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In a country accustomed to confusing success with fame, Donald Trump became the mirror in which millions of Americans learned to see themselves. He did not emerge from nowhere or from a sudden political awakening, but from a culture that had already turned spectacle into a way of life. Trump was its most coherent creation: a perfect product of television, easy money, self-promotion, and noise.

Before becoming president, he had already mastered the fundamental lesson of the modern era: reality is malleable if you repeat it with enough conviction. What began as a marketing strategy eventually became his philosophy of life. He himself was his greatest invention, his own founding myth.

For decades, Trump built a persona that moved somewhere between magazine tycoon, reality-show host, and savior of the dispossessed. But behind the golden shine was a man obsessed with recognition. Everything he created—his towers, his hotels, his books, and his slogans—was an extension of that insatiable need to be seen. His entire biography could be summed up in one sentence: look at me, I’m still here.

The eighties saw him rise as a symbol of an America that worshipped money as much as appearance. New York was his stage, his film set, the place where the surname “Trump” became a registered brand and a promise of triumph. Magazine covers portrayed him as the businessman who never loses, even as bankruptcies piled up quietly. He knew how to turn every failure into a new chapter of a larger story: that of a man who reinvents himself endlessly. His persona was so solid that he didn’t even need real success to stay on his feet.

That was his great insight: in a world ruled by image, perception matters more than facts. Trump understood that if he could control the narrative, truth would become a minor detail. And he did so with an effectiveness no professional politician had ever imagined.

His leap into television was no accident, but a natural evolution. The Apprentice didn’t turn him into a star; it merely confirmed what he already knew—that he could direct the attention of millions the way a stage director handles lights. The phrase “You’re fired” became a mantra and a gesture of power. The audience didn’t see him as a rich man but as someone who decided other people’s fate. The myth fed on fear and desire: the American Dream in its rawest form.

Over time, the persona overshadowed the businessman. Trump began inhabiting that role completely, to the point of losing the boundary between performance and conviction. What had begun as a promotional mask became a political identity. When he descended the golden escalator of Trump Tower in 2015 to announce his candidacy, the myth had already devoured him. The voice that spoke that day was not a politician, nor even an outraged citizen, but a media construction that believed itself the embodiment of the nation.

The scene held something of a performance and something of a tragedy. Behind the golden set, the flags, and the paid applause, there was a country tired of promises and an audience hungry for spectacle. Trump read that need better than anyone. He didn’t offer solutions; he offered belonging. He told his followers they were the forgotten, the despised, and that he was their voice. His message was simple: I am you, you are me. In that emotional fusion, the pact that carried him to the White House was sealed.

Once there, the persona overtook the president. Trump governed as he had lived: improvising, testing limits, measuring his power through media impact. Every decision became a headline; every conflict, a scene. His office turned into a television set where the script was written daily on Twitter. The codes of politics dissolved into the logic of spectacle, and power began to be measured in likes and followers.

But behind the noise there was a growing emptiness. Trump no longer controlled the story; the story controlled him. The persona that had once been useful became unstable. A myth, once unleashed, does not obey its creator. The same passions that had lifted him up began to fracture the country. His leadership was not a project but an atmosphere; not a doctrine but a feeling. And feelings, when they overflow, sweep everything away.

By the end of his term, Trump seemed to live inside a bubble of his own making. He denied facts, rewrote reality, and demanded blind loyalty. Every criticism was betrayal; every defeat, a conspiracy. His final act as president—denying the validity of a democratic election and egging on his supporters—was the logical culmination of that drift: the moment when the myth stopped being a story and became a threat.

The assault on the Capitol was not just an episode of political violence. It was the natural outcome of a narrative years in the making: the story of a man who confused power with applause and truth with emotion. Trump was not the first leader to do so, but he was the first to do it in real time, before millions of connected spectators.

After him, American politics was never the same. His time in office revealed the new face of power in the digital age: a power built on constant presence, engineered outrage, and emotional loyalty. Trump didn’t invent media populism, but he turned it into a global format.

This book does not aim merely to explain who Donald Trump was, but what made him possible. Because his figure, with all its loudness and excess, is a symptom of something deeper: the transformation of politics into entertainment and of the citizen into an audience.

Trump didn’t fall from the sky nor rise by chance. He was shaped by decades of television, tabloids, and social media—by a country that confuses noise with truth and success with virtue. His story is also the story of that country: a nation staring into a golden mirror and wondering, without knowing it, whether the reflection still belongs to them.

Perhaps that is why, even after leaving power, he still occupies so much space. Because Trump is not just a man; he is an open question about the kind of leaders our era is willing to create. And, above all, about the kind of society that needs them.

Many have described Trump’s rise to power—and his later return—as a dystopia come to life. His first election shocked the world; his second left it speechless. We live in a time that feels scripted by a fiction that slipped from our hands, where the boundary between satire and politics dissolved without anyone noticing. If barely a decade ago someone had suggested that this was possible, most would have laughed it off. And yet here we are, living inside that impossible script.
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Donald Trump was not born a politician. He was born a character. His rise was not the result of an ideology or a party strategy, but of a deeper intuition: that in the age of the image, visibility is power. Since the eighties, he understood that in the United States success depends less on what you have than on what you appear to have. And in that, he was a pioneer. His surname began to appear on skyscrapers, casinos, water bottles, golden towers, and golf courses. He was not selling products; he was selling Trump. Wealth, ostentation, and excess became part of a persona that, over time, could no longer be distinguished from the real man.

His leap into television consolidated that identity. The Apprentice turned him into the infallible boss, the supreme judge who decided who deserved to stay and who had to go. The phrase “You’re fired” became a registered trademark, a slogan that summed up an entire philosophy: authority does not need to justify itself; it only needs to be imposed. Every episode of the show reinforced the idea that Trump was not just any businessman, but a symbol of power. Millions of Americans watched him on their screens exercising theatrical dominance and applauded him. Without knowing it, they were already rehearsing their obedience to a future president.

Trump embodied a late version of the American Dream. In a country beginning to doubt its own founding myth, he brought back the image of the lone winner who achieves everything without help. He was a nostalgic reflection of lost prosperity. In the midst of deindustrialization and growing inequality, his figure offered an illusion of greatness: if he could do it, anyone could. It did not matter that it was false; what mattered was that it felt believable. That television persona gradually turned into a political archetype.

When, years later, he announced his candidacy, he did not need to build a public image; he already had one. His campaign was not a break with his media past but its natural extension. Trump did not present himself as a politician, but as a star. And in a country where fame is worth more than experience, that was enough. His figure gathered all the elements of television success: simple language, overconfidence, punchy phrases, and an endless capacity to stay at the center of the stage. He did not promise to govern better; he promised to be more entertaining.

His campaign was a spectacle of personal resistance. He presented himself as the victim of a system that had tried to destroy him. He turned every pending lawsuit, every legal process, into proof that the powerful were afraid of him. “If they can come after me, they can come after you,” he repeated at rallies. That line, repeated to exhaustion, won back the complicity of millions of followers who were not voting for a platform, but for a feeling of defiance. The courts, the press, and his critics became part of the set dressing for his epic.

That magnetism, which for decades had helped him keep his name in the headlines, became the axis of his public life. Trump needs attention the way others need air. He seeks it, provokes it, demands it. When he does not receive it, he manufactures it. For him, silence is a kind of death. Hence his constant urge to respond to any criticism, his tendency to turn every disagreement into a personal confrontation, and his knack for transforming conflict into spectacle. He lives in a perpetual struggle not to disappear from the spotlight.

Several specialists who have analyzed his public behavior agree that his need for approval borders on the pathological. He cannot stand criticism, yet he needs it to reaffirm himself. In May 2025, after a New York Times article questioned his ability to concentrate, he responded with a string of posts on his own social network in which he proclaimed himself “the most focused president in history.” He did it with his usual blend of sarcasm and veiled threat. Days later, he publicly humiliated a journalist who asked about his lack of tax transparency. He did not answer; he just smiled and said, “You’ve been chasing me for twenty years and I’m still here.” The line was enough to end the exchange and reinforce his dominance over the stage.

His narcissism is more than a psychological trait: it is a survival method. Trump’s identity depends on the reflection he gets from the public. The stronger the reaction—even if it is rejection—the more solid his presence feels. He does not distinguish between notoriety and prestige. In his world, being hated is also a victory. That is why he does not avoid controversy; he cultivates it. Every time he provokes a scandal, he knows he will dominate the conversation. And in politics, whoever controls the conversation controls power.

During his first term (2017–2021), that strategy reached maturity. The most drastic decisions—from withdrawing from the Paris Agreement to the “zero tolerance” policy at the border or the abandonment of the Iran nuclear deal—were communicated as theatrical gestures. Their content mattered less than the image they produced. The president signed executive orders surrounded by flags and cameras, with his enormous signature taking up half the page, then held them up to the public as if they were trophies. Every act became a scene. Management was subordinated to the narrative.

By 2025, the staging has been refined. During the signing of his new immigration order, he placed behind the desk a screen projecting images of migrant caravans crossing the border. As he signed, he lifted the document toward the cameras and said, “This is over.” The carefully rehearsed scene was replayed on newscasts around the world. It was not an administrative measure; it was a live television event.

The second term, which began in 2025, has only deepened that style. Trump governs as if hosting a live show. Every appearance is a performance. Every statement is aimed at headlines, not agreements. He has learned that unpredictability protects him: no one knows whether he will follow through on what he promises, and that uncertainty keeps everyone on edge. In the first months of his return to the White House, he has multiplied contradictory announcements, threatened sanctions against his own allies, and challenged the press with the same disdain as in his early years. None of that is accidental. His apparent chaos is part of the script.

A recent example illustrates this. In March 2025, he announced an immediate hike in tariffs on European cars, claiming the continent was taking advantage of American industry. Markets reacted nervously, and several carmakers temporarily halted operations. Three days later, from the Oval Office, he declared that “the measure was misinterpreted” and postponed its implementation. The confusion generated headlines for a full week. For Trump, that was enough: he had once again dominated the global conversation.

In his binary logic, only two categories exist: winners and losers. There is no room for nuance. That business vision of life carries over into politics with unprecedented bluntness. For him, countries are not partners; they are competitors. Diplomacy is measured in terms of immediate gain. If an alliance does not produce visible advantages, it is discarded. If a treaty does not put him at center stage, it is rewritten. That is why he can insult a foreign leader one day and greet him with a smile days later. There is no contradiction—only calculation. What matters
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