
        
            
                
            
        


		
			Praise for Peter Navarro

			“[A] loyal, patriotic servant to our great President.”

			—Mark Levin

			“A hero of mine, Peter Navarro…more than anybody else set the tone for our policy in dealing with China…. He was the single most effective and competent member of the entire Trump team.”

			—Dick Morris, Dick Morris Democracy

			“I don’t think anyone knows better what was happening inside the Trump White House, knowing all the players and almost all the conversations, than Peter Navarro.”

			—Sean Duffy

			“One of the most important people that served in the Trump administration and was loyal to the President to the very end.”

			—Charlie Kirk, Turning Point USA

			“The author of the original book exposing China…which was one of the best books I’ve ever read, I’ve been a fan of Peter Navarro for a very long time. He’s been my hero, he’s also been right there on voter integrity, on the scam and the fraud that went on.”

			—John Fredericks, The John Fredericks Show

			“Part of the reason that President Trump was so successful on economic issues was because he had a brilliant economic adviser, Dr Peter Navarro.”

			—Jeff Katz on WRVA Radio, 11-11-21

			“Someone who served with distinction in the Trump administration [who] really was able to…make a very positive impact…. You are a treasure.”

			—Jeff Crouere, Real America’s Voice, 11-8-21

			“He is consistently one of the guests most raved about when he comes on the show! And I’ll tell you what, he’s a ball of lightning.”

			—Chris Stigall, The Chris Stigall Show

			“Smart guy and a tough guy, I love the way he rolls up his sleeves.”

			—Bernie of Bernie & Sid on 77 WABC Radio, “New York’s News & Talk Station”

			“The man that was facing off against Fauci! Peter Navarro.”

			—The Trevor Carey Show, 10-27-21

			“One of my favorite people [and] one of the strongest fighters when it comes to being able to say that they actually did something to try to reverse the debacle of the 2020 election, to try to correct the errors that were taking place.”

			—The JD Rucker Show, 10-28-21

			“He’s awesome, wow…. I thought we were going to have a little marshmallow roast and he brought a flamethrower, I love it.”

			—Clay Travis and Buck Sexton
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			To the best president in modern American history, Donald John Trump.

Read this book in the warm and clear light of a Mar-a-Lago day, 

Boss, take its lessons to heart, and you’ll be even better the next time.

			And by the way, don’t shoot the messenger. This is both my debt to and my hope for the future.

			 





Introduction

			The mission of this book is to provide a strategic blueprint for taking back Donald Trump’s America. These two of the most famous quotations in history perfectly encapsulate this book’s central theme:

			What’s past is prologue.

			—The Tempest, William Shakespeare

			Those who cannot remember the past are condemned to repeat it.

			—George Santayana, The Life of Reason

			Here, if we are to win back the White House in 2024, we must prove Shakespeare to be as wrong as Santayana is right.

			Our 2020 presidential election past must not be our 2024 prologue. Yet, if we in the Trump movement fail to remember the mistakes and key strategic failures of the 2020 campaign and first Trump term, we will indeed be condemned to repeat them.

			We must not stumble a second time. With the Biden regime failing in virtually every dimension, we urgently need to take back our country under the red, white, and blue banner of Trumpism and Populist Economic Nationalism.

			So as my old boss used to say at the beginning of every journey: “Let’s Go!”





Part One

			The Beginning and Beginning of the End





ONE

			A Restive Lion Wintering in Mar-a-Lago

			Elections have consequences. Stolen elections have catastrophic consequences.

			—Stephen K. Bannon

			Just why exactly was it that you might not have voted for Donald Trump in 2020?

			Was it because of the strongest economy in modern history that Trump created, with record low unemployment, nary a whiff of inflation, and rising real wages, particularly for blue-collar and black and brown Americans?

			Or was it because Trump cracked down on Communist China’s economic aggression, forced an uneasy peace upon North Korea and Iran, and kept Vladimir Putin tightly pinned down in a strategic box?

			Or maybe it was Trump’s securing of our southern border and global supply chains while he rebuilt America’s manufacturing and defense industrial base?

			Or maybe, just maybe, it was those damnable tweets.

			If so, how’s that working out?

			Clearly, not very well, as under the Joe Biden regime, everything that can go wrong seemingly is going wrong.

			On the economic front, the Biden White House is grappling with a virulent stagflation, the likes of which we have not seen since the 1970s.1 Amidst slow growth and recession, inflation has soared even as real wages have fallen.2 While Wall Street hedges its bets and Corporate America raises prices, Main Street and blue-collar America are bearing the entire economic burden.

			Not coincidentally, on our southern border, millions of illegal aliens have blown by what once was a well-functioning border wall and a solid cadre of Customs and Border Patrol agents.3 That border is now in complete disarray as drug cartels and child traffickers transport huddled masses from around the world to our country.4

			Never mind that it is black and brown and blue-collar Americans who now find themselves suffering from higher unemployment and stagnant wages from this invasion. Never mind that American schoolchildren are being forced to sit in ever more crowded classrooms as diseases like tuberculosis, chickenpox, and measles once thought to be under control now make a comeback in Joe Biden’s Woke America.5

			Yet, as bad as our economy and southern border are, it may be worse on the foreign policy front—and certainly more dangerous.

			•A Biden-bungled Afghanistan has become a breeding ground and sanctuary for all manner of Death to America Radical Islamists;6

			•Iran is once again fomenting state-sponsored terrorism even as the missiles once again fly in the skies over North Korea on their way perhaps one day as far as Seattle, Chicago, and New York;

			•Communist China’s dictator Xi Jinping has renewed his march for global domination from Africa and Latin America to the Taiwan Strait;

			•A revanchist Vladimir Putin has accelerated his bid to recapture the old countries of the Soviet Union, including a battered and bleeding Ukraine;7 and

			•Xi and Putin themselves have formed an unholy alliance to mutually reinforce their imperialist and revanchist claims.

			Meanwhile, with the days of Trump energy independence for America long gone, frantic calls from the Oval Office and State Department beg hostiles like Venezuela for oil even as the fracking wells of North Dakota, Pennsylvania, and Texas remain under siege from a Let Them Eat Solar, Green Raw Deal Left.8

			Then, there is this irony: far more people have died under the Biden regime from a virus spawned by the Chinese Communist Party than under Donald Trump’s watch.9 Wasn’t Trump supposed to be the incompetent one with blood on his hands?

			Faced with this bleak landscape, many Americans who voted for Joe Biden are suffering from a terminal case of buyer’s remorse. According to poll after poll, if the election were held today, Trump would beat Biden handily.10 Meanwhile, more than a third of American voters want the 2020 election overturned.11 Yes, overturned!

			None of this American angst should come as a surprise. During the 2020 election, I and others repeatedly warned of the dangers of turning the keys of the White House over to a puppet of the radical Democrats and to a man with clearly diminished mental capacity. Yet far too many Americans voted against an incumbent president who, simply based on this stellar record, does indeed qualify for consideration as one of the greatest presidents in American history, certainly on the economy and even perhaps on foreign policy.

			So how exactly did this abomination happen? Just why is a true lion now taking his restive winters in Florida at Mar-a-Lago even as a forgetful pack mule for globalism and corporate corruption sits behind the Resolute Desk in Washington, DC?

			Read on, dear reader, and all shall be revealed.





Two

			Five Strategic Failures & the Fall of the White House of Trump

			Valentine’s Day without my wife. My scheduled meeting with the president does not occur. His advisors are focused more on preventing him from doing what his instincts are telling him to do on tariffs than on fixing America’s unfair trade problems.

			—Peter Navarro, Journal Entry, February 14th, 2017

			If you were to ask me what above all is Donald J. Trump’s Achilles’ heel, I would tell you in a nanosecond that it is Bad Personnel choices. This is a man—a figure rightly larger-than-life—who ran hard on a transformational platform of Populist Economic Nationalism on behalf of the working class.

			Yet, barely after the votes were counted, President-Elect Trump would begin to surround himself with a confederacy of globalists, Never-Trump Republicans, wild-eyed Freedom Caucus nut jobs, and self-absorbed Wall Street transactionalists who had neither an understanding of, nor empathy for, the Trump Deplorables and those Trump Democrat blue-collar and black and brown workers who had propelled the president to his stunning and historic 2016 victory.

			It would be precisely these Bad Personnel who would come to plant so many poisonous Bad Policy Trees during the Trump administration. The fruit of these poisonous trees would be Five Strategic Failures that would inexorably lead to Bad Politics, and ultimately the Fall of the White House of Trump. In effect, these Five Strategic Failures would make the 2020 presidential race close enough for Joe Biden and the Democrats to steal.

			Strategic Failure #1 was, hands down, the most consequential and unforgivable. This was the failure to make Communist China the single most important issue of the 2020 campaign.

			This failure would turn out to be one of the greatest missed opportunities in presidential campaign history. Indeed, running against Communist China would have effectively hit two dangerous Dragons with one very lethal campaign message.

			Not only was Middle America already boiling mad at a mercantilist and predatory China for stealing American jobs, offshoring our factories, and killing us with deadly opioids like fentanyl. America’s heartland was primed, locked, and loaded to become even more angry at an authoritarian and brutal country that was clearly responsible for a pandemic that, in real time, was turning the American Dream into a made-deadly-in-China nightmare.

			Strategic Failure #2 was the failure of the president to first govern, and then run in 2020, as an unreconstructed and firebrand Populist Economic Nationalist. This failure was far from his fault.

			Over his four years in office, many members of the president’s economic, trade, and national security teams simply forgot, when critical policy decisions were being made, just what had gotten him into the Oval Office to begin with.

			In their globalist-tinged amnesia, these advisors forgot how, in 2016, it was the Populist Economic Nationalism of “Buy American, Hire American,” “Build That Wall,” and “America First” that Candidate Trump had used as a cudgel to first vanquish sixteen Republican rivals in a primary election. This Trumpian Economic Nationalism then resonated and rolled like a Red Republican Tide across the American heartland and helped crumble the Democrat’s vaunted Blue Wall states of Wisconsin, Michigan, and Pennsylvania.

			It would be these three key battleground states that would help propel President Trump to his stunning victory in 2016. In 2020, however, many key players within the West Wing and on the Trump campaign would forget what we had stood for in 2016—or simply had no allegiance to the Trump agenda to begin with.

			Strategic Failure #3 was the surprising and abject failure of the Trump campaign itself. To be brutally frank here, this was perhaps the most grossly mismanaged presidential campaign in modern history.

			It was a campaign that went from a beautifully executed 2016 Steve Bannon masterpiece with twenty people on Trump Force One barnstorming flyover country to the ugliest kind of 2020 Air Force One equivalent of Hillary Clinton’s beyond bloated Hindenburg of a campaign.

			This was also a campaign that failed to see obvious trouble on the horizon in key Republican strongholds like Arizona and Georgia even as it failed to mount even a semblance of an effective offense—much less defense—against a rival who ran as little more than a middle-of-the-road chimera, cipher, and mirage in a basement.

			The construction of this doomed campaign Hindenburg may be laid squarely at the doorstep of the anything but dynamic duo of the Geek Freak Brad Parscale (putatively, the campaign manager) and the Clown Prince himself, Trump son-in-law Jared Kushner (the real campaign manager). These “dumb and dumber” political geniuses—Jeff Daniels and Jim Carrey should play them in the movie version—squandered hundreds of millions of dollars on ridiculous baubles like Super Bowl ads and a massively bloated payroll.

			The ultimate tragedy here was this: in that critical month of June, when the skies of American cities were black with arsonist smoke and his fortunes looked bleakest, President Trump had a chance to bring back the master strategist Bannon and put him at the helm of the campaign. The story of why that did not happen is one of the most compelling in this book.

			Strategic Failure #4 tracks directly to the incompetence of two key Bad Personnel advisors, Treasury Secretary Steve Mnuchin and White House Chief of Staff Mark Meadows. In this particular disaster, the Boss entrusted Mnuchin and Meadows to successfully bring home a massive Phase IV Stimulus and Relief Bill prior to Election Day. Such legislation would have provided big checks in the mail to tens of millions of distressed American households and thereby given a big electoral boost to the president who had mailed those checks.

			To be crystal clear here, these two “we know better than the president” Grundoons—Mnuchin and Meadows—had repeated directions from the commander in chief himself to consummate a beautiful, Make America Great Again $2 trillion package that would have helped bring our manufacturing base and supply chains home. Yet, in a glaring failure of the chain of command, both Mnuchin and Meadows let their own agendas, ideologies, and incompetence get in the way of successfully maneuvering Democrat Speaker of the House Nancy Pelosi and Senate Minority Leader Chuck Schumer into a pre-election deal.

			As for Strategic Failure #5, it was the surprising inability of the White House Communications Team to fight back against the information warfare of large cadres of Never-Trump newspapers, networks, and journalists. This Orange Man Bad, Never-Trump media would run fake news circles around us, thereby dominating the all-important “daily news cycle,” and ultimately leave the Boss to bellow, howl, and lash out on an almost daily basis, even as both his job approval and favorability ratings sank.

			***

			Here is the punchline and a key theme of this book: if President Trump had avoided just a few of these Five Strategic Failures, he would have won the 2020 Election in a landslide. The obvious question, of course, is just how and why did these Strategic Failures happen? The answer to this question necessarily begins in the West Wing itself.





Three

			An Insider’s Look at a West Wing Dumpster

			It’s not the battles we lose that bother me, it’s the ones we don’t suit up for.

			—Toby Ziegler, The West Wing12

			To lay the predicate for our discussion of the Five Strategic Failures that would lead to the Fall of the White House of Trump, how about you and I take a little Aaron Sorkin “life imitates art” tour of where much of the action will occur. In the spirit of that old sports stadium maxim, “You can’t tell the players without a program,” I will also offer you a brief look at some of the Trump administration’s key players as they take up residence in their West Wing haunts—or foxholes, as it will turn out to be.

			Truth be told, the West Wing, glamorous though it may have seemed on the Martin Sheen TV series, is pretty much a dump. President Trump may or may not have once described it as such during a golf game; but there are humorously conflicting accounts of that particular alleged Trump double bogey in the press.13

			The notable exceptions to the dumpster critique are the magnificent Oval Office, the history-drenched and regal Roosevelt Room, and the only slightly less splendid Cabinet Room in which the president’s chair is slightly taller than all others. There is also the chief of staff’s office if for no other reason than its comfortable size, high ceilings, and back door patio and pool.

			Part of the reason why the West Wing is a such a dump is because it is so folded in upon itself. One journalist wryly dubbed it “a rabbit warren of cramped offices that seem inadequate for the powerful people who occupy them.”14 True that.

			Everything small and claustrophobic about the West Wing architecture follows from the overly pragmatic goal of its 1933 renovator, New York architect Eric Gugler. That myopic goal was to simply maximize the West Wing office space.

			Gugler, in his unwitting homage to the Dilbert cubicle, obviously never put himself in the shoes—or behind the desks—of the actual office occupants. Nor did Gugler ever consider in his West Wing designs the Eastern philosophy of feng shui, which involves harmonizing one’s own living and working environment—an oversight which may account for the lack of harmony that has so very often existed over the course of the multiple administrations.

			These dumpster qualities notwithstanding, I still must say it never got old walking over to the West Wing from my perch in the Eisenhower Executive Office Building for a meeting in the Roosevelt Room or the Oval Office or to grab a very decent meal in the albeit drab and equally cramped Navy Mess dining room. So walk with me now as we take a tour of the office foxholes as they were initially set up for what soon would become a polarizing war amongst all the president’s men—and occasional women.

			Where Situations Are Born

			As you enter under the awning into the West Wing’s basement, you can walk to the right to the fabled and largely windowless Situation Room—really a maze of rooms and hermetically sealed communications nodes located on the southwest corner of the building.

			The Situation Room was created by President John F. Kennedy’s National Security Council Director McGeorge Bundy after the 1961 Bay of Pigs Cuban invasion fiasco; and, for you Trivial Pursuit or Jeopardy buffs, you should know that it literally sits on the footprint of an old bowling alley. Together with an adjacent briefing room, this “Sit Room,” as it is called, functions simultaneously as an intelligence support dispenser, a global communications hub, and the ultimate in crisis management theaters.

			In the Sit Room, presidents and senior staff over the years have done everything from celebrating the capture of Saddam Hussein and the killing of Osama bin Laden to bungling the Iranian hostage crisis and managing the chaos after the attempted assassination of Ronald Reagan.

			The Sit Room is also the Cadillac of the White House “SCIFs”—the Sensitive Compartmented Information Facilities which seal off any eavesdroppers and are strategically placed throughout the West Wing and Eisenhower Building.15 And one of the fun things I learned early on about the Sit Room during one particular emergency is that you can ask the staff to hunt to ground just about anybody in the world on the phone, typically within minutes. I loved being able to do that.

			Where Trade Actions Came to Die

			On the opposite northwest corner of the basement are the offices of the staff secretary, who manages the paper flow throughout the White House—from the signings of presidential orders to the circulation of documents among staff and across the various agencies. It would be here where Rob Porter, a man with a perfect resume and perfect connections—Harvard, Oxford, classmate of Jared Kushner,16 close associate of Reince Priebus—would set up an extremely efficient Never-Trump bureaucratic operation to delay, deter, and derail the president’s trade agenda.

			On this basement floor, in the center of the building, there were also the offices of Homeland Security Advisor Tom Bossert, and the executive secretary and chief of staff of the national security council, Lieutenant General Keith Kellogg. Among the West Wing senior staff, the youthful Bossert and grizzled veteran Kellogg were two of my most admired and respected colleagues.

			Bossert’s favorite expression was “lead with intelligence.” He always kept his chin up and his head down, and when the hurricanes hit Houston, Florida, and Puerto Rico, all within twenty-five days,17 Bossert would shine like the noonday Caribbean sun in the eyes of said hurricanes.

			As for Kellogg, he literally was a grizzled veteran. He won the Silver Star for gallantry in Vietnam and also served with distinction in 1990 during Operations Desert Shield and Desert Storm.

			Kellogg’s favorite expression was: “If I’m not included on the takeoff, I won’t participate in the landing.” So when Kellogg’s boss H. R. McMaster would refuse to allow Kellogg to formally participate in any one of a number of policy debates—a poster child was McMaster’s globalist bid to increase troop strength in Afghanistan—Kellogg would refuse to publicly join any chorus of support after the fact.

			Unlike McMaster, Kellogg was a true Trump believer on the need for trade reform. Dating back to his post-army days as a corporate executive for Oracle and the Cubic Corporation, Kellogg had witnessed firsthand the unfair trade practices Communist China and others had heaped on America’s heartland.

			Most importantly, Kellogg was that rare breed of military man who totally understood this core Trump principle: never sacrifice America’s trade policy and the factories of Ohio or Michigan or Pennsylvania on the altar of national security goals. This was a principle that McMaster in his early days, Secretary of State Rex Tillerson up to his final days, and the Pentagon’s Jim Mattis in his obtuseness, would continually violate.

			When Mike Flynn was fired in the first few weeks of the administration after being falsely ensnared by the FBI in a phony Russia Hoax, Kellogg would serve an ever so brief seven days as the interim NSC director. Keith was also one of the leading candidates for the permanent job, and the choice of McMaster rather than Kellogg to replace Flynn would turn out to be one of the biggest Bad Personnel mistakes of the administration.

			That mistake would lead not only to more of America’s workers being laid off from the factory floors of the Midwest. It would result in more American soldiers being killed, maimed, or wounded in the desert battlefields of the Middle East. The haste in hiring the globalist McMaster would indeed lay waste to the Trump agenda.

			The First Floor House of Cards

			As to where McMaster would hang his hat in the West Wing, let’s walk now up the narrow staircase from the basement to the first floor. This is the floor where much of the administration’s House of Cards cum Game of Thrones drama would play out, and McMaster’s office on the northwest corner of the building would prove to be one of the busiest and most pivotal in pushing a foreign policy and trade agenda totally out of step with that of the president.

			From his privileged perch, McMaster would often publicly contradict the president, effectively litigating issues through the press rather than privately in the Oval Office. A prime example was McMaster’s insistence that the US would pay for South Korea’s missile defense even as the president was asserting the opposite.18

			As for the National Security Council itself, it was established by the National Security Act of 194719 and put under the umbrella of the White House in 1949.20 In these early Cold War days, the NSC’s primary mission was to add heft to the State Department’s attempt to contain a rising Soviet Union.

			Over time, the NSC has morphed into one of the most powerful bureaucracies in government, with broad authority to integrate foreign and defense policies and to coordinate the air force, army, marine corps, and navy, along with other national security nodes like the Central Intelligence Agency.

			The real power of the NSC lies in its sheer size. Its staff hovers around 400—up from only 40 during the Clinton presidency—and this compares to less than 50 for the National Economic Council, Domestic Policy Council, or Council of Economic Advisers.21

			As was the common practice of new NSC directors, before his firing, Mike Flynn had intended to zero out the NSC’s staff of career bureaucrats detailed from various agencies like the Departments of State and Defense. Flynn would then quickly build that staff back up in the president’s America First, no nation-building, end to endless wars image.

			Instead, in the chaos that followed Flynn’s abrupt departure, McMaster would engage in no such purge. This would prove to be a huge setback for the Trump agenda as it left McMaster in charge of a bureaucracy absolutely riddled with Obama loyalists and Never-Trumpers.

			Not without irony, the only people McMaster would wind up firing would be several top NSC staff with loyalties to Trump nationalism. They included, most prominently, Derek Harvey, Rich Higgins, and Ezra Cohen-Watnick.22

			The Priebus Daze

			Just down the hall from McMaster’s office and on the opposite southwest corner of the first floor was the spacious suite and reception area of Chief of Staff Reince Priebus. It would be from this particular neck of the West Wing woods where Reince would create his own particular brand of chaos while perfecting one of his most endearing habits—the art of walking out the back door of his office to the presidential pool where he would take cell phone calls bouncing on the diving board in a pinstripe suit.

			What would ultimately drown Priebus was not falling off that diving board, but rather a number of would-be chiefs of staff, including one in an office literally two doors away. This was the office of Trump son-in-law, political novice, and Rasputin in training, Jared Kushner.

			Along with National Economic Council Director Gary Cohn, Kushner would constantly undermine Priebus’s authority by going around, through, or over Priebus to get right to the president. The practical effect was to create a weak and hydra-headed chief of staff.

			The V.P. and Bushie of Operations

			Between the suites of Priebus and McMaster was Vice President Mike Pence’s West Wing office. While this office was modest in size, the VP had a much more palatial setup in the Eisenhower Executive Office Building. As VPOTUS would shuttle back and forth, I would bump into him frequently; and he would always lift my spirits with a smile and a handshake and a good word—and as you shall see, at least on one occasion, he even personally intervened to make sure Gary Cohn and Treasury Secretary Steve Mnuchin did not succeed in their demands to have me fired.

			In the middle of the first floor, with nary a window in sight, there was the dark lair of the deputy chief of staff for operations, Joe Hagin. To me, the Darth Vader Hagin represented a microcosm of everything that was wrong with the initial staffing of the White House. This was because Hagin was the proverbial double whammy—both a former blue blood George W. Bushie AND a loyal soldier for Priebus’s anti-Trump Republican National Committee.

			A soft and billowy marshmallow of a bureaucrat with all of the humor of Dick Cheney, Hagin had wormed his way into the halls of power with a frat boy BA from Kenyon College. He got his start by helping George H. W. Bush during his failed presidential bid in 1979 and then leveraged that stint into working as Bush’s personal assistant when he was vice president. After serving as George W. Bush’s deputy campaign manager during the 2000 presidential run, Hagin then latched on to the operations job for most of the Bush presidency.

			That people like Hagin would wind up in positions of power within the Trump administration always boggled my mind, and during both the Priebus Daze and Kelly Interregnum, Hagin would use his not inconsiderable powers to subtly thwart the more transformational aspects of the Trump agenda. Most notably, this included trade and immigration policy reforms that were anathema to the Bushies and Republican National Committee crowd.

			For example, Hagin could block the hiring of staff that he viewed as Trump subversives by pleading, as he often misleadingly did, a lack of budget. It was all so much Bushie BS—he was swimming in discretionary cash.

			Never In My Wildest Dreams

			Rounding out the first floor of the West Wing, there was the Oval Office, which we will talk much more about later, and the Roosevelt Room, where I lost many a battle in the trade wars. There were also the offices of the press secretary where Priebus ally and former RNC communications director Sean Spicer would preside over a decidedly not so merry band of support staff.

			The collective foul mood and low morale in the press shop was the direct result of having to constantly shovel the angry manure Spicer would fertilize the downstairs press room with during what would soon become his infamously contentious and counterproductive daily briefings.

			As for the Roosevelt Room itself, it sits windowless in almost the exact center of the West Wing’s first floor. Named for both Teddy and Franklin Delano Roosevelt, it is the room that originally housed Teddy’s West Wing office.

			By the way, the Roosevelt Room is also the place Franklin Delano used to call the “fish room” because he kept his aquariums there. In an ever so subtle thumbing of his nose at FDR and his liberalism, President Richard Nixon would rechristen the Roosevelt room in honor of both FDR and Teddy.

			In the battleground of the Roosevelt Room, I would often be the only person in a group of fifteen or more senior staff and cabinet secretaries who agreed with the president’s trade agenda. When the president himself was in the meeting, the two of us would have to fight the likes of Tillerson, Cohn, Mattis, McMaster, Mnuchin, and Secretary of Agriculture Sonny Perdue on issues ranging from the imposition of steel tariffs to the termination of the NAFTA trade deal.

			Most commonly, particularly in the early days of the administration, that globalist majority would carry the day in the Roosevelt room. They would simply wear the president down by coming at him from all angles. I simply didn’t have the firepower to give him the support he needed.

			The first time this happened, I was flabbergasted. Never did I imagine in my wildest nightmares that the strongest opposition to the president’s trade agenda would come from inside the White House perimeter. However, as these fifth-columnist attacks by the president’s closest advisors happened time and time again, I came to understand that there is a not-so-fine line between loyalty to the president versus loyalty to the president’s agenda, and it was a line that far too many of POTUS’s senior staff and cabinet officials were willing to cross.

			It is indeed a slippery slope to believe that to be loyal to a president, you must be disloyal to his agenda. But that is the slope far too many people in the Trump administration chose to toboggan down at breakneck speed.

			A Globalist Dog of War

			While the first floor of the West Wing was ground zero in the battle for the heart and mind of the president, the second floor of the West Wing was no less contentious. On one side of the building was Gary Cohn’s National Economic Council suite of offices. It was housed alongside a number of smaller suites for the president’s daughter Ivanka Trump, the administration’s most pugnacious media surrogate Kellyanne Conway, and one of the most nimble of bureaucratic infighters, the political seductress otherwise known as Dina Powell.

			Cohn was pure Goldman Sachs testosterone, prone to putting his leg up on a chair like a dog. He would actually comically try that shtick right in the Oval Office during our infamous “fiery exchange” on day sixty-six of the administration—stay tuned for that account in all its slapstick comedy glory.

			On the other side of the wall from Cohn’s foxholes, and light-years away from Cohn in both demeanor and ideology, was the president’s speechwriter and senior policy advisor, the thirty-something wunderkind Stephen Miller. By day one of the administration, the supremely devotional and introverted Miller had already made the perhaps forgivable but huge mistake of actually doing his duty—which in the run-up to Inauguration Day had been mostly to draft the president’s speech.

			Through such devotion, Miller would take his eye off the power ball and wind up losing much of his turf to Cohn’s National Economic Council. In the first fifty days of the administration, I would personally suffer from Miller’s singular focus on his speechwriting while he ignored the ugly politics and turf battles swirling around him. By the time Miller woke up, it was too late, and Miller would later come to deeply regret this miscalculation.

			Legal Eagles and Legislative Affairs

			Rounding out the key offices on the second floor of the West Wing were those of the White House Legal Counsel, with Don McGahn at the helm, and the Office of Legislative Affairs, run by the oil and water dueling duo of Rick Dearborn and Marc Short.

			McGahn is perhaps most famous for his quite successful efforts to eliminate any restrictions on campaign financing. McGahn thereby opened the door to the massive infusions of corporate cash into America’s elections that followed in the wake of the 2010 Citizens United Supreme Court decision.23

			While McGahn’s old law firm’s website describes him as one of the “architect(s) of the campaign finance revolution,”24 his detractors on the Common Cause side of the money aisle think of him as a Swamp Creature counter-revolutionary who opened the floodgates of Washington to even more dark special interest money.25 (Just for the record, I think Common Cause had it right.)

			I would very quickly and quite unwittingly get blindsided by Don McGahn because I naively assumed his office would enthusiastically embrace the trade-related executive orders and presidential memoranda I had developed during the presidential transition and had ready for signing on the first business day of the administration. These presidential actions, which in hindsight were clearly alien to McGahn’s ideology, had been carefully vetted for what’s called “form and legality” by a walled-off compartment of the Obama Justice Department specifically assigned to the Trump transition team for such matters. However, McGahn viewed my orders like they were the plague, and along with Staff Secretary Rob Porter, Gary Cohn, and Reince Priebus, McGahn would be part of the institutional tonnage that would crush those Trumpian presidential actions faster than a Chinese tank running over a Tiananmen Square protester.

			It would also be McGahn’s office that would let slip a poorly crafted and sparsely vetted immigrant ban executive order just one week into the administration. This order sought to temporarily suspend the entry of refugees and the re-entry of green card holders into the US from some of the worst incubators of Islamic extremism on the planet, including Iran, Libya, Somalia, and Yemen.26 However, the flawed order would get embarrassingly hung up in the courts for months.

			This rookie mistake by the White House’s legal team had the practical and paralytic effect of making it far more difficult to get even the simplest executive order through the review process. It was a mistake that would haunt my own efforts to move executive orders through the review process for months—although in hindsight, I now strongly suspect McGahn might have made that alleged mistake on purpose to sabotage both Bannon’s efforts and the Boss’s actions.

			As for the Office of Legislative Affairs just down the hall from McGahn, the décor for this bank of cubicles should have been early Titanic. It was here where the foolish idea to start the legislative agenda with the “repeal and replacement” of Obamacare was blessed. Priebus and Leg Affairs would, however, fail abysmally to deliver the requisite votes on Capitol Hill, and this crushing early Obamacare defeat would prove to be a millstone around the necks of both a Republican Congress wracked by infighting and a White House wondering what freight train just hit it.

			At least part of this failure stemmed from the lack of anyone within Leg Affairs with the ability to actually cross the aisle and woo Democrats. The even bigger problem, however, was the inherent friction and blurred lines of authority between Rick Dearborn and Marc Short.

			Dearborn was the former chief of staff to Alabama Republican senator Jeff Sessions. Sessions had been the very first Senator to endorse Candidate Trump, and that endorsement had come at a very critical time in the campaign. During that campaign, Dearborn would prove to be an indispensable soldier and an unimpeachable Trump loyalist and his cream would rise to the top in his role as executive director of the transition team.

			In recognition of his service, Dearborn had originally been promised complete control of the Office of Legislative Affairs in his role as a White House deputy chief of staff. However, in yet another move to establish the primacy of the Republican National Committee over the Trump loyalists, Priebus had brought in Marc Short, fresh off campaign trail for Vice President Mike Pence.

			Short was not just an RNC RINO blue blood. He was also a Koch network dark conservative money conduit who had as little affinity for the Trump trade agenda as the Koch brothers themselves. While Short would technically report to Dearborn, Priebus made sure that technicality was ignored, and Short was then free to rule the Leg Affairs roost.27 This would indeed turn out to be a train wreck for the Trump agenda.

			And so, within the West Wing, the foxholes were manned and womanned on day one. The battle lines were clearly drawn, and the epic struggle that would be billed by the media without any appropriate nuance as a match between the globalist and nationalist wings of the Trump administration was about to unfold.

			
		

		




Part Two

			Prelude to a Post-Mortem





Four

			The Coming China Wars Gets My Trump Ball Rolling

			This is not some natural disaster. It is politician-made disaster. It is the consequence of a leadership class that worships globalism over Americanism.

			—Candidate Donald J. Trump, Jobs Plan Speech, June 16, 20161

			One of the most surreal mornings I ever spent was in early June of 2016. I had taken the eight-minute walk down the hill from my home in Laguna Beach to one of the most beautiful stretches of sand on the planet, Victoria Beach.

			This stunning half mile of sandy heaven overlooking the Pacific Ocean was my hallowed ground from where I would launch my paddle board and cruise out among the seals and dolphins. And on a clear day, sometimes I would just sit in the warm sand and gaze at Catalina Island just over thirty miles of cold clear water away.

			On this particular day, however, there would be nary a glimpse of Santa Catalina. It was crisp and overcast with the infamous “June Gloom” clouds that afflict Southern California annually. The surreal nature of the morning began when my cell phone rang with a call from Stephen Miller, who had already hooked his rising star to Candidate Trump as his number one (and only) official speechwriter.

			For weeks, I had been working unofficially with Stephen on a major policy address Candidate Trump was scheduled to give on June 16 at a steel recycling facility outside of Pittsburgh. Stephen was calling to go over some of the final text of that speech, and as I sat down in the sand hoping that my cell phone reception would hold, the key thing that kept popping into my mind was how close I was to power—yet, in tiny Laguna Beach, so far away.

			Parsing the China Price

			My journey to Victoria Beach—and eventually to the Trump White House—had begun years earlier in 2003 in an MBA classroom at the University of California-Irvine. It was at UCI where I would spend more than twenty-five years of my professional life teaching macroeconomics and public policy primarily to fully employed MBA students.

			These students would dutifully report for their MBA duty on weekends and evenings, and this was a schedule ideally suited to my own sensibilities and biorhythms as it allowed me to get my analytics and writing done in the clear light of day—with more than a few breaks for some sunshine and exercise.

			It was in 2003 when I began to notice two peculiar trends begin to emerge. First, a significant number of my fully employed students were losing their jobs. This was particularly strange given the strength of the Orange County job market, perennially one of the most robust and resilient in the country.

			The second disturbing trend was that even those students who were employed were no longer getting the same kind of generous tuition support from their corporate employers. This was no small thing as it is at least $100,000 to get that MBA degree.

			Clearly, something was afoot—and perhaps very rotten—in the MBA market; and with my curiosity piqued, I set about investigating just what might be going wrong. Very quickly, all roads began leading to Beijing.

			What I discovered was a phenomenon known as the “China Price,” which was the ability of Communist Chinese producers to offer products in the global marketplace at prices astonishingly low—often 50 percent below that of competitors and sometimes, equally curiously, at prices well below the cost of production. With the China Price as the tip of their spears, these Chinese Communist producers were grabbing huge chunks of global market share, particularly here in the United States—and thereby beginning to put Americans like my MBA students out of work.

			It was no coincidence that the effects of Communist China’s attack on world markets began to surface in 2003. This was shortly after China joined the World Trade Organization in December of 2001.

			While I tell that particular “Pirate China joins the WTO” story in great detail in my 2011 Death by China film and companion book, I had as yet, in 2003, not put that particular plot point together. Instead, the prevailing conventional wisdom at the time—and null hypothesis as we say in the trade—was that Communist China’s competitive advantage was derived simply from a seemingly endless source of cheap labor. Skeptic that I was, I thought there might be something else going on.

			So it was that I set about analyzing the China Price phenomenon in typical MBA professor fashion. For a full year, I conscripted my cadres of MBA students to do a deep dive on just how the Communist Chinese were winning the global market wars. In the course of that year, over two hundred of my students would be involved in both developing company-specific case studies and doing deep-dive statistical analytics. The result was a seminal “production cost analysis” published in the academic journal China Perspectives.

			The top line findings from this seminal study presaged my framing of Communist China’s economic aggression in the White House as China’s “Seven Deadly Mercantilist Sins.” These findings pointedly noted the role of unfair trade practices such as currency manipulation, counterfeiting, and illegal export subsidies in China’s assault on American and global markets.

			Here is how I wrote the research up for publication in China Perspectives—and note my ever-so-small “boxers versus briefs” attempt at humor, even in an academic journal. Sometimes, I just can’t help myself:

			Chinese manufacturers have the capability to significantly undercut prices offered by foreign competitors over a wide range of products. Today, as a result of the “China price,” China has captured over 70% of the world’s market share for DVDs and toys, more than 50% for bikes, cameras, shoes and telephones, and more than one-third for air conditioners, colour televisions, computer monitors, luggage and microwave ovens. It has also established dominant market positions in everything from furniture, refrigerators and washing machines to jeans and underwear (yes, boxers and briefs).

			This article examines the eight major economic drivers of the China price and provides estimates of their relative contributions to China’s manufacturing competitive advantage. Lower labour costs account for 39% of the China price advantage…. The remainder…is driven by elements challenged as unfair trade practices by foreign competitors. These include export subsidies, which account for 17% of the advantage, an undervalued currency (11%), counterfeiting and piracy (9%), and lax environmental and worker health and safety regulatory regimes (5%).2 [emphasis added]

			It would be this seminal research that would give rise to my first book and what would turn out eventually to be a Communist China trilogy. These prescient works would include The Coming China Wars (2006), the aforementioned Death By China (2011), and Crouching Tiger: What China’s Militarism Means For The World (2015).

			The Coming China Wars would be my first bestseller, and it would lay bare both China’s economic aggression as well as its tendency to sell to the American consumer literally millions of products that could harm or kill you or your pets. More importantly in terms of this opus, it would be The Coming China Wars that would be responsible for me winding up in the Trump White House.

			In 2011, Citizen Trump would place The Coming China Wars in his top ten favorite books about China. That kindness would, in turn, catalyze a correspondence between me and the president through his executive assistant Rhona Graff. And when the Boss announced his candidacy for president in 2016, in part on a Tough on China platform, I was all in.

			And so it was that I now found myself sitting in the warm sand on Victoria Beach talking to Candidate Trump’s one and only speechwriter about what would become arguably the best speech—at least on economics and trade—of the president’s career.

			Pure Deplorables Poetry

			The Pittsburgh “Jobs Plan” speech as it was dubbed began like this:

			We are thirty miles from Steel City [and] the legacy of Pennsylvania steelworkers lives in the bridges, railways and skyscrapers that make up our great American landscape. But our workers’ loyalty was repaid with betrayal.

			Our politicians have aggressively pursued a policy of globalization—moving our jobs, our wealth and our factories to Mexico and overseas. Globalization has made the financial elite who donate to politicians very wealthy. But it has left millions of our workers with nothing but poverty and heartache.

			When subsidized foreign steel is dumped into our markets, threatening our factories, the politicians do nothing. For years, they watched on the sidelines as our jobs vanished and our communities were plunged into depression-level unemployment. Many of these areas have still never recovered.

			Our politicians took away from the people their means of making a living and supporting their families. Skilled craftsmen and tradespeople and factory workers have seen the jobs they loved shipped thousands of miles away. Many Pennsylvania towns once thriving and humming are now in a state of despair.

			This wave of globalization has wiped out our middle class. It doesn’t have to be this way. We can turn it all around—and we can turn it around fast.3

			At least to my high mind and perhaps low brow tastes, this is pure Deplorables poetry. Note the Make American Great Again or “MAGA” play on words where American steel “make(s) up our great American landscape.” Note, too, the sharp angle of attack on unfair trade with its references to “subsidized foreign steel…dumped into our markets” while the “politicians do nothing.”

			This Jobs Plan speech also debuts the enduring blue-collar theme of “American Carnage,” an anti-globalization theme that is as far from Norman Rockwell as Cleveland is from Beijing. Intones Trump, from “thriving and humming” towns, we have descended into a “state of despair” as globalization “has wiped out our middle class.”

			Of course, it’s the politicians who are really to blame because they took away our “means of making a living and supporting [our] families.” Promises Candidate Trump: “It doesn’t have to be this way.” “We”—note the “we”!—“We can turn it all around, and we can turn it around fast.”

			Abe Lincoln wrote the Gettysburg address in 269 words. Donald Trump’s beautiful introduction to his Jobs Plan speech, which perfectly captures the essence of Trumpism, is but 206 words.

			Complain now all you want that Trump is certainly no Abe Lincoln—and I will agree. But this speech was sheer political and policy poetry, and I got to be a part of it sitting in the Southern California sand listening to the good vibrations surf pound the shoreline as I spoke with Stephen Miller on the phone.

			Now here is my second favorite part of that speech. It’s barely longer than a haiku. Note its tight cadence:

			The inner cities will remain poor.
The factories will remain closed.
The borders will remain open.
The special interests will remain firmly in control.4

			That’s as pure a political call to action as it gets. Time for a change. Throw the rascals (and Crooked Hillary) out! She is a puppet of the special interests. I, Donald John Trump, am your MAGA huckleberry.

			Next in the speech quickly comes a core Populist Economic Nationalist principle: to make America great again, we must make American manufacturing great again. Says Candidate Trump:

			America became the world’s dominant economy by becoming the world’s dominant producer. The wealth this created was shared broadly, creating the biggest middle class the world had ever known.

			But then America changed its policy from promoting development in America, to promoting development in other nations. We allowed foreign countries to subsidize their goods, devalue their currencies, violate their agreements, and cheat in every way imaginable.

			Trillions of our dollars and millions of our jobs flowed overseas as a result. 5

			Again, that’s pure MAGA magic. If you want your blue-collar job and your white picket fence back, then America must once again become the “dominant economy” and “dominant producer.” The only way that happens is if a President Donald Trump cracks down on the unfair trade practices of foreign countries like China that “subsidize their goods, devalue their currencies, violate their agreements, and cheat in every way imaginable.”

			Promises Made, Promises (Sort of) Kept

			This historic 2016 Jobs Plan speech ends with seven critical promises to the American people, and here, I can say that President Trump at least sort of kept every one of those promises. But that was the problem—and would be part of the strategic failures—in 2020. President Trump only “sort of” kept all of those promises.

			Promise #1 was to withdraw the United States from the Trans-Pacific Partnership, the TPP. We did this literally on the first business day in office with me standing to the Boss’s side in the Oval Office, and there is an iconic newswire photo capturing this epic moment in American economic nationalist history.6

			What I love about this iconic photo—one of the few pictures that hangs in my new office as I am not a sentimental man—is that it is a study in my own survivability. Little did I know at the time that of the ten senior staff ringed around POTUS at his Resolute Desk, the only two of us in the picture who would survive the entire administration would be me and my fellow Jobs Plan speech writer Stephen Miller. Gone either in the short or long run would be Reince Priebus, Kellyanne Conway, Hope Hicks, Don McGahn, Steve Bannon, Rob Porter, Andrew Bremberg, and Stephanie Grisham.

			And by the way, it was a very good thing we withdrew from the TPP because the entire architecture of that job-killing, sovereignty-sapping abomination was designed to ship off our auto and auto parts industries to Vietnam and Japan—all in the hopes of gaining some kind of ill-defined geopolitical advantage over a rising, predatory, and increasingly militaristic Chinese Communist beast.

			Beijing’s Ambassador of Sleaze

			Promise #2 was to “appoint the toughest and smartest trade negotiators to fight on behalf of American workers.” While I would like to think that I might fit that bill, I can’t think of a single other person in the administration who consistently met that high standard.

			Instead, Bad Personnel like Gary Cohn, Larry Kudlow, and Steve Mnuchin fought fiercely on behalf of Wall Street capital. Wilbur Ross was at best an uncertain trumpet. And almost everybody else in the rest of the Trump cabinet as well as our diplomatic corps traveled on the globalist side of the offshoring street—Ag Secretary Sonny Perdue, King Rex at State, and the ambassador to China Terry Branstad were particularly notable disasters.

			By the way, there are a lot of examples I could offer to corroborate the claim of POTUS that he is a “genius,” but the appointment of Branstad, a former sleazebag governor from the farm state of Iowa, to be ambassador to Communist China certainly would not be one of them.

			Any damn fool knew going into a tough negotiation with China that the one place the ChiComs could, and certainly would, exert maximum political pressure on America would be in our farm states. This is because Communist China buys massive quantities of everything from soybeans, wheat, and sorghum to poultry and beef—and therefore buys considerable political leverage.

			As such a damn fool myself, I knew damn well—and POTUS should have too—that as soon as we started applying any kind of tariff pressure, the Beasts of Beijing would slap retaliatory tariffs on American farmers. And they would also screw with our farmers by doing other things like leaving shipments of soybeans and fresh produce like cherries to rot on the docks of Shanghai—a nasty little tactic known in unfair trade circles as a “nontariff barrier.”

			So looking at this particular chessboard, the last person you would want to send to Beijing as the ambassador would be someone like Branstad who would always be whining about the pressure on the farmers in his home state—a state, by the way, which is arguably the politically most important of the farm states.

			And it wasn’t just whining with Branstad. He was constantly screwing with the cable traffic flow from China and trying to insert himself into the trade negotiations with the Communists in ways that often weakened Ambassador Robert E. Lighthizer’s position as Chief Negotiator.

			By the way, the other thing that REALLY pissed me off about Branstad was his Deep Swamp unregistered foreign agent of a son Eric. After briefly working for Secretary Wilbur Ross at the Department of Commerce, this Branstad spawn would set up his own consulting firm to leverage daddy’s position as ambassador and thereby cash in on the China trade. At one point, young Branstad would even play a critical role lobbying POTUS to needlessly pull a critical punch thrown at the scofflaw Chinese spy company ZTE—much more about that later.

			A Micromanager Mucks It All Up

			Promise #3 to “identify every violation of trade agreements” and “end these abuses” was one of my greatest disappointments as I worked personally on writing the executive order to keep that promise. The order was, in fact, published on April 29, 2017 and directed Secretary of Commerce Wilbur Ross to get the job done.7 At the helm of a hapless bureaucracy he had no real idea how to run, Wilbur instead just fell flat on his face.

			I was not surprised in the least. Little in Ross’s extensive Lone Ranger vulturing experience as Wall Street’s “King of Bankruptcy” prepared Wilbur to also be the King of Bureaucracy, and his tendency towards micromanagement made him his own worst enemy.

			I remember one time when we had an executive order on what was literally its twentieth and final iteration. After what should have been a simple pro forma approval from someone down the bureaucratic chain at Commerce, I got back handwritten copy edits from Wilbur—that’s right, copy edits—on a smudged copy of the order sent by fax.

			My first thought was: “Who uses frigging fax machines anymore?” My second was: “This is crazy. If Wilbur is wasting his time doing stuff like this, just imagine what he is NOT doing.”

			The Elmer Fudd of Bankruptcy

			The first time I met Wilbur was at Candidate Trump’s suggestion. It was at the 2016 Republican National Convention in Cleveland on July 19, 2016, and it was a fun and very heady time in my life.

			At the very last redeye flight minute, I had been dispatched to the convention by the campaign to handle some of the media hits. With all of the hotels fully booked by that point, I grabbed a very cool Airbnb apartment just north of the airport.

			The next day, I met Wilbur at noon in a big hallway of one of the convention buildings, and we sat on a bench sans any refreshments and just talked about what we might do together. My first impression of him was that of the old Looney Tunes character Elmer Fudd, albeit with an IQ at least one hundred points higher.

			Truth be told here, Wilbur just comes off a bit goofy with that deliberate monotone of his and occasional impish smile that plays so well on business networks like Bloomberg and CNBC but often falls flat when he takes that show on the road to CNN or MSNBC or Fox and Friends.

			At any rate, the story Wilbur told me that day was as priceless as it was instructive. In the early 2000s, as the unfair trade practices and massive dumping of countries like Communist China began catching up to the US steel industry with a vengeance and more than thirty US steel companies went bankrupt, in swooped Wilbur the Bankruptcy King to snap up American icons like Bethlehem Steel.8

			Wilbur would wind up flipping these companies for a profit in the hundreds of millions of dollars, but not before he personally lobbied President George W. Bush for steel tariffs that would prop up the industry. These Bush tariffs would thereby turn the “distressed assets” he had just acquired into moneymaking machines ripe for a quick sale at a tariff price premium.

			Wilbur was quite matter-of-fact about how he had his lobbying way with W. Bush in the Oval; and that is the point here: Wilbur not only saw an opportunity to buy distressed assets at a steep discount; he baldly and boldly manipulated the political process to make sure that the value of those assets would spike even higher than the market might otherwise yield.

			The bigger takeaway of this story is this: Wilbur spent his entire life running the corporate equivalent of a small Seal Team that made him rich enough for the Palm Beach life. Yet, when he got to Washington, DC, he was poorly equipped to manage a bureaucracy like the Department of Commerce with its more than forty thousand employees, and our trade policy would suffer mightily.

			A NAFTA Tariff Sellout

			Promise #4 was to renegotiate NAFTA. Check that box, although it took over three years to close the deal.

			To my deepest regret, it would take the gutting of our steel and aluminum tariffs by United States Trade Representative Bob Lighthizer to get the new United States-Mexico-Canada Agreement (USMCA) to the finish line. The primary problem with getting to “yes” on the USMCA was with the hardliner Canadians—their hidden agenda was to keep NAFTA just the way it was because, at least for them, NAFTA was like legalized highway robbery of American auto workers, steel producers, loggers, dairy farmers, and the American economy writ large.

			Lighthizer’s sacrifice of the steel and aluminum tariffs to get to a NAFTA “yes” would, however, turn out to be a very bad MAGA trade-off that would inflict great cost and pain in Blue Wall country. It likely cost us swing blue-collar votes in several key battleground states where the alleged Biden victory was very narrow.

			Neville Mnuchin Ignores the Chain of Command

			Now, if you have read any of my books or research articles on Communist China, you may guess that my biggest disappointment with President Trump’s Jobs Plan list of promises was our failure to follow through in a timely way with Promise #5. This was for the Boss “to instruct my Treasury Secretary to label China a currency manipulator.”

			It’s not that the Boss didn’t order Treasury Secretary Steve Mnuchin to do this numerous times. It’s just that Steve always refused. This was a classic example of Mnuchin disobeying the chain of command to advance his own Wall Street agenda.

			It would take until August 5, 2019, and at least twenty knock-down, drag-out fights in the Oval between me and the Munchkin for Stevie to finally label China a currency manipulator.9 But even then, it was a case of “so what?” Mnuchin would NEVER use the full powers of the Treasury Department to actually make this designation meaningful.

			If, instead, we had immediately labeled China a currency manipulator on that same day in January of 2017 that we had withdrawn from the Trans-Pacific Partnership—and I had written a very clear and crisp executive order instructing Mnuchin to do so—we would have struck right at the heart of one of the worst abuses of Communist China. Moreover, and this kind of subtlety was always lost on both Mnuchin and, later in the administration, Larry Kudlow, designating China a currency manipulator, with all the powers such a designation entailed, would have given us an invaluable bargaining chip for the China trade negotiations.

			As for Promises #6 and #7, these laid out our strategy to bring trade cases against China to stop its “unfair subsidy behavior” and “use every lawful presidential power,” including Section 301 of the Trade Act of 1974.

			Besides Promise #1, getting out of the Trans-Pacific Partnership, these were the two promises where we really shined. But boy, as I have shown you, did we leave a lot of good things that would have helped us in 2020 both on the table and the cutting room floor. As to why this was so, let’s continue this walk down memory lane as it provides a lot of the appropriate context for our ultimate strategic failures.





Five

			A Two-Day Big Apple Popover Turns Into a Five-Year Tour

			Gilligan: Hiya, Professor. What are you doing?

			Professor Roy Hinkley: I’m making notes for a book. It’s to be a chronicle of our adventures on the island…I think it’s a book people will want to buy, don’t you?

			Gilligan: Sure, I’ll buy one. I’m dying to find out what happens to us.

			Gilligan’s Island, 1964

			So just before noon on September 16, 2016, I get into the back of a black SUV and sit behind the Boss. It will be my first face-to-face meeting with him—but I don’t quite see his face yet.

			He’s talking on his cell phone first to Rupert Murdoch. “How we doing Rupert? How are we doing? What are you hearing?”

			And then as the SUV begins bobbing and weaving on our way out to LaGuardia Airport to board Trump Force One, he’s talking rapid-fire to Roger Ailes: “How are the polls looking Roger? I think they are looking good. I’m feeling good.”

			Then Donald John Trump ends the call and looks back at me. I’m speechless as he tries to figure out who the hell I am. Then, he puts two and two and The Coming China Wars together, and he hits me with a big welcome-aboard smile.

			Yes, welcome to the Big Apple you Laguna Beach rube. And welcome to the big time.

			And the big time it was. But in a peculiarly small way.

			It was twenty people on an airplane. One hundred more in the Trump Tower War Room, working seven days a week. A few money guys upstairs raising about half of what Hillary would spend.10 And all the free press the mainstream media could give this never-before-seen roadshow. That was the ethos, strategy, and organizational culture of the come-from-behind, close the deal Trump 2016 campaign, and I was about to become an integral part of it.

			Death By China Does Manhattan

			Two days earlier, I had flown at my own expense from Orange County, California to New York City with only the suit on my back and a laptop bag on my shoulder. It was supposed to be a quick, two-day, no luggage tour of the Trump for President headquarters. Little did I know at the time that this would be the beginning of the end of my days as an academic in sunny SoCal and, like Gilligan, the beginning of five long years on the island of Trump.

			Months earlier, I had become one of the first to predict Candidate Trump would win the presidency and the first economist to endorse him—Harvard PhD, circa 1986, if you are interested in my bona fides. I made that startling Trump-will-crush-it prediction based on years of research as well as some intimate boots-on-the-ground knowledge.

			Four years earlier during the 2012 presidential campaign between Mitt Romney and Barack Obama, I had toured the heartland of America with my Death By China film trying to raise political awareness on both sides of the aisle of the importance of unfair trade in the decline of the US industrial base.

			During that barnstorming tour, I saw firsthand some of the more than fifty thousand American factories that had been shut down because of bad trade deals like NAFTA and unfair trade practices like currency manipulation, intellectual property theft, and sweatshop labor. I had also spoken with hundreds of laid off workers about their own personal descents into socioeconomic hell—the bankruptcies and foreclosures; the divorces and increased drug use; the abject despair, alcoholism, and depression.

			While neither Barack Obama nor Mitt Romney would ultimately make trade reform the centerpiece of their 2012 campaigns as I had hoped and strived for, Candidate Trump brought trade abuses front and center stage in 2016. He saw early on that his path to victory ran through the political swing states hardest hit by import competition—Michigan, Ohio, and Pennsylvania most certainly but also other key states like North Carolina, Wisconsin, and even dirt poor, hardscrabble Maine.

			Donald J. Trump—DJT as those closest to him call the man—had indeed seen the problem of unfair trade early on. As far back as the 1980s, then Real Estate Tycoon Trump had complained bitterly about how Japan was having its way with American workers while President Ronald Reagan played the free trade dupe—and a running joke between DJT and me was whether it was he or I who first saw the trade abuse problem.

			For the record, it was DJT, and he beat me by more than a decade and country mile. This classic DJT quote from a 1988 appearance on The Oprah Winfrey Show perfectly foreshadowed Candidate Trump’s anti-globalist, fair and reciprocal trade platform.

			[W]e let Japan come in and dump everything right into our markets. It’s not free trade. If you ever go to Japan right now and try to sell something, forget about it Oprah. Just forget about it. It’s almost impossible. They don’t have laws against it. They just make it impossible. They come over here. They sell their cars. Their VCRs. They knock the hell out of our companies. And hey, I have tremendous respect for the Japanese people. I mean you can respect somebody that’s beating the hell out of you. But they are beating the hell out of this country.11

			Just substitute the word China for Japan in DJT’s 1988 quote, and you basically have both the cornerstone of the Trump 2016 trade platform and the linchpin of DJT’s stump speech.

			The New York Kazillionaires Club

			On my first full day in New York city, I spent the morning at the campaign headquarters at Trump Tower. There, I got a tour of the 14th floor War Room, and met some of the key players face to face—Jason Miller, director of communications; Bryan Lanza, Jason Miller’s deputy in charge of the TV surrogates; the policy at least semi-wonks in the personas of Dan Kowalski and John Mashburn; Dave Bossie, the former head of Citizen’s United and the campaign’s deputy campaign manager; Brad Parscale, the computer geek; a very gruff and growly Stephen K. Bannon; and, of course, at the top of my list of folks I wanted to meet in person, the Candidate’s speech writer Stephen Miller, who had recruited me for the visit.

			Duly welcomed, I then walked down Fifth Avenue to the regal digs of the Economic Club of New York. There, I watched with no small awe and amusement as Candidate Trump shocked the crowd of mostly arrogant, hostile, and skeptical kazillionaires with fiery, in-your-Wall-Street-face, fair trade luncheon remarks that riffed off many of the passages and promises in the Pittsburgh Jobs Plan speech. Said DJT to his New York skeptics:

			If China does not stop its illegal activities, including its theft of American trade secrets and intellectual property, I will apply countervailing duties until China ceases and desists.

			Just the single action of enforcing intellectual property rules alone would add millions of new American jobs…. We are going to stop the outflow of jobs from our country, and open a new highway of jobs back into our country.12

			Of course, these fighting words in the belly of the Wall Street beast were breathtaking in their scope. At this inspiring time, however, I had no idea of the sturm and drang and inside attacks that would be coming—and many for me. Instead, in my ignorant bliss, Candidate Trump’s rhetoric was simply heady stuff.

			The Florida Poor Boys Club

			It was even headier stuff when I hopped on the Trump campaign plane the next day and headed down to Florida for one of the Candidate’s signature rallies. As we approached the arena, those unfortunate enough not to have gotten tickets ringed the venue—there would be twice as many supporters outside as in.

			At the rally itself—really more of an admixture between a 1960s love-in and a gospel choir revival in the Bible Belt—the excitement was beyond palpable. On the floor of the arena, as I mingled in my suit and tie and rubbed elbows with the T-shirted crowd, I watched the Candidate weave countless improvisations into a bare bones teleprompter speech for more than an hour. He would leave this merry band of what Hillary Clinton would later haplessly dub as “Deplorables” with great hope. Their economic misery would soon end with a wave of Trumpian tax, trade, immigration, and regulatory reforms—and no more endless war adventures either, thank you very much.

			On the plane ride back to the Big Apple, I saw the chess board perfectly—DJT was going to win if only he continued to carry that same Populist Economic Nationalist message. When Stephen Miller asked me to stay in New York and help develop a more detailed economic plan for the campaign, that’s exactly what I did, and the very next day, I set up shop on the 14th floor of Trump Tower in its famous War Room. Like Gilligan, a two-day trip would turn into a five-year tour before the Trump mast.

			The Fastest Elevator in the Western World

			The Trump 2016 War Room really consisted of two discrete and separate areas spread across one floor of Trump Tower, which stands between 56th and 57th streets on Manhattan’s Fifth Avenue. As to which floor that War Room actually was on, that is a matter of some amusement.

			To get to the War Room, you indeed had to push the elevator button for the 14th floor, and then it was the fastest elevator ride in Manhattan. This was not because the elevator was particularly fast. Rather, it was simply because the 14th floor in Trump Tower is actually the fifth floor. That is, once you get to the fourth floor, the next floor up is labeled the 14th.

			So what’s up with that? Of course, it was a typical marketing gambit from Developer Trump. The Boss simply inflated the floor numbers on the theory that higher floors would command higher rents.

			Who knows if this shell game actually worked. But it does provide at least a little sneak peek into the mind of one of the great geniuses in real estate.

			And by the way, you could walk down a filthy, darkened stairway to the fourth floor right to where DJT’s old show The Apprentice used to be filmed. Truth be told here, the set looked like a proverbial dung hole. This stark visual made me all the more impressed with Donald John Trump because it made it abundantly clear that it was the force of Trump’s personality alone that had truly turned that sow’s ear of an Apprentice set into pure ratings silk.

			At any rate, half the War Room floor was like a mini football field. It featured stacks of big screen TVs tuned in to all the various cable news channels across one big wall, a beehive of desks crammed mostly with young, eager-beaver worker bees, and a few glass enclosure offices housing campaign littlewigs like Jason Miller and Hope Hicks.

			On the other side of the floor from the worker bee hive was a honeycomb of much smaller offices along with a very small kitchen and some conference rooms. It was this side of the War Room where the bigwigs hung out—the aforementioned Bannon, Bossie, and Stephen Miller along with a little throne for the Clown Prince himself, Trump son-in-law Jared Kushner, and a spacious but rarely occupied suite for Kellyanne Conway.

			Me and Malcolm X

			On my first official day at work, I staked out a Malcolm X-type spot in the far back of the worker bee War Room where I could see all of the TVs along with everybody else in the room and anybody who might arrive. Note for the record: Malcolm X always did the same thing whenever he went out into a restaurant, but a lot of good that did him.

			At any rate, I would quickly set up a workstation and makeshift stand-up desk constructed out of empty printer paper boxes and initially worked on my small and clunky laptop. Eventually, my big full screen Apple computer would arrive by pony UPS express, and that would help me dramatically improve my productivity.
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