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			FOREWORD

			The Essential War for the American Future

			By Newt Gingrich

			As President Ronald Reagan once said, “Freedom is never more than one generation away from extinction.” Whether on the battlefield or the public square, freedom must be constantly defended. Today, the most vital battle for the soul and structure of our Republic is the one Seth Keshel addresses in this essential book, The American War on Election Corruption.

			If we are to maintain a free society, we must have confidence in our elections. Without fair and transparent processes—processes that respect the laws set up by the states—the basis of our self-governance collapses.

			The crisis of confidence we currently face is a fundamental threat to the American experiment. We have reached a point where sophisticated, rigorous analysis is needed to cut through the noise and examine the specific anomalies and broken laws that plagued the 2020, 2022, and 2024 elections. We also need actionable solutions. Crucially, this analysis must be specific and grounded in fact, avoiding the pitfalls of conspiracy theories and fringe interests.

			This is precisely why Captain Seth Keshel’s book is indispensable.

			I first became intrigued with Keshel’s insights after learning of the extraordinary accuracy of his work in the last few American elections. Keshel is, quite simply, the leading analyst of voter registration in America. His knowledge of voter registration patterns extends down to the precinct and county levels. He has a truly encyclopedic command of the data that most political professionals either overlook or simply do not possess.

			Keshel approaches political forecasting not as a pollster relying on fleeting sentiment but as a strategic intelligence officer—because that’s what he is. He firmly believes that voter registration patterns carry a deeper and far more reliable meaning than traditional polling. This belief is rooted in his background as a former Army captain and intelligence officer serving in Afghanistan. This background is not just a footnote; it is the source of his unique capacity to process and understand complex data systems.

			Keshel has applied this level of rigor to his methodology. He has tracked voter registration by party across the country. He has deeply researched state election laws—and how fraudulent ballots in each state have been cast. He has blended this granular political analysis to create the only legitimate forecasting model of its kind.

			Keshel’s expertise is recognized at the highest levels. He has been commended by the president of the United States and has personally briefed White House staff on his findings.

			The results of the 2024 presidential race confirmed the decisive power of Keshel’s methodology. While many commentators and pollsters flailed, Keshel correctly called every one of the swing states. He also provided stunning detail, predicting that New Hampshire, due to the registration drift toward Republicans, would be incredibly close. Indeed, President Donald J. Trump almost carried the state, losing to Vice President Kamala Harris by a mere 2.8 percent of the vote.

			His predictive analysis also suggested significant Republican gains in key states such as Pennsylvania, Michigan, Wisconsin, and Florida. He attributed these shifts to demographic changes and fundamental voter registration trends. Keshel’s analysis suggested a strong performance for President Trump, and he was right.

			These outcomes were not accidental; they were the consequence of a tectonic shift in the American electorate that Keshel was the first to decisively identify. However, in state after state, there are those who would seek to undermine our elections and corrupt our system.

			Keshel’s book is not merely a presentation of powerful data; it is an intelligence report on how we fight back. He highlights the critical impact of urban and suburban voting patterns, particularly in states like Texas and Nevada. He reminds us of the critical importance of voter turnout and how media narratives frequently attempt to shape—or distort—election outcomes.

			The American War on Election Corruption provides the comprehensive, specific, and detailed framework necessary for every American concerned about the future of our representative government. Keshel’s knowledge and forecasting skill, rooted in the rigor of military intelligence, offer us a clear-eyed view of what has gone right, what has gone wrong, where the broken laws and anomalies exist, and, most importantly, what we must do to restore and maintain integrity in our electoral systems.

			Read this book and internalize these patterns. The fight for fair elections is the fight for the survival of the Republic—and Captain Seth Keshel has provided the essential battle plan.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			The Week the Laughter Stopped

			Americans were still languishing under draconian COVID-19 measures in 2021, the year the world I knew was turned upside down by a new national movement that came to consume my life while simultaneously making excellent use of thirty-six years of achievement, failure, and fate. Some states threw off the self-imposed chains early, while others, such as Hawaii, held on to them as long as humanly possible. Socially stunted children and depressed adults were of no concern to those who had burned everything down the year before, even after the political considerations associated with the outbreak of the virus had been relegated to the pages of history and a new administration sworn in.

			That administration, led by President Joseph R. Biden, Jr., wasted absolutely no time running out of things to blame President Donald Trump’s administration for and creating all-new crises of their own. In fiscal year 2021, which took place mostly under Biden’s watch, at least 660,000 illegal aliens evaded US enforcement at the southwest border,1 which upset all progress that had been made under Trump. The federal government wasted no time going after political opponents, pursuing countless people nominally involved or having committed only meaningless technical infractions related to the events of January 6, 2021. Biden himself spent plenty of time deflecting from his inability to make the “return to normalcy” happen at a faster rate as Americans grew restless.

			Then came the biggest blunder of them all—the Afghanistan withdrawal. Americans have long been sick of nation building and the endless military conflict that comes with those efforts and had no desire to stick around in countries like Iraq or Afghanistan; however, what we saw in the second half of August severely tarnished America’s standing in the eyes of the world. After two decades of Americans having been told the war in Afghanistan was worth the blood and treasure, we crawled out on our hands and knees and in the most humiliating fashion imaginable. Seven months after assuming power, the Biden administration had imploded and lost all meaningful political capital.

			Less than two years before, the first Trump administration was forging pathways to peace in areas long consumed by bloodshed and strife, recapturing control of the global economy with a populist approach, effectively using the military and getting it back to business and away from social experiments, and restoring the promise of a country that had stumbled its way into the twenty-first century. How in the hell did this nightmare come along in 2021?

			One must return to the first week of November 2020 to reconcile it all.

			Trump wasn’t supposed to win in 2016; no matter where you looked, the consensus was that Hillary Clinton would become the first female president of the United States. Newsweek was so confident they fired off covers prematurely congratulating her for a win that would never happen. His win didn’t surprise me at all because I had already studied the exact path he would take to crush Clinton’s dreams. Millions of Americans, including many who voted for Trump in 2016, had low expectations for his first administration. Some chalked it up to their feelings about the man himself, and others figured he would be stymied by the power of the political establishment. Still, even skeptics couldn’t help but enjoy the grandiose meltdowns of the American left, whose followers howled, shrieked, and nearly self-immolated online, in public places, and most certainly in private company as evidenced by the alarming uptick in mental health services consumption leading up to Trump’s inauguration. Their tears served as a major unifying factor for the political right, which had spent most of the previous seventeen months since Trump announced his candidacy destroying one another and pounding their chests over whose conservative credentials were the mightiest.

			For more than three years, all the way up until the worldwide outbreak of COVID-19, Trump kept the left uptight, irritated, and on the brink of a collective nervous breakdown. Executive orders, Supreme Court picks, a big tax bill, and constant hammering of professional propagandists kept leftists raging and providing new content fodder on such a regular basis it was impossible to consume it all, even in a day and age in which nearly everyone is struggling to put the screens down. The firehose was so steady it even carried Trump through some tough times, diverting the media cycle from issues like “Russiagate” and struggles with a Democrat-run House that took over, courtesy of the 2018 midterms.

			Somewhere in Trump’s first term, even before things got dark in early 2020, Republicans and rank-and-file Trump supporters took their eyes off the ball. Mimicking a classic military intelligence error, they underestimated their political enemies and the extent to which those enemies would go to unseat the first president in American history to have never held elected office or served in the military as a general officer. After all, Americans have been assured since the first day of social studies that cheating in elections is not only extremely rare, but nearly impossible to get away with. Ironically, that’s not what history tells us.

			We spent three solid years laughing at the left beginning on November 8, 2016 and, after a brief period of seriousness to discern the severity of COVID-19, returned to mocking them not only politically but for their fear-based approach to being anywhere near other human beings. This was never more obvious than when Biden would appear on the campaign trail and have a half dozen rally attendees arranged in a pattern of circles formed by tape on the ground to account for social distancing, which Dr. Anthony Fauci admits to having arbitrarily made up to placate Americans who needed Prozac more than anything else. We chuckled at the rally circles, doubled down when comparing Biden’s rally attendance to the size of Trump’s crowds, and grimaced in disbelief when he would get away with things like reminding black Americans that they “aren’t black” if they didn’t cower to social pressure and vote for him. The fog was so thick sometimes for Biden that many Americans thought Jill Biden was guilty of elder abuse. Surely, just surely, the American people saw this, right?

			Summer gave way to election season, which began in September in some states, especially after many secretaries of state and governors made special provisions for mail-in ballots and adjusted timelines on the fly to maximize voter turnout. Up until the 2020 election, only four states (Oregon, Washington, Colorado, and Utah) had run all-mail presidential elections. In 2020, many states, such as Nevada, California, New Jersey, and Hawaii, authorized temporary all-mail elections, driving the mail-in share of ballots to 43 percent nationally, when it had been just 21 percent in 2016.2 The crucial battleground state of Michigan, which had little experience handling mail-in ballots, soared from 25.7 percent mail-in ballots in 2016 to an eye-popping 49.1 percent in 2020.3

			Pollster Richard Baris says it best when he refers to the 2020 election as a “quasi election.” Sure, there were votes, and then there were the ballots. Those ballots came in Georgia, Pennsylvania, and Arizona for days on end. All three of those states, in addition to Wisconsin, Michigan, and Nevada, wound up in the Biden column. Trump carried just Florida and North Carolina among states thought to be battlegrounds. Once Pennsylvania, which had previously shown what looked to be an insurmountable Trump lead, was called for Biden on November 7, so went the 2020 election.

			It was the week the laughter stopped.

			While the American right howled in laughter and crafted meticulous memes vividly portraying the agony of left-wing voters for years, the left-wing politicos, operatives, think tanks, organizations, NGOs, government agencies, and complicit support networks worldwide had been plotting how to sabotage the 2020 election and ensure that the president who had seized political power from the permanently entrenched would be ousted come hell or high water. COVID-19 was the vehicle, and through death by a thousand cuts, a man who didn’t wage a serious campaign received nearly 81.3 million votes4 and shoved his way into the Oval Office.

			When I joined the fight for election integrity in November 2020, with President Trump still in office and clinging to the soon-to-be-dashed hope that his case would be proven in courts with no appetite to listen, roughly 40 percent of Americans believed the election was “rigged,”5 or in other words, illegal ballots had tipped the decisive margins for Biden. This isn’t a far-fetched belief, given that just 42,918 votes in Arizona, Georgia, and Wisconsin separated Biden from Trump. Had those thirty-seven electoral votes gone to Trump, the Electoral College would have been deadlocked at 269 to 269, pushing the US House into action by state delegations.

			Thanks to the efforts of those who never took their eyes off the goal of election integrity, a stunning 62 percent of Americans were concerned cheating would impact the 2024 election.6 President Trump’s microphone is the loudest, but he had help from many who couldn’t look the other way on a quasi election that was conducted in a way that would cause Boss Tweed to hide his face in shame. I am one of those Americans, and I’ve had one of the biggest targets of all on my back. It’s been incredibly hard to take a solid shot at me because of my command of data and, most recently, my accuracy in combining traditional political analytics with my own proprietary understanding of each state’s capacity for ballots—not votes—on a county-by-county basis.

			If you are afraid you’ll be persuaded to abandon your faith that there exists a fair system of elections in a country made famous for its form of self-determination and representative government that became the envy of the world, you may want to put this book down and grab that wadded-up copy of The New York Times, which almost certainly won’t commit any more ink to covering what I have to say after they swung and missed in their 2024 attempt.7

			If a constitutional republic is to survive in modern times, it will only do so when the citizenry trusts the most important processes. There is no more important process than elections. Through the electoral process, Americans select those who are expected to lead through difficult times, uphold law and order, and act in accordance with the lawful wishes of their constituents as merited and often as possible. Elections that subvert the will of the people are not elections at all and had President Biden wished to have practically no questions pertaining to his legitimacy surviving past his inauguration date, he would have invited every American to audit every ballot in every state just to prove his critics wrong. Instead, he went to Pennsylvania to dissuade any election audits the same week I became a national name at Mike Lindell’s Cyber Symposium in Sioux Falls, South Dakota.

			My story is complex because it has been my failures in life that have strengthened me the most, because I draw from those lessons when challenged and when I need encouragement to keep pursuing goals that matter. You’ll come to have a graduate level of understanding into exactly why so many of your fellow human beings question the 2020 election, and you may join the many people I’ve persuaded in town halls, symposia, speaking events, or even plane trips over the past five years in realizing that there will be no America without an immediate overhaul of our electoral processes.

			I’ll show you how I used real data to throw off poll-obsessed media pundits in 2024 and how the future is far from settled despite a momentous electoral victory that was “too big to rig” for someone who will be remembered as one of the most consequential people in modern history. The next Republican presidential candidate will not have such a luxury at his disposal.

			In 2023, while visiting my father’s gravesite in Arlington National Cemetery, I came across the gravestone of former Navy Lieutenant Commander Jason Michael Price, who died too young at age forty-one in 2020. On his stone was the phrase, “Nothing great comes from comfort zones.” No one said overhauling a process few Americans trust and upon which the premier power of the free world hangs in the balance would be easy. Beyond this introduction, you’ll find a discussion of something too important to ignore, and upon which the freedom of future generations relies.
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					3	US Election Assistance Commission, Election Administration and Voting Survey 2020 Comprehensive Report (US Election Assistance Commission, 2021), XX, https://www.eac.gov/sites/default/files/document_library/files/2020_EAVS_Report_Final_508c.pdf.
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			Chapter 1

			Useless Knowledge

			A strange thing happens when someone explodes overnight and amasses a large online following, as happened to me during the dog days of Biden’s first tumultuous year at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue. While many people are itching to see what the “next big thing” has to say, others are filled with resentment or suspicion for the poor soul who stumbled into notoriety. People tend to look at the phenom in such a way that suggests he must have always been successful, a natural in every undertaking. This was not the case with me. In fact, I spent most of the first half of my life trying to be who I was not and experiencing humbling setbacks every step of the way as I battled low self-esteem.

			I entered this world as my father’s fifth and final child, and my mother’s only, born at the now-defunct Roosevelt Roads Naval Station on the east end of Puerto Rico. I wasn’t on the island long, but it was long enough to enrage left-wing minds today by reminding them of my “Hispanic” origin. We were gone quickly to upstate New York by the time I was two, and then to Mississippi, where I grew up, after Dad retired from the Army.

			Lieutenant Colonel Donald J. Keshel, even after death, remains the most influential figure over my development and core ethos. I grew up around a much tamer version of the old man than did my four half-siblings, who had dealt with significantly worse secondhand damage stemming from Dad’s three combat tours in Vietnam as an infantry officer. The steady diet of backhands and corporal punishment they received was generally downgraded to severe verbal lashings and a mercurial temperament for their distant half brother as I was growing up, essentially an only child.

			I had a knack for academics early on, effortlessly bringing home report cards full of A+ marks. On the rare occasion I’d bring home an A-, that mark alone would be scrutinized by Dad as he pressured me to do better. As I grew older and schoolwork became more difficult, I would bring home the occasional B+. By the time I got my first C in honors trigonometry my junior year of high school, all hell broke loose. My father had high expectations for excellence that were sadly misplaced in my formative years when I needed to get over my fear of failure more than anything.

			But grades weren’t the area I was missing the mark in. I struggled with my weight and body image starting in middle school, and thanks to severe damage to my right ear, which never developed properly from birth, I didn’t take naturally to athletics. Although I’ve since become confident and fit as a result of the discipline instilled in me during my military service, I have never been physically graceful or coordinated. Dad and I grew to love the game of baseball because of the historical significance of the game, the endless satisfaction of watching annual pursuits of time-honored records, and the intense statistical analysis that extended naturally from the national pastime.

			I remember the faces and uniforms on the fronts of the many baseball cards I collected and, more relevant for today, the lines of statistics on the backs. I could quickly identify the peak years of a player, correctly discern years marred by injury, a gradual decline, and finally, the years in which the player’s legs or pitching arm simply went out and ushered in the end of his career. I reaped constant criticism from baseball coaches for being so interested in stats, even during the games in which I was playing. I couldn’t help but take note of the numbers materializing before my eyes, and even jinxed a perfect game once, sending my coach into a frenzy.

			As for my on-field participation, you won’t find much noteworthy detail to record. A good season for me in the years I played, from ages nine to fifteen, included at least one clean base hit, a handful of hard foul balls, and a few more groundouts than expected. I was terrible, and now that I no longer feel such immense shame about it, it has become humorous to recount. By the time I was playing eighth-grade, PONY league ball, I was over six feet tall and hovering around two hundred pounds. I was emerging from the round-faced, bespectacled image I had made for myself and starting to straighten up, but hand-eye coordination was severely lacking just as badly at fourteen as it had been when I was younger. There were times I would come up to bat for the first time, and a team that had never seen me play before would move all three outfielders back to the warning track. By the time I came up for my second at bat, they’d have everyone pulled in shallow.

			Dad struggled to control his drinking and, between that and his own personal trauma, said a lot of hurtful things. One day after a game, when I was fourteen, Dad laid into me and told me how embarrassing it was to have a son so big that was such a poor player. What hurt me then is motivational fuel today, but as fate would have it, I would never play organized baseball again after that year. I tried out for my high school’s baseball program that fall but given Hillcrest Christian School’s constant presence in the state championship picture, I had no chance.

			It wasn’t just the hitting and defense that did me in; Coach Paul Wyczawski, our championship-caliber head coach who had a lengthy collegiate coaching career after my time at Hillcrest, had a standard I just couldn’t make—the dreaded seven-minute mile. For weeks after tryouts, I hit the track and floundered, pushing nine minutes and finding myself early one evening in the coach’s office.

			“Coach Y,” as he was known for short, said in his thick Minnesota accent, “Keshel, you can’t hit, you can’t run, and you can’t really even field. To save you the pain of having to run another mile, I’m gonna cut ya loose.” Knowing my love for the game and my penchant for statistics, he left open the door for me to work on the team as a student assistant, a role I would come to slide right over to as soon as football season ended every year. Being low on agility and big on size, I filled up space on Coach Dennis Thompson’s offensive line and was only an average player who wished he would have been good at a different sport. I didn’t work hard in the weight room, settled for getting by, and it showed. If I would have had the work ethic then that I have today, things would have been much different for me. That wasn’t meant to be.

			My baseball teammates soon came to know me as someone who didn’t give out free base hits when it came time for judgment calls on scorekeeping and tried in vain to beat me in baseball trivia on bus rides. I remember specifically, when talking history with one of our coaches who taught that subject during classroom hours, a teammate overheard the conversation and told me I had nothing but “useless knowledge” that would never be of use once my time in baseball came to a close.

			Over that four-year span in high school, I attended every Cougars game, tracked player stats, and interfaced with the numerous professional scouts and collegiate coaches who came to evaluate our impressively talented roster. They came to me for insight on player makeup, work habits, and things they may have missed while covering other portions of their territories. One of those coaches was Dan McDonnell, then an assistant coach at Ole Miss and now head coach at Louisville, where he has taken his team to the College World Series six times.

			The Ole Miss Rebels baseball program, now a perennial power and 2022 national champion, was just three seasons into the Mike Bianco era after having been a Southeastern Conference also-ran for decades. The team had several players from Hillcrest on the roster, including future big leaguer Seth Smith and a three-time all-American named Stephen Head, who dominated as a two-way player on the mound and as a heavy-hitting first baseman. Thanks to Coach McDonnell’s introduction that provided me with an open door to the program, I began tracking statistics during intrasquad games in the fall and winter ball portions of the preseason, reporting them to the coaching staff, and updating fans online in the early days of message boards. Once the 2004 season began, I was equipped with a radar gun and clipboard and given the duty of charting pitches to be analyzed by staff after games.

			The 2004 team was loaded with talent and ranked as high as fourth nationally at the midway point in the season. A six-game losing skid hurt our momentum, but we were strong enough to host the first-ever Oxford Regional tournament after finishing the regular season and conference tournament with a record of 39 wins and 19 losses . We went into the regional on a four-game losing streak and immediately bombed out of the double elimination arrangement in two games in front of our home fans. Our season was over and, with the pressure on, our players had abandoned all discipline at the plate, swinging for the fences rather than looking to wear down the opposing pitchers and simply get men on base.

			That disappointment followed the team into fall practice as the 2004–5 school year kicked off. Coach Stuart Lake, the Ole Miss hitting coach, recommended we devise a quality at-bats system to incentivize hitters to put more thought into their trips to the plate. It was a page straight out of Moneyball, Michael Lewis’s highly successful book about how the low-budget Oakland Athletics cut corners and made ends meet to compete successfully with the rich juggernauts of Major League Baseball; Billy Beane’s club took an unconventional approach to evaluating talent, stuck with it, and reaped the rewards. Such systems of evaluating talent and bargain hunting are now widespread at the game’s highest levels.

			This system came to be known as the “Keshel Cup,” and it followed Coach Lake to two schools after he left Ole Miss—Charleston Southern and our old conference rival, the University of South Carolina, a premier college program. Our players loved the contest, frequently checked the dry-erase board for updates after intrasquad games, and most importantly, took the lessons learned into the 2005 season. I handled multiple other duties and, as I became more knowledgeable, was relied upon to provide insight on opposing players I would assess using various platforms and types of technology. Our team was incredible and, in that year and the one to follow, finished just one victory short of advancing to Omaha for the College World Series. It remains a feather in my cap to have had no meaningful playing career yet be relied upon by the coaching staff of a dominant Southeastern Conference program to provide reliable, accurate, and actionable information for high-stakes situations. I had helped lead Ole Miss baseball into a realm of advanced analytics a full decade before collegiate baseball became fully invested in that arena. This period would turn out to be indispensable training for the future, but I had no idea at the time. I had planned to stay around the game I loved for a lifetime.

			In the summer of 2006, I had expected to be put to work as an associate scout for the Florida Marlins, which drafted one of our players, future National League Rookie of the Year and World Series champion Chris Coghlan, in the first round of the MLB Draft that year. Associate scouts are volunteers and outfitted with a radar gun, stopwatch, and clipboard, sent to the middle of nowhere to “bird-dog” for talent. If anyone checks all the boxes, the associate scout signals to the full-timers to put the player on the list for follow-up. Hall of Fame legends Greg Maddux and Nolan Ryan were found by associate scouts with an eye for generational talent.

			That call never came. With this letdown, I began to realize that I was highly unlikely to find a meaningful career in the game I loved. I had experimented with Ole Miss Air Force ROTC in the spring but couldn’t contract with them because of their strict physical standards and the persistent issues with my twice reconstructed right ear. The rejection from the Marlins then led me to consider my family’s branch, the United States Army. With two conflicts raging, a constant need for company-grade officers, and my own disinterest in pushing paper after college, I went over to Barnard Hall one day, filled out paperwork with Major Andy Field, and waited for the verdict on my ear. A few weeks later, the news came back: Waiver granted.

			I signed a cadet contract at once, which put me on an aggressive course to commissioning as a second lieutenant in just twenty-one months, pending successful completion of all course work and training requirements. One of the things I remember most about my sudden change of direction is how proud my father became of me. Two of my other siblings had served before me, and at the time I joined Army ROTC, my brother David, a chief warrant officer 5 and attack helicopter pilot by trade, still had another twelve years left in uniform.

			The future revealed that my “useless knowledge” would deliver huge dividends.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Applied Knowledge

			I was a big fan of President Donald Trump as soon as he announced his candidacy in 2015, and primarily for the same reasons his other fans had his back. He said it like it was, proposed solutions over defense of ideology, and had clearly thought things out. If I had put one hundred dollars on him to win the GOP nomination in June 2015, it would have been worth thousands a year later. The greatest thing about Trump in those days is that he was busy crumpling up old, tired ideas and shoving them, along with their associated candidates, right off the end of the debate stage.

			When Ted Cruz and John Kasich tried one last-ditch effort to stop Trump in the Indiana GOP primary, it backfired in such spectacular fashion that it instantly ended both of their campaigns. There were a few more primaries that had to play out, but the effective end point of the 2016 primary campaign was established in the Hoosier State. Polling for Trump in a hypothetical matchup against Hillary Clinton, who used party loopholes and infrastructure to snatch the Democratic nomination from Bernie Sanders, looked awful, but everyone figured it would normalize once the two-person campaign began in earnest. It never really did.

			Polls, in my view, are like dark magic. They often say what the sponsor wants them to say, often account for 78 percent of the electorate but still issue definitive top lines, and still come with a margin of error that may miss hundreds of thousands of votes in margin but still be technically “correct” at the end of the campaign. A futile effort to “unskew” polls unfavorable to Mitt Romney at the tail end of the 2012 campaign still lingered, so people were hesitant to come out and say polls that were bad for Trump were skewed.

			Media polling had Trump consistently being steamrolled in the popular vote and handily losing the states that have come to be known as the “big three” in the Trump era—Pennsylvania, Michigan, and Wisconsin—by double digits. The greatest disconnect immediately obvious to my thirty-one-year-old mind that summer was the fact that Trump was spending a substantial amount of time in the “Industrial Midwest” and the traditional swing states but relatively little in Texas, Arizona, Georgia, or any other Republican states that could potentially flip in the event of a double-digit national landslide on behalf of Clinton. Someone clearly had the scorecard filled out wrong, and a variety of clues made it obvious it was not Trump.

			Some of the polling issues were caused by legitimate errors, such as the inability to poll remote regions of states critical for Trump’s turnout, like northern Wisconsin, or detecting shy Trump voters who didn’t even want to tell a stranger they were voting for him. This was an especially important piece of information in the “big three,” in which the decisive voters were two-time Obama voters who changed coalitions to back the outsider candidate, Trump. Robert Cahaly of Trafalgar Group cracked the code near the end of the campaign by asking people who they thought their neighbor was voting for and wound up finding answers far more bullish for Trump than the direct question of who the voter was backing.

			The rest of the polling issues were seemingly caused by a Clinton campaign that resembled Apollo Creed when he thought he was showing up for a fun exhibition bout against Rocky Balboa. The media corruption was palpable, and all excuses to explain it away are still incapable of passing muster nearly a decade later. A pair of late October polls and the media’s admission of Ohio’s clear alignment with Trump gave me everything I needed to know to accurately predict 2016.

			A CNN poll1 released in early September let it fly that Trump was leading in Ohio by five points. I will never be a polling enthusiast, but typically if a mainstream media poll shows a comfortable Republican lead, it is more likely that the candidate will win by even more when all ballots are counted than he will regress from that point. The CNN poll suggested Trump was looking at a dominant victory in Ohio in the high single digits.

			The next tell for me that the race was tight and the media were covering for Clinton was a pair of mainstream media polls showing nonsensical polling data, especially when paired with what everyone was figuring out about Ohio and Clinton focusing her assets elsewhere. First, CNN launched a poll showing Clinton with a five-point lead2 taken in the fourth week of October. They were immediately followed up by ABC, which showed Clinton with an astonishing twelve-point lead.3 It is certainly ironic that in an age of infinite access to information, a majority of Americans couldn’t figure out the ruse being foisted upon the nation. I knew it right away.

			Just eight years before, Barack Obama had wiped the floor with John McCain, beating him by seven points, a margin of 9.6 million, in the fabled popular vote. Seven points was also the difference between the CNN and ABC polls capturing responses for the Trump–Clinton race; in other words, CNN and ABC were missing nine to ten million votes in margin on the results of the election.

			Either poll, if correct, spelled certain defeat for Trump; meanwhile, he was making plans to have his final rally in Michigan, which hadn’t backed a Republican for president since 1988. Clinton followed behind him almost everywhere except for Wisconsin, knowing full well that she was in a world of hurt, per her internal numbers, and anything but a sure thing to take the ultimate prize.

			Predicting the outcomes of presidential elections requires significant deductive reasoning skills. A major reason that polling national elections is such a useless exercise is because our presidential races consist of fifty-six separate races. They are the fifty statewide races, plus Washington, DC, and 5 split electoral votes belonging to Maine and Nebraska. With increased polarization and the center of electoral gravity shifting to the Midwest in 2016, this meant Trump could get destroyed in California by a record margin, tilting the national popular vote, but pull an inside straight with the right combination of states. I quickly discerned, as if playing poker, that Trump was betting on entering Election Day with 216 electoral votes in the bag, with all but one Romney state plus Ohio, Iowa, and the Second Congressional District of Maine backing him. I knew he had North Carolina, too, based on predictable voter registration by party statistics. His forecast most certainly had the Clinton campaign with 212 slam dunk electoral votes, primarily from hardline blue states but also including a few Bush states (Virginia, Colorado, and New Mexico) that had been slipping further away since they last went red in 2004. Arizona and Georgia were still a cycle away from being close enough to steal, and Clinton’s minimal efforts in both suggested the two camps knew they were going Republican again, even if by reduced margins.

			That meant 110 electoral votes from eight states would decide the victor. Those eight states were Florida (29 electoral votes), Pennsylvania (20), Michigan (16), North Carolina (15), Minnesota (10), Wisconsin (10), Nevada (6), New Hampshire (4).

			Given that Florida and North Carolina were and still are more Republican than the other six, it made sense that he had to carry both to have a chance at winning the entire thing. Florida required a flip from back-to-back pro-Obama outcomes. Trump, had he won both Florida
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