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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO YOU ALL—EVEN THE HATERS AND LOSERS.





Preface


In many, many years, when President Donald Trump is gone, he will leave behind an American brand, a global business empire, a populist moment that changed the planet, and a family that loves him.


When he started in business, he was written off by his competitors. When he rose in city politics, he was written off by local politicians. When he ran for president, he was written off by the news media.


Despite it all, a man without any special skills in acting or singing became the most famous person on the planet. A man whose business troubles and stumbles have been documented for decades became one of its wealthiest. A man dismissed by every class of America’s political insiders became her president.


His life—both what he is and how he got here—is a life worth studying. His style—how he communicates, how he negotiates, how he fights, how he wins—is a style worth understanding. His story is one of taking on incredible odds, and carrying on. It’s a story of the fighting spirit.


It’s the art of the Donald, and it’s an American tale.





INTRODUCTION
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The Steakhouse Populist


I got to the Hanover Street Chophouse early on a Monday night.


That day I first met Donald Trump had started in a Holiday Inn in New Hampshire and gone downhill steeply. Clinton campaign staff wouldn’t let me into the gymnasium where, after an hour-long line, Bill Clinton was talking about himself on his way toward introducing his wife. Now, instead of sweating it out in a high school gym with the rest of them, I was confined to standing in the hall, watching through a thick glass wall while sixty-something white Democrats grooved terribly atop the bleachers to Latin music. It’s unlikely the few Hispanics in the Manchester audience that day were swayed, though I couldn’t confirm—I was locked out.


Sick of this unsavory offering, I packed into the driver’s seat of a borrowed car and drove with a young reporter through a whiteout blizzard to a stone country church. There, I found the room was too packed to catch a glimpse of one John Kasich, who had been storming the state, telling everyone who would listen that he was “the Prince of Light,” and everyone else was an A-hole.


After a stopover at Anselm College (where I made my Fox Special Report debut accidentally wandering on camera, to use a bathroom), a cab ride from a fisherman who was in between voting for Marco Rubio and Donald Trump, and a phone call interrogation from Tucker Carlson’s spitfire wife demanding to know if I was supporting Trump or “some squish,” I was ready for a glass of bourbon.


That’s how I got to New Hampshire’s Hanover Street Chophouse early on a Monday night. The day was looking up already.


It’s usually a bore to sit at the bar with someone who doesn’t drink anymore, but Tucker Carlson often manages to cause enough commotion to get a conversation going with someone more inclined toward the drink, and the bar was buzzing when I asked the maître d’ if he got a lot of presidential candidates in his quiet restaurant.


“No, no,” he assured me. “They would never be seen in an expensive steakhouse.” Terrible optics, of course.


Too bad for them, I thought. Good news for me, with Tucker buying.


After a few more reporters arrived, shuffling out of the cold, we saw a pair of Secret Service agents in long black coats enter, alert.


We’ve got one, I thought. Manhattan’s self-styled enemy of Wall Street, Hillary Clinton, must be breaking the rules and ditching New Hampshire’s diners for a little luxury. The headline would write itself. Until it didn’t.


Just a few moments later, Donald J. Trump walked through the door with his entire family and ruined any sugarplum headline that had dared dance through my head.


Who cared if Donald Trump, skyscraper billionaire, wanted a nice steak after a long day? Normal rules of politics aside, who among us wouldn’t?


He came right up to our table, clapping one reporter by the shoulders and telling the whole group, “This guy is a champ! He never stops working—he works nights, he works weekends, he never stops.”


Every one of us knew that was as far from the truth as it could get, and Mr. Trump clearly didn’t know this reporter beyond his name, but what a mover. Every pundit on the news had told us The Donald was a cold fish incapable of human warmth, and here we were. As far as warmth goes, it was like sitting next to a furnace.


His sons pulled out their phones and showed me their prize kills from the hunting trail—an impressive gallery a Massachusetts boy had no shot at relating to. But I had played the arcade classic Big Buck Hunter, and when they showed me a particularly massive mountain goat carcass, I bragged I’d achieved the rank of “Buck Hunter Hero” on that very level. Their eyes betrayed worry I was mad, but they were too polite to ask. “Aren’t there any pictures of your kids?” I wondered.


“That’s exactly what my wife says!” one of them laughed.


Their father, meanwhile, was entertaining the table with stories from the debate two nights earlier. “I was standing near the guy on the debate stage. The guy just sweating and sweating,” he said, sharing what was likely not deep-seated concern for Florida’s junior senator, Marco Rubio.


“And I was like, ‘Hey, are you okay, man?’ ” he went on, his head cranking to the side, eyes opening wide in a worried expression as authentic as any you’ll get.


It was believable. And it was funny.


It didn’t even matter that he was a billionaire in a steakhouse in a depressed, former industrial town beset by heroin. It didn’t even matter that he ordered his steak well-done and passed on the wine. Our shallow conversations in the dining room had shattered all my TV-derived opinions, even against my strong preference for a man who drinks daily and eats rare meat.


As the sun rose the next morning, I walked alone into a packed diner where Tucker and his cohost Steve Doocy were filming Fox & Friends, talking with locals eager for a little camera time and waiting for the steady troop of presidential celebrities sure to swing by.


When I walked in, a booth lay open right beside the set, and I sat down to hold it for a car of sleepy reporters coming in behind me. Jeb Bush was alone at the diner’s bar, arms on the table, head sagging, waiting for the hit. With New Hampshire’s humans unable to pass through the live set, he was by himself. It could have been a sad painting. He was tired, no doubt, and after his interview he left through a back door.


Chris Christie was next, coming in through the door Jeb had exited, sitting down for a quick hit on the camera and exiting the same.


Then the Secret Service Uniformed Division came in, including one officer so pretty it almost wasn’t terrible to have to get my ID checked when I used the restroom. They were protecting Donald Trump again, and while his squirrelly old campaign manager, Corey Lewandowski, buried himself in his smartphone, Trump and Melania jumped into the thick of the crowd.


By the time he finally sat down for a Fox interview, he knew the staff’s names. Calling to Sue in the back of the kitchen, he yelled, “Just tell me who are you voting for?”


“America!” she yelled back, to a round of applause.


“I love her!” Trump hollered.


“Make it two eggs, over tremendous!” Tucker laughed.


“And she’s seen everybody come in, they’ve all seen Sue, but she just, I walked in she said, ‘Mr. Trump, I’m voting for you.’ That’s why I asked the question, you think I would have asked the question if I . . . ?”


The segment wrapped up, but an hour later Secret Service was still checking IDs for bathroom users—Donald Trump and his wife were still in a booth, now in the middle of the diner, digging in on a carb-heavy, sweet-toothed breakfast plate and chatting it up with a small audience of New Hampshire voters.


In the sharp suit and the tie, he looked as at home as the folks bundled up in winter jackets and snow boots. He fit right in with a crowd whose combined wealth didn’t compare to his own. And he loved it.


Donald Trump walloped the competition that day—not only in doubling the runner-up’s votes, but in winning the hearts of the people who met him.


A steakhouse billionaire who was at home with a hot stack in a bright diner was pulling up a chair at Washington, D.C.’s table.


From what he said to what he ate, whom he hired and how he played, Donald Trump broke nearly every rule of American politics. Before he did that, he broke a few in business. And before he’s done, he’ll likely break a few in the White House.


It’s too late for a lot of politicians who doubted the real estate television star, but for the millions of Americans who supported him, there’s a lot to learn about living the good life, running your own affairs, building a team, communicating your ideas, dealing with critics, and, finally, winning. Winning so much you get tired of winning.


Let’s see if the rest of the country wises up.
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Building Your Empire, Deal by Deal


Donald Trump is in charge.


There’s really no questioning it. When he hit what most of us would call a rough patch—ending his marriage and losing a billion dollars in the 1990s—some wondered if he’d lost his senses, but never if he’d lost control of his business. And even while the newspapers scamper after tidbits of gossip from the most fascinating White House anyone can recall, one thing rings clear: Donald Trump is in charge.


And after decades of bellyaching from reporters and pundits, comic book artists and magazine writers, mayors and presidents, another thing is clear: The man is one of the most effective leaders and impressive managers onstage today.


Donald Trump learned a lot from the successes of his father, Fred Trump, a businessman who made a fortune building affordable housing in New York City’s less expensive boroughs. He also learned a lot from the failures of his older brother, Freddy, who lost his life to the bottle. But he learned the most from himself—from a half century of both smart decisions and disastrous mistakes.


Throughout his career, Trump cut out the losers, never wasting time talking to the wrong people. He kept in mind that when he was doing something new, the old rules didn’t apply. He remembered that you don’t need most of the people who say you need them. He sought leverage at every moment, with a mind always on the deal. He used all resources available, confounding and countering foes with more time, money, and access. And the whole time, he lived his brand, from his books to his show, from his hotels to his condos, and from Manhattan to D.C.


The last president said, “If you’ve got a business, you didn’t build that.” His successor disagrees.


Donald Trump didn’t just build a global business empire out of his father’s more modest real estate fortune: He forged one of America’s strongest brand names; he created one of the country’s most popular reality shows; and, from the ground up, he built the greatest insurgent political campaign ever seen.


He built all of that, and he did it his way, with a few rules of his own making. Trump is not a businessman; he’s an empire builder on every level.


The funny thing is, despite everything he’d accomplished, none of the people who fancy themselves in charge expected Donald Trump to win the presidency.


In June 2016, around the time she became the presumptive Democratic candidate for president, the “failing” New York Times gave Hillary a 58 percent chance of winning the election. It was the lowest chance they gave her the entire time they charted her course against Trump, with her chances peaking at 93 percent in late October and resting at 85 percent on the morning of Election Day.


The company Newsweek contracts to create its commemorative issues sent the “Madam President” cover far and wide. A framed copy hangs in the Daily Caller News Foundation’s office.


And naysayers weren’t relegated to Democrats and their media adjuncts. The week leading up to Election Day, in an attempt to save face before the crushing defeat they assumed was coming, the Republican National Committee invited reporters to an off-the-record briefing on just how they expected to lose.


It’s hard to blame them. Everyone the RNC cared to listen to was in Washington, and everyone in Washington who “mattered” was saying the same thing. The fear of being an apostate is very real in this city, and the effect of all the same opinions being voiced in unison all around you is akin to standing in the middle of a tornado—there may be a world outside it, but it doesn’t seem to matter right then, does it? The certainty of Trump’s imminent annihilation was so great, a Princeton election forecaster vowed to eat a bug if the tycoon triumphed. Nate Silver of FiveThirtyEight was targeted by a Huffington Post hit piece for daring to say Trump had a real chance.


The night of November 8, on the way between the Javits Center’s sea of Hillary hipsters and Facebook’s New York headquarters, where we were filming a live shoot, our team stopped off at an Italian joint. The night had been long and frustrating, like most trips to that city end up when you’re sober enough to care. The first results from Florida were coming in and they looked ugly for Trump.


I was hoping in vain the drink I ordered would improve my spirits while going through our schedule in what figured to be an agonizing night of gloating by elite journalists and the Beltway set. Then, suddenly, Blake Neff, our education writer, who was the closest thing we had to a data analyst, perked up.


“It’s happening.”


“What is?” I asked. I don’t remember if I even looked up.


“I’m not positive . . . but it really looks like Trump is going to win Florida.”


It wasn’t supposed to happen that way, the people who thought they were in charge said, wailing and rending their garments.


But Donald Trump hadn’t asked their permission.


RULE 1: Go Straight to the People Power Comes From. In Business, the Boss; in Elections, the People.


New York City, with all its five boroughs, is the nerve center of the country. Manhattan is the center of the nerve center. In business, it’s the center of the world. So simply being a rich businessman in an outer borough, as his father was, was not enough for a young Donald Trump: He wanted to be the king of Manhattan.


Trump learned this early on. When he was just a young punk from Queens, his most formidable talent was his gumption and a drive to make it in Manhattan.


He still worked in Brooklyn, but he knew the first order of business was getting an apartment on the island. Step two was to join the club where he knew all the movers and shakers, rich men and beautiful women, spent their evenings. Fake-it-till-you-make-it kind of thing.


Now, any club worth its salt is not going to let a nobody in without the right connections, and Trump didn’t know a soul. The first time he called the front desk, they hung up on him because he didn’t know anyone on the ins. The second time, they told him there was no shot they were giving him a list of members—that information simply wasn’t public. The third call, he stretched the truth a tiny bit and managed to get a phone number for one of the few public members—the top dog, Le Club’s president.


He didn’t call the front desk a fourth time. No need. Le Club’s president, of course, asked him the same questions about who he knew, but the president was a decision maker—a man empowered to make the call he chose. He was as skeptical as the guy at the front desk, but as Trump puts it, “I just kept talking and talking, and finally this fellow said to me, ‘I’ll tell you what, you sound like a nice young man, and maybe it would be good to have some younger members, so why don’t you meet me for a drink at Twenty-One?’ ”


As it turned out, “a drink” was not in any way singular, and as the weeks passed after their meeting, Trump came to realize his host couldn’t even recall the evening, so he would have to try again. But now he wasn’t wasting time with middle management; he was aiming for the top of the stack, and it was worth the effort. It paid off, and while he didn’t drink, he was a loud admirer of successful men and beautiful women, and a good time was had by all. He’d taken his first step into a whole new social scene without knowing a single person on the list.


One of life’s very many oddities is that while everyone hates a middleman, near everybody fancies themselves essential. It’s no different at the neighborhood bar or top boardroom: Figuring out who you actually need to talk to is one of life’s most essential skills. Not only can it change the amount of time and effort you put into everything from ordering a beer to buying a tower, but it can make the difference in whether you win or lose.


But the trick, in both big and small cases like joining a club or building a hotel, isn’t simply to remove the middlemen in between yourself and the target: It’s representing yourself, and everything you are in the deal you personally want to make happen. As a reluctant press has come to learn, especially over the first year of his presidency, no one represents Donald Trump better than himself. It’s clear he knows it, too, just as he did then.


“It comes down to the fact that everyone underneath the top guy in a company is just an employee,” Trump writes in The Art of the Deal. “An employee isn’t going to fight for your deal. He’s fighting for his salary increase, or his Christmas bonus, and the last thing he wants to do is upset his boss. So he’ll present your case with no real opinion.”


That employee isn’t going to fight for the deal. No one fights for you like you will fight for yourself, except for probably your mom. And by around the time you’re getting in trouble in high school, it’s already not a great idea to have your mom represent you.


In politics, there may be a different set of players, but just like in business, it’s often the man on top who counts, while excitable interns, self-impressed political hires, and puffed-up think tankers rarely matter as much as they insist they do.


In global diplomacy, the do-it-yourself instinct Trump lives by can even backfire. When Russia-connected opposition research was pitched to the campaign, an experienced politico would have sent a lawyer. Having sat in plenty a room hearing about “oppo” from folks pitching it as a story, there’s no such thing as not-totally-sketchy oppo, and even by that already low bar, the Russian government name-drop sets off loud alarms.


Donald Trump’s son, Don Jr., didn’t send a lawyer, though: He did the opposite, gathering the campaign principals—campaign manager Paul Manafort and Jared Kushner—and putting them in the room with a possible spy. A possible spy who, it later turned out, was a former Soviet counterintelligence officer.


A former Rubio contractor at a beer garden the next day was astounded. Rubio’s top guys would never, he told me, have been in that room on the first meeting. The Trump family, however, is different from the average D.C. politico. If it’s important, it’s worth doing yourself, they maintain. International dirty business, they learned in a particularly painful lesson, isn’t always the same. And in international intrigue, all lessons are lessons hard learned.


Then, sometimes, the top guy isn’t who it at first appears. In the royal courts of the past and the administrations of today, you could know a thousand day laborers, but it was your personal relationship with the king and his lords that gave you your power. In an election year, Trump knew, that isn’t the case: The real power in an election year is to talk to the people at large—not any one lord or court jester.


The Republican Party has a long tradition of not bucking the power structure. The people who win the nomination are often the next in line. The Richard Nixons, the George H. W. Bushes, the Bob Doles, the John McCains. Notice that the chances of winning the general election aren’t widely affected by this succession obsession: It’s just the way it’s decided.


But in 2016, while a dozen qualified governors and senators jockeyed for the approval of the middle managers at the Republican National Committee and other campaign power structures, Trump identified a different block—a block courted by outside candidates like Ronald Reagan before, but in 2016, once again forgotten: the American people.


Who knew how loud the “silent majority” would get?


When Trump first began his presidential run, coming down a golden escalator, pundits who’d never met him told the country he wouldn’t be able to communicate with the average voter. So he did.


In small New Hampshire diners, he bonded without having to kiss a bunch of strangers’ babies. In rallies completely lacking the famous celebrities and terrible-but-popular bands Democrats frequently roll out, he got the crowd riled up on his personality alone, making his own case himself. And on the news, with no shot at a fair shake from simpering reporters or prattling opinion makers, he repeatedly made the news himself, nearly forcing networks to allow him to make his case in his own words on televisions the world over.


Traveling around the country, there was little more boring than listening to Marco Rubio tick through the same stump speech in high schools across Iowa. There were few things more distressing than aging Hillary supporters dancing badly to Hispanic music in snowy New Hampshire. And there was nothing as exciting as a Trump rally. Even if the introduction came from Jerry Falwell Jr. (decidedly not a public speaker . . .) and even when Trump was tired—and he sometimes was—the crowd of veterans, bikers, families, and hecklers kept going. And the cameras rolled.


And the world couldn’t get enough. Two networks from Sweden contacted one of our Daily Caller News Foundation reporters in an attempt to bring on a bilingual writer who might have a shot at explaining to their hungry readers what was going on. A reporter from the Hindustan Times, a massive paper in India, told me the hunger for Trump news on the other side of the planet was insatiable.


Trump took out the middlemen and even a lot—though not all—of the idiot political handlers who swarmed over Rubio and Jeb! like irritable wasps. There were no rope barricades held up by adoring interns desperate to keep parade crowds from sparking up a conversation. Sure, Trump’s rallies were often staffed by a special strain of bozos who looked like oddly shaped extras from a cheesy mafia movie, but besides chasing us reporters around the rally to try to herd us into cages, they could be ignored, and one time, all it took to escape a particularly worthless handler was running into the bathroom and losing the tie. Ties, you see, are a dead giveaway for press at a rally ninety minutes outside Des Moines.


“But the consultants didn’t think we would win,” he told the Conservative Political Action Conference a few weeks after he was sworn in. “But they all underestimated the power of the people—you. And the people proved them totally wrong. Never—and this is so true, and this is what’s been happening—never underestimate the people. Never. I don’t think it will ever happen again.”


Trump’s approach to primary politics, and his removal of most of the goons, made voters feel like he was talking with them. And he was. And despite being a billionaire from Manhattan, he was also getting a lot of the same news as them, speaking the same language.


In the months since he was sworn in, shows like Fox & Friends and Tucker Carlson Tonight have learned that the president is watching. He, just like the rest of us, is getting his news not simply from compiled dossiers, but from cable TV, the New York Times, New York Post, Daily Caller. The latest ten-thousand-word think piece in the New Yorker might tickle a few fancies in cocktail circles in Washington and San Francisco, but that kind of high-mindedness isn’t read by real Americans, nor are there any signs it’s read by the new president.


You and I likely don’t have much danger of finding ourselves as isolated as a billionaire who had an executive series of Cadillac limousines named after him, but the danger is still there. The keys are understanding who you’re dealing with—who makes the calls at the companies, in your town, in your state—and speaking the same language as them because you understand the things they hear, the things they want, the things you can bring, and why you’re the best person to do it.


If you know the correct audience, understand what makes them tick, and make the right case, you can win the deal.


Oh, and know the rules. Or better yet, make your own.


RULE 2: If You’re Doing Something New, the Old Rules Don’t Apply


If you’re doing something completely new, the first thing you might consider is killing all the consultants. Because really, they’re the worst.


What we’re talking about is the chattering class. The wise men who’ve been here for decades. Men like Republican pollster Neil Newhouse.


In the days leading up to Governor Mitt Romney’s loss to Obama, Newhouse told Ann Romney she’d better start looking for new D.C. housing for her horses—she and Mitt would be moving to the White House. Just a month or so later, only weeks after Election Day, Newhouse was spotted again, this time whispering sweet nothings into Governor Jeb Bush’s ear at a fancy hotel in D.C.


Despite having no idea where his last boss stood in the votes—which was, by the way, Newhouse’s only job—he failed upward, meeting a new boss for the next contract. And when Jeb Bush went toe-to-toe with Donald Trump a few years later, well, it was back to the unemployment line (for a day or two). Consultants and other professional advice givers, you can be sure, will always take care of themselves, so don’t you worry about them.


Mitt Romney’s campaign may have been a massive loss for Republican voters, but it was one helluva win for some of the outside firms he contracted to run his fund-raising, advertising, targeting, and other operations. American Rambler Productions, for example, pulled in $155.9 million. Firms called SJZ and Victory Group gobbled up another $22 million. Targeted Victory, which “ran testing and automatization” for the campaign, raked in $96.4 million.


“We didn’t do any real targeting on emails until the last two months of the campaign,” Aaron Ginn, a Silicon Valley guy who worked for the company during the campaign, told me shortly after the dust settled. “And when we did, targeting was really broad, like ‘Do you live in this state?’ Not ‘When was your last engagement with the website,’ ‘What was your last donation,’ ‘When was the last time you volunteered?’ ”


That didn’t stop Targeted Victory from attending the “Pollie Awards,” of course. The Pollies, for the vast majority of the planet who haven’t heard of them, are an award given by the American Association of Political Consultants to, well, consultants who pay to be considered—all “to honor the ‘Best of the Best’ in political advertising and communications.”


Targeted Victory scooped up thirty-five “Pollie Awards” for their work in 2012, despite not living up to either of the two words that make up its name.


In industries like finance, entertainment, and tech, there’s a bottom line that is so easy to uncover, it will run a man out of house and home even if he does his best to ignore it. In politics, not so much.


Just a few years later, it’s worth remembering that Jeb! Bush scared the aforementioned Mitt Romney out of running for president by—wait for it—promising to outspend him.


In total he didn’t, of course, because he didn’t win the nomination, but it was not for lack of trying. Jeb! spent about $125 million on consultants during his campaign, which made it to all of three states, in none of which he even placed in the top three.


“With apologies to Winston Churchill,” the Washington Post wrote in a rare show of cleverness, “the tale of the Jeb Bush campaign might be summarized as ‘Never before have so few spent so much to achieve so little.’ ”


None of the favorite GOP consultants signed on to Mr. Trump’s brash, outsider campaign, of course. They all—the good, the bad, and the in between—went for tried Republican favorites like Jeb!, Marco Rubio, and John Kasich.


But to be fair, why wouldn’t they have? Their skills were all based on past contests, and the big payouts they hoped those skills would earn were reliant on a win. None of us thought Trump had a great chance to win; Bush, Rubio, Kasich—these men held a lot more promise by any historic measurement. And even if some people didn’t have that feeling in their gut, all they had to do was turn on the TV to see their consultant friends and colleagues agreeing with each other in one big echo of self-affirmation.


“What separates the winners from the losers is how a person reacts to each new twist of fate,” Trump tweeted in September 2014.


If Trump’s plan was to follow their rules and play by past contests, it would be crucial to bring on old players. But what if that wasn’t his plan? What about when the game you want to play is a new one? Or simply a far-improved one?


Years ago, when Southwest Airlines was struggling to improve its performance, its leaders started by contrasting their approach with other airlines, setting goals based on the competition. The only problem was, as most Americans can attest, the other airlines were just as terrible. So Southwest went outside the airline industry, studying NASCAR pit crews—folks whose job was as competitive as it gets, and whose skills were watched by millions on high-stress television. The study worked, and in 2014, Performance magazine reported that the company that used to benchmark itself against other companies was now the standard to measure the others by.


The same went for Trump, who was running a new kind of campaign and couldn’t afford to benchmark his success against the guys he was intending to beat out.


Take advertising. All the consultants knew that paid television was key to a winning campaign. It had been since the 1960s. And crucially, a lot of these consultants take a cut for the television ads a candidate makes. It’s actually common to see the TV guys at the throats of the analytics guys who try to say “this isn’t working.”


“Of course it’s working, we just need more of it,” the consultants maintain. And it’s more money in their pockets. Despite the campaign’s utter failure, Jeb Bush’s consultants still walked away with that $125 million, most of which was spent on ads. The eggheads call this “perverse incentives.”


And if you pull your head out of the political clouds, you’ll know the average American doesn’t remember the ads—they remember the famous moments like “Tear down this wall!” They remember the outbursts like “I am paying for this microphone, Mr. Green!” Both of those came, of course, courtesy of Ronald Reagan, a veteran of the big screen with a great sense of the dramatic. Donald Trump, a veteran of the small screen, gave the public plenty of the same sound bite and viral-ready content, dominating airwaves for weeks and months with each utterance—even if that utterance looked like trouble.


Writing in The Art of the Deal about one of his regrets from his younger days, Trump recalls the outrage after he tore down famous art deco friezes from the old Bonwit Teller building to make way for the construction of Trump Tower. After admitting that, “[f]rankly, I was too young, and perhaps in too much of a hurry,” he adds, “Ironically, the whole controversy may have ended up being a plus for me in terms of selling Trump Tower.”


That’s because the stories that hit the papers bleeding with outrage over his perceived greed would often begin by classifying that this destruction was “to make way for one of the world’s most luxurious buildings.”


Now, that is good advertising. And with free buys on the pages of newspapers around the region, sales shot up.


No magazine, TV pundit, or self-help guru would tell you to do this, and Donald Trump himself says he wouldn’t try it again, but the incident shows the imperfection of the art, and just how little even the experts understand. Similarly, when, in your gut, you know something really will work, why trust the guys who get it wrong so often?


Jeb Bush had the big-name consultants and the heavy ad buys, but how did that work out? As Trump himself noted after the New Hampshire primary: “Jeb Bush spent more than $40,000,000 in New Hampshire to come in 4 or 5, I spent $3,000,000 to come in 1st. Big difference in capability!”


Of course, many things taken together make up “capability,” but Trump’s New Hampshire victory was most definitely a product of his natural skill and direct message more than any high-powered strategy.


In the end, Donald Trump spent comparably little on TV throughout the whole campaign. After the election, he’d been outspent by Hillary and her allies by $380 million, according to the International Business Times. After the Supreme Court ruled that political spending by outside groups was protected by the First Amendment, liberal consultants worried that whoever spent the most money would always win the presidency, and the rich would steal the votes from the poor. A billionaire proved them wrong, winning working-class white voters with less money spent than the career Democrat.
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