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For my daughter.
—BL


For all the women who confront sexual harassment, and for my husband and sons and the other men who get it.
—ME
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BUNGALOW 22


Note from Barry Levine


To find Donald Trump’s favorite bungalow at the Beverly Hills Hotel, start by ascending the red-carpeted steps that lead inside the pink stucco landmark built in 1912. Once inside the grand lobby, walk past reception and continue toward the famed Polo Lounge, where decades ago Hollywood heavyweights like Douglas Fairbanks, Humphrey Bogart, and the Rat Pack once held court.


To the right of the lounge you’ll see an exit door, which leads to a shady path. Tropical plants and citrus trees line the walkway as it takes you away from the hotel’s main building. Nestled amid the lush greenery of the winding passage are the hotel’s most famous accommodations—the bungalows. There are twenty-three in all, and the history of their occupants could fill many a gossip column: Elizabeth Taylor spent six of her eight wedding nights in Bungalow 5; Howard Hughes lived in Bungalow 4 on and off for thirty years; and John Lennon and Yoko Ono used Bungalow 11 as their hideout.


One day in March 2019, a hotel employee guides me to Bungalow 22, the only one of the private villas without a green and white marker. It has an octagonal ceiling, a terrace fireplace, Palm Springs mid-century furnishings, and a grand piano. In addition to being Trump’s preferred rendezvous locale, it’s also rumored to have been Sinatra’s favorite.


Hotel advertising describes the bungalow as a “wonderfully private and luxurious experience, steeped in ultimate glamour.” It also teases, “If these walls could talk . . .”


No need.


From adult film star Stormy Daniels’s exposé about her liaisons with the future president on 60 Minutes to former Playboy playmate Karen McDougal’s CNN interview to the details provided in the defamation lawsuit that ex-Apprentice contestant Summer Zervos filed against the president, we have a pretty good idea of their version of what went on inside the bungalows when Trump was staying there.


Stormy has said it was here that she watched Shark Week with Trump and ate swordfish. While their bungalow get-together was supposed to be about discussing her potential appearance on The Apprentice, she wrote in her book that Trump, feeling frisky, “started to trace his finger on my thigh.”


Karen, meanwhile, remembered that their “first date”—around the time of his June 14 birthday in 2006—ended in a bungalow here with him offering to pay her after sex.


“Did he actually try to hand you money?” Anderson Cooper asked her in their CNN interview.


“He did. He did,” McDougal responded. “And I said, I just had this look of . . . I don’t even know how to describe the look on my face . . . must have been so sad because I had never been offered money like that.”


It was also here that some of the events alleged in Summer’s lawuit against Trump took place. In her court papers, she claims a 2007 incident at a Beverly Hills Hotel bungalow began after Trump emerged from a bedroom and “immediately started kissing [her] open mouthed, pulling her towards him.”


It went downhill from there with Summer claiming Trump “grabbed her shoulder, again kissing her very aggressively, and placed his hand on her breast” before she “pulled back and walked to another part of the room.”


The documents describe his allegedly continuing advances and her continued attempts to rebuff him until “he paced around the room and seemed angry,” adding: “He told her that he did not believe that she had ever known love or been in love.”


Did he meet these women in Bungalow 22, or one of the others here? Accounts aren’t clear, though Bungalow 22 was the site of a Trump casting call in 2008 for a short-lived MTV reality series called The Girls of Hedsor Hall, in which “a dozen young American women with unladylike traits would be shipped off to an English country house to learn social graces.” According to the Washington Post, Trump “held court” as a series of possible contestants presented themselves. Trump allegedly suggested trying to find more attractive participants.


As I wandered the grounds of the Beverly Hills Hotel, I couldn’t help but wonder about the influences in Donald Trump’s life, including his long association with Hugh Hefner, the founder of Playboy magazine. Had the president’s long history of affairs and boorish behavior just been an exaggeration of his lifelong attempt to fulfill his inner Hugh Hefner?


As a student at New York Military Academy, the all-boys boarding school in which he enrolled in 1959, young Donald was probably no different than others his age in wanting to emulate the hedonistic Playboy founder. Trump’s five-year stint in the military academy began at age thirteen—six years after Hefner began pub-lishing his men’s magazine, which author Carrie Pitzulo wrote after his death, “defined an airbrushed and unattainable standard of feminine attraction and availability.”


I can envision a teenage Trump and his bunkmates after lights out, passing around a dog-eared copy of Playboy, checking out that month’s centerfold by flashlight and nodding off to Hef’s philosophy of manhood and of breast-filled midnight dreams. Of Trump’s times at the military academy, David Cay Johnston, one of his biographers, told me, “Donald has been living the year he was thirteen for the last sixty years.”


It was clear Trump was channeling Hefner on the first night he was alone with Stormy Daniels at a hotel suite in Lake Tahoe. Stormy writes in her book, Full Disclosure, that “Trump came swooping in, wearing black silk pajamas and slippers. ‘Hi there,’ he said. Look at this motherfucker, I thought . . . ‘Sorry to interrupt, Mr. Hefner. I’m looking for Mr. Trump . . . What are you doing? Go put some fucking clothes on.’”


One thing separates Trump from his would-be sexual idol, however. Like Trump, Hefner was accused over the years of various acts of sexual exploitation and abuse. But unlike Trump, the Playboy founder never faced a public reckoning like Trump did during the 2016 election. In the wake of the release of the “Access Hollywood tape” numerous women shared stories about Trump’s alleged sexual misconduct.


At the time this book went to the printer, the president had publicly faced allegations from two dozen different women. In addition to placing those previously reported allegations into a narrative that attempts to show the arc of Donald Trump’s relationship with women over his life, this book will reveal another forty-three allegations, bringing the total number to sixty-seven incidents of alleged inappropriate behavior, including twenty-six examples of unwanted sexual contact.


After what I had learned a year into the reporting of this book, I came here to the Beverly Hills Hotel to walk down that path to Bungalow 22—to try for a moment to walk in Donald Trump’s footsteps and to contemplate why, again and again, he was willing to take such risks and to act with so little regard for women.


Numb from months of interviews and research covering the endless string of affairs, propositions, lies, accusations, and disparaging comments made against women by Trump, I nonetheless continued to wrestle with what Trump could possibly have been thinking. Looking at the elegant surroundings, I wondered if he ever imagined the trouble he would get himself into years later during his presidency because of his extramarital affairs with Stormy and Karen (the “hush money” mistresses, I call them).


As you will read in these pages, there are many places where Trump carried out his womanizing—places like Mar-a-Lago in Palm Beach, Trump Tower on Fifth Avenue, and the $100 million yacht he dubbed the Trump Princess as well as a string of exclusive nightclubs and private hotel suites. Of all these locations, however, the bungalows here, some costing as much as $17,000 a night, seemed to call out to him as a haven as he conducted his indiscretions early on in his third marriage.


Before bringing Stormy and Karen and Summer here, he even entertained the future Melania Trump on the premises. Then his girlfriend, there’s a photo of Trump and Melania outside the Beverly Hills Hotel from February 2004. The occasion was the 14th Annual Night of 100 Stars Oscar Gala. In the picture, Trump stands between Melania and Lolita actress Dominique Swain.


In the evening of my visit to the Beverly Hills Hotel, I checked out its famed Polo Lounge. Of all people, Chris Harrison, the genial host of TV’s popular reality dating show The Bachelor, was sitting across the room at a table of friends.


It suddenly hit me. I realized that, maybe, for Trump, the bungalows here were his own twisted version of The Bachelor’s “Fantasy Suite.”


As I watched Harrison and his friends, in my mind I could hear him saying, as he often did on the show, “Should you choose to forgo your individual rooms . . .”


The tie-in to Hefner also began to make more sense.


After decades of beautiful women, Donald Trump—married or not—was still trying to live out his fantasies, no different than Hefner had done at his mansion, a mile down the road.


Decades before Stormy, Karen, and Summer and the bungalows at the Beverly Hills Hotel, and long before I ever thought about this book, I saw Donald Trump in person for the first time in Aspen. I was a young celebrity reporter based in Los Angeles. I had gone to the famed Colorado ski town over the 1988 Christmas holiday.


I probably wouldn’t have even recognized him had he been wearing ski attire like everybody else at the base of the mountain. But no other guy was dressed in a white Oxford shirt and V-neck red sweater under a black wool overcoat.


“Mind if I snap a photo, Mr. Trump?” I asked.


Always happy to be noticed, the forty-two-year-old real estate developer and fledgling New York celebrity stared straight into the lens of my cheap camera. The picture taken, I wished him a happy New Year.


I didn’t know it at the time, but while he was in Aspen with his family, he also had stashed his mistress nearby, Vanity Fair would later reveal.


His then wife, Ivana Trump, also had no idea at the time, and Trump and Marla Maples’s affair would carry into the new year and through all of 1989 up until the Christmas holiday, when all the parties assembled again in Colorado. Unlike the previous year, Trump got noticed plenty on the ski mountain in December 1989. He, his wife, and mistress all ended up in the same restaurant on the side of the ski slope.


One person who witnessed the infamous confrontation was my old friend Bonnie Robinson, a Los Angeles reporter who regularly holidayed in Aspen. “I remember it was a beautiful day,” she told me. “It’s what we call in skiing a ‘bluebird day’ in Aspen—sun’s out, no wind, so it’s really warm.”


All these years later, Bonnie could still recall the moment when Ivana and Marla locked eyes. “To put it mildly, it was very fucking tense,” she said. “Donald became very uncomfortable. Words were shouted. People stopped eating their lunch.”


Marla, after years of staying in the shadows, knew the inevitable confrontation had come and decided to stake her claim.


Marla told Vanity Fair writer Maureen Orth, “It suddenly became focused in my direction . . . I didn’t want to scream.” But according to onlookers, Marla did scream: “It’s out, it’s out! It’s finally out!”


Another person who was there that day, like Robinson, was an old colleague of mine—Russell Turiak, an old-school paparazzi photographer. After Marla left Trump and Ivana, the couple skied down the side of the slope into an open area and continued their argument, as Turiak snapped photos. “When they stopped, I shot off a few frames,” he said. As Turiak observed the pair, Ivana’s look of “How dare you?” was met with a shrug by her husband.


Trump’s apparent indifference that afternoon to his wife of more than a decade and the mother of his three children was striking, but a second incident on that trip really defined Trump for me. It actually occurred the following evening.


According to author Harry Hurt in his 1993 book Lost Tycoon, Trump and Ivana had gone out to dinner in Aspen that next day with a friend, a New York publicist.


Hurt wrote, “When the Trumps escort [the publicist] back to her room, Donald keeps asking about an attractive young woman who joined them at the table along with her date for the evening. ‘Is her figure as good as it looks?’ he wondered.”


Hurt wrote that the publicist blushed “in embarrassment” and couldn’t understand “how Donald could dare to talk that way in front of Ivana.”


So, the memory no doubt still fresh in his mind of standing between his wife and mistress on the slopes, Donald Trump was already thinking past them—and about yet another woman.


The idea for this book came to me in the spring of 2018, as the Stormy “hush money” scandal was exploding in the “fake news” media, as Trump calls it. Amid the headlines about Trump’s behavior with women in recent years, I wanted to go back decades earlier, and begin to try to connect the dots.


What else was there to know about Trump’s behavior with women? What influenced Trump’s views about the role of women in his life? And how would the nature of those relationships look if we cataloged them against a fuller narrative of Trump’s life? Was Trump merely a boor and a philanderer—or was he a predator? My hope is that readers will find satisfactory answers to those questions in these pages.


In July 2019, I made multiple attempts to seek Trump’s comment on the allegations contained in this book. Despite sending emails and FedEx requests to White House press staff, as well as placing phone calls to Press Secretary Stephanie Grisham and Hogan Gidley, neither Trump nor his representatives responded to our requests for comment by the given deadline. The closest we came to a comment was on July 9, 2019, when I managed to reach Gidley on his White House office number. Gidley claimed he had not seen my emailed request for comment, which I had sent nine days earlier to both his White House email and a personal email address he had been known to use. He seemed very eager to get me off the phone. He was polite but said: “I didn’t see it, but I’m writing this down and I will look for it. I’m going into a meeting.” He then hung up, and we heard nothing from the White House by the time the book’s text was finalized.


I am proud of what I accomplished with the collaboration of three fellow journalists:


My coauthor, Monique El-Faizy, carefully and painstakingly wrote the narrative while I reported and chased down sources. A brilliant journalist and writer, she made me see the larger picture of why Trump’s actions helped catalyze the #MeToo movement and helped revitalize women’s activism.


Whitney Clegg joined our project after working for the CNN investigative unit and reporting on child abuse for NPR. She brought Trump’s accusers into sharp focus through terrific and insightful reporting and I appreciated her challenging me every day to do better.


Finally, Lucy Osborne, whose work came to my attention through a BBC Panorama documentary she had produced on Trump and women, ended up unearthing important new disclosures for this book through her indefatigable reporting and spirit.


My extreme gratitude goes out to all.




WOMEN AND THE PRESIDENT’S BULLY PULPIT


Note from Monique El-Faizy


When I was first approached to be part of this project, my initial impulse was to turn it down. Immersing myself in accounts of Donald Trump’s sexual misconduct was not something I was particularly interested in doing. I had read the headlines with the same dismayed disbelief that many women had but hadn’t paid much attention to them beyond that. My natural inclination was to look at his policies, not his personal life.


But the prospect of working on this book spurred me to think more carefully about the way Trump has treated women in his life and to realize that the impact that, as president, his words and behavior have had resonates far beyond the encounters themselves. As president, Trump is supposed to personify the values of a nation that for many is still an exemplar of tolerance and equality. That anyone would speak about women in the objectifying terms that he does—let alone brag about being able to sexually assault them—is offensive. When it is a man who holds the most visible and powerful position in the world, it becomes something else entirely.


When the man with the largest bully pulpit in the world espouses the idea that women are objects that can be grabbed or kissed or insulted at whim, he is sending a signal to men everywhere that such attitudes and behavior are acceptable. And when we as citizens stop being shocked, we normalize it, not just for Trump but for all men. As unpleasant or as inconsequential as they may be, depending on one’s perspective, we have an obligation to listen to the stories of the women who have accused Trump of sexual impropriety and to carefully consider them, not out of prurient interest or voyeuristic instinct, but because if we don’t, we legitimize his behavior and tacitly endorse the denigration of women.


Of course, policy is important, but policies are a reflection of the society they spring out of. We cannot let even the slightest hint of sexism or misogyny go unchallenged if we have any hope of creating a world that values women and men equally. Since we cannot confront what we cannot see, revealing and carefully considering these alleged incidents of sexual misconduct is essential.


All too often, women who come forward with stories about harassment, assault, and verbal, emotional, and physical abuse are shunted aside, brushed off, dismissed, or disbelieved. As a result, women keep their experiences to themselves far more frequently than they make them public. And when they do report them, the repercussions are often so unpleasant that they regret having done so. Victims get revictimized.


It is essential, then, that those who came forward with allegations against Trump are given the fair hearing they are so often denied—especially given the efforts made by Trump and other powerful people to discredit them. Having carefully considered all the evidence we found, we believe the stories of the women whom we included in this book.


I also had a more personal reason for deciding that it was important to give greater scrutiny to Trump’s behavior. I am the mother of two boys. Not only do I deeply care about the attitudes they have toward women and the example that prominent men set for them, but I have spent their lifetimes trying to impress upon them the importance of standing up and calling out what is wrong, even when doing so is uncomfortable, because not to do so is to be complicit. I knew if I wanted them to absorb that lesson, I would have to live it myself.


Writing this book has made me rethink many of my own attitudes and assumptions. There is a fine line between salacious exposé and legitimate investigation. While Trump’s presidency has rendered that boundary almost indiscernible, writing about him prompted me to reconsider the behavior of previous presidents and other men through the lens of the #MeToo movement. It is impossible not to see that there were many women who made accusations against powerful men over the past several decades who did not get a fair hearing. My coauthor, Barry Levine, helped me see the importance of listening carefully to each and every woman with a story to tell.


In these pages, we tried to amplify the voices of women who have been silenced, diminished, and dismissed, and to show why what they have to say about Donald Trump matters, not just for them, but for all of us. My hope is that in reading their stories and seeing the power in the collective action that they helped unleash by coming forward, women everywhere will feel emboldened to make their own voices heard.




INTRODUCTION


On January 21, 2017, the day after Donald J. Trump was inaugurated the forty-fifth president of the United States of America, hundreds of thousands of women wearing pink cat-eared “pussy hats” flooded the streets of Washington, D.C. They did so to champion a panoply of issues, but mainly to rally against the elevation to the presidency of a man who had advocated, on tape, sexual assault. The women in Washington were joined by millions of women in other U.S. cities and around the world. In D.C. alone, the gathering represented the largest single-day march in U.S. history.


The hats, an allusion to Trump’s now-infamous boast on the so-called Access Hollywood tape that he could “grab ’em by the pussy,” were symbols of the anger and fear that had prompted these women to climb onto buses, board trains, and pile into cars to make the trip to the nation’s capital and to other march sites around the world. Many of the women who took to the streets that day were in a state of despair at Hillary Clinton’s defeat by Trump. They had gone to the polls on November 8, 2016, believing that they were casting their ballots for the first female president of the United States. Instead, they wound up with a president who they felt had shown himself on many occasions to be a misogynist.


During his campaign, Trump had mocked and insulted numerous women, from his opponent Hillary Clinton to media figures like Megyn Kelly. When the Access Hollywood tape emerged, Trump dismissed it as “locker-room talk,” but then, one after the other, a wave of women came forward alleging that Trump had inappropriately touched them. He was elected anyway, leaving many stunned that such discourse and behavior had not been disqualifying. What did Trump’s victory say about the state of women in America?


In this book, we seek to take a comprehensive look at the subject of Trump and women—his attitudes about them, his history with them, their views of him, and the impact of his presidency on them. Where did Trump’s sexist sense of male supremacy come from? To answer that question, we trace Trump’s transformation from a kid from Queens to high school “ladies’ man” into a womanizing, model-chasing, porn-star-frequenting philanderer.


We look at his early days on the dating scene in college and as a young adult in New York, his emergence as a prominent businessman, then as a television personality, and, finally, as a politician. We examine the things he has said about women, the language he has used to describe them, and the insults with which he has tarred them.


We spoke with dozens of women who had encounters with Trump, some positive but more negative. We explore his dealings with women who worked for him and those who were in relationships with him. In these pages, we have compiled the stories of women who have already come forward publicly with an allegation of sexual misconduct by Trump and placed them in a narrative alongside many new allegations revealed for the first time in this book. By June 2019, news organizations had documented as many as twenty-four women who have accused Donald Trump of varying degrees of inappropriate behavior, including sexual harassment or sexual assault. Our investigation found at least sixty-seven separate accusations of inappropriate behavior, including twenty-six instances of unwanted sexual contact.


On the basis of that evidence, this book will show that Trump repeatedly and systematically engaged in aggressive sexual pursuit of women over the course of many decades. It will show that his behavior was neither random nor occasional nor casual. Our investigation found that Trump’s sexual misconduct, particularly during the 1980s and 1990s, was far more frequent than has previously been reported publicly—though it was widely known about in certain circles during that time—and followed patterns. It will show that he was not simply sexist, nor misogynistic, nor even a harasser. The behavior he has admitted to—grabbing women by the “pussy”—and many of the credible accusations he denies, were they to be proven in a court of law, would qualify as crimes, some of them serious ones. The accounts of the women and men who encountered Trump documented in the book should dispel any doubt that the president is merely boorish. After considering all the evidence, one cannot but conclude that Donald Trump is, and has been for some time, a full-blown sexual predator. So what does this all mean for our nation? Multiple allegations of sexual assault against any man must be taken seriously; all the more so when that man holds a position of power.


Of course, not all women opposed Trump—without the backing of white women, 47 percent of whom voted for him, he wouldn’t have been elected in the first place. Along with chronicling the accusations of sexual impropriety against Trump, we speak to the women who stand by him. While some polls suggest their support is eroding, the president still largely enjoys the backing of white, evangelical women. What is it they like about him and how do they continue to stand by him given his misdeeds? Why aren’t they bothered by his unarguably sexist comments? This book looks not only at the women who abhor him but at those who adore him as well.


The divisions within the country on the issue of sexual conduct were never more evident than during the confirmation process of Supreme Court Justice Brett Kavanaugh, who was accused of sexually assaulting a young woman when he was in high school. The proceedings not only laid bare the fault lines in American society, particularly among women, but also starkly highlighted the impact of having an accused sexual predator with chauvinistic views occupying the highest office in the land.


Many believe that the enduring #MeToo movement would not have taken wing in the way it has had women not been so angry about Trump’s victory, so fearful about what it would mean for them, and so furious about his depiction and treatment of women. Progressive women may have been unable to keep Trump out of the White House, but they were going to be damned if they were going to continue to stand by while other men groped, demeaned, and assaulted them. One public predator was enough.


Trump’s victory galvanized the political left and, even more so, women. It forced many Americans who supported the gains in minority and reproductive rights of previous decades to consider that those hard-won advances could be taken away and therefore couldn’t be taken for granted. Groups of women who first came together to oppose Trump in the days after his election continue to meet on a regular basis throughout the country, writing postcards, making posters, placing phone calls—and running for office in record numbers. The 2018 midterm elections, which ushered a rush of women into public office, were but the first fruit of those efforts.


It’s tough to imagine that Trump anticipated the impact his words and actions would have on American women. He is likely sincere when he claims he values them. His anachronistic view of gender roles appears to be so deeply held that he is unable to even conceive of an alternative perspective. “A misogynistic belief in sexual entitlement is a, and probably the, foundational element of his self-conception,” Jonathan Chait wrote of the president in New York. “Fame and riches are the means, and a limitless ability to access the body of any woman he desires is the end.”


Many on the political right, especially those who support Trump’s policies on issues such as immigration, health care, and abortion, have found it expedient to dismiss his sexism as unfortunate but inconsequential. It is not. It lies at the very basis of his power. And it matters.


Meryl Streep summed it up concisely when talking about Trump’s “instinct to humiliate” during the 2017 Golden Globes. “When it’s modeled by someone in a public platform, it filters down into everyone’s life, because it gives permission for others to do the same,” she said. “Disrespect invites disrespect, violence incites violence. When the powerful use their position to bully others, we all lose.”




Part One


PUPIL




ONE


ACCESSORIES MAKE THE MAN


“My favorite part [of ‘Pulp Fiction’] is when Sam has his gun out in the diner and he tells the guy to tell his girlfriend to shut up. Tell that bitch to be cool. Say: ‘Bitch be cool.’ I love those lines.”


—DONALD TRUMP, 2005, IN TRUMP NATION: THE ART OF BEING THE DONALD


The photograph looks benign enough upon first glance: A smiling young woman is standing next to a teenage boy, who is leaning back on the barrel of a cannon with one foot thrust forward. Her face is turned toward his; he looks straight at the camera. The picture, which comes from the 1964 yearbook of the New York Military Academy, is captioned “Ladies’ Man: Trump.”


The young lady in the picture, however, was not graduating senior Donald Trump’s girlfriend. Nor was she a visiting friend. The woman in the picture is nineteen-year-old Fran D’Agati Dunn, a secretary who worked at the school at the time and was asked to step in for the photo. Nothing more than a prop. “I think we said ‘hi’ to each other and that’s about it,” she said years later. “I was just a body to have a picture taken.”


Donald Trump’s parents shipped him off to the all-male New York Military Academy (NYMA) when he was just thirteen. Before then he had been a rambunctious, troublemaking boy who preferred sports to girls. “It’s truly not talked about how good an athlete he was,” said Peter Brant, who was arguably Donald’s best friend from the ages of five to thirteen and a classmate of his at the Kew-Forest school in Queens. “He’s a really good baseball player and he was a really good soccer player.”


The only meaningful contact with girls or women that Trump had before being cloistered in his single-sex boarding school was with his mother and sisters. When Trump was a toddler, his mother, Mary, pregnant with Robert, her third son and fifth child, went into the hospital to give birth. After her delivery, Mary suffered severe hemorrhaging, requiring her doctors to perform an emergency hysterectomy. She went on to develop a serious abdominal infection, which resulted in several more surgeries. For a time, it wasn’t clear if she would live or die.


Mary’s prolonged hospital stay came during a determinative time for Donald. Eighteen months to two and a half years is a critical period in development, because at that stage children are starting to distance themselves from their caregivers a little and going out into the world and trying new things, making a stable home base essential, explained Dr. Sue Kolod, a psychoanalyst and chair of the committee on public information at the American Psychoanalytic Association. “It’s a time when separations are extremely important, but also the reunion is very important. . . . [If] you go out into the world and you turn around and your mother’s not there, it’s traumatic.” Even later on, after she had recovered, Mary Trump seemed to have a distant relationship with her children, or at least with her sons. “We rarely saw Mrs. Trump,” Lou Droesch, a childhood friend of Donald’s elder brother, Freddy, told Politico. “But we did see a lot of the housekeeper.” Playmates of the Trump children say that Mary rarely interacted with the kids in front of their friends and didn’t talk much at family dinners.


The son of German immigrants, Trump’s father, Fred, a real estate developer who amassed a fortune by building low-income housing in Brooklyn, primarily concerned himself with the boys of the family. “His father would be around and watch him play,” Trump’s childhood friend Mark Golding said. “His mom didn’t interact that way.” Mary was left to tend to the girls. “That’s the way it was,” said John Walter, a Trump cousin. “Guys were guys and girls were girls.”


Both Trump parents hewed to clearly defined, traditional—even stereotypical—gender roles. “My father was the power and the breadwinner, and my mother was the perfect housewife,” Trump wrote in his 1987 autobiography, The Art of the Deal. She “cooked and cleaned and darned socks and did charity work at the local hospital.” She understood that her role was secondary in importance to that of her husband. “If something got interrupted because [my father] was going to inspect a housing site or something, she would handle that so beautifully,” Donald has said. “She was an ideal woman.”


If Mary instilled in Trump a belief that a good woman is a submissive one, she also endowed him with a love of glitz and glamour. The former Mary Macleod had grown up on a small island in the Outer Hebrides, off the coast of Scotland. After immigrating to New York in 1930 as a young woman, Mary worked as a maid in the Manhattan mansion of Louise Whitefield Carnegie, widow of scion Andrew Carnegie, and once Mary had a house of her own she adopted those luxurious tastes in her own life to the degree her wealthy but far more frugal husband would allow, driving around in a Rolls-Royce while she collected quarters from the laundry rooms in the buildings her husband owned.


While Fred Trump may have been a physical presence in his sons’ lives, he was emotionally distant from all his children. When the children were struggling with the information that their mother had suffered complications during Robert’s delivery, Fred showed little capacity for comfort. “My father came home and told me she wasn’t expected to live, but I should go to school and he’d call me if anything changed,” Trump’s sister Maryanne Trump Barry told Trump family biographer Gwenda Blair. “That’s right—go to school as usual!”


Fred Trump’s distance from his daughters may have been born out of a general unease around women. Despite his wife giving birth to five children, members of the household were forbidden from uttering the word pregnant. The Trump paterfamilias was remote, emotionally abusive, and ruled the household with a metaphorical iron fist and a literal wooden spoon, which he employed for paddlings when deemed necessary. “He was a tough, hard-driving guy who didn’t traffic in emotions except perhaps anger,” said Tony Schwartz, who ghostwrote The Art of the Deal.


That reliance on physical dominance rubbed off on Donald, who exhibited a violent streak from an early age, throwing rocks at the baby next door, pulling the pigtails of the girls in his class, throwing cake at birthday parties, and beating up kids in the neighborhood. As an adult, such belligerence became a point of pride for Trump. “Even in elementary school, I was a very assertive, aggressive kid. In the second grade I actually gave a teacher a black eye—I punched my music teacher because I didn’t think he knew anything about music and I almost got expelled,” Trump boasted, likely falsely, in The Art of the Deal.


“I think Trump was in rebellion from a very early age,” Schwartz, the ghostwriter, said. “The character that he became was set almost in concrete. And his self-image, his self-definition, was built around the idea that he was one tough son of a bitch.” Trump thinks that’s what made him the creditable son in his father’s eyes. “I used to fight back all the time,” he told Marie Brenner in New York in 1980. “My father’s one tough son of a gun. My father respected me because I stood up to him.”


He may have been right. It was Fred who drilled into his son’s head the vainglorious mantra “you are a killer, you are a king,” and Fred who drove all his sons to be ruthless and combative. Donald was his most worthy pupil. “When somebody tries to push me around, when they’re after my ass, I push back a hell of a lot harder than I was pushed in the first place,” an adult Trump would tell Playboy. “If somebody tries to push me around, he’s going to pay a price.”


Fred and Mary’s firstborn son, Freddy, proved to be less of a chip off the paternal block. As the eldest, it was expected that he would join the family real estate business and someday take over the reins. But Freddy was a sensitive kid who struggled to live up to his father’s idea of what a son should be. After a conflict-filled stint working for his father, Freddy fled to Florida to fulfill his dream of being an airline pilot. He was happy there, but whenever he returned to New York his family would harangue him mercilessly, telling him he was wasting his life. Eventually, Freddie turned to the bottle, descending into alcoholism. He died of a massive heart attack at the age of forty-three. Donald has always blamed Freddy’s death on his drinking and doesn’t touch alcohol because of it.


But Trump apparently took away another lesson from his older brother’s experience. “The way the game got played in that household was, if you did not win you lost,” Schwartz said. “And losing was you got crushed. Losing was you didn’t matter. Losing was you were nothing. Losing was you’re his older brother, Fred, and you become an alcoholic and you die young.”


Ethical standards prevent mental health professionals from diagnosing people they have never met, but journalist Peter Lovenheim, author of a book on attachment theory, is not bound by those same restrictions. Having spent years researching the subject, he has drawn the conclusion, as outlined in a story in Politico magazine, that Trump developed what is known as an avoidant attachment style. People develop their attachment styles in early childhood, and when a child doesn’t get the parental (or caregiver) attention necessary to develop healthy emotional connections, that child can develop attachment anxiety. The result can be a person who craves intimacy but has difficulty trusting people. Alternatively, someone might develop attachment avoidance, leading them to be generally distrustful of others and to eschew closeness. People with attachment avoidance tend to have unstable relationships and be overly self-reliant.


In explaining his assessment, Lovenheim pointed to Trump’s dearth of close friends. He also indicated Trump’s compulsive need to be admired, noting that researchers have found that “overt narcissism or grandiose self-regard” is often associated with attachment avoidance. Trump’s bragging about his sexual prowess and his history of unstable relationships could also be signs of an avoidant attachment style.


Trump doesn’t just boast about himself; he also lionizes his parents. That, too, is characteristic of adults with avoidant attachment styles, according to Lovenheim. Most of Trump’s praise is directed toward a specific parent. “The most important influence on me, growing up, was my father, Fred Trump,” he wrote. His father had “drive and ambition,” he was “a wonderful man, but . . . also very much a business guy and tough and strong as hell.”


Trump is notably unforthcoming on the subject of his mother. “He doesn’t really have anything to say about her, except she was great,” said Justin Frank, author of Trump on the Couch: Inside the Mind of the President. Even in the biographies written about the Trump family, there are few details about Mary and what she was like. “There is not a single story where you get some specificity about her,” Sue Kolod said. “The thing that comes across most powerfully is the absence of this person.”


When Trump does mention his mother, it is to laud her, albeit in fairly two-dimensional terms. But his true feelings about his parents may be hinted at in the placement of family photos in both his office in Trump Tower and in the Oval Office: a picture of his father was prominently displayed in each, while any image of his mother was absent—an omission later corrected in the White House.


Without a strong parent-child relationship, it is difficult to develop key emotional skills. “Children learn empathy or lack of empathy from their parents, from the way they are treated and the way they see their parents treat other people,” Kolod said. ‘[Trump’s] style of interacting with people and his way of treating people seems to be very much modeled on his father . . . If Mary Trump had been a more powerful presence, she might have been able to counteract that somewhat,” Kolod said. “It doesn’t sound like she was able to modify or temper the impact he had on him.”


Trump may have been somewhat of a bully as a kid, but in the eyes of his friends, such as Peter Brant, there was no discernible explanation for his precipitous banishment to the New York Military Academy in the eighth grade. Before then, the two had engaged in schoolboy capers such as sneaking off into Manhattan to explore Times Square, buying hand buzzers and hot gum and, as time went on, switchblades—but for the most part they spent their time on benign hobbies like collecting baseball cards and playing sports. Brant can’t remember Donald getting into any kind of trouble that would have warranted his exile to military school. The decision was “a very severe response to a kid who hadn’t gotten arrested and wasn’t involved in drinking and drugging,” Trump biographer Michael D’Antonio said. “This was a profound rejection of Donald.” And yet, Donald thrived at the NYMA. The lingua franca there was one that he was comfortable with: brutality. Theodore Dobias, a World War II vet and training officer in the school—who ended up being something of a mentor for Trump—would strike kids with an open hand if they didn’t do what they were told. “If you stepped out of line Dobias smacked you and he smacked you hard,” Trump wrote. Dobias used violence as his primary corrective tool. If a student had poor grades or disciplinary issues, Dobias would put him in a boxing ring and force him to fight. Sometimes Dobias would even step into the ring with a kid himself.


Trump loved that about Dobias. “This wasn’t like school, where a teacher would say, ‘Now, Donald that’s not very nice to do,’” Trump told journalist and author Michael Gross. “This guy would go crazy. He would grab you and throw you out a window. This was a rough group. And I don’t say it in a negative way. I thought they were great. This was before you had prohibitions on stuff. Today, he couldn’t do that.”


The violence at the NYMA didn’t just come from the top. Hazing was an intrinsic part of life there and took every form from the mundane, such as requiring young cadets to run errands or throw themselves against the wall whenever an upperclassman walked by, to more grievous forms, such as putting a laundry bag over a boy’s head, then shoving it in the toilet and flushing. “The worst I ever heard—and which Donald may have insinuated that he personally performed—involved the beds at the academy, which were a mattress on top of a metal frame with springs,” Trump schoolmate Sandy McIntosh told us in an interview for this book. “The idea was that you would get a kid on the spring frame and wire it up to an electric socket, then plug it in to shock the kid. Donald laughed and told me one time it blew the fuse in the whole main barracks.”


Trump excelled in many things at NYMA; intimidation was one of them. Once he was appointed captain and had attained a position of authority in the hierarchal institution, there was one punishment he particularly liked meting out on his classmates. It was called “the Chair.” “You had to squat down and lean your back against a wall,” McIntosh explained, saying he had heard about it from a friend at the school. “Your arms go out straight and on your arms they put an M-1 rifle, which weighed about nine pounds. You had to hold the rifle in that position, and if you moved at all—dropping the rifle would be the worst possible thing—you could get physically hit. This kid told me that Donald really enjoyed inflicting ‘the Chair’ on him.”


Later, when Trump had his own children, he didn’t spare them the same rough treatment. Scott Melker, a former classmate of Don Jr. at the University of Pennsylvania, posted on Facebook about an incident in which, when picking up his namesake to go to a baseball game, Trump struck his son so hard that he fell to the ground. “There were quite a few students standing around . . . trying to catch a glimpse of the famed real estate magnate,” Melker wrote. “Don Jr. opened the door, wearing a Yankee jersey. Without saying a word, his father slapped him across the face, knocking him to the floor in front of all his classmates. He simply said, ‘Put on a suit and meet me outside,’ and closed the door.”


As tough a taskmaster as he was for those under his command at the NYMA, Trump is equally remembered by classmates for his focus on being seen in the company of girls—pretty girls—as much as possible. The school didn’t allow members of the opposite sex on campus except on Sundays and on special occasions, and they had to be escorted by a family member or another adult at all times, but Trump still managed to have a steady supply, particularly in his final year. The other boys noticed.


“Donald, within the rules and propriety of the academy, was able to have a supply of very attractive women come up to visit,” former classmate George White told us. “I had the room on the same upper floor as his, so I could see with my own eyes. . . . The notable thing about the women was that they were always extremely well-dressed; they had every fashionable accoutrement.”


“During his senior year, every couple of weeks when his parents would come up to visit him, they would have some young woman with them,” echoed McIntosh. “They looked like models. None of the women my friends and I knew would ever dress like that. They looked like women you’d see in a magazine. I would often see Donald parading the women around the Quadrangle, sometimes arm in arm. But two weeks later it would be a different girl. . . . to me that was the beginning of Donald’s ‘brand.’”


How Donald managed to meet so many lovely young ladies while insulated in an all-boys school was a bit of a mystery to the other cadets. “It was my assumption that Donald’s father, Fred, brought the girls with him to visit Donald,” White said. “Where he got them from, I don’t know.” McIntosh had a similar take. “Either Donald was the most seductive man in the world, or his father set up the visits to make it look like he was,” he told a French documentary crew. “I don’t know whether he actually knew them or not.”


In burnishing Trump’s rakish reputation, Fred was making his son over in his own image. The elder Trump was so well known for his own extramarital activities on Florida’s Gold Coast that he had earned the moniker “the King of Miami Beach.”


His efforts seem to have paid off. “There was a rumor—just a rumor—making the rounds as to why Donald was named ‘Ladies’ Man’ in his senior year: It was because he had ‘gone farther’ with a girl during one of his on-campus dates than any other cadet,” White said. “Given what’s now recognized as his public boasting, I wouldn’t be surprised if it was Donald himself who had started the rumor!”


Trump wasn’t universally perceived as a Lothario. Classmate Ernie Kirk said he sometimes went on chaperoned afternoon double dates with Donald and “he was very respectful.” Others, though, noticed a tendency to denigrate women. White recalled a Saturday night dance, to which he took a date from the local area with whom he had been fixed up. “The girl showed up; she was not from the higher echelons, more like middle class. She had on a beautiful dress, but it was handmade,” White told us. “To me, that was very sweet, like she had worked very hard on it.”


Trump, though, noticed the difference between her and the fashion plates he regularly brought to campus. Once the cadets were back in the barracks, he began mocking White’s date. “He called her a ‘dog’ and asked me how I could go with her. His derisive mockery of her just would not stop—and this was in public. He said it to ten different people and he made a huge issue out of it,” White said. “This was just a sweet sixteen- or seventeen-year-old girl. Donald made a point of mocking that poor girl, calling her a ‘dog’ over and over again. Then he would do a dog bark—‘woof woof woof!’”


His anachronistic parents may have shaped his views on the role of women in the home, but when it came to women as romantic interests, Trump had a singular role model: Hugh Hefner. “Our whole idea of what sex was and the proper way to deal with women came from Playboy,” McIntosh told PBS’s Frontline. What the boys took away from the magazine “obviously revolved around the objectifying of women. But that was all we had at that age. We didn’t have any real people,” McIntosh said.


Trump’s understanding of women doesn’t seem to have evolved much since then. “When I listen to Donald now speaking and read reports of what he said, the circumstances are of course 2016, but the time—the conversation, the way he’s talking, the topics he talks about, seem to be 1964, because in our barracks, we talked the same way,” McIntosh told Frontline. “I think that the things that we talked about at that time in 1964 really are very close to kind of the way he talks now about women and minorities and people of different religions. . . . When I hear him speak, I hear these echoes of the barracks life that we had and that we grew out of.”


If Trump had long-term girlfriends who could attest to the way he treated women as a teenager or young adult, they have kept their accounts of dating the one-day president to themselves. Trump has claimed he lost his virginity when he was about fourteen years old. “It was a young woman who was really beautiful, she was the hot little girl in high school,” he told radio host Howard Stern. “She was hot.”


Aside from the nameless girls who visited him at the NYMA, one of the earliest public stories of Trump’s dating life was relayed by actress Candice Bergen, who, like Trump, attended the University of Pennsylvania as an undergraduate in the 1960s. Bergen fit Trump’s liking for women who made other men take notice of who was on his arm, having been crowned homecoming queen and named Miss University of Pennsylvania. Even better, she was famous—not yet for her career, which she still hadn’t embarked upon, but because of her father, ventriloquist Edgar Bergen.


Trump set his sights on Bergen even before he transferred to the University of Pennsylvania from Fordham University, where he spent the first two years of his college. He called the eighteen-year-old in her dorm one day to ask her out. She agreed, she says, because she was bored. Trump showed up in a three-piece burgundy suit, burgundy patent leather boots, and a burgundy limousine. Bergen was unimpressed. She was home by 9 p.m. and says the date was “really a dud.” Her impression of Trump? He was “a good-looking guy. And a douche,” she told Andy Cohen in 2017 on Watch What Happens Live, wearing a blue sweatshirt with “Free Melania” stitched on it in white.


Bergen may not have been taken with Trump but, according to him, plenty of other young Ivy League women were. “I don’t think anybody had more sex than I did,” Trump told Michael Gross. “I didn’t do drugs. I wasn’t a drug guy. But there was a lot of sex. Sex was all over the fucking place. At Penn it was wild. And after I got out, it was even wilder.”


Upon graduating from Penn in 1968, Trump returned to Queens and joined his father’s business, but his sights were set on Manhattan. He got his first toehold on the slender island in 1971, when he rented a studio on Third Avenue and Seventy-Fifth Street, a “dark, dingy little apartment,” in his description. Still, he was thrilled by it. “I was a kid from Queens who worked in Brooklyn, and suddenly I had an apartment on the Upper East Side,” he wrote.


Trump’s living situation may have been modest, but he had his mother’s luxe taste and a desire to impress. He would often take dates to Peacock Alley, the showy bar in the lobby of the chic Waldorf-Astoria hotel. He didn’t always succeed in wowing his dates, though. He took artist Lucy Klebanow out to dinner one night in the early 1970s. He picked her up in a white Cadillac convertible and drove her to the famous Peter Luger’s steakhouse in Brooklyn. When the check came at the cash-only establishment, he didn’t have enough to pay for dinner. So she did. He said he’d pay her back, but never did.


Trump already had his innate understanding of the power of public image, so one of the first things he did upon moving to Manhattan was try to join Le Club, a small private nightclub on East Fifty-Fifth Street that was frequented by models and the European jet set and was, in Trump’s view, “the hottest club in the city.” Its coterie of members included Continental blue bloods and “some of the most successful men and some of the most beautiful women in the city,” Trump wrote. “It was the sort of place where you were likely to see a wealthy seventy-five-year-old guy walk in with three blondes from Sweden.”


But Trump was an unknown and, just a few years out of college, an awfully young one at that. The first time he called to ask if he could join, he was laughed at. But he persisted. He kept calling until he persuaded someone to give him the phone number of the club’s president. It took a few tries, but he convinced the president to meet him for a drink. The first time they met Trump got no joy, but during their second meeting Trump made a compelling argument. He got his membership—on one condition: He had to promise not to steal any of the members’ wives, something the club president worried might happen “because I was young and good looking,” Trump wrote and the Washington Post later reported.


That was the beginning of Trump’s club life. He was out every night meeting women. “You had drugs, women, and booze all over the fuckin’ place,” Michael Gross quoted Trump as saying in his book My Generation: Fifty Years of Sex, Drugs, Rock, Revolution, Glamour, Greed, Valor, Faith, and Silicon Chips. Having sex became his “second business.”


Trump seemed to be everywhere. His former NYMA classmate George White bumped into him at a Manhattan club one night around 1973, early in the evening when the place was still nearly empty. Trump was sitting at a table in a back room with several women. “From what I heard him saying, he was having a ‘contest’ to determine which of those women he was going to take home that night,” White told us. Not having seen Trump since they graduated from high school, White approached him and said hello. Trump made a bit of small talk with him, then used White as a pawn in his gambit. “He grabbed one of the women by the shoulders, turned her in my direction, forcibly pushed her face next to mine, and said, ‘Would you rather go home with me or with him?’” White said. “I just walked out.”


The most consequential encounter that Trump had at Le Club took place in 1973 and was not with a pretty young lady but with a nefarious cerulean-eyed lawyer named Roy Cohn. Trump was then twenty-seven. Cohn was twenty years his senior and his reputation as a ruthless New York political fixer was well known. A sometime lawyer for the mob, Cohn had previously been Joseph McCarthy’s right-hand man during the Second Red Scare witch hunts in the Senate. Cohn had been instrumental in securing a death sentence for Ethel and Julius Rosenberg in their espionage trial. He would come to have a profound impact on Trump’s life.


One night, Trump was seated at the table next to Cohn’s at Le Club and the two struck up a conversation. Trump took his characteristically provocative tack by telling Cohn that he disliked lawyers because they caved too easily and ran away from fights, always preferring to settle. Cohn sensed that the conversation wasn’t merely academic, so asked Trump if he was referring to something specific.


At the time, the real estate company Trump was now running alongside his father was being sued by the Justice Department for refusing to rent to black tenants. Their lawyers were advising them to make a deal, but Trump wasn’t so sure. He asked Cohn how he would handle the situation. “My view is tell them to go to hell and fight the thing in court and let them prove that you discriminated,” Cohn told him. That gladiatorial bent appealed to Trump, and Cohn was soon on the family payroll. In a classic Cohn move that Trump has now internalized as his own, he counterattacked, filing a defamation lawsuit against the Justice Department and asking for $100 million in damages. The suit was thrown out, but the Trumps walked away with a settlement in which they admitted no guilt, and Donald learned a tactic he would rely on for the rest of his life.


Age aside, Cohn and Trump had a lot in common. They were both privileged boys from the outer boroughs (Cohn was raised in the Bronx) who had broken into Manhattan society but would never be fully accepted. They both liked to be seen around town with pretty women. They had both grown up in the shadows of successful, distant fathers. And, said David Marcus, whose father was Cohn’s first cousin, they shared something more malignant: narcissism. “Roy was a confident narcissist,” Marcus told us. “Trump is a sort of uncomfortable, feeling-unworthy narcissist.”


Cohn and Trump became close friends and a regular fixture together on the New York places-to-be-seen circuit. Being with the powerful Cohn opened doors in Manhattan for Trump, who never quite shook off the whiff of Queens, and gave him access to important and useful people. For the famously closeted Cohn, who eventually died of AIDS, hanging around the tall, blond, still-handsome, ascendant Trump was its own reward.


“Donald is my best friend,” Cohn told people. They became so close that Cohn sometimes refused to charge Trump for his legal services. Trump also called Cohn a friend, though in somewhat less effusive terms. “Tough as he was, Roy always had a lot of friends, and I’m not embarrassed to say I was one,” Trump wrote. “He was a truly loyal guy—it was a matter of honor with him—and because he was always very smart, he was a great guy to have on your side.”


That fidelity didn’t always cut both ways. When an intimate friend of Cohn’s was dying of AIDS, Cohn asked Trump to give him a room in one of his hotels. Trump put Cohn’s friend up in the Barbizon-Plaza hotel—and sent Cohn the bill. On another occasion, Trump gave Cohn a pair of diamond cuff links in a Bulgari box to thank him for decades of favors. They turned out to be knockoffs.


Eventually Cohn got the measure of Trump. Near the end of his life, Cohn told a journalist “Donald pisses ice water.” In the end, Cohn’s purported “best friend” was not invited to speak or be a pallbearer at his funeral, although author Peter Manso, who once shared a house with Cohn in Provincetown, told us he saw Trump “weeping” at the service. “Now whether these were crocodile tears or real tears, I don’t know,” he said.


Marcus sees Cohn’s image in Trump. “Anything you can say about him and his lack of morality, his lack of decency, his lack of character, you can say about Trump,” he said. The late gossip columnist Liz Smith, who covered Trump from the early days of his arrival on the Manhattan scene, once said that Trump lost his moral compass when he got involved with Cohn.


Trump has continued to live by many of the doctrines in the Cohn Bible. Cohn, for example, believed that truth was “fungible and changeable,” Marcus said; Trump shows indifference to facts. Cohn manipulated the press and cultivated gossip columnists; it’s tough to find a celebrity reporter who worked in New York during the 1980s and 1990s who didn’t receive a phone call from Trump, often posing as PR agent “John Barron” or “John Miller.” (Cohn may have showed Trump the benefits of manipulating the media, but Trump was a natural ballyhoo man.) Cohn believed that ends justify means; during the McCarthy hearings he fabricated facts and lied about witnesses and documents. From Cohn, “Trump learned you don’t have to play by the rules. You can bend the rules to your liking. You can ignore the rules. You can trample on people,” Marcus said. Equally tellingly, “Roy was a big advocate of bullying and bribing and buying out people,” he added.


Trump’s tried-and-tested MO of never surrender, always hit back, and then claim victory comes straight out of the Cohn playbook as well. “You don’t admit to wrongdoing. You go full blaze on the offensive and you go after whatever person or whatever government agency is accusing you of something,” Marcus said in describing Cohn’s worldview. “Ultimately, in Roy’s world, you could settle, but you always had to make it look like you won. That was really important to Roy and is important to Trump. You have to declare yourself the winner.”


Aside from his father, it was Cohn who served as Trump’s biggest mentor in life and in business. Though the lawyer had his fans, there are few who would vouch for his character. “He was reprehensible,” Marcus said. “He was amoral. He screwed people left and right. . . . He was really sleazy, really powerful, really connected and really didn’t care about conventional rules and ethics.” His onetime roommate Manso is of the same opinion. “Roy Cohn was the ultimate existential figure—the ultimate outlaw. No fucking rules except his own,” he said. “Very simply, Roy Cohn was probably the purest sociopath I’ve ever known.”


That is the man Trump has most relied on in his adult life. “Trump is not a man of judgment,” Manso said. “Roy, on the other hand, offered Trump not only sanction for Trump’s criminality, but a level of intelligence that Trump didn’t possess naturally.”




TWO


ALMOST ORDINARY


“For a man to be successful he needs support at home, just like my father had from my mother, not someone who is always griping and bitching.”


—DONALD TRUMP, 1997 IN THE ART OF THE COMEBACK


“You can have a thousand mistresses if you want, but you can’t have just one. And whatever you do, you never, ever let yourself get caught.”


—FRED TRUMP TO DONALD, 1990


By the mid-1970s, Donald Trump was approaching thirty and showing signs of being ready to settle down. He was still hitting the clubs with Roy Cohn, but his relationships with two women were growing more serious: Australian LPGA star Jan Stephenson and Czech ski champion Ivana Zelníčková.


Then–LPGA commissioner Ray Volpe arranged for Trump and Stephenson, who was five years Trump’s junior, to have dinner together at the Plaza hotel (which Trump would later buy) in 1975. Both Trump and Stephenson were coming off big years. Stephenson had joined the LPGA tour in 1974 and was named Rookie of the Year. She was a talented, promising golfer, and she was beautiful and not afraid to use her sex appeal to plug both herself and her sport. Widely considered golf’s first sex symbol—an image encouraged by Volpe—she once appeared in a bathtub covered only by golf balls.


Trump, too, was on the rise professionally. He had just purchased the Commodore Hotel in Manhattan, which he would reopen as the Grand Hyatt in 1980, in a complicated deal that established him as a serious player on the New York real estate scene. They were both young, good looking, and on the cusp of huge careers. The up-and-coming golfer and the aspiring real estate mogul seemed the perfect match.


Trump was already an avid golfer, having picked up the sport in college. During their dinner, he told Stephenson he’d been watching her on the tour and had a promotional campaign he wanted to include her in. “We kind of started seeing each other,” she explained in an interview with a golf website in 2018. “It was all business at first—Donald had asked me to represent one of his casinos—but then he took me to all these beautiful restaurants and we did the whole disco thing and the 70s retro. You couldn’t ask for anyone else to spend time with.”


Their relationship grew more serious, and the two would fly to meet one another whenever they could. He would watch her tournaments and she would meet him for dinner in New York. “Donald was good looking, charming, very accomplished and wealthy,” Stephenson said. “He always had a lot of beautiful women who wanted to go out with him. He was not the Donald you see today.”


One day, a chance encounter with one of those other beautiful women—another athlete—created some serious competition for Jan.


Ivana Zelníčková had been a competitive skier (though not an Olympian, as Trump was later fond of saying) before she moved to Canada and started modeling. In July 1976, the twenty-seven-year-old went to New York as part of a group of eight models from Canada to model in a fashion show promoting the Montreal Summer Olympics. When they arrived in Manhattan, the girls decided to check out the New York nightlife. “My friends really wanted to go out and see the swinging seventies singles scene,” Ivana wrote in her 2017 autobiography, Raising Trump. She wasn’t fully up for the outing, but she nonetheless donned a red minidress and high heels and headed with them to a flashy Upper East Side singles bar called Maxwell’s Plum. Maxwell’s Plum was a hot spot back then, a decadent, flamboyant establishment known for its Art Nouveau decor, its swinging singles, and its celebrity clientele. “At least one young woman is said to have paraded some months ago through the place stark naked and no one said a word,” Craig Claiborne wrote in the New York Times in 1970.
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