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FEATURES
50 TRUMP AND CONSEQUENCES  By MICHAEL LEWIS

When frightened Berkeley High School students held  
a peaceful protest after the election, many Trump 
supporters were enraged. The fear and the anger led the 
author, a school parent, to some new mind games. 

54 CALL TO STARDOM  By RICH COHEN
After vaulting from beach bum to sitcom sidekick  
to franchise hero, Chris Pratt carries another big release  
on his shoulders now: Passengers. His next test is  
personal. Photographs by Mark Seliger.

61 AN EYE TO REMEMBER  
Spotlight on photographer Lusha Nelson, whose sadly brief 
career is finally getting its due. By Shawn Waldron. 

62 IVANKA’S APPRENTICE  By SARAH ELLISON
Poised to become one of the most influential First 

Daughters in history, Ivanka Trump embodies a powerful 
extension of her father’s brand. And there’s a willing 
understudy to her style: her half-sister, Tiffany. 

68 SEND IN THE CLONES  By WILLIAM D. COHAN
Among the many questions about Trump’s campaign, and 
impending administration, has been the future of his 
business. His sons Donald junior and Eric have been trusted 
lieutenants, but can they truly take the lead?

74 HIS KIND OF TOWN  By MARK SEAL
Once he bought Mar-a-Lago, in 1985, Donald Trump went 
to war with Palm Beach’s Old Guard, igniting skirmish after 
skirmish. Even the last holdouts won’t be able to say “no”  
to the winter White House. Photograph by Harry Benson. 

80 A FEMININE MYSTIQUE  
“It Girl” Petra Collins finds her focus on both sides of the 
camera. By Derek Blasberg. Photograph by Julia Noni.

82 PALAZZO INTRIGUE  By MILTON ESTEROW
A major force in 20th-century art, Peggy Guggenheim 
enshrined her collection in her Venetian palazzo. It’s now 
the center of a bitter legal battle between some of her 
descendants and the foundation charged with her legacy.  

90 WELCOME TO CANADA  
Spotlight on Come from Away, the new musical  
about airline passengers stranded in Newfoundland on 
9/11. By Jim Kelly. Photograph by Mark Seliger.

92 LITTLE SHOP OF HOARDERS  By FRANCIS WHEEN
Heywood Hill is the bookstore time forgot. At 80, the 
London institution still casts a spell on discerning readers, 
who want their libraries as bespoke as their wardrobes.  
Photographs by Derry Moore.

14

Clockwise from above: Chris Pratt (page 54); Donald Trump vs. the media (page 42); 
Aileen Mehle, photographed by Cecil Beaton in 1967 (page 98).
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98 SUZY HAD THE SCOOP!  By BOB COLACELLO
For more than five decades, writing as Suzy, Aileen Mehle 
captivated her readers and the famous names she covered. 
Before her death, the society columnist delivered V.F. a final 
scoop, involving everyone from Jackie O to Frank Sinatra.

VANITIES
31 WALTZING MATILDA

My Stuff: Matchesfashion.com’s Ruth Chapman.  
A beauty bonanza. 

FANFAIR & FAIRGROUND
35 28 DAYS IN THE LIFE OF THE CULTURE

Erik Madigan Heck earns his stripes in his first 
photography book. Hot Tracks: The xx; Hot Type. Trump’s 
stab at Camelot; inauguration pickup lines. 

38  AROUND THE WORLD, ONE PARTY  
AT A TIME
The annual LACMA Art + Film Gala and the N.R.D.C.’s  
Night of Comedy. 

COLUMNS
42 MEDIA CIRCUS MAXIMUS  By JAMES WOLCOTT

During the campaign, the media took a beating.  
But some of its biggest names deserve disgrace, for letting 
Trump call the tune. Photo illustration by Darrow.

45 TRUMP, BETWEEN TAKES  By NICK BILTON
Amid rumors of footage from The Apprentice exposing 
Trump at his worst, journalists and Clintonites raced  
to locate the tapes. An unexpected force impeded the hunt.

ET CETERA
24  CONTRIBUTORS 

26  EDITOR’S LETTER WELCOME TO TRUMPISTAN 

28  LETTERS ONE NATION

40  IN THE DETAILS STEPHEN STARR

120  PROUST QUESTIONNAIRE JASON SUDEIKIS
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Clockwise from above: Donald Trump at Mar-a-Lago (page 74);  
Trump: The Game (page 50); Jason Sudeikis (page 120); Donald junior, Ivanka, Eric,  

and Tiffany Trump (pages 62 and 68).
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 MICHAEL LEWIS
V.F. Contributing Editor Michael Lewis, in  
“Trump and Consequences,” on page 50, distills  
the dangers of Trump’s America for generations to come. 
“Organize yourselves,” Lewis warns American  
students. “You have a man in that office whose every 
impulse is to screw up your future for the sake of  
his present. You have no idea the price you might pay 
for this man’s behavior.” Lewis’s newest book,  
The Undoing Project, came out in December. 

FRANCIS WHEEN 
In “Little Shop of Hoarders,” on page 92, Francis 

Wheen, deputy editor of Private Eye, celebrates the 80th 
anniversary of London’s literati hangout near Savile 

Row, the Heywood Hill bookshop. “Christopher 
Hitchens and I used to drop in there,” Wheen recalls of 

the bookstore bereft of fads—and discounts. “Amazing 
how one bookshop has survived two World Wars and 

inflation and stayed the same book-lover’s paradise.” 
Wheen is featured in V.F.’s new book, Writers on Writers.

 SARAH ELLISON 
“Ivanka is everybody’s perceived lifeline, their hope  
in the Trump administration,” says Contributing Editor 
Sarah Ellison. “Ivanka’s Apprentice,” on page 62,  
takes an in-depth look at the favored First Daughter–cum–
fashion entrepreneur, alongside Tiffany, the only of-age 
Trump left out of the transition team. “Ivanka knows her 
father and how he thinks, and he respects her opinion. 
Getting to her is almost better than getting to him.” As for 
Tiffany? “She seems eager to learn from her older sister.”

WILLIAM D. COHAN 
In “Send in the Clones,” on page 68, Special  

Correspondent William D. Cohan scrutinizes the 
slicked-back, leopard-killing First Sons and their 

occasional professional foibles. “By the standards 
of other New York billionaire families, they’re  

hardworking and are said to be nice, but their father  
has not always been that nice to them. Marry that  

with this controversial, big-game hunting obsession  
and it’s all just too odd.” Cohan’s newest book,  

Why Wall Street Matters, comes out on February 28. 

 BOB COLACELLO
Special Correspondent Bob Colacello first  
met his longtime friend Aileen Mehle in the 1970s,  
when he was editor of Interview magazine and  
she was America’s reigning society columnist, “Suzy.”  
In a series of surprisingly candid interviews,  
recounted in “Suzy Had the Scoop!,” on page 98, 
Mehle, who died in November at the age of 98, shared 
“things not even my closest friends know” about her  
life, loves, and five-decades-long career. This month, 
Colacello debuts as a curator with “The Age of 
Ambiguity” at Saint-Moritz’s Vito Schnabel Gallery.

C O N T R I B U TO R S



L AUNCH

Clasp Act

When Céline describe a bag as 

“oversized”, they mean it. The French 

luxury label’s new style for spring, the 

Clasp, features a 1950s-style closure with 

a pleasingly audible click, in a range of 

shapes and sizes, but it’s the Cabas style 

that stands out most. Indulgently long, in 

the most luxuriously finished leather, the 

Cabas-style Clasp comes in rich tones of 

gold, brown, and chicly restrained grey, 

among others. celine.com

COL L ABORAT I ON

Only in Rio

Italian design firm Kartell may be best 

known for producing high-end plastic 

furniture, but given that material’s 

functionality, a collaboration with 

Brazilian accessories designer Paula 

Cademartori isn’t too far-fetched. The 

riotously colourful capsule collection will 

be available from the Kartell store (223 

Brompton Road, SW3), and is inspired 

by the Botanical Garden in Rio de 

Janeiro.  kartell.com

PO P - U P

The Dog Takes a Walk

Anyone familiar with Notting Hill’s 

iconic Golborne Road will know of 

Jerome Dodd’s store Les Couilles du 

Chien—a veritable cabinet of curiosities 

founded over 25 years ago to purvey 

an extraordinary array of decorative 

interior items. Now, along with his 

Marylebone store, Dodd will be taking 

residence on the fourth floor of Liberty 

of London to bring his unique eye to W1. 

libertylondon.com

J EWE L L E RY

Getty Fabulous

Stone Paris founder Marie Poniatowski 

can’t be short of inspiration—she spent 

her childhood being taken to fashion 

shows and Helmut Newton shoots by  

her father, creative director of French 

Vogue. Her new Talitha collection, 

however, is inspired by that style icon of 

the 1960s, Talitha Getty, and in particular 

the boho-luxe style she developed after 

moving to Marrakesh—as seen in these 

chic fringed earrings. stoneparis.com

E XH I B I T I ON

Here’s Looking at Zoo

Watching animal documentaries may 

seem like a relatively contemporary 

pastime, but humankind’s fascination 

with the animal kingdom is age-old. 

Making Nature: How We See Animals 

(until May 21) at the Wellcome 

Collection looks at everything from 

18th-century publications attempting to 

categorize the natural world, to a 1929 

surrealist film of marine crustaceans.  

wellcomecollection.org

WATCHE S

A Larger La D

17mm may not seem like a big deal 

in the grand scheme of things, but 

when it comes to watch dials, it’s fairly 

monumental. Dior’s super-elegant La 

D de Dior Satine watch, distinguished 

by its silky Milanese mesh bracelet, was 

launched with huge success in 2016 in a 

bijou 19mm size, and is now available in 

a 36mm dial—a significant size upgrade. 

So now there’s just that much more  

of it to love. dior.com

@vanityfairuk

 VANITY FAIR

Agenda

CELINE’S NEW CLASP BAG TABLE LAMP, AT LES COUILLES DU CHIENSLIDES BY PAULA CADEMARTORI FOR KARTELL

DIOR’S NEW 36MM LA D DE DIOR SATINEFROM THE “MAKING NATURE” EXHIBITIONGOLD AND DIAMOND TALITHA EARRINGS BY STONE PARIS
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this new, moneyed iteration of the American 
Dream. But the ones who didn’t—and they 
are the majority—feel like diners who have 
come late to a buffet where all the shrimp 
and lobster have been taken. Trump, still 
gnawing on his shrimp, tapped into this dis-
affection with great gusto. And his support-
ers bought his act—that he was a successful 
businessman, despite much evidence to the 
contrary. As Fran Lebowitz says, Trump is 
“a poor person’s idea of a rich person.”

I f he came on his own it would be one 
thing. But Trump, to his credit, is a 
family man—especially when family 

members align with his business interests. 
As Vanity Fair Special Correspondent William D. Cohan notes in 
“Send in the Clones,” on page 68, the Trump sons worked doggedly 
to maintain the standards set by their father. The president-elect’s eld-
est son, Donald “Don” junior, specialized in the kinds of comments 
that, given the nature of his father’s own rhetoric, can best be described 
as emblematic. After making use of a white-supremacist symbol online, 
and then employing a Holocaust metaphor in a truly inappropriate way, 
he posted on Twitter an image of a bowl of Skittles, with the text say-
ing: “If I had a bowl of skittles and I told you just three would kill you. 
Would you take a handful? That’s our Syrian refugee problem.”

The younger son, Eric, who is an executive vice president of the Trump 
Organization and president of the Trump Winery, had his own memo-
rable moments. A Fox News interview inadvertently revealed that Eric was 
uncertain about which state Indiana governor and Vice President–Elect 
Mike Pence had come from. “His track rec ord in his home state, in 
Illinois … is exactly why we picked him,” Eric explained. You may also 
remember the photograph that went viral of Eric and Don, avid hunt-
ers, proudly hoisting a dead leopard.

Trump’s daughters, Ivanka and Tiffany—half-sisters who are 12 years 
apart in age—were hauled out during the campaign almost as an antidote 
to the men in the family. Their presence seemed designed to attest that 
the father they knew could not have been the monster who said, for ex-
ample, that to keep women in their place you had to “treat ’em like shit.”

As Special Correspondent Sarah Ellison points out in “Ivanka’s 
Apprentice,” on page 62, the Trump “brand” has been a defining 
aspect of both daughters’ lives. During her parents’ divorce, Ivanka 
once tearfully asked her mother if the split meant that she wouldn’t 
be “Ivanka Trump” anymore. She is also the only Trump child to have 
established a reputation for herself outside of her father’s real-estate 
business, in the form of a clothing and accessories line. She report-
edly distanced herself from her father’s campaign at moments when it 
seemed to be getting too deplorable. But she is her father’s daughter 
all the way, Ellison writes. Enclosed in her wedding invitation was an 
insert for a free round of golf at a Trump golf course. Past presidents 
have worked to shield their children from the glare of public life in the 
White House. Our new First Family sees every situation, regardless of 
its solemnity, as a branding opportunity. Admit it: you couldn’t take 
your eyes off Trump the candidate. It would behoove all of us to keep 
an eye on him as president.  — G R A Y D O N  C A R T E R

preening and vindictive 
strongman at the top, living in gilded opu-
lence, and surrounded by generals and busi-
ness cronies. Is this what a junta looks like? 
Or—with the Twitter-storms, the Cabinet-
selection runway show, and the erratic broad-
sides at everything from the media and the 
C.I.A. to a local labor-union official—does 
the walk-up to a Donald J. Trump presidency 
seem like one long string of Onion headlines? 
Bit of both, actually. We’re on our way down 
the rabbit hole, and nothing is what it seems. 
Trump’s “Thank you” tour prior to being 
sworn into office wasn’t that at all. It was an 
ego-boosting victory lap. It was his “You’re 
welcome!” tour. Making vulture investor 
Wilbur Ross and Hollywood moneyman Steven Mnuchin the guardians 
of the nation’s economy? I mean, really? A climate-change denier at the 
head of the Environmental Protection Agency? An oil executive with no 
political experience but close ties to Russian president Vladimir Putin at 
the head of the State Department? When the best-read member of the 
Cabinet is nicknamed “Mad Dog” you know we are in uncharted waters. 
Trump is draining the swamp of tadpoles and filling it with Gila monsters. 
We may look back on November 8 and January 20 as days that will live 
in infamy—the beginning of an era in America when the country turned a 
corner, and, with headlights off, drove down a very dark lane. 

G rowing up in Canada, I always felt that the pendulum in 
America just swung in a wider arc than it did everywhere else 
in the West. The 50s were politically darker in the U.S. than 

they were in other democracies. They were also sunnier and bikinier. 
The 60s were more exuberant in America than they were elsewhere—
and also more troubled. The 80s in the U.S. had more excess than 
anywhere else—and more disparity. Rippling through every American 
dec ade is a racial tension unique in Western democracies.

Until the November upset that will send the most ill-equipped pres-
ident in history to the White House, political correctness had reached 
a fever pitch over the past three dec ades that left all but the dampest 
of liberals feeling out of step with the times. The pendulum had swung 
so far left that it was only a matter of time before it swung back right. 
The horror is that it has swung right so hard and so fast. In the time 
it takes to build a house, a nation that was forged on inclusiveness has 
begun to accept the most extreme forms of the unacceptable as a new 
normal. In word and deed, the president-elect has turned on a tap of 
hate—and it will be a while before we can turn it off. 

During the campaign, Hillary Clinton pitched to the donor class, 
treating New York and the wealthier precincts of America as 
giant A.T.M.’s. Trump went straight to the voting class—specifi-

cally, that great swath of Americans who feel they have been left behind 
in the wake of epic technology disruptions, the banking scandals of the 
Great Recession, and the influx of immigrants from places they have 
trouble finding on a map. Baby-boomers make up a sizable portion of 
the Trump base. They inherited a world ripe with the promises of a good 
life—or at least one better than their parents had. Many of them found 
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“I love the Letters page—you could double that and I would be happy,” writes the eas-

ily pleased Gillian Anderson, from the Blue Mountains, Ontario, Canada. Why, thank you! 

Carl Wernicke, of Pensacola Beach, Florida, read Josh Duboff’s article “Ghosts in the Star 

Machine” [October 2016] and “found it indescribably dispiriting that Kim Kardashian 

has 47 million followers on Twitter and 80 million followers on Instagram. It explains a 

lot about our current state of politics and the rise of a political ‘celebrity’ like Trump.”

Oh, right—there’s an inauguration of some sort coming up, isn’t there? Laurie Brooks’s 

letter from November 9 reminds us of our national hangover. “Last night I took a Xanax, 

an Ambien, and a slug of whiskey and still couldn’t sleep. Thank you for all you tried to 

do to prevent a Trump presidency. Not all his supporters are bigots, but all the bigots who 

voted supported him.” And Sarah Cooke writes from abroad asking us to publish a list 

of Trump businesses “so that people can actively boycott them” and of organizations 

under fire by Trump “so that we can support them.”

Yeesh. Casting about for a more cheerful note to end on, the Mailbag can offer only 

a case of mistaken identity: “I bought Vanity Fair bras at Mid Rivers Mall in St. Peters, 

Missouri. The wire broke. I know I should have returned the bras. I guess in the heat of 

the moment, I threw the bras away. I would like a refund.” Which, in a way, brings us 

back to that election. 
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ONE NATION
Aaron Sorkin’s letter to his ex-wife and daughter gets a wider audience;  

readers abroad send their sympathy; hope springs eternal

L E T T E R S

Mr. Sorkin’s letter to his ex-wife and 
daughter made me cry [“Read the 
Letter Aaron Sorkin Wrote His 

Daughter After Donald Trump Was Elected 
President,” VF.com]. I am 63 years old and 
wish more men understood the pit of despair 
many women have been catapulted into after 
the election. When our president is a reality-
television figure who is an egomaniacal mi-
sogynist, it feels as if there is little hope left. 
America, is this the best we can do?

BARBARA HAWORTH
Fredericksburg, Texas

I want to share a letter composed by my 
friend upon reading Aaron Sorkin’s re-
action to the election results: 

People would consider me a member of 
the same Hillary-supporting, Ivy League–
educated bi-coastal elite that you are, Mr. 
Sorkin. But while the small group of white su-
premacists and conspiracy theorists who sup-
port Trump now revel in his victory, Trump 
won 61 million votes. The vast majority of 
these voters are our brothers and sisters who 
are hurting. And they are not stupid.

They were hurting when the factory that 
provided a stable livelihood for generations 
of their families closed. They wonder why fi-
nanciers can often shelter their income from 
taxes while their own jobs are eliminated or 
relocated offshore. Even I wonder why the 
average C.E.O. is paid more than 300 times 
(!!!) what the average worker makes. 

While I urge my children to remain strong 
and fight for their values during a time when 
what we stand for will likely face challenge 
and hostility, I also urge them to take the 
time to understand others without judgment.

 MARJORIE STEIN
West New York, New Jersey 

What a sore loser. Up until the mo-
ment when the votes were count-
ed, all we heard from the left and 

the media was that we need to respect the 
vote and move forward. But apparently they 
were just overconfident about Clinton win-
ning. After the election, no one on the left or 
in the media respected the vote. I also found 
Sorkin’s language to his young daughter to be 
so appropriate: “douche nozzle,” “fucking,” 
and “shitheads.” This great writer needs to 
re-introduce himself to the word “hubris.”

HIRBOD RASHIDI
Los Angeles, California

A s a gay Mexican-American female, I 
now fear for my career, relationship, 
and day-to-day decisions, and, simply 

put, I needed to read this letter. I want what 
many Americans want: to start a family, devel-
op professionally, and live the dream. I will not 
stop fighting, but I cannot imagine what will 
come of this dream. Some of my “friends” do 
not see how dangerous Trump will be for mi-
norities, the L.G.B.T. community, and women. 

NOEL GUEVARA
Phoenix, Arizona

THINGS TO COME

While reading the New York Times 
headlines at 11 P.M. on November 
8, my first thought was: Only in 

America. Thank you for your Editor’s Letter 
“From 9/11 to 11/9” [Holiday 2016/2017]. All 
that remains is hope. You spoke out during 
this election, and now you are not backing 
down. The outcome presents an opportunity 

MAILBAG

More from the

V. F.

to fight for decency in this country that we 
love. Please retain your resolve to hold the 
incoming president accountable.

LYNN HARRISON
Walnut Creek, California

M any of us Australians are feeling 
your pain. The only sol ace for me 
is the healing balm of the exquisite-

ly researched investigative pieces that I’m cer-
tain will flow from V.F.’s pages. The anticipa-
tion of Trump’s pusillanimous peccadilloes 
being paraded in public is sweet sustenance 
in these soul-less times.

DEBRA LAWRANCE
Kangaroo Ground, Australia

 

Letters to the editor should be sent electronical ly with  
the writer’s name, address, and daytime phone  

number to letters@vf.com. All requests for back issues 
should be sent to subscriptions@vf.com. All other 

queries should be sent to vfmail@vf.com. The magazine 
reserves the right to edit submissions, which may  
be published or otherwise used in any medium.  

All submissions become the property of Vanity Fair.



‘Tamila’ bra from the Agent Provocateur Soirée collection (back detail), S/S 2015. 
Photographer Simon@Sorted.tv © Victoria and Albert Museum, London

Until 12 March

BOOK NOW  |  V&A MEMBERS GO FREE
Victoria and Albert Museum
vam.ac.uk  |  #vamUndressed

*LAST CHANCE TO SEE*



5-6 APRIL 2017, MUSCAT, OMAN  
SHANGRI-LA BARR AL JISSAH RESORT & SPA

Curated and hosted by Suzy Menkes, International Vogue Editor, the Condé Nast International Luxury  
Conference brings together the industry’s top creative and business figures from over 30 countries.  

THE PREMIER EVENT FOR THE FASHION AND LUXURY INDUSTRY

Navigating the New Silk Routes 

SPEAKERS INCLUDE: 

Alber Elbaz Guram Gvasalia
CEO, Vetements

Giambattista Valli  Solange Azagury 
Partridge 

David Crickmore
CEO, Amouage

Lapo Elkann
Chairman and Founder, Italia 

Independent Group and 
Garage Italia Customs

Paul Andrew  
Design Director,  

Women’s Footwear, 
Salvatore Ferragamo

Elie Saab Yasmin Sewell 
Fashion Director,  

Style.com

Danielle Ryan
Founder and CEO,  

ROADS Group

TOPICS TO BE DISCUSSED INCLUDE: 
Defining luxury for the “post-luxury” consumer  

The power of fragrances and accessories  
Navigating the evolving luxury business landscape  

New pockets of growth and demand 
Opportunities in childrenswear  

SEE THE FULL SPEAKER LIST AND FIND OUT MORE AT WWW.CNILUXURY.COM  
+44 20 7152 3472  /   @CNILUXURY

CO-LEAD PARTNERS:  
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AGE: 25. PROVENANCE:  Milan, Italy. DUAL CITIZEN: “My mom is Italian and my dad is American. She works in fashion 

and he is a photographer. I grew up in that world.” MASTER CLASS: At 19, Lutz moved to New York. “I took my first 

acting class to get over my shyness. I could say and do whatever I wanted and nobody judged me. I felt free.”  

MAMMA KNOWS BEST: After nearly a year of attending classes, Matilda returned home to study psychology. “My mom wanted me to get a degree. In the 

meantime, I worked with a theater teacher who was really passionate about films and plays, and I just fell in love with all of that.” WALTZING MATILDA: After 

getting her start in Italian cinema, Lutz is making her American film debut in next month’s horror reboot, Rings. “I’m living in a dream.” FRAIDYCAT: “I had my 

brother re-watch the original with me at two in the afternoon with all the lights on—and it still scared me! I was a very good target for scary pranks on set.” 

MODEL GENES: The rising starlet was selected by Miu Miu as the face of its 2016 campaign. “I love the brand and it was amazing to work with such incredible 

artists.” LA DOLCE VITA: Stay tuned. “I want to write and direct and do as much as I can.” —KRISTA SMITH

MATILDA LUTZ

LUTZ W EA R S 

CLOTH IN G 

BY MIU MIU; 

JEWELRY  BY 

JEN N IFER 

MEY ER .

@vf.com
To go BEHIND THE 
SCENES of Matilda 
Lutz’s Vanities  
photo shoot, visit  
VF.COM/
FEBRUARY2017.



D A I LY 
R O U T I N E

It starts with a Pilates session 

(occasionally), then a breakfast 

meeting at Colbert (their porridge is 

the best I’ve ever had), an Uber to  

our office, at London Bridge, for internal 

and external meetings, followed by 

dinner somewhere in London  

with my husband and friends— 

River Cafe and Riva  

are favorites. 

H O M E
Favorite room Our sitting room.  

It’s light, super-cozy, and very connected  

to the garden. Favorite piece of furniture 

Our new orange Pierre Jeanneret committee  

chairs from 1953. Do you wear shoes inside your 

home No, I don’t. I wear my Charvet men’s  

slippers at home and occasionally out too. Favorite 

piece you collected while traveling My blue-and- 

white Meissen plates from the Clignancourt flea  

market in Paris or my Balinese masks. Favorite family 

heirloom Our pre-digital photo albums.  

Best way to decompress I love to read, walk  

the dogs on Wimbledon Common, or entertain 

 family and friends. Last thing you 

cooked Roast chicken and cheese  

mash for my in-laws.

uth Chapman, who together with  
her husband, Tom, founded the British 
style behemoth Matchesfashion.com,  

is known on both sides of the Atlantic for her 
flawless taste. Herewith, the entrepreneur shares 
some of her favorite things …  

T E C H 
Favorite app  

Real Clear Politics—I have been 

obsessed, like everyone. Cable or 

Apple TV Our TV system is so 

confusing that I can’t watch it unassisted. 

Favorite person to follow on 

Instagram Alexander Fury—he makes  

me laugh a lot. I also stalk my  

daughters. On your music playlist 

Eartha Kitt, Wings, Paloma Faith, 

Amy Winehouse, and any 

Tamla Motown.

VANITIES 

My Stuff
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C L O T H E S
Favorite article of clothing 

Hillier Bartley coat with shearling collar. 

Most recent purchase Sonia Rykiel  

leather knee-high boots at Matchesfashion.com. 

Favorite robe brand I have a silk Carine Gilson 

kimono for the summer months and a cashmere Morpho + 

Luna robe for the winter. Sentimental jewelry  

piece My diamond engagement ring. You love but never 

wear A pair of Dolce & Gabbana Mary Janes covered in 

jewels. Favorite vintage piece Dior navy coat from 

William Vintage. Favorite sunglasses The Row  

or Céline. Go-to bag for the day Maison Margiela black  

leather tote. Go-to bag for the evening Hillier 

Bartley Bunny leather clutch. Person you look up 

to the most Diane von Furstenberg. She is 

unashamedly true to herself. Favorite 

style icons Katharine Hepburn and 

Catherine Deneuve.

A P P R E C I AT I O N S
Favorite coffee shop Gjusta,  

in Venice, California. Favorite season  

I love all seasons, which is why I don’t think I could  

live in L.A., even though I adore being there.  

Winter is so romantic. Favorite writer Gabriel García 

Márquez. Favorite film director Quentin Tarantino. 

Favorite fine artists Marlene Dumas and Lynette 

Yiadom-Boakye. Favorite performer I love watching  

Pete Postlethwaite. All-time Hollywood crush  Benicio  

Del Toro. Favorite lyric That’s easy: “Is there a tumor  

in your humor?” (“Supreme,” by Robbie Williams.)  

Spirit animal A racehorse. With whom would you 

most want to have coffee Barack and  

Michelle Obama. Guilty pleasure Kings Road 

popcorn and Rococo salted caramels.  

Career in your next life 

Human-rights lawyer.
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B E A U T Y 
“Passed down from 

Mom” beauty routine “Always 

take your makeup off before bed.” 

“Can’t live without” product 

Vaishaly face oil. Favorite sunscreen 

brand SkinCeuticals. Favorite  

bath products Ren aromatherapy  

shower-and-bath essential oils. Go-to  

beauty brand Laura Mercier.  

On your top shelf Sisley night 

cream. Greatest beauty 

indulgence Sleep.



ollowing their successes 
with the scents Flowerbomb  
and Spicebomb, Viktor & Rolf— 
the Dutch designers behind 
the eponymous haute couture 
label—will unveil the Magic 

Collection, a compilation of six 
fragrances, next month. Aptly 
named, playful scents such as 
Dirty Trick and Sparkling 

Secrets evoke an apothecary 
and potion-like aesthetic with 
their unique glass bottles. 
“Every fragrance will be  
like a magic trick to transform 
you,” says Viktor Horsting. 
“And to make the impossible 
possible,” adds Rolf Snoeren. 
Paging J. K. Rowling. (£177 
each for 75 ml.; saks.com)  
   — S U N H E E  G R I N N E L L

DAPPER DATA 

WONDER 
WOMAN

Phillip Wong and Brian Jeong are 
the newest kids on the fragrance 

block, with Hawthorne for Men— 
a company that tailors a cologne 

package, through an algorithm, for 
Work and Play. (£80 per set,  

1.7 oz. each; hawthorneformen.com) 
 — N O R A  M A L O N E Y

Phillip Wong and 

Brian Jeong

Abracadabra 

VANITIES 

Beauty
L I K E  M A G I C

irl Lip Stylo, 
launching this 
month, is a 

vibrant and powerful 
collection from 
Hourglass Cosmetics 
that’s inspired by 
positive change. The 
assemblage consists 
of 20 unique shades, 
each with a name that 
conveys an affirmative 

message, from Activist 
to Peacemaker. Jenny 

Shimizu—the avant-garde 
former model and actress, 
who is now training to 
become a police officer— 
is the face of the campaign. 

“Girl is a four-letter word that 
can change the world,” says 
Hourglass C.E.O. Carisa Janes. 
(£26 each; spacenk.com) — S . H . G .

Hot Romance
Embrace spring love with these crystal- 

bottled beauties … 1. Alaïa Eau  
de Parfum Blanche, 3.3 oz./100 ml.,  

£85. (available at Harrods) 2. Miu Miu 

L’Eau Bleue, 3.4 oz., £95. (sephora.com) 

3. Ex Nihilo Devil Tender, 3.4 oz.,  

£260. (bergdorfgoodman.com) 4. Cartier 

Baiser Fou, 2.5 oz., £96. (cartier.com)  

5. Jimmy Choo L’Eau, 3 oz./90 ml., £63. 

(debenhams.com)  — S . H . G .
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Rolf Snoeren 

and Viktor 

Horsting
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Covering  Silicon Valley, Wall Street, and Washington, D.C. 

Obsessing over Hollywood—movies, TV, awards, and more …

Tracking celebrity, fashion, and—why not?—royals.
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STAR AND STRIPES
Photographer Erik Madigan  

Heck has gained acclaim  

for his evocative,  

boldly colored images that  

bring fashion portraiture  

into the realm of fine  

art. This photograph, of model 

Kirsten Owen, is one  

of many on display in his first  

book, Erik Madigan Heck:  

Old Future, to be published  

next month by Abrams.
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L I S A  R O B I N S O N :  You said you 

never thought you were a singer. 

Have you changed your mind?

R O M Y  M A D L E Y  C R O F T :  I’ve come 
to terms with it; I love singing,  
I find it very cathartic. But as a 
child, I never sang in choir  
and I mimed “Happy Birthday.” 
[Growing up] I sang in my house, 
but very quietly—I didn’t want  
my dad to hear. I was embarrassed.
L . R . :  With success, have you 

gained more confidence?

R . M . C . :  When we first played live, 
we looked like we didn’t want to 
be there—we were paralyzed. I 
laugh about it now: why did we put 

ourselves onstage? 
But there was 
something internal 
that made us  
want to be there.
L . R . :  What’s 

changed in your 

life since your 

2012 album, Coexist?

R . M . C . :  My personal happiness has 
gone up; I’ve dealt with some big 
things. I lost my mum when I was 
11 and I never dealt with it. And 
when I was 20, my dad died while 
I was on tour, and I just drank  
and partied and numbed myself.  
But I’ve stopped all that now. I 

have a girlfriend who I’ve been with 
for five years—she’s really helped 
me—and I’m very happy. I’ve 
always craved a connection, I’ve 
always been a hopeless romantic.
L . R . :  With this new album, how 

has the band evolved?

R . M . C . :  In the past, we had to be 
able to play everything on our 

albums live. That’s why it was so 
minimal—we couldn’t play our 
instruments very well. For this one, 
we were like, Let’s just make some 
music. And if there’s seven layers of 
synth sounds that Jamie’s going  
to have trouble playing live,  
well, we’ll just deal with it then. 
And that was kind of freeing.

T H E  X X

Hot Tracks

ometimes love looks like war. In 
Dark at the Crossing (Knopf), 

Green on Blue author Elliot Ackerman de-
livers a romance for our time. Idealist Haris Abadi, desper-
ate to cross the Turkish border into Syria, becomes waylaid 
en route. As Haris gets entangled with a couple haunted 

by conflict, the novel’s beauty cracks open. “They were 
trapped,” Ackerman writes, “waiting on opposite sides of 
a divide.” Time to pick a side.

Read the books you wish to see in the world: Jonathan 

Chait’s Audacity (Custom House) looks back at Obama’s 
success in the face of naysayers. E. J. Dionne Jr. and Joy-Ann 

Reid organize the president’s orations in We Are the Change 
We Seek (Bloomsbury), and The Meaning of Michelle  
(St. Martin’s), edited by Veronica Chambers, praises the 

groundbreaking First Lady 
from arms to alms. Meanwhile, 
hide your locker combination: 
Lindsey Lee Johnson takes 
us back to The Most Danger-
ous Place on Earth (Random 
House). Philosophy gets sexy 

in Pola Oloixarac’s Savage Theories (Soho Press). And life, 
as it is wont to do, goes off the rails in Rachel Cusk’s Transit 
(Farrar, Straus and Giroux).  — SLOANE CROSLEY

George Saunders has crossed over to the dark side. In Lincoln in the Bardo (Random House), 

Saunders abandons the short form and the realm of the satirical dystopia, conjuring up a  

President Lincoln cradling his dead son in the bardo. The novel beats with a present-day urgency— 

a nation at war with itself, the unbearable grief of a father who has lost a child, and a  

howling congregation of ghosts, as divided in death as in life, unwilling to move on. 

—ELISSA SCHAPPELL 

e’ve definitely come across as moody vampires,” says singer- 
guitarist Romy Madley Croft, of the British band The xx. And she adds, 
“When I look at our early photos I get it, but it was more about being shy 
and self-conscious in front of cameras and onstage.” The seductive, dreamy 
music of The xx—Madley Croft, Oliver Sim, and Jamie Smith—took the group 
from cult favorites to their current award-winning arena status. This month, as 
they release their third album, I See You, and prepare for a world tour, Madley 
Croft talks with Lisa Robinson about music, confidence, and romance.

Hot Type

O F  L I N C O L N  A N D  LO S S

I N  S H O R T
Paul Auster counts down  

in 4 3 2 1 (Henry Holt).  

Grief pools at the center of 

Stéphane Gerson’s Disaster 

Falls (Crown). Aravind  

Adiga’s Selection Day  

(Scribner) lands in the sticky 

wicket of modern India.  

JP Delaney builds the suspense  

in The Girl Before (Ballantine).  

Gay Talese ends on the  

High Notes (Bloomsbury). 

Alexandra Wolfe hacks into  

the hubris of the Valley of  

the Gods (Simon & Schuster). 

Ayelet Waldman trips  

onto A Really Good Day  

(Knopf). Han Kang’s Human  

Acts (Hogarth) speak the 

unspeakable. — S . C . 

Jamie Smith,  

Oliver Sim, and 

Romy Madley Croft.

‘
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P R ES I D E N T I A L  H A I R

S O M E W H AT  AS P I R AT I O N A L  P R ES I D E N T I A L  B U Z Z WO R D

H I D D E N  P R ES I D E N T I A L  S U P P O RT

F I R ST  L A DY  ST Y L E

F I R ST  L A DY  M I E N

R U T H L ES S  C O N S I G L I E R E

H O U S E  I N T E L L ECT UA LS

B E H I N D -T H E - S C E N ES  CA M PA I G N  M . V. P. ' S

S O M E  S U P E RV I S I O N  R E Q U I R E D

W H I T E  H O U S E  STAT U S  J E W E L RY

P R ES I D E N T I A L  R EC R E AT I O N

AW W W W W W W !

E X T R A - S P EC I A L  P R ES I D E N T I A L  “ F R I E N D ”

LOW B R OW  C U LT U R A L  TO U C H STO N E

H I G H B R OW  C U LT U R A L  TO U C H STO N E

Q U I R K Y  G UA R D I A N  O F  P R ES I D E N T I A L  H E A LT H

ST R ES S  R E L E AS E

T WO  O F  T H ES E  T H I N G S  A R E  N OT  L I K E  T H E  OT H E R S

E R A - D E F I N I N G  P O P  A RT I FACT

T R AG I C  H I STO R I CA L  A RT I FACT

Another Brief ( O N E  H O PE S )  
Shining ( P E R H A P S ) Moment? 

No offense to Ron and Nancy, but the Trumps will ostensibly be the most glamorous clan to  
occupy the White House since the Kennedys. (They’ll surely be the glossiest.) Can our new  

First Family usher in its own Camelot-like era of excitement, intellect, culture, and elegance?
By B R U C E  H A N D Y

“You’re a real fat pig, you know that? Wait! How come that works when the president-elect says it?!”  “Don’t worry. If you’re bad in the sack,  

we’ll just blame it on the immigrants, the minorities, or the lamestream media.”  “I’ve only read two books: The Art of the Deal and the  

Kama Sutra.”  “Check out my diploma from Trump University. It doubles as my colostomy bag.”  “Look, I had my hands shaved down to ‘Trump size.’ 
Super-painful but so worth it!”  “A lot of people ask me if this is a Trump wig, but nope—it’s all natural! I was in an industrial accident.”

Boyishly luxuriant

“Vigor”

Back brace

Tailored, elegant, simple

Doe eyes in headlights

Robert Kennedy

Arthur Schlesinger Jr., Theodore Sorensen

Joe Kennedy Sr., Richard Daley

Ted Kennedy, Peter Lawford

PT-109 tie clasp

Touch football

   John-John playing in Oval Office

Judith Campbell Exner

Frank Sinatra

Pablo Casals

Max “Dr. Feelgood” Jacobson

Late-night twist parties

Lyndon and Lady Bird Johnson

     Lerner and Loewe’s Camelot

Pink pillbox hat

Boyishly crayon-colored

“Temperament”

Low-information voters

Sparkly, clingy, Playmate of the Year–y

Blue Steel

       Jared Kushner

Maybe … Ben Carson?

Vladimir Putin, James Comey

Donald junior, Eric

Whatever Ivanka is hawking online today 

Touching, period

Tiffany receiving an inauguration invite

Sean Hannity

                 Ted Nugent

                      Albert Speer

Harold “Wasn’t in Independence Day” Bornstein

Early-morning tweetstorms

Mike and Karen Pence

Amazon’s The Man in the High Castle

The Electoral College

S U G G E S T E D
 PICKUP LINES  for DONALD J. TRUMP’S INAUGURATION

By S C O T T  J A C O B S O N ,  M I K E  S A C K S ,  A N D  T E D  T R AV E L S T E A D

K E N N E D Y SThe T R U M P SThe
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CAMERA-READY
LACMA’s Art + Film Gala continues to  

be the most glamorous night on  

the Los Angeles fall calendar, and never 

more so than this year, with Alessandro 

Michele, the red-hot designer of gala 

partner Gucci, dressing the evening’s most 

photogenic attendees and inspiring the 

dinner’s lush floral design. LACMA trustee 

Eva Chow and Leonardo DiCaprio  

hosted the gala, which raised more than  

$3.6 million in support of the  

museum’s film initiatives.

Honoree  

Robert Irwin with 

LACMA C.E.O.  

Michael Govan.

Rosie 

Huntington-

Whiteley  

and Kate 

Upton

Makenzie 

Leigh

Bradley Cooper 

and François- 

Henri Pinault

Jimmy  

Iovine and  

Liberty Ross

Salma  

Hayek  

Pinault

Mary-Kate 

Olsen and 

Ashley Olsen

Marco Bizzarri,  

Zoë Saldana, and  

Marco Perego

Guests arrived at 

Chris Burden’s Urban 

Light sculpture.

James 

Corden,  

A$AP Rocky, 

and Jaden 

Smith

More than 500 guests  

sat for dinner in LACMA’s  

Art + Film pavilion. 

Leonardo  

DiCaprio and  

Sylvester Stallone

Eva Chow 

with honoree 

Kathryn 

Bigelow.

Brie  

Larson

Gia Coppola, 

Petra Collins, 

and Hari Nef

Gwyneth 

Paltrow and 

Jeff Koons

Sheryl 

Sandberg 

and Bobby 

Kotick

David O. 

Russell

Courtney Love  

and Alessandro 

Michele

Ava DuVernay  

and Bob Iger
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Mitch Glazer  

and Kelly Lynch
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Ronald O. 

Perelman

Robyn Todd 

Steinberg 

and David 

Steinberg

David Zaslav,  

Len Blavatnik, and 

Richard Plepler

Peggy and  

Mickey Drexler

Kelly Meyer, 

Carey Lowell, and 

Jean Pigozzi

Mike 

Birbiglia

George 

Lopez

John  

Oliver

Rhea Suh and 

Hasan Minhaj

Cocktail service  

at the after-party. 

Andy and Betsy  

Kenny Lack  

and Imran Khan

A box of 

popcorn was 

placed at 

each seat 

ahead of the 

performance.

Leslie 

Moonves, 

Tom Freston, 

and Bryant 

Gumbel

Seth  

Meyers

John 

McEnroe and 

Diane von 

Furstenberg

Harvey 

Weinstein 

and Lloyd 

Blankfein

A scene from  

the after-party,  

also held at 583 

Park Avenue.

Jane  

Buffett

Jimmy  

Buffett

Claire 

Bernard 

COMIC RELIEF 
The environmentalist’s lament,  

“Too late?,” made way for the comic’s  

gut check, “Too soon?,” at this year’s 

N.R.D.C. “Night of Comedy” benefit,  

held in New York at 583 Park Avenue  

the night after the candidate who  

vowed to dismantle the E.P.A. was  

elected president. Seth Meyers  

hosted the sleep-starved crowd, and  

performers John Oliver, George Lopez,  

Mike Birbiglia, and Hasan Minhaj  

dug deep to deliver the impossible:  

a carefree hour.
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Mexican, Cuban, French, American, 
Japanese, Pan-Asian, and more. The 
next culinary region he plans to con-
quer: the Middle East.
H E  T H I N K S  that New York is the most 
intimidating city in which to launch a 
new restaurant: “You’re not embraced 
with good wishes; every day, you’re 
on trial. Even once you’re successful 
in New York, there’s still a notion that 
you’re only as good as your last suc-
cess. It’s the opening of a Broadway 
play every time.”
L I G H T I N G  C A N  make or break a place, in 
his opinion—“The wrong shadow can 
throw everything off”—and he obsess-
es over every other detail as well. “The 
way the host greets the guests, even 
the way the phone is answered,” he 
says. “Late at night, I’ll call one of my 
restaurants to hear the recording and 
make sure it’s appropriate.”
T H E  T H R E E  words and phrases that he 

thinks best describe him: “Nervous, relentless, and 
glass-half-empty-all-the-time.”
H E  W I L L  never name a restaurant after one of his kids 
(he has four of them, from two marriages); he thinks 
doing so is a little “creepy.”

H E  I S  terrified of heights. Of a recent visit to Le Jules Verne, the res-
taurant at the top of the Eiffel Tower, he says, “I had to stare at the 
table the whole time.”
T H E  G R E AT E S T  culinary destination on earth these days, he thinks, is 
America: “We have the best of France and Italy, and we sometimes 
make it even better.”
H E  H AT E S  opening days. “Everything I love about doing it, creating 
it, is done. And then we have to go through the impossible task of 
making it work every day, seven days a week.”
A LT H O U G H  H E  owns some of the foodiest restaurants around, he eats 
simply at home: late-night pumpernickel-and-Skippy-peanut-butter 
sandwiches and, even better, tinned Ortiz tuna packed in oil. “That’s 
my favorite food in the world: sometimes I’ll eat it for breakfast, 
right out of the tin, just like a cat.”
H I S  FAV O R I T E  food-related scene from a movie: in Raging Bull, when 
Robert De Niro angrily topples a table over because his steak is 
overcooked. 
H I S  L U C K Y  number: four, his uniform number from Little League.
H I S  M O T T O :  “Trust no one.”

H I S  I D E A L  last meal: a Philadelphia Italian 
hoagie, “washed down with a Diet Coke 
and a bottle of Xanax, because I would 
know that I was dying.”
I F  H E  could reincarnate as a different per-
son: “I’d come back as Lorne Michaels. 
I think he has the greatest job ever.” 
      —LESLEY M. M. BLUME

What You Should Know About

A  PA N O P LY  O F  E C C E N T R I C  B I O G R A P H I C A L  DATA  R E :  T H E  F O O D I E  P H E N O M

B y his own admission, Ste-
phen Starr has an aver-
sion to fun. This may seem 
odd for a restaurateur who 

oversees more than 30 exuberant res-
taurants. But he’s quick to clarify:  
He wants you to have fun. He wants 
you to sip champagne and devour cav-
iar and whoop it up. He just doesn’t 
want any of that stuff himself. “I’m 
the guy producing the show, watch-
ing it offstage with his arms folded,” 
he says. The 59-year-old Philadelphia 
native is a maestro at creating sensory 
pleasures for others. Over the years, 
he has masterminded restaurants for 
all tastes, starting with a diner/comedy 
club in Philly and making his way into 
the foodie stratosphere; his best-known 
creations include New York’s Budda-
kan, Morimoto, Upland, and Le Cou-
cou (which was recently awarded three 
stars by The New York Times). He has 
four new projects in the works, from Paris to South 
Beach. Yet, despite Starr’s success—which he craved 
early, unrepentantly—he was an accidental restaura-
teur. Below, he talks about who he would really be if 
only fate had made some different choices on his be-
half, how divine intervention is required to make a restaurant click, 
and his obsession with canned tuna.

A S  A  teenager, he wanted to be a radio disc jockey. “I was really 
into the Top 40 D.J.’s and used to make audition tapes at home 
for hours and hours.”
H E  G O T  fired from his first D.J. job, at WMGM, 103.7 FM, on the 
Jersey Shore, which he’d scored when he was just 16: “I mixed Joan 
Baez’s ‘Tears of Rage’ over the instrumental part of ‘Light My Fire.’ 
The program director thought it was too weird and fired me.” 
T H E N  H E  wanted to be a film and television producer but ended up 
“producing restaurants instead.” In his mind, restaurants and films 
must have all the same elements: “The right cast, art direction, 
lighting. It’s about the theater of going out.”
H E  O P E N E D  the abovementioned Philadelphia diner and comedy club, 
Grand Mom Minnie’s, when he was all of 21. 
H I S  M O T I V E :  “I wanted success fast. My girlfriend had left me; I want-
ed to impress her, to make some money. Like the pop songs I grew 
up listening to, it was all about getting the girl.” 
H I S  N E X T  proj ect, a cabaret named Starr’s, 
featured all sorts of comedic and musical gi-
ants before they became stars. “I saw Jerry  
Seinfeld recently and reminded him that  
I once paid him $75 for a one-night gig.”
H I S  R E S TA U R A N T  empire has now stretched to 
two continents, although it already spans 
the globe in terms of cuisines: Russian,  

STEPHEN STARR

P H O T O G R A P H  B Y  G A S P E R  T R I N G A L E

    “IT’S ABOUT THE 
THEATER OF

  GOING OUT.”

I N  T H E  D E TA I L S

PHILLY’S FINEST
Starr, 

photographed in 
New York City.
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ever before has half a nation developed post-
traumatic stress disorder over the elevator 
plunge of a single night. It was like a blood-
less 9/11, the blue-state edition. The night 
was November 8, when the returns flooded in 
from the presidential election and—you know 
the rest. Less than a week earlier, the Chicago 
Cubs had won their first World Series since 
Teddy Roosevelt was president, breaking an 
ancient mummy curse and splashing the 
country with champagne foam. Then this. 
And here we are as the inauguration nears, 
reckoning with the unreality of an orange Ror-
schach test occupying the White House for 

the next four years or until he is impeached 
(as political historian Allan Lichtman, one 
of the psychic few to predict a Trump vic-
tory, speculates), or perhaps keels over from 
stupefaction and cognitive overload. (In the 
week after the election, the victor didn’t look 
jubilant and ready for action but indigestive.) 
Election-campaign histories covering the 
2016 race will brandish no resemblance to 
the heroic chronicles of yore, solid thumpers 
such as Theodore H. White’s The Making 
of the President series. Nor are we likely to 
see heavy-lifting prose feats of perception 
and imagination to stand proud on the shelf N

P H O T O  I L L U S T R A T I O N  B Y  D A R R O W

MEDIA CIRCUS  
MAXIMUS

As a handful of seasoned reporters labored to expose Donald Trump’s fictions, 
others became red-meat props for his campaign. Worse were  

those who willingly played Trump’s game, in a mockery of their profession

JA M ES  W O LC OT T

THE EMPEROR’S  
NEW FOES

Trump treated the press 
“like Christians being 

carted into the Colosseum”:  
Kurt Eichenwald, Seth 

Stevenson, Katy Tur, Brian 
Williams, and David 

Fahrenthold. 
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with Norman Mailer’s Miami and the Siege 
of Chicago, Richard Ben Cramer’s What It 
Takes, or Hunter S. Thompson’s Fear and 
Loathing: On the Campaign Trail ’72. This 
election wasn’t a classical narrative arc or a 
roller-coaster ride but a Situationist collage, 
smeared with ketchup and Pan-Cake makeup.

Cause and effect were not merely uncou-
pled but cast aside like cheap thongs. This was 
a campaign where not a single question about 
global warming was asked during the presiden-
tial debates. And foreign policy? Forget it. The 
star of the idiotic town hall of undecided vot-
ers—America’s greatest nitwits—was Ken Bone 
in his cutesy Santa-red sweater. Conservative 
cultural critics railed for years against the rise 
of postmodernism and relativism in our god-
less academies, but it was conservative politi-
cians who turned pomo relativism into politi-
cal witchcraft. Trump’s reality-distortion field 
made Steve Jobs’s look like a modest test-
drive. It was fortified by the weaponization of 
WikiLeaks and a disinformation-operation 
plastering of fake news across Facebook that 
sowed delusion. Gaffes, scandals, slurs, and 
belches of ignorance that would have sent any 
other candidate tottering off the stage didn’t 
make a dent in the performing bear the Repub-
lican Party put forward. Meanwhile, The New 
York Times flooded the zone (to evoke its for-
mer executive editor Howell Raines, who had 
opened the dike on such non-earth-shattering 
stories as the men-only membership of the Au-
gusta National Golf Club, host of the Masters 
Tournament) with so many Hillary Clinton e-
mail articles that it swept all proportion aside 
and resembled a scavenger hunt. So much ex-
cellent investigative work was done, all in vain. 
The journalistic heroes of the campaign must 
wonder why they even bothered. Yes, many of 
them will win deserved awards, such as David 
Fahrenthold, of The Washington Post, who re-
vealed what a scam Trump’s charity posturing 
was, and Newsweek’s Kurt Eichenwald, whose 
exposé of why and how Putin’s Russia was 
backing Trump’s candidacy gains relevance 
each new darkening day, but those awards will 
be bestowed by colleagues who still respect 
dedication, sleuthwork, and detail, a dwindling 
band of information gatherers and artisans. 
The silver age of All the President’s Men and 
Spotlight recedes into the bloodshot sunset as 
the reality-based readership shrinks in num-
bers and influence while online becomes a 
teeming continent of trolls and their dupes. 

Perhaps I’d been naïve, but it only now dawned 
on me, in the final week of the campaign,  
to my great horror, that the real reason they put 
us in the pen was so they could turn us into 
props. We were a vital element in Trump’s 
performance. He never once failed to invite 
his crowds to heckle us. He was placing us  
on display like captured animals.

—Seth Stevenson, Slate 
(November 11, 2016).

P olitical reporters on TV fared even 
worse in this campaign, because they 
were out there amid the heaving tat-

tooed flesh of the beast. They deserved com-
bat pay. NBC’s Katy Tur and her colleagues 
were treated like Christians being carted into 
the Colosseum as they covered Trump ral-
lies, corralled off and subjected to abuse, 
threats, and apoplectic spasms from Trump 
supporters, often punctuated with raised 
middle fingers. Some of the hazers looked as 
if they had gone off their meds and never in-

tended to return. These weren’t the melodra-
matic theatrics of a crowd at a WWE event; 
this was the real, raw lynch-mob overture. 
None of this was discouraged by the candi-
date—quite the opposite: he singled out Tur 
from the stage to sic the haters on her. (She 
had to be escorted to her car by the Secret 
Service after one Trump-incited episode.) 
It is the shame of many news organizations 
that they allowed reporters to be penned up 
and bombarded with hostility at rallies that 
were already being broadcast live on cable 
TV, making their jobs superfluous and dan-
gerous. The networks aired them as if they 
were rock concerts conducted by General 
Zod. Equally unconscionable was the execu-
tive privilege accorded Trump back in the 
network studios. Every craven courtesy was 
extended to the candidate, who was allowed 
to do “phoners,” spout uninterruptedly, and 
exhale lies in giant word clouds. 

No cable-news organization disgraced it-
self more comprehensively than CNN. No 
one expects better from Fox News, but 
CNN used to stand for something—profes-
sional standards, stuff like that. Jake Tap-
per, Anderson Cooper, and Van Jones 
aside, it was slumming on the job. The 
president of CNN Worldwide, Jeff Zucker, 
was instrumental in the rise of Donald 
Trump as a media brand in his earlier role 
as head of NBC Entertainment, which gave 
us The Apprentice. Under Zucker’s tenure, 
any remnant of integrity and impartiality 
CNN once prided itself on is now scrap 
metal. CNN hired Corey Lewandowski, re-
call, after he was fired as Trump’s cam-
paign manager, and Lewandowski proceed-
ed to make no pretense of offering 
independent commentary on countless use-
less political panels—he functioned as an 
in-house hammerhead shark for the Trump 
operation. “CNN president Jeff Zucker re-
peatedly defended Lew an dow ski’s hiring,” 

wrote Ben Dimiero in Media Matters, “even 
as it became clear that he was still drawing 
large ‘severance’ checks from the cam-
paign, advising Trump on strategy, helping 
to prep him for the debates, and flying on 
the candidate’s plane while working for the 
network.” His eventual successor as 
Trump’s campaign manager, Kellyanne 
Conway, tweeted a photo of Lewandowski 
posed between herself and press secretary 
Hope Hicks with the hashtag #Teamwork. 
A few days after the election, Lewandowski 

jilted CNN for what was widely speculated 
to be a role within the Trump team, stub-
bing one last lit cigarette into CNN’s repu-
tation. As MSNBC host Chris Hayes tweet-
ed with acid irony, “For continuity’s sake, 
CNN should keep paying him while he’s in 
the White House.”

“Sucking up does work,” America’s great-
est late-night host, Johnny Carson, observed, 
and the cable-news triumphalists after No-
vember 8 were those who had put their lap-
ping tongues and puckered lips to work on 
behalf of their hero and, undeterred by the 
polls and any sense of decency or propor-
tion, tasted the sweet cherry of vindication. 
Fox News host Sean Hannity and Fox Busi-
ness Network host Lou Dobbs (whose immi-
grant-bashing during his stint at CNN set the 
martial tone and tempo for Trump’s “Build 
the Wall” drumbeat) can now retire—though 
they won’t, these guys never do—knowing 
they helped elect a travesty. And then there’s 
the egregious reporter/political analyst/televi-
sion host/super-schmoozer Mark Halperin, 
who was temporarily suspended by MSNBC 
in 2011 for calling President Obama “kind of 
a dick” and emerged in 
this cycle as Trump’s pre-
eminent media-establish-
ment buddy-boy. Posed 
next to each other on the 
campaign trail, Trump 
and Halperin flashed 
matching fraternity grins, and Halperin 
cheekily wore a Trump-esque red hat one 
night on the air. MSNBC’s Brian Williams, 
whose fall from journalistic grace need not 
be dredged up here, rehabilitated himself in 
my weary eyes when he called Halperin a 
Trump shill to his face, erasing the trade-
mark Halperin smirk. Going forward, we 
will need more like Brian Williams and fewer 
of the hucksters, and, even if you’re not the 
praying sort, let us pray. � 
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I. The Tapes
n an unseasonably warm Monday, in late De-
cember 2015, members of the Hillary Clinton 
campaign for president gathered at their 
headquarters, in a nondescript brown-brick 
high-rise on the border of Brooklyn Heights, 
to strategize about an increasingly crucial 
matter. The offices were humming with en-
thusiastic young employees and volunteers; 
flinty Christmas decorations adorned cu-
bicles; American flags hung from the walls; 
big blue beanbags were strewn on the floor. O By nine A.M., more than two dozen people, 

including campaign chairman John Podesta, 
had piled into a conference room on an up-
per floor, or called in via Google Hangouts, 
for the consequential eight-and-a-half-hour 
meeting dubbed “the Research Summit.” 
The agenda was focused entirely on one thing: 
devising the campaign’s strategy against each 
of Clinton’s potential Republican foes in the 
forthcoming general election. 

While the battle for the Republican nomi-
nation had begun with 17 people, it was be-

TRUMP, BETWEEN TAKES
Throughout the election, both the media and the Clinton camp  

were obsessed by the hunt for outtakes from The Apprentice,  
amid allegations of hair-raising things said by the now president-elect.  

Never obtained, those tapes remain a source of controversy

 By NICK BILTON

T H E  R E A L I T Y  S H O W

PRESIDENTIAL 
TEMPERAMENT 

Trump during an 
Apprentice press 

tour, 2015.
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coming increasingly clear that Clinton, if she 
defeated Bernie Sanders, would likely face one 
of three challengers: Ted Cruz, Marco Rubio, 
or, unexpectedly, Donald Trump. As such, 
staffers had been provided “oppo books,” po-
litical jargon for opposition-research volumes, 
on each man. These documents included 
countless news articles written about each can-
didate, legislative records, and public quotes. 
As staffers read the research reports that day, 
they discussed Rubio (whose oppo book was 
431 pages long), Cruz (201 pages), and Trump 
(a comparatively thin 157 pages), covering 
each one’s weaknesses and vulnerabilities.

While Cruz was clearly a possible con-
tender, many in the room agreed that Rubio, 
with his youth and charisma, posed the most 
considerable challenge. And then there was 
Trump, who was characterized in the meet-
ing under “the four B’s”: a bully, a bigot, a 
bad businessman, and—as some staffers 
noted—not a billionaire. (There was discus-
sion of a fifth B, which, in typical Demo-
cratic jargon, was “blithe.”) Trump’s oppo 
book was slim not because Clinton staffers 
had missed details regarding his divorces or 
corporate bankruptcies. It was short because 
they didn’t think he had much of a chance 
of winning the G.O.P. nomination.

Trump’s oppo book, however, did make 16 
references to his 11-year tenure on The Appren-
tice, his reality-television program. It noted, in 
particular, footage of Trump telling one female 
contestant that “it must be a pretty picture, 
you dropping to your knees.” As staffers re-
viewed the file, one person familiar with the 
meeting told me, someone made an unusual 
suggestion: while this clip could be damaging, 
there might be far more impactful raw footage 
of Trump saying outlandish things that had 
ended up on the cutting-room floor. The per-
son suggested that the campaign scour those 
outtakes for any such material, if it existed. 

Another staffer pres ent at the meeting ar-
gued that such a hunt would be a waste of re-
sources and time. Money was better devoted 
elsewhere, such as looking at the possibility 
that Trump-branded clothing was made in 
China. The two started to debate if it was 
worth devoting resources to look for some 
tapes that no one was certain even existed. 
Then someone else in the room, who had ties 
to Hollywood, interjected that she had heard, 
anyway, that Trump “always stuck to his cue 
cards during the taping.” On that note, the 
suggested hunt for any potential outtakes was 
tabled—at least for the time being.

 

F or more than a decade, between 
2004 and 2015, Donald Trump sat 
in a leather chair pulled up to a long 

wooden table, as sleek as a bowling lane, 
more than 180 times. In a Brioni suit, with 
his cotton-candy hair, he climbed into the 
costume of himself and praised, berated, jos-
tled, and bewitched his contestants on The 

Apprentice, inevitably ending the conversa-
tion with his trademark catchphrase, “You’re 
fired!” Viewers of the program adored, or at 
least found themselves amused by, Trump’s 
theatrics. But, for journalists, the Clinton 
campaign, and many people inside Holly-
wood, what Trump may have said between 
takes became a year-long fixation. 

During the entire protracted campaign 
cycle, countless journalists, including myself, 
found themselves searching in vain for the 
so-called Trump tapes, or various outtakes 
and B-roll that had captured Trump speak-
ing extemporaneously. Given the sheer num-
ber of hours required to shoot a television 
show over 11 seasons, many assumed all that 
raw footage might contain a moment or two 
that Trump would have preferred to keep 
private. And given how hard it was to deci-
pher what Trump truly believed during the 
campaign cycle—did he really want to build 
a wall around Mexico or start a Muslim reg-
istry?—many journalists hoped that the out-
takes could reveal more truthful insights into 
his character and policies. 

Throughout the year, the tapes were a 
subject of almost mythical fascination within 
the media. People involved with The Ap-
prentice had received calls from reporters at 
the Associated Press, BuzzFeed, Politico, 
The New York Times, CNN, the Huffington 
Post, and The Washington Post. Meanwhile, 
the Clinton campaign would also obsessively 
try to find the tapes up until Election Day. 
In fact, one person close to the Clinton cam-
paign told me that he had spoken to some-
one, on the Sunday before the election, who 
said he had a damaging clip of Trump. 

But the Apprentice outtakes, whatever 
they contained, were never made public. 
And despite losing the popular vote by 
more than two and a half million ballots, 
Trump decisively secured an electoral-

college victory by often slim margins—by 
around 120,000 votes in Florida, 68,000 
in Pennsylvania, 23,000 in Wisconsin, 
and 11,000 in Michigan. Could the tapes 
have changed that outcome? In the after-
math of Trump’s victory, many journalists,  
political operatives, and even celebrities have 
told me that they aren’t sure. But they’ve 
also said that one force impeded their hunt. 
Curiously, it was just about the most liberal 
place on earth: Hollywood. 

II. The Vault

I t’s no surprise that people’s imagina-
tions would be stoked by the specter 
of Apprentice outtakes. Not only did 

Trump have a propensity for vile language in 
public settings, and on Twitter, but there were 
also a lot of potential leakers out there. In all, 
almost 1,300 people worked on The Appren-
tice during Trump’s run on the show—includ-
ing executive, segment, and field producers; 
editors; loggers; set dressers; and gaffers. A 
few weeks after the Clinton campaign be-
gan discussing the outtakes, I got a phone 
call from a person in Los Angeles who had 
a tip for me. This person had heard from 
someone involved with the show that tapes 
existed of Trump that were, as this person 
put it, “insane.” This source suggested that 
the comments were more provocative than 
when Trump said of Megyn Kelly that she 
had “blood coming out of her wherever,” 
or when he said that a Black Lives Matter 
protester at one of his rallies perhaps should 
have been “roughed up,” or even when he 
advocated the “total and complete shutdown 
of Muslims entering the United States.” 

Over the course of the year, I would hear 
incredible allegations. But nothing ever mate-
rialized. I was told that any footage would be 
difficult to get hold of. The putative “tapes,” 
a source said, actually referred to mere mo-
ments within an almost incomprehensibly 
large volume of footage—larger than anyone 
likely could have fathomed. While the board-
room scenes of The Apprentice accounted for 
only about a third of the one- or two-hour-long 
television show, Trump and his producers were 
in that room for several hours per episode tap-
ing. There could be between 10 and 12 cam-
eras, which would often be rolling the entire 
time. Sometimes, according to one person in-
volved with the show, Trump would say things 
to rile up the contestants, perhaps so that the 

camera could capture reaction shots that 
would entertain viewers at home. Most of 
the time, some said, Trump just yammered 
about what was on his mind. These com-
ments could be misogynistic, I was told. At 
other times, they could be self-referential. 
(People who had worked with Trump on The 
Apprentice had heard that he would be in the 
2016 race for two months at the most, then 
he’d be back on reality TV.) 

Either way, there was lots of potential foot-

TRUMP WOULD 
 STAND ONSTAGE,

 TALKING ABOUT VARIOUS  
WOMEN’S “TITS.”

T H E  R E A L I T Y  S H O W
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age. The thousands of hours of video would be 
digitized, logged, and edited. The extra footage 
was then put onto a drive and archived in a 
vault. One person said they were likely stored 
in a secure vault at NBC Studios in Universal 
City. Another person told me they could have 
been moved to a completely different vault 
belonging to MGM Studios. And, in a more 
likely scenario, someone else said they were 
stored in a secure facility at an entirely different 
location. (Though it was broadcast on NBC, 
MGM technically owned The Apprentice and 

any historical footage of it after acquiring, in 
2014 and 2015, the production company that 
previously had owned the show.) 

But most of those 1,300 employees didn’t 
have access to the tapes. And the few who 
might, I was told, feared reprisals, or simply 
worried that blowing a whistle would prevent 
them from getting jobs on the sets of other 
reality programs. “They are all terrified of 
being sued,” one person who worked in the 
industry told me. “Most of these people are 
freelancers, and there is no one that is going 
to protect them.” Mark Burnett, the emi-
nence behind programs such as Survivor, The 
Voice, and The Apprentice, who had 
earned a fortune worth hundreds 
of millions of dollars, had once 
sued someone for leaking Survi-
vor secrets. BuzzFeed reported 
that Burnett, who had supported 
Democrats in the past, had threat-
ened to sue employees who released 
any un-aired footage of The Appren-
tice. (In a statement, Burnett would 
subsequently deny the report.)

I spoke to several people who had 
talked to Burnett about the tapes and 
asked him why he wouldn’t release 
un-aired footage, even anonymously. 
One person said that Burnett had 
told them he did not have the power. 
Several people, however, offered an-
other point. Burnett has been able 
to persuade countless minor celebri-
ties to come on his shows with the 
implicit promise that he would never 
make them look bad. (Howard Stern 
had also said that he felt it would be 
a “betrayal” for him to replay his old 
radio interviews with Trump.) If a 
tape of one of the most significant 
people in Burnett’s portfolio leaked, 
Burnett worried, according to these 
people, his reputation could be di-

minished. (A spokesperson for Burnett and 
MGM directed me to a previous public state-
ment indicating that Burnett had neither the 
right nor the ability to release any outtakes.)

Burnett may not have been the only mogul 
troubled about the conflict between his busi-
ness interests and his political beliefs. After 
Trump’s callous remarks concerning immi-
grants, in mid-2015, NBC and Univision decid-
ed to drop the Miss Universe and Miss USA 
pageants, which Trump had owned or co-
owned since 1996. Soon after, the talent agency 

WME-IMG, whose co-C.E.O. is Trump’s 
former agent Ari Emanuel (the brother of 
Rahm Emanuel, the former Obama chief of 
staff and current Chicago mayor), bought the 
Miss Universe media property for $28 mil-
lion. Miss Universe, like The Apprentice, was 
a massive production involving multiple cam-
eras and hours of unused footage. According 
to someone present during one of the produc-
tions, Trump made misogynistic statements 
about the women contestants on the show. 

I was told by one insider that Trump 
would stand onstage, talking about the wom-
en’s “tits” and which contestants he would 

like to sleep with. When one staunch 
Clinton supporter approached Eman-

uel about releasing such footage, an industry 
executive told me, Emanuel demurred, saying 
that he stayed away from politics. Yet, during 
the election, Trump bragged to a trade maga-
zine that Emanuel “calls me a lot. I call him 
a lot and we talk. He’s very political.” (When 
Emanuel met with Trump shortly after he 
won the election, according to several people, 
agents at WME were frantically assuring their 
clients that their boss was a “Democrat” and 
didn’t support Trump. Emanuel could not 
be reached for comment.)

According to a person familiar with the 
matter, a few weeks before the election, em-
ployees at Miss Universe started looking 
through the pageant’s archives for potentially 
damaging footage of Trump. While some 
of the clips they discovered were crude, the 
raw footage wasn’t more provocative than 
anything Trump had already said in public. 
The employees soon learned that most of the 
early footage that was presumed to be more 
reckless had been lost, and some was even 
destroyed in a warehouse fire years earlier. 
Additionally, according to this source and 
another person familiar with the show, pro-
ducers at Miss Universe avoided putting a 
microphone on Trump until the show actual-
ly began taping, fearing that if his comments 
ever came out they would hurt the brand.

III. The Hunt

A fter Trump officially accepted the 
Republican nomination, in the sum-
mer, the Clinton campaign began 

research on The Apprentice. At the cam-
paign’s Brooklyn headquarters, research-
ers would eventually speak to former con-
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testants, one of whom would tell them 
about a few alleged degrading incidents  
involving Trump. (According to documents 
I obtained, which would eventually be added 
to the oppo book on Trump, now several 
thousand pages long, a number of contes-
tants came forward regarding his comments 
about women.) “He said they had better 
breasts because they were real,” the contes-
tant told the campaign, referring to women 
on the show. Another Clinton researcher be-
gan asking about outtakes of the show, if they 
existed, and what was on them.

T he public, however, had no idea that 
journalists and political operatives 
were reaching out to people associ-

ated with The Apprentice. But that was all 
about to change. One morning in early Oc-

tober, David Fahrenthold awoke at 5:30, as 
he did each day, clambered out of bed, and 
began his workday. Fahrenthold, a 38-year-
old reporter for The Washington Post, had 
been investigating Trump’s claim that he had 
donated millions to charity. Each day, Fah-
renthold called dozens of nonprofits, one by 
one, to ask if Trump had indeed given them 
money. As it turned out, almost universally, 
he had not. Today would be more of the 
same. After he fed his kids and kissed his wife 

good-bye, Fah rent hold took the Red Line to 
the Post offices on K Street, ready for another 
day of hitting the phone lines.

At around 11 A.M., however, Fahrenthold 
was sitting in his cubicle (which was covered 
with remnants of past reporting proj ects, in-
cluding a bumper sticker for a story he had 
written in 2004 about East Coast versus West 
Coast Bigfoot-hunters) when his phone rang. 
The caller asked if Fahrenthold wanted to see 
a tape of Trump from an Access Hollywood 
interview saying extremely lewd things about 
women. A moment later, the reporter loaded 
the three-minute clip onto his computer, 
slipped his headphones over his ears, and be-
gan watching. “I did try and fuck her. She was 
married,” Trump said to Billy Bush in the now 
infamous video from 2005. “I moved on her 
like a bitch.” Then the clincher, when Trump 

bragged that he can do whatever he wants to 
women, including “grab ’em by the pussy.” 

The story, which was published just after 
four P.M. on that Friday, instantly exploded 
on the Internet. Hashtags started dotting 
social media, with #trumpTapes, #justThe- 
Beginning, and #releaseTheTapes becom-
ing trending topics. By Saturday, Bill Pruitt, 
who worked on The Apprentice, tweeted, 
“As a pro ducer on seasons 1 & 2 of #the-
apprentice I assure you: when it comes 

to the #trump-
tapes there are far 
worse.” News outlets 
from the far left to the 
far right picked up the story. The actor  
Tom Arnold eventually joined the fray, tweet-
ing about the alleged tapes in a manner 
which suggested that he had seen outtake 
footage. (“Having seen some of the raw foot-
age of Trump on The Apprentice,” Arnold 
says, “I’m confident that, if it would have 
come out, it would have changed the results 
of the election.”)

In the days after the Access Hollywood 
tape was released, while this tumult was tak-
ing place in the media, Burnett and MGM 
remained silent. Meanwhile, additional secu-
rity guards were placed on the ground and 
executive floors of MGM Studios on North 
Beverly Drive in Beverly Hills, a source fa-
miliar with the situation told me. Guests who 
visited those floors were no longer allowed to 
take the elevators alone to meet employees, 
but now had to have a chaperone by their 
side. Employees were warned not to speak to 
the press about the tapes or The Apprentice. 
Publicly, the pressure continued to mount 
for Burnett to release the tapes.

F inally, on Monday evening, Burnett 
and MGM released a statement say-
ing that Burnett simply “does not 

have the ability or the right to release footage 
or other material from The Apprentice,” citing 
legal and contractual obligations that would 
prohibit such a move. They also denied the 
reports of threatened litigation against for-
mer Apprentice employees, saying that was 
“completely and unequivocally false.” (One 
person who had worked on the show told 
me that they had been asked by a supervisor 
not to speak to anyone, especially the press, 

BURNETT SAID HE  
DID NOT HAVE THE “RIGHT” 

TO RELEASE 
FOOTAGE.
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 Trump during a casting 
call at Universal Studios 

in Hollywood, 2006.  
Far left, introducing the 

talking Trump doll,  
New York City,  

2004.

P
H

O
T

O
G

R
A

P
H

S
:
 
L

E
F

T
,
 
B

Y
 
T

I
M

O
T

H
Y

 
F

A
D

E
K

/
P

O
L

A
R

I
S

;
 
R

I
G

H
T

,
 
F

R
O

M
 
H

Y
P

E
R

S
T

A
R

/
A

L
A

M
Y



F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 7

about anything they had seen on the show.)

The media (which know full well that 

people don’t simply “release” footage with 

legal restrictions but, rather, that they “leak” 

it without their name attached) grew even 

more frustrated by Burnett’s statement and 

continued contacting people once associated 

with The Apprentice. In the meantime, the 

civil-rights lawyer Gloria Allred held a press 

conference in front of the MGM offices, de-

manding that the “tapes should be released.” 

IAC’s Barry Diller told Politico that the state-

ment put out by MGM and Burnett was “to-

tal bullshit” and that there was absolutely no 

legal obligation not to make outtakes available. 

Online petitions to release the tapes quickly 

gathered close to 180,000 signatures.

By Wednesday, after The New York Times 

reported on other women who said that they 

had been groped or sexually assaulted by 

Trump, Burnett released another, final state-

ment. “I am NOT ‘Pro-Trump,’ ” he wrote in 

a statement, in which MGM reiterated that 

it would not release outtakes of The Appren-

tice. But by then, with so much outcry about 

the Access Hollywood footage, anything that 

could have happened on the set of The Ap-

prentice seemed superfluous. Many assumed 

that Trump was going to lose the election 

handily. Nate Silver, the renowned forecaster, 

gave Trump a 14 percent chance of victory. 

At the Times, the Upshot pegged his likeli-

hood of winning at 11 percent. Neverthe-

less, the Clinton campaign, which had seen 

Trump survive previous raucous scandals, re-

fused to give up its own search. Two days be-

fore the election, one entertainment execu-

tive with ties to Clinton contacted someone 

in the industry who had said he had a copy 

of a tape depicting Trump that could create 

problems for the then candidate. Would this 

person be willing to pass him the footage to 

give to the Clinton campaign? Since the 

latest poll numbers indicated it was clear 

Clinton would win the election—likely in a 

landslide—this person didn’t want to risk it.

IV. The Defeat

O
ne year after I first heard about 

these alleged tapes, and almost 

a month after Trump won the 

presidency, I was invited to Harvard’s In-

stitute of Politics to attend a postmortem 

with operatives from the top campaigns 

for president, including the teams be-

hind Cruz, Rubio, Sanders, Trump, and  

Clinton. The two-day event was bizarre 

for so many reasons—not least of which 

was seeing the winners and losers of a vi-

cious war meeting in person to antagonisti-

cally compare their tactics. But it was also 

strange to see people in the hallways, and 

during the cocktail hour, still discussing 

those Apprentice outtakes. 

Several people in Hollywood have also 

told me during the past few months, how-

ever, that they were skeptical whether any 

kind of footage could have had an impact. 

Trump, after all, had already proclaimed 

that he grabbed women’s genitals; he called 

Mexican undocumented immigrants rap-

ists; he had refused to acknowledge that 

President Obama was born in the United 

States; he threatened to jail Hillary Clinton; 

he encouraged Russia to hack into Clin-

ton’s e-mails; he waved his arms in the air 

to make fun of someone with a physical 

disability. Trump had a valid point when 

he said, “I could stand in the middle of 

Fifth Avenue and shoot somebody and I 

wouldn’t lose voters.”

As much as the tapes may have become 

a fixation for political operatives, journal-

ists, and so many people in Hollywood, 

they may have also become a white whale 

during the campaign. Without the prospect 

of the tapes, maybe Clinton’s campaign 

would have arranged more rallies in the 

Rust Belt. News outlets may have focused 

more on understanding why so many 

Americans had stuck Trump-Pence signs 

on their lawns. 

As he enters the White House with the 

lowest approval rating of any president-

elect in recent history, re-writes the rules 

of diplomacy, and sides with Vladimir 

Putin over the C.I.A., Trump appears to 

have his hands full. Not only is he about 

to run the country, he’s also still the ex-

ecutive producer of The Apprentice. And 

while Burnett has vehemently denied that 

he was “pro-Trump” before the election, he 

is now meeting with the president-elect 

about his inauguration. (After requests for 

comment, the Trump transition team re-

sponded with a fuzzy photocopy of Nielsen 

ratings from April 21, 2004, indicating that 

The Apprentice was No. 1 in the 18-to-49 

demographic. As the spokesperson wrote 

to me, “This speaks for itself.”) �

  “I AM NOT  
 ‘PRO-TRUMP,’ ”
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he day after the presidential election I went 
into my teenage daughter’s new high school 
to volunteer at the front desk. The duties 
of the Berkeley High front-desk volunteer 
sound boring—basically they just want you 
to eyeball the incredible range of humanity 
that turns up at the front door and decide if 
it is safe to buzz it in, plus answer the incom-
ing phone calls. But the school has about 
3,200 kids in it, from every imaginable cir-
cumstance: homeless kids, disabled kids, 
kids whose parents are legally barred from 
seeing them, and a surprising number of 
kids whose parents sneaked into the United 
States illegally. It draws from every major re-
ligion and every tax bracket. At the end of 
the school year some of its graduates go off T to Harvard or Stanford, but others stay home 

and join gangs. The school may be yet an-
other liberal bubble, but a lot of American 
life finds its way into it. 

The morning after the election about half 
of the school just up and walked out. They 
marched to a plaza big enough to serve as 
an outdoor amphitheater at the nearby Uni-
versity of California campus; there they rose, 
one after another, and spoke of their fears 
and sorrow. They did this peacefully and 
respectfully, and with apparent sincerity—if 
they had just been looking for an excuse to 
cut classes they did an excellent job of dis-
guising their motive. The kids who weren’t 
white seemed genuinely disturbed about 
having a president cheered by white suprem-
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Volunteering at his daughter’s new high school, MICHAEL LEWIS 
watched kids of all races and backgrounds react to Trump’s  

election with a peaceful demonstration of their grief and fear. Manning  
the school phones that day, he heard the response of Trump  

supporters to those students: a blast of outrage and fury. It inspired  
a game he’s devised for thinking about the future
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Donald Trump in New York City, 1999.
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acists. The kids whose parents had sneaked 
into this country wept openly as they spoke 
about having a president who sounded as 
if he’d actually take pleasure in rounding 
them up. The girls seemed genuinely up-
set about having a president who bragged 
about committing sexual assault. 

And so on. After giving 60 or so short 
speeches the students returned to school, as 
peacefully as they had left it. By the time my 
afternoon shift at the front desk began, most 
of them were back in their classrooms. The 
only sign that anything unusual had hap-
pened was the phone, which was ringing off 
the hook. The first call I fielded was from a 
Washington Post reporter looking for some-
one to interview, but most came from Trump 
supporters, from as far away as South Caro-
lina, who had seen cable-news reports of the 
walkout at a California high school. They were 
livid. A few screamed and cursed. A few said 
they were going to find ways to cut the school’s 
funding. All sounded personally offended. 

My first instinct was to hide and pretend 
I had nothing to do with the school or these 
crazy kids. I explained to the Trump sup-
porters that I was just a new parent volunteer 
trying to make sure I didn’t transfer the call 
intended for the football coach to the drama 
teacher, or buzz a psychopathic killer into the 
school. I pleaded with them to understand 
that the school’s administration had nothing to 
do with the walkout—that the kids had organ-
ized it the night before, without any prompt-
ing from adults, and there had really been no 
way of stopping them. A flash flood of worry 
and grief had sought a channel in the streets, 
and the school’s only involvement was to 
send some grown-ups along to make sure the 
streets remained safe. But the Trump support-
ers didn’t want to hear any of that. Actually, 
they didn’t want to hear anything. They wanted 
to rant—at anyone. In the end I just answered 
the phone with a robotic answering-machine 
voice: You have reached Berkeley High. If you 
would like to leave a message for the princi-
pal, press 1. If you would like to jump off the 
Golden Gate Bridge, press 2. If you would like 
directions to the Golden Gate Bridge, press 3 … 
until the caller either hung up, or figured out 
my game and started hollering.

There was a great deal of information 
that these people didn’t seem prepared to 
take on board, but the most important, it 
seemed to me, was that they had won. Their 
man was headed to the White House! And 
yet here they were, glued to cable news, 
looking for reasons to get themselves out-
raged and red-faced about the un-greatness 
of America all over again. Even in victory 

they were angry. They had what amounted 
to a need for that particular emotion, and 
it seemed to lead them to scour the media 
for whatever might trigger it. But really: How 
does anyone get himself worked up about a 
peaceful demonstration staged by a bunch of 
high-school kids thousands of miles from his 
front door? And when did anger become its 
own justification? And how would it sustain 
itself once Trump became president? 

Maybe because I was surrounded by 
kids—there at Berkeley High School—it oc-
curred to me that the only way to get your 
mind around a Trump presidency was to 
imagine it as a game. For instance, you might 
start by putting yourself in the role of Donald 
Trump. Your political life now, as ever, turns 
on your ability to fuel anger. Previously you 
were able to do this by pointing at the govern-
ment’s self-evident neglect, corruption, inepti-
tude, etc. But now you are the government, 
so that won’t work. Who or what becomes 
your go-to trigger for anger? The obvious 
answers—Muslims, undocumented immi-
grants—score you zero points. No points, in 
fact, for anything that tracks too closely to 
the government-sanctioned horrors that oc-
curred in the recent past. Perhaps it can 
happen here, but not in quite the same way. 
Most people more or less remember Hitler 
and Stalin, or at least try to. People always 
fear the bad things they remember, which 
are easy to imagine. What they should fear 
is what they never imagined happening. The 
anger is going to need to find a more original 
source of fuel. That’s the point of the game: 
to imagine who or what that might be.

Student Counsel

A few weeks later I found 
myself at another school, 
in Oakland, California, in 
a conversation with eight 
high-school seniors. They’d 
been picked for me by a gift-

ed En glish teacher, for their range of views 
and the interest of their minds. Oakland is 
a liberal enclave, but the students weren’t 
all liberals, or even Democrats—and yet 
they were all seriously disturbed that Don-
ald Trump was to become president of the 
United States. As we discussed their feelings 
about the election we stumbled upon anoth-
er game, very nearly the opposite of the first 
game. To win this game you had to dream 
up a plausible story for how Donald Trump 
might be removed from office. 

Of course, a lot of people are now playing 
some version of this game, but it was interest-
ing to watch it played by smart high-school stu-

dents. You might think that a 70-year-old hot-
tempered man with anger issues would strike 
young people as a likely candidate for a stroke 
or heart attack, but that way out of a Trump 
presidency didn’t occur to the members of 
my focus group. The young losers of the 
election weren’t yet infected by the anger of 
older winners. “Please, please, don’t anybody 
shoot him!” said a young African-American 
man, who believed that it would simply cause 
a lot more pain for African-Americans than 
it would alleviate. The teenagers wanted only 
to imagine the Trump presidency ending, but 
peacefully. They thought for a bit.

“What if he lied under oath?” suggested 
one. “He could be impeached.” 

The others laughed. 
“Theft?” said another. “On a really big 

scale.” But almost as soon as he said it ev-
eryone realized that even if Trump were 
caught red-handed stealing crates of scrip 
from the U.S. Mint the theft would somehow 
be rationalized. The room went silent again.

“What if he murdered someone?” one of 
the students finally said.

“He already said he could shoot someone 
on Fifth Avenue and it wouldn’t matter,” 
said another.

“He’d just get someone else to say they 
did it,” said a third student. “Or that it 
never happened.”

“He could grope some foreign leader’s 
daughter,” suggested a young man. 

“Now that would not do it,” said a young 
woman.

Another young woman said, “Yes, my 
first thought was rape, but that clearly 
doesn’t matter.” 

“A divorce scandal in office?” a young 
man suggested helpfully—but then quickly 
realized that even the ugliest split between 
the president and Melania was more likely 
to become an ongoing reality show than a 
political problem.

Another young woman said, “I feel like 
it would be something small. Like plagia-
rism.” Then, recalling Melania’s convention 
speech, they realized that plagiarism prob-
ably wouldn’t do it. Plagiarism might get you 
thrown out of high school, but in the White 
House, at least in the minds of the Ameri-
cans who elected Trump, it didn’t seem to 
be even a cause for shame.

There they were, eight extremely bright, 
well-informed young people trying as hard 
as they could to imagine some event or 
action that would prompt the American 
people to compel their elected representa-
tives to acknowledge that Donald Trump 
was unfit for office—and they were stumped. 

No one in the political landscape has cut so many        
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“Maybe something with his kids?” sug-
gested a young man, dubiously, though no 
one else picked up that particular ball and 
ran with it. Briefly, they all agreed that if 
Trump were caught on a video camera snort-
ing cocaine in the White House—maybe 
with one of his children—there was at least a 
chance he’d be impeached. But only a slight 
chance. The election had taught these kids 
that a large part of their country no longer 
holds political candidates to the standards of 
behavior enforced by their own high school. 
“It seemed like there was nothing he could 
do to not get elected,” as one of the young 
women put it. And if Trump was able to get 
himself elected even after he had said the 
things he had said, and done the things he 
had done, it was impossible to imagine what 
he could say or do to get himself thrown out 
of office. Any charges brought against him 
would be denied and dismissed as conspira-
cies of the “liberal media” or the “elites.” 
The grown-ups running the country, the teen-
agers concluded, no longer acknowledged 
the difference between “true” and “false” or 
“right” and “wrong.” This Trump game felt, 
at least to a bunch of teenagers, unwinnable.

Rules of the Game

I t turns out that Trump has himself 
tried several times, without suc-
cess, to interest the buying public 
in a game about himself. There was 
Trump Collector’s Edition Monop-
oly (“The Fast Dealing Property-

Trading Game”); 1989’s Trump: The Game 
(“It’s not whether you win or lose, but wheth-
er you win!”); and a second Trump: The 
Game, from 2004, based on his television 
show The Apprentice (“I’m back and you’re 
fired!”). Apparently all of these were ahead 
of their time. The moment is only now ripe 
for a Trump-themed game. Trump’s Ameri-
ca: The Game, it might be called.  

The rules are as follows: At least six partici-
pants are required. Half are assigned to be 
“Members of Trump’s Court”; the other half 
are designated “Citizens.” Each Citizen selects 
a “Character” randomly from a bowl filled 
with character descriptions. These Characters 
are crude types defined mainly by their race, 
religion, and gender, but some other things, 
too. So—for instance—a player might draw 
“45-year-old white Jewish female without 
health insurance” or “young Muslim male 
whose house is at risk of being flooded by ris-
ing sea level,” or “male Catholic Mexican un-
doc umented immigrant.” The bowl contains 
hundreds of such crude character descriptions. 
Among them are several “Trump Cards.” 

These Characters are actual blood relatives of 
the incoming president of the United States. 
They go straight to the top of a miniature rep-
lica of Trump Tower and sit out the round.

Other players’ tokens ascend step by step. 
The rate of this climb is determined by the 
roll of a pair of dice. If a player rolls a 12, 
for instance, he climbs a dozen steps. Some 
of the steps on the way to the top of Trump 
Tower are harmless to land on, but others 
are inscribed with the words: “You’ve Been 
Re-Tweeted!” The re-tweeted player draws 
from a stack of cards, much like the Chance 
or Community Chest cards in Monopoly. 
These cards describe various “Life Situa-
tions” that might occur to people in Amer-
ica living through a Trump regime, along 
with a strategic consequence. “Your Com-
pany Gets a Great Bribe from the U.S. Gov-
ernment! Take the Elevator Up Five Floors” 
or “You’re Deported! Return Immediately to 
Street Level” or “Your Public School Is De-
funded! Join an Undocumented Immigrant, 
Wherever on the Staircase He May Be.”

T he player reads aloud his 
Life Situation card and then 
chooses between two op-
tions: He can accept his fate 
and move his token as di-
rected. Or he can plead his 

case to Trump’s Court. That is, he can argue 
that his character does not belong in the Life 
Situation in which it finds itself. For instance, 
he may argue, “As a white Christian male I 
am highly unlikely to be deported” or “As 
a 50-year-old Asian female I won’t be af-

fected by the closure of a public school.” 
Here’s where the game within the game 

begins. The Courtiers discuss the likelihood, 
in Trump’s America, of the character landing 
into any given Life Situation. It thus compels 
them to think in stereotypes, just as Trump 
does, and imagine the radically different out-
comes experienced by different kinds of people 
in identical situations. No white male is likely to 
be deported or sexually assaulted, for instance, 
though he is plausibly a recipient of a corpo-
rate bribe. The Court’s deliberations on these 
matters are the heart of the game, and Cour-
tiers will find themselves saying things they 
never imagined. “Too bad you’re black!” for 
instance. Or: “God, it really sucks to be Mus-
lim!” Or: “If only you were a guy!!”

Each round ends when one citizen reaches 
Donald’s Penthouse. All Citizens then be-
come Courtiers, and all Courtiers Citizens. 
Thus no one ever actually wins the game. But 
all the players experience the elation and ter-
ror of the new realities of Trump’s America 
and the ever-shifting odds facing a great range 
of Americans, in a great variety of circum-
stances, who find themselves at the mercy 
of Donald Trump’s whims. One day Trump 
might be talking tough, and so the Court finds 
it inevitable that any Mexican apprehended 
by immigration officials will be deported. An-
other day Trump might be in a sweeter mood 
and pardon an undocumented immigrant, say 
the way the president pardons a Thanksgiving 
turkey. That player gets to stay and graduate 
at the top of his college class.

After a negative Court verdict the Citizen dis-
cards his Character C O N T I N U E D  O N  P A G E  1 1 9

TO THE BARRICADES
Berkeley High School students protest Donald Trump’s election, on the U.C. Berkeley  

campus, Berkeley, California, November 9, 2016.

           Draconian bargains with the future as Trump.
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WE HAVE LIFTOFF
Chris Pratt, 

photographed at 
Lake Perris, in 

California.

PRATT WEARS A COAT 

BY HERMÈS, SHIRT BY 

CURRENT/ELLIOTT, 

PANTS BY LOUIS 

VUITTON; RUCKSACK 

BY FILSON.
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Chris Pratt’s rise to fame is so improbable he sees it as divinely ordained:  
the friend who sent him a ticket to Hawaii, the stranger who led him to a church,  

the actress he waited on at Bubba Gump Shrimp. Recalling the  
leaps of faith that turned him from a door-to-door salesman into a box-office  

king, currently paired with Jennifer Lawrence in Passengers, Pratt  
talks to RICH COHEN about what he has to prove now

P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  M A R K  S E L I G E R
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Chris Pratt wanted 
to cook me lunch—you can tell a lot about a person by the way 
they cook. And not just any lunch—a lunch made from an animal 
that Pratt himself had killed, in Texas, where the mesquite blooms 
and the buzzards turn and the wild boar does not care nor even 
know that the handsome man sighting the scope of a .25-caliber 
Winchester is one of the biggest movie stars in the world, best of this 
new batch—it’s never who you expect—with hits behind (Guardians of 
the Galaxy, Jurassic World ) and hits ahead (Passengers, Guardians 
Vol. 2). And Pratt did kill that animal. And dressed it and shipped 
it back to this beautiful house in the Hollywood Hills, where he lives 
with his wife, actress Anna Faris, and their four-year-old son, Jack. 
But something went punk at the butcher, and the meat was going 
to take a lot longer to prepare than Pratt had expected—“Most of 
it’s being turned into jerky anyway”—so the steak Pratt was basting 
on the counter in his modern kitchen had in fact been purchased 
at Whole Foods. “I could tell you this is the boar I shot, and who 
would know, but, dude, I’m not gonna lie. This is not that boar, but 
this boar stands for that boar.”

Do you consider yourself a good cook?, I asked.
Pratt laughed. He was wearing a flannel shirt and jeans and had 

let his beard grow to stubble. No shoes, just socks. He’s a big guy, 
six feet three in boots, 220 pounds, in shape, and has the knock-
around ease of a regular guy drinking campfire tequila on the set of 
a John Ford movie. 

“I can make three things,” he told me. “Meat. Omelets. Fajitas. 

This here I’m making is a wild-boar taco. I got the recipe from my 
brother-in-law, because that guy knows everything.”

It was a Sunday. Pratt seemed relaxed, probably because he’d de-
cided to take a hiatus. For a dec ade, he’s done nothing but work, 
stumbling from film to film after making his name on television. He 
played Andy Dwyer, the friendly chubby boyfriend on Parks and 
Recreation, before executing a miraculous switch to action hero, in 
2014’s Guardians of the Galaxy. It’d be like George Costanza turn-
ing into Harrison Ford. And Pratt is compared to Harrison Ford. 
Though Pratt is funnier. Looking for the proper mix, I’d say Bruce 
Willis with a dash of Seth Rogen. He can play deadpan wiseass bet-
ter than just about anyone. He followed Guardians, which grossed 
nearly $775 million worldwide, with Jurassic World, which grossed 
$1.67 billion worldwide. He’s on the short list of actors who can do 
pretty much whatever they want.

Pratt’s decision to take a break results partly from some advice giv-
en to him by a childhood hero, Jim Carrey. “There’s very few people 
in the world who I can expect to understand exactly what I’m going 
through,” Pratt said. “Jim Carrey is one of them.” Pratt took Carrey 
aside at a party last year and basically asked, What do I do now? Car-
rey said, “There’s going to be a point in life where you’re going to have 
to prove that your family is more important to you than show busi-
ness.” It’s put the actor in a mood to ruminate, recollect, make con-
nections. At 37 years old, Chris Pratt can finally see his life as a story.

Big Time, Small Town

I asked Pratt about his father. In articles, he comes across as 
a kind of Paul Bunyan character.

“Was he really a goldminer?”
Pratt was chopping parsley. I suddenly understood why 

he’d chosen to cook during our interview. It gave him 
something to do with his hands while his mind wandered. 

“He was a taconite miner in Minnesota,” Pratt told me. “He 
worked in iron ore; that’s a big industry. We moved to Alaska so he 
could work in gold mines. That’s how we operated as a family—we’d 
just make a decision, pick up, and move.”

After a few peripatetic years, when Pratt was six or seven, the 
family settled in Lake Stevens, Washington, the Seattle exurb that 
became Pratt’s beloved hometown. It was nuts for wrestling. Like 
football in Texas, every kid sized up from eight or nine by the high-
school coach. Pratt would captain his high-school team. At one 
point, he was a top wrestler in the state. When I asked if he’d ever 
had his ass kicked—because having your ass kicked is character-
building—he nodded sadly. “I’d be  devastated,” he said. “Because 
I put everything into it, and if a kid beat me … but it’s good. It’s a 
great sport because you have to stand there and shake a guy’s hand. 
You look him in the eye, then his arm gets raised. No excuses. You 

“I ALWAYS WANTED  
TO GO TO HOLLYWOOD. I JUST  

DIDN’T KNOW I  
WAS GOING TO GET THERE.”



CHRIS CROSSED 
“I made a genre 

jump,” Pratt says of 
2014’s Guardians of 

the Galaxy, “a 
category jump, some 

kind of jump.”

PRATT WEARS A COAT 

BY LANDS’ END; SHIRT 

BY RAG & BONE.
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ON THE RIGHT TRACK 
Pratt at the Perris 

Auto Speedway.

PRATT WEARS A 

COVERALL BY DICKIES; 

SHIRT BY CURRENT/

ELLIOTT; BOOTS FROM 

WHAT GOES AROUND 

COMES AROUND; HAIR 

PRODUCTS BY BUMBLE 

AND BUMBLE; 

GROOMING PRODUCTS 

BY TOM FORD.

“I WAS A PECULIAR KID.  
I WAS VERY MUCH AN INDIVIDUAL ... 

I DRESSED FUNNY AND  
WAS COMFORTABLE IN MY OWN SKIN.”
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get beat and think, Fuck!!! Then come back and wrestle him again. 
I wrestled the same kids for 10 years.”

I asked Pratt if he played high-school football. He has the aura of 
big-time, small-town. He told me that his father had been a star player 
in his own day. “He was bigger than me, much bigger, and he’d light 
up the stadium when he carried the ball. He wore number 76, and for 
years I thought the gas station was named for him. So of course I played. 

“I was a great football player,” he said, then stopped and looked 
at my recorder. “Don’t say I said that. But, dude, I was a great foot-
ball player. I was a fullback and an inside linebacker. I never had the 
speed to play college. But I loved it. I don’t think anything will ever 
take its place. The competition, the team. You get a little bit of that in 
acting. You get it with action films. You have to train, be in shape. I 
think I learned more about how to handle myself as an actor playing 
sports than I ever did in theater.”

Theater? How did that start?
Pratt’s brother. And he’s important. He’s got a sister who still lives in 

Lake Stevens, but Pratt’s brother, three years ahead in school, is the key 
figure in his life. If you were to look at a picture of the Pratts in the early 
years, you’d see Dan junior, known as Cully, doing something heroic—
he’s now a cop—with Chris in the distance, wide-eyed. “He was hands 
down the best big brother anyone could ask for, super-supportive and 
always helped me, and loved me, and took care of me,” said Pratt. “We 
spent our entire childhood, eight hours a day, wrestling. One Christmas, 
he was in a play, a musical, and sang, and it knocked everyone’s socks 
off. My mom was crying. And I was like, ‘That’s what I want to do.’ ”

By senior year, Pratt was wrestling, playing football, starring in 
plays, and writing and acting in every kind of assembly. “We did 
Grease and we did Michael Jackson’s Thriller and ripped off S.N.L. 
sketches,” he told me. In other words, Pratt was that rarest of figures. 
The high-school Renaissance man. Friend of the outcast, confidant of 
the powerful. Neither bullied nor bullying. An exchange between Pratt 
and his wrestling coach has been repeated until it’s become legend. 
According to Entertainment Weekly, the coach asked Pratt what he 
planned to do with his life: “I was like, ‘I don’t know, but I know I’ll 
be famous and I know I’ll make a shit ton of money.’ ”

When I tried to drill down on this—I wanted Pratt to lay out his 
plans in detail; I suppose I was behaving like the coach—he talked 
more about his father. He’d been a high-school star and lived off that 
for the rest of his life. “I guess that’s what I planned to do,” said Pratt.

During Pratt’s senior year, his father was diagnosed with M.S., which 
runs in the family. “He was beyond wanting to accept help,” said Pratt. 
“If left untreated, it can be devastating, and he left it untreated. For a 
couple of years he had symptoms, I think, but didn’t say anything. Every 
once in a while he’d wear an eye patch and say he got something in his 
eye at work, but it was because he had double vision,” a symptom of M.S.

Dan Pratt Sr. died in 2014. When I asked Pratt if his father got to 

enjoy his son’s success, he said, “Some of it. He watched a lot of TV in 
his final years. That’s pretty much all he did, just sat in front of a TV. So, 
yeah, I think it made him proud, and it was cool that I got to find some 
way to connect with him, because he was a hard man to connect with.”

Pratt’s mother worked in the Safeway—there was not a lot of money. 
The Pratts lost their house while Chris was in high school. They rented 
a place until he graduated, then moved into a trailer. They offered Chris 
a sleeping loft in a shed out back, but he became roommates with a 
friend instead. He was thinking of joining the military, but, again, his 
brother: “He ended up going into the army and told me not to. I think 
he saw something in me. I was a peculiar kid. I was very much an 
individual and happy to be an individual. I dressed funny and was 
comfortable in my own skin. I don’t know. I never did ask him why.”

Pratt waited tables and took classes at a local community college, 
including a theater course. “I did a scene—something I wrote—and 
the teacher took me aside and said, ‘You should think about doing 
this professionally.’ He saw something.”

Pratt didn’t finish a full year of C.C. “It felt exactly like high 
school except I had to pay for it,” he explained, “and, for a kid liv-
ing hand to mouth, that didn’t make sense. So I got a job as a sales-
man going door-to-door.” 

Wait. What?
“Yeah, I saw an ad in the newspaper.”
The ad went something like: Do you dig rock ’n’ roll and making money? 
Of course, the answer to both questions was yes. 

Flair for the Dramatic

P ratt was arranging wild boar on a tray and sliding 
it into the oven as he talked. “Hey, dude, does 300 
degrees sound right to you?” 

I told him it sounded low. Everything in my 
house goes in at least 350. He called his brother-in-
law, the one who knows everything, to check. “You 

know what would make a great end to this story?” said Pratt, laugh-
ing. “If we ended up in the hospital with food poisoning.”

I asked about that sales job.
“I was selling coupons for things like oil changes or trips to a spa,” 

said Pratt, who told me it didn’t really matter what he was selling be-
cause a salesman only has one product: himself. “I was great at that,” 
he said. He got absorbed in this new gig, walking through town, mak-
ing the same pitch again and again. It turned out to be perfect training 
for a future life of audition and rejection. “That’s why I believe in God 
and the divine,” he told me. “I feel like it was perfectly planned. People 
talk about rejection in Hollywood. I’m like, ‘You’re outta your fuckin’ 
mind. Did you ever have someone sic their dog on you at an audition?’ ”

If you sold enough coupons, you got to run an office somewhere in 
the country—you’d become a manager, in other words, moving pieces 
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“I WAS AN OUTSIDER, 
NO CONNECTIONS …  

NOTHING, A COMPLETE FOREIGNER  
TO HOLLYWOOD.”



S P O T L I G H T

AN EYE TO REMEMBER

mong photography buffs,   

the enigmatic and multi-

talented Lusha Nelson is 

the Forgotten Modernist. 

In the 1930s, he shot portraits for Vanity 

Fair, fashion spreads for Vogue, as well 

as still lifes, street scenes, and glossy ads with equal aplomb. 

A Latvian émigré, he had come to New York as a teenager 

with artistic aspirations, only to knock around doing odd 

jobs (including a stint as a sous-chef in the Catskills) before 

mirroring his mentor, Edward Steichen, and choosing the 

camera over the canvas. Though virtually unknown, Nelson 

quickly became a favorite of Steichen and Alfred Stieglitz, 

the reigning photography kingmakers, for his bold, sharp-

edged style and authentic approach. (Nelson abhorred re-

touching.) Steichen, then the chief photographer of Condé 

Nast Publications, took Nelson under his wing, and the 

young artist was soon shooting striking portraits of Holly-

wood stars like Katharine Hepburn and Fay Wray, and elite 

athletes such as heavyweight boxer Joe Louis and the  sprinter 

Jesse Owens before he embarrassed Hitler at the Berlin 

Olympics. Then, in 1938—just 6 years into a promising 

career—Nelson, aged 30, died from Hodgkin’s lymphoma, 

consigning his legacy to a photographic footnote. 

As fortune would have it, Tulsa’s Philbrook Museum 

of Art has revived the long-neglected Nelson with his 

first retrospective, opening this month. “Lusha Nelson 

Photographs: Celebrity, the Forgotten Man, and 1930s 

America” (curated by Catherine Whitney and Sarah 

Lees) is drawn from more than 4,000 vintage prints—the 

largest cache of his work anywhere—purchased by an 

anonymous collector at a 1983 Brooklyn estate sale and 

bought by the museum in 2015. Nelson’s portraits seem 

fresh, modern, and formidable, an echo, as it were, of the 

early Vanity Fair. — SHAWN WALDRON

Lusha Nelson’s 
portrait of  

Peter Lorre,  
during the filming  

of Crime and 
Punishment, 1935. 

A

around the board. That was the carrot Pratt was chasing. It took 15 
months, but he finally got it. Given charge of an office outside Den-
ver, he left Lake Stevens in the way of a kid leaving home to meet his 
destiny. What a strange interlude for a leading man: this drab complex 
outside this strange city, salesmen fighting over the Glengarry leads. 
“We rented an apartment,” Pratt told me. “I slept on the balcony. And 
partied. I wasn’t even 21.” The novelty wore off as the truth became 
plain. He’d been caught in someone else’s moneymaking scheme. As 
the old wisdom advises, when you sit at the poker table, look for the 
sucker. If you can’t identify him, leave—it’s you. Pratt called his boss 
one morning. “ ‘This is too much for me,’ ” he said. “ ‘I’m more in debt 
every month. I’m so depressed. I can’t do it.’ And she said, ‘I just want 
you to know, Chris, that there is nothing else out there.’ ”

Pratt’s mother sent him a ticket. Two years had gone by, and he 
was back in Lake Stevens, exactly where he’d started. Left on his own, 
he might have followed the classic trajectory—hero at 18, relic by 45.

So what happened?
I was rescued, he told me. 
As he said this, he stuck a fork in the oven and came at me with 

a piece of meat.
“Try this and tell me the truth. We can always drive down to 

Soho House and eat there.”
I chewed slowly. 
He said it again. “Tell me the truth.”
I did not want to tell him the truth—because I liked him and did 

not want to go to Soho House. If I did tell the truth, I’d have said, 
“It tastes like burning.” Instead I said, “Good!”

He closed the oven, went on. “One of my best friends heard I’d 
been floundering. I had everyone convinced I’d been off doing this 
great sales job and making money, and I wasn’t. I had no prospects, 
no job, was still sort of riding the glory of high school. He saw that 
and bought me a ticket to Hawaii, where he’d been living.”

Pratt remembers what it was like when he first got to the island, 
the green hills and blue sea, how all that beauty contrasted with his 
mood. “My friends picked me up in a van. They had a cooler of 
beer. But I was not in a great place.”

Pratt got a job at Bubba Gump Shrimp, a chain of restaurants 
that grew out of Forrest Gump. For Pratt, it was like door-to-door, a 
kind of acting; he threw himself into entertaining tables of kids and 
conventioneers. 

Were you good at that job?
 “I was Gumper of the year,” he told me. “They gave me the award. 

I got my name on a plaque. It was the kind of place that … Did you 
ever see the movie Waiting … ? Anna’s in that movie, and she’s great. 
Or Office Space? Did you ever see that? You know how [Jennifer Anis-
ton] can’t handle the fuckin’ flair? Well, I was a monster with the flair.”

Pratt was living on the beach. There was a van with a couch, a 
tent with a blanket. On its face, it was an idyll, five or six friends, 
none older than 20, never out of earshot of the breakers, yet Pratt 
was lost, the perfection of the locale making his estrangement only 
more keen. Like neon in the daytime, or a blue note on a bright day.

“I was sitting outside a grocery store—we’d convinced someone 
to go in and buy us beer. This is Maui. And a guy named Henry 
came up and recognized something in me that needed to be saved. 
He asked what I was doing that night, and I was honest. I said, ‘My 
friend’s inside buying me alcohol.’ ‘You going to go party?’ he asked. 
‘Yeah.’ ‘Drink and do drugs? Meet girls, fornication?’ I was like, ‘I 
hope so.’ I was charmed by this guy, don’t know why. He was an 
Asian dude, maybe Hawaiian, in his 40s. It should’ve made me ner-
vous but didn’t. I said, ‘Why are you asking?’ He said, ‘Jesus told me 
to talk to you … ’ At that moment I was like, C O N T I N U E D  O N  P A G E  1 1 1P

H
O

T
O

G
R

A
P

H
 
B

Y
 
L

U
S

H
A

 
N

E
L

S
O

N
/

C
O

U
R

T
E

S
Y

 
O

F
 
T

H
E

 

P
H

I
L

B
R

O
O

K
 
M

U
S

E
U

M
 
O

F
 
A

R
T

,
 
T

U
L

S
A

,
 
O

K
L

A
H

O
M

A

F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 7 61www.vanityfair.com V A N I T Y  F A I R



F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 762 F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 7



F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 7 000www.vanityfair.com V A N I T Y  F A I R

C
R

E
D

I
T

S
 
H

E
R

E

 IVANKA’S 
APPRENTICE

While one sister coolly leveraged her father’s  
favor into a business of her own, as well as an influential  

behind-the-scenes role in his campaign and on the  
transition team, the other, 12 years younger, is still finding her  

place in the family. Profiling Ivanka and Tiffany Trump,  
SARAH ELLISON explores the perks and perils of  

being Donald Trump’s daughter
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GILD BY ASSOCIATION
Tiffany Trump  

and Ivanka Trump 
outside the main 
doors of Donald 

Trump’s penthouse 
at Trump Tower, in 

Manhattan, 2014.
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I. The Family

he whispers start-
ed in the spring of 2016, and got louder as summer began. “You 
should look into Jared—he is in over his head on the campaign.” 
The pitch was the same, according to multiple reporters: Look into 
Jared—he doesn’t know what he’s doing. Corey Lewandowski, the 
rough-edged early campaign manager for Donald J. Trump, alleg-
edly was trying to plant a negative story about Trump’s son-in-law, 
Jared Kushner. Infighting among staffers is a feature of most political 
campaigns, and the fighting within Trump’s campaign was, as one 
might expect, more public and vitriolic than most. Lewandowski 
was known for being aggressive—he clashed with Paul Manafort, an-
other top Trump aide. But this time he had chosen the wrong target. 
Kushner was growing in influence, and would come to take a signifi-
cant role in the campaign. More important, Kushner is married to 
Trump’s favorite child, his daughter Ivanka.

Within weeks of hearing about Lewandowski’s alleged betrayal, 
Ivanka talked privately with her father, according to a person fa-
miliar with the exchange. It was Lewandowski who was not up to 
the task, Ivanka explained. Lewandowski had been fine during 
the Republican primaries, she said, voicing an assessment held by 
many in the campaign. But now, as the Republican convention and 
general election approached, Trump needed someone more profes-
sional, someone with more gravitas. On the morning of June 20, 
after the regular Trump family meeting that occurred every Mon-
day morning at 9:30, a security detail ushered Lewandowski out of 
Trump Tower. Ivanka did not personally deliver the news to Lewan-
dowski, but “she closed the coffin on him,” one former campaign 
staff member told me. “It was Ivanka who saved the day.” (Lewan-
dowski e-mailed in response: “I never had any conversations about 
Jared Kushner’s role in the campaign.”)

The episode is instructive for anyone trying to understand Ivanka 
Trump’s influence in her father’s coming administration. Ivanka is, like 
her father, capable of chameleon-like conversions and of creating a pow-
erful public persona. And, like him, she will not condone disobedience 
within the ranks, particularly when it comes to someone who crosses 
the family. Regarding her role in Lewandowski’s ouster, Ivanka told a 

friend, “He wasn’t up to the task that was coming and he did not know 
that.” She went on to add something that should be borne in mind 
by everyone who engages with her: “Obviously we don’t want people 
around who aren’t trustworthy. We are a family. It is about trust.”

As Ivanka took to the campaign trail in support of her father, she 
was joined by her half-sister, Tiffany, who appears to be a willing un-
derstudy to the older Ivanka’s style of family influence. Tiffany looks 
up to her sister. “Ivanka has such a brand and a personality and 
consistency in her Instagram,” a friend of Tiffany’s told me. Whereas 
Tiffany, who recently graduated from the University of Pennsylvania, 
“is jumping into this whole process with both feet. She hasn’t pol-
ished it yet.” Not only does Ivanka give her younger sister “politics 
advice, boy advice, and sisterly advice,” the friend told me, but she 
also gives advice on things like “this is the color that looks best on 
camera” or, when wearing a dress, “make sure when you sit down 
you cross your legs.” Basically, “all the things she picked up from 
being famous.” Recently, Tiffany, who is known as Tiff to friends, 
took her Secret Service detail with her to Bloomingdale’s to pick up 
a lipstick Ivanka had recommended. 

Ivanka is the most famous Trump, after her father. So much 
so that her younger brother, Eric, who runs his own foundation, 
recently offered for charity auction a coffee with Ivanka, an experi-
ence he valued at $50,000. Despite her willingness to commercial-
ize most aspects of her life, she is also the Trump who is seen as 
most reasonable. She has told friends that her father’s presidency is 
“so much bigger” than the family, and she is eager to play a role on 
the policy issues she cares most about, namely child care and paid 
maternity leave. (The issue “is not on the Republican agenda and I 
have to get it there,” she told a friend recently.) The president-elect 
initially said that, in order to avoid conflicts of interest, his three old-
est children would run his real-estate company. But at press time it 
looked likely that he wanted Ivanka in Washington. A person close 
to her explained that she will likely be taking a reduced role in the 
Trump Organization in order to separate herself from her father’s 
company and limit conflicts of interest. 

As Donald Trump prepares to become the 45th president of the 
United States, his daughter Ivanka provides a template for his most 
successful relationship: never challenging him in public, but providing 
him counsel behind the scenes, and above all making him look good. 

II. The Brand

T iffany Trump makes a single appearance in Ivanka 
Trump’s first book, The Trump Card: Playing to Win 
in Work and Life. The scene takes place about eight 
years ago, when Tiffany, Donald Trump’s only child 
from his second marriage, sheepishly approached 
Ivanka, the only daughter from his first marriage, 

about a delicate matter. Because Tiffany and her mother, Marla Ma-
ples, lived in California, Tiffany grew up a continent away from her 
father. She didn’t have access to him the way Ivanka and Ivanka’s two 
brothers did—the three of them lived with their mother only an eleva-
tor ride away from Donald Trump in Trump Tower, in Manhattan. 
The 15-year-old Tiffany wanted to talk to Ivanka, 12 years her senior, 
about how to approach their father about something sensitive. Tiffany 
had some “relatively simple money needs” to address, Ivanka recalled. 
She did not have access to a parental credit card, though many of her 
friends did. Ivanka noted that Tiffany’s request came “not because she 
was spoiled” but because she was a teenager just trying to fit in with 
her peers at school. Tiffany’s trepidation made Ivanka proud, she said, 
of the values that her father had instilled about money in “all of his 
children.” Donald Trump himself boasts about his money all the time. 

T
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But the Trump children, Ivanka wrote, were not spoiled by boundless 
trust funds. It is one of the many moments in the book when Ivanka 
makes passing reference to her own virtue in this regard. 

Ivanka was sympathetic to her half-sister’s situation. While she 
and her brothers, Donald junior and Eric, didn’t treat their father 
“as an A.T.M.,” they had been the beneficiaries of his generosity and 
were given a “special treat” from time to time. Ivanka doesn’t specify 
what all those special treats were, but, to take one example, Donald 
Trump once arranged for Michael Jackson to watch Ivanka dance as 
a young girl in The Nutcracker. “I imagine Tiffany didn’t get to enjoy 
the same surprises, just by virtue of lack of proximity,” Ivanka wrote. 
“All she wanted, really, was a way to enjoy some of the privileges her 
friends got to enjoy, in the same way she would have enjoyed them if 
she’d lived under our father’s roof.” Tiffany had already worked out 
a strategy for how to approach their father, which she shared with 
her sister. Ivanka tried to quiet her nerves. In the end, though, Tif-
fany never had to make the ask. As Ivanka explained, “Big Sis did an 
end-around to save Tiffany the trouble. I didn’t tell her, of course”—
well, except in the book—“but I went to our father and suggested he 
think about surprising Tiffany with a credit card for Christmas, with 
a small monthly allowance on it. Sure enough, he did just that. Tif-
fany was thrilled and relieved. And so appreciative.” 

The ostensible lesson of this story may be that the Trump chil-
dren are not spoiled, but another interpretation is that Ivanka is the 

daughter who understands her father best—the one with all the ac-
cess. In this way, we are all Tiffany Trump, reliant on Ivanka to get 
her father to do the right thing.

Ivanka Trump was for many years the only daughter the public 
knew. Tiffany, for her part, has been identified as the “forgotten” 
Trump, which is an odd form of fame. She showed up late on the 
campaign trail, after her graduation. Even then she appeared mostly 
under the protective wing of her half-sister. Growing up in Calaba-
sas, California, outside of Los Angeles, Tiffany knew the Kardashi-
an children, and their mothers were friends. It’s a parallel she may 
now relate to more than she ever has before, though it would be a 
mistake to conclude that it defines Tiffany as a person. 

Ivanka expresses warmth for Tiffany, gushing about her to People 
magazine. “She’s my little sister! I’ve been close to Tiffany her whole 
life, and I really love her,” Ivanka told the magazine. (Ivanka point-
edly noted that she is not close to Tiffany’s mother, Marla Maples.) 
Far more than their brothers, Ivanka and 
Tiffany are at home with social media. 
Tiffany is best known as one of the so-
called Rich Kids of Instagram, where she 
chronicles a glitzy version of life among 
her wealthy friends—lounging poolside 
in Bora Bora, jumping waves at Mar-a-
Lago, dressing up for New York Fashion 

SOME SISTERS SHARE 
CLOTHING; IVANKA TRUMP’S P.R. FIRM IS

AT TIFFANY’S DISPOSAL.

THE FAVORITE CHILD
Donald and Ivanka at 

a campaign rally  
in Manchester, New 

Hampshire, 2016. 
Left, Ivanka with her 

father at the  
Plaza hotel, 1991.
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Week. Ivanka has mastered the art of staying in the spotlight, from 
her teenage appearance in the 2003 documentary Born Rich, which 
chronicled the lives of heirs and heiresses, to her days as a catwalk 
model (she is five feet eleven inches tall), an Apprentice supporting-
cast member, and a perfectly coiffed mother of three with two high-
powered jobs, one of which involves selling Ivanka Trump–branded 
clothing and accessories. The Ivanka Trump line seeks to capture a 
young professional woman who is looking for an “affordable lux-
ury”—clothing that falls somewhere between J. Crew and Zara—and 
offers items such as an $89 metallic knit sweater, a $69 polyester flo-
ral blouse, and a $145 pair of fringed high-heel sandals. (The sandals 
were the subject of a lawsuit in Manhattan federal court earlier this 
year, when the Italian shoe manufacturer Aquazzura alleged that 
Ivanka’s company and her manufacturer had knocked off Aquaz-
zura’s own popular fringed sandal, Wild Thing, which sells for $785. 
Ivanka’s lawyers filed papers in August denying all allegations and 
arguing for the suit’s dismissal.) Many people who object to Trump 
the father—and to the sons—feel differently about the daughters. One 
of them is a well-established extension of the Trump brand; the other, 
still emerging from what seems a plasticine pod, has a head on her 
shoulders. She was reportedly spotted touring Harvard Law School.

For the purposes of his campaign, Donald Trump’s daughters were 
his most useful children. Their presence seemed to imply that the man 
they knew could not have been someone who once said about women 

(as he did) that you had to “treat ’em like 
shit” in order to keep them in their place. 
When women lined up to accuse him of 
sexual harassment, Trump repeatedly 
asked the public to look to Ivanka, who 
could attest to his good character. When 
Tiffany graduated from college, Ivanka 
helped bring Tiffany into the fold, and 
they bonded in service of their father. 
Some sisters share clothing; Ivanka’s public-relations firm is at Tiffany’s 
disposal. On Election Day, both sisters voted for their father, along with 
53 percent of white women in America.

For both daughters, the Trump brand has been a defining aspect 
of their lives. As her parents’ marriage broke apart, Ivanka tearfully 
asked her mother if the divorce meant that she wouldn’t be “Ivanka 
Trump” anymore. Once, as a teenager, she considered getting her na-
vel pierced. Her father called just as she was about to have it done. She 
elected at that moment not to go through with it—the umbilical attach-
ment proving too strong. As she noted in The Trump Card, she had to 
“preserve and protect the family name and reputation, which, after all, 
were now my name and reputation, too.” Born into a family of some 
influence, Ivanka has seemed to strive to layer on a stratum of respect-
ability as well. This posture has made her the go-to Trump for those 
seeking a conduit to the administration. When Nancy Pelosi called 

THE TRUMP BRAND  
HAS BEEN A DEFINING ASPECT OF THE 

SISTERS’ LIVES—ALWAYS.

WORK IN PROGRESS
Ivanka with  

Donald at a Beach  
Boys concert in Palm 

Beach, 1996. Left, 
Tiffany on the runway 

during New York 
Fashion Week, 2016. 
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the president-elect, he handed the phone to Ivanka to talk to the 
House minority leader about family-leave policies. Ivanka met with 
Al Gore to discuss climate change before he talked to her father, and 
also conferred with Leonardo DiCaprio on the same subject. Her 
position has also opened her up to campaigns such as @DearIvanka, 
which uses her polished Instagram photos and juxtaposes them with 
pleas for her to talk some sense into her father. Each one begins with  
@DearIvanka, and then goes on: “I’m afraid of the swastikas spray 
painted on my park”; “I’ve been raped and I need to have an abor-
tion”; “I’m an American Muslim and I was attacked on the subway.” 
But with Trump’s election victory, Ivanka is undeterred. “No one is 
more psyched about his win than she is,” a friend of hers told me.

III. The Favorite

I vanka occupies the middle position between Don junior and 
Eric. She passed her childhood in a lavender bedroom on the 
68th floor of Trump Tower, overlooking Central Park. Their 
mother, Ivana, was a Czech-born competitive skier who, af-
ter she married Donald, became a Manhattan socialite and 
joined her husband in managing various Trump properties 

during their 12-year marriage. Ivana and Donald were not around 
much when Ivanka was growing up. The children had two nannies and 
a bodyguard. On one occasion the children set up a lemonade stand 
at the family’s country house, in Greenwich, Connecticut—but having 
no real neighbors because the estate was so large, the kids had to make 
do with selling lemonade to the bodyguard and the house staff. During 
Ivanka’s childhood, Ivana was the C.E.O. for Trump’s Castle casino, in 
Atlantic City, and spent several days a week there supervising the staff. 
For half the year, Ivana’s Czech parents lived with the family. Ivanka 
learned when she was eight that her parents would be separating. The 
bitter divorce played out in the tabloids. A person close to Ivanka ex-
plained to me that Don junior, 12 at the time, was the child most up-
set with their father. The two didn’t speak for a year, and even today 
there’s something about the relationship that seems to have never quite 
recovered. While Don and Eric say that their parents’ divorce pulled 
the children together as siblings, Ivanka is alone in feeling that it actually 
brought them all closer to their father: “Not because I was taking his 
side, but because I could no longer take him for granted.” 

If she casts any blame for the pain she experienced during that 
period, it is aimed at the press—specifically at a tabloid reporter 
who was among the throng who once accosted her as she was exit-
ing the Chapin School and making her way to a waiting car. It was 
the day after the infamous New York Post headline quoting Maples, 
Donald’s mistress and not yet his wife, describing the affair: THE 
BEST SEX I’VE EVER HAD! Ivanka writes that, on that day, “one idiot 
reporter even had the temerity to ask me if Marla Maples’s claims 
were true. What type of person would ask a nine-year-old girl that 
kind of question?” One might also ask what kind of father would 
put his daughter in that kind of situation. But Ivanka’s reaction—
blaming the messenger—has become an instinctive one. Years later, 
when an interviewer asked Ivanka whether she understood the 
consternation in the Jewish community after her father’s campaign 
tweeted an accusatory picture of Hillary Clinton next to the Star of 
David, Ivanka shot back that she thought the outcry was “ridicu-
lous” because her father clearly did not think that the symbol was 
a Star of David. (Ivanka has told friends that her father wore a yar-
mulke at her wedding, and that “if my father had an anti-Semitic 
bone in his body, I would know about it.”)

Between her parents’ separation and divorce, Ivanka’s mater-
nal grandfather, Miloš Zelníček, whom the children called Dedo, 
passed away. The loss weighed heavily on all of them, particularly 

the boys. Soon after, one of Ivanka’s nannies, Bridget Carroll, also 
died. “Now it was my turn to be hardest hit,” she wrote. “She’d 
been like a second mother to me, my closest confidant, and now it 
felt as if I needed her warmth and wisdom all the more.” 

Understated where her father is brash, neutral where he is flash, 
Ivanka appears to offer the perfect foil to Donald Trump. But she 
has occasionally shared his penchant for hyperbole. Ivanka attended 
Georgetown University for two years before transferring to her father’s 
alma mater, the University of Pennsylvania, where she could be spot-
ted smoking between classes, according to former classmates. (She no 
longer smokes.) Both she and her father have boasted about her grade-
point average. Donald Trump has said that Ivanka got straight A’s. 
Ivanka herself claimed in her book-jacket biography that she graduated 
summa cum laude, a designation that at Penn requires a G.P.A. of 3.8. 
In 2009, a Wall Street Journal reporter discovered that she had in fact 
graduated cum laude, with a G.P.A. of 3.4. While the distinction has 
been corrected elsewhere, it remains in error on the book jacket.

She went to work for her father a year after graduating, and she 
has been with his company ever since, serving today as the executive 
vice president of development and acquisitions. In 2007 she launched 
a fine-jewelry brand under her own name, and she has subsequently 
expanded the Ivanka Trump clothing brand. She will publish a second 
book in March, Women Who Work, promoting a mercantile femi-
nist lifestyle brand that is designed to update a stereotypical image of 
“working women” that Ivanka feels is trapped in a black pantsuit. Hil-
lary Clinton’s “pantsuit nation” aside, it’s worth noting that, for these 
purposes, Ivanka’s mental map of working women excludes most of 
them—for instance, older women and anyone in the working class.

Ivanka is 35, midway in age between her sister, Tiffany, and her 
father’s current wife, Melania. Everyone in the family seems to ac-
knowledge without overt rancor that Ivanka is the favorite. Donald’s 
affection for her has at times veered into creepy territory. In a 2006 
appearance on ABC’s The View, in a discussion of how he would 
react if his daughter appeared on the cover of Playboy magazine, 
Ivanka sat calmly next to her father as he contemplated the possibility. 
It would depend, he noted, “on what they put inside the magazine,” 
meaning whether the photos of her would simply be suggestive or if 
she would be entirely nude. “I don’t think Ivanka would do that in-
side the magazine, although she does have a very nice figure. I’ve said 
that if Ivanka weren’t my daughter, perhaps I’d be dating her.” Last 
year, in Rolling Stone, Trump mused about Ivanka: “What a beauty, 
that one. If I weren’t happily married, and, ya know, her father … ” 
—trailing off before he could finish the thought. (Trump has said he 
was just making a joke.) When I asked a person close to her father 
what to make of these interactions, he replied, “He has a very honest 
relationship with his children. They know him for what they love and 
what they don’t particularly admire. He treats them like adults and 
partners and family, but he doesn’t keep secrets from them.” 

Ivanka married Jared Kushner, from a prominent New York–
New Jersey real-estate family, at the Trump National Golf Club, in 
Bedminster, New Jersey, in October 2009. To do so, she converted 
to Orthodox Judaism under the tutelage of Rabbi Haskel Lookstein, 
now 83, the spiritual leader of Congregation Kehilath Jeshurun, a 
Modern Orthodox temple on the Upper East Side of Manhattan. 
Rabbi Lookstein also served as the principal of the affiliated Ramaz 
School, which forms its name from the initials of its founder, Rabbi 
Moses Zevulun Margolies, who was known as “the RaMaZ.” Ivanka 
and Jared have three children, Arabella, Joseph, and Teddy, the last 
of whom was born during the campaign. Ivanka typically rises ev-
ery morning at five A.M. so that she can exercise before her children 
wake up, but the election season and its C O N T I N U E D  O N  P A G E  1 1 5
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Raised by their mother and grandparents, and outshone in many ways by      
thoroughly their father’s sons: his real-life apprentices. Charting their      

battles, to the inevitable lawsuits in their wakes—WILLIAM D. COHAN probes      

BROTHERS- 
IN-ARMS

Eric Trump and 
Donald Trump  

Jr. at the Old Post 
Office, now a Trump 

hotel, Washington, 
D.C., July 2014.
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        their sister Ivanka, Donald Trump Jr. and his brother Eric are nonetheless 
        paths—from Donald junior’s brief rebellion to Eric’s golf-club
        whether the two men have what it takes to run the Trump family business
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he Clinton cam-
paign nicknamed them “the Storm Troopers,” on account of their 
slicked-back hair and their resemblance to the elite World War I 
German soldiers. Others have referred to them as Uday and Qusay, 
a nod to Saddam Hussein’s vicious and extravagant sons, who were 
killed in Mosul in July 2003, after a fierce gunfight with American 
forces. On the campaign trail the Trump brothers—Donald Trump 
Jr., 39, and Eric Trump, 33, the oldest sons of our 45th president— 
actually referred to themselves as “the brutes.” Together with their 
sister Ivanka, 35, they are slated to take control of their father’s far-
flung, billion-dollar real-estate and licensing business, after years of 
serving as his apprentices, both in real life and on television, in their 
father’s hit show, The Apprentice. What role Trump Sr. ends up play-
ing in the Trump Organization remains to be seen, but if the first 
weeks of the transition period give us any clue, he won’t be letting 
go easily, or anytime soon. “The only thing that matters to me is 
running our country,” he told The New York Times, on November 
22, but then confusingly added, “In theory, I can be president of 
the United States and run my business 100 percent,” because, he 
said, “the president can’t have a conflict of interest.” The next week, 
he tweeted that he was leaving his business “in total” even though 
by law he did not have to do so.

Thanks to her position as the apple of her father’s eye, Ivanka is 
better known than her two brothers Don junior and Eric. (They were 
far less visible than Ivanka on the campaign trail, especially early on.) 
After his well-received speech at the convention, Don junior began 
considering a 2017 run for mayor of New York City, but his father 
quickly quashed that idea, although the drum continues to beat for 
him on Twitter. While they were raised mostly by their grandparents 
and their mother, Donald’s first wife, Ivana, they have become close 
to their father as adults. Herb Kolben, an executive at Ullico, a private 
insurance company that has lent to several Trump real-estate proj-
ects, says Donald senior “is a real family man. I know what he’s been 
through, with the wives and so on, but I can tell you, in the 15 years 
I’ve known him, whenever I’ve been in his office, he takes [his kids’] 
phone calls… I can just see it, when I’m with Ivanka or Donald ju-
nior or Eric, the attention and the parenting that he gives them.”

By many accounts the Trump sons are polite and respectful. Still, 

they are their father’s sons, and we’ve learned by now what that 
means. Like him, they became known during the campaign for their 
insensitivity and penchant for making head-scratching gaffes. Don 
shares his father’s passion for social media. During the campaign he 
Instagrammed a photo of his father with running mate Mike Pence, 
controversial talk-radio host Alex Jones, and Pepe, the green car-
toon frog that has become a symbol of the so-called alt-right white-
supremacist movement. 

A few days later, speaking to a Philadelphia radio station, Don 
complained that the mainstream media had become apologists for 
Hillary Clinton. “They’ve let her slide on every discrepancy,” he said. 
“If Republicans were doing that, they’d be warming up the gas cham-
ber right now.” Then he sent a tweet of a photo of a bowl of Skittles, 
comparing them to Syrian refugees. “If I had a bowl of skittles and I 
told you just three would kill you. Would you take a handful? That’s 
our Syrian refugee problem.” 

Eric has also made his fair share of boneheaded moves in the me-
dia. In the early-morning hours of July 11, a few days after a lone gun-
man killed five police officers in Dallas during a Black Lives Matter 
rally, Eric went on a hunting Web site to see if anyone wanted to trade 
some guns. “Want to trade my Remington 40X in 22-250,” he wrote. 
“The gun is a lazer [sic] and shoots small little groups using 50gr V-
Max bullets and 37.0 gr H-380. Im looking for a new Ruger Precision 
Rifle, Accuracy International AE MIII Folder (ill add cash) … ” 

Then there were the unfortunate online photographs of the two 
brothers taken during a 2011 hunting trip to Zimbabwe. There’s a pic-
ture of Eric holding a large dead leopard with Don standing next to 
him. Both men are smiling broadly. Another picture shows Don hold-
ing up the severed tail of a murdered elephant. He took to Twitter to 
defend his exotic hunting trip. “[I am] not going to apologize because 
some eco nuts want me 2,” he wrote. He added, “I can assure you it 
was not wasteful the villagers were so happy for the meat which they 
don’t often get to eat.” As for cutting off the elephant tail, he tweeted, 
“I went along with it they thought it was a cool pic. Take it up w them.” 

Czechmates

T he brothers learned to like hunting, in Europe, when 
they were younger. Back then they spent little time 
with either their father, who was flying around the 
world building his business, or their mother, who 
helicoptered to Atlantic City daily to run Trump’s 
Castle casino. But Milos and Maria Zelnicek, Iva-

na’s parents, lived with the children in Trump Tower for six months 
every year, and Don and Eric spent part of the summers with them 
outside of Zlín, in Czechoslovakia, fishing, boating, and hunting with 
Milos. By all accounts, Donny—as he was known then—became espe-
cially close to his grandfather, who was an engineer. “My father is a 
very hardworking guy, and that’s his focus in life, so I got a lot of the 
paternal attention that a boy wants and needs from my grandfather,” 
Don junior told New York magazine in 2003. (None of the Trump 
family agreed to be interviewed for this article.)

During the winter of 1990, when Donny was 12, his parents’ 
messy separation and divorce and his father’s very public affair with 
Marla Maples became regular tabloid fare in New York City. 

“Listen, it’s tough to be a 12-year-old,” he told New York. “You’re 
not quite a man, but you think you are. You think you know every-
thing. Being driven into school every day and you see the front page 
and it’s divorce! THE BEST SEX I EVER HAD! And you don’t even know 
what that means. At that age, kids are naturally cruel. Your private life 
becomes very public, and I didn’t have anything to do with it.”

He blamed his father. “How can you say you love us?” the 12-year-
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old asked his father, according to a 1990 Vanity Fair article by Marie 
Brenner. “You don’t love us! You don’t even love yourself. You just 
love your money.” 

“I brought up the children single-handedly,” Ivana said at a ben-
efit dinner in Manhattan in October, according to the New York 
Daily News. “Donald wasn’t really interested in the children until 
he could talk business with them.” During the scandal she took the 
kids to Mar-a-Lago, the family’s estate in Palm Beach, to escape the 
tabloids and the spotlight.  

Eventually, they were shipped off to boarding school, to further 
remove them from the New York scene: Don and Eric went to the 
Hill School, in Pottstown, Pennsylvania, in the heart of the na-
tion’s iron industry; Ivanka went to Choate, in Connecticut. Don 
seemed to thrive outside the limelight. “When I went to boarding 
school, it all kind of went away—all those inconveniences that I 
found intrusive,” he told New York. 

During the summers, the Trump boys were put to work in 
the family business—Donny at Trump’s Castle, tying up boats at 
the marina for minimum wage plus tips, and then both he and 
Eric were involved in the reconstruction and renovation of Seven 
Springs, Trump’s spectacular 230-acre Westchester County estate. 
Eric credits his older brother with helping to raise him. “We were 
literally riding mowers around, we were mowing all the fields, cut-
ting down trees and fallen trees, cutting rebar and laying marble 

and doing electrical work, doing demo work,” Eric told Forbes. He 
and Donny lived in a carriage house on the estate. 

A fter graduating from Hill, Don matriculated at the 
University of Pennsylvania, like his father (who 
had transferred there after two years at Fordham 
University). He was by all accounts, including his 
own, an inveterate frat-boy partyer. According to a 
fellow Penn grad, who knew Donny then, he was 

“finding himself” in college and was prone to rebellion. Accord-
ing to New York, Don “had a reputation” for getting into “drunken, 
‘do-you-have-any-idea-who-I-am?’ fights.” Scott Melker, a Penn class-
mate, wrote on Facebook, “Donald Jr. was a drunk in college. Every 
memory I have of him is of him stumbling around on campus falling 
over or passing out in public, with his arm in a sling from injuring 
himself while drinking. He absolutely despised his father, and hated 
the attention that his last name afforded 
him. His nickname was ‘Diaper Don,’ 
because of his tendency to fall asleep 
drunk in other people’s beds and uri-
nate. I always felt terrible for him.”

Melker described how one day Don-
ald senior showed up at his son’s dorm 
room to take him to a Yankees game. Don  

“DONALD WASN’T INTERESTED IN THE 
CHILDREN UNTIL HE COULD 

TALK BUSINESS WITH THEM.”

FATHERS AND SONS
Tiffany, Donald,  

and Donald junior at 
Donald’s 50th-

birthday party. Left, 
Don junior in 

Briarcliff Manor, 
New York, 2014.
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was dressed in a Yankees jersey. When he opened the door to his fa-
ther, “without saying a word, his father slapped him across the face, 
knocking him to the floor in front of all of his classmates. He simply 
said, ‘Put on a suit and meet me outside,’ and closed the door.” A 
spokesperson for the Trump family says this story is “completely false.” 

After graduating from Penn, Don defied his parents by moving to 
Aspen and becoming a ski bum. He stopped talking to his father. He 
hunted, fished, and camped, lived out of the back of a truck, and bar-
tended. Eventually, he had had enough. “I had a great time,” he told 
New York, “but your brain starts to atrophy.” In September 2001, he 
returned home and joined the family business full-time. “When they 
turned 21,” Ivana said of her children, “I handed them over to him 
and said, ‘Here’s the finished product. You can take them from here.’ ” 

I t’s not exactly clear what brought Donny back into the fold. 
“It would be pretty hard not to want to join a business that 
had a great name and was moving forward and expanding 
in many different areas,” says Howard Lorber, the C.E.O. 
of the Vector Group, who has known Trump for 30 years. 
“And so I think it was sort of a natural for Donny.” By all 

accounts this was when Donald senior kicked into high gear as a par-
ent. “They were everything to him,” says a person who used to work 
closely with him at Trump Tower. “You could argue that Trump’s 
loyalty quotient … is made of tiers. His family is Tier 1 and everyone 

else is Tier 12—unless, of course, the loy-
alty part is also convenient.”

But Don junior still wasn’t quite ready 
to give up partying. Once, in 2002, when 
he was at the Comedy Cellar, in Green-
wich Village, at two A.M., the New York 
Post reported, he “was becoming loud 
and obnoxious,” laughing too enthusias-
tically at the ethnic jokes and apparently spilling beer on a woman at a 
neighboring table. Then two men at the table threw their beer mugs at 
Donny, opening a cut on his forehead that required 28 stitches. 

Finally, Donny came to his senses. He gave up drinking com-
pletely. “I used to drink a lot and party pretty hard,” Donny told 
New York, “and it wasn’t something that I was particularly good at. 
I mean I was good at it but I couldn’t do it in moderation.” The 
article did not mention that his uncle Fred junior had died of alco-
holism, in 1981, at age 42. Many people hadn’t been sure Donny 
would come back from the abyss, either. 

In 2003, at a fashion show, his father introduced a reformed Donny 
to Vanessa Haydon, a former Wilhelmina model who had report-
edly dated Leonardo DiCaprio. Six weeks later, they were introduced 
again at a birthday party of a mutual friend. Neither one remembered 
the other. They spoke for an hour before Haydon recalled they had 
met before at the fashion show. “[You’re] the one with the retarded 

IN THE MIDDLE OF A  
PRESIDENTIAL CAMPAIGN, DONALD SENIOR

SUED HIS OWN SON!

WIENERS AND LOSERS
Eric and Donald  

at a basketball game  
in East Rutherford, 

New Jersey, in 2007. 
Left, at a campaign 
event in Las Vegas, 

December 2015.
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dad!” she exclaimed. One year later they got engaged. In exchange 
for the attendant publicity, Donny accepted a free engagement ring 
from a jeweler in a New Jersey mall. But his father berated him on 
Larry King Live. “You have a name that’s hot as a pistol,” he said. 
“You have to be very careful with things like this.” (It has not been 
reported whether Haydon kept the ring.) In November 2005, they 
were married at Mar-a-Lago. Eric was Don’s best man. Don and 
Vanessa now have five children and live in Sutton Place and in up-
state New York. In 2011, when Vanessa was breast-feeding their son 
Tristan, Don tweeted, “If ur a boob guy this whole lactation thing 
is amazing[.] The sports bra the wife is wearing is losing the contain-
ment battle!!!” The couple’s oldest son, Don, is known as “D3.”

A fter graduating from Hill, in 2002, Eric headed to 
Georgetown. One person who knew him well tells 
me, “Eric was the consummate class clown. My 
memory of him is that he was hilarious… He was 
heavy back then, which gave him kind of a jolly qual-
ity.” Someone else who knows Eric described him to 

me as “a lost soul,” who, like his brother, was into drinking heavily. 
Not so, says Paige Scardigli, a close friend of Eric’s from Georgetown 
and the executive director of the Eric Trump Foundation, which has 
given about $12 million since 2006, most of which has gone to the St. 
Jude Children’s Research Hospital, in Memphis. “He has always been 
in check,” she says. “I would never characterize Eric as a ‘party boy’ 
in college. I would have said he’s spontaneous and fun and up for any-
thing but in a very responsible way.” She recalls that Eric kept a low 
profile at Georgetown and minimized his relationship with his father. 
She tells how he once paid for a dinner with his credit card and the 
waiter asked him if he was related to Donald Trump. “He laughed it off 
and said, ‘Nope, I wish,’ ” she says. “He never played the Trump card.” 

Eric joined the Trump Organization in 2006, after graduating with 
a degree in finance and management. Scardigli says that, unlike his 
brother, Eric never hesitated about joining the family business. After 
dating Lara Yunaska, a CBS television producer, for six years, Eric 
proposed to her on July 4, 2013, at Seven Springs, while on a walk 
in the woods with her miniature beagle. In November 2014, they 
were married, also at Mar-a-Lago, two weeks after she had broken 
both wrists in a horse-riding accident. They live in a Trump build-
ing on Central Park South and have a house in Westchester. “Eric 
is extremely warm and friendly, a big wide-open smile, handshake,” 
Lesley Stahl, the 60 Minutes reporter, tells me after her post-election 
interview with the Trumps. “[Eric] comes across as a teddy bear and 
Donald seems more retiring. It’s almost opposites.”

Even though Don junior and Eric have similar titles at the Trump 
Organization, they have clearly separate responsibilities. Eric is in 
charge of the company’s 17 golf courses, plus he is the president of 
the Trump Winery, in Charlottesville, Virginia. The winery, which 
produces 40,000 cases of wine per year, is his personal pet proj ect. 
Don junior has had responsibility for a number of building projects, 
including the renovation and re-leasing of 40 Wall Street and the con-
struction and sale of condominiums in the Trump International Hotel 
and Tower in Chicago. He was also responsible for the renovation of 
502 Park Avenue, in Manhattan, the former Hotel Delmonico, and he 
worked on the re-leasing of Trump Tower, on Fifth Avenue.

Jeffrey Lichtenberg worked closely in recent years with Don in 
leasing 40 Wall Street and Trump Tower. Back then, Donald senior 
did not have the best reputation as a landlord around New York City. 
He didn’t want to pay broker commissions and changed deals after 
he agreed to them. Many brokers refused to do business with him. 
Don junior realized the problem and set about fixing it. “Don would 

talk to them,” Lichtenberg says. “We could talk about the building 
one-on-one, and they developed a trust with him.” Don junior and 
Lichtenberg leased more than a million square feet of office space at 
40 Wall Street in two years. At Trump Tower, after the Calvin Klein 
company vacated its office space, leaving 30 percent of the build-
ing empty, Don got it fully leased again. “He’s able to put himself 
in the shoes of the tenant,” Lichtenberg says. “Most landlords can’t. 
Brokers like him. They like to deal with him because he’s straight.” 

E xecutives at Saint-Gobain Adfors, the international in-
dustrial company, might beg to differ. In 2010, Donny 
and two business partners created Titan Atlas Manu-
facturing, in Charleston, South Carolina, and together 
they purchased, for $1.5 million, an industrial build-
ing and four additional acres of land. In November 

2011, Deutsche Bank’s private-wealth-management division lent Titan 
Atlas $3.65 million, guaranteed equally by each of the three partners, 
including Don. He was listed in the loan agreement as the “key princi-
pal” of Titan Atlas, and it specified that he keep “active involvement 
in the direct or indirect day-to-day management and control” of Titan. 

Things started going off the rails for Titan that same month, 
when the state of South Carolina filed the first in a series of tax liens 
against the company for unpaid sales and withholding taxes. Federal 
tax liens would follow, according to the Charleston Post and Courier. 
In August 2012, Titan, which manufactured construction products, 
ceased operations; it’s unclear if it had ever got its business off the 
ground. Don tried to make the best of a bad situation by attempting 
to find someone to lease Titan’s empty facility. 

In January 2013, a division of Saint-Gobain agreed to a three-year 
lease of Titan’s industrial building to store finished product that had 
been made nearby. In April 2014, according to a complaint Saint-
Gobain filed in a South Carolina court, the roof of the warehouse 
began leaking and started to damage the company’s products. Saint-
Gobain asked Donny to repair the roof. By July 2014, there were 22 
leaks and the damage to the stored fiberglass was mounting.

In November 2014, the $3.4 million balance of Deutsche Bank’s 
$3.65 million loan came due. But by then Titan Atlas was out of 
business, and a deal to buy its assets had fallen through. Donald 
senior swooped in and, according to court documents, bought 
Deutsche Bank’s loan, effectively rescuing his son and his two part-
ners from a likely default on it. 

Still, according to Saint-Gobain, Donny never fixed the leaking 
roof. Instead, he and Michael Cohen, Trump Sr.’s longtime con-
sigliere, informed Saint-Gobain that he would agree to do it only if 
Saint-Gobain extended its three-year lease on the facility. But Saint-
Gobain did not want to extend its lease; it wanted the roof fixed, 
which was Don’s contractual responsibility. During the first week of 
October 2015, an extended rainstorm hit Charleston. The roof leaked 
continuously. Some $4.5 million worth of Saint-Gobain’s fiberglass 
was damaged and “rendered unmarketable and unsalable,” accord-
ing to the complaint. 

In December 2015, Donald senior—through a special-purpose 
company—sued Titan Atlas for the overdue payments on the 
loan that his son and his partners owed. That means that, in the 
middle of a presidential campaign, Donald senior sued his own 
son! In January 2016, he foreclosed on the warehouse and took 
personal control of it, swapping the debt he had bought from 
Deutsche Bank for the building and canceling his son’s obligation 
in the process. Other creditors of Titan Atlas, including the state 
of South Carolina, are still owed nearly $115,000. In April 2016, 
Saint-Gobain sued a group of defendants, C O N T I N U E D  O N  P A G E  1 1 4
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From the moment Donald Trump set eyes on Mar-a-Lago,  
the grand palace of old Palm Beach, in 1985, he was on a  

collision course with one of the richest and most insular towns  
in America. Chronicling how a brash outsider turned  

Palm Beach’s exclusivity against it, with a barrage of lawsuits,  
MARK SEAL discovers that Mar-a-Lago’s new status, as the winter 

White House, has merely capped Trump’s conquest

FANFARE FOR THE ORANGE MAN
Founding Trumpettes Terry Ebert-Mendozza, 

Toni Holt Kramer, Janet Levy,  
and Suzi Goldsmith, photographed in the  

living room of Mar-a-Lago with  
the painting The Visionary, by Ralph  

Wolfe Cowan (1989). 
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tanding at the bar at 
Mar-a-Lago, the outrageously ornate Palm 
Beach, Florida, mansion built by breakfast- 
cereal heiress Marjorie Merriweather Post in 
the Roaring 20s and turned into a private club 
in 1995 by Donald Trump, I awaited the arrival 
of the 45th president-elect of the United States. 
He was coming that mid- November weekend, 
as he had done so often for the past 30 years. 
But in so many ways he was already there. 

He was there in the minds of his club’s 
500 members, who love the place enough to 
pay a $100,000 initiation fee, plus $14,000 
in annual dues. He was there in the Trump 
wines we were drinking, from the Virginia 
vineyards run by his son Eric. And he was 
there in the adoring eyes of the bartender, 
who motioned to two portraits on the library 
bar’s walls, telling me, “That’s Marjorie Mer-
riweather Post on the left and Mr. Trump—I 
mean, Mr. President—on the right.”

The portraits couldn’t be more different: 
Mrs. Post’s is small and plain, while Don-
ald J. Trump’s, by Palm Beach artist Ralph 
Wolfe Cowan, is monumental. Clad in tennis 
whites, with a ray of heavenly Palm Beach 
sun beaming over his left shoulder, Trump 
is depicted as a bronzed, blond-haired god, 
or, as a plaque at the bottom of the frame 
proclaims, “The Visionary.” 

Most of all, though, Donald Trump was 
there as the protagonist of the newest chapter in 
Palm Beach’s history: the loud, new-money out-
sider who came to town—one of the richest and 
most insular towns in America—and, through 
the titanic force of his personality, forced the 
scandalized Old Guard to bend to his will. 
And it begins, really, with the word “no.” 

Not one “no,” but a barrage of them. 
Starting with the unanimous “No” vote of 
the town council when Trump appeared be-
fore it, in April 1992.

T rump arrived in Palm Beach 
with his family in the 
1980s, a snowbird who had 
flown in from New York. 
He was so impressed with 
the town, its beach, and 

its golf courses that he placed a security 
deposit on an apartment at the Breakers, 
the storied resort hotel and condominium 
complex overlooking the Atlantic. “He was 
trying to put two penthouses together so 
there would be enough room for his kids,” 
the Breakers sales director later said. But “it 
couldn’t be done.”

One winter evening in 1985, according to an 
account Trump later wrote in Trump: The Art 
of the Comeback, he was being chauffeured 
to a dinner party when he asked the driver, 
“What’s for sale in town that’s really good?”

“Well, the best thing by far 
is Mar-a-Lago, but I guess you 
wouldn’t be talking about that,” 
the driver replied, probably thinking 
that no mortal could afford it.

“I asked him what Mar-a- Lago 
was,” Trump recalled. 

Hearing the gilded story of the 
biggest house in the richest town, 
Trump ordered an immediate de-
tour. He was driven through the 
quiet streets behind whose 12-foot 
hedges resided the historically 
understated gentry of America—
Kennedys, Du Ponts, Fords, Pulit-
zers—until they arrived at an estate 
as grandiose as the aspirations of the Queens-
born, 39-year-old real-estate developer in the 
limousine’s backseat.

From the street Trump stared across the 17 
acres of grounds at a phantasmagoria of a 
home that humbled even him. Mar- a- Lago was 
named for its location, the property stretching 
from the ocean to Lake Worth. With interiors 
designed by Ziegfeld Follies scenic designer 
Joseph Urban, it was the fantasy of “an Amer-
ican in love with the artistic splendor of Eu-
rope … [with] Hispano- Moorish tiles of Spain; 
the frescoes of Florence; Venetian arches to in-
troduce and frame water passages … and a 
ninety-foot castle tower for unim peded panora-
mas of sea and sky,” according to a description 
in Town & Country. There were 128 rooms over 
110,000 square feet, with 58 bedrooms, 33 
bathrooms, a ballroom (where Mrs. Post held 
her celebrated square dances), a theater, and a 
nine-hole golf course.

“I immediately knew it had to be mine,” 
Trump wrote.

But it had been practically abandoned as 
a white elephant. Shortly before her death, in 
1972, Mrs. Post left Mar-a-Lago to the U.S. 
government, with the intent that the estate be 
used as a winter White House for U.S. presi-
dents. But Nixon preferred his friend Bebe 

Rebozo’s 
place, far-
ther south, 

in Key Biscayne, and Jimmy Carter in the ex-
travagant confines of Mar-a-Lago would have 
been like Donald Trump in, well, the peanut 
fields of Plains, Georgia. So Car ter’s admin-
istration, faced with the estate’s $1 million 
annual taxes and maintenance costs, kicked 
it back to the Post Foundation in 1981, which 
didn’t want to shoulder the estate’s financial 
burden, either. The foundation put it on the 
market for $20 million.

At the time, Post’s three daughters gath-
ered amid Mar-a-Lago’s splendor, fast fall-
ing to neglect and disrepair. Actress Dina 
Merrill (from Mrs. Post’s second marriage, 
to stock-brokerage founder E. F. Hutton) 
and her half-sisters, Adelaide Breevort 
Close and Eleanor Post Close (from their 
mother’s first marriage, to stockbroker Ed-
ward Bennett Close), made a decision that 
would lead to the changing of the guard at 
the historic house, according to Anthony 
Senecal, who, starting in 1959, worked at 
Mar-a-Lago for Mrs. Post as one of 35 dining-
room footmen and later became Donald 
Trump’s butler there.

“Adelaide said, ‘I’m not going to put an-
other dime of my own money into this place, 
and we’ll just sell it as is,’ ” remembers Senecal.

“And Dina Merrill said, ‘O.K., well, I’m 

1

3



2

4

A MAN’S CASTLE IS HIS HOME
(1) Mar-a-Lago. (2) Donald Trump in the Mar-a-Lago living room  

in 2009. (3) The estate’s crest. (4) Trump and then wife  
Ivana with household staff in 1987. (5) Trump and butler Anthony 

Senecal, 1997. (6) Trump and then wife Marla Maples, 1997.
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with you,’ and then the other daughter said, 
‘Well, yeah, I’m with you, too.’ ”

But real offers were slow in coming, until 
Trump took his detour on the way to the din-
ner party. “The estate manager gave him a tour 
of the house, and Mr. Trump told me later that 
he made the offer to the girls, by letter, I’m 
sure, of paying $25 million for the 17 acres, 
the house, and the furnishings,” Senecal says. 
“And they said no. They wanted more money.”

But soon, the wolf was not only at the 
door—he was also on the beach. 

Trump offered $2 million for a beachfront 
lot in front of Mar-a-Lago—which Post’s 
foundation had sold earlier for $346,000. 
While Trump didn’t buy the property until 
he closed on Mar-a-Lago, The Washington 
Post reported, “he decided to play hardball. 
He said he bought the beachfront property 
directly in front of it through a third party 
and threatened to put up a hideous home to 
block Mar-a-Lago’s ocean view.” “That was 
my first wall,” he told the Post. “That drove 
everybody nuts. They couldn’t sell the big 
house because I owned the beach, so the 
price kept going down and down.”

“So they decided to take Mr. Trump’s 
last offer, and sold him the house and the 
17 acres and all the furnishings for less than 
$8 million,” says Senecal.

MAR-A-LAGO’S BARGAIN 
PRICE TAG ROCKS COMMU-
NITY, read the headline 
of the January 5, 1986, 
Palm Beach Daily News. 
Adding insult to injury, 

Trump would later write of Dina Merrill that 
she was “Mrs. Post’s arrogant and aloof 
daughter, who was born with her mother’s 
beauty but not her brains.” Confronted with 
Trump’s assessment, Merrill told a reporter, 
“How lovely. He’s a charming man, isn’t he?” 
(Merrill could not be reached for comment.)

“In the beginning, most of Palm Beach’s 
Old Guard did their best to avoid him,” says 
Vanderbilt scion Whitney Tower Jr., whose 
family members have lived in Palm Beach for 
almost a century. But now Donald Trump 
was not only a presence to be reckoned with 

EGO TRIPS
(1) Trump in the library bar at Mar-a-Lago,  

2008. (2) Trump’s private helicopter  
lands at the Trump International Golf Club,  

in Palm Beach, 2013. (3) Trump,  
photographed by Harry Benson in Palm Beach 

in 1992. (4) On the grounds of  
Mar-a-Lago, 1987. (5) With current wife 

Melania in 2011. 
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in Palm Beach—he owned its big-
gest and grandest house. Trump 
had another problem, though: he 
was going broke.

“I was many billions in the 
red, $975 million of that debt I’d 
personally guaranteed,” Trump 
would write of his dire early-
1990s financial straits. “The 
banks were crawling all over me. 
The Gulf War had a disastrous 
effect on tourism. Cash flows 
were dwindling at my casinos. 
Then I missed a mortgage pay-
ment on the Castle in Atlantic 
City. All hell broke loose. Wall 
Street went nuts… Then, after 
being pummeled by my bank-
ers, Ivana turned around and 
sued me [for divorce] for $2 bil-
lion.”

One Friday, while meeting 
with his bankers in New York, 
Trump inadvertently mentioned 
that he was flying to Mar-a- Lago 
on his 727 for the weekend. 

Upon seeing his bankers’ displeasure, he 
blurted out, spur-of-the-moment, “Fellows, 
I’m going to subdivide the 17 acres of Mar-
a-Lago rather than sell the house … [and] 
build mansions on the ground. I’ll call the 
proj ect the Mansions at Mar-a-Lago. I’ll turn 
it into a moneymaker.”

When he publicly announced his plan a 
new furor ensued: a Palm Beach landmark 
was in the hands of Donald Trump, who 
wanted to subdivide it into mini-mansions! 

“Red Alert—Mar-a-Lago,” read the ur-
gent call to arms from the Preservation So-
ciety of Palm Beach.

A year of meetings and hearings ensued, 
with fiery rhetoric on both sides. After six 
hours of deliberation, the council rejected 
Trump’s plan by a unanimous vote. Trump, 
“who slipped into the meeting Thursday, 
just as the board was voting, had his re-
sponse ready: ‘I’m going to bring a $100 
million lawsuit against the town of Palm 
Beach.’ ” (In fact he would sue the town for 
$50 million.) 

“I’m no longer in the mood to compro-
mise,” he told the Palm Beach Daily News 
the day after the ruling, with his then girl-
friend, “a bikini-clad Marla Maples,” in the 
backyard of Mar-a-Lago. “I gave [the town] 
an opportunity, and they blew it. Now, I’m 
going to get everything I’m entitled to.” 

Trump would later say that what he 
real ly wanted was to turn Mar-a-Lago into 
a private club—and some insisted he was 
miffed at not being invited to join the Bath 
and Tennis Club. “Utter bullshit!” he told 
Marie Brenner in this magazine in 1990. 
“They kiss my ass in Palm Beach. Those 
phonies! That club [the Bath and Tennis] 
called me and asked me if they could have 
my consent to use part of my beach to ex-
pand the space for their cabanas! I said, ‘Of 
course!’ Do you think if I wanted to be a 
member they would have turned me down? 
I wouldn’t join that club, because they don’t 
take blacks and Jews.” 

Some Restrictions Apply

I n Palm Beach the private club to 
which you belong is not only your 
playground: it’s your platform, sig-
naling who you are socially, eco-
nomically, and culturally. Member-
ship at the Bath and Tennis Club 

announces your arrival, and survival of an 
onerous vetting process, including back-
grounds and bloodlines. “I know people 
who moved to Palm Beach, got blackballed 
at the B&T, and left town,” says one ob-
server. The B&T, as its name implies, is the 
town’s premier lunch, pool, beach, and ten-
nis club, its crescent-shaped, red-tile-roofed 
clubhouse overlooking a prime stretch of 
beach just across the street —but to its mem-
bers’ mind-set, a world away—from Mar-
a-Lago. It’s a lovely place where it’s always 
summer, where gentlemen in Vilebrequin 
swimsuits and linen shirts and ladies in pas-
tels and pinks with sweaters over their shoul-
ders socialize in much the same way they did 
when the club was established, in 1927.  

“The B&T is frequented by heirs of 
old-line American industrial families with 
household names,” says book publisher 

Adrian Zackheim, whose former father-in-
law was a member. “It’s considered bad 
form at the B&T to ask people what they 
do, because many of them don’t have regu-
lar jobs. A typical B&T obituary describes 
the deceased as ‘an avid sportsman.’ In-
stead, you’re better off asking them what they 
hunt.” Quail, duck, or pheasant?

Likewise, if you’re a member of the Ever-
glades Club, you’re part of a heritage that has 
included such names as Vanderbilt, Whitney, 
Du Pont, Kennedy, Cabot, Pillsbury, Scripps, 
and Hilton. According to a longtime local, 
membership requires multiple nominations, 
letters of approval, and an excruciating vet-
ting process in which three “No” votes from 
members means you’re out. So tight were the 
Ever glades restrictions that “the old rule, to 
my understanding, was no member should 
bring a guest who would not be approved for 
membership themselves,” says the publicist 
and former Palm Beach resident Paul Wilmot. 
They weren’t kidding. Famed socialite C. Z. 
Guest and her husband, the polo champion 
Winston Frederick Churchill Guest, were sus-
pended after they hosted a 25th-anniversary 
party that included cosmetics queen Estée 
Lauder and Nancy Reagan confidant Jerry 
Zipkin (not coincidentally, both were Jewish). 
The current seasonal aristocracy includes Cu-
ban sugar cane brothers Pepe and Alfy Fanjul; 
Trump’s incoming secretary of commerce, 
Wilbur Ross; local social doyenne Pauline 
Pitt; security-services king Thomas C. Quick; 
and billionaire David Koch.

If you were Jewish, there was a club for 
you, too, the century-old Palm Beach Coun-
try Club, “the top primarily Jewish club in the 
country—nothing else even comes close,” says 
a member. Other members have included Wall 
Street legend Henry Kaufman; New En gland 
Patriots owner Robert Kraft; private-equity-
firm chieftain Henry Kravis; Seagram scion 
Charles Bronfman … and, infamously, Bernie 
Madoff, who found many of his victims there. 

This was the genteel and closed world of 
private clubs in Palm Beach prior to the ar-
rival of Donald Trump. Ironically, because of 
their tight restrictions and penchant for keep-
ing people out, they C O N T I N U E D  O N  P A G E  1 1 8

“THERE’S NOTHING THE OLD 
ELITE HATES SO MUCH AND FEARS SO 

PROFOUNDLY AS 
DONALD TRUMP’S CLUB.”

3



t’s the sort of emotionally wrought 

scene one expects in a work by Petra 

Collins, the 23-year-old, New York–

based artist who has created photo-

graphs of Selena Gomez as a disillusioned cheer-

leader and of Kim Kardashian as a sultry angel: 

doctors tell a 15-year-old aspiring ballerina that she’ll 

never dance again. Except it’s not a photograph; it’s 

what happened to Collins in her native Toronto after 

she snapped her left knee nine years ago. “The doc-

tors told me that I would never dance again,” she 

says. “My life was over for a second, and I didn’t 

know what I was going to do. Art was—and is—my 

biggest outlet. I’d probably die if I didn’t do it.” 

Collins’s medium is film; she avoids digital photog-

raphy. “Because I loved dance, I always need to be 

physical and moving, so photography that is more 

tactile made more sense,” she says, noting that her 

earliest works were created on disposable cameras. 

“On film, you really have to focus on what you’re 

looking at. You’re imprinting a physical image.” She 

was still a teenager when she started exhibiting in 

New York, and magazines such as Vice, i-D, and  

Purple began commissioning her for shoots. Last fall, 

Rizzoli published a book of photographs, and anoth-

er is on the way. 

Collins’s ethereal 70s aesthetic has landed her 

in front of the camera, too. Gucci creative director 

Alessandro Michele has cast her in campaigns, 

and she played the recurring character Agnyss on 

Transparent. These days, her focus is on directing. 

Last year, she directed Carly Rae Jepsen’s sparkling 

“Boy Problems” video; it helped land the song, 

which originally wasn’t intended to be a single, on 

the charts. Next up, she plans to take on a horror 

film: “It’s a genre that you can subvert and create 

any story, because it can be cathartic—or just scare 

the shit out of you.” — DEREK BL ASBERG  

F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 780 V A N I T Y  F A I R  www.vanityfair.com P H O T O G R A P H  B Y  J U L I A  N O N I

@vf.com
To watch Petra  
Collins put on her 
DANCING SHOES,  
go to VF.COM/
FEBRUARY2017.

A FEMININE MYSTIQUE
I T  G I R L
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Petra Collins,  
photographed in  

New York City.

COLLINS WEARS A  

DRESS BY SPORTMAX; 

NECKLACE BY MONICA 

RICH KOSANN;  

HAIR PRODUCTS BY 

WELLA PROFESSIONALS; 

MAKEUP PRODUCTS  

BY NARS; NAIL  

ENAMEL BY CHANEL.S
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Palazzo  
                                                               Almost four decades after her death, Peggy Guggenheim               
   imbroglio: the seemingly endless legal battle by some of her descendants over the               
                                       she left to her uncle’s foundation. Have Guggenheim’s wishes been               
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  Intrigue
              is the central figure in a continuing art-world  
              superlative 20th-century art collection—and the Venetian palazzo housing it—   
              ignored and her legacy desecrated? MILTON ESTEROW gets both sides

HOUSE DIVIDED
The Palazzo  

Venier dei Leoni 
(illuminated),  
home of the  

Peggy Guggenheim 
Collection and 
former home  

of Guggenheim, on 
the Grand Canal  

in Venice.
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Vidal once described Peggy Guggenheim “as 
the last of Henry James’s transatlantic hero-
ines, Daisy Miller with rather more balls.” 
Guggenheim, who died in 1979 at the age of 
81, has also been called everything from “fas-
cinatingly complex” and a “vibrant, accom-
plished and active woman” to “Daffy Duck 
dressed in slinky silk” and “glamorous but 
lightweight and oversexed.” As one critic put 
it, “Even her sunglasses made news.” 

For much of the 20th century she was 
the enfant terrible of the art world and one 
of its most influential patrons. In 1949, she 
bought an 18th-century palazzo on the 
Grand Canal, in Venice, and turned it into 
an avant-garde salon that was said to have 
“more than once shocked Venice’s Renais-
sance soul.” Guests included Tennessee Wil-
liams, Somerset Maugham, Igor Stravinsky, 
Jean Cocteau, and Marlon Brando. She 
built one of the great collections of modern 
art, 326 paintings and sculptures that would 
become known as the Peggy Guggenheim 
Collection, including works by Pablo Pi-
casso, Jackson Pollock, Constantin Bran-
cusi, Joan Miró, Alexander Calder, Salvador 
Dalí, Willem de Kooning, Mark Rothko, Al-
berto Giacometti, Wassily Kandinsky, and 
Marcel Du champ. (“Her choices affected 
the course of twentieth-century art history,” 
wrote one of her biographers, Mary V. Dear-
born.) Before Guggenheim died, she donated 

the palazzo, along with her collection, to 
the Solomon R. Guggenheim Foundation, 
started in 1937 by her uncle, who opened 
the Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum in 
New York in 1959. (“My uncle’s garage, that 
Frank Lloyd Wright thing on Fifth Avenue,” 
she called it.) The Peggy Guggenheim Col-
lection opened six days a week to the public 
in 1980 and has become the most visited 
museum of modern art in Italy. Its annual 
attendance has increased tenfold in 35 years 
to about 400,000.

But the collection has also been the fo-
cus of a bitter—and seemingly endless—legal 
battle between the Guggenheim Foundation 
and some of Peggy Guggenheim’s descen-
dants, who claim that her collection has 
been repeatedly mismanaged. They even ac-
cuse the foundation of desecrating her grave. 
The legal briefs have become increasingly 
acrimonious. The foundation says that it has 
faithfully carried out Peggy’s wishes, that she 
never said the collection should remain as 
she left it, and it describes the descendants’ 
claims as “distortions,” “pointless,” “ridicu-
lous and outrageous,” and “devoid of good 
faith.” It also says that a 2013 letter to the 
foundation from the descendants’ attorney 
“leaves little room for doubt as to their genu-
ine objectives: they believe they can obtain a 
financial settlement” from the foundation.

Peggy’s grandson Sandro Rumney, the 
leader of the lawsuits on behalf of the descen-
dants, told me, “The legal fees for the case 
now before the French Supreme Court are 
5,000 euros. We don’t ask for any other fi-
nancial compensation.” For their part, Rum-
ney and other family members insist that 
Peggy wanted her collection to stay the way 
she left it and accuse the foundation of be-
ing “indecent,” having “bad faith,” trying to 
“bury the truth,” giving “the palazzo a com-
mercial bent,” and “trying to divide a family 
that has been through a lot by offering some 
of its members compensation in exchange for 
testimony that is, at least, in error.” 

In legal documents, the foundation de-
nies offering compensation and points out 
that it had received “letters in support” from 
Rumney’s cousins—three of the children and 
a grandson of Peggy’s son, Sindbad Vail—
“none of whom was offered compensation 
in exchange for testimony.”

This art-world brouhaha, which started in 
1992, has resulted in four court decisions—in 
1994, 2014, 2015, and last year—against the 
descendants. Lawyers for both sides have 
been arguing over French, Italian, and New 
York law, with no end in sight. It all flared 
up again, in a big way, in 2013, after Rumney 
became enraged by an inscription he saw 
on the museum’s façade during the Venice 
Biennale acknowledging the “Hannelore B. 
and Rudolph B. Schulhof Collection” next 
to the “Peggy Guggenheim Collection.” It 
turned out that the foundation had removed 
from display some of the works in the Peggy 
Guggenheim Collection and replaced them 
with pieces bequeathed by Mrs. Schulhof. 
She and her husband were two late power-
house collectors, whose son, Michael, has 
been a trustee of the Guggenheim Founda-
tion since 2009. 

 “This was such a betrayal and I felt so 
sorry for Peggy,” Rumney wrote (with Lau-
rence Moss) in an autobiography published 
in 2015. “Peggy and I never saw eye to eye 
when I was growing up … but today I know 
I have to fight for her and her Collection.”

Family Feud

S andro Rumney, 58, was born in 
Venice and now lives in Paris. 
He is the son of Peggy’s only 
daughter, Pegeen, from her 
second marriage, to an English 
artist, Ralph Rumney. When 

I went to see him recently in Brooklyn, 
where he was visiting a friend, he told me 
that Peggy opposed the marriage between 
his parents and that his father—who named 
him after Sandro Botticelli—“told her to go 
fuck herself when she tried to bribe him with 
$50,000 never to see her daughter again.” 

As a boy, Rumney lived part of the time 
at the palazzo. He once said that he found 
life there “gloomy. The servants were the 
only normal people around.” He told me 
that Peggy “often shooed me out of the way 
and had a knack for making my mother 
cry.” The relationship was always fraught. 
“We argued a lot,” he said. 

For six months in the early 1980s he 
was an assistant to Andy Warhol in New 
York—doing errands, making coffee, and 
answering the telephone. For many years 

“It’s absolutely wrong to break  
her will,” one curator says. “I consider it  

a crime. Grave robbing.”
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THE EXHIBITIONIST
Guggenheim  

on the terrace of 
her palazzo, 
overlooking  

the Grand Canal,  
1953. 
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ESTATE OF THE ART
(1) Guggenheim in the palazzo’s library, 1960s.  

(2) Nicolas Hélion and a painting by his father, Jean Hélion, 2009.  
(3) Guggenheim with artists in exile at her New York City  

apartment, circa 1942. (Who’s who, page 113.) (4) Guggenheim with 
Max Ernst and Marc Chagall, 1942. (5) Landscape with  

Red Spots, No. 2, by Wassily Kandinsky, 1913. (6) Cyrille Lesourd  
and Sandro Rumney in Paris last November. (7) Guggenheim  

poses with Jackson Pollock paintings at the palazzo, 1979. (8) Peggy 
Guggenheim Collection director Philip Rylands, 2012.
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he was an art dealer and 
prints publisher, with gal-
leries in New York and 
Paris, and worked with 
or handled the art of Jeff 
Koons, Chuck Close, Da-

vid Hockney, Roy Lichtenstein, and Rob-
ert Motherwell, among others. He wrote in 
his autobiography that, when he heard that 
Peggy had died, “I could not help myself: I 
clapped and whooped… I know it sounds 
awful to celebrate someone’s death but Peggy 
had brought so much misery into my life that 
her passing felt like a relief. She had torment-
ed Pegeen and ostracized Ralph; she had 
manipulated my life.”

R umney is tall, thin, and 
personable, but he suffered 
a stroke 11 years ago and 
is now partially paralyzed, 
with a speech impediment. 
He admits that he has at-

tempted suicide three times and that talk-
ing for very long exhausts him. (“But I am 
thrilled I can do it.”) He told me about his 
three sons: the 24-year-old Santiago, who 
had recently been managing director of a 
gallery and is now planning to open his own 
in Manhattan; his twin brother, Lancelot, a 
freelance events producer; and Sindbad, 29, 
a freelance film critic who has worked as a 
model in New York and is planning a docu-
mentary about Peggy.

In 2015 the Rumney brothers changed 
their name in France, where they were 
born, to Rumney-Guggenheim. Santiago 
told me it was “because we wanted to car-
ry on the name, to still connect to Peggy.” 
He said that after he had opened a gallery 
in Brooklyn, in the former Williamsburgh 
Savings Bank, and called it the Rumney-
Guggenheim Gallery, he was “threatened” 
by the foundation and told not to use the 
Guggenheim name. This continued, he 
said, when he wanted to take a booth at a 
Miami art fair. He said that to avoid litiga-
tion he dropped “Guggenheim” from the 
title of the gallery, which has since closed. 

I asked Sarah G. Austrian, the deputy 
director, general counsel, and assistant sec-
retary of the Guggenheim Foundation, for 
comment. She said, “As a nonprofit foun-
dation that has registered the Guggenheim 
trademark and developed over many dec-
ades a worldwide reputation and goodwill 
in the art world using that name, the Gug-
genheim had no choice but to protect its 
trademark and defend itself from confusion 
with a commercial art-related enterprise with 
which it had no connection.”

“It was rather a joke,” Peggy Guggen-
heim once said about leaving her collection 
to the Guggenheim Foundation, “since I 

wasn’t on very good terms with my uncle.” 
Seen in this light, the confrontation over the 
Rumney-Guggenheim Gallery is the latest in 
a continuing saga of intra-familial dustups, 
financial and emotional. 

In his memoir, Rumney wrote that he had 
found a 1967 letter from Peggy to his aunt 
Katy—Kathe Vail, his mother’s half-sister—in 
which she said that Sandro “was my favorite 
grandchild but God forbid my ever getting 
too attached again in my life to anyone. So 
far everyone I loved has died or made me 
madly unhappy by living. Life seems to be 
one endless round of miseries. I would not 
be born again if I had the chance.” Rum-
ney wrote: “To think that she loved me and 
considered me her favorite grandchild and 
it never showed… I feel deeply moved by 
this letter today. It’s as if some part of me is 
slowly thawing.”

Peggy, whose given name was Marguerite, 
came from two wealthy Jewish-American 
families—the Guggenheims and the Selig-
mans, although one writer said she was from 
“one of the poorer branches of the family.” 
Her father, Benjamin Guggenheim, went 
down with the Titanic after reportedly relin-
quishing his place on a lifeboat to his French 
mistress. In 1919, when she was 21, Peggy 
inherited $450,000, the equivalent of about 
$6.4 million today. In 1937, after her mother’s 
estate was settled, her income was averaging 
about $40,000 a year, which would be rough-
ly $675,000 today. No one, including Peggy, 
seemed to know how much she was worth.

She was extremely generous and sup-
ported friends financially for many years. 
Yet, despite her wealth, one of Peggy’s traits 
was “thriftiness concerning trivialities,” Peter 
Lawson-Johnston, a grandson of Solomon R. 
Guggenheim’s and an honorary chairman of 
the foundation, who helped bring Peggy’s 
collection under the foundation’s manage-
ment, wrote in his 2005 memoir, Growing Up 
Guggenheim. (He is a second cousin of Peg-
gy’s.) He added, “As did Grandma Guggen-
heim, Peggy would refold used napkins and 
spring them on subsequent guests.” Another 
of Peggy’s habits, he wrote, was “penciling a 
line across a partially-consumed wine bottle 
in order to check on whether someone in the 
kitchen was imbibing.”

When she started to collect, in the 1930s, 
she was more interested in old masters. “I 
couldn’t distinguish one thing in art from an-
other,” she said. But, thanks to the advice of 
Duchamp, Samuel Beckett, Alfred H. Barr 
Jr. (the Museum of Modern Art’s first di-
rector), and the art historian Sir Herbert 
Read, she gave “first showings to more 
serious new artists than anyone else in the 
country,” wrote the critic Clement Green-
berg. “I didn’t know anything about the 
prices of things,” she said. “I just paid 

what people told me.” She bought a Klee 
gouache in 1924 for $200, a Kandinsky oil 
in 1929 for $500, and a Giacometti sculp-
ture in 1931 for $250.

Peggy wrote two versions of her autobi-
ography, which was first published in 1946 
as Out of This Century: Confessions of an 
Art Addict and retitled “Out of Her Mind” 
by some of her relatives. She once boasted 
that she had had more than 400 lovers 
(although one estimate ranges as high as 
1,000), among them Duchamp, Beckett, 
Brancusi, and Yves Tanguy. “The only thing 
that attracted her to men was brains,” one 
of her friends told me. “She didn’t go after 
hunks.” When asked how many husbands 
she had had, she once replied, “You mean 
my own, or other people’s?” In fact, she 
married two men. Her first husband was 
Laurence Vail, a painter she liked to call 
“the King of Bohemia.” She married him 
in 1922, and they divorced eight years later, 
after what sounds like some hellish rounds 
of abuse. (He would later marry the writer 
Kay Boyle.) They had two children: Pegeen, 
who worked as an artist and died in 1967 
of an overdose of barbiturates at the age 
of 41, when Sandro Rumney was 8, and a 
son, Sindbad. Sindbad worked for an insur-
ance company in Paris for many years and 
had been editor and publisher of a literary 
magazine. He died in 1986. Peggy married 
the artist Max Ernst in 1941. They had no 
children and were divorced in 1946.

T hree years later, reportedly 
for $60,000, she bought her 
Venice home, the Palazzo 
Venier dei Leoni, which had 
been built around 1748 for 
an aristocratic Venetian fam-

ily. In 1951, her collection was installed in 
the palazzo and opened to the public, free 
of charge, three afternoons a week from the 
spring to the fall.

Peggy’s offer to donate her palazzo and 
collection to the Guggenheim Foundation 
did not dazzle the trustees, “who had initial 
doubts about the wisdom of assuming such 
an awesome responsibility,” according to 
Lawson-Johnston. But the foundation made 
considerable renovations to transform the 
palazzo into a museum. (At one point, the 
Tate Gallery, in London, attempted to ac-
quire the collection, but failed.) 

Sindbad was named sole heir and executor 
in Peggy’s wills. Rumney told me that Peggy 
left Sindbad $1 million and another million 
to Pegeen’s children—“Fabrice, David, and 
Nicolas Hélion, and me.” (Fabrice and David 
Hélion died some years ago.) In his autobiog-
raphy, Rumney noted the family’s “disappoint-
ment, and bitterness at being excluded from 
the management of C O N T I N U E D  O N  P A G E  1 1 2 

COLLECTING 
THOUGHTS

Guggenheim in 
Paris,  

circa 1940.
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The cast of  
Come from Away:  
Kendra Kassebaum, 
Jenn Colella,  
Sharon Wheatley,  
Lee MacDougall,  
Chad Kimball,  
Rodney Hicks,  
Joel Hatch,  
Petrina Bromley,  
Q. Smith,  
Astrid Van Wieren,  
Geno Carr, and  
Caesar Samayoa; 
photographed  
at the Staten Island 
Ferry Whitehall  
Terminal, in  
New York City.
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takes place in Gander, Newfoundland, where 

dozens of airliners with thousands of passen-

gers were diverted when the F.A.A. briefly shut 

down American airspace on September 11, 

2001. Sankoff and Hein, both Canadians, who 

met at York University in 1994, lived in New 

York then and witnessed the camaraderie that 

blossomed amid the tragedy, an experience 

that shaped their approach to the Gander 

episode, which they learned about only years 

later. They attended the 10th-anniversary  

celebration in Gander, interviewing dozens of 

townspeople and returning passengers. “This is 

not a 9/11 story,” Hein says. “It’s a 9/12 story.” 

It is also a story, as Sankoff points out, about  

“a community deeply affected by a tragedy far 

away.” Come from Away already has played 

to cheers in San Diego, Seattle, Washington, 

D.C., Toronto—and Gander, where Sankoff 

and Hein staged two performances to show 

their gratitude to the town that will take them  

to Broadway. –JIM KELLY

ey, let’s put on a musical about 

9/11!” seems an unlikely rally-

ing cry for a couple of newcom-

ers to Broadway whose only 

previously staged musical was My Mother’s 

Lesbian Jewish Wiccan Wedding. But then you 

have not met Irene Sankoff and David Hein, 

the married songwriting team whose combi-

nation of heart and humor makes Come from 

Away one of this season’s most anticipated 

shows. The musical, which opens in March, 

WELCOME TO CANADA
S P O T L I G H T

‘H
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Little Shop   
In the age of Amazon and Kindle and Fifty Shades of Grey,  

how has the small, chandeliered, unashamedly elitist bookshop 
Heywood Hill, at 10 Curzon Street in London’s Mayfair,  

just celebrated 80 years in business? From those devoted  
to Heywood Hill’s discreet charm, including its owner,  

the Duke of Devonshire, FRANCIS WHEEN hears about the store’s 
eccentric history, bookselling philosophy, and latest  

bespoke service: creating private libraries
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 of Hoarders

BOOKWORMS
Peregrine Cavendish, 

the 12th Duke of 
Devonshire, and his 

son-in-law Nicky 
Dunne, photographed 

at the Heywood Hill 
bookshop, which  

has been in the  
family since 1991.

P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  D E R R Y  M O O R E
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n Chapter 2 of John 
le Carré’s novel Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy, 
George Smiley sets off “for Heywood 
Hill’s bookshop in Curzon Street … he 
approached Heywood Hill with a merry 
heart.” How could one not? Time Was Soft 
There, the title of Jeremy Mercer’s memoir 
of working and living at the Beatnik book-
store Shakespeare and Company in Paris in 
1999, seems equally applicable to Heywood 
Hill of Mayfair, which recently celebrated its 
80th birthday. 

In this discreetly aristocratic corner of Lon-
don, next door to Geo. F. Trumper’s Gentle-
men’s Barbers and Perfumers (est. 1875), time 
isn’t so much frozen as slowed down to a con-
genial, pre-digital pace. “It’s a very nourishing 
place to spend time,” says Nicky Dunne, Hey-
wood Hill’s 46-year-old full-time chairman. 

In an age of mega-stores and Kindle and 
Amazon, a bookshop in the chandeliered 
sitting room of a town house—with no sales 
or discounts—looks like a suicidal business 
model, and all the more so when the shop 
doesn’t deign to stock many blockbusters. 
You’re more likely to find a collection of Afri-
can short stories than Fifty Shades of Grey, or 
a secondhand memoir by a forgotten English 
traveler from the 1930s than the best-selling 
adult coloring book The Enchanted Forest. 

This isn’t out of snootiness—well, not just 
out of snootiness—but because Heywood 
Hill’s customers simply aren’t interested in 
that sort of thing, even for beach reading. 
“An American lady rang up and said, ‘I’m 
so fed up of all the big fat glossy rubbish 
books I see in my friends’ apartments. Can 
you get me some lovely books I’d like to 
read?,’ ” Dunne says—adding that this was 
“for her holiday home in the Hamptons.” 
There’s a nervous laugh as he mentions the 
H-word. “Obviously, a lot of our customers 
are quite well off,” he concedes. 

It’s easy to mock Heywood Hill as a club 
for cultivated toffs: easy because there’s some 
truth in it. Although Hill himself, the epony-
mous founder, called it a “tiny first-class ken-
nel for underdogs,” these mutts aren’t exactly 
mongrels. Hill was an Old Etonian, a school 
contemporary of such aristo-aesthetes as 
Harold Acton, Cyril Connolly, James Lees-
Milne, and Anthony Powell. His wife was the 
daughter of the third Earl of Cranbrook. 

T hese days the company is 
owned by Peregrine Caven-
dish, 12th Duke of Devon-
shire, whose family connec-
tion with the business was 
established when his aunt 

Nancy Mitford worked there from 1942 to 
1945 during Hill’s absence on military duty. 
Evelyn Waugh described 
the wartime shop as “a cen-
tre for all that was left of 
fashionable and intellectual 
London,” and it sounds like 
a riotous party. According 
to one chronicler, “All the 
literary beau monde and 
half the Free French Army 
were there.” When a rival 
bookseller shook his head 
over how small the premises 
were, Mitford explained that 
her customers “love being 
pressed bosom to bosom.” 

For a risible wage of £3 
a week, Nancy Mitford kept 
the clients happy until Hill 
returned from the war and 
she, liberated by the suc-

I
HEYWOOD HILL HIMSELF CALLED  

IT A “TINY FIRST-CLASS
KENNEL FOR UNDERDOGS.”
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TOP-SHELF
(1) The shop’s exterior. (2) Heywood and Anne Hill’s  

wedding, London, 1939. (3) A fashion shoot at the shop, 
mid-1940s. (4) Nancy Mitford’s English Heritage  

blue plaque. (5) Store shelves. (6) Mitford and Hill outside  
the shop, early 1940s. (7) Wrapped orders.
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1

3

BALANCED BOOKS
(1) The “keep” shelves, with orders ready for  

pickup and delivery. (2) A nook in the shop’s front room.  
(3) A subscription voucher, which entitles the bearer  

to 12 personally selected books. (4) Heywood Hill’s main  
room, looking out onto Curzon Street.
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cess of her 1945 novel, The Pursuit of Love, 
skipped off to live in Paris. But she contin-
ued to buy books old and new from Hey-
wood Hill, and to recommend French titles 
his customers might like. She even did her 
best to fulfill a legally risky request from the 
rackety Labour politician Tom Driberg, who 
asked Hill in 1959 for a copy of the obscene 
“black diaries” of Sir Roger Casement, 
published in Paris but unavailable in En-
gland. Nancy was happy to help but warned 
the bookseller that “it must be at your risk. 
Can’t help feeling they’d be sure to spot.”

Taking such trouble over a single book or-
der is an endearing and enduring habit. Not 

long ago, hearing that the Duke 
of Devonshire was going to New 
York, Nicky Dunne asked him to 
act as transatlantic delivery boy 
for a paperback that had been 
ordered by Anna Wintour, the 
editor in chief of Vogue. The duke 
tells me proudly that he took the 
little parcel—tied with blue gros-
grain ribbon, like every Heywood 
Hill package—all the way from 
Mayfair to Manhattan and “into 
her holy of holies in the office.” 

The Duke of Devonshire, who 
just to confuse matters lives in Der-
byshire, is not usually so hands-on 
at the bookshop. “I try and go 
when I’m in London—which is 
thankfully not very often,” he says, 
sounding pleasingly like P. G. 
Wodehouse’s Lord Emsworth. 

Known to friends and family as 
“Stoker,” though he is uncertain 
how he acquired the nickname, 
Peregrine Cavendish inherited the 
London bookshop along with the 
dukedom and the Derbyshire es-
tate on his father’s death, in 2004. 
Business continued pretty much 
as usual, with turnover depend-
ably consistent at just over a mil-
lion pounds a year.

“For a bit that was sort of fine,” 
he recalls with Emsworthian vague-
ness, “but after a bit it became 
rather less fine.” When the long-
serving manager John Saumarez 

Smith retired, in 2008, sales plummeted—to 
£778,000 in 2009, £638,000 in 2010, and 
£564,000 in 2011. “Fortunately,” the duke 
says, “Nicky Dunne came along and offered 
to take over—whom I knew very well by then, 
as he’d been my son-in-law for some time.” 

Indeed. Nicky Dunne, who had married 
Stoker’s daughter, Lady Jasmine Cavendish, 
in 2003, was yet another unlikely underdog. 
His father is Sir Thomas Dunne, former lord 
lieutenant of Hereford and Worcester. 

Before taking the helm at Heywood Hill, 
Dunne worked as a political communications 
consultant. Over coffee at his nearby club, 
Pratt’s—which, you may not be surprised 
to learn, also happens to be owned by the 
Duke of Devonshire—I ask if he had known 
anything about bookselling. “No, not a thing. 
Not a dickey bird.” But he had always en-
joyed “rootling around” in bookshops. 

He appears to have been a quick learner. 
Annual turnover is back over £1 million. Hey-
wood Hill will never compete with Amazon 
on price or the height of its stockpile, but what 
it can offer, like the Mayfair gents’ outfitters in 
nearby Savile Row, is bespoke tailoring that 
understands customers’ requirements more 
precisely than would a mere algorithm.

Consider “A Year in Books,” the Heywood 
Hill scheme wherein subscribers are sent a sur-
prise parcel every month. “No two people get 
the same,” says Karin Scherer, the fizzy enthu-
siast who helps run it. Every month she and 
two other booksellers personally choose titles 
for more than 700 customers, based on “read-
ing consultations” in which they name books 
and authors they have most loved, or genres 
they can’t abide. One American customer re-
cently requested only food-related fiction. “I 
found 20,” says Scherer. “If she extends it to 
a second year I might struggle. Like Water 
for Chocolate, The Food Taster … ” 

T his small local store has a 
global reach. In his memoir 
Worlds Apart, the British for-
eign correspondent Gavin 
Young recalled the two years 
he spent in the 1950s living 

cheek by jowl with Bedouin tribespeople in 
the wilds of southwestern Arabia: “I was a 
great reader, and in the southern Hejaz my 

tent was cluttered with the books I ordered 
from Heywood Hill’s bookshop in London, 
which came to me on camelback months 
later.” Dunne says he is “trying to sustain this 
rather romantic style of bookselling,” dispatch-
ing his parcels to more than 60 countries. 

The other bespoke service that has taken 
off lately is the creation—or, if you must, cura-
tion—of private libraries. Years ago, the shop 
assembled a library on the history of Ireland 
for Stoker Devonshire’s father, the 11th Duke. 
“It struck me,” Dunne says, “that we could 
do it for others.” 

Heywood Hill is now assembling libraries 
at the rate of one or two a month. It could 
be for a school (“300 books that every intel-
ligent teenager should read”), or for the Vista-
Jet founder Thomas Flohr and his daughter, 
Nina, who commissioned a 4,000-volume li-
brary devoted to 20th-century art and design 
for their Swiss chalet.

A recent convert is the London restaurateur 
Jeremy King, who opened his first hotel—the 
five-star Beaumont, also in Mayfair—in 2014. 
The collaboration began, in typical Mayfair 
style, at a society wedding, where he fell into 
conversation with Dunne’s mother: “Lady 
Dunne said, ‘If you ever need books for your 
new hotel, why not get them from Nicky?’ ”

The Beaumont’s volumes are secondhand, 
except for a few titles included as standard in 
every room (one recent addition being Bo-
hemians, Bootleggers, Flappers & Swells: The 
Best of Early Vanity Fair). When supplies 
need replenishing, Dunne lays out 40 or 50 
books and is now so closely attuned to the 
hotel’s character that King takes about 90 
percent of Heywood Hill’s suggestions. “You 
may be able to buy books more cheaply, but 
you’d never get as good value as you do from 
Heywood Hill,” King tells me as we sit in the 
Beaumont’s foyer, a place thoroughly condu-
cive to literary lounging. 

Heywood Hill’s approach to bookselling, 
King says, is similar to his own philosophy 
of restaurants: that greatness comes when 
restaurateurs create a place where they would 
like to eat. “I say to my staff: treat people as 
you would like to be treated.” A pause. “As 
long as they’re not into S&M … ” 

Just so: anyone wanting Fifty Shades of 
Grey should take their custom elsewhere. �

“IT’S A VERY NOURISHING PLACE 
TO SPEND TIME,” SAYS NICKY  

DUNNE, HEYWOOD HILL’S CHAIRMAN.

4



SUZY
HAD THE 

SCOOP!
As fascinating as any of the people she chronicled as “Suzy,” Aileen Mehle  

was the society columnist they all read—and she was also 
one of them. In her last interview before her death, in November,  

Mehle told BOB COLACELLO “everything”: her loves (including Frank Sinatra),  
her feuds, and the things she didn’t print about such legends  

as Jackie Onassis, the Duchess of Windsor, and Truman Capote

98



LIFE OF THE PARTIES 
Aileen Mehle, photographed  

by Cecil Beaton  
in New York City, 1967.
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remember early on people would 
whisper, ‘Don’t tell her anything. She’s Suzy. She writes that col-
umn,’ ” said Aileen Mehle, who for more than five dec ades, under 
the pen name Suzy, chronicled the comings and goings, the wed-
dings and divorces, the charity galas and costume balls of interna-
tional high society, starting at the Miami Daily News in the early 
1950s and finishing at Women’s Wear Daily in 2005. At the height of 
her career, her daily column ran in some 90 newspapers across the 
U.S. and Canada and reached an estimated 30 million readers, ac-
cording to a 1973 profile in Vogue. For Life magazine she was “easily 
the brightest and most widely read society columnist in the country.”

“People didn’t really know me when I started out,” she continued, 
sitting on a pale-green satin sofa in the peach-walled, double-height 
living room of her apartment, located in a Gilded Age mansion on 
Manhattan’s Upper East Side and done up for her in grand ancien 
régime style by her decorator friend Mario Buatta. “And then, they 
told me everything. That’s what I am doing with you. I swear before 

God on my son’s life, I have never told people everything I’m telling 
you… Actually, you know more about me than anybody I know.” 
This interview, the most expansive and in-depth she’d ever given—she 
dismissed many offers to write her memoirs—would turn out to be 
her last before her death, in November, at age 98. 

“Everything” encompassed the inside stories of her two failed mar-
riages, as well as her romances with five-and-dime heir Woolworth 
“Wooly” Donahue, veteran Hollywood producer Walter Wanger, and 
Ol’ Blue Eyes himself, Frank Sinatra—between wives three and four, 
Mia Farrow and Barbara Marx. Then there were the sharply observed 
recollections and unvarnished opinions of the boldfaced names of 
20th-century society, including the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, Ar-
istotle Onassis and Maria Callas, Jack and Jackie Kennedy, Lee Radzi-
will, Truman Capote, Princess Grace of Monaco, Gloria Vanderbilt, 
C. Z. Guest, Jerry Zipkin, Carroll Pe trie, Marylou Whitney, Rosema-
rie Kanzler, the Annenbergs, the Buckleys, the Rothermeres, and Ivana 
Trump (“The pits,” she declared). As she put it, almost in exaspera-
tion, “I have 100,000 anecdotes, and I don’t know what to do with 
them—except tell them to you… But when I say these things, I’m a 
little bit hesitant, because it all sounds like I’m bragging. I did this, I 
did that, 10 people asked me to write a book, Jackie came to see me I 
don’t know how many times when she was an editor at Doubleday … ”

Why not write a book?
“Bob, I don’t even want to write my name anymore.”
Mehle was about to turn 96 when we embarked on this article, 

three years older than Wikipedia had her. Always a stickler for the 
truth, she informed me of her correct age as soon as I’d turned on 
my tape recorder. On her 97th birthday, in June 2015, Blaine Trump 
hosted a dinner at her Central Park South pied-à-terre with a few of 
the retired columnist’s closest friends, including Carolina Herrera 
and her husband, Reinaldo (a Vanity Fair contributing editor), sugar 
baron Jose “Pepe” Fanjul and his wife, Emilia, and publicist Paul 
Wilmot. Wearing a blush voile jacket over blush silk evening pants, 
her blond curls as bouffant as ever, she responded to our congratu-
latory toasts by announcing, “I look in the mirror every morning, 
and I say to myself, ‘Aileen, you are a very lucky woman. Look how 
good you look! And you’ve only had one face-lift—15 years ago.’ ” 

Over the dec ades, she was photographed by a slew of the world’s 
greatest photographers, including Cecil Beaton, Norman Parkinson, 
Scavullo, Skrebneski, Hiro, Bert Stern, and Bill King, often flashing 
what has been called her million-dollar smile. Just a few years ago, 

the writer Christopher Buckley told 
Harper’s Bazaar, “When I was in my 

teens … I thought she was about the 
sexiest woman alive, Playboy centerfolds 

included.” (When he was 15, she turned 
50.) Fortunately, along with the looks and 

A FINE LINE
From left: Mehle and Woolworth 

Donahue, 1940s; What’s My Line? 
panelists Arlene Francis, Digby Wolfe, 

Mehle, and Bennett Cerf greet the 
Supremes, 1966; Mehle, photographed 

for a 1969 Olivetti ad campaign.
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the sex appeal came a brain and a sense of humor. Christopher’s fa-
ther, William F. Buckley Jr., the intellectual high priest of the Ameri-
can conservative movement, insisted that Aileen be seated next to 
him at every dinner party and charity ball his wife, Pat, hosted, be-
cause she was so smart and amusing. Atlantic Rec ords chairman 
Ahmet Ertegun demanded the same of his wife, Mica.

“No one saw things longer than Aileen did,” observed Pepe Fan-
jul. “She had the access the others didn’t. She came through the 
front door. She became a grande dame in her own right. People 
respected her a great deal for her career—and they trusted her.” Or, 
as she put it in a lecture she gave in 1978 at the Society of the Four 
Arts, in Palm Beach, having been introduced by Douglas Fairbanks 
Jr. and with Rose Kennedy sitting in the front row, “Being a bitch 
in print is the easiest thing in the world. I may nick a little here and 
nick a little there, but none of the wounds ever require sewing up.”

A Columnist Is Born

A ileen Marian Elder was born on June 10, 1918, in El 
Paso, Texas. Her mother, the former Aileen O’Keefe, 
was from an old El Paso family. Her father, Law-
rence Herman Elder, was an oilman, and the family 
was what used to be called well-to-do. “My parents 
were divorced when I was 10 years old. But that 

didn’t seem to make much of an impression on me, because my 
grandfather and grandmother were with us all the time,” 
she said, putting a characteristically positive spin on things. 
“I was Miss Popularity in high school,” she added, burst-
ing into a laugh that sparkled like Baccarat crystal. “I went 
to the University of California at Santa Barbara, and that 
was another wonderful time for me. Never missed a party, 
never missed a dance, never missed fun. There were lots of 
boyfriends, but I also made good grades.”

After college, she moved to Long Beach, where her moth-
er was living, and briefly flirted with the idea of becoming a 

movie star. “That’s when 
the U.S. Navy came into 

the picture,” she said. “The 
fleet was in, and it was very 

glamorous—all the boys who 
had just graduated from Annapo-

lis were everywhere. I must have 
gone out with six or seven ensigns or 

lieutenants junior grade.” In June 1939, 
at 21, and against her mother’s advice, 

she married Roger W. Mehle, an “extremely self-confident,” 23-year-
old ensign from Cincinnati. They’d met in church, when he sat next 
to her and said, “Would you please take off your sunglasses?” 

A month after the wedding, he began flight training in Pensaco-
la, Florida. “Then he went off to war in the Pacific,” she recalled. 
“And I went out all the time. What was I going to do?” At the Bat-
tle of Midway, in 1942, Ensign Mehle shot down his fifth enemy 
aircraft, making him one of the navy’s first combat aces of World 
War II. (He would eventually become a rear admiral.) Their son, 
Roger junior, was born three days after Christmas 1941, and a few 
years later Aileen, her mother, and the little boy settled in Miami. 
Beautiful, bright, and up for anything, Aileen soon found herself 
taken up by the rich social set that party-hopped between Miami 
and Palm Beach. “That’s when C. Z. Guest became one of my best 
friends. And Lorelle Hearst,” she noted, referring to the wife of Wil-
liam Randolph Hearst Jr. “Glamorous, glamorous, glamorous.”

There was a new suitor too: Wooly Donahue, of Park Avenue, 
Palm Beach, Newport, and Long Island, where he hosted weekend 
duck shoots at his lavish estate near Riverhead. A 1937 newspaper 
article portrayed him thus: “Engaged at least half a dozen times, he 
still remains free … good-looking and 26—a ‘catch’ to every debu-
tante and designing chorus girl in town.” His mother, Jessie Wool-
worth Donahue, was described as “co-heiress to the $50,000,000 
Woolworth fortune.” His notorious younger brother, Jimmy Dona-
hue, was rumored to be the lover of the Duchess of Windsor, or of 
the Duke, or of both. Wooly married Gretchen Wilson Hearst in 
1940, but they had separated by the time Aileen met him in Florida.

“I was long out of love with Roger, who was gone all the time any-
how,” she explained. “When I told Roger I was going to divorce him, 
it was hysteria time. I went out with Wooly for about five years. He was 
a fantastic beau. I liked Wooly so much. The only thing wrong with 
Wooly was that he drank. And the reason it ended was he had a spasm 
or something like that in front of me, from drinking too much.” Then 
there was his jealous streak. “Wooly used to have a cane with a sword 
in it,” Aileen recalled. “He’d tell other men, ‘Keep away from her,’ and 
then he’d pull the sword out. We all laughed. But he was so jealous.”

She was 30, a bit down about her divorce from Roger and break-
up with Wooly, and spending time with friends in Washington, D.C., 
when love struck again, at a cocktail party, in the person of Mark 
Kenneth Frank Jr., a successful real-estate developer in his late 30s. 
“My girlfriends had said to me, ‘Wait until you see this man,’ be-
cause they knew I liked gorgeous-looking guys. I had a date with a 

“I was not a bad girl,”  
said Aileen. “But I certainly was a busy one.”
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very nice man, a naval officer. Well, in walks the man they were talk-
ing about—Ken. I took one look and I said to myself, ‘Good God!’ 
I mean, unbelievable. He comes over—now, remember, I’m with this 
naval officer—and we chat a little bit. And I’m thinking, Well, I’m 
still looking at him and he’s still looking at me. And he said to me, 
‘You know, if you don’t hurry, we’re going to be late for dinner.’ I 
had never seen him before! ‘Oh, yes,’ I said. ‘Let me get my coat.’ 
And I started going out with Ken, and I married him.” That was in 
1953, in Palm Beach. “The night before I married Ken, I had a date 
with Wooly. That was how my life was. I was not a bad girl. But I 
certainly was a busy one.”

Hi, Society

Sometime before the wedding, Aileen had another fate-
ful encounter at a cocktail party, this one in Miami. 
She went with her friend Jan Cox, then the wife of 
James M. Cox Jr., son of the owner of the Miami Daily 
News. “Dan Mahoney was the publisher of the Miami 
Daily News and a good friend of mine,” she recalled. 

“And Dan said that he wished the paper had a society column like 
Gwen Harrison’s in The Miami Herald. ‘Like Gwen Harrison? She’s 
no good. She’s Coral Gables brunches.’ That’s Miss Smarty Pants, 
Aileen Mehle, talking. I’ll never forget his next words: ‘You’re a little 
butterfly. You’re out every night. You don’t know what it is to sit 
down and write.’ And I’m thinking, I may seem like one, but ain’t 
no little butterfly here. I went to Palm Beach the next day, and I 
thought, I’m going to write a sample column. I wrote three sample 
columns. I mailed them to Dan Mahoney, who called me and de-
manded, ‘Get your ass down here. You are going to work.’ I said, 
‘I’m not getting my ass down anywhere, Dan. I just wanted to show 
you that this little butterfly can write a column. But I’m not going 
to write a column. I know everything that’s going on in Miami and 
Palm Beach—I’m in the middle of all of it—and they’ll all hate me!’ 
That’s how naïve I was.” 

Nonetheless, she agreed to meet with Mahoney and the paper’s edi-
tor, and told them, “If nobody knows that I’m the one who’s writing it, 
then maybe I’ll try it.” They asked her to come up with a pseudonym. 
“Now, I was going to marry Ken, and his little daughter’s name was 
Suzy. And I thought, That’s good. Short. To the point. So in came 
Suzy. Suzy came to life. And I started doing Suzy three or four times a 
week. And, my God, it was wildfire. Wildfire! Here comes Suzy out of 
nowhere. Nobody knows who she is. She knows it all and she’s writing 
these things in a funny way to make people laugh—who is it? Can you 
imagine me in the middle of a gang of people all talking about me and 
not knowing I’m Suzy? You know what I used to say? ‘It’s no woman. 
It’s no Suzy. It’s a man. No woman writes like that,’ throwing them off 
track. And that’s the way the whole thing started.

“So I would go from Miami to Washington, and on the plane 
with me sometimes would be Jack Kennedy,” then a young sena-
tor whose family had a house in Palm Beach. “And Jack Kennedy 

looked like hell. This is one of my favorite stories of my whole ca-
reer. His shoes were scuffed. His socks were down. His pants were 
rumpled. His jacket was rumpled. His hair was all higgledy-piggledy. 
So little Miss Suzy wrote, ‘Jack Kennedy has got to straighten up 
and fly right, because he doesn’t know how to dress. He is a mess.’ 
Now, that takes guts to do that. But I had guts. And nobody knew 
who Suzy was anyhow… I was putting my copy in Dan Mahoney’s 
secretary’s mailbox, and she would take it to the office the next day. 
Now, the women’s editor of the paper was invited to a press recep-
tion in Washington, and Jack Kennedy was there. She introduced 
herself to him as the women’s editor of the Miami Daily News. And 
he said to her, ‘Who is Suzy?’ Just like that, no ‘Good afternoon’ or 
‘Good evening.’ She was startled. She told him, ‘Well, sir, we keep 
Suzy a secret.’ And Jack Kennedy said, ‘Well, when you get back 
to Miami, will you tell Suzy I got my pants pressed.’ Even Joe Ken-
nedy was trying to find out who Suzy was.” 

Her cover was exposed, she said, “when some nosy person at the 
newspaper went to the accountant and asked, ‘Are you making out 
paychecks to anyone new?’ And the dumb accountant said, ‘Well, 
let’s see—Aileen Mehle.’ The jig was up.” Much to her surprise, not 
only were her socialite friends not upset, they became instant sources. 
“Lorelle Hearst turned out to be one of my biggest sources,” she 
said. “Wooly was blurting out everything he knew. Everybody was 
blurting out everything they knew.”

After a couple of years, however, she told the paper, “ ‘I’m mar-
ried. I’m living in Washington—I can’t write about Miami.’ So there 
I am living in Georgetown. The marriage is good but not perfect. 
Ken is traveling to South America—he’s got all sorts of deals go-
ing on. I had the three kids, and I loved them madly. My son is a 
teenager and going to Georgetown Prep; Kenny junior is going to 
the Landon School, in Bethesda, and Suzy is going back and forth 
from me to her mother, who lived in Cuba. One day Ken is in Tegu-
cigalpa or somewhere, and a friend invites me to her dinner party. 
And this man—this seems to be the story of my life—came over and 
sat down next to me. He said, ‘You wrote that wonderful column in 
Miami.’ I said, ‘Thank you so much, but that was a while back.’ He 
said, ‘Well, my name is Charles McCabe. I’m the publisher of the 
New York Mirror. I just want you to know if you ever come to New 
York you have a job.’ ‘That’s very nice of you, Mr. McCabe,’ I said. 
‘But that’s over. I’m now married and have children.’ 

“About a year later, I’m getting divorced. I was not getting along 
with Ken, and I didn’t want to be married anymore. Why does any-
one get divorced? So I came to New York and I started writing the 
Suzy column at the Mirror. And for the next five years that was just 
a love affair and nothing else, because the way they treated me was 
so wonderful.” The New York Mirror was a morning tabloid owned 
by the Hearst Corporation, long the largest and most powerful news-
paper chain in the country. “I had a little trouble in the beginning, 
because they didn’t know what to do with me. They put me on this 
page one day and that page another day, and there would be an ad 

“Aileen had the access the others didn’t,” 
observed Pepe Fanjul.  

“She came through the front door.”
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for sponge cake next to my column. And then Bill Hearst called up.” 
The aforementioned William Randolph Hearst Jr. was then editor in 
chief of all Hearst papers and the husband of Aileen’s good friend 
Lorelle. “He told them, ‘What the hell are you doing with that girl? 
Anchor her. Put her on the same page every day.’ Walter Winchell 
was the big deal at the Mirror. He was the big deal everywhere. He 
was on page 10. Who gets on page 10 the next week? Suzy. They put 
Walter someplace else good, but Suzy is anchored on page 10. Do 
you know what a triumph that was for me? Just starting out in New 
York and the Hearsts have done that for me.” 

On a trip to Los Angeles, Aileen was staying at the Beverly Hills 
Hotel, and, coincidentally, Winchell, then the most powerful gossip 
columnist in the newspaper business, was staying there, too. One 
evening he invited her to accompany him on his rounds of Hol-
lywood’s top restaurants and nightclubs. She remembered, “He 
told me, ‘I could introduce you to all these big shots.’ He was wor-
shipped. Worshipped! So we got back to the Beverly Hills Hotel, 
and all these people gathered around him in the lobby, telling him, 
‘Oh, Mr. Winchell, you are so great.’ Then this man came up to 
me and said, ‘Are you Suzy? Your column is just wonderful.’ And 
Walter Winchell said—this is the shocker of all time—‘Never mind 
her. I write every word of her column.’ That was Walter Winchell. 

“The only problem I had then was with Cassini,” she said. “He 
was on the Hearsts’ afternoon paper.” Igor Cassini, the brother of 
Oleg Cassini, First Lady Jackie Kennedy’s principal fashion design-
er, wrote the Cholly Knickerbocker column in the New York Journal-
American. The Hearst newspaper syndicate had already owned the 
name Cholly Knickerbocker when Maury Henry Biddle Paul, a So-
cial Register bon vivant from Philadelphia, started writing the col-
umn, in 1919. (Paul coined the term ‘café society’ in the 1920s.) Cas-
sini took over the column in the mid-1940s; he was forced to resign 
in 1963, when it was revealed that he had done paid public-relations 
work for Rafael Trujillo, the dictator of the Dominican Republic, 
without informing the U.S. government. 

I n the fall of 1963, the city’s seven daily newspapers were 
still reeling from the calamitous New York newspaper 
strike, which had dragged on for 114 days from the previ-
ous December to March. On October 16, Hearst closed 
the Mirror and installed Aileen at the Journal-American, 
where she replaced Cassini and was re-christened Suzy 

Knickerbocker. Three years later, the Journal-American was com-
bined with the New York Herald Tribune and the World-Telegram & 
Sun to form the World Journal Tribune, which lasted until May 
1967. At that point the only newspapers left were the three still 
publishing today: The New York Times, the Daily News, and the 
New York Post. Aileen landed at the News, then the largest in cir-
culation of the three, where she would remain for the next 17 years, 
covering everything from Marie-Hélène de Rothschild’s Proust 
and Surrealist Balls in France in the early 1970s to Ronald Rea-
gan’s inauguration in 1981.

She was at Jackie and Ari Onassis’s fourth-wedding-anniversary 
dinner at El Morocco, in 1972, along with Lee Radziwill, Doris 
Duke, Bill and Pat Buckley, Oscar and Françoise de la Renta, Mike 
Nichols, Amanda Burden, and Rose Kennedy, and at Betty Ford’s 
table at the White House state dinner for British prime minister 
Harold Wilson in 1975, along with Happy Rockefeller, Cary Grant, 
C. Z. Guest, and the classical pianist Van Cliburn, who asked her 
to pass his menu card around the table to get it signed by everyone. 
And wherever she went she came home with major scoops—Stavros 
Niarchos’s marriage to his late wife’s sister, Tina Onassis, the mar-
ried Mercedes Kellogg’s affair with the married Sid Bass—and 
amusing inside tidbits. “Crown Princess Beatrix of the Netherlands 
and her father, Prince Bernhard, dined at Voisin. Beatrix looked as 
blooming as a tulip,” Suzy reported on March 24, 1964. Her signa-
ture line: “Who else would tell you these things?”

One of Aileen’s earliest new best friends in New York was the 
costume jeweler Kenneth Jay Lane, 
who was designing shoes for Del-



F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 7106 V A N I T Y  F A I R  www.vanityfair.com

P
H

O
T

O
G

R
A

P
H

S
 
B

Y
 
J

O
N

A
T

H
A

N
 
B

E
C

K
E

R
 
(
2

)
,
 
©

 
M

A
R

I
N

A
 
G

A
R

N
I
E

R
 
(
4

)
,
 
F

R
O

M
 
T

H
E

 
G

E
R

A
L

D
 
R

.
 
F

O
R

D
 
P

R
E

S
I
D

E
N

T
I
A

L
 

L
I
B

R
A

R
Y

 
(
6

)
,
 
F

R
O

M
 
T

H
E

 
C

O
L

L
E

C
T

I
O

N
 
O

F
 
A

I
L

E
E

N
 
M

E
H

L
E

 
(
A

L
L

 
O

T
H

E
R

S
)
;
 
D

I
G

I
T

A
L

 
C

O
L

O
R

I
Z

A
T

I
O

N
 
B

Y
 
I
M

P
A

C
T

 
D

I
G

I
T

A
L

 
(
5

)

man at the time. “She had size-4 feet, so she would buy all the 
samples,” he recalled. “She was cute and funny and adorable. She 
started writing her column and she became part of that life. She was 
never really mean. It was a lot of entendu—hints at things. If you 
were in the know, you knew what she was talking about. She had 
a great sense of irony. Aileen was the master of the put-down that 
didn’t seem like a put-down.”

A long the way, her romantic life wasn’t doing too 
badly, either. From 1963 until Walter Wanger’s 
death, in 1968, Mehle was his constant companion. 
They’d been introduced by the Annenbergs, she 
said, shortly after Wanger had spent four years pro-
ducing Cleopatra with Elizabeth Taylor and Rich-

ard Burton, the most expensive movie ever made up to that time. A 
Dartmouth graduate from a cultivated German-Jewish San Fran-
cisco family, Wanger was widely respected for making serious, high-
quality films, including Joan of Arc (1948), starring Ingrid Bergman, 
and I Want to Live! (1958), starring Susan Hayward. His illustrious 
career had been overshadowed, however, by one of Hollywood’s 
biggest scandals. In 1951, convinced that his movie-star wife, 
Joan Bennett, was having an affair with her MCA agent, Jen-
nings Lang, he shot him in the groin. Lang survived; Wanger 
pleaded insanity and served four months at a California 
prison farm. He and Bennett, who always denied the af-
fair, were separated, but not officially divorced, when he 
started dating Aileen. She was 45 and he was 69. 

“He was the oldest,” she said. “But I thought he 
was so charming and so attractive.” On their sec-
ond date, he told her he was never going to get married again. “I felt 
like saying, ‘Who asked you?’ ” she recalled, laughing. “Three dates 
later he’s asking me to marry him. I couldn’t marry Walter. I loved 
Walter. I was not madly in love with Walter. I was never head over 
heels, like I was with the other ones.” Nonetheless, his daughter, Shel-
ley Wanger, a senior editor at Knopf and contributing editor at 
Vogue, said, “Aileen was so great for him. She was fun and smart 
and gorgeous and quick-witted. He adored her. They’d go to Europe 
together. They were the perfect companions. He loved women and 
she loved men.” 

But there were problems too, said Aileen. “If I thought Wooly was 
jealous, Walter was worse.” One night, the incident with Jennings 
Lang came up. “He had never mentioned it before. I said, ‘Oh, Wal-
ter, don’t think about that anymore. You did what you did. It was a 
crime passionnel, a spur-of-the-moment thing.’ And he said, ‘Spur-of-
the-moment? I carried that gun around for a year.’ I thought, Oh, my 
God, what have I got here? But that was fine. Everything was fine 
with Walter. Then, of course, along comes Frank.” 

 “The minute my father died,” Shelley Wanger remembered, “she 
was out in Palm Springs with Sinatra.” According to Aileen, she had 
been a houseguest of Frank Sinatra’s before Walter Wanger died. 
“When Walter heard I was going to go out to stay with Frank, he 
lost it. I finally had to say, ‘Walter, stop this! I’m going out there 
with a lot of people. Rosalind Russell is going. Lucille Ball is go-
ing. Bennett Cerf is going.’ ” (Bennett Cerf was the co-founder of 
Random House.) “So I had already been on this kind of footing 
with Frank—very good, wonderful, everything great. Especially the 
way he was with me. He was so sort of tender.” 

Sinatra was only three years older than Aileen, and his two-year mar-
riage to actress Mia Farrow, who was 30 years his junior, was all over 
by the summer of 1968, a few months prior to Wanger’s death, that 
November. By all accounts, Sinatra was so fed up with his third wife’s 

rebellious hippie 
ways that he had his 

lawyer serve her with 
divorce papers while she was filming Rosemary’s Baby. Perhaps he was 
ready for someone more mature. In any event, Frank and Aileen 
would have a very good time together over the next two years. 

There were weekends at Bennett and Phyllis Cerf’s country 
house, in Mount Kisco, New York. “He’d take off his toupee and go 
swimming,” she remembered, “and I thought, How many people 
does Frank take off his toupee with? That’s the way he felt around 
me.” There was the trip to Las Vegas for one of Sinatra’s concerts 
at the Sands, when he introduced his movie-star pals in the audi-
ence—Rosalind Russell, Claudette Colbert—and then announced, 
“I’ve saved the best for last. She is Aileen Mehle. She is the best 
columnist in the world. She never makes a mistake. She’s wonderful 
to be around. She’s beautiful. She’s witty. She’s fun.” 

“Now, that’s not the way Frank was with women. That was the 
way Frank was with me,” she said. “We went out to Vegas on his 
plane, the whole group of us. Frank was very happy, because for the 
first time in his life he had a million dollars. In cash. And he had it 
on the plane, and he threw it out of his bag, a million dollars, in the 
middle of the aisle, with everybody laughing.” 

Was she in love with Frank? 
“I was in love with the idea of Frank,” she answered. “It was the 

idea that he was saying all these wonderful things to me… I don’t 
know if I want this in your article, because it sounds like I’m bragging 
to such a degree. But one night he said to me, ‘I wish I had my hands 
on you 10 or 15 years ago, because I would have made you a big star.’ ”

Sweet words weren’t the only things Frank showered upon Aileen. 
There were coral and pearl baubles, and a dazzling diamond-and-
ruby bracelet, with insurance included. Aileen told me, “I never saw 
him out of line, until I saw him out of line.” She snapped her fingers 
dramatically. “And it was so unbelievable that I could scarcely believe 
it was the same man. That’s when I had to get out of it and knew it.” 

Perhaps the best way to start the story of Aileen and Frank’s breakup

1

GOSSIP SWIRL
(1) Mehle and Frank Sinatra (center), 1960s. (2) Marion 

Jorgensen, Mehle, Joan Rivers, and Prince Pierre  
and Princess Sylvie d’Arenberg at Buckingham Palace.  
(3) The Duke of Windsor and Mehle in Paris, 1960s.  

(4) Mehle with Jacqueline Onassis and Leslie Wexner, 1991. 
(5) New York Mirror delivery trucks, circa 1960.  

(6) Clockwise: Mehle, Cary Grant, Happy Rockefeller, 
British prime minister Harold Wilson, Betty  

Ford, James Callaghan, Margaret Truman Daniel, Danny 
Kaye, C. Z. Guest, and Van Cliburn at a Ford White  

House state dinner for Wilson, 1975.



107

2

3

4

5



F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 7108 V A N I T Y  F A I R  www.vanityfair.com

is with an item in the Suzy column of April 
12, 1970:

Frank Sinatra has chartered the yacht Marala 
for the month of June and will cruise the Medi-
terranean and whatever else they have to offer 
over there. The Marala belongs to Robert de 
Balkany, who made a killing in France in real 
estate and married Princess Maria Gabriella of 
Italy along with it. (Marala is short for Maria 
Gabriella—as you cleverly surmised, I’m sure.) 
The Marala, built by the late Chilean multimil-
lionaire bon vivant Arturo Lopez-Willshaw, was 
christened the Gaviota and is one of the most 
luxurious yachts afloat. You can give a ball in the 
master bedroom—if that’s what you want.

In June, Aileen recounted, “Frank picked 
me up in London, and we took the plane—his 
plane—to Monte Carlo, because that’s where 
we were picking up the Marala. And Frank 
said to me, ‘I’m going to the palace to see 
Gracie. Please come with me.’ I said, ‘You’re 
sure?’ I’d met Princess Grace, but I sure as 
hell didn’t call her Gracie. Now, if you’ve 
ever seen anybody glad to see somebody, you 
should’ve seen Gracie with Frank. She went 
into raptures of kisses and hugs—and Aileen 
Mehle was there watching. I don’t know why 
Frank wanted me there, but he did. All Gra-
cie wanted to talk about was the movies. And 
I thought, This woman wishes she were back 
being a big movie star. Because she’s not hav-
ing much fun around here.”

Sinatra and Aileen were joined aboard the 
Marala by Rosalind Russell’s producer hus-
band, Freddie Brisson—“Frank used to call 
him the Lizard of Roz,” Aileen noted—and 
Mike and Gloria Romanoff. Romanoff, a pho-
ny Russian prince and Rodeo Drive restaura-
teur, was Sinatra’s court jester, Gloria his de fac-
to social secretary. In Sardinia, the group was 
invited to dinner at the Costa Smeralda villa of 
the Queen of England’s cousin Princess Alex-
andra of Kent and her husband, Angus Ogilvy. 
To reciprocate, Sinatra invited them for dinner 
on the Marala the following night. “Frank told 
Gloria, ‘I’m very fond of Princess Alexandra. I 
want it to be perfect,’ ” Aileen recalled. “But it 
did not go swimmingly, because Frank was not 
laughing his head off. When they went home, 
I went to my stateroom. Freddie is in the state-
room across the hall. All of a sudden, out of 
nowhere, came these screams and crashing of 
glass and throwing of furniture. I think it’s pi-
rates. It was Frank and Gloria having a fight. 
Because he didn’t think she handled the dinner 
party correctly. I said to Freddie, We’ve got to 
get out of here. I was terribly frightened. I had 
never seen a raving maniac. Two maniacs, actu-
ally, because Gloria was a tough number.” The 
next morning, Aileen and Freddie made up an 
excuse about urgent business in New York and 
fled Sardinia. 

“I saw Frank after that, but it was not the 

Aileen Mehle
same,” Mehle said, matter-of-factly. “But he 
was still a wonderful friend to me.” A year 
after she split, he gave her the best pres ent a 
journalist can receive: a big scoop. “Frank 
told me he was going to retire. I said, ‘Are you 
positive?’ ‘I’m positive.’ ‘What are you going 
to do?’ ‘I just want out of this. I don’t want 
to do this anymore. I want to paint. I want 
peace.’ ‘Are you positive, Frank?’ ‘I’m tell-
ing you, Aileen, I am absolutely 100 percent 
positive.’ So I told my editor at the News, who 
said, ‘Are you positive?’ ‘Yes, I’m positive. 
He’s positive. He’s told me a hundred times 
he’s positive.’ So they played it huge, naturally. 
Frank stayed retired about two years and then 
he unretired. But it didn’t matter, because he 
did retire. And then he came back.”

Sinatra invited Aileen to his 1976 wedding 
to Barbara Marx, the ex-wife of comedian 
Zeppo Marx, at Sunnylands, Walter and 
Lee Annenberg’s estate near Palm Springs. 
(From her July 12 column: “The strains of 
the piano playing ‘True Love’ filled the air. 
It was right out of ‘High Society,’ one of 
Frank’s big hits, only better.”) The following 
year she interviewed the newlyweds at home 
for her NBC special Suzy Visits Ol’ Blue Eyes 
and Ol’ Brown Eyes. The latter was Muham-
mad Ali. (“We were in the ring together, and 
I told him, ‘I like your chest.’ And he said, ‘I 
like yours.’ ”)

There would be one more great love in 
her life, but she kept his identity secret from 
even her closest friends, which has led to all 
kinds of speculation. Was he married or get-
ting divorced when she met him? People said 
he was a European diplomat, and when he 
had to return home he wanted her to go with 
him, but she didn’t want to give up her col-
umn. She told me that he was 10 or 12 years 
younger than she was, and that their love af-
fair went on for 15 years. “That was the big-
gie. He was the best of all,” she said wistfully. 
“That was the last of the line. And that was a 
long time ago. That was the best. But I could 
not see it. That was another one of those 
things that you don’t know what’s going to 
hit you. I was at a party, like I’m always at a 
party. And I saw him—and again it’s BANG! 
Even more than with my second husband.” 
She pointed to a jeweled crystal cross on a 
gold chain around her neck and said, “The 
man I loved the most gave me this.”

Party Girl

‘I once asked her if she ever went out when 
it wasn’t for work,” said former Sotheby’s 

auctioneer Jamie Niven, a longtime close 
friend. “And she said no.” According to a 
1966 Life-magazine profile, she received “an 
average of 100 invitations each week—to char-
ity balls, movie premieres, Broadway open-
ings and small private dinners—and accepts 
perhaps 20 or 25 of these.” Amazingly, she 
never took notes and she didn’t miss a detail. 
“Aileen has eyes on the back of her head and 

the sides of her head,” said Houston social-
ite Lynn Wyatt, another close friend. “And a 
memory to match inside her head.” 

And, oh, the places she went and the peo-
ple she knew. 

Wearing a miniskirt and escorted by Ken-
neth Jay Lane, Mehle was one of three soci-
ety reporters Truman Capote invited to his 
1966 Black and White Ball, at the Plaza ho-
tel, along with Charlotte Curtis, of The New 
York Times, and Eugenia Sheppard, who 
was writing for the World Journal Tribune. 
“He did it. He did it. He always said he’d 
do it—and indeed he did” was the lead in the 
next day’s Suzy column. Truman, Mehle de-
clared, was “the host of the year, the dec ade, 
the era.” For his part, Capote rated Mehle 
as “one of only two or three columnists ever 
who wrote well.”

In 1970, Capote had her out to his house 
in Palm Springs, where she met his new 
boyfriend, a recently separated 40-ish air- 
conditioner repairman. “So there I am with the 
air-conditioning man and Truman, and every-
thing was very lovey-dovey,” she told me. “Tru-
man was like a sugar daddy with a chorus girl. 
We’d have lunch and he’d feed him. I thought, 
What the hell, Aileen, in for a penny, in for a 
pound.” One night, Truman asked Aileen to 
get into bed, because he was going to tell her 
“some bedtime stories about all of our friends. 
He sat at the foot of the bed and showed me 
what he wrote, in tiny letters on a yellow tablet, 
about Henri Soulé, the owner of Le Pavillon—
‘Henri Soulé, who ran the finest restaurant in 
New York, looks like a big fat marzipan pig.’ 
I said, ‘Truman, are you going to publish that? 
You can’t publish that.’ ” 

Five years later, when Esquire ran a chap-
ter of Capote’s long-awaited society novel, 
Answered Prayers, creating a huge scandal, 
Mehle said, “I thought he’d shot his wad—
he’s finished. And he was. Because he cut 
their throats—Babe Paley, Slim Keith, all of 
the women he called his swans. If Slim could, 
she would’ve stuck a knife in him. Then I had 
C. Z. [Guest] on the phone. She couldn’t get 
over how cruel to Truman they were being, 
how they cut him dead, and he didn’t have 
any friends left, and it was so terrible. She was 
the only one who stood up for him.” 

Mehle, who counted “saucy” as one of her 
favorite adjectives, wore gold sequined hot 
pants to a dinner at the Duke and Duchess of 
Windsor’s house in Paris in the early 1970s. “I 
did it because I didn’t give a damn. Hot pants 
had just come into style, and when I walked 
in the Duchess screamed, ‘David, come and 
look. Suzy is wearing hot pants!’ I got along 
with them wonderfully well, because I spoke 
Spanish, and the Duke always wanted me be-
side him so he could speak Spanish. He loved 
to speak Spanish. He loved to speak Ger-
man.” At another dinner, the Duke asked Ai-
leen to mention that their house outside Paris, 
called the Mill, was for sale. “I said, ‘With the 
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greatest of pleasure, sir,’ and I advertised the 
Mill in my column.”

What didn’t go into the column was a 
brief but startling exchange Mehle had with 
the Duchess at a dinner given by the banking 
heiress Kitty Miller, at her Long Island week-
end house. Aileen recalled that as she was 
leaving the powder room the Duchess was 
entering. “And she said, ‘Don’t ever give up 
sex, Suzy.’ Just like that. I said, ‘I don’t plan 
to, Duchess.’ She said, ‘It’s so sad.’ I went out 
on the lawn with Kitty and asked her what the 
Duchess was talking about. Kitty said, ‘I don’t 
know. Maybe it was about Jimmy Donahue. 
Maybe it is no more with the Duke. Maybe it 
never was with the Duke.’ ” Donahue would 
later publicly claim that he had had a sexual 
relationship with the Duchess—reportedly for 
four years, starting in 1950, when she was 54. 

“I knew what Jimmy did, because I went 
out with Wooly and Jimmy was his brother,” 
Aileen went on, launching into a tale that 
ranks high in jet-set mythology. “The Duke 
went to Cartier, I think it was, to choose a 
pres ent for the Duchess. He chose something 
beautiful and asked them to set it aside. Jim-
my came to the jeweler and asked if there was 
anything the Duchess liked. And they said, 
What about this? And he got the pres ent that 
the Duke was going to give and gave it to the 
Duchess. When the Duke came back, they 
told him it had been misplaced. The intrigue, 
the intrigue, the intrigue.” Speaking—and writ-
ing—in triplicate was a Suzy trademark.

Beds and Tales

The stories kept coming, like rainstorms 
at the end of the day in the tropics. Cor-

nelius Vanderbilt Whitney (known as Sonny) 
and his wife Marylou invited Aileen to stay 
at their horse farm in Lexington for the 1967 
Kentucky Derby. “I get there and I find out 
that Anne Ford and I are sleeping in the same 
room,” she recounted. “I thought, What in 
the hell has that goon Marylou done? Much 
as I like her. I already knew Anne. I also knew 
that her sister, Charlotte, was in Mexico di-
vorcing Stavros Niarchos. And Anne is talk-
ing to Charlotte every day. And there is the 
columnist in the bed next to Anne. And the 
columnist is perturbed, because I didn’t want 
it to seem that I was listening to Anne talking 
to Charlotte about divorcing Niarchos. This is 
what I did. I would go in the bathroom and 
I would turn on the bathwater and pretend I 
was bathing. And then I’d turn on the shower 
and I’d flush the toilet. Every time she got on 
the phone, I got out of there. Finally Anne 
said to me, ‘You know, Aileen, you take so 
many baths. I only take one bath a day.’ I 
said, ‘Anne, I’m sorry, but I didn’t want to 
hear you talking to Charlotte.’ And she said, 
‘If you want to know anything about Charlotte 
and Niarchos, all you have to do is ask. I’ll tell 
you.’ So I got the scoop anyhow.”

Mehle also got the scoop on the 1971 wed-

ding of Stavros Niarchos to Tina Onassis, who 
was not only the sister of his late wife, Eugenie 
Livanos, but also the ex-wife of his arch-rival 
among Greek shipowners, Aristotle Onassis. 
“I knew them long before, because Stavros 
and Eugenie had one of the most fabulous 
balls that I’ve ever been to. That’s when Eu-
genie wore the famous Niarchos Diamond, 
which I wrote about. It was almost 130 car-
ats. Anyhow, I was having dinner with Drue 
Heinz at Annabel’s, in London, and she said, 
‘My God, Stavros is going to marry Tina.’ 
That was a big story. And it went whammo.”

Drue Heinz was the wife of Jack Heinz, 
the head of the ketchup dynasty, and a lead-
ing transatlantic hostess. Mehle had just 
landed in London for a stint as guest colum-
nist at the Daily Mail, which was owned by 
her friend Bubbles Harmsworth’s husband, 
the future Lord Rothermere. He ordered 
up a huge print and television advertising 
campaign heralding the arrival of “Suzy, the 
Hottest Columnist in the World.” However, 
three columns into her stay—“All scoops,” 
she pointed out—Scotland Yard warned her 
of an assassination threat from the Angry Bri-
gade, a left-wing revolutionary group that had 
recently planted a bomb at the house of the 
Ford Motor Company’s top executive in Brit-
ain. She moved out of her hotel suite and into 
the bedroom of one of the Rothermere chil-
dren. “I got a new car and driver. And I went 
everywhere. I did not stay home. I went to the 
embassy all the time, because my friend Wal-
ter Annenberg was the ambassador.” 

One of the parties she attended at Winfield 
House, the American ambassador’s residence 
in Regent’s Park, was in honor of Princess 
Margaret and her photographer husband, An-
tony Armstrong-Jones, the Earl of Snowdon. 
“Walter told me, ‘You know that when you 
come here you can write anything you want. 
But this party is for Princess Margaret, and 
one doesn’t write about the royals at a private 
party.’ I said O.K. On my way out, I said to 
Princess Margaret, ‘I love your dress.’ ‘Thank 
you,’ she said. I said, ‘I’m sorry I can’t write 
about you.’ She said, ‘What do you mean?’ 
And I said, ‘Ambassador Annenberg told 
me that I could not write about a royal here 
at a private party.’ And she said, ‘I’d be very 
upset if you didn’t write about me. Tony and 
I are giving a party at Kensington Palace. I’d 

love to have you come, but, please, don’t write 
about that.’ Well, I had a wonderful time. It 
was for Diana Vreeland, and Elizabeth Taylor 
was there with Richard Burton.”

Scene and Herd

‘I was in the middle of it all” was Mehle’s 
oft repeated refrain during our two-day, 

eight-hour interview. And indeed she was, not 
always happily. In early 1973, she was staying 
with British banking heir Loel Guinness and 
his ultra-fashionable third wife, Gloria, at their 
oceanfront estate in Manalapan, Florida, when 
Jackie and Ari Onassis came for dinner, with 
12-year-old John F. Kennedy Jr. in tow. “Ari 
had just lost his son, Alexander, who died in a 
plane crash in Greece,” Aileen recalled. “And 
he started in on Jackie, telling her, ‘You look ter-
rible. Look at how Gloria looks. Look at how 
Aileen looks. Look at you. You’re a mess.’ And 
Jackie says, ‘I know—I got dressed in a hurry.’ 
And I am so embarrassed for Jackie, who was 
never anything but beautifully mannered and 
behaved. And John-John is saying, ‘Can I go 
up in Uncle Loel’s plane?’ Imagine, he’s saying 
that at that age—and he dies that way. Ari goes 
out to the beach and lies in the sand and rolls 
around in the sand. And I’m thinking, What 
am I seeing here? I don’t want to see him like 
that. I am so sorry that his son was killed. I’m 
so sorry that he said those things to Jackie. 
I’m so sorry that I’m here. I don’t want to write 
about stuff like this.”

After Ari’s death, in 1975, Aileen heard from 
Maria Callas, the Greek opera singer who had 
carried on a highly publicized affair with him 
from 1959 until 1968, when he married Jackie. 
(That relationship had reportedly begun five 
years earlier, shortly after President Kennedy’s 
assassination, in November 1963; the previ-
ous month, Jackie’s sister, Lee Radziwill, had 
brought her along for a cruise on Ari’s yacht, 
the Christina.) Aileen recalled, “Maria said, ‘I 
want to talk to you. Not for you to put in your 
column at all. Just, please, will you come over 
here?’ So I went to her hotel. And she said, ‘I 
have to tell you this. Please don’t write it. I just 
want to tell you. I never met Jackie. I never saw 
Jackie. I never wanted to meet Jackie. Or see 
Jackie. Whenever she was going to be around 
Ari, I was out of the picture. Whenever Win-
ston Churchill was going to be on the yacht, I 
was out of the picture. Whenever some grand 
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person was going to be on the yacht, I was out 
of the picture. He never included me. That 
hurt me so terribly. Don’t ever write it.’ I said, 
‘I will never write that. I wouldn’t want to write 
that.’ Now, remember, I used to have dinner 
with Ari and Maria a lot, just the three of us. 
And I always liked her.”

In 1979, Aileen was one of the first to hear 
that Lee Radziwill had called off her wedding 
to San Francisco hotelier Newton Cope an 
hour before it was to take place at the Tele-
graph Hill apartment of the extremely grand—
and extremely furious—arts patron Whitney 
Warren Jr. “I’d just finished giving the story 
to the paper,” Aileen recalled. “And I went to 
the party that Brooke Astor was giving for the 
Sitwells. And the first person I saw was Jackie. 
I told her, ‘Guess what? Your sister, Lee, has 
just bailed out of her wedding in San Fran-
cisco.’ ‘What do you mean?’ ‘She left him at 
the altar.’ And Jackie said, ‘Oh, my God, that 
takes guts.’ That was her remark.”

By then Jackie was working as an editor 
at Doubleday and urging Aileen to become 
one of her authors. “Jackie had an idea for 
what she thought would make a great book,” 
Aileen said. “She wanted me to write about 
all the women I knew who had married rich 
men. She said, ‘They thought they were mak-
ing these fabulous marriages, and they all 
turned to dust.’ And I thought, Et tu, Jackie?”

80s Nights

As the 1980s took off, with the Reagans in 
the White House and a new Gilded Age 

roaring in New York, Mehle’s top-table seat 
at all the best parties—and the scoops that 
came with it—was more secure than ever. She 
had been in Nancy Reagan’s box at the 1976 
Republican convention, when Ronald Reagan 
almost snared the nomination from President 
Ford, and again in 1980 (and would be in 
1984). She had gotten to know the new First 
Lady back in the 1960s, through Nancy’s two 
best friends, Betsy Bloomingdale in Los Ange-
les and Jerry Zipkin in New York.

Mehle told me that Zipkin, a highly cultivat-
ed and opinionated Park Avenue bachelor who 
knew the grandest people on at least three con-
tinents, was one of her most valuable sources, 
“from very early on. He was so great to me. He 
would tell me everything he knew. He would 
call me from somewhere like London or Paris, 
but he’d say, ‘I’m calling from Timbuktu, just 
for you! Now shut up and listen. Don’t talk, be-
cause when you talk you get me off my train of 
thought.’ That’s the way he talked. I loved him, 
loved him, LOVED him. He’d say, ‘You’re ruin-
ing my evenings. I’m going to the men’s room 
and writing stuff down on my shirt cuffs. Can 
you believe that I’ve sunk that low? For you!’ 
I’d say, ‘Jerry, don’t do it then. I don’t call you. 
I don’t ask you for anything. You call me.’ ” 

The Washington hostess Buffy Cafritz re-
called Mehle “sitting on her throne” at 

the big party she gave at the Jockey Club for 
Reagan’s second-term inauguration, in Janu-
ary 1985. “She never moved,” Cafritz said. 
“Everybody came to her, to kiss her ring, to 
make sure she saw them. But that didn’t guar-
antee that she’d mention them.” 

That same year, Mehle jumped from the 
Daily News to the New York Post, with C. Z. 
Guest playing go-between to the Post’s owner, 
Rupert Murdoch, and Leonard Lauder advis-
ing her on what to ask for in her new contract—
“Friends! I could never have done what I did 
without friends, who wanted to see me prosper 
and helped me along the way.” She was thrilled 
to say good-bye to the News and its new pub-
lisher from Chicago, James Hoge. “I never did 
cotton to him,” she said. “He was nice to me, 
but he was never warm.” 

She was also tired of sharing the spotlight 
with Liz Smith, who had started writing her 
celebrity-oriented column at the News in 1976. 
The two Texans—Liz was from Fort Worth and 
four years younger than Aileen—had been cir-
cling each other since the late 1950s at Hearst, 
when Igor Cassini hired Smith to help him 
write the Cholly Knickerbocker column. At 
the News, Liz played the populist to Aileen’s 
snob, but as the 1980s went on Liz’s column 
ran more and more items about the emerging 
stars of what WWD called Nouvelle Society, 
such as Susan Gutfreund, Gayfryd Stein-
berg, and Ivana Trump. Queen Suzy was not 
pleased. “You walk your side of the street and 
I’ll walk mine—that’s the way Aileen felt about 
other columnists,” said Paul Wilmot. “She did 
not want anything to do with them.” 

Billy Norwich, her young replacement at 
the News, remembered her eyeing him warily 
at a charity event. “For a while, she was adver-
sarial with me.” Her competitiveness became 
evident in March 1988, when Newsday, the 
big Long Island paper that was trying to ex-
pand into Manhattan, hired James Revson, a 
scion of the Revlon cosmetics family, to write 
a society column, and he decided to make a 
name for himself, at her expense. A week after 
Revson shot his opening salvo, revealing that 
Mehle had written about attending a Metro-
politan Museum party before it happened 
and lifted her description of the event almost 
verbatim from a press release, she went nucle-
ar. Addressing him as “Dear Rat” in her col-
umn, she called him a “liar and snake” and 
issued an edict to the city’s hostesses: “Do not 
invite me anywhere if you invite him.” That af-
ternoon, Liz Smith went on WNBC-TV’s Live 
at Five to fan the flames. “Smith was clearly 
pleased,” Michael Gross wrote in New York 
magazine. “In the next three weeks, she ran 
ten Suzygate items.” Mehle’s heavy-handed 
“Suzycott,” Gross noted, had only made the 
story bigger. “Television crews camped out on 
Suzy’s East 68th Street doorstep and trooped 
through Newsday’s offices.” But Suzy was not 

deterred. “People like [Revson] come and go,” 
she told one reporter. “But I’m here to stay, 
like Mount Rushmore.” 

Coincidentally, Mehle had been a close 
friend of James Revson’s late uncle Charles 
Revson, the founder of Revlon, and a fre-
quent guest on his yacht, the Ultima II, in the 
1960s and 1970s. (Zipkin was another regu-
lar.) In 1972, Charles put her on the Revlon 
board, making her its first woman member. 
She served until 1985, when Ronald Perel-
man mounted a successful $1.8 billion hostile 
takeover, financed by Michael Milken and 
Drexel Burnham Lambert. She remembered 
Michel Bergerac, the chairman of Revlon af-
ter Charles died, telling the board, “‘There’s 
this funny little fellow that wants to have din-
ner with me to discuss business. I don’t know 
what to make of him.’ I said, ‘What’s his 
name?’ ‘Ron Perelman.’ And I said, ‘We’re 
in big trouble.’ Linda Wachner was supposed 
to rescue us. And I was terrible to Ron Perel-
man. He tried to hire me. But I was mad at 
him because he bought Revlon. I did not 
want him to come into my apartment. I met 
him at the Westbury Hotel. As he said years 
later, ‘Nobody has ever been as bad to me as 
you were.’ ”

For Aileen, loyalty to friends—and she con-
sidered the defeated Bergerac a friend—came 
before everything. That did not mean she 
couldn’t see them for what they were. As Bill 
Buckley once wrote, “Aileen sees through ev-
erybody.” When I asked her about the much-
married socialite Carroll Petrie, for example, 
she said, “I saw Carroll all the time. But Car-
roll only thought about one thing: money, 
money, money. She would’ve married a ro-
bot if he had money. Well, she did—Milton 
Petrie.” Reflecting further, she added, “You 
know, Carroll, Marylou [Whitney], Rosemarie 
[Kanzler]—I’ll never forget her ball in Greece, 
when there were 17 boats in the harbor—these 
were my girlfriends. They were all so wonder-
ful to me. And I loved them. But I was not 
like them.”

In 1991, at age 73, Mehle made the final 
move of her career, to Fairchild Publica-

tions. Paul Wilmot arranged everything with 
the chairman, John Fairchild, and top editor 
Patrick Mc Carthy. They gave her a great deal: 
more money for less work. She had to write 
only two columns a week, and they would ap-
pear in both Women’s Wear Daily and W. The 
New York Times reported, “Ms. Mehle … want-
ed to get out of the daily society grind, which 
sometimes entails champagne and caviar every 
night of the week. ‘It’s like digging ditches,’ she 
said.” She reviewed Gloria Vanderbilt’s novel 
The Memory Book of Starr Faithfull for this 
magazine in 1994, with her usual nonchalance 
in the face of absurdity. “I always thought Glo-
ria was great,” she said. “But this was a very 
hard-to-read book, about this dirty old man 
and this dirty young girl. It was also a hard-

Aileen Mehle
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C O N T I N U E D  F R O M  P A G E  6 1  I think I have to 
go with this guy. He took me to church. Over 
the next few days I surprised my friends by 
declaring that I was going to change my life.”

O.K. Let’s stop for a moment. Because this 
is strange and so distant from what we expect 
of a movie star, especially of the clever, slap-
dash, wise-guy variety. But everyone needs 
a story to make sense of their life. Even the 
most successful. The extreme demands expla-
nation. For Pratt, success, so extreme it scared 
him, is explained by metaphysical interven-
tion. Which caused him to take control. In 
that moment, he yielded. His path has been 
clear ever since. 

The Outsider

One day, and this was the key development, 
Rae Dawn Chong, an actress and the 

daughter of the great stoner Tommy Chong—
she’d reached a professional peak in 1985 
when she starred opposite Arnold Schwar-
zenegger in Commando—walked into Bubba 
Gump Shrimp. “She was with her producing 
partner,” said Pratt. “I think they were on va-
cation in Kihei. I wasn’t even supposed to take 
a shift that day. I was always giving away my 
shifts because I didn’t have much overhead. I 
lived in a van. But it was like I had a premo-
nition. I always wanted to go to Hollywood. I 
just didn’t know I was going to get there.” 

Pratt approached Chong with full, flare-
filled, Gumper-of-the-year charm.

He says, “I’m your server.”

She says, “I’m Rae Dawn Chong.”
He says, “You’re a movie star.”
She says, “You’re cute. Do you act?”
He says, “Fuck, yeah, I act. Put me in a movie.” 
She asks for his phone number. He does 

not have a phone—he lives in a van—so gives 
her the number of his friend Michael Jackson 
(not that Michael Jackson). She leaves a mes-
sage the next day, but Michael Jackson forgets 
about it. Then Michael Jackson remembers. 
He tells Pratt, “Dawn or some Chinese chick 
or something … you got a message.”

Pratt picked up the script from Chong. It 
was a comedy called Cursed Part 3. There 
were no Parts 1 and 2. It was a film about a 
film crew being haunted while making a film 
about a haunting. 

Chong stopped Pratt halfway through his 
audition. 

She said, “We’re going to use you.”
“Did you get a big part?,” I asked.
“Yeah,” he said, “I was the lead.”
When Pratt learned the movie would be 

shot in L.A., he told Chong he’d have to bow 
out. He couldn’t afford a plane ticket. “I had 
60 bucks,” he told me. “And she was like, 
‘Sweetie, we’ll fly you there.’ ”

The movie took 10 days to shoot and was 
never released. When I asked Pratt to describe 
it, he hemmed and hawed, searching for the 
words, washing his hands in the sink as he did 
so, then, in the way of a person who’s decid-
ed, Fuck it, I’ll just tell the truth, said, “It was 
the worst movie I’d ever seen.” 

So what was its historical function? 
It got Pratt a screen credit and a manager 

and a reel. It got him into the game. “The 
whole reason that movie came along was just 
so I could be brought to Hollywood.” 

What did you look like back then?
Because Pratt became known as a lovable 

chub in the office down the hall, I was curious 
about how he was first presented. “I looked ex-
actly like Heath Ledger,” he said. “I had long 
blond hair, still bleached out, Hawaiian … 
That’s what people were always saying: Man, 
you look just like Heath Ledger. Then I saw 

Heath Ledger on the cover of Vanity Fair, and 
I thought, Hey, I do look just like that guy.”

I asked Pratt what life was like in Los Ange-
les in those first years. He talked about living 
cheaply, waiting tables, taking small roles in 
big movies and big roles in small movies. (He 
met his wife while playing her love interest in 
Take Me Home Tonight, circa 2007.) “I was an 
outsider, no connections, no nepotism, noth-
ing, a complete foreigner to Hollywood.”

The breakthrough came with Everwood, 
in 2002, which Pratt describes as “a single- -
camera, dramatic show for the WB. It went four 
seasons and was absolutely life-changing. That’s 
when I became an actor, and that was the first 
time I’d ever got into money, real money.”

Most people probably got to know Pratt as 
Andy Dwyer on Parks and Recreation, which 
ran from 2009 to 2015. It was supposed to be a 
one-episode deal, a guest spot, but the charac-
ter took off. Pratt gained weight while shooting 
the first season—partly because he thought it 
worked for the character, partly because he’d 
just been married and people tend to fatten up 
in those first, blissful years. It’s a Darwinian 
thing: the hunt is over; it’s time to laze in the 
sun. He did not consider the downside—other 
than lethargy and trouble breathing—until he 
auditioned to play Oakland A’s first-baseman 
and catcher Scott Hatteberg in 2011’s Money-
ball. “That was the first time I heard someone 
say, ‘We’re not gonna cast you—you’re too fat.’ 
So I decided to drop the weight, like in wres-
tling. I couldn’t afford a trainer, so it was all 
running and crash-dieting and cutting alcohol.”

Pratt had always wanted to play an action 
hero but did not think he could pull it off. 

What changed your mind?
“Zero Dark Thirty,” he said. “That’s the 

first time I bulked up, got into great shape be-
cause I was playing a navy SEAL.” 

Nervous when he sat down to watch the 
film, he came away with a new view of himself. 
“I was like, My God, I buy that guy,” he said. 
“I’m SEAL Team Six in that movie, and I felt like 
it was real. I can do this. I can play those roles.

“Guardians had come around, and I passed,” 

Chris Pratt

to-write-about book. I had to sanitize it.” And 
then, for the hundredth time, that big sparkling 
laugh.

She still retained her social power. “She 
was the biggest fund-raiser in New York,” said 
Blaine Trump. “If she wrote about your char-
ity event, it was a home run. She sold a lot of 
tickets.” And her gilded friends were still there 
for her. When she fell ill at Harding and Mary 
Wells Lawrence’s fabulous Cap-Ferrat house, 
La Fiorentina, in 1998, Lily Safra had her 
plane, replete with a doctor, nurses, and boiled 
chicken, fly her back to New York. “Now, 
that’s what friends are for,” said Aileen. 

In 2005, weary of deadlines and in her late 
80s, she decided to give up the column for 

good. The Post’s headline said it all: SOCIETY 
SHOCK! NO MORE SUZY. Some people—“not 
many”—dropped her, but she continued to be 
a sought-after guest at all the best Upper East 
Side dinner parties. Officially, she was “con-
tributing social editor” of W.

In the fall of 2015, she suffered a small 
stroke and spent the next several months re-
cuperating. She celebrated her 98th birthday, 
this past June, at home with her son and 
daughter-in-law. In the waning days before her 
death, at home on Friday, November 11, she 
clung to the hope that she’d make it to 100, 
with Blaine Trump again hosting the birthday 
party. “Time marches on,” I recall Aileen tell-
ing me. “And so do I.” �
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Pratt said. “James Gunn [the director] passed on 
me, too. When they announced it, I looked it up 
and saw a list of the top 20 dudes in Hollywood 
who might play Peter Quill. I was not on that list. 
I did not want to go in and embarrass myself. 
My agent said, ‘Guardians is everything you’ve 
been saying you want to do.’ I said, ‘Fuck, 
you’re right.’ But I’m going to go in there and 
do exactly what I mean by action comedy. My 
brand of stuff. Brash. Honest. I played the room. 
Jim Gunn, the way he tells it is like this: ‘Who 
do we have next? Chris Pratt? What the fuck? 
I said we weren’t going to audition the chubby 
guy from Parks and Rec.’ ‘Well, he’s already 
here.’ They’d tested probably 10 people, spent 
a lot of money, and James wasn’t convinced 
on anyone yet. When I finished [my scene], he 
said, ‘Do you have any questions?’ I was like, 
‘Are you fuckin’ crazy? Tell me everything.’ I 
gave him my Peter Quill version of an answer. 
Once you get smart about auditioning, you learn 
to audition before they say ‘Action.’ You walk 
into the room as the character. You let them 
think the person you are is close to the charac-
ter they want. You make them think you already 
are that guy. Gunn was like, ‘Damn, this is it.’ ”

Pratt was alone when he saw the movie the 
first time, in a theater rented for that purpose. 
“When it started, I was like, This is fuckin’ 
awesome! Then I saw the first scene of myself 
dancing and kicking rats, and I was like, Oh, 
my God, disaster. This movie is gonna suck. 
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the palazzo.” Lawson-Johnston wrote that 
Peggy and Sindbad had “a love-hate relation-
ship” and that “Sindbad’s understandable 
anger at Peggy’s having left the bulk of her 
estate to her uncle Solomon’s foundation was 
difficult for him to conceal.” (Nevertheless, 
Sindbad’s children and grandson have refused 
to join their cousins in the litigation.)

Bitter Legacy

The first suit against the Guggenheim 
Foundation was filed in the Paris District 

Court in 1992 by three of Peggy Guggen-
heim’s grandchildren. David and Nicolas Hé-

I was just so hypercritical of myself. Then the 
next scene comes on and you see Rocket and 
Groot, and I was like, Wait a minute—this 
movie might be really fuckin’ good.”

That movie, which opened in the summer 
of 2014, changed everything for Pratt. In a 
moment, he went from that to this. “I made a 
genre jump,” he said, “a category jump, some 
kind of jump.” 

He cemented this image in 2015’s Jurassic 
World, in which he not only played the Harrison 
Ford–type role but played it in a Steven Spiel-
berg property. From here, expect his roles to be 
of the major-star action-adventure or Oscar-bait 
variety. Passengers, in which Pratt stars opposite 
Jennifer Lawrence as a traveler who, put into 
hypersleep for an interstellar voyage, wakes 90 
years too early, is in theaters now. Guardians of 
the Galaxy Vol. 2 will be released in May. When 
I asked Pratt why he did Passengers, he said, 
“It’s the best script I’ve ever read.”

“Oh, really?,” I said. “I read a quote in 
which you said Cursed Part 3 was the best 
script you’d ever read.”

“At that point it was,” he said, laughing. 
“It was also the only script I’d ever read.”

A Country Boy Can Survive

P ratt set the table as he talked. Tacos, rice, 
peppers. He called his son and the nanny 

in to eat—Faris was out of town—then grabbed 
a remote control, turned on the TV, and began 
flipping. Donald Trump came on. We talked 
about Trump’s gross Access Hollywood video, 
the one that collateral-damaged the career of 

lion, Pegeen’s two sons with her first husband, 
the French artist Jean Hélion, joined Sandro 
Rumney in the action.

The Hélions and Rumney made several ac-
cusations against the foundation: that it had 
displaced or stashed away many of the works 
chosen and exhibited by Peggy; that paintings 
she did not choose were exhibited; that the 
modernization of the collection did not com-
ply with the letter and spirit of her wishes; that 
most of Pegeen’s paintings from a room dedi-
cated to her by her mother had been moved. 
They stated that the collection was an original 
work of art under French and Italian law and 
deserved special protection, and sought $1.2 
million in damages. 

The foundation asked for a dismissal of all 
claims and counterclaimed for payment of 
$960,000. In 1994, the Paris court dismissed 
all claims and counterclaims and ordered Peg-
gy’s grandsons to pay the foundation $5,500 
for court costs.

The Hélions and Rumney appealed the de-
cision, but, in 1996, the two sides came to an 
agreement. The settlement—intended by the 
Guggenheim Foundation to avoid protracted 
litigation—led to the creation of the Peggy 
Guggenheim Collection Family Committee, 

egg-’em-on Billy Bush. “ ‘When you’re a star, 
you could do anything’—the offensive thing 
to me about that was Trump calling himself a 
star,” said Pratt. “It’s like ‘Come on, dude.’ It’s 
not because I consider myself a star, but if I 
ever heard someone say that, one of my peers, 
I’d instantly lose respect for them.”

Pratt turned the TV to the World Series—he 
did this for me. I live and die with the Chicago 
Cubs. Just before we sat to eat, he got on his 
knees and had the rest of us get on our knees, 
and we held hands, and he thanked God for 
the food and the life, and he even put in a word 
for the Cubs. At the end of the meal, he poured 
shots of tequila. Casa Dragones. He’d been 
given a case after Jurassic World. I noticed a 
guitar on the wall. When I asked about it, Pratt 
said, “Let me show you the good guitars.” He 
went upstairs and came back with two acous-
tics—a Taylor and a beautiful Gibson, which 
he’d played while guest-hosting Saturday Night 
Live, in 2014. He picked it up and began to sing 
“Lady,” a Kenny Rogers hit just as cheesy as 
AM radio. Then we played together—“Up on 
Cripple Creek” and the Hank Williams Jr. tune 
“A Country Boy Can Survive.” He strummed 
a few chords, then talked about a guest appear-
ance he’d recently made on his wife’s CBS 
sitcom, Mom. He’d learned the Kenny Rogers 
tune so he could sing it on that show. “I played 
it, then we kissed,” he told me. “Normally, 
when you do a kissing scene, it’s awkward, and 
when it’s done you say, ‘Are you O.K.?’ But 
this was different. After they yelled ‘Cut,’ we 
laughed and just kept on kissing.” �

with a “purely symbolic function” for an ini-
tial period of three years. Members were Peg-
gy’s grandchildren and some of their spouses. 
Among the benefits granted to them were free 
entry to the collection and other Guggenheim 
museums and invitations to openings and 
other events organized by the collection. Some 
of the descendants would be able to take part 
in an annual meeting at the palazzo with the 
director of the collection (Philip Rylands) and 
the director of the Guggenheim Foundation in 
New York (at that time, Thomas Krens) and 
be kept up-to-date on the collection’s activi-
ties. The foundation also agreed to dedicate a 
room in the palazzo that had been a bathroom 
and then a laboratory to be used to exhibit Pe-
geen’s works.

Despite the détente, the animus between 
the two sides continued to fester. The Hélions 
and Rumney claimed they never received 
answers to formal requests for meetings, and 
were able to attend an annual meeting only 
once. Sandro Rumney told me, “For years, 
the collection was presented more or less as 
Peggy wanted, but we noticed that, little by 
little, other works of artists Peggy had never 
even known … were introduced in the collec-
tion.” The foundation said that Krens held 

Chris Pratt
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several meetings with the grandchildren in 
1997, and that Rylands regularly wrote letters 
to the committee to inform them of the col-
lection’s activities. The foundation also stated 
that two of Rumney’s sons had had intern-
ships at the collection.

Rumney and Rylands disagree on whether 
they got along. Rumney told me, “The re-
lationship was not a warm one. It was just 
‘Good morning. How are you?’ That was it. 
I was never invited to lunch. The exhibitions 
I put on were not in one of the main galleries 
and sometimes near the restaurant.” Not so, 
said Rylands. In an e-mail sent via the Gug-
genheim Museum’s press office, he recalled 
that he and Rumney had worked “harmoni-
ously” on Rumney’s exhibitions, “for which 
Sandro frequently expressed his gratitude,” 
and that one of Rumney’s exhibitions was on 
the Grand Canal terrace of the palazzo and 
that another was in the garden.

It was the installation of some of the works 
from the Schulhof Collection in the palazzo 
(which was approved by the foundation, ac-
cording to a spokesperson for the Guggenheim 
Museum in New York) that was the ultimate 
breaking point for Rumney. In his memoir, 
he admitted that, when he discovered the new 
sign age at the palazzo, in 2013, he “screamed 
at Philip Rylands in front of his guests.” Rum-
ney told me, “I told Rylands I will sue.”

In March 2014, Rumney and his sons, 
along with Nicolas Hélion and his son and 
daughter (David Hélion had died of a stroke 
in 2008), asked the Paris District Court to 
revoke the gift of Peggy Guggenheim’s collec-
tion to the Guggenheim Foundation on the 
grounds of a breach of the conditions under 
which it was made. They requested that the 
court remove any mention of the Schulhof 
Collection, as well as the signage of two other 
displays, the Gianni Mattioli Collection and 
the Patsy R. and Raymond D. Nasher Sculp-
ture Garden. The Rumneys and the Hélions 
also claimed that the foundation had “dese-
crated” Peggy’s grave in the palazzo’s garden 
by putting signage there and renting out the 
garden for events.

Rudolph Schulhof, a Czech-born New 
Yorker who founded a greeting-card and pub-
lishing company, was a trustee of the founda-
tion from 1993 until his death, in 1999. His 
wife, Hannelore, was a founding member of 
the Peggy Guggenheim Collection Advisory 
Board and remained on the board until her 
death, in 2012. In that same year, Hannelore 
Schulhof bequeathed 80 works of postwar 
European and American art to the Guggen-
heim Foundation in Venice. Among the artists 
represented were Willem de Kooning, Richard 
Diebenkorn, Jean Dubuffet, Jasper Johns, 
Ellsworth Kelly, Franz Kline, Joan Mitchell, 
Barnett Newman, Cy Twombly, and Andy 
Warhol. (Michael Schulhof, the couple’s son, 
declined to be interviewed for this story, stat-
ing through the Guggenheim Museum’s press 

office that it was his “policy not to speak to 
the press regarding a matter in litigation.”) 

Carol Vogel, in The New York Times, wrote 
that the Schulhof gift would “greatly expand 
the museum’s depth.” But the notices were far 
from unanimous. Fred Licht, the curator of 
the Peggy Guggenheim Collection from 1985 
until 2000, told me, “It’s absolutely wrong and 
morally objectionable to break her will. I con-
sider it a crime. Grave robbing.”

The collection of Gianni Mattioli, a wealthy 
Milanese cotton merchant—25 paintings and 
one drawing, including works by Italian fu-
turists—was on long-term loan at the palazzo 
from 1997 until last year, when it was returned 
to Mattioli’s daughter. The Nasher Sculpture 
Garden was opened at the palazzo in 1995 
after the Nashers made what was said to be 
a gift of at least $1 million. (Sarah Austrian 
told me she could not reveal the exact figure 
because the agreement has a confidentiality 
clause.) Raymond Nasher was a real-estate de-
veloper and banker who, with his wife, Patsy, 
built an important collection of contemporary 
sculpture and founded the Nasher Sculpture 
Center in Dallas to house it. These days, in 
addition to the Schulhof Collection (which is 
housed in a wing of the museum called the 
Barchessa), there are 117 works from outside 
Peggy Guggenheim’s original collection at 
the palazzo, mainly acquired through dona-
tions, including 6 donated by Sandro Rum-
ney. When I asked Rumney whether he wants 
the 117 works to be removed, he replied, “Yes, 
they can easily be exhibited in the [founda-
tion’s] other buildings, which are adjacent to 
the palazzo.”

Immaculate Collection

When I visited the museum recently, Peg-
gy’s name and that of the Schulhofs 

were both on the façade of the building. The 
museum was crowded with hundreds of tour-
ists. One of the rooms, which has six Pollock 
paintings, was particularly crowded. Average 
daily attendance is about 1,500—with approxi-
mately 30 percent of the visitors from Italy 
and 25 percent from the United States. “It 
has a house-museum flavor,” Rylands said. “I 
often get compliments from visitors who say 
you can feel the presence of Peggy.” Rylands, 
who is leaving the collection in June, told me 
that the museum’s annual budget is $6 million 
and that it “makes a modest profit.”

In July 2014, the Paris District Court ruled 
in the foundation’s favor, dismissed all claims, 
and awarded the foundation $40,000 toward 
legal fees. In dismissing the claim that Peggy’s 
grave had been “desecrated,” the court stated 
that Peggy had thrown parties in the garden 
and that her descendants had attended some 
of the parties there held by the foundation. It 
was Sindbad Vail, as executor of his mother’s 
wills, who had decided that her ashes be 
buried in an urn in a corner of the garden, 
next to the ashes of her 14 dogs. There is a 

stone slab next to hers inscribed, HERE LIE MY 
BELOVED BABIES, which lists their birth and 
death dates and their names, among them 
Cappucino, Pegeen, Madam Butterfly, Emily, 
and Sir Herbert.

A month after the Paris court dismissed 
the claims, the Rumneys and the Hélions 
brought the case to the Paris Court of Ap-
peal. The foundation, in replying, stated that, 
between 1999 and 2013, members of the Hé-
lion and Rumney families had organ ized 14 
proj ects at the collection, including exhibitions 
of “contemporary post–Peggy Guggenheim–
era works”; that many of the shows were or-
gan ized with commercial galleries, including 
Sandro Rumney’s; that over many years the 
Rumneys had used the palazzo and gardens 
to exhibit works “of the type they object to so 
vigorously.” The foundation also presented 
to the court a letter to Rylands from Sindbad 
Vail’s children and grandson. They wrote that 
“we have always approved the Solomon Gug-
genheim Foundation’s actions and its manage-
ment of the [collection]… We consider that 
the legal proceedings brought by some of our 
cousins are entirely unjustified and particu-
larly regrettable.” (Sindbad Vail’s daughter, 
Karole Vail, who has been a curator at the 
Guggenheim in New York since 1997 and has 
curated or collaborated on many exhibitions, 
did not sign the letter, because, Austrian told 
me, “it would not have been appropriate for 
Karole to sign … since she is an employee at 
the Guggenheim.” Vail was curator of an exhi-
bition about her grandmother at the Guggen-
heim Museum in New York in 1998.)

Rumney and the Hélions told the Court of 
Appeal in April 2015 that Peggy’s wishes had 
been that the palazzo be devoted exclusively to 
exhibiting her collection and be known under 
her name only. Rumney showed me a letter 

Artists (See page 87)

(1) Jimmy Ernst, (2) Peggy Guggenheim,  

(3) John Ferren, (4) Marcel Duchamp,  

(5) Piet Mondrian, (6) Max Ernst, (7) Amédée Ozenfant,  

(8) André Breton, (9) Fernand Léger, (10) Berenice Abbott,  

(11) Stanley William Hayter, (12) Leonora Carrington,  

(13) Frederick Kiesler, (14) Kurt Seligmann.
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senior’s special-purpose company, for $4.5 mil-
lion, the value of the destroyed inventory. In 
June, the Trumps, father and son, filed sepa-
rate motions to dismiss the suit. It is, however, 
still pending.

For his part, Eric can boast about the 
turnaround he performed at the Trump 

Winery. He has much less to say about the 
ongoing disputes the Trump Organization is 
having at two golf-club proj ects—one in Jupi-
ter, Florida, the other under the Whitestone 
Bridge in the Bronx—that he oversees. 

In December 2012, the Trumps bought the 
Ritz-Carlton Golf Club & Spa Jupiter from 
Marriott Vacations Worldwide for $5 million, 
plus the assumption of a potential $41 mil-
lion liability if club members sought a refund 
of their membership fees and ongoing dues, 
as was their right under certain circumstances. 
A few weeks after buying the golf club, the 
Trumps indicated they wanted to change its 
membership terms, in an effort to get out of 
the refund provision. In a meeting held with the 
membership at the club in December 2012, as 
well as in a follow-up letter sent to the members 
three days later, Eric and his father gave mem-
bers three  choices—“but, in our opinion, only 
one if we want to bring the club to the next level 
of luxury,” Donald senior wrote.

Members could choose to relinquish their ex-
isting right to a refund in exchange for the right 

The Trump Sons to play at other Trump golf clubs, including at 
Mar-a-Lago, at Doral, and in Palm Beach, and 
receive a 10 percent reduction in dues at the 
Jupiter club for three years. Or they could keep 
the right to a refund, have no reciprocity with 
other Trump golf clubs, and pay annual dues 
that would initially be 20 percent higher, with 
no cap on how high they could go. Or they 
could stay on what was known as “the resigna-
tion list”—members who wanted to leave the 
club and get their membership deposits back. 
Under this circumstance, Donald senior wrote 
in his December 2012 letter, “you’re out” of the 
club, even though the original arrangement that 
the Trumps assumed as part of the purchase 
allowed those members to continue to pay an-
nual dues and use the club until they received 
their refunds. No more. The Donald wanted to 
put the squeeze on members who could cost 
the Trumps real money, regardless of what the 
contract said. According to a class-action suit 
filed by three club members in May 2013, those 
members who were on “the resignation list” were 
soon prevented from getting access to the Jupi-
ter club because the “transponders” attached to 
their cars that would open the gate at the club en-
trance were turned off. The members still had to 
pay $1,800 a year in food and beverage charges 
even though they were denied access to the club.

But Eric testified that, regardless of what the 
December 2012 letter said, the club members 
who wanted refunds were not forced out and 
continued to have access. He directly contra-
dicted his father’s letter and testimony. “We ac-
tually chose not to do it,” he said. “We chose 
to, again, maintain exactly what Ritz-Carlton 
had done prior to our involvement, unchanged, 
which was an absolute right that we had.” (Last 
August, the judge in the case held a two-day, 
non–jury trial. He has not yet ruled.)

Irons in the Fire

The Trumps are also in a battle with New 
York City about a golf course they operate 

in the Bronx. On October 7, last year, Eric wrote 
to Mitchell Silver, the New York City parks 

and recreation commissioner, asking the city 
to allow the Trump Organization to expand the 
17th and 18th holes of the Trump Golf Links 
along the water at Ferry Point Park, under the 
White stone Bridge. This, supposedly, would 
give the golf club a better chance of becoming 
“a legitimate contender” for a major profes-
sional tournament, and this would be “an eco-
nomic boon” for the city, Eric wrote, generating 
“hundreds of millions of dollars” in revenue. 
“Parks will win, the City will win and, most im-
portantly, the City’s residents will win!” But the 
Trumps’ plan would have greatly limited public 
access to the renovated park. Hard hats would 
be provided to schoolchildren to protect them 
from errant golf balls.

In her October 17 response to Eric, Alicia 
Glen, the city’s deputy mayor for housing and 
economic development, wrote that the city 
had no interest in “changing direction” to al-
low for a “cosmetic improvement” to the golf 
course. She rejected the Trumps’ proposal. 
“While it is understandable that the Trump 
Organization should want to benefit from 
the spectacular waterfront and city views af-
forded by an expansion into Ferry Point Park, 
we are committed to keeping the design of 
the public park intact,” Glen wrote. “We are 
determined to protect and expand the com-
munity’s access to its waterfront, and to not 
impinge upon it.”

Naturally, the Trumps are not going down 
without a fight. A week after the election, they 
took their case to a community-board meeting 
in the Bronx. 

During the 60 Minutes interview, five days 
after Trump defeated Hillary Clinton in 

the Electoral College, Trump’s three older 
children made it clear they would be staying 
in New York to run the business. But one Wall 
Street banker, who has known Donald senior 
for years, speculates, “Donald’s going to run 
the business, O.K.? There’re just not going to 
be any e-mails that demonstrate it.” During 
the subsequent weeks, the picture the Trump 

that Peggy wrote, on January 27, 1969, to her 
cousin Harry F. Guggenheim, who was then 
president of the foundation. The letter stated 
that the collection be “kept as a whole” in the 
palazzo and that “the collection be known as 
the Peggy Guggenheim Collection.” The Gug-
genheim Foundation replied that the deeds by 
which she donated her palazzo and collection 
contained no conditions. In September 2015, 
the Court of Appeal ruled in the foundation’s 
favor and awarded the foundation another 
$33,000 toward legal fees. Months earlier, the 
Hélions had withdrawn from the suit. Nicolas 
Hélion, who suffered a stroke in 2010, is in ill 

health. The Rumneys lost another decision 
when the Paris District Court denied their re-
quest for a grace period to pay the fines.

But the Rumneys remain determined to 
continue the fight. The filing of legal briefs ac-
celerated on both sides throughout last sum-
mer. In November, the Supreme Court ruled 
that it would not allow the Rumneys’ appeal 
to move forward until they paid the money 
that previous courts had ordered them to pay 
to the Guggenheim Foundation. If the Rum-
neys did not pay within two years, the court 
ruled, their appeal would be dismissed. If 
the fines were paid, the proceedings would 
resume. Rumney told me that a friend of his 
lent him the money and that he paid the fines 
in December. He and one of his attorneys, 

Cyrille Lesourd, told me that, if the Supreme 
Court rules against them, they will take the 
case to the European Court of Justice. No 
one expects a ruling soon. 

Rumney has already spent, he told me, 
“about a hundred thousand dollars” fighting 
the foundation. The foundation declined to 
disclose what its legal fees have been.

I asked Rumney why he continues the 
litigation. He has spent so much money, has 
been turned down by courts four times, and 
is not in good health. “It’s part of my genes, I 
guess,” he said. “She never hugged me, never 
touched me, never kissed me. Even though 
we fought, I loved her. We have to carry on 
the legacy. I want to see the collection the way 
Peggy left it. It’s not fair at all.” �

Guggenheim Battle



F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 7 115www.vanityfair.com V A N I T Y  F A I R

family was trying to paint of a seamless transi-
tion of the business from a father to his oldest 
children got considerably more muddled. 

Out for Blood

One red flag arose on November 17 when 
both Ivanka and Jared Kushner attended 

a meeting in Trump Tower with Shinzo Abe, the 
prime minister of Japan. The meeting with Abe 
was the president-elect’s first with a foreign lead-
er. Neither journalists nor press photographers 
were permitted to attend. Although Ivanka is 
reported to be close to signing a licensing deal 
with Japan’s Sanei-International, it’s not appar-
ent the Trump Organization does business in Ja-
pan. The diplomatic community—and much of 
Twitter—went nuts over the idea that Ivanka and 
Jared would attend such a high-level meeting 
without having security clearance or being ex-
pert in Japanese affairs. “Meeting of two heads 
of state is never an informal occurrence,” Moira 
Whelan, a former deputy assistant secretary of 
state for public affairs, told The New York Times. 
“Even a casual mention or a nod of agree-
ment or an assertion left unchallenged can be 
interpreted in different ways.” A Trump-family 
spokesman told the Times that while the meet-
ing with Abe was “very informal” and Ivanka 
had often attended meetings at her father’s re-
quest in the past, “they obviously need to adjust 
to the new realities at hand, which they will.”

The new realities had not yet kicked in 
when Trump gave 4 of the 16 spots on the ex-
ecutive committee of his transition team to his 
three oldest children and his son-in-law, Jared 
Kushner, and then said he would not put the 
Trump Organization into a blind trust—as oth-
er presidents have done with their assets but 
are not required by law to do—immediately 
raising questions among legal experts about 
potential conflicts of interest and whether 
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been so grueling that she temporarily gave up 
her workouts. 

This past spring, as her father was preparing 
for the Republican convention, Ivanka asked 
Rabbi Lookstein, one of the most prominent 
rabbis in the country, if he would deliver an 
opening invocation. He agreed. But when the 
Ramaz alumni heard that their rabbi would be 

Trump’s presidential activities might be too 
easily influenced by the people, especially his 
foreign partners, with whom he does busi-
ness. “He’s going to have enough on his plate 
being the president of the United States, for 
God’s sake,” says Kenneth Gross, a partner 
at the law firm Skadden Arps in Washington, 
who advises his clients on political regulations. 
“When he makes a decision domestically—or 
more importantly on foreign policy—that will 
have the effect of benefiting some company 
that he may own somewhere. Particularly with 
regard to an unfriendly country where he has 
some of these assets, he would be better served 
to not have that appearance of a conflict.” 

A week after the election, about 100 foreign 
diplomats were wined and dined at the Trump 
International Hotel in Washington, D.C. Slid-
ers and Trump sparkling wine were served 
while the attendees listened to a sales pitch 
about how they might want to have delega-
tions and V.I.P. guests stay at the hotel when-
ever they are in town. The hotel, one of the 
newest in the Trump stable, is five blocks from 
the White House. The diplomats took to the 
sales pitch instinctively. One Asian diplomat 
told The Washington Post, “Why wouldn’t I 
stay at his hotel blocks from the White House, 
so I can tell the new president, ‘I love your 
new hotel!’ Isn’t it rude to come to his city and 
say, ‘I am staying at your competitor?’ ” After 
struggling to fill its rooms when it first opened, 
the hotel is now generally fully booked, as it is 
for the inauguration, when the per-night room 
rate is five times normal.

There have been other red flags, too: 
Trump Sr. reportedly asked for help with a 
stalled permit to build an office tower in Bue-
nos Aires in a conversation with the Argen-
tinean president, Mauricio Macri, a personal 
friend and business associate since the 1980s. 

appearing on a stage with Trump—a man who 
was openly supported by white supremacist 
David Duke, and who declined to publicly dis-
avow racist and anti-Semitic supporters of his 
candidacy—they circulated a blistering petition 
to protest his participation, gathering more than 
800 signatures. Rabbi Lookstein backed down. 
One member of the Ramaz alumni group told 
me that the incident isolated Ivanka in the 
school community. “You are dropping off your 
daughter at Ramaz every day,” this person said, 
“where the alumni association says that your fa-
ther is so despicable that the rabbi’s mere pres-
ence for three minutes is too much?” Referring 
to the relationship between Donald and Jared, 
this person told me, “Oh, of course! A daugh-
ter of a misogynist with ‘Page Six’ sex scandals 
is joining together with a guy whose father went 
to jail for [entrapping] his brother-in-law with a 
prostitute.” Antipathy toward Jared and Ivanka 
is by no means universal in the Ramaz commu-
nity. At the same time that one petition was cir-

(A spokesman for President Macri denies the 
report.) Trump also reportedly asked British 
politician and Brexit advocate Nigel Fa rage 
to use his influence to block a proposed wind 
farm off the east coast of Scotland, near his 
golf course in Aberdeenshire. (He also tweeted 
that Farage “would do a great job!” as Brit-
ain’s ambassador to the United States. British 
prime minister Theresa May demurred.) Who 
knows what Trump proposed to Tsai Ing-wen, 
the president of Taiwan, when they spoke in 
early December. 

Many people have concluded that Trump 
is merely giving lip service to resolving the 
substantial conflicts posed by having his chil-
dren run the Trump Organization in its current 
form. “Trump has scared the daylights out of a 
lot of Americans, including myself,” says Rich-
ard Painter, who served as chief ethics counsel 
to George W. Bush. “I’m a Republican… 
There’s just a lot of concerns about Trump. 
His running his own business empire out of 
the White House is part of a pattern of con-
duct that’s very troubling. It’s part of a pattern 
of broader conduct that doesn’t seem to want 
to show any respect for the norms of what we 
expect out of a public servant.” 

Kellyanne Conway, Trump’s campaign man-
ager, told NPR on November 21 that her boss’s 
unconventional approach to campaigning would 
carry over to the way he governs in the White 
House. In effect, she said, the American people 
like him just the way he is, and they elected him 
to break the traditional behavioral norms. His 
three oldest children seem to understand that 
intuitively. “They’re going to support their father 
as president of the United States the way they’ve 
always supported his presidential candidacy, 
and they’ll continue to be supportive,” Con-
way said. “At the same time, they’ll continue 
to be wildly successful in the business world.” �

culating to keep Rabbi Lookstein off the stage, 
another went around urging him to go ahead, 
according to another member I spoke with. It 
did not get as much support. That member 
added that negative feelings about her father do 
not extend to Ivanka. Whatever the reality, the 
episode has left scars.

IV. The Apprentice

The sole offspring of Donald Trump’s re-
lationship with Marla Maples is Tiffany 

Trump. Among his first discussions of Tiffany, 
in a radio interview with Howard Stern back in 
the 1990s, Trump told Stern that he had once 
praised Maples, who met Trump when she 
was 20 years old, for taking such careful pre-
cautions with birth control. When Maples, an 
aspiring actress not yet Trump’s wife, told him 
she was pregnant, he said, “What are we go-
ing to do about this?,” a statement that some 
commentators, including MSNBC’s Lawrence 
O’Donnell, have taken as meaning that Trump 
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was suggesting that Maples obtain an abortion. 
(Trump strongly denies that he meant this.) Tif-
fany Trump was born at 12:50 P.M. on Wednes-
day, October 13, 1993, at St. Mary’s Hospital, 
in West Palm Beach, Florida. Her mother had 
gone into labor more than 10 hours earlier at 
Trump’s Mar-a-Lago resort. Both her father 
and her maternal grandmother, Ann Ogletree, 
of Dalton, Georgia, were in the birthing suite 
with Maples for the delivery. Trump himself 
cut the umbilical cord. Tiffany’s name derives 
from that of the famous jewelry store on Fifth 
Avenue, adjacent to Trump Tower. Donald had 
bought the store’s air rights for $5 million when 
he was still putting together the deal to build 
the signature building that bears his name. Tif-
fany’s arrival was announced at a news confer-
ence in the lobby of the Palace Theatre, in New 
York, where Marla Maples had the year before 
played the sexy girlfriend of the wealthy show-
man Florenz Ziegfeld in The Will Rogers Fol-
lies. Maples has largely stayed away from show 
business since then, save for a recent stint as a 
contestant on Dancing with the Stars, where she 
was eliminated after four episodes. The birth 
of a daughter occasioned the launch of Mater-
nity Moods, a now discontinued fashion brand 
at Macy’s. More recently, Maples, a longtime 
Kabbalist, has launched her own, “Marla Ma-
ples” lifestyle brand, dedicated to promoting a 
selection of products, including her own songs, 
a friend’s lip-gloss line, and a podcast, Awak-
ening with Marla, which focuses on spirituality, 
health, environmental awareness, and personal 
empowerment.

After Tiffany was born, Ivana Trump spoke 
to her children about their new half- sister. 

“I sat them down and told them nothing 
would be changing in their lives,” she told Ger-
aldo Rivera on his show Geraldo in 1993. Two 
months after Tiffany’s birth, Trump and Ma-
ples were married. Donald’s children from his 
marriage to Ivana did not attend the ceremo-
ny. Bizarrely, the wedding seems to have been 
instigated by a mass shooting on the Long Is-
land Railroad, in which a gunman killed five 
people. “I figured life is short—and I want to 
do this now,” Trump told Maples, according 
to the account she gave to the New York Daily 
News at the time. Maples said she wanted a 
small, traditional ceremony. The couple wed 
in December 1993 in the Grand Ballroom of 
Trump’s Plaza hotel before a thousand of their 
friends, including Rosie O’Donnell, Howard 
Stern, and O. J. Simpson. According to a con-
temporaneous article in the Daily News, the 
investor and philanthropist Ron Perelman set 
the tone for the event by showing up at the last 
minute and making only a brief appearance 
before calling for his car. Of the infant Tiffany, 
Trump told an Entertainment Tonight crew that 
his new daughter had his lips, but he hoped 

she would “grow out of that.” In another inter-
view, in 1994, Trump told Robin Leach, host 
of Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous, “She’s got 
Marla’s legs. We don’t know whether or not 
she’s got this part yet”—he gestured toward his 
chest—“but time will tell.”

Trump’s marriage to Maples lasted six years, 
three of them consumed by a lengthy divorce 
negotiation. Maples always described herself as 
a single mother to Tiffany. In California, Tiffany 
attended the $30,000-a-year Viewpoint School, 
in Calabasas. She is best known for her Insta-
gram feed, full of pouty friends posturing pool-
side and at clubs. She herself tends to appear 
in the pictures with more makeup than seems 
necessary. The friends include Andrew Warren 
(son of a New York real-estate investor), Harry 
Brant and Peter Brant Jr. (sons of Stepha-
nie Seymour and Peter Brant), Gaïa Matisse 
(great-great-granddaughter of Henri Matisse), 
and E. J. Johnson (son of Magic Johnson). 
Most of those friends attended Tiffany’s 21st-
birthday party, in October 2014, at the Trump 
SoHo hotel and a club called Up & Down, in 
New York’s Meatpacking District. 

For the summer of 2011, Ivanka helped Tiffa-
ny get an internship at Vogue. Her everyday ex-
istence is less glamorous. According to friends, 
Tiffany is unfailingly kind. She is studious. She 
once arrived late for a “Rich Kids” photo shoot 
for Du Jour magazine because she was finish-
ing a paper for a summer course. She has an 
artistic streak. She worries about her father and 
the hate directed toward him, as when the Mexi-
can drug lord El Chapo purportedly tweeted to 
Trump: “If you keep pissing me off I’m going 
to make you eat your words you fucking blonde 
milk-shit.” Tiffany was “distraught“ about that, 
her friend told me. “That scared her.”

In 2012, Tiffany was a first-year student 
at the University of Pennsylvania. Her father at 
that moment was deep into his “birther” cam-
paign, kicking off his rise to political promi-
nence by alleging falsely that Barack Obama 
had been born not in the United States but 
in Kenya. It was a tough time to be a Trump. 
Newly arrived in Philadelphia, Tiffany was cut 
in the first round of rush to the all-female Tab-
ard Society at Penn, according to two Tabard 
members. Tabard is a secret society that offers 
its members an exclusive social network. Ac-
cording to one, the society was fearful that the 
presence of a Trump might scare off the kind 
of presentable and connected young women 
that Tabard has typically attracted. (A person 
close to Tiffany says she was never interested 
in Tabard. Tiffany went on to rush at Kappa 
Alpha Theta and was accepted.) At Penn, 
Tiffany made use of the card privileges that 
Ivanka helped secure for her. Donald Trump 
provided Tiffany with a budget of $500 a 
month—no more, according to a friend. When 
she split restaurant bills, she calculated down 
to the penny how much she owed, the friend 
added. Tiffany double-majored in sociol-
ogy (with a concentration in law) and urban 

studies. She is currently living in an apart-
ment near Trump Tower and studying for 
the L.S.A.T. Her boyfriend, Ross Mechanic, 
a registered Democrat who voiced support 
for Hillary on social media, interned over the 
summer at Jared Kushner’s real- estate invest-
ment start-up, called Cadre. Tiffany is focused 
on trying to establish her own identity outside 
the family—one of the reasons she hopes to 
pursue a law degree.

V. The Campaign

As Donald Trump’s quest for the presi-
dency rolled on, his three oldest children 

acquired growing influence, according to all 
of the former campaign officials I spoke with. 
Tiffany, still finishing her studies, was largely a 
non-presence until the very last weeks. At cam-
paign meetings with Trump, in the large board-
room on the 26th floor of Trump Tower, where 
The Apprentice was filmed, Ivanka seemed to 
mostly listen, asking an occasional question. 
She reserved her counsel for private moments. 
If something came up where a difference of 
opinion hung in the air, “it was clear to us by 
their eye contact” that they would be talking 
about it later, one campaign official told me. 
Ivanka has sometimes publicly voiced objec-
tions but she has never expressed any public 
disapproval of her father, save for a tepid state-
ment following the Access Hollywood video, to 
the effect that she found his comments—boast-
ing that, as a famous figure, he could grab 
women “by the pussy” with no repercussions—
“inappropriate” and “offensive,” but not reflec-
tive of Donald at all. Ivanka was deferential in 
meetings, and when she and her brothers ran 
into campaign staff, they were always respect-
ful. One day, staffers walked into the 26th-floor 
conference room only to find the children look-
ing over blueprints for a construction proj ect. 
The children cleared out, apologizing for not 
reserving the room in advance. 

Ivanka has worked mostly behind the 
scenes, while her brothers have taken a more 
public role on the stump. When she did 
make appearances on her father’s behalf, the 
impact was generally positive. “She’s a bet-
ter, younger, more impressive model,” Matt 
Mackowiak, a Texas-based Republican con-
sultant and Bush-administration official, told 
me. “She is incredibly networked, and he 
knows that,” another former campaign offi-
cial told me. “When she goes to him with an 
opinion, it is based on what she thinks, but it 
usually includes a lot of canvassing of a lot of 
other people who are important, so it reflects 
a range of thinking, not just her own.”

Ivanka is friendly with people who might 
hesitate to spend quality time with her father, 
such as David Geffen. Ivanka has also care-
fully maintained her business interests. De-
spite calls for a boycott of her products, sales 
at her company are up, and the campaign 
turned out to be good for business. Sarah 
Warren, the editorial director of the Ivanka 
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Trump brand, told Fast Company earlier this 
year, “You couldn’t pay for this visibility.” 
Ivanka’s natural caution has served the brand 
well. “If I said to you: Tell me a negative about 
Ivanka Trump,” says Jamie Salter, chairman 
and C.E.O. of Authentic Brands Group, 
which owns Juicy Couture, Judith Lei ber, and 
Spyder, among others, “something she said 
or something she did or something that was 
inappropriate—I’m not talking about her fa-
ther—it’s not so easy to find.”

As noted, Ivanka and Jared sometimes dif-
fered with Corey Lewandowski. Lewandowski 
drew the particular attention of the children 
when, one night in May 2016, he was dis-
covered in a heated argument on a Midtown 
sidewalk with campaign spokeswoman Hope 
Hicks. The two were witnessed screaming at 
each other, an event that set off a series of tab-
loid headlines and uncomfortable scrutiny for 
the campaign. Trump himself quickly learned 
about the incident, which was laced with ru-
mors of an affair between Hicks and Lewan-
dowski (denied on all sides) and campaign 
infighting (between Lewandowski and another 
senior campaign staffer, Paul Manafort). In an 
e-mail, Lewandowski wrote that the argument 
with Hicks concerned “Manafort’s increased 
responsibility at the campaign.” The final 
blow came a month later, when Ivanka heard 
that Lewandowski was trying to plant negative 
stories about Kushner. Lewandowski joined 
CNN as a paid commentator (while still get-
ting severance from Trump). Now he is back 
in good standing and expected to take on a 
significant administration role. 

Like her father, Ivanka has had no patience 
for criticism of the Trump campaign in any 
form. She abruptly ended an interview with 
Cosmopolitan magazine after the interviewer 
asked her about the specifics of her paid- 
maternity- leave policy, which benefits only 
women who have physically given birth to a 
child. No one else, such as an adoptive mother 
or father, can be included. When the interview-
er, Prachi Gupta, pressed her about how many 
women and men would not be included under 
her plan, she brushed away the question. The 
interviewer asked her about her father’s docu-
mented comment that pregnancy was an “in-
convenience” for employers. Ivanka replied, 
“You said he made those comments. I don’t 
know that he said those comments.” After 
the emergence of the Access Hollywood tape, 
Ivanka told her father that he had to defend 
himself. Apologize, yes, and say the tape did 
not reflect who he was—but also fight back. 
Ivanka’s advice is not always followed in the 
way she might prefer. Despite her opposition 
to this tactic, Trump was soon countering with 
stories of Bill Clinton’s alleged sexual assaults 
against multiple women. 

Ivanka has stood by her father through all 
of his most difficult moments. She has testified 
to his lack of sexism by citing her own personal 
experience: “I wouldn’t be the person I am … if 

he hadn’t encouraged me, emboldened me.” 
Her conversion to Judaism has served as a 
defense against the virulent racism and anti- 
Semitism of some Trump supporters. For 
 Ivanka, publicly disagreeing with her father was 
out of the question. In her mind, to disagree 
with him publicly at all would make TRUMP 
FAMILY DISCORD the headline, something she 
has been trying to avoid her entire life. 

What she has told friends privately shows 
how she thinks about the value of staying on 
message. About the lack of disavowals by her 
father of hateful and odious statements by sup-
porters, she has said that he had to balance how 
much he could distance himself from those sup-
porters without drawing more attention to them. 
She has also said privately that she is exasper-
ated by how her father has been tarred by a few 
“careless” moments (some of them in fact quite 
deliberate) that the media have turned into a du-
rable narrative about his character. Ivanka and 
Chelsea Clinton are friends, and that friendship 
undoubtedly channeled Ivanka’s behavior on 
the campaign trail. Ivanka did not attack Hil-
lary Clinton, and referred to her on only one oc-
casion, obliquely, when she claimed (wrongly) 
that her father was the sole candidate who 
had a specific maternity- leave policy. According 
to a person familiar with the conversation, after 
the election, Ivanka called Chelsea to express 
respect for the way Chelsea conducted herself 
during the campaign, and to offer her support 
and friendship. 

Tiffany Trump and her father’s youngest 
son, Barron, 10, his child with Melania, are the 
only Trump children not to be named to 
the transition team. You can argue that they 
are getting the better deal. Ivanka’s two older 
brothers have been tapped to run the Trump 
Organization during their father’s presidency. 
Ivanka appears headed to Washington to be 
closer to her father and the policy discus-
sions she hopes to influence. Trump himself 
said the company would be put into a “blind 
trust,” which seems impossible because he 
knows both the people who will be running 
the company and exactly what is in it, and 
because a real-estate company cannot just be 
put into a box and allowed to sit there. 

Ivanka is in an exquisitely delicate position—
invested in both her business and her father’s 
presidency. She knows that conflicts of interest 
are inescapable and can be both lucrative and 
destructive. She does not yet know where to 
draw the line, and on the evidence, her father 
does not seem persuaded that a meaningful line 
needs to be drawn. Donald Trump invited Ivan-
ka, who has no security clearance, to join him in 
his meeting with Japan’s prime minister, Shinzo 
Abe. (As reported in The New York Times, her 
company was finalizing a licensing deal with 
Sanei-International; the largest shareholder of 
Sanei’s parent company is the Development 
Bank of Japan, a bank owned by the Japanese 
government.) She also joined Trump’s call with 
Argentina’s president, Mauricio Ma cri, during 

which Trump, now president-elect, reportedly 
asked Macri to speed along some approvals 
that Trump had been waiting for on business 
deals. (Macri’s spokesman has denied that 
Trump requested help.) A person close to Ivan-
ka describes these missteps, perhaps charitably, 
as part of the learning process that Trump him-
self is going through as he transitions from the 
private sector to the public sector. (This assumes 
that he wants to learn.) Ivanka herself is relin-
quishing some branding opportunities. Ivanka 
Trump Fine Jewelry e-mailed a “style alert” to 
reporters shortly after Trump’s first interview 
as president-elect, with CBS’s 60 Minutes. The 
alert advertised Ivanka’s “favorite bangle” from 
the company’s Metropolis Collection, a $10,800 
bracelet she had conspicuously worn during the 
show. After the incident, Ivanka instituted a new 
policy not to promote items she wore if she was 
appearing in an official capacity as First Daugh-
ter. She also separated her personal Instagram 
feed from that of her company, to shield both 
from claims that she is using her father’s presi-
dency to enrich herself. 

It remains to be seen what Tiffany will do—
she is a work in prog ress—but Ivanka is so 

far the only Trump child to have established 
a reputation for herself outside of her father’s 
real-estate business. Her life with Jared appears 
tastefully in neutrals on her Instagram feed, a 
jaw-dropping contrast in aesthetic sensibility 
to her father’s style—as if Saddam Hussein had 
sired Mies van der Rohe. But in the important 
ways, she is her father’s daughter. Enclosed in 
her wedding invitation was an insert for a free 
golf game at a Trump golf course. It is her hus-
band, Jared Kushner, not her brothers, who is 
at the center of her father’s transition team. It 
was reported in early December that Jared 
and Ivanka were house-hunting in D.C., as 
both prepared to take on a larger though unof-
ficial policy role in her father’s administration.

It always comes back to the brand. When 
Ivanka was promoting The Apprentice, back 
in 2007, she was asked whether it was pos-
sible her father would “fire” her, riffing on 
the famous line from the show itself. On two 
separate occasions, on NBC’s Late Night with 
Conan O’Brien and on CBS’s The Late Show 
with David Letterman, Ivanka answered the 
question by citing an interview her father had 
given to Larry King. Trump had told King 
that if any of his children didn’t do well at his 
company he would not only fire them but fire 
them “like a dog,” a description that puzzled 
O’Brien in particular, never having seen a dog 
fired. Ivanka noted in both appearances that 
her father would surely be watching the late-
night shows and would give her feedback on 
her performance. That the father and daugh-
ter would be communicating through their re-
spective television interviews seemed fitting in 
a family that has literally lived off its name. �

—Emily Jane Fox contributed reporting to 
this article.
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les’ heel that enabled Trump to alter the exclu-
sionary culture of Palm Beach forever.

Getting nowhere with the Town Council 
on his Mar-a-Lago subdivision proposal, 

Trump needed a “fix-it person,” says Richard 
Rampell, the head of a prominent local ac-
counting firm and the brother of the attorney 
who would help clear the way for Trump into 
Palm Beach, Paul Rampell. “So Trump meets 
with my brother, and my brother comes up with 
an idea to convert Mar-a-Lago into a pri-
vate club that is open to everyone,” Richard 
Rampell tells me. At the time, Palm Beach’s 
Waspy private clubs had what he calls an 
open secret: as Trump claimed, they didn’t 
admit Jews or African-Americans. 

With the specter of his lawsuit still hang-
ing over the council, it voted 4–1 to approve 
Trump’s plan, and those who couldn’t, or 
wouldn’t, become members of the other clubs 
now had a club of their own. Naturally, the 
question when it comes to Donald Trump is 
always: Was it for him or them? “He basically 
opened Palm Beach up … to make a buck,” 
says Laurence Leamer, author of The Presi-
dent’s Butler, a novel about a “flamboyant” 
New Yorker who becomes president. “But he 
did it, and a lot of people in his shoes at that 
time wouldn’t have done it.” 

Trump instructed his attorney to settle his 
$50 million lawsuit against the town, and 
the selling of the Mar-a-Lago Club began, 
with typical Donald Trump bravado. MAR-A-
LAGO CLUB MEMBERSHIP LIST A REAL WHO’S 
WHO, read a December 12, 1994, Palm 
Beach Post headline, noting that Steven 
Spielberg, Henry Kissinger, Lee Iacocca, 
Denzel Washington, Michael Ovitz, Nor-
man Mailer, and Elizabeth Taylor, among 
others, had joined. The club’s member-
ship director added, in a later article, that 
Princess Diana and Prince Charles, then 
separated, “each filed their own application 
and paid their own $50,000 initiation fee.” 
But in March, Trump admitted that he had 
merely sent the royal couple and the other 
celebrities unsolicited offers for free honor-
ary membership. According to The New 
York Times Magazine, he later declared, “I 
believe everyone’s going to accept.” (Many, 

if not all, declined membership, according 
to media reports at the time.)

Hurricane Donald

DONALD TRUMP CHALLENGES AGREEMENT 
WITH TOWN, read the full-page Palm 

Beach Preservation Foundation ad, alerting 
all citizens to appear at a special Town Coun-
cil hearing on September 16, 1996, at which 
Trump would appeal to end certain restric-
tions—affecting noise and traffic, etc.—that 
had been part of his agreement with the coun-
cil for approval of his club.

“At the insistence of Mr. Trump’s repre-
sentatives, this Special Hearing comes at a 
time of year when many residents are away,” 
read the preservation foundation ad. Neverthe-
less, every seat in the council chambers was 
taken, with 72 citizens standing in the back, 
when the meeting began at 9:30 A.M. Trump 
and his attorney had already implied that he 
and his club had been discriminated against 
because many of its members were Jewish, 
and, worse, that the council members who 
had placed the conditions on him had not 
placed those restrictions on their own clubs. 
The council members were “more than pissed 
off,” says Richard Rampell, as this “put them 
on the defensive.”

Before the meeting, Paul Rampell had sent 
the council members copies of the movies 
Guess Who’s Coming to Dinner—in which 
Katharine Houghton brings Sidney Poitier 
home to her parents, Katharine Hepburn and 
Spencer Tracy—and Gentleman’s Agreement, 
the 1947 film in which Gregory Peck plays a 
reporter who masquerades as a Jew to write a 
story about anti-Semitism. 

“It was quite contentious,” recalls Lesly 
Smith, who, as president, presided over the 
meeting of the Town Council. “It was sup-
posed to last for an hour, and I believe it went 
until two A.M.” When the council agreed to 
drop only three restrictions—the ban on pho-
tography at the club, a requirement for ad-
vance reservations to use certain facilities, and 
a requirement that Trump put 10 percent of 
room-rental revenues into a fund for restoring 
the estate—his lawyer circulated a copy of a 
new lawsuit against the town.

To Trump’s detractors, it was proof of 
ruthless bullying by him; to his supporters, a 
sign of strength. “Well, my God, the man is 
a born winner!” Toni Holt Kramer told me in 
her grand Palm Beach home. A former Hol-
lywood reporter and the wife of retired car 
dealer Robert David “Bobby” Kramer, she is 
the bubbly blonde founder of the Trumpettes, 
Donald Trump’s most die-hard fans. During 
the campaign the Trump ettes shouted their al-
legiance to their hero from sound trucks, and 
later in the halls of Mar-a-Lago, where they 
celebrated his victory. “Donald Trump will 
do whatever it takes to win!” Kramer enthusi-
astically told me. “People who succeed can’t 
always be delicate debutantes!”

‘There is nothing the old elite hates so 
much and fears so profoundly as Donald 

Trump’s club,” wrote Leamer. Beauty-pageant 
contestants, rock stars, nearly naked lovelies 
poolside! On top of that, Trump recruited the 
likes of Céline Dion, Tony Bennett, Vic Da-
mone, Billy Joel, and Diana Ross to sing in 
concerts in a 10,000-square-foot tent (since 
replaced by the 20,000-square-foot Donald J. 
Trump Grand Ballroom) Trump erected on his 
front lawn. “The tent wasn’t a good noise con-
tainer,” says Leslie Shaw, a former member of 
the Town Council. “And you would have limos 
coming from Fort Lauderdale and Miami and 
friends flying in from all over.”

Palm Beach’s residential-noise ordinance 
stipulates that events must end at 11 P.M. How 
long did Mar-a-Lago’s events go? “Until two,” 
says Shaw, which resulted only in a nominal 
fine. As the parties ramped up, day and night, 
so did the ire of neighbors, including the Bath 
and Tennis Club. In 1998, Sean “Puff Daddy” 
Combs and Jennifer Lopez spent Easter Sun-
day weekend at Mar-a-Lago. One lunchtime 
the couple took a stroll on the beach, coming 
to rest on a beach chair beneath the Bath and 
Tennis Club’s picture windows, where they 
commenced what columnist Shannon Don-
nelly would later call the “Horizontal Rumba.” 

“They crawled into one of the Bath and 
Tennis chairs and were doing the big nasty 
right beneath the Bath and Tennis’s picture 
windows with all of the grandmothers having 
lunch with their grandchildren,” remembers 
Donnelly, who broke the story in the Palm 
Beach Daily News.

But there was one commotion Trump him-
self couldn’t abide, and it came from above: 
airplanes flying over Mar-a-Lago. The flight 
path from Palm Beach International Airport 
passed directly over the estate, with planes 
flying over so noisily and so frequently that 
Trump felt the airport’s director “had a ven-
detta against him,” recalled Richard Rampell.

Trump wanted the county to move the air-
port, so he organized a “Noise Pollution Ac-
tion Fund” with his neighbors, and, naturally, 
filed lawsuits. He sued Palm Beach County 
four times over the planes, but it was his 1995 
lawsuit for $75 million against the county that 
would turn the noise into Trump gold. 

Son of a Beach!

The county had advertised 215 acres of 
barren scrubland for lease south of the 

airport, near the county jail. Only one in-
terested party had responded: Trump. He 
offered to drop his lawsuit in return for the 
county’s leasing him the land for 30 years, 
beginning at $438,000 a year, with an option 
for longer. Since the county had already paid 
a Washington, D.C., law firm a quarter of its 
$1.1 million commitment to fight Trump in 
court, the county officials accepted the offer. 
“This is the classic win-win situation,” one of 
the county’s attorneys told a local newspaper.

Trump’s Palm Beach
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But the big winner was, once again, Donald 
Trump. In 1999, the seemingly useless scrubland 
became the site of the Trump International Golf 
Club. Again, he got the property at a steal, and 
after moving an estimated three million cubic 
yards of earth and transplanting 1,000 oaks 
and 700 royal-palm trees—with “an unlimited 
budget” Trump estimated at $40 million—he 
opened an 18-hole, Jim Fazio–designed course, 
also as a private club.

“In the beginning, [the initiation fee] was 
up to $250,000—or less—depending on who 
you knew and how he thought you fit in,” 
says an informed source. “It was all about him 
being the greatest P.R. man who ever lived. 
He’s always saying, ‘This is the greatest! He’s 
the greatest!’ ”

“It’s a beautiful course, and he had some 
very good members there, but after the crash of 
’08 a lot of people got Madoffed,” says another 
member. “He lost a lot of members. So he 
started selling limited memberships. People who 
joined for six figures were all of a sudden seeing 
people who bought memberships for less.”

Meanwhile, Trump has not stopped wag-

ing war with the town, “over sprinkler systems 
and fireproofing methods for the 16th century 
Portuguese tapestries that hung on his walls 
… over photo shoots, concerts and charity 
benefits … over ficus hedges,” according to 
the Tampa Bay Times. In 2006 he sued the 
town over his American flag. Not just any 
flag, but a Trump-huge, stadium-size flag 
atop an 80-foot pole in front of Mar-a-Lago—
double the height allowed by local ordinance. 
When Trump was fined $250 a day, he sued 
the town for $25 million. But when the fines 
for the flag reached $120,000, Trump finally 
moved the pole and lowered the height, while 
reaping some good publicity by promising to 
donate $100,000 to veterans’ charities. 

“He always wins,” says an exasperated resi-
dent. “And now his club is the winter fucking 
White House.” 

On the morning of Trump’s arrival in 
Palm Beach, I drove down South Ocean 

Boulevard to Mar-a-Lago, to find that it has 
been turned into a fortress, protected by land, 
water, and air by the Secret Service and other 

agencies. Awarded the high-security status 
of the presidency, the club has indeed become 
the winter White House that Marjorie Merri-
weather Post envisioned, incidentally causing 
all of Donald Trump’s remaining conflicts 
with Palm Beach to suddenly vanish.

Commercial and private flights can no lon-
ger fly in its airspace when the president is in 
residence.

He can fly any size flag on any size flagpole 
he desires on his grounds.

His latest lawsuit against Palm Beach 
County was dropped.

And the Old Guard that once so angrily 
cursed and condemned him have gone mute, 
with what one local society member calls “am-
nesia.” Another says, “Everyone is lining up to 
kiss the ring. People are pissed off about what 
his comings and goings will do to the traffic here. 
But the fact is, against every pundit and the odds, 
he is the most important man in the world.”

Yes, Donald Trump was arriving not merely 
as the new president of the United States of 
America. More pertinently to these privileged 
few, he is now King of Palm Beach. �
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domly drawn from the bowl. And so, as the 
game proceeds, the less fortunate Characters 
will naturally be purged from it and replaced 
by the more fortunate ones. In a process that 
resembles natural selection, the Characters as-
cending Trump Tower will become whiter and 
older, and most likely male. Americans will 
once again re-invent themselves! A player who 
started his climb as a Muslim immigrant on 
food stamps might end it as Ivanka Trump! 

In short, the game, as it proceeds, will reveal 

Michael Lewis on Trump the predicaments of entire classes of Ameri-
cans. It will force the Court to contemplate, as 
voters never did, the character of the president 
and its consequences for great swaths of our 
society. For children, for example. Their fate 
in Trump’s America will obviously turn in part 
on their race, religion, and socio-economic 
status. But as a group they will almost surely 
be at a disadvantage in relation to adults: their 
“characters” will be shunned by the shrewder 
players of the game. Their “weakness” is their 
personal exposure to the distant future. 

Future Shock

Politicians often stiff the future on behalf 
of the present, but no one in the po-

litical landscape has cut so many Draconian 
bargains with the future as Trump. An indif-
ference to the long term is one of the keys to 
his behavior. His treatment of his fellow hu-
man beings has left him in the odd position 
of having no real friends. His treatment of his 
lenders, for example—his willingness to bor-
row money he does not repay—has led many 
Wall Street banks to refuse to do business 

with him. He’s proved no more accountable 
for the words he speaks than for the money he 
borrows. He lies in the moment in the most 
sensational ways without the usual concern 
of what might happen to him when his lie is 
exposed. His life strategy has always been to 
maximize the returns for himself in the mo-
ment, while assigning zero value to future 
consequences of his actions. 

The shrewder players of Trump’s America 
will soon come to realize that, other things 
being equal, they are better off limiting their 
exposure to the future. That is, the older their 
Character, the less likely it is to suffer the con-
sequences of Donald Trump. Play a Charac-
ter with a token that depicts even a 60-year-
old Muslim woman and you may live to play 
on. Play with the token that represents any 
child—eventually, you’re out of the game. It 
may take a while for less savvy juries to wake 
up to this. After all, it’s hard for anyone to 
say, “Too bad you’re a kid.” But in the end, 
they will.

And the real-life kids I spoke with seem al-
ready to have figured that out. �
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P R O U ST  Q U EST I O N N A I R E

hat is your idea of 

perfect happiness? 
Having a bunch of 

answers and getting to fill in the 
questions. With loved ones. While 
in Maui. What is your great-

est fear? Either living up to or 
not living up to my potential. 
Which historical figure do you 

most identify with? John Wilkes 
Booth’s understudy. Which living 

person do you most admire? My 
father. This is assuming that the 
shock of this answer didn’t kill 
him. What is the trait you most 

deplore in yourself? The way I al-
low myself to talk to myself. What 

is the trait you most deplore in 

others? Entitlement or a lack of 
manners. Though I find they often flock together. What is your 

greatest extravagance? A hardcover copy of the Bible, signed 
by the author. What is your favorite journey? My current one. 
On what occasion do you lie? Never. Except on questionnaires. 
What do you dislike most about your appearance? It’s one of 
two things: either my face or my body. Which words or phrases 

do you most overuse? “Sorry I’m late” and “Actually . . . can you 
make it a double, please?” What is your greatest regret? Never 
seeing Frank Sinatra sing in person. What or who is the great-

est love of your life? Art. In all its many forms and mediums. 
Because it has led me to so many wonderful places, internally and 

externally, personally and profes-
sionally. When and where were 

you happiest? Wherever I’m sit-
ting, once I finish this question-
naire. If you could change one 

thing about yourself, what would 

it be? My international data plan. 
If you could change one thing 

about your family, what would it 

be? That we would have spoken 
to one another then the way we 
speak to one another now. What 

do you consider your greatest 

achievement? That I, apparently, 
continue to have the love and  
respect of my amazing family and 
friends. If you were to die and 

come back as a person or thing, 

what do you think it would be? 

A hairbrush. If you could choose what to come back as, what 

would it be? My daughter’s hairbrush. What is your most trea-

sured possession? I guess it’s the only thing I’m deathly scared 
of losing: my mind. What is your favorite occupation? Mentor. 
Because of the residuals. What is your most marked character-

istic? My effortless charm. Or my humility. What do you most 

value in your friends? A sense of humor and/or the ability to use 
a toilet correctly. Who are your heroes in real life? The parents 
and siblings of children with special needs. How would you like 

to die? With my hand being held. What is your motto? “Try to 
be so good that politics don’t apply.”

W

Jason
SUDEIKIS

With his new show, Detroiters, premiering on Comedy Central  
next month, the former S.N.L. cast member reveals deep feelings about his 

daughter’s hairbrush, Frank Sinatra, and his international data plan
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