is a Glock. A ­nine-­millimeter.”

			The boy seemed underwhelmed. “I’ve heard a lot of people say that,” he said.

			“Before you ever pick up a gun, you have to have your hundred hours of safety classes, right?” admonished the Home Guardsman, bristling a little.

			“I already have them.”

			The keynote speaker was Dar Leaf, a sheriff from nearby Barry County who had refused to enforce Governor Whitmer’s executive orders. Diminutive, plump, and bespectacled, with a startling falsetto and an unruly mop of bright yellow hair, Leaf cut an unlikely figure in his uniform, the baggy brown trousers of which bunched around his ankles. Nevertheless, he promptly captivated his audience by inviting it to imagine an alternate version of the ­past—­one in which Alabama officers, upholding the Constitution, had not arrested Rosa Parks.

			To facilitate the thought experiment, Leaf channeled a hypothetical deputy boarding the bus on which ­Parks—­in the real ­world—­was detained. “Hey, Ms. Parks,” said the sheriff, playing the part. “I’m gonna make sure nobody bothers you, and you can sit wherever you want.”

			The crowd cheered.

			“Thank you!” a white man cried out.

			In Alabama, during the sixties, sheriffs and deputies were often more ruthless than their municipal counterparts toward Black citizens. The sheriff Jim Clark led a horseback assault against peaceful marchers on the Edmund Pettus Bridge, in Selma, and habitually terrorized African Americans with a cattle prod that he wore on his belt. Dar Leaf, though, saw himself as heir to a different legacy. According to him, the weaponization of law enforcement to suppress Black activism arose from the same infidelity to American principles of individual freedom that in our time defined the political left. “I got news for you,” Leaf said. “Rosa Parks was a rebel.” And then, for those minds not yet wrapped around what he was telling them: “Owosso has their little version of Rosa Parks, don’t they? Karl Manke!”

			The equivalence was all the more incredible given that Leaf belonged to the Constitutional Sheriffs and Peace Officers Association, or CSPOA. The notion of the “constitutional sheriff” had been first promulgated by William Potter Gale, a Christian Identity minister from California. Christian Identity theology held that Europeans were the true descendants of the lost tribes of Israel; that Jews were the diabolic progeny of Eve and the serpent; and that all ­non-­whites were subhuman “mud people.” In the seventies, Gale developed a movement of rural resistance to federal authority that expanded the model of white vigilantism in the South to a national scale, adding to the fear of Black integration the specter of governmental infiltration by Communists and Jews. He called his organization Posse Comitatus, which is Latin for “power of the county,” and it recognized elected sheriffs as “the only legal law enforcement” in America. Posse Comitatus groups across the country were instructed to convene “Christian ­common-­law grand juries,” indict public officials who violated the Constitution, and “hang them by the neck.” Gale’s guidance on what offenses merited such punishment was straightforward: any enforcement of federal tax regulations or of the Civil Rights Act.

			The CSPOA argued that county sheriffs retained supreme authority within their jurisdictions to interpret the law, and that their primary responsibility was to defend their constituents from state and federal overreach. In Grand Rapids, Sheriff Dar Leaf told the ­anti-­lockdowners, “We’re looking at ­common-­law grand juries. I’d like to see some indictments come out of that.” At the end of his speech, he called the Michigan Liberty Militia onto the stage. “This is our last home defense right here,” he said. Glancing at the heavyset man with the Mohawk, Leaf added, “These guys have better equipment than I do. I’m lucky they got my back.”

			Nazi Times

			Later, while reviewing my videos from Rosa Parks Circle, I noticed a woman with a toothbrush mustache painted on her upper lip. Looking closer, I saw that she also wore a wig. It was brunette and wavy, intended to resemble Governor Whitmer’s hair. The woman wasn’t doing Hitler, in other words: she was doing Whitmer doing Hitler. She would probably have said that she was doing “Whitler.”

			While comparing pandemic measures to the atrocities of the Third Reich might have constituted its own kind of antisemitism, it also suggested how desperate many ­anti-­lockdowners understood the situation to be. Nazis were a frequent topic of conversation in the ­barbershop—­which, for Karl Manke’s supporters, represented a bulwark against the kind of creeping authoritarianism that had gradually engulfed Germany in the 1930s. Manke himself had a lot to say on the subject. His ­great-­grandfather had immigrated from Germany, and Manke had grown up attending a Lutheran church with services in German. He often cited the Jewish victims of the Holocaust as a cautionary tale. “They would trade their liberty for security,” he told a customer one afternoon. “Because the Nazis said to them, ‘Get in these cattle cars, and we’re gonna take you to a nice, safe place. Just get in.’ ”

			“I would rather die than have the government tell me what to do,” the man in the chair responded.

			In ­mid-­May, when Attorney General Nessel suspended his business license, Manke exclaimed, “It’s tyrannical! I’m not getting in the cattle car!” His 2015 novel, Age of Shame, recounts the travails of Rhena Nowak, a ­thirteen-­year-­old Polish Jew who is raped by a German sergeant and loaded into a cattle car during the Second World War. “Millions of Jews have already been moved through this process with little to no resistance,” Manke writes, “holding true to their ­centuries-­old compliance to their weakness toward fatalism.” Just a few outliers “are not cut out to become willing participants in this collapse of strength.” Rhena pries loose the slats nailed over a window and leaps from the train, earning her freedom. When I bought a copy of Age of Shame, Manke inscribed the title page with one of his timeworn maxims: “History unheeded is history repeated.”

			A few days later, a customer in striped ­knee-­length shorts caught my eye. While in line, he’d become intensely absorbed in a thick hardcover ­book—­the seminal evangelical treatise How Should We Then Live? When it was his turn, he told Manke that he was from Hamburg and they proceeded to talk in German. After the man paid, I followed him out and asked what they’d discussed. “We were just talking about how it was back in the Nazi times,” he said.

			A meme shared widely at the beginning of the pandemic had jux­taposed a picture of American police enforcing ­social-­distancing restrictions with an image of gestapo officers interrogating Jews in a European ghetto. At the time, I’d assumed that it was deliberate hyperbole, meant to provoke. But the longer I stayed in Michigan, the clearer it became that many ­anti-­lockdowners sincerely placed mask mandates and concentration camps on the same continuum. “This has nothing to do with the virus,” a ­sixty-­eight-­year-­old retiree told me outside the barbershop. “They want to take power away from the people, and they want to control us. We’re never gonna get our freedoms back from this if we don’t stop it now.” Given the stakes, violence was inevitable. “We’re a trigger pull away,” he said. “You’re gonna see it. We’re getting to the point where people have had enough.”

			We had to raise our voices to hear each other over a Christian family loudly singing hymns. But I had the sense that the retiree would have been yelling anyway. “You got storm troopers coming in here!” he shouted, referencing the officers who’d served Manke with a ­cease-­and-­desist order. “They weren’t cops, they were storm troopers! They deserve to wear the Nazi emblem on their sleeves.”

			When I went back inside, the phone was ringing. An anonymous caller wanted Manke to know that the National Guard was on its way. “We need more people,” a customer in a pressed shirt announced. I’d met him earlier. A ­self-­described “citizen scientist,” he’d given me a flier explaining that masks prevented the body from detoxifying and therefore did more harm than good. “If we get more people, we can stand them off,” he told Manke.

			“I would hope it’s a rumor,” Manke said.

			“Whatever it is, we could use more people.”

			“Well, if they come with a ­tank . . .”

			“Like Tiananmen Square!” the citizen scientist agreed. He lapsed into pensive silence, as if calculating how many people it would take to stand off a tank. Finally, a solution occurred to him: “The sheriff can stop them. The sheriff has the power to stop the National Guard, the federal government, everybody.”

			Someone looked up the number. Reaching a voice mail, the citizen scientist left a message: “Attention, Sheriff. We need you over here at the barbershop. Please come here immediately to attend to a situation. We need your help here to defend our constitutional rights. Please hurry up.”

			After a while, it became apparent that neither the sheriff nor the National Guard was coming. I went back outside. The family had stopped singing and was now reciting scripture. Psalm 2: “Why do the nations conspire and the peoples plot in vain?” The patriarch was joined by his son, daughter, and ­one-­year-­old grandson. “If there’s children, they won’t shoot tear gas,” he said. “That’s my hope, ­anyway—­if we’re here, they back off.”

			“Who backs off?” I asked.

			“The Nazis.”

		

	
		
			two

			Work

			A stylist named Anne had volunteered to help Manke with the onslaught of customers. She’d installed herself in a back room, her face concealed by an American flag bandanna. A mother of three, she was understandably worried about losing her license. Still, she felt a moral obligation to support Manke. “He’s opening the door for all of us to get back to work,” she said.

			I asked if she was eligible for unemployment.

			“I am,” Anne responded. “But I don’t want to be socialist. I don’t want somebody feeding me. That’s the point. The point is: that’s not America.”

			A man with ­grease-­stained palms and a whirling cowlick entered the room. “Short as possible,” he told Anne. He was a ­tow-­truck driver named Rusty Wheeler. So was his son. His grandson, Rusty Wheeler III, was not yet old enough to drive.

			“I junk cars,” Rusty said. “The mills just opened back up because of the lack of metal for ventilators and what have you. I’ve towed five cars since then, and honestly? It felt awesome. Just working. I don’t know how to explain it.”

			“That’s how it is for me,” said Anne.

			“A month and a half ­inside—­I never did that my entire life,” Rusty said. To my astonishment, he had begun to cry. “I always been out working.”

			Anne nodded. “That’s why I’m here. I’m here because I think we should be free.”

			I also liked to work. That’s what I was doing while talking to Anne and Rusty. I could hardly judge them. But if the conflation of work and ­freedom—­the idea of work as an act of liberty as sacrosanct as the right to ­speech—­sounded like a conveniently profitable ethos for ­ultra-­rich industrialists, it was probably because that’s who had come up with it. The first “right to work” campaign was launched in the 1940s, by the Christian American Association, an oil lobby firm dedicated to crippling organized labor. In 2012, the billionaires David and Charles Koch resurrected the phrase while spearheading a similar effort in Michigan. They were joined by the DeVos family, which helped create the Michigan Freedom Fund to promote a right-­to-­work bill that would curb the collective bargaining powers of ­blue-­collar employees. Richard DeVos was the heir to Amway, a multilevel marketing company that has been likened to a pyramid scheme. While the Michigan Freedom Fund presented the right to work as a matter of individual autonomy, detractors saw a cynical ploy to sacrifice the common good for select financial gain. The governor at the time, Rick Snyder, was a Republican. The day he signed the right-­to-­work bill into law, ­thousands of factory workers descended on the capitol. Among them was Representative Sarah Anthony’s father, a benefits rep for the United Auto Workers union at a General Motors plant in Lansing. Gretchen Whitmer, then a state senator, delivered a rousing speech to the ­protesters.

			The pandemic had pitched these same ideological camps against each other, and it was unsurprising that those who had equated work with liberty in 2012 would frame the suspension of private business as a form of tyranny in 2020. Trump had made Richard DeVos’s wife, Betsy, his secretary of education, but the couple still contributed to the Michigan Freedom Fund. It had been the Michigan Freedom Fund that organized Operation Gridlock, the first ­anti-­lockdown demonstration in the country.

			A month later, the group held a second event: Operation Haircut. The weather had thawed. The sky was rich, bright, and empty. A dozen stylists had set up improvised stations on the capitol ­lawn—­scissors immersed in Tupperware containers of blue Barbicide, clippers connected by extension cords to diesel ­generators—­and hundreds of people waited in long lines for complimentary trims. Karl Manke, in his satin smock and thick-rimmed glasses, addressed them from the capitol steps. On the dome above him, a flag flew at ­half-­mast. Almost ninety thousand Americans had died from COVID-­19.

			“It brought me to my knees,” Manke said of the six weeks his shop had been closed. He cited bills, credit, rent. “I could not afford to go without work,” he claimed.

			I don’t know, maybe I’d been in Europe too long. The whole scene felt grotesquely backward. Here was an organization funded by the heirs to a ­multibillion-­dollar racket, advocating for unrestricted commerce in the middle of a pandemic, and enlisting as its mascot a hunched and ­white-­haired septuagenarian who, after six decades of labor, risked personal ruin if he paused for six weeks. Manke, though, had no complaints about any of that. Instead, he again brought up the ­Jews—­those pitiable Jews who “willingly got into the cattle cars”—­and vowed with gusto, “I refuse to live in a police state!”

			The crowd erupted in applause.

			The Unfortunate Part

			When quarantine advocates accused ­anti-­lockdowners of refusing to make sacrifices during a time of national crisis, they implied a lack of patriotism. But skeptics of the scientific rationale for lockdowns rejected the premise that the nation was in a crisis. For them, what they had lost was not a sacrifice; it was a theft. Doubt about the seriousness of COVID-­19 circumvented any question of selfishness. Social distancing and wearing masks didn’t make you a good citizen; it made you a benighted ­conformist—­one of the “sheeple.” Such personal exoneration could be a powerful incentive for otherwise reasonable conservatives to entertain outlandish claptrap.

			One of the few women I met at the barbershop was Jane, a ­middle-­aged local from Owosso, who’d come for the company. Jane lived alone, and the forced isolation of the lockdown had been taxing for her. “I’ve had ­all-­time lows,” she told me in the waiting area, where she was helping to answer the phone. “The governor doesn’t address mental wellness, only the virus.”

			“That’s what they’re counting on,” a young man sitting near us interjected. “That people don’t talk to each other.” He wore a leather racing jacket. A hunting knife was sheathed on his belt and a crucifix tattooed on his hand. His name was Wyatt. “That’s what the social distancing is for,” he said.

			“Right,” responded Jane, politely.

			“There’s a ­facial-­recognition company in Israel,” Wyatt went on. “They have new technology to do mass scanning of faces on the Polygon system.”

			“Uh-­huh,” Jane said.

			“They need people spaced apart for it to work.”

			I was about to point out the benefit of masks in thwarting such technology when an older man with gray hair and orthopedic sneakers preempted me: “They have refined it to the point where all they need to see is the eyes.”

			Whereas Wyatt had seemed to put Jane on guard, the older man was clearly harmless. Turning toward him, she nodded eagerly. “Like what’s the ­movie—­The Matrix? I mean, I can relate so much of this to so many movies.”

			“Yes!” the older man said. “They’re telling us what’s going to happen.”

			He and Wyatt had met outside a few minutes earlier. Wyatt had driven to Owosso from Oklahoma because he viewed Manke’s act of civil disobedience as a flash point in a rapidly escalating global emergency. Satan worshippers were consolidating control within the US ­government—­and not only there. “We’ve had a slow roll of all these weirdos who have proliferated through academia and the media,” he told Jane. “This is all online, easy to look up.”

			“Mm-­hmm,” Jane said.

			“Have you heard this stuff before?”

			“I’ve heard it. But I never really followed up on it.” She sighed. “Because it all depresses me.”

			“That’s the unfortunate part,” the older man said. “We block it out because we don’t want to feel that pain. But we need to feel the pain to understand.”

			“I agree,” said Jane, sighing again. “I look at it until my anxiety gets so high, my heart starts pounding so hard I can hear it. Then I have to stop.”

			Wyatt seemed to have the opposite reaction. As he expounded on the Satanists, his excitement grew into a force you almost had to lean away from. It was my first brush with something that I would soon have ample opportunity to observe among Christian conspiracists: their borderline euphoric thrill at witnessing prophesy fulfilled. “I used to have more time,” Wyatt told us, tense and ­wide-­eyed. “I had weeks, and then I had days, and now it’s like every couple of hours something happens somewhere in the country. If it all keeps going like this, I’m gonna push forward to D.C.”

			I asked what was in D.C.

			“I have friends out there. They’re mobilizing a task force to protect the president.”

			I made a file in which I briefly summarized each theory and described the individual who’d shared it with me: age, profession, look. Apart from their ­near-­universal acceptance of Jesus Christ as their personal savior, I discerned no obvious pattern or through line. There was the physical education teacher who thought that PCR tests were detecting exosomes, a vital component of healthy cells; the college student who ascribed the pandemic to “a depopulation ­agenda—­they think we’re flies”; the General Motors ­quality-­control officer who believed that germ theory was “a lie implanted into the human race by Satan back in the eighteen hundreds”; and the ­solar-­panel installer who had stockpiled an immense reserve of pennies, which, during the coming collapse, would retain their value as a raw material for electrical wire. Many people urged me to watch Plandemic, an online video positing that Anthony Fauci, the director of the National Institute of Allergy and Infectious Diseases, had deliberately released COVID-­19, suppressed effective treatments, and falsified epidemiological data in order to enrich patent holders of lethal vaccines.

			A unifying theme among the myriad and sometimes conflicting hypotheses was that the ultimate objective of the hoax was to prevent Donald Trump from being reelected. “The Demoncrats are using every little trick in their pathetic toolbox,” an elderly Tea Party stalwart named Marlene told me at Operation Haircut. She wore cheap sunglasses and a red MAGA hat with numerous pins and combs bulging underneath it. (“I was supposed to get a perm two months ago,” she fumed. “I don’t even recognize myself.”) According to Marlene, the “Demoncrats” were desperate to neutralize Trump because he was “the only one” ­standing in the way of the New World Order.

			Fear of the New World Order had fueled ­right-­wing nativism ever since the Cold War, when antisemites like William Potter Gale le­veraged widespread fears of international Communism to warn of a Jewish plot to rule the planet. After the collapse of the Soviet Union, liberal elites became the villainous puppet masters set on global totalitarianism. In 1991, the televangelist Pat Robertson published his bestselling book, The New World Order, which claimed that “European bankers” and the Rothschild family manipulated world events in order to preserve their economic hegemony. By 2020, George Soros had replaced the Rothschilds as the Jewish financier of elaborate schemes to subjugate white Christians (for instance, with migrant convoys from Central America). It was Soros, several ­anti-­lockdowners told me, who had engaged Anthony Fauci to concoct the virus.

			I asked Marlene what the New World Order would look like if Soros and his cohort succeeded.

			“It would be a ­one-­world government and all the people would be subject to the state,” she said. “Your role in life is to work for the state. There’s no pursuit of happiness. You have quotas, you have supervision, you have people telling you where to go, when to go, and with whom to go. Have you heard about contact tracing?”

			Democrats in Congress had recently introduced a bill, infelicitously titled “House Resolution 6666,” that would have allocated funds for hiring and training contact tracers. The legislation was crafted to support medically underserved communities with high infection rates, such as Detroit. Conservatives on social media had advanced a range of false claims, including that the bill would empower federal agents to remove people from their homes and put them in quarantine centers resembl­ing concentration camps.

			“That’s not for our health,” Marlene said. “That’s to take away our rights.”

			Conspiracists projected menace onto the ­world—­they endowed phenomena with malicious intent. At some point while I was sitting with Marlene, we stopped talking politics and lapsed into normal conversation. Her “standard drink” was tequila and tonic, which she preferred to consume with avocado potato chips. When she was younger, she’d been a green belt in judo; now she did tai chi. “I have rocks in my legs for muscles,” she said. She’d grown up in Appalachia, where her father had gone to work in a coal mine when he was twelve, after her grandfather died in one. Marlene was funny, tough, and charming. When I ran out of questions, I found myself lingering with her in easy silence, the sun on our faces, admiring the cobalt sky.

			“It’s nice to not see chemtrails,” she said.

			“Chemtrails?” I asked.

			“They have particles in there that when they get in your lungs it stays there. Little tiny plastic pellets.”

			I nodded.

			“Because they’re trying to kill us,” Marlene said.

			Toward the end of the American Patriot Council rally at Rosa Parks Circle, a man with neatly coiffed white hair, pleated slacks, a plaid ­button-­down, and a beige windbreaker joined the militia members onstage. He was Mike Shirkey, the Michigan Senate majority leader, and his conventional appearance belied an ostentatious flair. Taking the mic, the senator cleared his throat and, sans preamble, belted out “God Bless America.”

			I’d heard about Shirkey’s singing. On April 7, he had opened a legislative session with a stirring recital of “It Is Well with My Soul.” The pandemic was still novel, and the purpose of the session was to vote on extending Whitmer’s state of emergency, a move that would grant her the power to issue executive orders. At the time, all American governors had invoked similar authorities. The Michigan legislature was as riven by partisanship as the rest of the country, but that day a rare spirit of comity prevailed. A week earlier, the virus had killed a ­forty-­four-­year-­old Democratic representative, whose empty desk was now draped in black cloth. After Shirkey’s performance, the lieutenant governor presided over the vote in a T-­shirt that read: everybody vs covid-­19. The motion passed unanimously.

			After the American Patriot Council and Michigan Liberty Militia entered the state capitol on April 30, Shirkey released a statement condemning their use of “intimidation and the threat of physical harm to stir up fear and feed rancor.” He added, “At best, those so-­called protesters are a bunch of jackasses.” The political divide over COVID-­19 had since yawned into an unbridgeable chasm, and Shirkey had come to Rosa Parks Circle with hat in hand. Actually, he’d come with a Bible and a bound copy of the Constitution in hand. “One book gives us our rights, assigns them to us, is alienable,” he declared, raising the Bible. “The other book is supposed to defend our rights.” The crowd liked that. Most ­anti-­lockdowners I had met subscribed to a version of constitutional fundamentalism that was inseparable from their Christian faith. The only legitimate role of government, they believed, was the protection of individual liberties vouchsafed to humanity by God. In subordinating the Constitution to the Bible, Shirkey was accusing Governor Whitmer not only of overstepping her legal mandate, but of transgressing against Christ. “That’s when these groups need to stand up and test that assertion of authority by the government,” he went on. Gesturing at the same armed individuals whom, a couple of weeks before, he had called at best a bunch of jackasses, Shirkey told them, “We need you now more than ever.”

			The Senate majority leader’s ­volte-­face suggested that, however fringe the ­anti-­lockdowners might seem, they were more ahead of mainstream conservatism than to the right of it. Obama had carried Michigan in 2004 and 2008, but Hillary Clinton had lost the state, by a little more than ten thousand votes. For Trump to defeat Joe Biden in November, he would need to repeat that upset. Throughout the pandemic, the president had savaged Whitmer and encouraged ­anti-­lockdowners. (“LIBERATE MICHIGAN,” he tweeted after Operation Gridlock.) He seemed to be wagering that the modest number of diehards like Marlene who showed up for protests were merely the vanguard of a much larger ­demographic—­one that might make the difference in November. He had reason to be hopeful. On April 9, before any rallies had taken place, Garrett Soldano, a chiropractor from Onsted, had created a Facebook page called Michiganders Against Excessive Quarantine. Within a month, the group counted more than four hundred thousand members. Soldano told me that he was stunned by the response and unsure how to proceed. He soon found himself on a Zoom call with Republican state ­senators—­“to figure out what we needed to do.” The senators recommended a petition to revoke Whitmer’s emergency powers. “That gave us a goal that we needed to achieve,” Soldano said.

			In early May, Facebook deleted several similar accounts, whose comments sections had devolved into profane, misogynistic attacks on Whitmer. On May 12, I was scrolling through Michiganders Against Excessive Quarantine when a member of the group said of the governor, “She is literally killing people, she must be stopped.” Another wrote, “Hopefully, Nuremburg style hearings will commence to shine the light on everyone who had a hand in this whole pandemic.” That afternoon, the page vanished.

			In an email, a Facebook spokesperson said that the group had been removed “for repeated violations of our Community Standards”; Soldano told me that he had been reprimanded for “advocating the spread of disease” after he ­live-­streamed a video from Karl Manke’s barbershop. When he set up a new page, many of his followers joined him there. Facebook’s censorship had only quickened their sense of dispossession, proven that their unseen enemies were real, and redoubled their determination to fight back.

			“They took away our stories, our truth!”

			“You just added fuel to the fire.”

			“THERE’S AN INFERNO BURNING.”

			In addition to being a chiropractor, Soldano worked as a motivational speaker. He had also authored a ­self-­help book, God’s True Law, in which he explained that disease could be “caused by interferences in the natural vibrational frequencies.” In 2019, he became a national director for Juice Plus+, a ­dietary-­supplement company with a multilevel marketing strategy modeled on the Amway structure. Two days after Facebook removed Michiganders Against Excessive Quarantine, Soldano launched a website called Stand Up Michigan, whose home page featured a video of him wearing a blue suit with a pocket square, standing outside the capitol in Lansing. “We want to be the lantern in the darkness of today’s challenges,” he proclaimed.

			The website promised subscribers “dynamic content,” such as “relevant and timely information on current issues” and “expert insight and education.” I became an “associate member” for ten dollars a ­month—­the cheapest ­option—­but never managed to log on. The only part of the site accessible for free was an online store, which sold backpacks ($190), yard signs ($150), and other merchandise. Products showcased the Stand Up logo: a silhouette of Paul Revere astride a galloping horse, holding a lantern.

			On May 21, Soldano organized a “Freedom Festival” in Newaygo, a small town on the Muskegon River. In a park with an outdoor amphitheater, ­corporate-­looking banners read equip and empower; tables under tents displayed Stand Up apparel. Hundreds of people spread blankets on the grass and hunkered down in camping chairs. Eventually, Soldano took the stage. He’d been a linebacker for Western Michigan University and remained solidly constructed. In his book, Soldano writes that “resonation (Law of Vibration) is an energy field you send out to God”; therefore, “whatever you focus on becomes your reality.” As he led the crowd in chants of “USA,” the author appeared to put this theory into practice, beaming with the spirited positivity of an ardent convert to the power of vibes. Then he issued a nonsensical series of words with such thrumming emotion that it was difficult not to be inspired by them: “Every action is a call set in motion, and its effects build on past effects, to move us in a definite direction. That direction is our destiny. That direction is the new America!” He added, “Buy some T-­shirts, support the movement.”

			Everybody in Newaygo, not just Soldano, looked decidedly happy. Happy to be outside. Happy to be unmasked. And happy to be in ­like-­minded company. When a woman near me asked a family at a picnic table if she could sit with them, a man told her, “If you don’t mind not ­social-­distancing.”

			“The only thing we’re gonna spread is democracy and freedom,” she replied.

			The atmosphere of embattled camaraderie reminded me of a customer at Manke’s barbershop who had been placing flowers on his mother’s grave every Mother’s Day for the past sixty years. Usually, there were so many mourners that the free cone vases for bouquets went fast. “I always keep one in the truck,” the man explained. This year, the cemetery was deserted. “There were tons of cones,” he said. “I was shocked.” As he spoke, the other customers wagged their heads. The story illustrated for them something unspeakably grim, not about the virus but about a society that had lost its moorings.

			I spent most of Freedom Festival toward the front of the audience, near the stage, beside a ­pot­bellied man in a stand up michigan hat and shirt. He was so profoundly in agreement with everything being said that he resembled a worshipper at a Baptist revival, punctuating the speeches with yelps of “Yes!” and “All right!” At one point, the owner of a ­mixed-­martial-­arts studio informed the crowd that he had reopened his gym after researching COVID-­19 and concluding that widespread exposure to the virus would “perpetuate and move the species throughout history.” My neighbor fervently applauded. When Toby Keith’s “Courtesy of the Red, White and Blue” came on, he seemed momentarily overwhelmed. “I love this music,” he told me. “I love this, brother.” He scanned the park, taking it all in.

			“These are my people.”
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