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Note to Readers

To tell the tale plainly is now much more difficult than to tell it treacherously.

—G. K. CHESTERTON

Those who despise Donald Trump will want to read in these pages confirmation that he was a narcissist unfit for the highest office in the land. Those who revere him will want to read how Trump the anti-hero fought to save the United States from establishment politicians and bureaucrats who had for too long been derelict in their duty to the American people.

But I wrote this book to get past the hyper-partisanship and explain what really happened. I wrote with no political agenda; the politics of our day are pulling this country apart. And I wrote with no desire for requital. I wrote to recount what I experienced.

As a historian, I have been a consumer of books like this one, and I have always approached them with vigilance and skepticism. I expect that you will do the same.





Chapter 1

“You’re Fired”

Trump Lashes Out at National Security Adviser H.R. McMaster for Describing Evidence of Russian Meddling as ‘Incontrovertible’ . . . MCMASTER COULD LEAVE WH AFTER MONTHS OF TENSION WITH TRUMP . . . Report: H.R. McMaster to Be Fired—at Kelly and Mattis’s Behest . . . Putin Praises Trump, Assails Sanctions, Vows to Defend ‘Great Power’ Russia . . . SERGEI SKRIPAL, EX-DOUBLE AGENT, POISONED IN UK . . . Nerve gas attack unsettles residents in English cathedral city . . . NICHOLSON SAYS SITUATION IN AFGHANISTAN HAS FUNDAMENTALLY CHANGED . . . NSA AJIT DOVAL HEADS FOR WASHINGTON TO GET INDIA-US 2+2 BACK ON TRACK . . . US Pastor Faces Espionage Charges In Turkey . . . Trump Meets With Saudi Crown Prince And Talks About Money . . . White House has been expelling its top officials like a deflating balloon . . . TRUMP REPLACES MCMASTER WITH BOLTON AS NATIONAL SECURITY ADVISER . . . MCMASTER, LEAVING WHITE HOUSE POST, WILL RETIRE FROM ARMY THIS SUMMER . . . “I am thankful to President Donald J. Trump for the opportunity to serve him and our nation as national security advisor.”

[THE PHONE CALL, 4:30 P.M., THURSDAY, 22 MARCH 2018, FORT LESLEY J. MCNAIR, WASHINGTON, D.C.] The Situation Room announced, “Stand by for the president.”

“Good afternoon, Mr. President,” I said after I heard him pick up.

“Hello, General,” he said. “I am calling to let you know that I have decided to go with John.” He meant that he was replacing me with Ambassador John Bolton.

Trump thanked me for my service. “You did a great job, General. I agreed with you ninety percent of the time; the other ten percent of the time, not so much.”

I told him I had appreciated the opportunity to serve as his national security advisor. “Hopefully, you saw that I never tried to get you to agree with me. I tried to give you the best analysis and multiple options.”

After President Trump and I hung up the phone, Trump tweeted:1
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My communications director, Michael Anton, released the statement I had prepared earlier in the day:

After thirty-four years of service to our nation, I am requesting retirement from the U.S. Army effective this summer[,] after which I will leave public service. Throughout my career it has been my greatest privilege to serve alongside extraordinary servicemembers and dedicated civilians. I am thankful to President Donald J. Trump for the opportunity to serve him and our nation as national security advisor.

* * *

I KNEW when I took the job thirteen months earlier that this day would come. I had resolved to do the best I could as long as I was effective and not to fight to keep the job or try to parlay it into a promotion or another position in the administration. I felt disappointed that I would no longer be in a position to help Trump implement long-overdue shifts in foreign policy. But my relationship with him had become fraught, and we both knew my tenure with the administration was up.

A constellation of forces had undercut my relationship with the president and led Trump and me to conclude that it was time for me to go.

Nine days earlier, Trump had fired Secretary of State Rex Tillerson, and in turn, those who wanted me gone intensified their efforts to get the president to ditch me, too. They had employed the time-honored Washington tactic of leaking to the press. Multiple outlets cited unnamed sources saying Trump would fire me imminently.2

Getting me out was part of a larger plan hatched by men who thought their job was to protect Donald Trump from himself. They hoped for a long interim period following my departure during which my old friend Ricky Waddell, the deputy national security advisor, would serve as acting national security advisor. White House Chief of Staff John Kelly and Secretary of Defense James Mattis would then have time to convince Trump either to keep Ricky on or to hire someone of whom they approved.

But I knew whom Trump would select—someone who had not stopped campaigning for the job since he was passed over for it the last time. That person was John Bolton.

* * *

THE DAY before I was fired, I met for dinner with my Indian counterpart, Ajit Doval, at Quarters 13, Fort McNair, a quiet place at the intersection of the Anacostia and Potomac Rivers, just south of the U.S. Capitol. Doval is a character straight out of central casting. Betraying his background as the former director of his country’s Intelligence Bureau, he would lean into conversations, cock his head to the side as he spoke, and use hushed tones, even when discussing the most routine subjects.

During our walk after dinner, he whispered, “How much longer will we work together?” It did not take someone with Doval’s intelligence background to figure out I was departing the Trump administration. Without answering directly, I told him it had been a privilege and expressed confidence that there would be continuity.

We knew each other well enough for Doval to be direct. “What happens in Afghanistan after you leave?”

I reminded him that President Trump had approved the South Asia strategy last August and that it was the first reasoned and sustainable strategy in seventeen years of war. Doval knew this, but sometimes you cannot be fully candid with even your closest foreign counterparts. In fact, I shared Doval’s concern, and I knew that my response was less than convincing. Trump was unconventional and impulsive. Sometimes his impulses were good. Other times, to use one of his turns of phrase, “not so much.”

* * *

[9:30 A.M., THURSDAY, 22 MARCH 2018, TEN HOURS BEFORE THE PHONE CALL, WEST WING OF THE WHITE HOUSE.] I went into my office early. I said good morning to my chief of staff, Ylli Bajraktari, who was always upbeat.

Ylli, like so many others on the National Security Council (NSC) staff, did his best every day to transcend the byzantine politics and vitriolic partisanship that could easily have distracted all of us from our duty. As he did every morning, Ylli gave me an update on the substantive issues of the day—in this case, the poisoning, on March 4, of former Russian military intelligence officer Sergei Skripal and his daughter in Salisbury, England, using a banned military-grade nerve agent that was easily traced to Moscow. Russian spy agencies—the Foreign Intelligence Service (SVR) and the military Main Intelligence Directorate (GRU)—were the perpetrators. The use of a nerve agent had placed hundreds, maybe thousands, of lives at risk. It was with this particularly heinous method that Russian president Vladimir Putin had apparently decided to assassinate Skripal, a former KGB double agent who had been imprisoned for thirteen years in Russia but was then released by Moscow in an exchange in July 2010, the biggest spy swap since the Cold War.

I placed a call to my UK counterpart, Mark Sedwill, whom I had known since we served together in Afghanistan seven years earlier. We agreed that such an egregious attack required a strong response. Unless Putin believed there were costs to such actions, Kremlin aggression would continue unchecked.

It came to me to present this evolving intelligence picture to the president and to develop options for a coordinated U.S. and multinational response.

Since beginning my time as national security advisor, I had found that discussions of Putin and Russia were difficult to have with the president: Trump connected all topics involving Russia to special counsel Robert Mueller’s investigation of Russia’s attack on the 2016 U.S. presidential election and the allegations (which were found to be false) that the Trump campaign, including the president himself, had “colluded” with Russia’s disinformation campaign to sway the election toward Trump.

Since Trump’s election, Democrats and others opposed to Trump kept looking for evidence of collusion or corruption with Russians or for compromising information—such as that in the discredited Steele dossier, a document filled with false allegations about Trump that was funded by the Hillary Clinton campaign and presented to the FBI as fact.

All this had created opportunities for the Kremlin.

Like his predecessors George W. Bush and Barack Obama, Trump was overconfident in his ability to improve relations with the dictator in the Kremlin. Trump, the self-described “expert dealmaker,” believed he could build a personal rapport with Putin. Trump’s tendency to be reflexively contrarian only added to his determination. The fact that most foreign policy experts in Washington advocated for a tough approach to the Kremlin seemed only to drive the president to the opposite approach.

Putin, a ruthless former KGB operator, played to Trump’s ego and insecurities with flattery. Putin had described Trump as “a very outstanding person, talented, without any doubt,”3 and Trump had revealed his vulnerability to this approach, his affinity for strongmen, and his belief that he alone could forge a good relationship with Putin: “It is always a great honor to be so nicely complimented by a man so highly respected within his own country.”4

Moreover, Trump’s tendency toward moral equivalence made him relatively unconcerned about some of Putin’s brazen acts of aggression. When Fox News host Bill O’Reilly asked Trump in February 2017 why he respected Putin even though “he’s a killer,” the newly inaugurated president responded, “There are a lot of killers. We’ve got a lot of killers. What do you think? Our country’s so innocent?”

So, on Putin and Russia, I had been swimming upstream with the president from the beginning—but recently, the current had intensified. Less than two weeks before the Skripal poisoning, I had attended the Munich Security Conference. A Russian member of the Duma, the lower house of the Federal Assembly, asked me if the United States would work with Russian cyber experts to improve cybersecurity. I smiled and said, “I doubt that any Russian cyber experts would be available, because they all seem to be occupied with attacks against the United States and our allies.” I went on to observe that recent indictments brought forward by Mueller against thirteen Russian agents and three entities for election interference had revealed clear evidence of Russian efforts to discredit the U.S. election.

Those eager to undermine me told Trump that I had described the preliminary Mueller Report as “incontrovertible,” and they got exactly the reaction they wanted. Trump tweeted:5
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To amplify the message, Russian state-controlled Sputnik News reported that “National Security Advisor H. R. McMaster directly contradicted President Trump, saying that there was Russian meddling in the 2016 election.”6

Predictably, John Kelly called me to tell me the president was furious. I offered to call the president and clarify that we were talking about separate questions. First, did Russia meddle in the election? Second, did the Kremlin favor one candidate over another? And third, did the Russian interference have an effect on the election result? The answer to the first question was yes. As to question two, I believed that the Kremlin did not care who won the 2016 American election, as long as a large number of citizens doubted the legitimacy of the result. And there was no way to determine the answer to the third question.

Kelly discouraged me from calling Trump. “Just wait until you see him.”

It was no surprise that Trump was still angry when I returned from the Security Conference. And his aversion to me would only grow. I think this was because I was the principal voice telling him that Putin was using him and other politicians in both parties in an effort to shake Americans’ confidence in our democratic principles, institutions, and processes. Putin was not and would never be Trump’s friend. I felt it was my duty to point this out.

Sedwill told me that British prime minister Theresa May was concerned that Trump would not support a strong response to the Skripal poisoning. I shared her concern. For over two weeks, then-CIA Director Mike Pompeo, Director of National Intelligence Dan Coats, and I had presented the president with mounting evidence that the Kremlin was behind the poisoning. Tillerson had said as much publicly. But Trump struggled to understand why Vladimir Putin would authorize such an aggressive attack, and when he talked with May, he raised doubts that Putin’s government was directly involved.

Sedwill and I had been working with our counterparts across Europe and beyond to secure pledges that their governments would impose significant costs on Russia. We reached agreement with several countries but had sensed reluctance in Berlin, Paris, and Rome. The U.S. Treasury Department completed work on a new round of sanctions designed to impose costs on Russian entities for a range of offenses, including those associated with the Kremlin’s earlier disinformation campaigns designed to delegitimize the 2016 U.S. election and pit Americans against one another over issues of race, immigration, and gun control. When I brought those sanctions to Trump, he approved them, but he grumbled, “How are we ever going to have a better relationship with Russia if we keep sanctioning them?”

I thought, Okay, this is one more association between me and information he doesn’t want to hear and decisions he’d rather avoid. I knew it would not be any easier when I brought him additional actions in response to the Skripal poisoning.

After the check-in with Sedwill, I walked briskly past the Oval Office, through the Rose Garden, and into the Executive Residence, which lies between the East and West Wings of the White House. I jogged up the three flights of stairs to the second floor of the Residence and entered the Treaty Room. Kelly and Pompeo were already there.

The president was sitting at the desk eating breakfast. I told them all that I had just gotten off the phone with Sedwill. I summarized the progress we were making on a coordinated response among allies to the Skripal poisoning and reminded Trump that I would bring him options for a decision the next day, before he departed for Mar-a-Lago.

I changed the subject to the call Trump was about to take from Turkish president Recep Tayyip Erdoğan. I had four minutes to prep him, which was not unusual. He hated to prepare, especially when he was grumpy. I predicted that Erdoğan would again complain, as he had during their last meeting, about arming and supporting the Syrian Democratic Forces (SDF), which he viewed as a separatist force.

Erdoğan was also angry about Muhammed Fethullah Gülen, an erstwhile ally turned opponent of his, who now lived in the United States, in the Poconos. The Turkish government labeled Gülen a terrorist. Erdoğan believed Gülen was responsible for the failed 2016 military coup against him. The Turks imprisoned the American pastor Andrew Brunson after the coup, holding him under specious charges of spying for the CIA and helping to plot the overthrow of Erdoğan’s government. I told Trump that Erdoğan would not release Brunson unless we threatened severe consequences.

“Mr. President, if you ask Erdoğan for something, you’ll get nothing. We’ll have to impose costs on him.”

Trump, who was in his usual contrarian mode, told me I was wrong, that he intended to ask Erdoğan to release the pastor, and that he was confident Erdoğan would do so.

“Mr. President, Erdoğan is a bully. He will keep pushing us until we push back hard.”

The call with Erdoğan went exactly as predicted. Erdoğan refused to release Pastor Brunson and harped on Gülen, a clear admission that Erdoğan was holding the pastor hostage. Aware that Trump and I were on the outs, Erdoğan suggested that I had delayed their conversation. Trump scowled at me from behind the desk. I shrugged, indicating that this was typical Erdoğan behavior.

By the end of the conversation, Trump was frustrated—in part due to Erdoğan’s intransigence, but also, I believe, because I had been right about how the call would go.

After he hung up the phone, Trump brought up the subject to which he defaulted whenever he wanted to chastise me—Afghanistan. He echoed those who were advocating for the complete withdrawal from Afghanistan. In recent months, the isolationist right had pilloried anyone who presented alternatives, including “loser generals” whom they accused of perpetuating a futile forever war.

Trump brought up one of their favorite targets, Mick Nicholson, the commanding general of the NATO-led Resolute Support Mission and Operation Freedom’s Sentinel in Kabul. As he had said several times, Trump remarked “that general over there doesn’t know what he is doing.”

I had defended Nicholson before, and this time I was more strident. “The people you are listening to don’t know what they are talking about. Have you ever spoken to Nicholson? I can get him on the phone right now.”

Trump ranted: “I don’t need to talk to him. You know I did the Afghanistan thing for you, General,” he said, referring to the decision he made in August 2017 to approve a long-term strategy for Afghanistan and South Asia.

I replied, “Mr. President, you made the decision based on what was best for the American people. You should never do anything for me.”

His face became more flushed.

I told the president, Kelly, and Pompeo, “My Saudi counterpart, Dr. Musaed, is in my office, so I should go.”

Kelly followed me into the hallway and stopped me before I headed down the stairs. I turned to face him and, completely fed up, said, “Give me a fucking date.”

Kelly nodded.

I would have one when Trump called me at home seven hours later.

* * *

BEYOND THE fundamental incompatibility of our personalities, the “three As,” allies, authoritarians, and Afghanistan, became millstones that ground down my relationship with Trump. Trump had made a tough and, in my view, correct decision on Afghanistan, but when members of his political base objected to that decision, he blamed me. Strongmen like Putin and Erdoğan had come to see me as an impediment to their agendas and portrayed me as sabotaging Trump’s relationship with them. I saw U.S. allies as bestowing tremendous advantages, while Trump tended to view them as freeloaders on U.S. security.

When I returned to my office, I told Ylli that it was likely my last day. I intended to work hard until the end and carry on with the lunch I was hosting at my home with national security advisors Dr. Musaed bin Mohammed Al Aiban of Saudi Arabia, Sheikh Tahnoon bin Zayed Al Nahyan of the United Arab Emirates, and Haneef Atmar of Afghanistan. After the one-on-one meeting with Musaed, I drafted the public statement and an email to send to the National Security Council (NSC) staff for release after the president announced my departure.

Ricky Waddell came into my office. He was upset. He had been put in an awkward position by Kelly, who had enlisted him to convince me to compete for promotion and take another job in the military. Kelly had assured Ricky that his efforts to expedite my departure were based on his desire to protect me from reputational damage associated with continued service in the Trump White House. I told Ricky that this was not his fault. I saw no point in remaining as national security advisor any longer than I was effective for the president and the nation.

With Donald Trump, most everybody gets used up, and my time had come.

As I headed home, Ylli called to tell me that John Bolton was in the West Wing lobby waiting to see the president.

* * *

THOSE WHO wanted me out of the job included members of the alt-right who saw me as an impediment to their nativist agenda; neo-isolationists; members of the Republican Freedom Caucus; and self-described “economic nationalists” who accused anyone who questioned their policy prescriptions as being a “globalist.” These disparate groups used a variety of tactics to undermine trust between the president and me, including unfounded accusations of disloyalty and insubordination and ludicrous allegations that I was anti-Israel, soft on jihadist terrorists, and weak when it came to confronting Iran. What these groups had in common was a desire to use Donald Trump as a vehicle for advancing their agendas and a belief that I was frustrating that desire. These groups would portray me as disloyal to Trump, but I was doing my best to give the elected president options so he could determine his own agenda. Paradoxically, my replacement, for whom many members of these groups advocated, would push his own policies until he was fired and then would publish a damning tell-all while Trump was still in office and running for reelection.

By the end of my run, it was clear that Bolton was angling for the job and that his Fox News appearances were an extended audition. Fox News personalities friendly with Trump, such as Sean Hannity and Laura Ingraham, gave Bolton an assist by reinforcing the narrative that I was a globalist obstructing Trump’s agenda. This built on earlier campaigns, including the #FireMcMaster social media barrage of August and September 2017. The effort to get me out brought together a strange cabal of useful idiots in the alt-right ecosystem who believed their own disinformation about me and devised ludicrous schemes—such as having an attractive woman approach me at a restaurant, buy me a drink, and secretly record me as I disparaged my commander in chief. I was gone before they could hatch their plan.7

The press got a lot wrong during this period. Some, especially in the alt-right pseudo-media of digital sites that mimic legitimate news outlets, deliberately aided these groups. Meanwhile, the left-wing media pursued an unrelenting false narrative of Russian collusion and rarely reported on positive policy developments. Many reporters were manipulated. Many were willing to be manipulated if the story made for good copy. I decided not to waste time parrying the onslaught of attacks and to focus instead on what I could control—doing the best job I could for the president for as long as I was effective.

I knew when I took the job that my shelf life would be limited. Reports that I had “never really clicked” with Trump were accurate. I was fine with that. I did not need Trump as a friend, and I did not crave affirmation from him. But I did need him to trust me. Those who wanted me out worked hard to erode that trust.

* * *

AFTER I hung up the phone with Trump, I called my wife, Katie, to let her know.

“The president called. It’s over. I transition with John Bolton on April ninth.” She would soon hear the news breaking on the radio as she drove home from her job at the Catholic Diocese of Richmond, Virginia. Katie cried, but not due to regret; she was relieved. I was inured to the vitriol of social media and other attacks, but I had underestimated how much stress it placed on her.

I then called my chief of staff, Ylli, to tell him it was officially over. My core staff had gathered in my office waiting for the news. They had worked tirelessly to support me and serve the president. Their futures were uncertain, but I urged all of them to stay on to ensure a smooth transition.

That evening, I put on my U.S. Army dress mess uniform for a black-tie event hosted by Saudi Crown Prince Mohammed bin Salman to commemorate the twenty-seventh anniversary of the 1991 Gulf War. The event was held in the Andrew W. Mellon Auditorium, a grand building on Constitution Avenue. Doric columns rise over sixty feet to a ceiling known for its acoustic resonance. The hall was full. As I walked in, I recognized several government officials and reporters. Someone saw me, stood, and began clapping. Then everyone in the hall joined her. I was surprised at and appreciative of the display of support.

Several speeches followed dinner, including one by former Florida governor Jeb Bush, who was representing his father, George H. W. Bush, who had been president during Desert Shield and Desert Storm. Jeb mentioned the Battle of 73 Easting, a lopsided victory over a Republican Guard division in which I took part as commander of Eagle Troop, Second Armored Cavalry Regiment. I was reminded of the tremendous rewards of service in our military, especially being part of teams bound together by mutual respect, trust, and common purpose, teams that can take on the quality of a family. Despite setbacks and failures, I had never stopped trying to foster that same commitment to the mission and to colleagues as I led the National Security Council staff and ran the national security decision-making process.

* * *

AS SOON as I departed the job, family, friends, acquaintances, and strangers asked a similar series of questions, ranging from the innocuous “What was it like?” to “How did you get along with Trump?” to the leading “Is Trump really a (fill in the blank)?”

This book goes beyond answers to those questions. As a historian, I consider it my responsibility to explain what the Trump administration achieved and failed to achieve in the areas of foreign policy and national security during a pivotal moment in American history. I want readers to understand better how government should work and the roles and responsibilities of senior officials. As with a previous book of mine, on President Lyndon Johnson and the Vietnam War, this book explores how personalities and relationships influenced decision-making and policy. It will also help readers understand better the demands of the office of the president, the qualities and traits important to satisfying those demands, and how Donald Trump’s personality and character frustrated his ability to realize his potential and fulfill his duties to the American people.

Everything in the Trump White House was much harder than it needed to be. I tried to understand the perspectives and motivations of the president and of all who struggled to get Donald Trump the best advice, help him set the course for his foreign policy, and coordinate the implementation of his decisions.

This book exposes how the extreme polarization of America’s polity afflicts more than our national psyche. Polarization is a weapon that malicious domestic factions and hostile external foes wield to undermine governance at the highest level. Donald Trump emerged from profound divisions in American society and politics. But once he was in office, the forces that he had exploited to win the presidency interacted with those who despised him and subjected him to constant stress and attack. In the war with ourselves, Donald Trump had become the antagonist in his own story.

A follow-up question many people ask about my tour of duty in Washington is “Was it worth it?” My answer is yes. I’m a soldier. I love the United States of America, have risked my life for her, and have asked other men and women to fight, take risks, and make sacrifices in her name. Donald Trump was the sixth commander in chief under whom I served since taking the oath to “support and defend the Constitution of the United States” at the age of seventeen, on the parade field known as “the Plain,” 150 feet above the Hudson River at West Point. I tried to serve Donald Trump as I had his five predecessors—to the best of my ability.

How well did I fulfill my duty to Donald Trump and the Constitution of the United States? After you have read the story of my thirteen-month-long tour of duty in the Trump White House, I would ask you to be the judge of that.






Chapter 2

“You’re Hired”

TRUMP SECURITY ADVISOR FLYNN RESIGNS . . . The Cost of the Air War Against ISIS Has Reached $11 Billion . . . North Korea tests new ballistic missile . . . LAST MAN STANDING: MCMASTER FOR NSA? . . . TRUMP CHOOSES H.R. MCMASTER AS NATIONAL SECURITY ADVISER . . . Trump says, “Our country is lucky to have people like this” . . . The selection Monday of the Army lieutenant general is earning Trump RARE PRAISE FROM BOTH SIDES OF THE POLITICAL AISLE . . . McMaster will join the ranks of numerous generals serving at high-level positions in the Trump administration, including Defense Secretary James Mattis and Secretary of Homeland Security John Kelly . . . WHO IS TRUMP’S NEW NATIONAL SECURITY ADVISOR LT. GEN. H.R. MCMASTER? . . . Trump, announcing his decision, called McMaster “a man of tremendous talent and tremendous experience” . . . MCMASTER’S TAKEAWAYS: DON’T LIE, DON’T BLAME THE MEDIA, DON’T RELY ON AN INNER CIRCLE . . . Lt. Gen. H.R. McMaster hasn’t shied away from expressing strong public opinions on military and strategic issues . . . MCMASTER KNOWS HOW NATIONAL SECURITY POLICY CAN GO WRONG. WILL THAT HELP HIM?

FEBRUARY 17, 2017, the Friday before the start of Presidents’ Day weekend, was unseasonably warm in my hometown of Philadelphia. I had taken the train from Washington after two days of frustrating meetings with Department of the Army staff in the Pentagon. My job was to design the future Army, but the Pentagon is a place where ideas are crushed under the weight of bureaucracy.

I checked into my hotel and headed over to the Foreign Policy Research Institute, a think tank, to brief fellows and guests on the results of a study I had commissioned roughly eighteen months before. The subject was what we were then calling Russian new-generation warfare (RNGW), what many now refer to as hybrid warfare.

Before leaving Washington, I had watched morning news anchors speculate about who would replace retired lieutenant general Mike Flynn as national security advisor. Flynn had been subjected to an FBI interview that the Department of Justice later concluded was conducted without any “legitimate investigative basis,” and he had resigned after only twenty-four days on the job.1 He and I had served together in Iraq and Afghanistan, where he was a professional, collaborative, and effective intelligence officer. Years later, I would find it hard to recognize the man who was amplifying absurd conspiracy theories, endorsing the false “stop the steal” claims about the 2020 election, and encouraging the January 6, 2021 assault on the Capitol Building.

My cellphone rang as I walked down Walnut Street. The call was coming from a partially blocked Washington, D.C., number. I answered.

“Hello, General McMaster, this is the White House deputy chief of staff, Katie Walsh. President Trump would like you to travel to Mar-a-Lago this weekend to interview for the position of assistant to the president for national security affairs. May I tell the president you’re coming?”

I replied yes, thanked her, and called my wife, Katie, who was used to phone calls that suddenly changed our lives. That was one of them. Over the last thirty-three years, Katie had been my full partner in serving our nation.

“Of course you have to do it,” she said.

* * *

SOON AFTER, I called the magic Pentagon number for “DoD Cables,” a team of military communicators who can instantly reach almost any senior Department of Defense official anywhere in the world. I asked to speak with Secretary Mattis. He was midway across the Atlantic Ocean, en route to the Munich Security Conference. I told him about the call from the White House and the scheduled interview at Mar-a-Lago.

“Secretary Mattis, I’ll only do this if you want me to.”

“Yes, I want you to do it, H.R.,” he responded, “it would be great to work with you.”

Although I had never served with Mattis, I knew and respected him. We held similar views on the failures and shortcomings of U.S. strategy toward Iran and in the fight against jihadist terrorist organizations.

I made several more phone calls, to family and friends, and asked them to keep the news confidential. I spoke to my sister, Letitia, and to my father. I would see both of them in a few hours. My father would join me in downtown Philadelphia that evening for the First Troop Philadelphia City Cavalry formal “dining in,” a military ceremony involving dinner, drinking, and rituals, including a punch bowl ceremony and singing to foster camaraderie and esprit de corps.

In between calls to make travel arrangements, I spoke with White House chief of staff Reince Priebus and with Steve Bannon. I had never dealt with either man but was aware of the controversies surrounding Bannon, who had described himself as “virulently anti-establishment” and determined to “destroy the state”—statements that had made his appointment as the president’s “chief strategist” alarming.

Bannon’s daughter, a West Point graduate and U.S. Army officer, had told him that junior officers in the Army respected me and that I was a “soldier’s general.” Bannon now asked me, “Is that true, or is that bullshit?”

I suggested that he reserve judgment on that question for himself. I told both men that it was an honor to be considered for the job and that I looked forward to meeting them at Mar-a-Lago.

I was beginning to piece together how my name had gotten to the president. After General Flynn resigned as national security advisor, Sen. Tom Cotton had put my name in the hat. Cotton had told me that I was “partially to blame” for his decision to go to Officer Candidate School after graduating from Harvard Law School and then to serve as an Army infantry officer. I later discovered that Cotton had called several people to recommend me, including Priebus, Bannon, Pompeo, and Jared Kushner, who had been one of Cotton’s students at Harvard.2

The officers of the First Troop were gracious hosts. My father, who would turn eighty-four in two months, had done serial active-duty tours as an Army Reserve officer toward the end of his career and had retired three decades earlier as a lieutenant colonel. He had missed military camaraderie, and he had a wonderful time at the dining in. When the news broke that I—along with Ambassador John Bolton; the superintendent of West Point, Lieut. Gen. Bob Caslen; and Lieut. Gen. (Ret.) Keith Kellogg—was a candidate for the national security job, my phone buzzed constantly with incoming messages, but I ignored them and enjoyed the amusing, mildly profane proceedings of the dining in with my dad. At the end of the year, when he encountered severe health challenges, I was grateful we had shared that evening together with our fellow soldiers.

Back at Fort Eustis, I met my aide-de-camp, Maj. Kevin Kilbride, and my executive officer, Col. Neal Corson, to make contingency plans for a rapid departure. Then I went home to see Katie. I also tried to catch up on the many phone calls I had missed over the past eighteen hours. Many were from people who knew Donald Trump, hoped I would be selected, and wanted to tell me what to expect during the job interview. A few urged me not to interview because they found Trump so detestable. I knew, based on the negative reactions Trump elicited from many Americans, that I would lose some friends if I took the job. One friend would even suggest that my service in the Trump administration was the equivalent of serving Vichy France.3 Gen. Mark Milley, the Army chief of staff, predicted that Trump would hire me and pledged to do all he could to help me with the transition if that were the case. I spoke with my old friend and rugby teammate William Coyle, who observed, “Some people hate Trump so much that they want him to fail. But he’s the president of the United States. We can’t afford for him to fail.”

I slept well that night and went to the gym early Sunday morning before my flight to Palm Beach. I packed my Army blues—Priebus had told me to interview in uniform—and pulled down the late Peter Rodman’s excellent book Presidential Command, to reread it on the flight, which I did. As the plane took off, my eyes were drawn to a line I had highlighted years earlier, in the book’s conclusion, which explained why the job was important:

An effective national security adviser remains indispensable—to arm the president for the policy engagement that is required; to ensure that the bureaucratic process provides what the president needs; to help protect presidential interests. The security adviser is the guardian of the president’s independence of judgment, and is also in a position to provide a strategic overview of the whole of national security policy.4

While no one is ever fully ready for the broad scope of responsibilities associated with the national security advisor job, I was grateful for the range of experiences across thirty-three years of service on which I could draw, if selected. I had assessed policy and strategy from the ground up while watching the iron curtain part and the Soviet empire disintegrate; fought in the U.S.-led coalition’s lopsided victory over the Iraqi Army in the 1991 Gulf War; prepared units for combat in a post–Cold War period, when many thought that peace enforcement would be the main mission for the U.S. Army; commanded a regiment that defeated ruthless terrorists and insurgents in Iraq; rewrote wartime strategies to cope with realities in theaters abroad, rather than fantasy in Washington; led multinational teams to combat corruption and strengthen the Afghan state; trained America’s warriors to prevail in battle; and designed the future Army to ensure America’s ability to fight and win future wars as part of the U.S. joint force. But the most valuable experience may have been the opportunity to study and teach history and to research and write about how and why Vietnam became an American war. I had learned from that research and from my wartime experience that policies developed in Washington are often written by those who do not understand what it takes to implement them.

As I walked out of the airport in West Palm Beach, I got a call from Mike Pompeo.

I had never met or spoken to the former congressman and fellow West Point graduate. He was supportive. “I recommended that Trump select you,” he told me, and he warned me that President Trump would move quickly among topics: “You are going to get rapid-fire questions. Think about what is your thirty-second answer for everything.” Pompeo also told me to relax, and that Trump, in contrast to his combative public persona, would be engaging and gracious.

A driver met me and took me directly to Mar-a-Lago, where I changed into my Army uniform in a room used by the president’s military aides. Then I walked into the main guest entrance under the portico, down the steps, and through the gilded living room. I took in the hooded fireplace and gazed up at the twenty-one-foot-high gold leaf ceiling—a copy of the Thousand-Wing Ceiling in the Gallerie dell’Accademia in Venice, Italy.

Priebus, Bannon, and Kushner met me in the Tea Room, which offers panoramic views of the lawn and the beach beyond it. We sat at a round table to talk while Kushner took phone calls and moved in and out of the conversation. I was to meet with the president in about an hour; it had become clear that this was the pre-interview. Priebus and Bannon asked questions about geopolitics, but Bannon, who had a penchant for using war metaphors for significant policy issues as well as for personal confrontations, wanted to know about our cavalry troop’s experience in the 1991 Gulf War.

I noted that it was a long time ago, as we were one week away from the twenty-sixth anniversary of the Battle of 73 Easting. I then explained that the main reason for the lopsided outcome of the battle was the bonds of confidence, trust, and affection among our 136 troopers. I tried to leave it at that, but Bannon pressed for details. Using salt and pepper shakers and sweetener packets to represent armored vehicles and the enemy’s defenses, I described the courageous actions of our soldiers, crews, and platoons and emphasized how every trooper took initiative. I described how our soldiers had attacked a much larger force without hesitation and noted how history had informed our cavalry troop’s preparations. Having studied armored combat in North Africa during World War II, we had based our battle drills—rehearsed responses to predictable sets of circumstances in combat—largely on German field marshal Erwin Rommel’s papers and on U.S. major general Ernest Harmon’s “Notes on Combat Actions in Tunisia and North Africa.”5

I also told them that many captured enemies wept when our soldiers gave them water, rations, and spare pairs of boots. The enemy had been told that Americans would execute them. I stressed the discipline and humaneness of our soldiers as well as their courage.

Bannon and Priebus thanked me for sharing the account and told me that the president would likely ask me about the battle, too.

It was time. I walked into the bar, greeted the president, shook his hand, and thanked him for considering me for the position. I took the chair across the rectangular table from him as Priebus, Bannon, and Kushner sat around us. Hanging on a wall behind Trump was a portrait of him, wearing tennis whites and looking about thirty years younger. The backdrop was an apocalyptic orange sky.

Trump was warm and welcoming. He had “heard many good things from many people” about me. As Pompeo predicted, Trump asked several questions in quick succession. When he asked for my assessment of the war in Afghanistan, I described the sixteen-year-long war as a one-year war fought sixteen times over with short-term, inconsistent, and fundamentally flawed strategies. I highlighted that the Obama administration had been negotiating from a position of weakness. By no longer designating the Taliban as an enemy while bargaining with them, it had removed military pressure on the terrorist group.

Trump asked about the Middle East and the ongoing U.S. war against ISIS in Syria and Iraq. I observed that jihadist terrorist organizations and Iran were perpetuating a destructive cycle of sectarian violence. I shared the president’s distrust of the theocratic dictatorship in Iran and lamented the sanctions relief under the Joint Comprehensive Plan of Action (JCPOA), the Iran nuclear deal negotiated by the Obama administration.

Trump agreed that, across multiple administrations, we had not imposed adequate costs on Iran to deter further aggression. He was also sympathetic to my general assessment that the United States had not competed effectively in recent years, and our power and influence had diminished.

“Mr. President, if selected, I will work with you to challenge assumptions that underpin U.S. policies and develop options for you that bolster our competitive advantages.” I think my intention resonated with a man who, as candidate for president, had promised to make Americans “tired of winning.”

Bannon asked me to summarize my book Dereliction of Duty and its lessons. Trump told me he had just read it and “liked it very much.” (I later met the staffer who had prepared a synopsis of it for him.) “Mr. President, Lyndon Johnson’s advisors told him what he wanted to hear instead of what he needed to know to make wise decisions. As a result, the United States went to war in Vietnam without a sound strategy. LBJ failed to consider the costs and consequences of his decisions. Many Johnson administration advisors knew better, but they went along because they were afraid of losing influence with the president.” I asked rhetorically, “But what good were advisors if they told LBJ only what he wanted to hear?” I said the key lesson for me was to “ensure that the president gets the best analysis and multiple options so he can make informed decisions.”

Trump seemed happy with the answer.

Much of the conversation was light.

“General, do you golf?”

“Mr. President, I do not. If you are looking for a good golfer, you would have better luck with an Air Force officer.”

Trump had made me feel at ease, and I was enjoying the conversation. Toward the end of the interview, Bannon prompted me to tell the Battle of 73 Easting story. I quickly summarized the battle, then told Trump that an Iraqi brigade commander whom we had captured pointed to a photo of Field Marshal Erwin Rommel that was taped to the turret shield door of our squadron’s command post Bradley and asked a cavalry scout, “Why do you have a picture of your World War Two adversary?” The young soldier had responded “Why don’t you shut the fuck up? If you had read a little about Rommel, you wouldn’t be sitting in the back of my track.” The point was that our soldiers are smart and attuned to the lessons of history.

Trump laughed. He asked me when I could start. He seemed to be hiring me on the spot.

Priebus interjected nervously, “Mr. President, we have more interviews.”

I told Trump that I lived in Tidewater, Virginia, but could move to Washington and start immediately. He said that he would like me to stay in the Army as national security advisor and asked what I thought of this. “Mr. President, that would not be unprecedented. Then-Lieutenant General Colin Powell remained in uniform as national security advisor, and Lieutenant General Brent Scowcroft did the job of deputy national security advisor while still on active duty.”

It then seemed to occur to the president that staying in uniform might disadvantage me financially. He asked, “How much does a three-star general make?”

“I don’t really know,” I responded. “Every month my check goes to Katie, and whenever I use an ATM, it works.”

“Wow, you really are in this just for the service, aren’t you?”

I stood up, shook the president’s hand, thanked him again for the opportunity, and walked out.

A question the president did not ask was how I saw my role as national security advisor, how I intended to assist him with his foreign policy and national security agendas. In retrospect, that unasked question proved significant. So did the presence of his “chief strategist,” Bannon, in the room for the interview. Trump’s poor understanding of the national security advisor’s role relative to that of his cabinet and other members of his staff, along with his penchant for pitting people against one another instead of building collaborative teams, would cause friction in his administration and in our relationship.

* * *

PRIEBUS AND Bannon emerged a few minutes later and told me to hang around. The president wanted to see me again after the other interviews. It was midafternoon. I returned to the military aides’ room where I had changed. I was very hungry but did not want to go back to the main building to order lunch: they wanted to keep the interviewees separate from one another. I found a one-pound bag of pistachios and ate much of it while I made calls and caught up on emails. I left an IOU for Air Force major Wes Spurlock, one of the military aides, for the pistachios, but as I drafted this chapter, I realized I had never made good on it. I have since repaid my debt thanks to Nuts.com.

Around dinnertime, someone came to inform me that the president had run out of time and was on his way to dinner. The next interview would be the following morning. I checked into the Hilton Garden Inn, a short drive away, changed, and went to the hotel restaurant. As I wolfed down a burger, I called fellow job candidate Bob Caslen and asked him to join me for a beer, only to discover we had been put up in separate hotels. Bob told me he was departing on a flight the next morning. I assumed I was one of the finalists, but did not know who else was still under consideration.

I found out the next morning when I bumped into John Bolton in the men’s room at Mar-a-Lago.

“Good morning, Ambassador.”

“Good morning, General.”

He was on his way out, and I was on my way in, for my second interview.

Back in the living room, I joined Priebus and Bannon on a couch between two chairs across from the fireplace. The president walked in. I stood to greet him. He sat down in a chair and told me that another interview would not be necessary. He had decided to appoint me as national security advisor. “I look forward to working with you, General.” He then told Priebus to bring in Keith Kellogg, the fourth candidate and acting national security advisor.

Kellogg took the chair across the coffee table from the president. I did not know Keith: his assignments were in light infantry units, and he was a generation older than me. He looked dejected. The president introduced us and asked if I would keep Keith on as chief of staff. “Sure, Mr. President.” I turned to Keith, “It’ll be a privilege to serve with you.”

The president introduced me to his deputy press secretary, Sarah Huckabee Sanders. They began discussing when and where to make the announcement. Sanders suggested the following day, at the White House. The president asked if Katie could join me for it, and I told him I was sure she could. The plan was for me to fly to Washington on Air Force One later that afternoon. The White House would get me home to Fort Eustis to pack and would then fly Katie and me back to Washington the next day.

We adjourned. As we walked outside into the bright Florida sunlight, I noticed that Kellogg was upset. He said something about quitting and complained that no one had been with Trump longer or was more loyal than he was to the president. I tried to console Keith, telling him I was sure we could make a good team. Unfortunately, his sadness would morph into resentment and malice.

Back in the military aides’ room once again, I changed, throwing my uniform into a garment bag. Soon afterward, someone knocked on the door to tell me that the president had changed his mind: he would announce my appointment in front of the Mar-a-Lago press pool in about an hour.

I quickly tried to call Katie, but she was at an appointment. My uniform had become wrinkled, but I found the president’s valet, an Army sergeant, who steamed it for me. Wrinkle-free, I returned to the living room to find the president directing how the couch would be arranged for the announcement.

Trump invited Kellogg to join us on the couch. Keith sat awkwardly to his left. Soon, the press pool crowded in. The president waited for them to settle and then said, “So, I just wanted to announce . . . that General H. R. McMaster will become the national security advisor. He’s a man of tremendous talent and tremendous experience. I watched and read a lot over the last two days. He is highly respected by everybody in the military, and we are very glad to have him.”

I replied, “Mr. President, thank you very much. I’d just like to say what a privilege it is to be able to continue serving our nation. I’m grateful to you for that opportunity. And I look forward to joining the National Security team and doing everything I can to advance and protect the interests of the American people. Thank you very much, sir.” Then I shook the president’s hand.6

After the announcement, I retrieved my phone, which was already buzzing with innumerable texts and voicemails from friends and family. I noticed an incoming call from my boss at U.S. Army Training and Doctrine Command, Gen. David Perkins, whom I had known for nearly two decades and for whom I had great respect. I asked the president if he would mind talking to him, given that I was leaving Dave’s command on such short notice. Trump graciously obliged. Without warning, I handed the phone to the president, who spoke with a surprised Dave Perkins as we walked to the motorcade that would take us to Air Force One.

Once aboard the aircraft, I met other members of the White House staff. Joe Hagin, the chief of White House operations, asked the president to sign a directive to provide me with a Secret Service protective detail and informed me that the detail would meet me in Washington on Tuesday afternoon.

I finally reached Katie. I also called my father, sister, and my aunt Johanne Curcio, my late mother’s sister.

After Air Force One landed at Andrews Air Force Base, I made my way over to two U.S. Marine Corps Osprey tilt-rotor aircraft and greeted the crew who flew me home to Tidewater, Virginia. That night, Katie and I discussed what was certain to be an interesting and challenging tour of duty. We decided not to move our home to Washington until our daughter Colleen and her fiancé, Lee, were married in California on April 1.

The next day, the Ospreys returned to fly me back up to Washington.

As the ramp of the Marine Corps MV-22 Osprey dropped, I yelled thanks to the U.S. Marine Corps crew above the roar of the spinning tilt rotors, grabbed my two bags, and walked onto the tarmac to meet members of my new Secret Service detail. Over the next thirteen months, they would become like members of our family. The team took me directly to the White House to begin my first day as national security advisor, almost exactly twenty-four hours after President Trump had hired me.

Some of the friends who called me before and after the interview had recommended that I decline the job. The president was a deeply flawed person, they said. Everyone who works for him gets chewed up or emerges from the experience with a sullied reputation. But I saw it as my duty to serve. Regardless of Trump’s personal foibles, I believed I could do genuine good for him and the country. Besides, my commander in chief had asked me to do the job, and I would continue to serve as I had under his five predecessors.

I felt no sense of trepidation or anxiety. One learns in combat that those are not helpful emotions. I knew the job would be challenging, but I felt up to it. The only pressure I would experience was the pressure I put on myself to perform well the job I had studied as a historian. What I did not anticipate fully was that, unlike the units in which I had served in combat overseas, in Washington, the Trump administration was already at war with itself.






Chapter 3

“Love All, Trust a Few”

President Trump Sends Top Aides to Mexico Amid Deep Strains with U.S. . . . THE ROAD TO POWER IN UKRAINE RUNS THROUGH DONALD TRUMP . . . Trump Calls for Aggressive Change in Speech to Congress . . . H R MCMASTER: THE PHILOSOPHER GENERAL WHO COULD TAME TRUMP . . . McMaster Faces Limits in Overhauling Flynn’s NSC . . . McMaster delves into the responsibility for the Vietnam War debacle. He concludes that everyone in political and military leadership shares the blame . . . China to Increase Military Spending by 7% in 2017 . . . Donald Trump Is No Ronald Reagan . . . Pence Visits DMZ as Tensions Rise Between U.S. and N. Korea . . . U.S. split over plan to take Raqqa from Islamic State . . . Erdogan Claims Victory in Referendum to Give President Sweeping Powers . . . Many Americans Disapprove of Trump but Are Open to His Agenda, Poll Finds . . . In address to Congress, Trump leaves behind campaign rhetoric and embraces Washington ritual . . . Muslim majority countries show anger at Trump Travel Ban . . . TRUMP’S NEW TRAVEL BAN BLOCKS MIGRANTS FROM SIX NATIONS, SPARING IRAQ

I WALKED into the West Wing side entrance, up the stairs, and down the hallway to the office suite for the assistant to the president for national security affairs and the deputy assistant. There, I met Coast Guard captain John Reed, who had been serving as executive assistant to Michael Flynn. Deputy National Security Advisor Kathleen Troia “K.T.” McFarland walked out of her office at the back of the suite to greet me. It was K.T. who had held the team together under the strains of the transition between presidents and of Mike Flynn’s unexpected departure

John Rader and Navy lieutenant commander Sarah Flaherty emerged from an office not much larger than a walk-in closet. John was serving as my policy advisor, and Sarah as K.T.’s. Sarah had met K.T. through K.T.’s daughter, a fellow naval officer. K.T. and I had a few moments alone in the furnished but otherwise undecorated NSA office. She acknowledged the turbulence associated with the transition and the unexpected departure of Flynn, but said that important work was already under way. She explained that we had a talented team and that she had run deputies committee meetings to develop options for the president on North Korea—the problem that President Obama had told President Trump was most urgent.

I thanked K.T. for all she had done and told her that her understanding of the president and the Trump team would help me transition into the job. Aware that I had never been assigned in Washington, K.T., who had first served on the NSC staff under Henry Kissinger, warned me that the working environment of the White House would be “nothing like your experience in the military.”

In Washington, she noted, “friends stab you in the chest.”

Others had given me similar warnings. Former Speaker of the House Newt Gingrich told me that “when you find yourself in a snake pit, don’t be surprised when you have to handle snakes.”

As I entered the Situation Room, in the basement of the West Wing, I sensed trepidation among the NSC senior staff. Megan Badasch, the deputy executive secretary, recalled later that she was thinking, This is where we all get fired. K.T. had told me that many members of the staff shared Badasch’s anxiety.

I explained that I needed their help because “this was my first assignment in Washington.” I acknowledged Keith Kellogg’s service in Vietnam and noted how challenging it must have been to lead soldiers under a fundamentally flawed policy and strategy. I shared with them my view that the Obama administration policies and strategies to cope with threats from China, Russia, North Korea, Iran, and jihadist terrorist organizations had been, like U.S. strategy for the Vietnam War, based on fundamentally flawed assumptions. We would scrutinize assumptions, take time to understand the nature of the challenges and opportunities the United States was confronting, identify what was at stake, craft realistic objectives, and develop multiple policy options to accomplish those objectives at an acceptable cost and risk.

I asked the team for their thoughts on how I should prioritize my personal efforts to contribute to the mission. I thought I had allayed their concerns about their being fired, but I sensed reluctance among them to share criticisms and suggestions in such a large group.

Badasch asked me to visit the Eisenhower Executive Office Building (EEOB) to meet members of the Executive Secretariat, the body that coordinates the work of the NSC staff internally and communications between the NSC staff, the White House staff, and the departments and agencies. The team there had been working tirelessly since the transition and could use a morale boost.

As we walked across the EEOB parking lot and up the stairs to her office, I saw looks of surprise as I greeted members of the NSC and White House staff in the hallways. I learned later that most national security advisors rarely ventured out of the West Wing and into the EEOB. Over the next year, I would routinely visit directors in their offices. It gave me the opportunity to see members of the NSC staff more frequently, hear their perspectives, and benefit from their insights. Meeting people on their own turf often makes them feel more comfortable. It is also one of the many aspects of leadership that is common in the Army but unusual in the White House.

* * *

LATER THAT first day, I met with my policy advisor, John Rader, and with John Eisenberg, the NSC legal advisor and deputy counsel to the president for national security. Eisenberg stressed that to fulfill his responsibility to the president, he must be present for consequential conversations. He explained that although his responsibility was to the president alone, he would help me avoid pitfalls and ensure that any NSC initiatives were legal and above reproach. For example, Eisenberg had lamented Mike Flynn’s decision to grant an interview with FBI investigators without a White House attorney present because it was detrimental to Flynn and could have compromised executive privilege—that is, the power of the president and other officials in the executive branch to withhold certain forms of confidential communication from the courts and the legislative branch. Rader caught me up on how the current NSC organization and process had developed during the transition. The elevation of homeland security advisor Tom Bossert to the equivalent of the national security advisor had blurred the lines of responsibility and also created bureaucratic problems: Bossert and I could both convene meetings with the secretary of defense, secretary of state, and other cabinet officials, which could cause redundancies and confusion.
	
But the most controversial aspect of the Trump National Security Council, as laid out in a January 28, 2017, National Security Presidential Memorandum (NSPM), was the designation of “regular attendees” of the principals committee (PC) of the National Security Council and the Homeland Security Council.1 Rader told me that, as the draft of the NSPM went through the clearance process, Priebus had used a red Sharpie to add Trump’s chief campaign strategist, Steve Bannon, to the roster of regular members of the principals committee. The document had not listed the director of national intelligence and chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Gen. Joseph Dunford, as regular members of the PC. Senior policy advisor Stephen Miller had added these edits before Mike Flynn was aware of the change. This was a problem because those who had
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