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TO PRESIDENT DONALD J. TRUMP AND FIRST LADY MELANIA TRUMP AND THE ENTIRE TRUMP FAMILY FOR MAKING AMERICA GREAT AGAIN.




COREY R. LEWANDOWSKI


To my wife, Alison, and our kids, Abigail, Alex, Owen, and Reagan. I could not have embarked on this amazing journey without your help and support. Because of your resolve we have helped to change the world. Thank you for everything!


And to Mom, you never let me quit anything. I owe you so much. I love you all!






DAVID N. BOSSIE


To my wonderful wife, Susan, and our beautiful children, Isabella, Griffin, Lily, and Maggie.Your love and laughter continue to inspire me on our incredible journey together.


And to my parents, Norm and Marie. Thank you for instilling in me a strong work ethic and a love of country. I love you all very much.






















I pledge to every citizen of our land that I will be president for all Americans, and this is so important to me. For those who have chosen not to support me in the past, of which there were a few people… [laughter] I’m reaching out to you for your guidance and your help so that we can work together and unify our great country.


—DONALD J. TRUMP, VICTORY SPEECH, NOVEMBER 8, 2016


















CHAPTER 1



ELECTION NIGHT




Donald Trump’s chances of winning are approaching zero.


—WASHINGTON POST, OCTOBER 24, 2016






Donald Trump Stands a Real Chance of Being the Biggest Loser in Modern Elections


—HUFFINGTON POST, OCTOBER 27, 2016






Our final map has Clinton winning with 352 electoral votes.


—LOS ANGELES TIMES, NOVEMBER 6, 2016




DONALD J. TRUMP couldn’t have struck a more perfect tone in acknowledging his victory on election night. It’s hard to imagine what one might say in accepting a job at which so many were counting on you to succeed and so many others never wanted you to have in the first place. We’d like to think Americans of all political beliefs felt a little bit of optimism for our great country after President-elect Trump made his acceptance speech. In part because of the media coverage, it was one of the most bitter, contentious presidential elections in recent memory.


Yes, Donald Trump had said things typical politicians would never have said, but what needed to be said about the Washington establishment’s failure to stand up for the people they were elected to represent. He certainly hadn’t minced any words about his opponent, Hillary Clinton, just as she hadn’t about him. But that night, at that moment, it was important to the country to see Mr. Trump the same way we had seen him for the last two years: gracious, respectful, and speaking to and for all Americans, Republican, Democrat, and Independent—the Americas who have been forgotten for too long. President-elect Trump was gracious in thanking Hillary Clinton for her service to our country and asking Republicans and Democrats for their help and guidance.


Anyone who knows Donald Trump the way we do knows he was sincere during those few moments onstage, and even his critics praised his acceptance speech. Even the self-deprecating part about the “few people” who didn’t support him was pure Trump. But more than anything else, he was at that moment humbled by the honor that had been bestowed on him by a country he truly loves, confident in his abilities and the miracles possible when the free men and women of this great land work together to achieve greatness.


That was the Donald Trump America saw in the first hours of November 9, 2016, after Hillary Clinton had conceded the election. The twenty-four hours leading up to that moment were another story altogether.


At around one o’clock in the afternoon on Election Day, Dave Bossie left the campaign’s war room in Trump Tower and made the five-minute walk to 30 Rock to do an interview with Hallie Jackson on MSNBC. Jackson had asked him where he was most concerned. “It’s not a concern,” he said. “We just have our path to 270.” Over and over he had told interviewers that week that Trump’s gateway to the presidency ran through North Carolina, Ohio, Iowa, and Florida. On Jackson’s show he sounded knowledgeable, confident.


But on his way back to Trump Tower he was just trying to keep straight the thoughts that flared in his mind. He had been talking to the campaign’s state directors all day, people like Mike Rubino in Virginia, Scott Hagerstrom in Michigan, Eric Branstad in Iowa, Bob Paduchik in Ohio, Susie Wiles in Florida, and David Urban in Pennsylvania. All key battleground states. All giving him anecdotal reports like, “It’s raining in Cleveland” or, “The turnout is low in these precincts” or, “They have machine problems in Philly” (no surprise there).


In one moment he was sure Trump would win. In the next, he thought we didn’t have a chance.


By late afternoon, it looked like the latter. In the war room, on the fourteenth floor of Trump Tower, a space that had once housed the set for The Apprentice, it was all hands on deck. Ivanka, Don Jr., Don Jr.’s wife, Vanessa, Eric, and Eric’s wife, Lara, were working the phones. Our communications team, led by Hope Hicks, Jason Miller, Jessica Ditto, and Boris Epshteyn was heroic. People such as Bryan Lanza, Kaelan Dorr, Clay Shoemaker, Chris Byrne, Steven Chung, Andy Surabian, Cliff Sims, and others, some of whom had been with the campaign since the beginning, were calling top-five radio shows in key markets such as North Carolina, Florida, and Ohio. During the campaign, the Trump children did scores and scores of interviews, and on Election Day they did one right after the other.


“Go out and vote for my father,” they said.


“Hurry, before the polls close!”


The truth was, some on the campaign were already jumping ship. The Friday before the election, Sean Spicer, then the chief strategist for the Republican National Committee and a campaign adviser, called a meeting at RNC headquarters in which his team gave tier-one network reporters its predicted totals for the Electoral College vote. The information was strictly on background and under embargo. In that meeting, the Republican data team said that Donald Trump would get no more than 204 electoral votes, and that he had little chance of winning any of the battleground states, and that even dead-red Georgia was a toss-up. On the record, Spicer and the RNC’s chief of staff, Katie Walsh, did several network and newspaper briefings just before the election in which they downplayed the race at the top of the ticket and instead talked about the importance of down-ballot races and the improvement in the RNC’s ground game. But Spicer was so convinced of a Trump loss that he was actively petitioning networks for a job the week before the election. In the coming months, a lack of loyalty would split the new administration in two. The actions of Spicer and other RNC staff helped widen that divide.


Because of these actions, Mr. Trump never fully trusted the RNC team.


By five o’clock on election night, though, something close to panic had set in in the war room. That’s when the candidate himself took to the phone. When Jason Miller joined the campaign as communications adviser, and Paul Manafort was still the campaign’s chairman, the two would come up with lengthy briefing notes for Trump’s radio interviews containing information like “This guy’s located in X city or market and has been the show’s host for X number of years, and he has an X-thousand-person listenership.” Trump would look at the paper and say, “What the fuck is this? I don’t need all this. Just give me a phone number and tell me who to call.”


In any traditional campaign, with any traditional candidate, a staffer would call the radio producer and say something like, “Hold on for Mrs. Clinton in three minutes.” But not with our candidate.


“Hi, this is Donald Trump,” he said into the receiver. “Let me speak to the host.” And that’s what he did in the war room, call after call. Some of the producers didn’t believe him. “No, you’re not,” they said. “Yes, I am,” Trump would say. It would have been hysterical if the presidency of the United States hadn’t been on the line. Things were upside down. And they only got worse.


Meanwhile, in Washington, DC, Donald Trump’s first campaign manager was steaming. It was the last place Corey R. Lewandowski wanted to be. For the first time in living memory, both presidential candidates were spending election night in New York City. Hillary Clinton’s campaign was headquartered at the Jacob K. Javits Convention Center on the far west side of Manhattan, while Donald Trump’s campaign war room was in Trump Tower. The Trump campaign had booked the New York Hilton Midtown on Sixth Avenue for its after-party, while Hillary and Bill took a suite at the Peninsula Hotel, just a little over a block away. But CNN, in its infinite wisdom (as Corey likes to say), had decided the best place for Donald Trump’s former campaign manager to broadcast his election-night commentary from was the CNN studio in Washington.


Corey Lewandowski’s relationship with Jeff Zucker, the president of CNN, was good but colorful. And though CNN and Zucker feigned outrage at some of the things Corey did while he was working for the network, including catching a ride on Trump Force One, the 757 with TRUMP emblazoned on the fuselage, while the rest of the press corps languished behind, they were mostly thrilled with the information that only he had or could share with their viewers. That access had helped provide Anderson Cooper with an interview with Melania Trump days after the Access Hollywood tape turned the Trump campaign upside down.


But on election night, of all nights, Zucker wouldn’t let Corey go to New York, where he longed to be more than anywhere in the world. He wanted to be with the team, his team, which he never really left.


In the CNN studio, when the early numbers indicated that the election was going to go as the mainstream media predicted, the cable news anchors and commentators were having a good time at Corey’s expense, both on camera and off. No matter how much the Wolf Blitzers, the John Kings, the Jake Tappers, and the scores of reporters from other networks professed their evenhandedness and their unbiased approach to covering the election, the truth was they almost unanimously wanted Trump to lose. Some disliked the candidate intensely. Many disliked Corey because he worked for Trump. Later in the evening, the political commentator Van Jones would call Corey “a horrible person.”


Corey, however, didn’t give a fuck what they thought.


All he cared about were the returns and winning.


At exactly 5:01 p.m., Dave was in his office when his BlackBerry rang. On the line was Chris Vlasto, a senior producer at ABC. Dave and Vlasto’s relationship went back over twenty years. They knew each other from the Clintons’ Whitewater and campaign-finance investigations, when Vlasto was the producer of an investigative news team and Dave was the chief investigator for the House Committee on Government Reform and Oversight.


“Are you sitting down?” Vlasto asked.


“Oh boy,” Dave said. “This can’t be good.”


“No, it’s not. You guys are in for a long night.”


Vlasto had the early exit numbers that the consortium of news networks—the Associated Press, ABC News, CBS News, CNN, Fox News, and NBC News—had collected. The consortium followed eleven battleground states, including Ohio, Florida, and Pennsylvania. Trump was down in eight of the eleven states by five to eight points. The news was devastating. A kill shot.


You just don’t come back from spreads like that, Dave thought. There just weren’t enough votes out there to come back from five to eight points down.


Dave wrote the numbers Vlasto gave him on a piece of copy paper on which he had previously scribbled some precinct turnout numbers from Cuyahoga County, Ohio. He then left his office and walked down the internal staircase to the fifth floor, where the campaign’s Election Day war room was located. In Trump Tower, going from the fourteenth floor to the fifth floor means traveling only one level. The missing numbers have something to do with either the height of the lobby or real estate value—take your pick. On five, he ran into Stephen K. Bannon, the campaign’s CEO and strategist, who had just come out of the inner war room, a smaller, private data and troubleshooting office for senior campaign staff.


“What’s up?” Bannon asked.


Dave had just finished reading Bannon the numbers when Mr. Trump’s son-in-law Jared Kushner walked over to them. Dave started from the beginning and began reading the numbers to Jared. Then Reince Priebus, the Republican National Committee’s chairman, joined the huddle. For privacy, the group went out to the balcony that overlooked Fifth Avenue. There, Dave began to read the dismal numbers for the fourth time, but this time something struck him as odd. According to the consortium’s exit poll numbers, Trump was down seven points in Colorado.


Jared called his father-in-law in the residence and tried to soft-pedal Vlasto’s numbers.


“Melania,” Mr. Trump called to his wife, “Jared says we’re going to lose.”


Mr. Trump then snapped his flip phone closed and tossed it across the room and onto the bed. “What a waste of time and money,” he said.


At 5:34, Dave received an email from Vlasto with the early exits he had requested. He scrolled down to the bottom of the page where there were two footnotes describing what the asterisks next to some of the numbers meant. One asterisk signified a “partial phone and exit poll.” Two asterisks meant “all phone and no exit poll.” Colorado was one of the states marked with two asterisks. Colorado votes 100 percent by mail-in ballot. There was no way to have accurately polled people who mailed in their ballots over the previous days or weeks.


Dave took the sheet and found Jared, Bannon, and Priebus.


“I think these numbers are bad,” he told them.


At around nine o’clock, the boss arrived in the war room on the fourteenth floor and stood in front of a wall mounted with six seventy-five-inch TVs, all showing different networks. The number of people in the room had somehow swelled. There were dozens of pizza boxes piled on the tables. Melania Trump was there, as were the Trump kids. Governor Mike Pence, his wife, Karen, and their daughter, Charlotte, were there. New Jersey Governor Chris Christie was there, as was Dr. Ben Carson. Bob Mercer, the reclusive conservative billionaire, was dressed in a dapper three-piece gray suit. Bannon said he looked like Rich Uncle Pennybags, the Monopoly man. Dave’s wife, Susan, and his son Griffin, his nephew Daniel, and his brother-in-law, Scott Hall, were there. They had gotten separated from the rest of Dave’s family, who were over at the Hilton with everyone else. They all closed in around Governor Pence and Donald Trump.


Election Day is the worst day of any campaign. It’s the day when you let go of the steering wheel and leave your destination up to fate. Most people in politics don’t do well when it’s fate’s turn to drive, especially when the car you’re in seems to be headed off a cliff.


The team led by Dave and scheduler Caroline Wiles had the gas pedal to the floor during the last days on the road. From the Phoenix “Trumpmania” event in July 2015 to Grand Rapids on Election Day morning, Donald Trump’s rallies were the driving force of the campaign. But the final swing Dave had built was just a stone killer, three days of crisscrossing the country, doing six events a day, and finally landing in Michigan after midnight on Election Day.


As the boss watched the TVs in the war room, his hopes were falling apart. We were down in Ohio, down in Florida, and down in North Carolina.


“Hey geniuses,” the boss said to no one in particular, “how’s this working for us?”


Dave went over and tried to reassure him, echoing the same things that Jared, Steve, and Kellyanne Conway had said. “It’s the early vote and absentee ballots,” he said. The Democrats put all their emphasis there and ignored Election Day. “They cannibalized their Election Day vote.” Though Trump was down significantly in absentee and early voting in North Carolina, the spread wasn’t as much as Romney’s four years earlier. Romney made up the difference on Election Day and came back to win his only battleground state victory. The team was positive that the Trump campaign would do the same, if for no other reason than Hillary’s numbers in the urban areas weren’t nearly as strong as Obama’s. The team had made the same argument to several networks and newspapers over the previous few days. Fox’s political editor Chris Stirewalt was pointedly skeptical. Still, the team was able to convince the network to change its prediction for North Carolina from leaning toward Clinton to a toss-up—or at least it did for a little while. We took it as a small victory, but Fox changed the forecast back to leaning toward Hillary before Election Day.


The boss wasn’t convinced. “Look at the numbers, genius,” he said.


But the numbers had already started to turn. The undercover Trump voters, as Kellyanne Conway called them, the ones who didn’t believe the Left’s propaganda against Trump but who felt isolated by it, were streaming to the polls and finally got their say.


The shift in momentum began as a feeling. Dave called Susie Wiles, Trump’s state campaign manager in Florida, for the twenty-fifth time, or so it seemed. She had overseen setting up a state war room in which every possible outcome could be calculated, based on absentee ballots and early voting. Susie and her team knew the numbers they had to hit in each of the state’s sixty-seven counties. And, going into the election, she was confident that candidate Trump was going to win the state. Vlasto’s numbers had Trump down by five in Florida. As the polls closed, with data collection and analysis, her confidence hadn’t wavered. The margins in the southernmost “D counties,” or Democratic counties, told the story. The narrow spreads in those counties boded well for Trump’s chances.


Dave took the internal staircase to Bill Stepien on the fifth floor. Stepien had been New Jersey Governor Chris Christie’s top political aide before Christie fired him over the Bridgegate scandal. He had joined Trump’s team in August as the campaign’s national field director. Along with his deputy Justin Clark and their team, Stepien had worked feverishly on the absentee and early voting results for weeks leading up to Election Day. On Election Day, it was his job to keep track of the results down to the county and precinct level. Jared and Bannon asked Stepien to do a deep dive county by county in Florida. He used the official election results map from the Florida secretary of state and, starting with Key West and Monroe County, began his way north. By the time he and his team reached Hillsborough and Pinellas Counties, on the I-4 corridor in the Tampa area, they knew Florida was in Trump’s column.


At the same time, Dave was on the phone with Eric Branstad, the state director in Iowa. With 25 percent of the vote in, Trump was down by forty thousand votes. Branstad ensured him they were right where they wanted to be. “It’s all the early urban and Des Moines area,” he said. “Don’t worry; we’re not going to have a problem.” Dave then called Mike Rubino in Virginia, and the state directors in North Carolina, Michigan, Wisconsin, and Ohio.


The flip seemed to happen in minutes; Trump went from forty thousand down in Iowa to up the same number in the blink of an eye. When he did, the bedrock under Manhattan began to tremble. At 10:21 p.m., the networks called Ohio for Trump and the famous skyline began to shake and sway. At 11:07, North Carolina fell. The island split wide open when Florida tumbled at 11:30.


It was then we sent everyone, except senior staff, to the Hilton.


Around midnight about a dozen or so of us, including Governor Mike Pence, his wife, and their daughter; Kellyanne Conway, the campaign manager; Hope Hicks, communications expert; Stephen Miller, Trump’s speechwriter and policy adviser; Chris Christie; Bannon; Brad Parscale, the campaign digital director; the Trump children and their spouses; and the candidate went along with Dave up to the residence on the sixty-sixth floor of Trump Tower. Crammed into the kitchen, many of us watched the results on a tiny TV. We all thought we were going to win but were waiting for Pennsylvania, Michigan, and Wisconsin to be called. It seemed like an eternity. About one o’clock, Mr. Trump walked into the kitchen.


“Dave, can you believe this?” he said. “We just started this to have some fun.”


“We had some of that, too, sir,” Dave replied.


About two fifteen, we’d moved to the front foyer. It was there at 2:20 when Kellyanne’s phone rang.


“What state are you calling?” she asked the AP editor.


“We’re not calling a state,” he said. “We’re calling the race.”


Dave had the privilege of informing Governor Pence, who was in the living room with Karen and Charlotte, that he was now the vice president elect of the United States.


It took the president-elect, the vice president elect, their families, and the senior campaign staff less than ten minutes to get from the foyer of the residence at the top of Trump Tower to backstage at the Hilton a few blocks away. The Secret Service and the NYPD had the streets blocked off.


Earlier in the week, Robby Mook, Hillary Clinton’s campaign manager, perhaps with the thought of the Al Gore’s loss to George W. Bush in 2000 in mind, had emailed and issued what was essentially an ultimatum. Mook said that if they lost, which of course they didn’t expect to do, they would call and concede within fifteen minutes after the AP called the race. But, he said, she would also wait only fifteen minutes for Trump’s campaign to phone before she gave a victory speech. To Hillary’s credit Huma Abedin called Kellyanne just as we arrived backstage at the Hilton.


“Is Mr. Trump available to talk with Hillary?” Huma asked.


“Oh yes,” Kellyanne answered. “He’s very available.”


The concession call was a gracious exchange, Kellyanne told interviewers. Mrs. Clinton was cordial and warm. At 3:00 a.m., the vice president elect and his family took the stage. Mr. Pence thanked the wildly cheering crowd and then announced the president-elect. George Gigicos, the campaign’s advance director, cued the stirring music, and after waiting a few moments to build the drama, President-Elect Trump, his wife, Melania, and the Trump children walked down a staircase and around a long catwalk, a route George had arranged to be reminiscent of Mr. Trump’s escalator ride when he launched his campaign back in June of 2015, and onto the stage. The expression on the face of President-elect Trump was one of pure gratitude. It had always been his connection with the people that fueled him and us during the campaign. Mr. Trump had invited the senior staff to join him. He hadn’t allowed anyone to begin drafting an acceptance speech until we knew victory was assured. He didn’t want to jinx himself. Jared, Ivanka, Stephen Miller, Steve Bannon, and Kellyanne huddled over Miller’s computer and fashioned a speech just in the nick of time.


As he delivered it, surrounded by family and staff, Donald J. Trump stepped into the history books as the next president of the United States of America.


At four o’clock in the morning, after being onstage for the acceptance speech, Dave walked back with the president-elect and his family to the Hilton’s service elevator, which was big enough to haul grain. At street level, they walked back to the loading dock and to the waiting motorcade.


Instead of riding back to Trump Tower with the boss, Dave wanted to find Susan and his kids. During the campaign, he’d missed the birthday of his daughter Maggie Reagan, and had missed Maggie’s first day of kindergarten. He’d missed his daughter Lily’s field hockey season, Griffin’s fall baseball season, and all of his daughter Isabella’s softball season. He’d missed watching SEC football with his son. He missed Halloween. Now, more than anything, he wanted to kiss his wife and hug his kids. As the motorcade pulled away, Dave stood in the street alone.


The victory party was winding down, and Trump fans in various states of intoxication and euphoria spilled into the street. He found Susan and the kids in front of the hotel on Sixth Avenue. Together they walked a deserted Fifty-Fourth Street toward the apartment Dave had taken for the campaign. Steam rose from the manhole covers. The smell of hotel trash filled their nostrils. A man sprayed the sidewalk with a hose. The scene was like something out of a film noir. For the last ten weeks, Dave had been at the center of a political tornado. It had taken all he was able to give. Now, walking with his family on the desolate street, he took a deep breath that felt to him like his first in months.


It would have been impossible then for Dave, or Corey, to step away from the intensity of election night and see the moment for what it was: the culmination of the greatest political event in the history of our republic. It was certainly the story of the most talented and unique candidate ever. A political phenomenon, Donald Trump was elected president of the United States without having ever run for public office or having even served in government in any capacity. He captured the imagination of a country, dominated news cycles for eighteen months straight, and led a movement like none that had been seen before. If it hadn’t happened before their own eyes, Donald J. Trump’s ride to the White House would have been a story hard for them to believe.


In the pages ahead, you’ll find out why. You’ll be backstage at Trump’s rallies. You’ll fly with us on Trump Force One, and ride along with us in motorcades. You’ll be in the minds and hearts of those who played supporting roles, and you’ll come to see the star of the show in a completely different light. This book is also the personal journey of two ordinary guys thrust into the most extraordinary of circumstances. We tell this story without restraint. Loyalty and the unvarnished truth can coexist. In fact, one doesn’t survive without the other. We speak in one voice, and for no one but ourselves. This story isn’t about us; however, it’s about a candidate like no other and the team that helped propel him to the White House.


And it’s a story that begins where the best long shots are born.













CHAPTER 2



HOUSE MONEY




The word “luck” is a very important word—very important. There’s no more important word than “luck.” But you can help create your own luck.


—DONALD J. TRUMP, APRIL 24, 1988




YOU MIGHT NOT KNOW IT from looking at him, but Donald Trump is one of the most superstitious men that most people have ever met. Sometimes, he’ll throw salt over his shoulder before he eats. He called Fox and Friends every Monday morning during the primaries because he didn’t want to change a winning routine. And he believes that some people, usually ones with low energy, carry bad luck and need to be avoided at all cost.


If you worked for Mr. Trump, you knew there were certain rules.


We were never allowed to celebrate before a win was certain, and we always had to take our losses with grace. Anything else and you’d invite in some bad juju. It’s the reason that come election night we didn’t have a victory speech—or a concession speech—written ahead of time.


“Don’t jinx me,” Mr. Trump would say.


Who knows? Maybe it’s adhering to all these little rules and rituals that’s kept Donald J. Trump in such good standing with the universe all these years. Like Midas, he’s turned everything he’s touched into gold: real estate, hotels, publishing, television, and now politics. Still, sometimes it astounds us both—the way it baffled the media and half the American electorate for so long—that Donald Trump and this ragtag band of outsiders, misfits, and political neophytes was able to pull off the biggest electoral upset in American political history. Then again, as the boss always reminded us, we had the best candidate to ever put his name on a ballot.


Still, considering how our story turns out, the backdrop of Las Vegas is a pretty good place for it to start.


It was sometime in 2010 when Dave picked up his BlackBerry, the retro phone he still refuses to part with, and dialed his friend in Vegas. Three-quarters of the way across the country, Steve Wynn took the call in his casino-floor office in “The Wynn,” as they call his five-star hotel and casino, the one with the stunning seventy-foot waterfall that tumbles into a three-acre man-made lake.


The call had little to do with politics. Dave was going to try to ply some swag out of Mr. Wynn for an auction held at the annual golf tournament he ran. “Ply” isn’t the right word. The tournament raised money for the Children’s National Medical Center in Washington, DC, a hospital that Dave knew the inner workings of intimately. Surgeons there had operated on his son, Griffin, when he was just three years old to fix holes in his heart. You see, Griffin was a miracle baby. He had already had a heart surgery at two days old to fix the descending aorta of his heart, which was too narrow to get blood out to his body. Though it was successful, Griffin would have five more major surgeries: one on his heart and four on his brain. Through all of them, Dave and Susan sat anxiously in hospital waiting rooms and on hard benches outside cardiac or neurology operating rooms, waiting for the results. During Griffin’s brain surgery, doctors suggested that Dave and Susan go out and spend a day together in New York City, where they’d gone for a specialist. This might be a long one, they said. Could be up to eighteen hours long. Instead, Dave and Susan stayed near the operating room, knowing the odds of their son surviving were almost unbearably low. The hospital had made them sign papers acknowledging it.


Inside, the team of neurological interventionists took turns going through the veins in Griffin’s brain—his head, because of significant hydrocephalus, was nearly the size of an adult male’s, though his body stayed as small as a toddler’s—and watching it the whole time on multiple high-definition screens above their heads.


Then, just a couple of hours in, something happened. Just as the doctors were getting at the area near his vein of Galen aneurism that they’d gone in to seal up, the blood vessel sealed on its own. The doctors watched on the screen, amazed. They cut the surgery short and paged Dave and Susan, who were getting breakfast with Susan’s sister, Nathalie, who had flown in from Denver to help out. They thought the worst because only a short time had passed.


“Your son’s a miracle,” Dr. Alejandro Berenstein, the lead surgeon, said. “I’ve never heard of anything like that happening, let alone seen it.”


And just like that, in a few hours, Susan and Dave saw hope. Even with three more brain surgeries and one open-heart surgery, Griffin had a future.


So Dave and a buddy, Mike Murray, who would later become one of Ben Carson’s campaign managers, decided to run a golf tournament for the renowned DC children’s hospital, and their friends were always happy to support it. And Steve Wynn, though he was a relatively new friend, was no exception.


Frank Luntz, the coarchitect of Newt Gingrich’s Contract with America, had introduced Dave to Steve Wynn in early 2010. Later, Dave flew out to Vegas and had dinner with Wynn in the steak house in his casino. Dave, the president of a nonprofit conservative political organization, had recently won a lawsuit against the Federal Election Commission in a First Amendment case you might have heard of. The Supreme Court’s Citizens United decision in January 2010 would rewrite US campaign finance laws, ensuring that money spent for political purposes was protected as free speech under the Constitution and couldn’t be regulated by the government. As a businessman and a frequent political donor, Wynn was someone Luntz thought Dave should know. He also thought the two would get along. He was right. They did.


Wynn promised Dave several great prizes for his tournament, including room comps and a foursome at his beautiful Wynn Golf Club, a par-70 course right by his casino in Vegas. Had the phone call ended after Steve Wynn’s display of generosity, Dave would have been perfectly content. But luckily, for our sake, the conversation continued, and that’s when Lady Luck began to smile on our story. Dave mentioned that he held the tournament at what was then known as the Loews Island resort golf club in DC.


“My friend Donald Trump just bought that golf course,” Wynn told him.


Dave doesn’t like to brag, but since we’re writing this book together, he doesn’t have to. He is good at what he does, and you don’t become a political operative of Dave Bossie’s magnitude without recognizing an opportunity when you hear one. He stored the information about Trump and a month or so later called Wynn back.


“You think you could introduce me to Donald Trump?” he asked. Although he didn’t know exactly what Trump would do for him, he figured getting to know the owner of the course where he held the tournament could only have an upside. On this crap table, he saw no harm in throwing the dice.


There wasn’t any harm. Without missing a beat, Wynn called out to his assistant.


“Cindy, get the Donald on the phone for me, please.”


And just like that, Dave was on a conference call with two billionaires.


“Any friend of Steve’s is a friend of mine,” Trump would say after the introductions. “Next time you’re in New York, come see me.”


“Funny,” Dave said, “I’m scheduled to be in New York City in the next couple of weeks.”


As there was no such scheduled trip, Dave made a mental note to make the reservations as soon as he hung up.


When Trump got off the line, Steve Wynn had some parting advice.


“Ask Donald to waive the fee for the course,” he told Dave.


I’m on a roll, Dave thought as he hung up the phone.


The next week he walked into Trump Tower for the first time in his life with a wish list of auction prizes in his head. In the elevator up to the twenty-sixth floor, where Donald Trump had his fantastic office, Dave started to have second thoughts about this plan he had hatched. Sure, it was for a good cause, but he was about to walk in to see Donald Trump, whom he knew only about as well as you could know anybody from television and a five-minute phone conversation, and ask for stuff. Besides, he was Donald Trump. The Apprentice. The Art of the Deal. Trump had succeeded spectacularly in the world of Manhattan real estate. There are no waters more dark and shark infested.


As it would turn out, Trump was easy to talk to and incredibly generous. He would say yes to every single item on Dave’s list, which, by the end of the meeting, had grown to include foursomes at his Trump National Bedminster, Trump National Westchester, Trump International West Palm Beach, a day on the set of The Apprentice for four people, a dinner for six with the Donald himself at Jean-Georges, the famous Manhattan restaurant, and a $5,000 donation from Mr. Trump to Children’s National Medical Center.


Over the years, Mr. Trump has also been more than gracious to Griffin, who has grown into a healthy, grand slam–slugging fourteen-year-old golf enthusiast. Whenever the two of them see each other, they talk golf and baseball. Not many people know this, but Trump was a pretty good ballplayer himself back in high school. Sometimes during the campaign to come, Dave would hear him talk about it, usually during long rides in the car or the private airplane. But hardly ever to a crowd. Mr. Trump was also thoughtful and gracious to Dave’s girls. He knew they played tennis and one day he called Dave and said Serena Williams was going to be at Trump National to open his tennis facility. He told Dave to bring the girls.


Still, there was a point in that first meeting when Dave thought he might have ruined the whole deal.


“Steve Wynn suggested that I ask you for the golf course for free,” he said.


Trump’s benevolent smile faded.


“Oh, Steve’s a good friend,” Trump muttered finally. The real estate mogul’s eyes began to narrow. In the coming years, Dave would grow to know that look well. It was his “tough as nails” look, a New York real estate killer look. Sometimes, before Trump did interviews on shows like O’Reilly or Hannity, he’d turn to Hope Hicks or Keith Schiller, his longtime bodyguard, Jason Miller, or Corey or Dave to ask if the stare was up to par that day.


“How’s the look?” he’d say, looking straight through the camera.


But this was the first time that Dave had ever seen the iron girder stare. Behind it, he could practically see Mr. Trump imagining Steve Wynn chuckling, feet up on his desk in Sin City. He could also see Trump plotting how he was going to get even.


But just as fast as “the look” came, it disappeared. Trump explained to Dave that he had golf courses all over the world, and had friends who ran fantastic charity tournaments on just about every one of them.


“If I set a precedent with you, then how could I say no to anyone else?” he asked. “My manager wouldn’t be able to make it work. But I will do something nice for you. Don’t worry, you’ll love it.”


He then invited Dave to lunch at the Trump Grill in the atrium of Trump Tower. At the table, Trump began to take his end of the deal.


Though Dave knew the topic of politics would come up, he didn’t go to see Trump with any other motive besides making a connection for his golf tournament. In fact, he was hoping to sidestep an in-depth political discussion. Like everyone else, he knew Trump’s reputation for false political starts. Donald Trump had been considering running for president as far back as 1987, when a “Draft Trump” movement caught fire and blazed through the press. It was way back then when he gave perhaps his first political speech at a restaurant in Portsmouth, New Hampshire. His appearance packed the place and cameras televised the event. It was a harbinger of things to come.


After lunch, Trump told Dave that he would be in touch. It was a promise he kept. The day of the tournament, Dave kept his phone on in case anyone had a problem. It rang when he was playing the sixth hole. Mr. Trump wanted to know how he liked the golf course, the food, and the staff.


During 2011, Dave and Trump spoke on the phone often. In June 2011 in New Hampshire, Mitt Romney announced he was running for the presidency in 2012, and soon Trump was telling Dave that Mitt was a terrible candidate, an opinion that was widely shared among Republican political pros and, ultimately, with good old Republican voters alike. Finally, during one conversation, Dave asked the question that had been hanging in the air.


“Do you want to run?”


“I don’t know,” Trump said. “I want to, but…”


Despite Donald Trump’s past political performance, it was a substantial enough maybe for Dave to put in some work on a little exploratory operation.


“Let’s see what we come up with,” he said.


That year, Dave commissioned a poll, just to test the waters, with questions like: “Would you like to see Donald Trump get in the race?” “Do you think Donald Trump would make a good president?” and “Do we need a businessperson as president?”


When the numbers came in, they showed that Trump’s name recognition was off the charts, but Dave already knew that. They also revealed that Mr. Trump’s business credentials registered higher with prospective voters than Romney’s did. But that wasn’t such big news. What did surprise Dave was that the poll said that Trump would beat Romney head-to-head in some important primary states.


There was only one real negative, but it was a big one. The prospective voters didn’t believe he would run. Still, the poll was perhaps the first documented evidence that Donald J. Trump would be a formidable candidate for the Republican nomination.


Trump ended up endorsing Romney on February 2, 2012, from the event stage of the Trump International Hotel in Las Vegas, just a few hundred feet from the floor of Steve Wynn’s casino.


“There are some things that you can’t imagine happening in your life,” Romney said, standing next to Trump the day he received his support. “And this is one of them.”


There’s no way for us to know for sure if Mitt was trying to be sarcastic or not. If he was, he changed his tune when the endorsement began to translate to votes in Michigan, Ohio, and other prominent Republican states. Just after he endorsed Romney, during the tight final weeks of the election, Trump recorded a few robocalls—political-speak for those prerecorded phone messages that always seem to come as you’re sitting down to dinner—raving about Mitt Romney and running down some of the other candidates. Just about every night, voters in individual battleground towns would get a one-minute phone call from Donald Trump himself, all smooth and earnest and fired up about Mitt.


“I support Mitt Romney because he’s the outsider in the race,” he’d say. “He’s a good man; he’s working hard. We’ve gotta get him elected because he’s the one man who’ll beat President Obama. He will win. You’ve gotta give him that chance.”


Friendly, casual, and honest—just like the straight-to-camera Facebook monologues that’d go viral in 2016 and help him win his campaign.


Unfortunately, Mitt didn’t end up being very lucky. Yet his loss to Barack Obama in 2012 turned out to be most fortunate for the billionaire builder and Vegas casino owner who had endorsed him. In hindsight, the turn of events shouldn’t have been much of a surprise. Ask any seasoned gambler on the Strip, and they’ll tell you.


The house always wins.
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