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For Marigold Gill


We fight, so that our America, can be your America too.




INTRODUCTION:


A MOST UNUSUAL MAN
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Destiny is not a matter of chance; it is a matter of choice; it is not a thing to be waited for, it is a thing to be achieved.1


—William Jennings Bryan


I have met four presidents, and closely studied another three, and Donald Trump is the most interesting and unusual of the group of them. There are different ways to take this—his critics would say Trump is unusual in his dictatorial proclivities, or in the volume of crimes he has committed—but I mean it in the most straightforward way. Trump is the most unique and intriguing figure in our time, perhaps in the whole landscape of US presidential history.


For all their differences, the others all fit a pattern, and Trump doesn’t. He breaks the pattern. To use a term Trump never would, he’s sui generis. There’s no one like Trump, there never has been, and I venture to say there never will be again. When God made Donald Trump, he threw away the mold.


Let’s look at three examples of Trump’s uniqueness. When Trump’s former attorney general Bill Barr, who had been castigating Trump since the two men fell out over the issue of fraud in the 2020 election, unexpectedly announced he would vote for Trump in 2024, Trump skipped entirely over Barr’s rationale—“I think the real threat to democracy is the progressive movement and the Biden administration”—and responded this way:


Wow! Former A.G. Bill Bar, who let a lot of great people down by not investigating Voter Fraud in our Country, has just Endorsed me for President despite the fact that I called him “Weak, Slow Moving, Lethargic, Gutless and Lazy” (New York Post!)….Based on the fact that I greatly appreciate his wholehearted Endorsement, I am removing the word ‘Lethargic’ from my statement. Thank you Bill. MAGA 2024!2


In January 2018, Trump posted on social media: “North Korean Leader Kim Jong Un just stated that the ‘Nuclear Button is on his desk at all times.’ Will someone from his depleted and food starved regime please inform him that I too have a Nuclear Button, but it is much bigger & more powerful one than his, and my Button works!”3


Can you imagine any other US President saying this? Can you imagine anyone else calling the North Korean dictator “Rocketman”? And yet Trump met that year with Kim Jong Un at the Singapore Summit—the first of three meetings—and the two men got along; the North Korean leader was quite evidently charmed and impressed by Trump.


Just recently, Trump said at a Michigan rally, “All Kim Jong Un wants to do is buy nuclear weapons and make ’em….I said just relax—Chill! You’ve got enough. Let’s go to a baseball game—we’ll go watch the Yankees.”4 What a way to communicate with one of the world’s most notorious despots! Any other political leader would have talked about nuclear deterrence and “making significant progress” in this, or “expressing our concerns” about that, and blah, blah, blah. Not Trump! Here we get a window into his personal style of diplomacy. He seems to think the hair-trigger North Korean nuclear threat might be mitigated, if only a bit, by putting Kim Jong Un in a baseball cap.


Finally, consider Trump’s reaction to the attempted assassination in July 2024. A bullet grazes him on the ear, splattering blood on his face. There are multiple sounds, which means multiple rounds have been fired. There could, as far as anyone knows, be multiple shooters. Trump ducks down, and is engulfed with Secret Service agents, but then immediately he says “Wait!” and pops back up. His face is defiant in a manner reminiscent of his mugshot. He raises his fist in the air. He says, “Fight! Fight! Fight!” The stunned audience responds with bellowing chants of “USA! USA! USA!”


Now what normal person, in such a perilous situation, instinctively responds that way? Trump’s photo, which will likely go down in history as one of the most iconic photos since Iwo Jima, owes its resonance to the wondrous and astounding inner strength of the man. Lots of people think of themselves as brave, resilient, tough as nails. But we can never know—and they themselves can never know—to what extent this is true until they are subjected to an actual test. Trump demonstrated his bravery in a manner that could not possibly be anticipated or rehearsed. Dana White, founder and CEO of the mixed martial arts UFC, has said on more than one occasion that Trump is the “greatest badass” he has ever seen and also “the greatest fighter of all time.”5


It’s not easy to assess this exceptional man. Is he such an unconventional leader that conventional standards cannot be used to measure him? Or is he a conventional leader in an unconventional time, when the old standards no longer apply? One thing should be clear: I’m evaluating Trump in terms of his suitability for becoming, once again, President of the United States. His temperament, his personality, his judgment, his character all matter insofar as they cast light on his fitness to assume, for the second time, the helm of the country and the leadership of the Western world.


This is the question now before the American people, while the world watches with apprehension. There is a huge debate around Trump, or more accurately, this is a man who provokes extreme reactions. I confess to being a partisan here, a Trump enthusiast, a champion of the MAGA movement to “make America great again.”


But I wasn’t always this way. My background is that of a Reaganite, who worked in my twenties in the Reagan White House. For most of my career I’ve been at think tanks like the American Enterprise Institute and the Hoover Institution at Stanford University. Most of my colleagues there became Never Trumpers—strenuous advocates of “anyone except Trump.” I myself was not an early passenger on the Trump train, and I defected to his side in 2016 only when he became the official Republican nominee.


So my current enthusiasm about Trump is not the product of early infatuation, but of considered judgment. It is the result not of prejudice, but of experience. At the outset, therefore, I thought it helpful to spell out my dealings with Trump, to help the reader understand where I’m coming from, and also to see Trump up close, in order to compare the public and the private man.


I first met Trump in early November 2019, when he invited my family to the White House. This, by itself, might seem surprising. A year and a half earlier, on May 30, 2018, I received a presidential pardon from Donald Trump. I had been convicted of a campaign finance violation, donating $20,000 of my own money to a college friend who was running for the US Senate in New York. That alone is a fascinating story—one that I have told elsewhere. Check out my book Stealing America for the juicy details!6


But the point is that I had done my sentence—eight months overnight in a confinement center, paid a hefty fine, even did mandatory psychiatric counseling, supposedly to enlighten me to the admirable qualities of the system that went after me. Still, the felony label hung around my neck, and the Left routinely and delightedly tormented me with it in the media and on social media. Trump’s pardon erased all that, fully restoring my rights and placing me into the strange category of being an “ex-felon.” I was a felon, in other words, before felony became cool.


How, one might ask, does one go about getting a presidential pardon? Many people assume that I previously knew Trump, that he somehow owed me, and that he was repaying me for doing him a big favor or for supporting him in his presidential campaign. None of this was true. I didn’t know Trump, I hadn’t done him any favors, and I was not an early supporter of his campaign.


I had spoken to Trump once previously on the phone. That was two years earlier, in the 2016 campaign, right before one of his debates with Hillary Clinton. I was at Liberty University to deliver a convocation address, and the president of the school, Jerry Falwell, who was close to Trump, asked me what Trump should ask Hillary in the debate. I said I had two questions that Trump should unload on her.


Before I could tell him what they were, Falwell was on his cellphone, calling Trump. “I’m here with Dinesh D’Souza,” he said, “and he has two questions he wants you to use to skewer Hillary.” I told Trump what they were. First, I asked him to challenge Hillary to explain how the Clintons went from being broke to being worth hundreds of millions of dollars. “How do you become a multimillionaire on a government salary?” My second question was, “Hillary, will you admit that the Democratic Party was the party of slavery, of segregation, of Jim Crow, of the Ku Klux Klan, of lynchings and racial terrorism, and the party that opposed the Civil Rights Amendments that permanently ended slavery, extended equal rights under the law to all citizens, and gave Blacks the right to vote?”


Trump loved it. “That’s great,” he said. “My people are terrible. Write up those points, will you, and send them to Steve Bannon.” I said I would do it, and I did. But then Trump never used what I sent. He raised the first issue in his characteristic roundabout way and he didn’t bring up the second one at all. Trump! I shrugged and pretty soon forgot about the whole thing. That was the full extent of my interaction with Trump, prior to the pardon which came two full years later.


Senator Ted Cruz, as it turns out, is a big part of this story. My wife, Debbie, who headed a large Republican women’s club in the Houston area, was good friends with Cruz. Ted and his wife, Heidi, invited us to dinner at their home in Houston. This was in April 2018. On our way there Debbie and I discussed the bad blood between Trump and Cruz, which arose out their rivalry in 2016, when Cruz was the second highest vote getter in the GOP primary. Trump had called Cruz “lyin’ Ted” and, even more memorably, suggested that Ted’s father Rafael Cruz, the pastor who married Debbie and me, might have been involved in the assassination of JFK. Yes, there had been a rumor to this effect, but it was preposterous!


“Don’t bring up the question of a pardon,” I warned Debbie. But a couple of hours later, after dinner, as I chatted with Ted’s young daughters, I noticed that Ted and Debbie were animatedly talking, and I overheard Ted say, “What can I do for you guys?” To which Debbie replied, “You have to ask Trump to pardon Dinesh.” Before I could intervene, Ted replied, “I’m seeing him next week at the NRA convention in Dallas. I’ll ask him.” Whoa! You can imagine Debbie’s and my conversation on the way home. But Debbie insisted, “Ted wouldn’t do it if he didn’t think Trump would listen.”


A few days later, my phone rang. It was Ted. He said he was in the limousine with Trump and his chief of staff, John Kelly, in the back. Ted leaned over and said, “Mr. President, you pardoned Scooter Libby and that was a good thing. Now you should pardon Dinesh D’Souza.” And Ted reported that Trump scratched his chin and replied with a single word, “Done.” Then he turned to John Kelly and said, “Make it happen.”


I found this astounding on two counts. Not only had Trump established a cordial working relationship with a former foe—letting bygones be bygones—but in addition I could not think of any president who would come to a decision on such a big matter so quickly, even impulsively. Having worked in the Reagan White House, I had some idea of how these things worked. Presidents typically take up pardon proposals with an advisory team. They hash out the pros and cons. If necessary, they summon a “focus group” in order to anticipate the public reaction. But in this case, Trump, who didn’t know me and owed me nothing, made his decision on the spot.


“Don’t get too excited,” Cruz cautioned me. “There has to be a legal review. It takes a few weeks. Things can get held up. But don’t worry, my office will stay on it. In the meantime, say nothing to anyone. Let the process play out.” Debbie and I kept our silence, and exactly 30 days later, Cruz called again. I could hear the excitement in his voice. “The White House just called me,” he said. “They asked for your phone number. This is very good news. It means the President is going to call you. But keep your cell phone on. You must be ready to take the call. You don’t want to be trying to call them back.”


Two hours later, I heard the White House operator, “Mr. D’Souza? Hold for the President of the United States.” It was Trump, and what followed was a very Trumpian conversation indeed. “Hey Dinesh,” Trump said, “I’m here with John Kelly. You know John Kelly, don’t you?” I said, “No, I know he’s the chief of staff, but I don’t know him.” How would I be expected to know John Kelly?


Trump continued, ignoring my response, “Now about your case—I knew from the beginning it was total bullshit.” I resisted the temptation to laugh. “Bullshit,” I knew, is one of Trump’s favorite words. He routinely calls out bullshit in his rallies. He sees bullshit everywhere in politics, and not entirely as a spectator; he’s a bit of a bullshitter himself. Trump, one might say, is a connoisseur of bullshit. And by bullshit here he meant that while I had indeed exceeded the campaign finance limit in 2012, he knew it was a technical violation that normally brings a warning and maybe a few weeks of community service—but in my case, the Obama justice department went after me because I had just made a highly successful film 2016: Obama’s America exposing the vindictive narcissist in the White House. The idea that I was being fairly and proportionately punished for what I did was bullshit.


Trump and I talked about some other things, and he praised my work and influence on behalf of freedom. But I suddenly realized I wasn’t listening to him. How bizarre! I’m having a one-on-one conversation with the President of the United States, for the first time in my life, and I’m not paying attention. The reason, of course, is that I was highly attuned to the subtext. I was paying attention to what Trump was not saying.


With Trump, conversations sometimes have a subtext. You have to notice the dog that didn’t bark. And here the subtext was the underlying rationale for the pardon, which Trump knew and I knew, even though it never came up in our conversation. And seeing this was, for me, the most exhilarating part of that brief exchange. In pardoning me, Trump was delivering a giant Up Yours to the Obama administration!


Almost as an afterthought, Trump said, “I’m going to give you a pardon tomorrow morning.” He added, “Don’t say anything about it publicly. Get ready, because the press will be all over it. But don’t say anything until I tweet about it.” I chuckled and agreed. I loved the idea of my pardon being announced, not by official White House press release, but by a presidential tweet by a man who had already established himself as a true artist of the medium.


The next morning, my pardon was headline news. I remember going on Anderson Cooper’s CNN show where he tried to embarrass me by suggesting that only on account of knowing some very powerful people—Ted Cruz, Donald Trump—was I now off the hook. I reminded him that only on account of pissing off some equally powerful people—Barack Obama, his “wing man” Eric Holder—was I on the hook in the first place.


All of this was in my mind when I stood with my family in the Oval Office, awaiting our meeting with President Trump. We were taking in the ambience when the door burst open and Trump entered, beaming. He immediately recognized my daughter, Danielle. “Hey,” he told her, “I just retweeted you.” She replied, a thrill in her voice, “I know.” He laughted. “I saw your beautiful face,” he said, “and you have such a great way of expressing yourself.”


We sat down on the two sofas across from Trump’s desk. Trump sat in his chair and beckoned me to an unoccupied one. “You move over here, Dinesh. Come sit next to me. We’re going to have you sit in the dictator’s chair. I call it the dictator’s chair.” Right away we launched into the topic of contemporary politics. “It’s crazy out there,” Trump said. “The other side is relentless. Crazy. Totally dishonest.”


My wife Debbie talked about Venezuela, where she was born. She showed Trump before-and-after photographs of her aunt who lived there. (She has since passed away.) In the “before” picture Judi Cestero looks portly, well-fed, happy. In the “after” picture—after socialism, that is—she looks gaunt, emaciated, her face worn from strain. Trump studied the two photos and blurted out, “What a way to lose weight!”


That’s Trump in his witty, unpredictable mode. Debbie wasn’t sure whether to laugh. She had been trying to make a serious point. But I assured her that Trump had gotten the point, yet he couldn’t resist responding with a one-liner. Trump’s one-liners are so memorable that we talk about this one, even years later, and his diehard fans are a virtual encyclopedia of them. You can be sure his foes—the targets of the one-liners—have also never forgotten them.


Debbie thanked Trump for the pardon. “It was the right thing to do,” Trump said. “You didn’t even ask for it, but I did it. And look! Now they are trying to do the same thing to me that they did to you.” Trump paused. “But I fight back. I have the means to fight back. Like you fought back. We have to. These people are disgusting. They never stop.” This was in November 2019, a month prior to Trump’s first impeachment. But it was a long way from his criminal indictments. It’s haunting to see how Trump, even then, foresaw the lengths to which the Democrats would go to take him down.


I said we were no longer in the Reagan years, and the relative civility and decency of those years was now a thing of the past. Debbie said, “Mr. President, I see you how are attacked all over the place, nonstop, without any kind of restraint or respect for the office. Frankly, I don’t know how you do it.” At this point, the two of us expected Trump to say, “Ha, ha, ha. Whoop-de-doo. It’s fun for me because I couldn’t care less what they say.”


But Trump didn’t say that. “Well,” he said, leaning forward, “to tell you the truth, it gets to me after a while. I’m out there trying to get the job done, and no matter what I do, these people are after me.” Trump had just directed one of the most successful antiterrorist operations, resulting in the death of the world’s number one terrorist, Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi, as well as his second in command. In scale, it resembled the Bin Laden operation carried out under Obama.


Yet while Obama’s action was greeted with hosannas and cheers—the media went into full genuflection mode—Trump’s action received an entirely different response. “They act like it was nothing. It was a one-day story. And even then,” Trump said, with a tone of disbelief, “all they wanted to talk about was the dog. For them, it was all about a meme.”


Our talk turned to impeachment. “It’s such a sick joke,” Trump said. “There was nothing wrong with that call,” referring to his call with Zelenskyy about potential Biden corruption in Ukraine. Of course Trump has subsequently been more than vindicated, since we now know the Biden family cashed in to the tune of millions of dollars at the time when Joe Biden was vice president and Obama’s point man for Ukraine.


“I’m really lucky to have the transcript,” Trump said. “If I didn’t have the transcript, all these people, these Never Trumpers and all these dishonest people, they would come forward and make up all this stuff, and say I said things I never said, and there would be no way for me to prove what I actually said.” Trump had no way at the time of knowing the Democratic House would indeed impeach him, although the impeachment vote failed in the Senate.


I looked over at my wife Debbie, and I noticed she was close to tears. We thought Trump didn’t care one whit about what people said about him. But now we saw a side of him that was hurt, uncomprehending, vulnerable. Without quite intending it, Trump had showed us his human face. If only, Debbie said later, the American people could see that side of him. I said he probably didn’t want them to see it.


We talked about many other things—forty-five minutes of just him and us in the Oval Office—from India to Venezuela. He gave us his personal insights into Putin, Xi, Modi. What struck all of us about the meeting was how congenial he was, and how candid. He wasn’t arrogant. He wasn’t self-absorbed, as he is typically portrayed in the press. He looked us in the eye. Later, my daughter would say he was so “real,” which I took to mean authentically American, authentically himself. “People tell me they love his politics but not his personality,” she said. “But I love his personality. It inspires me to stand strong in my beliefs, even when I am treated badly because of them.”


I told Trump I had just one piece of advice to give him, and it concerned what he should do after the presidency. “You should start a news network. Not another Fox News Channel. Another CBS or NBC. A network that reaches 50 million, not 5 million people.” He looked at me, contemplating, I suppose, what his life would be if he got out of the real estate business and went into the news business. “You are one of the few people,” I told him, “who could pull this off.”


Then the White House photographer took photographs. Before it was over, the president invited us to the White House lawn to watch him take off in his helicopter to a rally in Kentucky. There we stood, with the wind beating against us, watching this intrepid fighter for the restoration of his country’s greatness, with a task ahead of him greater than that which faced Reagan, lift off into the air and disappear gradually into the clouds.


Three years later, in 2022, the mood of the country was entirely different. Covid struck in early 2020, wrecking the Trump economy, and making it much more difficult for him to coast to re-election. The 2020 election, which we were assured was “the most secure election in US history,” was in fact one of the least secure, with a plethora of rule-changes, improper interventions such as Mark Zuckerberg dumping half a billion dollars to infiltrate election offices and bankroll mail-in dropboxes, anomalies upon anomalies, improbabilities upon improbabilities. Biden won, but millions of people, Trump included, were convinced the election was rigged and stolen.


In 2022, with the help of the election integrity group True the Vote, I made the film 2000 Mules, which for the first time documented the fraud. We used two foolproof methods to demonstrate how the Democrats rigged and stole the election: cell phone geotracking, and the official surveillance video of the mail-in dropboxes taken by the states themselves. Since we intended to rent Mar-a-Lago for our movie premiere, we decided to show the film to Trump in advance.


My immediate family was there, and also a couple of members of my film team. Catherine Engelbrecht and Gregg Phillips from True the Vote were also present. We watched the film with Trump in the screening room, and he sat almost motionless, which is out of character for him. “It’s a brilliant work,” he said to me afterward. “It’s going to be your biggest success ever.”


That’s Trump—he thinks in terms of ratings and success. He reminds me of Achilles in Homer’s Iliad. Achilles wanted Briseis as his concubine because she was his prize—she represented the public acknowledgement that he was indeed the greatest warrior among the Greeks. Achilles was incapable of saying to Agamemnon, “You keep Briseis. I know that I’m the greatest warrior among the Greeks.” Trump, like Achilles, seeks external validation for his projects. In this respect, his values are those of the ancients, not those of the moderns.


After the screening Trump said, “It’s a great film, but it’s a bit too long. You should shorten the last part.” I said the last part was necessary because we had to cover what could be done to prevent the fraud. “Oh, you don’t need to cover that,” Trump said. “Just show the fraud. Let other people figure out what to do about it.” I reflected on this for a moment, and instantly I knew that Trump was right.


Very rarely does anyone give me a movie suggestion that I actually take. The reason is that I have a top-flight film team, and we are good at what we do, and outside suggestions are often quite outlandish, or at the very least options we have already considered and rejected. But here Trump was saying, in effect, “We’ve just watched The Shawshank Redemption. Do we really want to have a panel discussion at the end on how to correct the abuses at Shawshank? No. That’s anticlimactic. Also, it’s not the job of a movie. Let the movie do its work, and let the people who fix prisons do what is necessary to correct the abuses exposed in the movie.”


So I made a mental note to cut a big chunk of the last part of the film. This would make it cleaner, tighter, with a more powerful climax. Trump also said, “Nowhere in the film do you say the election was rigged and stolen.” I said, “I know, but I imply it was.” He said, “It’s always good to say it.” I said I would think about it. Trump shook hands and said, “All of you should stay for lunch.” And while we were eating lunch, I felt a slight tap on my shoulder. Someone pressed a little Post-it into my hand. I turned around, expecting some old Mar-a-Lago golfer, but it was Trump. The Post-it said, “The election was rigged and stolen.” I shook my head and laughed. I agreed to say as much in the movie and added a line to that effect.


Trump also attended our movie premiere in the great Mar-a-Lago ballroom, with eight hundred guests in attendance. Most of them were conservative media and social media influencers. Trump wanted Mar-a-Lago members to come, so we had a couple hundred of them as well. We count on the media and social media invitees to watch the movie, go nuts over it, and convey that enthusiasm to their audiences. Trump had agreed to say a few words, and he spoke in his characteristic whimsical manner, and the crowd loved it!


But then, unexpectedly, he came and sat down next to me to watch the movie. I say “unexpectedly” because we knew, and the audience knew, he had already seen it. Still, I think he wanted to show his support, and he also wanted to see it again. This time, however, he gave a running commentary while the movie was playing, and it had several hilarious tidbits, so I feel obliged to share a couple.


Being familiar at this point with the content, Trump focused his attention on the technicalities. “The music,” he said, at one point. “How did you get the music? Did you buy it? Did you have someone compose it?” I told him we had a movie composer, Bryan Miller, who has done our music for several films. I reminded myself at this point that Trump has been, for most of his life, a major cultural figure. He starred on The Apprentice. He’s been in movies. He pays attention to how these things come about.


Then in the same vein, Trump said, “Your voice! Dinesh, you have a very good movie voice.”


I said, “Thank you.”


Trump rubbed his chin. “It’s a good thing you have a voice,” he said, “because if you didn’t, you’d have to hire someone else to do the narration.”


I chuckled and admitted this was true.


Since 2000 Mules, I’ve been in closer touch with Trump, meeting with him at the Trump golf facility in Bedminster, New Jersey, texting him from time to time. Every time I see him, he recalls my pardon and he usually tells me the same story. “You know, I pardoned Scooter Libby, and I pardoned you, but that Scooter Libby is not a good guy. Can you believe that, soon after I pardoned him, he went to a fundraiser for Liz Cheney? Liz Cheney! My people asked him about it, and he pretended to be shocked. What’s the big deal, he said. He doesn’t think it’s a big deal. So I’m reconsidering the wisdom of pardoning that guy. He’s a rat. But I’ll always be glad I pardoned you.”


Earlier this year I called him to ask a favor. But I got his answering machine, so he called back at one a.m., when I was fast asleep. “This is your favorite President,” he said. “Call anytime.”


My purpose in calling was to ask him to endorse my son-in-law Brandon Gill, who is running for Congress in Texas congressional district 26, in the northern suburbs of Dallas. The longtime congressman, Michael Burgess, decided not to run, so my son-in-law decided to enter the race. The district is a red, pro-Trump district where a victory in the primary pretty much guarantees election to Congress.


That’s why the Trump endorsement was critical, and naturally every candidate was angling to get it. Trump had met Brandon a couple of times, and he knew that Danielle, my daughter, was the youngest board member of Women for Trump in 2020. Trump asked about the other candidates, and I briefed him. He agreed to endorse Brandon. “I’m doing this for you, Dinesh,” he said. “Don’t forget me.”


Here I admit I thought of the opening scene of The Godfather. I felt, momentarily, like the undertaker who had come to ask a favor, and was being granted it, on the condition that someday he might be called upon do a little service in return. Trump is transactional in that way, and he’s also a guy who values loyalty. He gives it, and he expects it.


From time to time during the primary campaign, Trump called me to ask, “Is our man going to win?” I said, “Absolutely.” Trump knew, of course, that Brandon is only thirty. He was in an eleven-person primary with a mayor, a senior congressional aide, the son of a longtime former congressman from that district, Dick Armey, and several others. In Texas, you have to get over 50 percent to avoid a runoff. “It might be a runoff,” Trump warned me. “In that case, I’ll help to get him over the finish line.”


“We’re trying to avoid a runoff,” I told Trump. But my confidence was shaken when a Never Trump PAC dumped over $2 million in ads against Brandon at the last minute. The ads were ridiculous and over-the-top. They depicted Brandon as a New York tycoon, since he worked for a few years on Wall Street; as a Chinese spy, since one of the banks he worked for was Nomura, which does transactions worldwide; as an advocate of Defund the Police, since Brandon was an executive producer on my film Police State, which exposes the abuses of the FBI and other intelligence agencies.


Even so, these ads ran every single day, many times a day, on both radio and TV stations throughout the greater Dallas area. Fortunately, Brandon and his team were able to counter with ads of their own, stressing Brandon’s Trump endorsement. Brandon was also endorsed by Senator Ted Cruz and a range of Texas congressmen. Still, how do you get over 50 percent in an all-man race with a $2 million ad spend against you?


Brandon showed he could do it. When the results came in, he got 58 percent. The next highest vote-getter got around 14 percent. So Brandon got 58, and the other ten candidates put together only managed 42. Trump was elated. He called Brandon to congratulate him. He chatted with Danielle. Then, when he heard I was visiting, he said, “Give me the Master.”


Brandon and Danielle howled in amusement. “He calls you the Master,” they said, handing me the phone. Trump said he knew we could pull off the win, and he said that it contributed to his amazing record of endorsement wins. He gave me the tally, an impressive number, which I forget. A couple weeks later, he called again to convey his high hopes for Brandon in Congress, and to give me his revised endorsement tally, another unbelievably high number, which I also forget. Trump only acknowledged a single loss, in Texas, where the house speaker, Dade Phelan, narrowly fended off a challenge to retain his seat.
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