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Praise for Trump Revealed

“The most complete and nuanced life of Trump thus far.”

—The Boston Globe

“The most definitive book about Trump to date.”

—Booklist

“Talented writers Michael Kranish and Marc Fisher have taken the work of dozens of Post journalists and woven it into a compelling narrative. . . . The best of investigative reporting . . . Voters can’t say they weren’t warned.”

—USA Today

“The many revealing scenes cohere into a fascinating portrait. . . . Trump the outrageous poseur becomes sadder and more real in this fine book.”

—Evan Thomas, The Washington Post

“Useful, vigorously reported . . . deftly charts [Trump’s] single-minded building of his gaudy brand and his often masterful manipulation of the media.”

—Michiko Kakutani, The New York Times

“Three hundred and forty-seven well-reported pages.”

—VICE

“Those willing and brave enough to dare these pages will find the authors’ approach evenhanded . . . in preference to allowing Trump plenty of rope—and suffice it to say that Trump unrolls miles of it.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“Although I have fussed, fumed, and fulminated, I see that I have, frankly, not understood all there is to understand about Mr. Trump. . . . I guarantee that reading about this particular life is incredible. It has taken genuine intelligent research to realize it. Page after page, it’s all convincing. I think you’ll be startled by the cumulate facts. . . . I wish I had read it before, but I simply didn’t know the half of it.”

—Liz Smith, New York Social Diary
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ABOUT THIS BOOK



Every four years, reporters at the Washington Post explore the lives and careers of the presidential nominees. The idea is to learn as much as possible about how the candidates think, decide, and act; to examine their past in order to glean how they might behave in the future. In late March 2016, with both parties’ nomination contests still unresolved, the Post’s editors decided they had to get started on the extensive research and reporting necessary to produce comprehensive biographical studies of each candidate in the general election. Post editors assembled large teams of reporters to look into the work and backgrounds of the likely nominees, Donald Trump and Hillary Clinton. Both teams had the same charge, but Trump presented a unique challenge: he would be the first major party nominee for president in more than half a century—the first since Dwight Eisenhower—to rise to that status without having held elective office.

The Post assigned more than twenty reporters, two fact-checkers, and three editors to examine Trump’s life. In about three months, they were to produce this book and more than thirty articles for the Post, with the goal of chronicling and understanding everything from Trump’s family background through his childhood, career, and political evolution. We sent reporters to his ancestral homes in Germany and Scotland, to his childhood neighborhood in Queens and his boarding school in upstate New York, to his college campuses in the Bronx and Philadelphia, and to his business ventures in Atlantic City, Panama, Russia, and Azerbaijan. We visited and spoke with Trump’s relatives, classmates, friends, competitors, business partners, executives and employees, boosters, and critics.

      •  •  •  

    This book is the work of an extraordinarily dedicated and talented group of reporters and editors: Jenna Johnson and Frances Sellers traveled far and wide to explore the Trump family’s roots. Michael Miller and Paul Schwartzman reached back to Trump’s childhood to find playmates, classmates, teachers, and neighbors. Robert O’Harrow and Shawn Boburg explored Trump’s complicated finances and real estate transactions in Atlantic City and New York, and Bob Woodward provided key interviews and guidance as we learned how Trump built his businesses. Drew Harwell traced the roots of the Trump Organization in Manhattan and Will Hobson delved into the evolution of Trump’s decades-long love-hate relationship with the news media as well as his ventures in the world of professional sports. Mary Jordan and Karen Heller chronicled Trump’s relationships with women, including his wives, girlfriends, and female executives. Amy Goldstein and Jerry Markon examined the ups and downs of Trump’s casinos and other ventures during a particularly difficult stretch of his career, and Rosalind S. Helderman and Tom Hamburger traced how Trump reshaped his empire into a brand based on his name and popular image. Robert Samuels explored Trump’s politics through the years and Kevin Sullivan traveled around the globe to examine the international ventures. Dan Balz went deep inside the 2016 campaign to understand how and why Trump emerged from the big pack of Republican candidates. Nearly all of these reporters also worked on other aspects of this book, which also benefited greatly from work by Post reporters Dan Zak, Ben Terris, Michael Birnbaum, Ian Shapira, Steve Hendrix, David A. Fahrenthold, Karen Tumulty, Robert Costa, Philip Rucker, and Janell Ross; researcher Alice Crites; and financial columnist Allan Sloan. Researchers Julie Tate and Lucy Shackelford painstakingly fact-checked the book, and photo editor Bronwen Latimer organized the book’s picture section. Editors Scott Wilson, Steven Ginsberg, and Peter Wallsten played a critical role in shaping the reporting and reading every draft as the process unfolded. The Post’s executive editor, Martin Baron, and managing editor, Cameron Barr, were adamant from the start that this biography be as comprehensive and penetrating as possible, and they made an extraordinary commitment of resources to back that goal.

Trump made himself available for more than twenty hours of interviews with many of the reporters who worked on this book. He also made his lawyer and some members of his campaign staff available. He turned down our requests to speak to his siblings or to lift the restrictions he’d imposed on his many current and former executives who signed nondisclosure agreements when they worked for Trump. He also declined to give us access to his income tax returns, something that every other presidential nominee in modern history has made available to the public. Throughout the process, Trump said he hoped and expected that this book would be accurate and fair, and we assured him that that was indeed our chief goal. To give readers every opportunity to delve into the record of Trump’s life for themselves, and to demonstrate that every assertion in this book is backed up by documents, interviews, and other research, we put thousands of pages of our background materials for the book online for all to see. That archive is available at https://www.washingtonpost.com/graphics/politics/trump-revealed-book-reporting-archive/. At many points along the way, Trump also told us that if he didn’t like the book, he wouldn’t hesitate to denounce it or to take action against it. On the same day that he first agreed to be interviewed for this book, he told the New York Post that the project was “ridiculous.” Then, on the evening before this book was published, Trump tweeted, “The @WashingtonPost quickly put together a hit job book on me. . . . Don’t buy, boring!” Trump had not yet seen the book when he sent out that tweet. As best we can tell, he has lived up to his promise to us that he would not read the book.

Donald Trump has lived by the credo that all attention, fawning or critical or somewhere in between, accrues to his benefit, that his personal image defines his brand, that he is his brand. We began this reporting on the theory that Trump, like anyone else, is far more than his reputation or brand. We conclude this work on that same note, having discovered that the man elected as the nation’s 45th president is far more complex than his simple language might indicate, that his motivations and values are informed by his parents, his upbringing, his victories and his defeats, and his lifelong quest for love and acceptance. What follows is the man we have come to know.



PROLOGUE



“Presidential”

He was the front-runner now, and for his next act, he would become presidential. His son and his daughter and his wife had told him he had to do this, had to show his more thoughtful, calmer side. And he had told them, “I can be very presidential.” He had laughed and said, “I can be more presidential than any president that this country has ever had, except for Abraham Lincoln, because . . . you can’t out-top Abraham Lincoln.” And now here he was, in the nation’s capital, in the belly of the beast, showing them all that he could do this. He would meet with a US senator—a senator who was supporting him, the kid from Queens, the bad boy of New York real estate—at the offices of one of the capital’s top law firms. He would talk foreign policy with a roomful of Washington wonks. He would read a speech from a teleprompter, the tool he’d long made fun of, the crutch that political losers used. He would name some of the insiders who would advise him in the White House, even though he would, of course, remain his own chief adviser, because he knew this stuff better than anyone else. On one crystalline spring day in 2016, the leader in the race for the Republican nomination for president of the United States would field whatever sharp questions the editorial board of the Washington Post might throw at him. He’d address the tough crowd at AIPAC, the American Israel Public Affairs Committee, one of the most influential lobbies in the most important city in the world, a group whose members were increasingly calling his campaign frightening, even demagogic. And just because he was in Washington—where he was, by the way, building what would be one of his company’s signature hotels—he’d lead the jackals of the media through the construction site, showing off the thick granite and the top-shelf marble. He would beam and jut his jaw as he announced that his hotel was coming in way ahead of schedule and under budget, “and we have almost three hundred rooms, superluxury,” and “we are going to employ substantially more than five hundred people, at least five hundred people.”

It would be an important day in the grand campaign to Make America Great Again. He would show just how multifaceted he was, now the populist man of the moment, egging on huge crowds in ever-bigger arenas, complimenting them for bursting out of silent-majority status and becoming “a very, very aggressive, very, very noisy, loud majority,” and then, the next day, he would be the elegant, serious, principled—yes, presidential—front-runner. This is the real deal, he was saying, and there would be no denying the will of the people. Donald Trump—scion of a self-made man who built modest homes for the middle class, brash kid who crossed the bridge and took Manhattan, braggadocian developer who plated everything with gold, the man who made Atlantic City great again (until it collapsed again), the entertainer who was a self-described “ratings machine”—stood now in the biggest room in the nation’s capital, delivering an address, every word of which would be examined as if he were already the president. Trump—the fringe candidate who turned the Republican Party upside down, the billionaire who persuaded millions of Americans that he best understood their frustrations and aspirations—this political novice, this proud outsider, had outsmarted the experts and the consultants and the insiders, the whole cabal of the powerful and the self-righteous who had driven this city into an embarrassing paralysis. In weeks, the sideshow had become the main event. Now he was the star of just the kind of day that there would be hundreds of once he became President Trump, days devoted to “making this a country again,” taking it back, making it great, bringing back the jobs, keeping out the Mexicans and the Muslims, “winning, winning, winning.” “Bam!” he’d say at his raucous rallies. Bam!—and the evil terrorists of ISIS would be wiped out. Bam!—and the same companies that had exported American jobs would bring them back. Bam!—and Mexico would pay for the wall to keep illegal immigrants from crossing into the United States. Bam!—a great country, again.

      •  •  •  

    HE’D BEEN IN THE spotlight nearly all of his adult life. He was still in his thirties when he became a single-name celebrity, like Madonna or Beyoncé, like a rock star or a president, his name, in ALL CAPS, gold plated, on buildings and airplanes and shirts and wine bottles (even though he says he’s never had a drink in his life). He was the rare billionaire who shunned privacy, who invited cameras to focus on the ego wall in his office. He flaunted his wealth, spent ostentatiously, worked the media to keep himself on the gossip pages and the business pages and the sports pages and the front pages. He would, his detractors said, attend the opening of an envelope.

He was, almost from the start, his own brand. He got there in good part by making a close study of everything said about him. He began his days with a sheaf of press clippings, his daily mentions. Even now, running for the most powerful position on the planet, a job that relies almost entirely on the power to persuade those around you, a job heavy on running a team and winning loyalty, even now Donald J. Trump said he made most of his decisions by himself, consulting no one: “I understand life,” he said. “And I understand how life works. I’m the Lone Ranger.”

He knew how to be famous, he knew how to win numbers, get ratings, make people take notice. More than three decades before he decided he wanted to be president, he showed up on Gallup’s list of the ten men Americans most admired, running behind only the pope and some presidents. He’d made a lifelong study of how to create buzz. He had a hierarchy of attention in his mind. Glitz was one level up from flash, he said. Good PR was better than bad PR, but both were good. He was a curious, perhaps unique, blend of savvy showman and petulant, thin-skinned street brawler. He promoted himself with abandon, generating both fawning and ridicule. He was as likely to sue his critics as he was to tout his achievements. He was a proud, boastful winner who had also failed at more businesses than many moguls start in a lifetime. He took pride in demanding respect. He was rarely seen without jacket and tie. Even people who had worked closely with him for decades addressed him as “Mr. Trump.”

Yet his language could shock people and he consistently laced his perceived enemies—and especially women—with slashing, coarse insults. His language sometimes seemed a string of slogans and simple, declarative sentences delivering simplistic ideas. This led some people to conclude that he was boorish, unthinking. He kind of liked that; it was the sort of thing he expected from the elitists who had sneered at him all his life. He boasted about a great deal, but he mostly kept quiet about what was going on deep inside. That came out only rarely, such as when he talked about the movies he loved. When he was asked about Citizen Kane, the Orson Welles classic about an idealistic newspaper owner who acquires great wealth and loses his soul, Trump said, “Citizen Kane was really about accumulation, and at the end of the accumulation, you see what happens, and it’s not necessarily all positive. Not positive . . . In real life, I believe that wealth does in fact isolate you from other people. It’s a protective mechanism. You have your guard up, much more so than you would if you didn’t have wealth.”

He fancied himself a man of the people, more interested in the praise of cabdrivers and construction workers than in accolades from the rich and the powerful. The people knew him and admired him, he said, and so he had always thought maybe the ultimate move might be to the White House. “Because I’ve had great success,” he said. “I’ve been very successful for a long period of time. I’ve always maybe had it in the back of my mind . . . always toward making the country better, or, as we say, making the country great again, right? . . . A very good slogan, which I came up with.”

      •  •  •  

    ONE YEAR EARLIER, TO the day, this was all a dream, a fantasy. Trump was doing what he’d done just about every election cycle for decades, toying with the reporters, making the rounds of the radio talk shows and TV newscasts, hinting, teasing, smirking at the incompetent politicians, tantalizing audiences with the idea that he might bring his talent to bear on the woes of the world. On that March day in 2015, exactly one year before he would make his first “presidential” rounds in Washington, DC, the first wave of Republican wannabes had started to declare their intentions, and Trump was mentioned eighty-six times in the press. The Chicago Sun-Times asked him to weigh in on a local controversy about the possible landmarking of a skyscraper; Trump hated the idea of hemming in his fellow developers—if they, like Trump, wanted to make changes in historic buildings, they should be allowed to. In Palm Beach, Trump was lining up with homeowners to oppose an airport runway extension that would result in noisy jets roaring above his Mar-a-Lago estate. In Scotland, Trump reversed course and announced he was going ahead with a hotel and golf course development. At home in New York, an entertainment company staging a music, dance, and fashion show at Radio City Music Hall put out word that the performances would include a “celebrity video cameo” by Donald Trump.

But in March 2015, Trump’s usual array of business controversies and promotional forays was starting to be crowded out by a gathering storm of political murmurs and putdowns. On MSNBC that day, host Chris Matthews offered “a little comic relief” in the form of a discussion about Trump’s presidential hopes. “Let’s not treat Donald Trump like a serious candidate,” replied Chicago Tribune columnist Clarence Page. “He’s a marketing genius, and that’s what he’s doing.” Over on CNN, analyst Jeffrey Toobin rejected the topic: “Donald Trump is engaging in one of his fictional presidential campaigns.” A Washington Post rundown of the Republican field lumped Trump in “a growing swarm of longshot contenders” with Carly Fiorina, Senator Lindsey Graham, Ohio governor John Kasich, and former New York governor George Pataki. BuzzFeed’s McKay Coppins, speaking on MSNBC, dismissed Trump’s talk of running as “this pageant of pretend presidential ambitions” and stated, “I still would bet my entire year’s salary that he will not actually be on a ballot in Iowa.” And on the online gambling sites, oddsmakers were betting on the inevitability of Jeb Bush and the absurdity of Trump. Bush on that day in 2015 was riding on 4–1 odds; Trump was at the bottom of the heap, at 150–1.

But away from the country’s media centers of New York and Washington, the first murmurs of a different tune were coming through. In the New Hampshire Union Leader, publisher Joe McQuaid wrote that other candidates and the news media “underestimate Donald Trump at their peril. People are so tired of glib talk and polished images and position papers that they may find to their liking a guy who goes against the grain and gets dissed by the talking head know-it-alls.” Trump himself appeared on Megyn Kelly’s Fox News program, and when she asked “whether you’re just a tease,” he replied, “I see everything through. Everything in my life, I’ve seen through. . . . I love what I’m doing, but I love the country more. And I can straighten it out.”

Nine months later, in the last days of 2015, Trump was nobody’s idea of a tease. In a packed arena on a cold, rainy night in Grand Rapids, Michigan, he stood before a massive American flag, beaming as his supporters—many wearing his red MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN baseball caps, “Made in U.S.A.” and available on the shop.donaldjtrump.com website for $25—chanted his name. The first primary was still a few weeks off, and already Trump’s opponents were falling away. Trump opened the rally by noting that Lindsey Graham had dropped out that day: “He was nasty to me. Everybody that goes against me, X, X,” and he drew X’s in the air, X-ing out the losers as the crowd inside the DeltaPlex Arena roared. “That should happen with our country,” Trump said. “Everybody goes against us, down the tubes.” Another roar.

Already, dozens of rallies into his campaign, his routine was set. There was no script, but rather a small menu of stories that he deployed between riffs about the day’s events and narrations of the removal of protesters from the room. (The crowds never minded hearing stories they’d heard before, such as the one about how Ford was building a big plant in Mexico, and President Trump would make them bring those jobs back. “Has anyone heard that story?” Trump asked.

“Yes!” the people shouted.

“Do you want to hear it again?”

“Yes! Yes!” they cried.)

On this day, Trump had some new zingers, some new cuts of red meat for a crowd that relished his every shot against the powerful and the pompous. Today, the first target was news reporters. Trump noted that Russia’s leader, Vladimir Putin, had been quoted saying that Trump was brilliant. Trump smirked at American media accounts suggesting it maybe wasn’t a great thing for a presidential candidate to be praised by the autocratic leader of one of the country’s most difficult rivals. “Oh, isn’t it terrible that Putin said nice things?” Trump mocked. “That’s not terrible, that’s good. . . . Wouldn’t it be nice if we could get along with people?” Reporters were forever twisting his words, making it sound as if Trump supported Putin, he said. “By the way, I hate some of these ‘reporters.’ But I’d never kill them. I hate them.” The cheers reached a new pinnacle, and Trump, his voice rising with the crowd’s lusty shouts, added, “Some of them are such lying, disgusting people, it’s true, it’s true. But I would never kill them.”

He would insist on his right, his obligation, to tell it straight. His language, the belittling little “bye-bye” wave he gave when security guards ushered out protesters who shouted “You’re a bigot!”—Trump would never apologize for that. He explained to the crowd, “I went to an Ivy League school. I’m very highly educated. . . . I don’t have to be plainspoken. I have, like, this incredible vocabulary. But, honestly, how can I describe our leaders better than the word stupid? . . . I used to say ‘grossly incompetent,’ but stupid’s stronger, isn’t it?”

The crowd agreed, with gusto. “Trump, Trump, Trump,” they shouted. “USA, USA, USA,” they chanted. The candidate joined in. Then he ordered the newspeople to “turn the cameras” around and show the crowd, pan the room because “there’s so much love in the room.” He kept at it, pestering them over and over to turn their cameras, and finally some of them did, and the crowd roared its approval, and another protester shouted something, and Trump directed the guards to “Get him out,” adding, with a mischievous smile, “Don’t hurt him! Be very nice!”

He turned back to the audience: “Look, is there more fun than a Trump rally?”

It was a happy crowd, even if they had queued up in the rain for hours, wrapped around the arena; even if a few dozen protesters, standing in silent witness, waved placards saying NO TO HATE, NO TO TRUMP and HEIL TRUMP, AMERICAN FASCIST. Most people were glad finally to hear Trump for themselves, not because they loved the guy, or even thought he’d make a fine president, but because they were glad someone was finally saying what he was saying. Kevin Steinke was fifty-three and had been finding lately that he sometimes had to make decisions about paying for health care or paying the mortgage. He came to the rally and brought his two teenaged sons with him so they could hear for themselves, understand that other people were also struggling and that maybe there was a way to get things back to how they used to be. Trump’s language, Steinke said, was a little strong, but “he’s hitting the nerve. People are getting frustrated by the fact that we don’t seem like we’re getting anywhere as a nation. A lot of us feel like we’re going backwards.” Steinke, a college graduate, and his wife, a music teacher, weren’t doing as well as they once had, and though he was neither a left-winger nor a right-winger, and though he’d never been to a political rally before, he liked the idea of Trump as a CEO for the country, someone who wouldn’t divide “us against them,” but would change the atmosphere so that people could “say what you think and not feel like you’re Islamophobe or homophobe or add a word on the front for -phobe.” Trump was scary enough that he was “causing some of the establishment people to panic, and I kind of like that,” Steinke said. “Donald just says it in plain English, a little too plain. For me, it’s refreshing.”

Steinke was under no illusion that Trump was “squeaky-clean—nobody is.” And he thought some of the things Trump said were “a little too far on the edge, and he can’t always walk them back like he wants.” But Steinke liked hearing Trump talk tough about dealing with foreign leaders, because America didn’t need to win everything, but did need to be “a little more forceful on that stage, to say we need to be the leaders. We’re not going to be, ‘We’re sorry that we’re Americans.’ That’s really what it feels like: parenting gone wrong, with no consequences across the globe.” Trump, Steinke said, “knows how to trade off: you scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours. So I think as much as his rhetoric is hot air out-front, when he gets behind closed doors, he wants to make a deal.”

On this day, Trump came up with a new line about Hillary Clinton and what a loser she was, having gotten “schlonged” by Barack Obama in the 2008 primaries. Trump needled Clinton over her use of the restroom midway through the last Democratic candidates’ debate, calling it “disgusting, I don’t want to talk about it.” He explained that he’d once gotten along well with her, back “in my previous job,” where “a guy gives you five million bucks and . . . you know, you sort of feel obligated.” Now, though, he was not taking big donations, he was funding his own campaign, “and it’s very hard for me to say no, ’cause all my life I take. I take money, I love money, I take money. Now I’m telling these people I don’t want your money. Because I know what happens.”

And the people cheered, louder now, because he was saying what they’d been saying, he was admitting what the glad-handing, platitude-mouthing politicians would never admit. He just said it: “The truth is, the American Dream is dead.” The people cheered, not because they were pessimists or cynics, but because they were hurting and they’d been betrayed and finally someone acknowledged that. He finished with a promise, a big one, one they chose to believe: that the American Dream was dead but not gone. “I’m going to make it bigger and better and stronger than ever before. Ever before. Bigger, and better, and stronger.”

      •  •  •  

    AND NOW IT WAS three months later, in March 2016, a fine spring day in Washington, and Trump had victory after victory under his belt, well on his way to the presidential nomination, all but two of his opponents gone. The party bosses were holding secret meetings to talk about how they might turn the summer convention against Trump, and the same pundits who had dismissed him a year earlier were saying that his nomination appeared all but inevitable. He was still holding several rallies a week, and going on TV and radio all day, mixing the usual promises of revival and greatness with new bursts of political incorrectness. When women get abortions, “there has to be some form of punishment,” he said one day, and then he backtracked a few hours later. He was confident enough of victory now that he said that if the party denied him the nomination, “I think you’d have riots.” He was sure enough that he decided it was time to start showing the pivot that he’d long said he would make after the rough-and-tumble of the primary campaign was over. He’d prove, easily and quickly, he said, that “I can be very presidential.”

And so Trump went with a more conservative navy-blue tie, more muted than the flashy reds he favored at rallies. At the Washington Post’s editorial board, his voice was calmer, gentler, too. His rhetoric was toned down—he went out of his way to praise one of the paper’s political reporters (though Trump also noted, “I’ve been treated very, very badly by the Washington Post ”) and even offered kudos to the federal agency that controls the DC building, next door to the IRS, that Trump was converting into a hotel. Trump had readily agreed to do the hour-long interview entirely on the record—a break from the editorial board’s usual custom of keeping its conversations with candidates private to maximize frank discussion as the board decided whom to endorse. In Trump’s case, no one on the board was kidding himself or herself about any chance that the Post, with its traditionally Democratic editorial page, would seriously consider backing a candidate whom its editorials had been blasting in unusually strong language, calling him a threat to American democracy. So the only value of the interview would be to see if the editors and columnists could press Trump on his more extreme statements and test whether he really knew his stuff.

The board members had discussed in advance a strategy designed to home in on Trump’s command of tough foreign policy issues, and to push him on why he chose to be so inflammatory. Now it was showtime. Trump walked in and extended his hand—doughy, with surprisingly rough skin—to each editor. This was perfectly ordinary for most visitors, but something new for Trump, who spent much of his life avoiding handshaking because, as he put it, “Guys come in, they have a bad cold, you shake their hands, you have a cold.” (Becoming a candidate required a change, he said, because people expect a handshake: “You know, it’s very rude if somebody comes and wants to shake and you won’t do it, so you do it, you shake it. I wash my hands as much as possible . . . and that’s not an insult to anybody, it’s a fact: you get germs on your hands and you catch colds.”) At the Post, Trump’s tone remained even and his sentences grew longer and more complex than they’d been in debates or TV appearances. But he would not be pushed. Six times, his questioners tried to get him to talk about whether police treat blacks more harshly than whites.

“You know, I feel very strongly about law enforcement,” Trump replied. “Law enforcement, it’s got to play a big role.”

Asked again if he believed there were racial disparities in law enforcement, Trump replied, “I’ve read where there are and I’ve read where there aren’t. I mean, I’ve read both. And, you know, I have no opinion on that.”

The conversation turned to Trump’s frequent incendiary comments at his rallies, urging security officers to remove protesters, commands such as “Knock the crap out of him.” Don’t such remarks condone violence?

“No, because what I am referring to is, we’ve had some very bad people come in. We had one guy . . . he had the voice . . . and I said, ‘Boy, I’d like to smash him.’ You know, I said that. I’d like to punch him. This guy was unbelievably loud. He had a voice like Pavarotti. I said if I was his manager, I would have made a lot of money for him, because he had the best voice. I mean, the guy was unbelievable, how loud he was.”

The news coming out of the meeting was about Trump saying that maybe the United States didn’t need to put so much money into NATO, the core of the European-American security alliance since the Cold War—the kind of statement that might win nods or applause at a rally, but sparked shock and ridicule in the corridors of think tanks and policy shops in Washington. Was Trump just winging it? Was he toying with the self-serious policy wonks? Or did he really have an informed, thought-out position?

“NATO was set up when we were a richer country,” Trump said. “We’re not a rich country. We’re borrowing, we’re borrowing all of this money.”

But you do know, editorial writer Charles Lane said, that South Korea and Japan pay half of the administrative cost of keeping the American military in those countries, right?

“Fifty percent?” Trump asked.

“Yeah,” Lane confirmed.

“Why isn’t it one hundred percent?”

Trump never sounded angry in the meeting. His face didn’t turn red the way it did in heated moments at debates. The editors who wanted more than anything else to figure out how much of Trump’s campaign manner was shtick and how much was real venom emerged thinking that they had seen the genuine Trump—a man certain of his views, hugely confident in his abilities, not terribly well informed, quick to take offense, and authentically perplexed by suspicions that he had motives other than making America great again.

A few weeks later, Trump would hire a new chief strategist, a seasoned Washington lobbyist named Paul Manafort, who would quickly assure the Republican National Committee that Trump was only playing a role on the campaign trail. “The part that he’s been playing is now evolving into the part that you’ve been expecting,” Manafort said. But Trump himself wasn’t buying that line, and neither were members of the Post’s editorial board. Strangely enough, the least presidential moments of the visit persuaded some of the Post’s editors that Trump wasn’t putting on an act for them. Fred Hiatt, the paper’s editorial-page editor, had to ask, How could a man running for president justify going on a nationally televised debate and talking about the size of his penis? “You are smart and you went to a good school,” the editor said. “Yet you are up there and talking about your hands and the size of your private parts.”

“No,” Trump said, Marco Rubio had brought up the issue of Trump’s hands. “He started it.”

“You chose to raise it,” said columnist Ruth Marcus.

“No, I chose to respond.” Trump stuck out his jaw. “I had no choice.”

“You chose to raise it during a debate,” Marcus persisted. “Can you explain why you had no choice?”

“I don’t want people to go around thinking that I have a problem.”

He started it. Like a schoolyard taunt. And Trump had reacted. He had no choice. He’d never been one to stand down in a battle, not as a kid in military school, and certainly not on the national stage. So, yes, he was a fighter, and a winner, he’d tell anyone who asked. But he was also loyal, respectful, chivalrous.

On the way out of the meeting, Trump stopped to shake hands with one of the editors, Karen Attiah, who had asked him a question about his divisive rhetoric and its impact on a country that is getting browner and blacker. “I really hope I answered your question,” Trump said. Then he smiled, looked directly at Attiah, and added, “Beautiful.” He wasn’t talking about her question.

Attiah didn’t respond. Astonished that a candidate for president would remark on her looks, she wasn’t angry, “just stunned,” she said. “He’d been charming, charismatic, not cagey or reluctant. I thought about what he said, and I remembered, this is the guy at the beauty pageants, who parades his wife and daughter around, who said if she wasn’t his daughter, he might be dating her. And I concluded, well, we got the full Trump experience.”

A few blocks away, at the sports arena where the Washington Wizards and Capitals play, thousands of Jewish activists gathered for Trump’s long-awaited speech to AIPAC on his approach to the Israeli-Palestinian stalemate. Dozens of rabbis and others had announced plans to boycott the event, both because Trump had pledged to be “neutral” in talks between Israel and the Palestinians, and because Trump’s call to ban Muslims from entering the United States struck many Jews as a frightening echo of the policies that their own parents and grandparents had faced in Europe. Even though Trump’s daughter Ivanka had married an Orthodox Jew and converted to Judaism, the candidate had alienated many Jews with comments at a Republican Jewish Coalition meeting where he said he might not win the support of many in the room because he did not want their money. Trump said he was best-positioned to get a Middle East peace deal because he’s a negotiator, “like you folks.”

So Trump had some repair work to do. He took no chances. Though he’d said that teleprompters should be banned on the campaign trail, he now used one, his eyes darting from one screen to the other. This time, he was squarely on Israel’s side. He railed against the Palestinians’ demonization of Jews. He reminded the crowd that he’d lent his personal jet to New York mayor Rudy Giuliani when he visited Israel weeks after the 9/11 attacks and that he’d been grand marshal of the Israel Parade in New York in 2004, at the height of violence in the Gaza Strip. He made sure everyone noted that Ivanka would soon give birth to a “beautiful Jewish baby.”

But before Trump’s speech won repeated standing ovations, at the start of his remarks, six rows from the stage, one rabbi wearing a Jewish prayer shawl stood up and shouted in solitary protest, “This man is wicked. He inspires racists and bigots. He encourages violence. Do not listen to him.” Rabbi Shmuel Herzfeld, who leads an Orthodox congregation in Washington, did not rise out of any passion of the moment. He had wrestled with this decision for days. He consulted with his own mentor rabbi, with his lawyer, with his wife and seven children. He told his kids that he felt obliged to say something, “to say ‘we know who you are, we see through you.’ ” His children asked him not to stage his protest because he might get hurt, but Herzfeld concluded that he had no choice. He knew he would lose members of his synagogue (and he did). He knew he would be accused of taking an inappropriately political stance (and he was). But he had concluded that Trump posed “an existential threat to our country. I’ve never seen this type of political figure in my life. He’s shameless in inspiring violence. He used vile language about people from other countries. He’s opened a space for ugliness to come out of the shadows.”

Herzfeld was immediately ushered out of the arena and Trump continued speaking without incident. But the next day, AIPAC’s president, choking back tears, apologized for the Trump speech, saying that it had violated the group’s rules against personal attacks. Trump had been unusually restrained in his language, but he had called President Obama “maybe the worst thing to happen to Israel,” and he’d slipped an unscripted “Yeah!” into the part of his address in which he noted that Obama was in his final year in the White House. He could appear in presidential settings, but he was still Trump being Trump.

Indeed, the only appearance that day where Trump looked and sounded like the plain-speaking billionaire of the people that he’d been on the campaign trail—by turns playful, angry, passionate, persuasive—was a wholly different kind of event, a sales pitch at the ornate old post office building on Pennsylvania Avenue that he was rapidly transforming into the Trump International Hotel. An hour before Trump was to appear, the queue for media credentials to cover the event stretched around the block. A couple of hundred reporters showed up, and only maybe a handful of them had any interest in the renovation of a nineteenth-century federal office building into a luxury hotel five blocks from the White House. The bait was the chance to toss questions at Trump.

The ringing of hammers on steel and the whir of power tools sounded until just before Trump was due to appear. Then the men in hard hats and orange vests melted away, leaving only placid piano music, a striking departure from the aggressive, pulse-pumping playlists Trump deployed to amp crowds at his rallies. Trump’s motorcade arrived, two gleaming black SUVs preceded by four DC police squad cars and several motorcycle cops. Trump—followed by more than a dozen aides in dark suits, a rotund man in chef’s whites, two construction workers, and lots of hotel executives—stepped into the atrium over a pathway of plywood and settled in front of two American flags. The hotel, he promised, would be “incredible, with beautiful marble from different parts of the world . . . I think it’s a great thing for the country, it’s a great thing for Washington.”

For forty minutes, reporters peppered Trump with questions, none of which had to do with the post office project. They wanted to talk, instead, about delegate counts, Middle East policy, NATO, violence at Trump rallies. Trump took all comers, then asked if anyone might like to see that great, great ballroom. A throbbing clot of reporters and camera people, a mass bristling with boom mics and cameras held aloft, squeezed through a doorway, surrounding Trump like amoebas. Trump seemed not to notice. He stopped, peered up the building’s Romanesque Revival exterior, and pointed: “That window is from 1880. Hard to believe, right? It’s special glass. It has a kind of patina.” Building materials weren’t what this crowd had come to study, but this was what he knew. This was where he lived. The rest of this—the throngs, the people chanting his name, the politics of the nation gone topsy-turvy—was all new and exciting, and unsettling, too. He was the front-runner now, and for his next act, some people told him he should be presidential, and yet he knew he would be what he’d always been.
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Gold Rush: The New Land

On a June day in 2008 by the northwest coast of Scotland, a cluster of townsfolk in the Outer Hebrides gazed skyward at an approaching airplane. The islands on which they lived were shaped like a medieval club, narrow at the southern end, thick at the north, splayed amid choppy gray-blue waters. Much of the lightly populated land appeared from afar to be an endless greensward, fields reaching to ragged cliffs and rocky beaches, beyond which lay a string of islets. The islanders waited as the Boeing 727 banked toward them.

The jet was an unusual visitor, nothing like the propeller-powered puddle jumpers or rattling Royal Mail craft that frequented the island. Having traversed the Atlantic Ocean on its voyage from Boston, the craft cut through the winds, bounced its wheels on the tarmac, and taxied toward the small terminal in Stornoway, population eight thousand, the main city on the Isle of Lewis. The plane had been retrofitted to the exacting specifications of its owner, Donald J. Trump, of Manhattan. It had a master bedroom, spacious seating for twenty-four passengers, a dining area for five guests with accompanying china and crystal serving, and, for good measure, two gold-plated sinks. A single word in capital letters, TRUMP, streaked across the fuselage. As the plane’s engines shut down, Trump’s underlings unloaded cases of his books, which would be given like totems to the islanders. One case was labeled TRUMP: HOW TO GET RICH and another NEVER GIVE UP.

Trump, dressed in a dark suit, white shirt, and blue tie that hung well below his belt, his thatch of blondish hair flapping in the breeze, greeted the islanders. Then he and his fellow travelers headed to a black Porsche Cayenne and two BMW X5s. The entourage drove along winding roads for seven miles, past green hills rolling down to a bay, through neighborhoods of waterfront homes and small industrial buildings, until they arrived at a gray house known as 5 Tong, named for the village in which it was located. Trump exited his car and peeked inside. The dwelling was so modest that Trump remained inside for only ninety-seven seconds. Photos were taken, and the story line seemed neatly complete: Trump visits the birthplace of his mother, Mary Anne MacLeod.

“I feel very comfortable here,” Trump told the gathered reporters. “When your mother comes from a certain location, you tend to like that location. I do feel Scottish, but don’t ask me to define that. There was something very strong from my mother.” In case anyone had failed to notice, Trump added, “I have a lot of money.”

Trump had been here only once before, when he was three or four years old, and this stay seemed as brief as possible, barely three hours. There was talk of Trump’s turning a local castle into a luxury hotel. Then it was off to another part of Scotland, where Trump hoped this rare reminder of his heritage might help persuade politicians to let him build a massive golf resort and housing development on environmentally sensitive land near Aberdeen.

Trump’s mother’s story was a classic one of desire for a new life in a strange land, freighted with a seemingly unrealistic dream of unimaginable riches. The wealth, in the case of Trump’s family, would one day come. But that result could hardly have been envisioned if one could step back in time to a scene captured in a grainy photograph taken near the very spot that Trump visited so briefly on that June day.

      •  •  •  

    THE BLACK-AND-WHITE PHOTO WAS taken in 1930 at 5 Tong. A woman is slightly hunched over, wearing a full-length dress, her hair tied back, a strap around her shoulder. The strap is attached to a bundle on her back that is about ten times the size of her head. She is, according to the caption written by the Tong historical society, a Trump ancestor, possibly Donald’s grandmother, “carrying a creel of seaweed on her back.” In the background is a young lady, perhaps Trump’s mother, Mary MacLeod, then eighteen years old, and already planning to leave her increasingly destitute island and find her way to America.

Mary grew up in this remote place speaking the local Gaelic dialect. Tong had been home to Mary’s parents, grandparents, and great-grandparents, as well as countless cousins. The land around the home was known as a croft, a small farm typically worked by the mother, enabling the father to spend much of his time fishing. It was a spare existence, with many properties “indescribably filthy, with doors so low it is necessary to crawl in and out,” according to a local history. Families struggled to cobble together incomes through a combination of farming in the acidic soil and raising animals, fishing in the nearby bay and rivers, and collecting peat to be sold or used as fuel and seaweed to be used as fertilizer on the difficult land. It was all too common for men to sink with their sailing ships, a fate that in 1868 befell Mary’s thirty-four-year-old grandfather, Donald Smith, who had the same first name Mary gave decades later to her son, Donald Trump.

Mary was born in 1912 during the height of a boom in herring, the fatty fish that had become a delicacy throughout Europe. Many young residents worked the trade, gutting the fish or traveling with the fleets. Mary was a child during World War I, when the island’s fishing industry collapsed. Ten percent of the male population died. A wave of emigration took place as families searched for economic opportunity elsewhere. One Tong man was said to have done so well that when he returned for a visit, he arrived in a big American car with white tires and gave local children a ride.

Then, in 1918, one of the greatest businessmen of the era, Lord Leverhulme, known for his family’s Lever soap empire, paid 143,000 pounds to purchase the Isle of Lewis, on which Tong was located. He moved into the sprawling Lews Castle and announced a series of grand schemes, including the marketing of local fish at hundreds of retail shops across the United Kingdom. Most of all, he urged residents to trust him.

Amid this brief period of hope came another tragedy. On New Year’s Day 1919, a yacht carrying British soldiers went off course, hit rocks, and killed 174 men from Lewis, again diminishing the island’s male population. Soon, it became apparent that Leverhulme’s grand promises would not pan out, and the islanders rebelled. A group of Tong men invaded a farm owned by Leverhulme and staked claim to the land. By 1921, Leverhulme had halted development on Lewis and focused just on neighboring Harris, best known for the wool fabric called Harris Tweed. His business dealings elsewhere were struggling, especially in a global recession, and in 1923, Leverhulme’s dream of a Lewis utopia went bust. Leverhulme died two years later, and as Mary entered her teenaged years, hundreds of people fled the island.

The MacLeods took pride in the island’s sturdy stock; their family crest featured a bull’s head and the motto HOLD FAST. But that became nearly impossible with the onset of the Great Depression in the fall of 1929; opportunities for a young woman to be anything other than a farmer or child-bearing collector of seaweed were scarce. So on February 17, 1930, after Black Tuesday and all the other blackness brought on by the Depression, Mary Anne MacLeod boarded the SS Transylvania, a three-funneled ship built four years earlier. The vessel spread 552 feet from stem to stern, 70 feet across the beam, and carried 1,432 passengers. Mary, an attractive young woman with fair skin and blue eyes, appears to have been on her own, filing on board between the McIntoshes and McGraths and McBrides. She called herself a “domestic,” a catchall for “maid” or whatever other labor she might find once she reached New York. She told immigration officials at Ellis Island that she planned to stay in Queens with her older sister, Catherine, who had married and just given birth to a baby boy. Mary declared that she planned to be a permanent resident, hoping to gain citizenship in her adopted land.

      •  •  •  

    THE UNITED STATES HAD welcomed immigrants for much of its history, importing laborers and encouraging settlement in the West. But a combination of economic downturns, nativism, and the rise of the eugenics movement had recently made it increasingly difficult for certain groups of people to become US citizens. Crackdowns began in the early 1920s. The Ku Klux Klan sought to all but take over the 1924 Democratic National Convention in New York City, urging severe limits on immigrants and bashing Catholics, prompting brawls in the aisles of sweltering Madison Square Garden. More than twenty thousand Klansmen rallied nearby, celebrating when the convention narrowly failed to pass a platform plank condemning the group. The ensuing Klanbake, as the days of rage became known, so disrupted the convention that it took 103 ballots to select nominee John W. Davis, who lost the general election to Republican Calvin Coolidge. Nonetheless, the KKK continued to wield political power, and an anti-immigrant mood gripped the country as the economy weakened. The Democrats’ 1928 nominee, Al Smith, was pilloried by the KKK because he was Catholic, and he lost to Republican Herbert Hoover. By 1929, Congress passed legislation cutting the immigration quotas for many countries, including European nations such as Germany. Soon, hundreds of thousands of Mexicans would be expelled. Those from China, Japan, Africa, and Arabia were given little chance of gaining US citizenship. At the same time, Congress nearly doubled the quota for immigrants from much of the British Isles. Mary, coming from the preferred stock of British whites, would be welcomed at a time when the United States was closing its doors to many others.

As Mary made her way across the Atlantic, the Transylvania battled a horrific storm. Finally, as the vessel reached New York Harbor, a driving rain stirred the swells, and bolts of lightning knocked out power, including the torch in the Statue of Liberty, which nonetheless welcomed the world’s tired and poor. The lead story on the front page of the New York Times on the day of Mary’s arrival seemed reassuring: “Worst of Depression Over, Says Hoover, with Cooperation Lessening Distress.” Hoover pinned his hopes on a construction boom, which he insisted had accelerated “beyond our hopes.” His hopes would prove far too optimistic. Hoover was soon replaced in the White House by New York’s governor, Democrat Franklin Delano Roosevelt, and it would take years of government intervention for America to dig itself out of the Depression. But one of those who shared Hoover’s hopes for a construction boom was a young man named Fred Trump. He was the son of a German immigrant and was on his way to making a fortune by building modest homes in the same area of New York City where Mary MacLeod now was headed.

      •  •  •  

    THE TRUMP SIDE OF the family’s American saga begins with Donald’s grandfather, Friedrich. He was raised in a wine-producing village in southwest Germany called Kallstadt, which looked appealingly verdant and prosperous to the casual eye, but which held little future for the ambitious teenager who would later be Donald Trump’s paternal grandfather.

The steep-roofed two-story house on Freinsheim Street where Friedrich grew up was just a few minutes’ walk from the bell tower of the Protestant church in Kallstadt’s center. With two or three bedrooms to accommodate a family of eight, it was far from the grandest vintner’s house. But if the Trumps weren’t the richest winemakers in late-nineteenth-century Kallstadt, they secured a decent income. They owned land on which to grow grapes, and their house had several outbuildings for livestock and a great arched cellar adjoining the ground-floor rooms where the annual harvest would be fermented.

Kallstadt lies in the Pfalz, or Palatinate, a lush, undulating region of the Rhine Valley to which millions of German-American families such as the Trumps trace their roots and where the Nazis later created a Weinstrasse, or wine route, to market produce after they had driven out the local Jewish merchants. Sheltered by the Haardt Mountains to the west, the gentle topography created a Mediterranean-like climate, a so-called German Tuscany, where almonds, figs, and sweet chestnuts thrived. Grapes had been cultivated for at least two thousand years since the Romans built a villa on a hill above the village. Orderly rows of Riesling crisscrossed fields and filled tiny plots between village houses.

Years of unrest prompted many to flee, establishing a history of emigration, and cementing the interdependence of the families who stayed. Outgoing and proud of their shared past, the people of Kallstadt came to be known as Brulljesmacher, or “braggarts.” It is uncertain when the Trumps first came to the Palatinate or when they settled on the spelling of the family name. Family genealogists and historians have found various spellings, including Dromb, Drumb, Drumpf, Trum, Tromb, Tromp, Trumpf, and Trumpff. More recent headstones in Kallstadt spell the family name Trump, though in the local Palatinate dialect, the final p is pronounced with emphasis, almost like Tromp-h.

Friedrich, Donald Trump’s grandfather-to-be, was born on March 14, 1869. He was a frail child, unfit for backbreaking labor in the vineyards. He was eight years old when his father, Johannes, died of a lung disease. His mother, Katherina, was left to run a household of children ranging in age from one to fifteen, as well as the winery. Debts began to mount. Katherina sent Friedrich, her younger son, off when he was fourteen for a two-year apprenticeship with a barber in nearby Frankenthal.

Friedrich, however, saw no future in the Palatinate village and decided to join the stream of Germans looking for a better life in the United States. Friedrich traveled 350 miles north to Bremen, a port teeming with emigrants, and boarded the SS Eider. The two-funneled German ocean liner was bound for New York City, where Friedrich would find his older sister, Katherine, who had already married a fellow emigrant from Kallstadt. Friedrich arrived in New York on October 19, 1885. Immigration records list his occupation as “farmer” and his name as “Friedrich Trumpf, ” although he would soon be known by Trump. He was sixteen years old.

But Friedrich’s departure ran afoul of German law. A three-year stint of military service was mandatory, and to emigrate, boys of conscription age had to get permission. The young barber didn’t do so, resulting in a questionable status that would undermine any future prospect of return: Friedrich Trump was an illegal emigrant. Luckily, US officials didn’t care about the circumstances under which he left Germany. US immigration law at the time granted Germans preferred status; they were viewed as having the proper white European ethnic stock and an industrious nature. Friedrich was one of about a million Germans who immigrated to the United States in 1885, more than had ever before come in one year.

The SS Eider delivered him to Castle Garden, the main entry point for immigrants before the federal government opened Ellis Island in 1892. Friedrich had left a rural European town of fewer than a thousand residents for the chaos of New York City, which then had a population of more than 1.2 million, about one-third foreign-born. Friedrich moved in with his older sister and her husband, Fred Schuster, joining a community of fellow Palatinates on Manhattan’s Lower East Side. He started out as a barber, but that proved unsatisfying.

Friedrich, like many before him, was lured by tales of gold strikes and other riches to be found in the West. By 1891, the ambitious young man—a government document described him as five feet nine, with a high forehead, hazel eyes, straight nose, prominent chin, dark complexion, and a thin face—headed to Seattle. The booming city of fifty thousand was crisscrossed by streetcar lines and visited by vast fleets of ships. Friedrich saw an opportunity to offer food and lodging. He set up shop among the dance halls in a seedy area of town and changed the name of an establishment known as the Poodle Dog to the more salubrious-sounding Dairy Restaurant, operating among the pimps and gamblers who haunted the district.

Trump, granted US citizenship in Seattle in 1892, began investing in land. He headed to the mining community of Monte Cristo, nestled in the nearby Cascade Range. A New York syndicate backed by John D. Rockefeller had allowed a railroad to be built, bringing ore down from the mountains. Just as Friedrich eschewed toiling in Kallstadt’s vineyards, he did not join the grueling and often unrewarding work of digging for gold and silver. Instead, he built a hotel and put placer claims on land in questionable deals that allowed him to claim mineral rights. He won the 1896 election for Monte Cristo justice of the peace by a vote of 32–5.

After returning briefly to Seattle, Friedrich joined the Klondike gold rush in the Yukon, where he and a partner opened an establishment called the Arctic, later renamed the White Horse. A vivid portrait of the Arctic, which offered food and lodging, appeared in a local newspaper, suggesting that the hotel catered to the more questionable mores of the miners. “For single men,” wrote the Yukon Sun in 1900, “the Arctic has excellent accommodations as well as the best restaurant in Bennett, but I would not advise respectable women to go there to sleep as they are liable to hear that which would be repugnant to their feelings and uttered, too, by the depraved of their own sex.”

Friedrich sold his shares in the business just as authorities began cracking down on drinking, gambling, and prostitution. While he now seemed firmly planted in the United States, he hadn’t entirely forgotten Kallstadt or his German roots. And he didn’t yet have a wife. That gap in his life was filled on one of his visits to Kallstadt, during which he saw his mother and attended family weddings. On that trip home in 1901, Friedrich met twenty-year-old Elizabeth Christ, who’d grown up across the street from the Trump family house. The following year, Friedrich returned to marry her and bring her back to New York, where their first child, another Elizabeth, was born in 1904.

Despite the close-knit community of fellow Kallstadters on the Lower East Side, Elizabeth Christ Trump never felt at home in New York, and in 1904, Friedrich renewed his passport to travel to Germany, listing his profession as “hotelkeeper” and saying he would return to the United States within a year. This time, though, he brought his savings to Germany with him—some eighty thousand marks, the equivalent of several hundred thousand dollars in 2016 currency. Kallstadt officials, happy to welcome the wealthy young American back into their village, testified to his good character and ability to support his family members. But regional and national officials asked why Trump hadn’t come back sooner to perform his military service. To them, he looked like a draft dodger, and they pressured him to leave. In early 1905, he received notification that he had to depart by May 1. On April 29, Trump pleaded that his baby daughter was too sick to travel. He won a three-month reprieve. On June 6, Trump made another attempt to stay, this time writing a personal letter to Bavaria’s prince regent, Luitpold of the House of Wittelsbach, describing in increasingly desperate and obsequious terms how he and Elizabeth were paralyzed by horror at the prospect of returning to America.

“My dear wife and I . . . are faithful, loyal subjects, true Palatinates, good Bavarians who are bound with unlimited love and devotion to the magnificent princely house of the illustrious Wittelsbachs,” he wrote. He would readily give up his right to live in the United States, Trump continued, if he could only secure permanent residence in the land of his birth. No luck: on June 28, Trump resigned himself to returning immediately to New York with the now-pregnant Elizabeth and their young daughter. The Trumps arrived in New York in the middle of the summer and settled into an apartment in a largely German neighborhood in the South Bronx, where on October 11, their first son, Frederick Christ Trump, who would become Donald Trump’s father, was born.

On December 20, Friedrich Trump made one last attempt to win the right to return to his homeland. Once again, his plea was rejected. By May of 1907, the case was closed. Friedrich and Elizabeth Trump would remain in America and raise their three children as US citizens.

      •  •  •  

    RESPONSIBLE FOR RAISING A young family in this new land, Friedrich Trump made his way to Wall Street—not as a broker or financier, but in his old profession of barber. He clipped the hair of countless residents of lower Manhattan in a block that would later be well-known to his grandson. The address was 60 Wall Street. Friedrich could have hardly imagined that, a century later, the family name would grace a seventy-two-story tower nearby at 40 Wall Street, known as the Trump Building. Friedrich eventually became a hotel manager and moved to Jamaica Avenue in Queens in the middle of a building boom—a move that would help shape the family’s future and fortune.

Then, in 1914, World War I broke out, and suddenly Trump and hundreds of thousands of others with German ancestry became targets of their own government. A German-American newspaper, the Fatherland, ran a 1915 cover story titled “Are Hyphenated Citizens Good Americans?”—a question that many unhyphenated citizens were asking at the time. A government-sanctioned volunteer group called the American Protective League, with 250,000 members, spied on German Americans amid growing fear that the immigrant families were working for their fatherland and against their newer homeland.

Soon, use of German was discouraged, and many Germanic names were Americanized. The tone was set from the top. On June 14, 1917, two months after the United States entered World War I, President Woodrow Wilson declared, “The military masters of Germany [have] filled our unsuspecting communities with vicious spies and conspirators and sought to corrupt the opinion of our people.” It was known as the Flag Day speech, a moment German Americans would long remember. Anti-German views would only intensify in later years, as World War II renewed the animus, and Donald’s father, Fred Trump, would for much of his life be defensive about his roots, sometimes insisting his family was Swedish, a claim that his son would repeat. There was never serious discussion about expelling Germans, however, and in the end the Trumps mixed into the melting pot that was America.

      •  •  •  

    SHORTLY AFTER THE UNITED States entered World War I, Friedrich Trump, then forty-nine, walked down Jamaica Avenue with his twelve-year-old son, Fred. The elder Trump casually mentioned that he felt sick. He went home, took to bed, and soon died, a victim of a worldwide flu epidemic. Friedrich had left the family with a considerable estate, and his widow, Elizabeth, made herself the head of the family real estate business, which she called E. Trump & Son. Her eldest son, Fred, had a passion for the building trades and soon took on a leading role in the company his mother led. Given enormous responsibility at a young age, he grasped it, determined to become a leading builder in booming postwar New York City. Fred constructed his first home at seventeen, then another and another, using the profits from one to finance the next.

As Fred surveyed New York City of the 1920s, he saw a landscape of opportunity. The boroughs of Brooklyn and Queens still held large swaths of undeveloped land, and streetcars and subways were being extended deeper into the outer boroughs, opening new areas to developers. The population of Queens, where Trump did most of his early building, more than doubled from 469,000 in 1920 to 1.1 million in 1930, remaining 99 percent white throughout the decade.

Even with that separation, racial and ethnic tensions were bubbling over. After the Klanbake of the 1924 Democratic convention, the Klan kept up its nativist drumbeat. The tensions climaxed anew on May 30, 1927, at a Memorial Day parade that wound through Fred Trump’s Queens neighborhood. The police had been concerned for weeks that the KKK would try to take over the event, and they had said Klan members could only join the march if they agreed to abandon their white robes and hoods. Trump, a twenty-one-year-old Protestant and now the head of the family business, joined the tens of thousands of New Yorkers who attended the parade. The KKK did not heed the police mandate. Dressed in their robes and hoods, carrying giant American flags, they passed out handbills in Trump’s neighborhood alleging that Catholic members of the police force were harassing “native-born Protestant Americans.” The KKK appealed to “fair-minded citizens of Queens County to take your stand in defense of the fundamental principles of your country.” This typical Klan tactic tried to pit Catholics against Protestants, while stirring up anti-immigrant feelings.

Having sown the seeds for a clash, more than a thousand Klansmen assembled at the intersection of Jamaica Avenue and Eighty-Fifth Street, where the Memorial Day parade was slated to begin. The commander of a small police contingent was outraged that the Klan had defied his order against wearing the robes and hoods. A policeman rushed toward a hooded Klan member with his nightstick, about to hit the marcher on the head, a moment vividly captured in a photograph published in the Brooklyn Daily Eagle. “Women fought women and spectators fought the policemen and the Klansmen, as their desire dictated,” the New York Times reported the next day. “Combatants were knocked down, Klan banners were shredded.” Fred Trump wound up in the thick of the melee, and he was arrested.

The charge against Trump was “refusing to disperse from a parade when ordered to do so.” But a Queens newspaper, the Daily Star, reported that the charge was promptly dismissed. News accounts did not say whether Trump was for or against the Klan, or whether he was at the parade merely to see the spectacle, but the implication of the Star story was that he was unjustly charged. Whatever happened, the parade and arrests underscored that the Klan remained prominent and influential, as demonstrated by the imposition of immigration quotas two years later.

Trump, meanwhile, methodically built his empire, buying vacant land mostly in Queens. Even as the Depression devastated New York City, he looked for opportunities. When housing sales fell off, he invested in what became one of the city’s thriving grocery stores. In March 1931, with the Depression still at its height, Trump announced that he was nearing completion of an upscale project in the Jamaica Estates section of Queens. Trump said he expected to build $500,000 worth of dwellings in just a few months. “The homes are of English Tudor and Georgia Colonial styles,” reported the Times, which was otherwise filled with gloomy news that day.

Trump found opportunity in gloom. When a mortgage firm called Lehrenkrauss & Co. was broken up amid charges of fraud, Trump and a partner scooped up a subsidiary that held title to many distressed properties. Trump used that information to buy houses facing foreclosure, expanding his real estate holdings with properties bought on the cheap from people who had little choice other than to sell.

At a time of financial ruin, with unemployment rising to 25 percent, and the streets lined with the destitute, Trump emerged as one of the city’s most successful young businessmen. As the economy recovered, Trump snatched up more property, building more Tudor-style homes in Queens. In 1935, Trump began to focus on Brooklyn, and he sold seventy-eight homes in twenty days, each for about $3,800. Soon, his home sales reached into the thousands.

One day, Trump, dressed in a fine suit and sporting his trademark mustache, attended a local party. He saw a pair of sisters, and the younger one caught his eye. Her name was Mary Anne MacLeod. In the several years since she had first arrived in the United States, she had gone back and forth to her little village on the Outer Hebrides island of Lewis, unsure what her future held. She was about to go on another return voyage when her sister Catherine took her to the party in Queens. Mary MacLeod, twenty-three, and Fred Trump, thirty, spent the evening together, and something clicked between the maid and the mogul. When Trump returned that night to the home he shared with his mother, he made an announcement. He had met the woman he planned to marry.

      •  •  •  

    THE WEDDING WAS HELD on January 11, 1936, at a Presbyterian church on Madison Avenue in Manhattan, and a reception followed at the Carlyle Hotel, an elegant thirty-five-story art deco confection that had opened six years earlier. Then it was off on a brief honeymoon and quickly back to work. Fred, now described in the newspapers as president of the Trump Holding Corp., of Jamaica, soon announced that he was building thirty-two homes in Flatbush in an “exclusive development.” As World War II approached, Trump boasted that the threat of combat had helped business. “In the event of war, I believe that the profit will be quicker and larger,” Trump said, trying to gin up sales. The remark might have seemed impolitic, but it proved correct, at least for his company. He showed a flair for salesmanship and showmanship, hoisting fifty-foot-long banners that were seen by “millions of bathers” at city beaches. He promoted his homes from a sixty-five-foot yacht that broadcast music and advertisements while filling the air with “thousands of huge toy balloon fish,” which resulted in “a series of near riots” as people tried to catch the souvenirs. Those who caught the balloons found coupons giving them a discount on a house purchase. The Trump Boat Show, as the marketing extravaganza was called, ensured that the family name was known throughout the metropolis.

Mary Trump focused on her new role as wife and mother to a family that would eventually include five children. On June 14, 1946, the fourth member of that brood was born. Fred and Mary named him Donald John Trump, and he would ensure that the family name would endure long after the immigrant stories of his ancestors had passed from memory.
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Stink Bombs, Switchblades, and a Three-Piece Suit

In 1958, when they were twelve years old and hungry for adventure, two boys from the quiet, low-slung edges of Queens liked to board an E train bound for Manhattan, the island of soaring, exotic promise they knew as “the City.” Donald Trump and Peter Brant never asked their parents for permission for their Saturday-afternoon expeditions. The answer would have been an emphatic no. Manhattan was too far, too risky, an unsettling cacophony of comic-book superheroes and millionaires, con men, movie stars, gangsters, and worse.

For the boys, that blend of glamour and danger was only part of the allure. Times Square hadn’t yet become the nation’s most prominent back alley, the open market of sex, drugs, and sleaze that it descended into in the late 1960s. But in 1958, it was already a neighborhood in steep decline, its sidewalks dotted with streetwalkers, its shops cluttered with novelties. Donald and Peter were fascinated by Times Square shops where they could buy stink bombs and hand buzzers and fake vomit—perfect accessories for pranking their pals back at school. Exiting the train a few blocks away, at Fifty-Third Street and Fifth Avenue, the boys climbed the station stairs to a thrilling swirl of honking horns and police sirens, hot dog vendors, and a dizzying blur of humanity. Manhattan, the boys knew, would be their testing ground, a new frontier for them to conquer. A lanky blond boy on the cusp of adolescence, Donald Trump came from a neighborhood where the tallest buildings were only a few stories. On the city’s border with suburban Long Island, Jamaica Estates was populated mainly by middle- and upper-income Jews and Catholics. The streets were defined by neat front lawns, massive oak trees, and handsome homes, among the largest of which was built by Fred C. Trump.

After a long slog through the Depression and World War II, much of New York was booming, with the world’s most vibrant ports, factories, and financial center. More than a quarter of the country’s top five hundred corporations, a roster that included IBM, RCA, and US Steel, had their headquarters in a city that was now recognized as a world capital. The prosperity extended beyond Manhattan. As veterans returned to neighborhoods in Queens and Brooklyn, Fred Trump saw a burgeoning market for modestly priced, easy-to-build homes that some New Yorkers called “Trump’s dumps on stumps.” In Bath Beach, a neighborhood just off Gravesend Bay in Brooklyn, Fred Trump planned his most ambitious project to date, a complex of thirty-two six-story apartment buildings—a total of 1,344 units—renting for as little as $60 a month.

When Donald was born, less than a year after World War II ended, Fred and Mary Trump and their four children lived in a two-story Tudor revival on Wareham Place, a couple of blocks from Grand Central Parkway, a major commuter thoroughfare. But when a fifth child, Robert, was on the way, Fred bought two adjoining lots across the backyard and built a twenty-three-room manse on Midland Parkway. It looked like a faux Southern plantation. Seventeen brick steps led up a sloping hill to the front door, which was framed by a colonial-style portico, a stained-glass crest, and six imposing white columns. The house was the talk of the neighborhood of lawyers, doctors, and business executives, if not for its size than for Fred Trump’s apparent wealth, as suggested by the navy-blue Cadillac limousine in the driveway, with a license plate boasting his initials, FCT.

The Trumps had other things hardly anyone else possessed, including a chauffeur, a cook, an intercom system, a color television, and a sprawling electric train set that was the envy of the neighborhood. Later, while his pals were riding Schwinn bikes, Donald would cruise on a ten-speed Italian racer. But wealth was not all that set the Trumps apart. When Fred Trump asked if he could put a television antenna on a nearby house, thinking its higher elevation would improve his signal, the neighbor, Chava Ben-Amos, agreed. But when Fred told her she could not use the antenna for her own television, Ben-Amos told him the deal was off.

Fred Trump’s children apparently inherited their father’s chilly attitude toward the neighbors. When a neighbor’s ball accidentally bounced into the Trumps’ spacious backyard, young Donald growled, “I’m going to tell my dad; I’m going to call the police.” Another neighbor, Dennis Burnham, grew up a few doors away from the Trumps. When he was a toddler, his mother placed him in a backyard playpen. Once, after going inside for a few minutes, she returned to find that little Donald—five or six at the time—had wandered over and was throwing rocks at her son, Burnham said. Donald’s fearlessness impressed his sometime babysitter Frank Briggs. As afternoon turned to dusk one day, Briggs led Donald into a sewer that was under construction in Forest Hills. They remained belowground for two hours. “All of a sudden, it was pitch-black and you couldn’t see the entrance or anything,” Briggs recalled. “And the thing that amazed me was that Donny wasn’t scared. He just kept walking.”

      •  •  •  

    WHEN DONALD WAS READY for kindergarten, the Trumps sent him to the private Kew-Forest School, where they had enrolled his older brother, Fred Jr., a fun-loving boy who dreamed of becoming a pilot. Donald’s two older sisters, Maryanne, who had her father’s drive, and Elizabeth, sunny like her mother, also went to Kew-Forest. In high school, Maryanne, who would grow up to be a lawyer and a federal judge, emerged as the family’s academic star. She joined Kew-Forest’s debating team and student council and wrote poetry, including a maudlin riff entitled “Alone,” which was published in the school yearbook: “On the familiar school grounds, where groups of boys and girls stop to chat, laugh and then move on to see their other friends, she stands disregarded by all. She, alone and friendless, cannot even hope to join their happy crowd as they walk toward the corner candy store.”

Donald spent the most time with Robert, his little brother, a quiet, sensitive youngster and easy prey for an aggressive older sibling. As an adult, Donald liked to tell the story of when he appropriated Robert’s building blocks for his own and glued them together because he was so pleased with what he had made. “And that was the end of Robert’s blocks,” Donald recalled.

At Kew-Forest, Donald encountered a dress code—ties and jackets for boys, skirts for girls—and a strict set of rules, including the requirement that students rise at their desks when a teacher entered the classroom. From the start, Donald and his friends resisted their teachers’ commands, disrupting class with wisecracks and unruly behavior. “We threw spitballs and we played racing chairs with our desks, crashing them into other desks,” recalled Paul Onish. Donald spent enough time in detention that his friends nicknamed the punishment DTs—short for “Donny Trumps.”

Their classmates did not always appreciate their antics. In second grade, after Trump yanked her pigtails, Sharon Mazzarella raised her metal lunch box in the air and brought it down with a clunk on Donald’s head. No matter the consequences, Donald’s behavior did not change. “He was headstrong and determined,” said Ann Trees, a Kew-Forest teacher who monitored students in the cafeteria. “He would sit with his arms folded, with this look on his face—I use the word surly—almost daring you to say one thing or another that wouldn’t settle with him.” Steven Nachtigall, who lived a couple of blocks away from the Trumps in Jamaica Estates, said his own impression of Donald was cemented when he saw him jump off his bike one afternoon and pummel another boy. “It’s kind of like a little video snippet that remains in my brain because I think it was so unusual and terrifying at that age,” Nachtigall would say six decades later.

By his own account, Trump’s primary focus in elementary school was “creating mischief because, for some reason, I liked to stir things up and I liked to test people. . . . It wasn’t malicious so much as it was aggressive.” As a second-grader, as Trump has described it, he punched his music teacher, giving him a “black eye” because “I didn’t think he knew anything about music, and I almost got expelled. I’m not proud of that, but it’s clear evidence that even early on I had a tendency to stand up and make my opinions known in a very forceful way.” Peter Brant, his best friend at Kew-Forest, is among several of Donald’s pals who recall neither the incident nor Trump’s ever mentioning it. When Trump was asked again about the incident decades later, he said, “When I say ‘punch,’ when you’re that age, nobody punches very hard. But I was very rambunctious in school.”

The teacher, Charles Walker, who died in 2015, never told anyone in his family about a student’s striking him. Yet Walker’s contempt for Donald was clear. “He was a pain,” Walker once said. “There are certain kids that need attention all the time. He was one of those.” Just before his death, as he lay in bed in a hospice, Walker heard reports that Trump was considering a run for the presidency. “When that kid was ten,” Walker told family members, “even then he was a little shit.”

      •  •  •  

    TRUMP’S GRADES SUFFERED AND his behavior got him in hot water, but he found success in the gymnasium and on the ball field, where his athletic prowess was unmistakable. In dodgeball, Donald was known for jumping straight up in the air and pulling his knees up to avoid being struck. “The Trumpet was always the last man standing,” remembered Chrisman Scherf, a classmate, invoking his old nickname for Donald. Donald and his buddies played punchball and basketball, football and soccer. But his favorite sport was baseball, which inspired him to write an almost Zen-like ditty that was published in the school yearbook:

I like to see a baseball hit and the fielder catch it in his mitt. . . . When the score is 5–5, I feel like I could cry. And when they get another run, I feel like I could die. Then the catcher makes an error, not a bit like Yogi Berra. The game is over and we say tomorrow is another day. —Donald Trump

In the mid-1950s, New York City was America’s undisputed baseball mecca, with the Yankees in the Bronx, the Dodgers in Brooklyn, and the Giants in upper Manhattan. On a fall afternoon in 1956, when he was ten, Donald lined up with fellow Kew-Forest students outside the school to wave at President Eisenhower as he passed by in a Chrysler Imperial limousine taking him to throw out the ceremonial first pitch at the Yankee-Dodger World Series. Donald’s favorite players were Yogi Berra of the Yanks and Roy Campanella of the Dodgers, both catchers whose championship heroics Donald followed by sneaking a transistor radio into class, the wire of an earplug concealed beneath his shirtsleeve.

By sixth grade, Donald’s ability as a right-handed hitter was fearsome enough that opponents shifted toward left field to defend against him. “If he had hit the ball to right, he could’ve had a home run because there was no one there,” said Nicholas Kass, who was a couple of years older. “But he always wanted to hit the ball through people. He wanted to overpower them.” When he played catcher, his favorite position, Trump’s uniform was the dirtiest on the field. He shrugged off foul balls that clanged against his mask and used his big frame to block errant pitches. “He was fearless,” Peter Brant recalled. “If he stole a base, he came in all guns a-blazing.” He did not like to fail, as his neighbor Jeff Bier discovered when Donald borrowed Bier’s favorite bat and made an out. Frustrated, Donald smashed the bat on the cement and cracked the timber. He was too lost in his fury to apologize.

In those years, young ballplayers wanted the new, webbed fielders’ mitts that Rawlings was beginning to make. Peter convinced his father to buy him one for $30, as long as the youngster earned $15 doing chores around the house. But Donald could not persuade Fred Trump that the more modern glove was worth the price. Fred bought his son a cheaper model.

For all his wealth, Fred did not want to spoil his children, encouraging them to earn money by collecting empty White Rock soda bottles and turning them in for the nickel deposit, and by delivering newspapers (when it rained, he’d drive them on their routes in his Cadillac). A workaholic, Fred would take Donald with him to construction sites and to his headquarters, a converted dentist’s office near Coney Island, where the boy would absorb his father’s attention to detail and obsession with cutting costs. At Kew-Forest, where Fred served on the board of trustees, he complained that the school was wasting funds by adding bathrooms for the new gymnasium. The school already had enough toilets, he groused. On his own projects, Fred would pick unused nails off the floor and return them to his carpenters. He saved money on floor cleanser by ordering lab analyses of store-bought products, buying the ingredients, and having them mixed to produce his own.

A fastidious, formal man who wore a jacket and tie even at home, Fred could be dour and socially awkward. His wife, Mary, relished attention, thrusting herself to the center of parties and social gatherings. She also loved pomp, sitting for hours to watch the coronation of Queen Elizabeth. A homemaker, Mary devoted herself to charitable work and volunteering at Jamaica Hospital, where Donald was born. Mary had various medical problems, including a hemorrhage after Robert’s birth that required an emergency hysterectomy. From his mother, Donald inherited a wariness about catching germs that led to years as an adult when he avoided shaking hands.

Fred and Mary Trump ran a disciplined household, forbidding their children to call each other by nicknames, wear lipstick, or go to bed past their curfew. The Trumps questioned their children each night about their homework and demanded that they perform their chores. Just as he did at school, Donald rebelled against the rules, arguing with his father. Nonetheless, Fred always told his son that he was a “king” and that he needed to become a “killer” in anything he did.

Hungry for a sense of autonomy, Donald and his friend Peter created a routine that they kept secret from their parents. On Saturday mornings, after playing soccer at school, they put on their pressed chinos and dress shirts and walked to the Union Turnpike subway station, where they boarded the train for Manhattan. The city was far more exciting and enticing than the quiet, orderly streets that defined deep Queens, a feeling that would not dissipate as they approached adulthood. Wandering the city, the boys fancied themselves urban Davy Crocketts, exploring Central Park’s bucolic expanse, watching black men play pickup basketball on outdoor courts along the East River, observing panhandlers in Times Square, eating hot dogs bought from street vendors, and hopping on stools at a diner to drink egg creams. At their favorite novelty shops in Times Square, the boys were drawn to the selection of switchblades. On Broadway, West Side Story was a smash hit, and Donald and Peter, imagining themselves gang members on the city’s mean streets, bought knives to fit the part. Back in Queens, the boys played a game they called Land, in which they flung their knives at the ground and then stepped on the spot where the blade had pierced the dirt. At first, the knives they used were six inches long, but they graduated to eleven-inch blades as they became more daring. (Trump denied ever being “a knife person. . . . I never had a switchblade in my life. That’s crazy.”)

Near the end of seventh grade, Fred discovered Donald’s cache of knives. Fred called Peter’s father, who found his own son’s collection. The parents were infuriated to learn about the youngsters’ trips to the city. As an adult, Peter Brant would see those adventures as an early sign of independence and ambition, a drive that would propel both men to fame and vast wealth. (Brant became a paper-industry magnate, publisher, and movie producer.) But Fred Trump, alarmed by how his son was evolving, decided Donald needed a radical change.

In the months before eighth grade was to begin, Donald seemed to vanish. Peter heard from a friend that his buddy would be attending another school. When Peter telephoned him, Donald, his voice thick with dejection, said that his father was sending him to New York Military Academy, a strict boarding school seventy-five miles north of Queens. Peter was stunned. His best friend was being sent away, and for reasons that seemed, at least to a thirteen-year-old, almost inexplicable.

      •  •  •  

    DONALD ARRIVED AT NEW York Military Academy in September of 1959, a stocky teenager bewildered by his new surroundings. An hour north of Manhattan, the school was located in tiny Cornwall-on-Hudson, on a campus with a culture so strict and unforgiving that one desperate cadet was rumored to have jumped into the Hudson River to swim to freedom. Instead of the delicious steaks and hamburgers served by the Trump family cook back home, Donald had to sit in a mess hall alongside fellow cadets and fill his plate from vats of meat loaf, macaroni and cheese, and something the students called “mystery mountain,” a concoction of leftovers that were deep-fried and shaped into balls. Instead of his own room in a vast mansion, he slept in a barracks, awakened each morning before dawn by a recording of a bugle playing “Reveille.” Instead of having his own bathroom, he had to stand beneath an oversize showerhead and bathe with other boys. Instead of adhering to his father’s commands, Donald had a new master, a gruff, barrel-chested combat veteran named Theodore Dobias.

Dobias, or Doby as he was known, had served in World War II and had seen Mussolini’s dead body hanging by a rope. As the freshman-football coach and tactical-training instructor, Doby smacked students with an open hand if they ignored his instructions. Two afternoons a week, he would set up a boxing ring and order cadets with poor grades and those who had disciplinary problems to fight each other, whether they wanted to or not. “He could be a fucking prick,” Trump once recalled. “He absolutely would rough you up. You had to learn to survive.” To glare at Doby, or suggest the slightest sarcasm, Trump said, caused the drill sergeant to come “after me like you wouldn’t believe.”

Whether his students were the sons of plumbers or millionaires, Dobias did not care. They would follow his orders, no questions or whining tolerated. Donald was no exception. “At the beginning, he didn’t like the idea of being told what to do, like make your bed, shine your shoes, brush your teeth, clean the sink, do your homework, all that stuff that a kid has to do when you’re a cadet at an academy of four hundred kids,” Dobias said. “We really didn’t care whether he came from Rockefeller Center or whatever. He was just another name, another cadet, just like everybody else.”

Founded in 1889 by a Civil War veteran in what had been a summer resort hotel, the academy modeled its strict code of conduct and turreted academic building after West Point, located five miles south along the Hudson. About 450 students were enrolled, all of them white except for a couple of dozen Latin Americans. The school did not admit blacks until Donald’s senior year. Women would not arrive for another decade. The military academy was a place where, as the school’s slogan put it, the boys were “set apart for excellence”; the idea was to inject discipline and direction into boys who arrived on campus unformed and untamed. That involved breaking them down to build them up. Every student received a blue booklet titled “General Order No. 6,” which laid out the punishments for a variety of infractions. A dirty uniform, unpolished shoes, uncut hair, an unmade bed, “not walking properly,” “holding hands with a young lady,” and nudity in the barracks all resulted in demerits. Hitchhiking, stealing, drinking, gambling, and possession of pornography could result in immediate dismissal. Every day, the cadets had to line up and face rigorous inspection. An officer wiped a white glove along the top of the lockers to check for dirt. A misspelling or missed punctuation on a term paper was enough to lower a grade.

The academy offered few distractions. Entertainment was limited to theater staged by an all-male cast and old movies in the chapel on Friday and Saturday nights. If a film included starlets, the cadets would erupt in howls and whistles, prompting commanders to order a punishing round of drill marches on the quadrangle. Only high-ranking student officers were allowed off campus in groups on Sunday afternoons, although cadets could leave for a meal with their parents. Fred Trump often came up to see his son. Once, when Fred arrived in a limousine driven by his chauffeur, Donald was too embarrassed to meet him. From then on, Fred drove his own Cadillac to check up on Donald.

The academy celebrated masculine excellence with a message carved above the school’s main entrance: COURAGEOUS AND GALLANT MEN HAVE PASSED THROUGH THESE PORTALS. When they weren’t studying or playing a sport, cadets were required to learn to clean an M1 rifle and fire a mortar. Physical brutality and verbal abuse were tolerated, even encouraged. Hazing was a part of freshman life, with upperclassmen pummeling new cadets with broom handles or forcing them to stand fully dressed in their uniforms atop radiators or in steam-filled showers until they passed out. Michael Scadron, a close Trump friend at the academy, said his own hazing culminated with upperclassmen requiring him to kiss the school’s mascot—a donkey—“on the ass.”

      •  •  •  

    DONALD’S COMPETITIVE DRIVE TOOK over as he learned to master the academy. He won medals for neatness and order. He loved competing to win contests for cleanest room, shiniest shoes, and best-made bed. For the first time, he took pride in his grades; he grew angry when a study partner scored higher on a chemistry test, even questioning whether he had cheated. Donald also learned to manage Dobias, projecting strength—especially in sports—without appearing to undermine the sergeant. “I figured out what it would take to get Dobias on my side,” Trump said. “I finessed him. It helped that I was a good athlete, since he was the baseball coach and I was the captain of the team. But I also learned how to play him.”

To fellow cadets, Donald could be friendly, aloof, and cocky, once telling Jeff Orteneau, “I’m going to be famous one day.” When meeting classmates for the first time, he liked to ask, “What does your father do?” Most of Donald’s friends knew that his family was wealthy because he would talk about his father’s business. Donald told David Smith, his senior-year roommate, that Fred Trump’s wealth doubled every time he completed a project. “He was self-confident and very soft-spoken, believe it or not, as if he knew he was just passing time until he went on to something greater,” said classmate Michael Pitkow. Despite his affluence, Donald’s tastes were often plebeian. In the waning months of the Eisenhower administration, in a culture defined by conformity, Donald used the record player in his dorm room mostly to listen to Elvis Presley and Johnny Mathis albums. Sometimes, Donald would screw an ultraviolet lightbulb into the overhead socket and announce to his roommate that it was time to tan. “We’re going to the beach,” he’d say.

As a senior, Donald drew notice for bringing women to campus and showing them around. “They were beautiful, gorgeous women, dressed out of Saks Fifth Avenue,” said classmate George White. Trump was never shy about judging a girl’s appearance, pronouncing one of White’s visitors a “dog.” Ernie Kirk went on double dates with Donald and two girls who lived in town. Because the boys weren’t allowed off grounds, the girls came to campus, where they watched a ball game and had burgers and Cokes in the canteen. Donald was cordial and talkative with his date, a brunette. A few months later, Trump was identified as “Ladies’ Man” in his senior yearbook, posing for a photo alongside an academy secretary.

On occasion, Donald demonstrated that he was still capable of the aggression that had defined him at Kew-Forest, and he seemed to enjoy wielding authority. As a junior supply sergeant in Company E, Trump commanded that a cadet be struck on the backside with a broomstick for breaking formation. On another day, when he was on inspection duty, Trump came upon fellow student Ted Levine’s unmade bed. Trump ripped the sheets off and threw them on the floor. Levine, a foot shorter than Trump, threw a combat boot at Donald, then hit him with a broomstick. Infuriated, Trump grabbed Levine and tried to push him out a second-floor window, Levine recalled. Two other cadets intervened to prevent Levine from falling. Trump and Levine clashed again when they became roommates. Disgusted by Levine’s messiness, Trump often shouted at him to clean up. Trump, his roommate would later say, would try to “break” anyone who did not bend to his will.

      •  •  •  

    AS AT KEW-FOREST, TRUMP could rely on his athletic ability to win respect from his teachers and classmates. In his second year at NYMA, Trump played on the freshman football and baseball teams, the latter coached by Dobias. By his sophomore year, as he shed baby fat and continued to grow, Trump had made the varsity in both sports. He particularly excelled at baseball, playing first base and developing a reputation for stretching his long body to scoop up balls that the team’s shortstop, Gerald Paige, threw in the dirt. Donald could also swing the bat, inspiring a caption beneath an action photo in the yearbook that read, “Trump swings . . . then HITS.” A headline in the local paper—“Trump Wins Game for NYMA”—may have been the first to celebrate his exploits. “It felt good seeing my name in print,” Trump said years later. “How many people are in print? Nobody’s in print. It was the first time I was ever in the newspaper. I thought it was amazing.” Dobias taught his players the line famously attributed to legendary Green Bay Packers head coach Vince Lombardi: “I taught them that winning wasn’t everything, it was the only thing,” Dobias said. “Donald picked right up on this. He would tell his teammates, ‘We’re out here for a purpose. To win.’ He always had to be number one, in everything. He was a conniver even then. A real pain in the ass. He would do anything to win . . . [Trump] just wanted to be first, in everything, and he wanted people to know he was first.”

On the football team, Trump played tight end for two years. He wasn’t the fastest player, but he was a “big, strong kid” who was “hard to bring down,” said Paige, a running back. As a junior, however, Trump quit the team. He didn’t like the head coach, and the feeling was apparently mutual. “The coach was nasty to him,” Levine said. Trump “got personally abused by authority and was not appreciated.” Trump’s teammates, who valued his play on the field, were angry that he left the team. John Cino, the head coach, had his own theory: Trump quit, he said, because his father wanted him to concentrate on academics.

Off the field, Trump rose steadily from private to corporal to, in his junior year, supply sergeant, an important if dull position that required him to procure supplies for his company, including deactivated M1 rifles. New cadets were required to meticulously clean their weapons. Trump went further, demanding that the boys memorize their rifle numbers. “Being a new guy, it was overwhelming,” said Jack Serafin, who was a freshman when Trump was a supply sergeant. “But you could always go to Donald and he would figure out how to get things done.”

      •  •  •  

    IN JUNE OF 1963, as Donald was completing his junior year, the National Guard escorted two black students into the University of Alabama, pushing their way past Governor George Wallace as he made his stand in the schoolhouse door. Three months later, New York Military Academy accepted its first two African American cadets. On his first day at the academy, after arriving from Harlem, Vincent Cunningham was tying his shoes when a corporal called him a “nigger.” Cunningham knocked the corporal down and wound up in a commandant’s office. The abuse continued all year. “You had to have thick skin and know how to carry yourself,” Cunningham said. “If you overreacted to everything and were in disagreement to everything, they’d make your life miserable.” David Prince Thomas, another black student, got into a fight on his first day after a white student called him a “jungle bunny.” At night, fellow cadets would call up toward Thomas’s room, saying the Ku Klux Klan was coming to get him. “It was almost socially accepted,” Peter Ticktin, a classmate of Donald’s, said of the abuse. But when Ticktin and Trump heard a student call a black cadet “nigger,” they were both disgusted, Ticktin recalled.

On November 22, 1963, a Friday, Donald was sitting in class when an alarm bell rang. The cadets were called to the chapel, where an administrator announced that President Kennedy had been assassinated. At home, Donald had grown up absorbing his father’s enthusiasm for Republicans such as Barry Goldwater. Donald had gone to school wearing an I LIKE IKE button for Eisenhower. Yet because of his business interests, his father also had many allies in New York’s Democratic establishment. Kennedy’s death was a seismic moment, and many of the cadets assembled that afternoon broke out into tears at the news. It was an unsettling time: along with racial and political crises, US involvement in Vietnam was escalating.

At NYMA, Trump was focused on more personal tumult as senior year unfolded. Scadron, his friend, left the academy after a younger cadet accused him of beating him with a stick. At the same time, Trump was promoted to captain of A Company, a prestigious position. Ticktin served as Trump’s platoon sergeant, helping him “set the pace for all the parades” and managing their forty-five-man platoon. As a captain, Trump was “even-keeled,” Ticktin said, inspiring respect without screaming at his cadets. Often, he left his officers to manage the younger cadets. “You just didn’t want to disappoint him,” Ticktin said. “I came back from a trip to New York once, and I was five minutes late, and he just looked at me. He never yelled at anyone. He would just look at you, the eyebrows kind of raised. The kind of look that said you can’t disappoint him.”

A month into the school year, one of Trump’s sergeants shoved a new cadet named Lee Ains against the wall after the freshman didn’t stand to attention fast enough. Ains complained. With administrators still reeling from other hazing incidents, a colonel relieved Trump of duty in the barracks and reassigned him to the academic building as a battalion training officer. “They felt he wasn’t paying attention to his other officers as closely as he should have,” said Ains, who left the school at the end of the year. By Trump’s account, his transfer was a promotion and had nothing to do with hazing under his command. “I did a good job, and that’s why I got elevated,” he said. “You don’t get elevated if you partake in hazing.” After his transfer, Trump was put in charge of a special drill team for New York City’s Columbus Day parade. In white gloves and dressed in full uniform, Trump led the procession south along Fifth Avenue toward St. Patrick’s Cathedral, where he shook hands with Francis Cardinal Spellman. Turning to Major Anthony “Ace” Castellano, one of NYMA’s commanders, Trump said, “You know what, Ace? I’d really like to own some of this real estate someday.”
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