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            Preface

         
         In November 2019, just a few weeks into the House’s high-profile impeachment proceedings against President Donald Trump, we
            were working the weekend, burrowed deep in the bowels of the U.S. Capitol building in hallways that had become our second
            home. It was just before a series of blockbuster public hearings were set to begin, and we were staking out the House Republicans’
            and Democrats’ competing practice sessions, hoping to get a scoop about the strategies each side planned to trot out before
            the cameras.
         

         
         Karoun, then a national security reporter on Capitol Hill, approached Rachael, who covered congressional leadership, with
            a bottle of water and a proposition. “Let’s write a book together,” she suggested. Rachael was already there; in fact, she
            had just spoken with an agent.
         

         
         By then, we’d cemented ourselves as the two top reporters on the impeachment beat for the Washington Post. Karoun, who had recently returned from a stint reporting in Russia, was the intelligence panel whisperer, giving us inroads to the committee leading the effort to oust Trump. Rachael, who had logged almost a decade covering Capitol Hill, had a deep network of sources within House leadership circles. Together, we had spent hundreds of hours staking out the secure facility in the basement of the Capitol, where lawmakers were investigating whether Trump had abused his office to secure his own reelection. We had tag-teamed chasing members of Congress down narrow halls and hounding them deep into the night for insights into what was going on behind closed doors. We had covered for each other when we needed a break for coffee or food—and even when we needed to steal moments in the bathroom to cry over a bad breakup and a failed round of IVF. 

         
         But for all the time we had spent witnessing history in the making, we knew this once-in-a-generation event was moving way too fast to fully comprehend. And we weren’t alone.
         

         
         That fall, every time we huddled with editors at the Washington Post to talk through our coverage, they often prodded us with questions we couldn’t answer: What do you mean Democrats were only planning two weeks’ worth of hearings in a process that traditionally took months? What
               do you mean investigators wouldn’t pursue subpoenas of key firsthand witnesses—and that there wouldn’t be any witnesses at
               the trial?

         
         At the time, all we knew was that House Democrats felt confident they had the goods on Trump and were eager to move quickly.
            Yet when the president was easily acquitted a few months later in the Republican-controlled Senate, the fireworks of impeachment
            faded as fast as they had initially erupted. The simultaneous emergence of a deadly pandemic and the approaching presidential
            election quickly pulled the public’s attention elsewhere.
         

         
         But the lingering questions about impeachment still remained unanswered. How could a president who shattered norms so readily just skirt accountability so easily—and emerge even stronger? Why had
               Democrats pulled certain punches? And did Republicans really see nothing wrong with Trump’s behavior? And most of all, was the outcome as preordained as everyone seemed to think it was? As we set about writing our book, we vowed to get those answers.
         

         
         We spent thousands of hours deconstructing everything we had already witnessed and re-interviewing sources, including lawmakers from both parties, Hill staffers, White House officials, and others who had played some role in the impeachment investigation and trial. What we learned from our more than 250 interviews surprised us, even though we were two of the most plugged-in reporters on the impeachment story. And it completely changed our understanding of what had happened. 

         
         We discovered that political calculations—not fact-finding—dominated nearly every key decision of Speaker Nancy Pelosi’s impeachment
            strategy. We learned that some House Democrats were sounding dire warnings early on that the party was bungling its case against
            Trump—and leaving half the nation behind. We found that while Democrats said they wanted bipartisanship, when presented with
            ways to achieve it, they chose paths that guaranteed the opposite. We also were told about the panic that gripped Trump’s
            key GOP congressional allies in the early days of the impeachment probe—and how they consciously muzzled their scruples in
            order to ardently defend the president publicly. A clear picture began to form of an impeachment that had been crippled by
            doubt and exploited by avarice—emboldening the president and weakening the legislative branch.
         

         
         And then, just as we were finishing our manuscript, it happened again.

         
         The circumstances and the fact of Trump’s second impeachment were unprecedented; yet the same problems that plagued the first
            impeachment hobbled the second one too. Even armed with a better case, Democrats chose expediency over thoroughness in the
            name of saving the agenda of newly elected president Joe Biden. Republicans who were disgusted by Trump’s behavior on January
            6 found narrow procedural escape hatches to avoid convicting a former president who still held sway over their political futures.
            And the result was a further degradation of Congress’s oversight authority—and the efficacy of impeachment overall.
         

         
         This is the never-before-told story of what actually happened behind the scenes of the historic impeachments of Donald Trump, when Democrats twice deployed Congress’s most powerful weapon against the same president—and failed both times to bring him down. The efforts to oust Trump garnered round-the-clock, obsessive media coverage, dominating headlines and cable news. But the full picture of what transpired on Capitol Hill has never been revealed until now. At a time when congressional oversight was more vital than ever, lawmakers repeatedly fumbled in their bid to rein in a president determined to upend the democratic system, emboldening one of the most divisive and controversial presidents in American history and exposing deficiencies in the constitutional order—particularly regarding impeachment. 

         
         The prevailing narrative of these two critical years—from the Democratic takeover in early 2019 to the dramatic weeks after
            the January 6, 2021, Capitol insurrection—has been overly simplistic. The conventional wisdom in Washington has been that
            Republicans turned a blind eye to the misbehavior of their party’s leader and thus empowered him to greater acts of recklessness.
            And that Democrats simply couldn’t overcome the intransigence of Trump’s congressional lackeys, who defended him despite overwhelming
            evidence of his guilt. But while there is some truth to that narrative, the reality of what occurred, we learned, was far
            more complex: Trump escaped accountability not simply because his own party wouldn’t stand up to him, but because the opposing
            party was also afraid to flex the full force of its constitutional muscle to check him. Republicans didn’t just block and
            sabotage impeachment—Democrats never went all in, fumbling their best chance to turn the American public away from Trump for
            good.
         

         
         Rather, under the leadership of a cautious Speaker, Democrats hesitated when they could have acted decisively following a special counsel’s findings that Trump had effectively obstructed justice—and may have even lied to investigators. Instead, they fixated on political concerns, worried that blowback from the populist president could cost them their House majority. Even when revelations that Trump had tried to bully a foreign ally into smearing his 2020 election rival pitched the House into an impeachment investigation, Democrats rushed through an artificially narrow probe, leaving serious allegations against Trump on the cutting-room floor. And they eschewed court fights for firsthand testimony that might have persuaded Republicans of Trump’s guilt—or at least attracted more public support. 

         
         The result was a half-baked inquiry riddled with holes that Republicans readily and shamelessly exploited to keep their ranks
            united behind Trump. The Senate’s subsequent acquittal vote unleashed Trump to act on his worst instincts with impunity—and
            ultimately set the stage for his second impeachment. Even after Trump incited a mob to violently attack the Capitol, Democrats
            once again prioritized political expediency over full accountability, forgoing witnesses during the trial in the name of safeguarding
            the Biden agenda and bypassing an opportunity to turn GOP voters against Trump when he was most vulnerable. Congress emerged
            from the exercise riven by bitter partisanship—and left Trump room for a political comeback.
         

         
         There have been countless books written about Trump and his unprecedented White House. But none has taken a hard look at the Congress that tried and failed to keep him in check, or chronicled the
            two impeachments that were definitional for his presidency—and for American democracy itself. Our work, in that regard, occupies
            a unique space in the vast library of Trump-related narratives. It is the only forensic account to date of the critical two
            years in which a divided legislature was called upon to test the strength of the Constitution’s checks and balances—and twice
            found them, and themselves, to be lacking.
         

         
         Many political observers believe the country’s unbridgeable and toxic partisan divide had doomed the efforts to oust Trump from the very start. There’s little doubt that historic levels of distrust between the parties severely worsened their chances of striking the type of bipartisan cooperation needed to confront Trump—the kind that was a hallmark of the Watergate probe that resulted in Richard Nixon’s resignation from the presidency. But our reporting revealed key moments when things might have swung a different way. 

         
         Few know, for example, that during the first impeachment, one of Pelosi’s own chairmen warned her against taking procedural
            shortcuts that could repel Republicans—loopholes that House GOP leaders readily exploited to keep wavering members of their
            rank and file in line. Or that a conservative House Republican approached Pelosi on the chamber floor to tell her he was open
            to impeaching the president—if only she would take the time to run a more complete investigation. Until now, it has never
            been reported how top House Republicans tried to get the president to cooperate with the probe, only to end up loudly defending
            a stonewalling strategy they feared would cause long-term institutional damage. Neither has the extent to which Trump’s defenders
            panicked when they first learned that Trump pressured Ukraine to investigate Joe Biden—nor how closely then–Senate Majority
            Leader Mitch McConnell coached the president’s lawyers, shaping their arguments throughout the trial despite his private disgust
            with Trump’s actions toward Ukraine.
         

         
         Our book reveals how ugly partisan politicking took precedence over serious oversight, in both parties. It shows how Republican
            leaders grossly misled their own members to whip them into an indignant fervor—while Democratic leaders catered to the demands
            of politically vulnerable novices over the caution of some of their own investigative chairs. It documents, for the first time, how rank-and-file Democrats began to question the Speaker’s judgment, especially when the party turned a blind eye to egregious Trump conduct falling outside the narrow scope of the impeachment investigation. And it details how both parties failed to learn from their mistakes, even after a horde of Trump sycophants laid siege to the Capitol on January 6, 2021, sending Democrat and Republican alike running for their lives. 

         
         In painstaking, minute-by-minute detail, we show how Democratic and Republican congressional leaders had a sense of shared
            purpose during the unprecedented assault, working side by side from a secure location to wrest control of the Capitol back
            from a Trump-inspired mob. Their successful cooperation—and their shared trauma—could have laid the groundwork for Congress
            reclaiming its oversight role and demanding accountability from the president all of them believed had incited the attack.
         

         
         But once again, they missed their moment. Republicans eager to secure their own political futures—or fearful of turning Trump
            into a martyr—either vocally opposed impeachment or quickly sought to sweep the incident under the rug, leaving GOP voters
            with the distinct impression Trump did nothing wrong. And Democratic leaders quietly pressured their own prosecutors to abandon
            their fight for conviction prematurely, to free Joe Biden’s fledgling presidency from the shadow of Trump. Even after the
            first attack on the Capitol in over two hundred years—and the only one ever perpetrated by American citizens—Congress treated
            its oversight responsibility, and its constitutionally derived power to impeach and convict, as burdens too heavy to bear.
         

         
         The ultimate result was more than a second acquittal of Trump, permitting the forty-fifth president to contemplate another run for office and allowing Trumpism to grow even stronger. The failed effort exposed the devastating limits of impeachment, Congress’s most powerful tool for holding a president to account. Trump’s moves to run roughshod over congressional subpoenas and investigations—and Democrats’ acquiescence—created a standard of unhindered executive power for future leaders to emulate and exploit. By laying bare the fundamental weakness of Congress’s greater oversight power, Trump’s two impeachments shook the foundations of the constitutional order that had governed the nation for more than two centuries, throwing the future balance of government checks and balances into doubt and weakening impeachment as a tool for future Congresses. 

         
         “No one is above the law,” Pelosi frequently said in reference to Trump during this time. Yet if anything, Congress’s efforts to hold Trump to account—and the
            decisions on both sides of the aisle that led to his acquittals—revealed how despite the Framers’ best intentions, a president
            can remain unchecked.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Authors’ Note

         
         Our reporting is informed by hundreds of hours of interviews with almost every main player in the Trump impeachment sagas,
            including members of Congress, White House officials, witnesses, lawyers, and staffers who worked on the investigations, impeachments,
            and trials. They shared notes from House Speaker Nancy Pelosi’s leadership meetings and Senate Majority Leader Mitch McConnell’s
            private lunches with senators, text messages of their exchanges with other lawmakers, and firsthand stories of interactions
            with Trump in the Oval Office.
         

         
         Given the sensitive nature of what happened—and the continued posturing around such politically contentious events—we conducted
            our more than 250 interviews on deep background. That allowed our sources to speak frankly and honestly, and permitted us
            to tell their stories—and those of their bosses and associates—in greater detail than would have been possible had we insisted
            on full attribution. We did this for the sake of history, to enable people to come forward and ensure our book is as complete,
            accurate, and unvarnished an account of what occurred as possible.
         

         
         Sources spoke with us for many reasons. Some talked to set the record straight. Others to contradict narratives they felt
            were unfair or inaccurate, or refute the spin promoted by their party leaders. Still others talked for their own therapeutic
            purposes. Many, in fact, were still digesting the chaos of what they had lived through and trying to decipher the conclusions
            they should draw from two failed impeachments of Trump.
         

         
         For the facts in our story, we relied on multiple sources. Quotes in the book were described to us by people who were present for the conversations—or multiple people who had been informed about them. We have used italics to indicate a person’s internal thinking, according to our reporting, or a more vague recollection of what someone said when our sources could remember the gist, but not the precise phrasing, of certain exchanges. 

         
         Major characters in the book have been given a chance to respond to our reporting. Several key lawmakers contested new revelations
            we unearthed, and for transparency’s sake, we included their pushback in the Notes section in the back of the book. We also
            included explanations of how we determined which account was accurate—and why in certain instances, despite characters’ denials,
            we stuck by our reporting.
         

         
         We will note that due to the ongoing political sensitivity surrounding this topic, there has already been much interest in
            rewriting history on both sides of the aisle. Since Trump maintains a firm grip over the Republican Party, some GOP lawmakers
            have tried to paper over their own private concerns with his actions during these critical two years. Some Republican sources
            who spent hours with us discussing every twist and turn of these events later came back and asked us not to publish things
            they told us, fearful of blowback from Trump. Others have tried to downplay the violence of January 6, 2021, whitewashing
            the riot as a standard protest or a benign tourist sojourn to the Capitol. 
         

         
         Democrats, meanwhile, have tried to paint a rosy picture of being motivated exclusively by the higher callings of the Constitution
            and their own collective moral conscience, rejecting the suggestions that politics influenced decisions to counter Trump—and
            their decisions not to—in any way. But time and time again, other Democratic sources revealed episodes where this was not
            the case, detailing how the politicking going on behind the scenes tripped up the party’s oversight work. 
         

         
         When asked about our reporting, some senior Democratic sources threatened to cut off cooperation with us—and in the case of Pelosi’s office, chose to disengage from the book entirely after learning that our discoveries challenged the Speaker’s preferred narrative. When we sought comment on reporting that had not been sanctioned by her office for release, one of Pelosi’s top staffers even cornered certain impeachment aides and lawmakers to angrily accuse them of sharing too much with us. Others, including a top aide in Senate Minority Leader Chuck Schumer’s office, reached out to fellow Democrats he assumed had cast himself and his boss in an unfavorable light, seeking to get them to change their story. We did not allow these sorts of intimidation tactics to impact our reporting or the story we tell in this book. 

         
         Thanks to our sources—some of whom spent more than twenty hours with us over the course of several months to ensure we accurately
            represented and reconstructed critical moments—we feel confident in our firsthand accounts of what transpired. We hope you
            enjoy the book as much as we have enjoyed writing it.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Prologue

         
         
            January 6, 2021

         

         BOOM! . . . BOOM! . . . BOOM!

         
         Congressman Jamie Raskin shot up from his seat, spinning around to stare at the source of the harrowing bangs ricocheting
            through the cavernous chamber of the House of Representatives. Republicans and Democrats had been ensconced in debate just
            moments before. But now Capitol Police officers, guns drawn, raced toward the elegant double doors in the back of the room,
            while other security officials frantically pushed furniture into a makeshift barricade to block the yelling rioters outside
            from beating down the door.
         

         
         “Get back! Get back!” the cops yelled at lawmakers milling about in confusion. Amid the unfolding chaos, someone shouted for everyone to remove the circular bronze
            pins on their shoulders that identified them as members of Congress so the intruders wouldn’t target them.
         

         
         From his crouch at the center of the room, not fifty feet from the doors, Raskin took in the panic spreading around him. In front, the House chaplain had taken over the microphone at the rostrum to pray for their safety. On the floor, scattered between the tiered rows of leather-bound chairs where Congress typically voted and debated, lawmakers struggled to don never-before-used emergency escape hoods tucked under their chairs, setting off an eerie drone of low beeps as their headgear ballooned to protect them from any lurking deadly gases. Others were frantically calling their spouses to say a desperate goodbye. 

         
         Raskin’s mind was on his family too. Somewhere inside the Capitol were his daughter and son-in-law, and he had no idea if
            they were safe.
         

         
         BOOM! . . . BOOM! . . . BOOM!

         
         That morning, before he left for the Capitol, Raskin’s youngest daughter, Tabitha, had begged him to stay home. Outgoing president
            Donald Trump, who refused to concede the 2020 election and claimed it had been stolen, had summoned his followers to the National
            Mall for a last-ditch protest to object to Congress’s certification of the Electoral College results that afternoon. There
            were already concerns about violence erupting on the streets of Washington and demonstrations at the Capitol.
         

         
         “Dad, don’t go,” Tabitha, twenty-three, had pleaded. “Please, stay home.”

         
         It wasn’t an idle request. The Raskin family was still deep in mourning over the death of their twenty-five-year-old son,
            Tommy, an ardent humanitarian and Harvard Law student who had killed himself exactly one week before following a battle with depression.
            Raskin had personally discovered his son’s body in their basement and tried to resuscitate him. He later laid his son’s suicide
            note on his dresser as a reminder of the lifelong task his son had laid out for him: “Look after each other, the animals,
            and the global poor for me. All my love, Tommy.”1

         
         But Tommy’s death had only redoubled Raskin’s resolve to be there when Congress finally brought Trump to heel. Plus, he had
            a job to do: The Speaker of the House had selected him, one of the most progressive members of the caucus, as part of a four-member
            team to defend the integrity of the election against Trump’s allegations of fraud, which his congressional allies were parroting.
         

         
         “I have no choice. It’s my constitutional duty,” Raskin told Tabitha. To allay her fears, he suggested she come along. “We’ll
            be inside the Capitol,” he had promised. “We’ll be safe.”
         

         
          

         “Constitutional duty” meant something very specific to Jamie Raskin. He was still one of the newer members of Congress, having been elected in 2016 to represent a safely blue district in Maryland.
            But in some ways he represented a kind of lawmaker who was almost out of vogue. As a professor of constitutional law, he had
            an almost religious devotion to the idea of checks and balances, the Founders’ careful balancing act between the three branches
            that had succeeded in holding together the republic for more than two centuries. Essential to that equation was Congress’s
            power of oversight, the ability of lawmakers to investigate the executive branch to ensure the proper functioning of government.
            Nothing had challenged that authority as dramatically as the president who had arrived in Washington in the same election
            cycle.
         

         
         Raskin had identified Donald Trump as a threat to the constitutional health of the nation as early as anyone. He saw Trump’s
            refusal to divest from his real estate, golf resort, and branding businesses as a blatant attempt to profit off the Oval Office.
            He had been appalled by evidence that the president welcomed Russia’s help in his 2016 campaign effort—then subsequently sought
            to obstruct a special counsel’s investigation into his actions. When Democrats reassumed control of the House in early 2019,
            Raskin and a small group of like-minded members immediately began pressing their leadership to utilize Congress’s full arsenal
            of oversight tools—including the ultimate sanction of impeachment—to check and restrain Trump.
         

         
         But Raskin ran into a problem: House Speaker Nancy Pelosi was almost as disdainful of aggressive, all-encompassing oversight as he was a believer in it. And the powerful Democratic leader had surprisingly made the task of holding Trump accountable difficult, if not impossible. 

         
         Pelosi’s deep reluctance to police Trump using the oversight power at her disposal—especially impeachment—boiled down to one
            thing: her belief that it was a political boomerang. She feared that by going too hard after Trump, she would jeopardize her
            hard-won majority—and could even land Trump a second term. To Raskin, however, oversight of Trump was a matter of principle.
            It was why, in early 2019, he had launched a guerrilla operation to try to force the Speaker’s hand on impeachment, and why
            he had buttonholed her so often to call out Trump’s profiting off the Oval Office. It was why he had urged investigators to
            leave no stone unturned when they did finally pursue an effort to oust the president in the fall of that year—and why he was
            so dejected when they ignored him and Trump was acquitted in early 2020.
         

         
         Raskin had privately blamed himself for the outcome—and rued that he had not done more to educate his colleagues about the
            dangers of letting Trump escape accountability. As he anticipated, Trump had only grown more reckless. He had hamstrung a national response to a deadly pandemic, fearing that acknowledging the dangers would cripple his reelection campaign.
            He continued to shatter norms and line his own pockets with government money. And now, he was blatantly trying to overturn a presidential election.
         

         
         For Raskin, the fact that a formality like the certification of the Electoral College results had turned into a circus of unfounded Trump conspiracies of voter fraud proved that not aggressively standing up to Trump had only unleashed him to act on his more outlandish impulses. The Democrats had held on to power in November, yes, and they had even regained the White House. But it had come at a terrible price. 

         
          

         Earlier that day, Tabitha and Hank Kronick, the new husband of Raskin’s older daughter, Hannah, had watched from the upper
            balcony as Raskin, wearing a black ribbon of mourning on his lapel, manned the proceedings on the House floor below. He had
            written his opening speech in the days before Tommy died. When he stood to deliver it, the entire chamber had applauded in a show of support due to the tragedy that had befallen his family.
         

         
         At fifty-eight, Raskin’s usual boundless energy and youthful gait belied his age, even if the wisps of hair around his bald
            spot did not. He was fit—thin even, thanks to a vegan diet that was inspired by his son, an animal-rights activist. And he
            was always smiling. Yet when Raskin addressed the chamber, his normally bright face was sunken, his usually sunny personality
            solemn. With dark circles under his eyes, he spoke with intensity and determination—believing his son would have wanted no
            less.
         

         
         “We are not here, Madam Speaker, to vote for the candidate we want; we are here to recognize the candidate the people actually voted for,” he said. “The 2020 election is over and the people have spoken.”
         

         
         As he settled into his chair to listen to the House debate, Raskin’s phone started buzzing. Family members at home, watching on TV as pro-Trump crowds
            were beginning to mass at the doors to the Capitol, wanted to know if he was okay. Raskin dismissed their concerns. There
            were few places in the country more fortified than the Capitol, and no chamber in the building more heavily guarded than the
            House floor.
         

         
         But shortly after two p.m., his sense of security began to crumble. In the middle of the debate, as Republicans decried Trump’s loss in Arizona, murmurs swept through the chamber—and they had nothing to do with the proceedings on the floor. Looking around, Raskin could see members studying their cell phones and holding up their devices to colleagues. Others had begun to place whispered calls, violating strict House prohibitions against phone calls in the chamber. 

         
         Puzzled by the fuss, Raskin pulled up his Twitter account and stopped short at the images he saw on the screen: a cloud of
            smoke rising over the crowd outside; protesters appearing to beat up police officers as they pushed toward the Capitol; Trump
            supporters proudly carrying the Confederate flag—and making their way into the building.
         

         
         How did they get in? Raskin wondered frantically. How many were there? Fifty? A hundred? Were they armed? Whatever the answer, he knew the once unthinkable had happened: Trump’s angry mob had breached the crucible of American democracy.
         

         
         Looking up from his phone, Raskin turned to his right and caught sight of Congresswoman Liz Cheney, the third-highest ranking
            Republican in the House, who was sitting across the wide center aisle that divided the two parties. Raskin knew that Cheney,
            despite her party position, abhorred Trumpism—and that she would be repulsed by this.
         

         
         “Liz, it looks like we’re under new management . . . There’s a Confederate flag in the Rotunda,” he said, holding up his phone for her to see the pictures and blanching at the absurdity of the words escaping
            his lips.2 She looked at it, looked back at him, and shook her head in dismay.
         

         
         “What have they done?” she breathed, smarting as she realized what the intruders were there for—and that her own party was
            complicit in the chaos befalling the Capitol.3

         
         Suddenly, a phalanx of guards whisked Pelosi off the marble dais, where she had been supervising the debate, and out of the chamber. Members who had been murmuring over the images on their phones began openly fretting as they anxiously paced the chamber. The Rules Committee chairman—who had just been shoved onto the dais to take over for Pelosi—vainly banged his gavel to demand order as Democratic members began screaming across the room at their Republican colleagues: “Call Trump and tell him to call this off!” 

         
         BOOM! . . . BOOM! . . . BOOM!

         
         A Capitol Police officer rushed to the front, seized the microphone, and confirmed what Raskin already knew.

         
         “We had a breach of the Capitol building,” he said, advising members to stay put. “Be prepared to get under your chairs if
            necessary.”4

         
         Pandemonium engulfed the room. Tear gas, they were told, had been dispersed in the Rotunda, just down the hall from the chamber.
            Members, an officer told them, needed to put on escape hoods, located under their seats. Raskin didn’t bother. They were like
            sitting ducks. If a mob broke into the House chamber, an escape hood wouldn’t protect them.
         

         
         Police announced they would bring lawmakers to a secure location to hide. They needed to move swiftly and quietly out the
            side doors, they instructed. Now.
         

         
         Raskin froze. If they were evacuating, he needed to find his family—but he had no idea where they were.

         
         As the entire chamber began to move toward a pair of doors on the GOP side of the hall, Raskin found a member of Nancy Pelosi’s staff and begged for a Capitol Police escort to locate and rescue his children. The cops volunteered to go find them, but instructed Raskin to head to the secure location with his peers in the meantime. If he hung around panicking, he would only complicate their job and slow them down. They would bring his children to safety. 

         
         Fumbling for his cell phone, Raskin called his chief of staff, who assured him she had Tabitha and Hank safely hidden in a
            side room off the House floor. She had locked the door, shoved the heaviest thing she could find—a bronze bust of a buck—behind
            it, and hid Tabitha and Hank under a desk. In her hand, she explained, she had a small iron poker from the fireplace in the
            room. A weapon, just in case.
         

         
         “Guard them with your life,” he told her.

         
         As Raskin joined the stream of lawmakers snaking through the back stairwells and underground tunnels of the Capitol, he could
            hear the screaming of the rioters down the hall. The president’s supporters called out for the vice president’s execution
            for refusing to overturn the election results as Trump had demanded.
         

         
         “Hang Mike Pence! Hang Mike Pence!”

         
         In the distance, he heard a gunshot. Then, another pack of marauders calling for their next victim in a foreboding taunt.

         
         “Where’s Nancy? Where’s Nancy?”

         
         As the group of lawmakers ran with their armed police escort, one of Raskin’s colleagues pulled up the news on his phone.
            The echo of the broadcasters’ voices filled the spaces as they fled: Someone had been shot. Bombs had been found at the Republican
            and Democratic headquarters across the street. Eventually, the cops led them to a large committee room—the same elegant space
            where Democrats had laid out their impeachment case against Trump to the nation, just one year prior.
         

         
         It wasn’t until he was settled in the guarded, secure room that Raskin fully understood what he had escaped—and what was still threatening Tabitha and Hank. Another lawmaker had pulled up a CNN feed on her iPad, where live video showed thousands of Trump supporters descending on the complex, laying waste to the barriers and pummeling police officers in their path. Hundreds had smashed through windows to enter the marbled halls of the Capitol. Others were tearing apart congressional offices. It was suddenly clear to Raskin that the rioters he had passed in the hallways weren’t just a couple dozen rowdy protesters; they were the vanguard of what seemed to be an all-out attack on the Capitol. This was a coup of Congress, Raskin thought. Trump’s coup of Congress.

         
         He immediately called his daughter.

         
         “We’re going to get you out,” he told Tabitha.

         
         On the other end of the line, Tabitha’s voice sounded lifeless. “When?” she pressed, still hiding under a desk. “We saw them
            all coming up the Hill, Dad. There are thousands.”5

         
         For the next forty-five minutes, Raskin kept checking his phone for updates on his kids’ whereabouts as he watched the horror
            play out on his colleague’s iPad, frantically alternating between the two as his worries mounted. What was taking so long? Finally, an officer interrupted Raskin’s nervous reverie.
         

         
         “Your daughter will be here in a moment,” the officer said. A minute later, the doors burst open, and Tabitha and Hank rushed
            into his arms.
         

         
         “I promise, it won’t be like this, next time you come back to the Capitol with me,” Raskin told them through grateful tears.

         
         “Dad,” Tabitha said, “I don’t want to come back to the Capitol.”

         
         Her words hit Raskin like a punch in the gut. American constitutional democracy had been the bedrock of his life’s work. Now
            his own daughter was afraid of the building at the heart of American governance. He had just lost his son. Was he about to lose his faith in the country too?

         
         As they huddled together watching the violence play out on a television in the lawmakers’ hiding place, Raskin couldn’t help but think of the September 11, 2001, terrorist attacks. That morning, Americans didn’t know whether the assaults on the Twin Towers and the Pentagon were a one-off attack or the beginning of an all-out war on U.S. soil. Nearly twenty years later, as Trump’s die-hard supporters desecrated the Capitol, Raskin was gripped with a similar sense of uncertainty and foreboding. Was this just one attack? Or a coup that might spiral into civil war?

         
         Elsewhere in the Capitol, Raskin’s friends were experiencing the same sense of doom. Around seven p.m., his phone flashed
            with a text message from two of them: David Cicilline, a Democrat from Rhode Island, and Ted Lieu, a Democrat from California.
            Both had helped Raskin push Pelosi to impeach Trump in 2019. From Cicilline’s office, where they were hiding during the riot, the pair had cooked up a similar idea: The House should impeach Trump again. Immediately.
         

         
         “Ted and I are working on a resolution of impeachment,” Cicilline’s text read, “and we’d love for you to join us.”

         
         Raskin thought quickly. No Congress in history had ever tried to impeach a president twice. The tool had been deployed so
            rarely, in fact, that only two other presidents before Trump had ever faced impeachment charges, while a third, Richard Nixon,
            outran them by resigning before they could be voted on in the House.
         

         
         Raskin knew that modern impeachments were complicated, laborious processes—and there were barely two weeks left in Trump’s
            presidency. Yet that day’s assault on the Capitol had made it abundantly clear to him that with every additional hour Trump
            stayed in office, he posed a mortal threat to the survival of the republic. If they did not act, there was no telling what
            he might do next, Raskin reasoned, determining that he had no choice. This cannot be the future of America, Raskin thought.
         

         
         He called his friends back with a simple reply.
         

         
         “Count me in.” 
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            1
“Impeach the motherfucker”

         
         
            January 4, 2019

         

         As Nancy Pelosi’s black Suburban pulled away from the U.S. Capitol, the newly elected Speaker was fuming.

         
         After eight long years in the minority, the California Democrat had meticulously planned her first twenty-four hours back
            in power, eager to convey a sense of calm and competence to a country exhausted by the chaos of President Donald Trump. There
            were speeches to give, press conferences to attend, and television interviews to prepare for, all to project one message: that reclaiming her gavel was not just about checking an unpopular and controversial president, but about fighting for the
            underprivileged and middle class. That, after all, was why she believed voters had flipped the House into Democratic hands.
         

         
         But just hours after being sworn in, Pelosi’s carefully crafted public relations plan was starting to unravel. The night before, in a dimly lit bar just blocks from the Capitol, one of Pelosi’s newly minted members was caught on camera celebrating the Democratic takeover by promising to oust Trump—and punctuating it with a four-syllable expletive. 

         
         “We’re gonna impeach the motherfucker!” Congresswoman Rashida Tlaib of Michigan yelled to a cheering crowd of progressive
            activists.
         

         
         For left-wing Democrats, Tlaib’s words were a long-awaited call to arms. For Pelosi, they were a dangerous distraction.

         
         “This is so unfortunate,” Pelosi had lamented when her team informed her of Tlaib’s off-the-cuff remark earlier that morning of January
            4, 2019. “It’s going to overshadow everything.”
         

         
         A few hours later, as her SUV full of security guards and aides turned north, Pelosi, seventy-eight, was still grappling with
            how to handle Tlaib’s outburst. The Speaker was on her way to Trinity Washington University, the country’s first Catholic
            college for women and her alma mater, to pre-tape what she thought would be a softball MSNBC interview about her party’s top
            legislative priorities. The location had been strategically chosen to highlight both how far Pelosi had come over more than
            a half century in politics, and the milestone Pelosi had just achieved, swearing in the most diverse freshman class in American
            history, including more than a hundred women.
         

         
         But now, Pelosi knew all the MSNBC host would want to ask her about was Tlaib’s blunder. Turning to her staff as they drove,
            she insisted they make a plan to steer the conversation away from impeachment back to legislation.
         

         
         Pelosi, a thirty-two-year veteran of Congress who knew the pulses of Washington better than almost anybody, wasn’t wrong.
            The clip of Tlaib’s profanity-laced remarks was already dominating the headlines that morning, leaving little oxygen on the frenetic cable networks for Pelosi’s lofty observations about her historic victory. Republicans on conservative channels had giddily seized on Tlaib’s outburst as fresh ammunition to accuse Democrats of trying to overturn the results of the 2016 election. Democrats unlucky enough to have booked interviews on other networks were scrambling to distance themselves from Tlaib’s sentiments. 

         
         Meanwhile, Pelosi’s office phones had been blowing up with calls from moderate Democrats representing districts Trump had
            won, upset that they were being forced to answer for Tlaib’s impeachment battle cry. It had hijacked their message of progress
            through unity, and they were begging the Speaker to push back on the unfolding narrative that Democrats’ ultimate agenda was to impeach the forty-fifth president of the United States.
         

         
         In her kickoff meeting with all the House Democrats in the basement of the Capitol that morning, Pelosi had studiously avoided
            discussing Tlaib’s comments. Instead, she gave an upbeat welcome to her rank and file, apprising them on the latest negotiations
            with Trump, who had decided to shut the government down just before Christmas to try to force Pelosi into funding his border
            wall with Mexico.
         

         
         But behind the scenes, Pelosi was already cracking down. She instructed her chairmen and senior members to push back hard
            on the idea that Democrats were even contemplating impeachment. And to silence Tlaib, she phoned Congresswoman Debbie Dingell,
            a senior Democrat from Michigan, insisting she have a private word with her new delegation mate to shut her up quickly. Tlaib
            needed to understand: Now that she was in Congress, she could no longer act like a brash activist.
         

         
         The Speaker had never hidden her disdain for the president. In private conversations with members over the first two years of his presidency, Pelosi had likened Trump to a petulant child throwing temper tantrums to get what he wanted. Only weeks before, she had questioned whether his obsession with building a border wall was “a manhood thing for him—as if manhood could ever be associated with him.”1 To Pelosi, Trump was unworthy of the office he held. The blusterous real estate tycoon and former reality TV star had been
            accused of colluding with Russia to swing his election victory, fired his FBI director for refusing to drop an investigation
            into the matter, sided with white supremacists marching on Charlottesville, Virginia, and paid off women alleging affairs
            with him. He had sought to ban Muslims from entering the United States, attacked the media as “fake news,” and tried to separate
            migrant children from their parents to discourage asylum seekers from seeking refuge in the U.S.
         

         
         But as far as she was concerned, trying to impeach Trump was a divisive move that could have potentially devastating political
            consequences for her new majority. Her party had flipped about forty House seats thanks to moderates who had campaigned to
            protect people with preexisting medical conditions, lower the cost of prescription drugs, and bolster the economic fortunes
            of middle-class voters. In Pelosi’s mind, impeachment would do nothing but distract from those pocketbook issues that had
            put her party back in the majority.
         

         
          

         Pelosi’s apprehension about impeachment was not new. In 1998, she had witnessed how then-Speaker Newt Gingrich’s attempt to impeach former president Bill Clinton had backfired. Instead of ousting Clinton for lying under oath about having received fellatio in the West Wing, the Senate rejected the charges of perjury and obstruction of justice—and in the process, Gingrich’s party rejected him. Gingrich ended up resigning as Speaker after the GOP lost House seats in what became the poorest midterm election performance by a party that didn’t control the White House in sixty years. And Clinton ended up enjoying a political lift, as his approval ratings climbed from a pre-impeachment 62 percent to a post-impeachment 73 percent.2

         
         Pelosi knew Clinton’s impeachment had played out in a Congress far less polarized than the one she was presiding over. And as a party leader who had lost her power, then fought like hell to regain it, Pelosi was wary of deploying a political
            weapon she could not control. In order for impeachment to be successful, she reasoned, it had to be bipartisan—just like the
            effort to oust former president Richard Nixon, who vacated his office after both parties turned against him, even before the
            impeachment vote could take place.
         

         
         Pelosi’s bipartisan standard set a high bar. While most congressional Republicans had only begrudgingly supported Trump’s
            candidacy in 2016, they had fallen firmly in line with the president since his inauguration, so much that most feared even
            criticizing him in public. Pelosi knew it would take something unfathomably damning to pull Republicans away from the president,
            and that absent that, it would be folly—or possibly political suicide—to try to impeach him. If they failed, it could end
            up giving Trump a second term.
         

         
         On the night her party flipped the House, in a PBS NewsHour interview just hours after the first polls closed, Pelosi tried to warn her base against ousting Trump.
         

         
         “For those who want impeachment, that’s not what our caucus is about,” Pelosi said. “That is not unifying, and I get criticized
            in my own party for not being more in support of that—but . . . If [impeachment] would happen it would have to be bipartisan
            and the evidence would have to be so conclusive.”3

         
         During her first turn as Speaker, Pelosi had easily put down calls from her party’s left flank to impeach then-president George W. Bush over the Iraq War. Even after picketers
            surrounded her home and slept in her driveway,4 Pelosi insisted her caucus stay focused on legislating—and she had been rewarded for it: Two years later, Democrats swept the 2008 elections to seize the White House and expand their majorities in Congress, giving Pelosi the political firepower to pass a landmark health reform law that came to be known as Obamacare.5

         
         Now, over a decade later, Pelosi knew holding back demands for impeachment against Trump wouldn’t be easy. Tlaib was expressing
            a fury that had been brewing on the left since his 2016 victory. In 2017, a few dozen liberal-minded House Democrats had forced
            a vote to try to impeach Trump over what they considered his displays of bigotry, including his attacks on NFL players kneeling
            during the national anthem to protest police brutality and his likening of African and other predominantly Black nations to
            “shithole” countries.6 It had failed miserably, with Republicans and even all but a couple dozen Democrats opposing the move7 thanks in part to Pelosi’s argument that it was premature. 
         

         
         Pelosi knew that such demands would continue, but she figured she could once again keep simmering liberal anger at bay. There
            was a reason that reporters and Democrats whispered that she wielded an iron fist in a velvet glove. Her members respected
            her leadership, and if they disagreed, she could often cajole, manipulate, and, when necessary, scare her caucus into submission.
         

         
          

         The first fifteen minutes of Pelosi’s MSNBC interview went just as she had planned. Sitting in the center of a large arena-style
            auditorium, wearing four-inch lavender heels and a purple dress, the Speaker commanded the attention of the room as she blasted Trump for shutting down the government over border-wall funding, vowing her party would be the adults at the negotiating table. She touted her chamber’s move to pass bills that week reopening the government and vowed to fight to lower health care costs. And she proudly boasted about the diversity of her new conference, the perfect tapestry of a diverse nation. 

         
         But then came the question she was dreading. As host Joy Reid mentioned Tlaib’s call for impeachment, Pelosi’s jaw stiffened,
            her eyes narrowed, and she cocked her head.
         

         
         “That is not the position of the House Democratic caucus,” Pelosi said flatly. “Impeachment is a very divisive approach to
            take and we shouldn’t take it for anything other than the facts and the law.”
         

         
         Unfortunately for Pelosi, hers wouldn’t be the last word on the subject. Her back-channel pressure operation hadn’t chastened
            Tlaib at all.
         

         
         “I will always speak truth to power,” Tlaib wrote on Twitter that day, closing it with a new hashtag: “#unapologeticallyMe.”

         
         Talk of impeachment was not going away. 

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            2
“All the subpoenas”

         
         
            March 24–April 24, 2019

         

         President Donald Trump stood on the tarmac at Palm Beach International Airport and proclaimed victory, a moment he had awaited
            for more than two years. Flanked by suited Secret Service agents in dark sunglasses, the seventy-two-year-old ex-TV-star president
            spoke slowly and deliberately to ensure his every word sank in with the reporters standing beside Air Force One. On his lapel,
            an American flag pin complemented his bright red tie. And beside him, teams of allies and advisors smiled—glee the president
            did not reflect as he took a more sobering turn before the television cameras.
         

         
         “It was just announced there was no collusion with Russia, the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard,” Trump declared indignantly above the noisy hum of the airplane engines. “There was no obstruction . . . It was a complete, and total exoneration!”
         

         
         It was Sunday, March 24, and Attorney General William Barr had just revealed that Special Counsel Robert Mueller III had finally completed his twenty-two-month investigation into allegations that Trump colluded with Russia to win the 2016 election. The probe had cast a pall over Trump’s first two years in office, as leaks about the ongoing investigation seeped into the hands of an eager Washington press corps and dominated the cable TV shows, upending the president’s efforts to tout conservative policy wins from tax cuts to the booming economy. 

         
         For Trump, the entire existence of the probe had been an affront to his ego—an attempt by his perceived enemies to downplay
            his historic victory over Hillary Clinton. It was why he had fired FBI director James Comey—who had previously rebuffed Trump’s
            private demand for a loyalty pledge—when he had learned of the agency’s Russia investigation in early 2017. Only, the result
            wasn’t what he wanted: It had only spurred the creation of Mueller’s probe.
         

         
         “This is the end of my presidency. I’m fucked!” Trump had said when he learned that a special counsel had been designated
            to probe the issue in Comey’s place.1

         
         Since then, Mueller had charged several of Trump’s closest aides, including his former campaign chairman, national security
            advisor, and his own personal lawyer, with illegally lying to federal officials. There was even talk that the special counsel—a
            famed war hero and former FBI director himself—might be narrowing in on Trump’s family, or could recommend indicting Trump
            for obstructing justice. Trump, after all, had tried—and failed—to persuade his own former White House counsel Don McGahn
            to oust Mueller, a move law enforcement officials viewed as a possible unlawful attempt to disrupt their review.
         

         
         At the same time, several other criminal investigations were coming uncomfortably close to the president. Prosecutors in New
            York had all but named Trump as the mastermind of an illegal hush money scheme to silence two women—a porn star and a former
            Playboy bunny2—who had alleged during the campaign that they had had extramarital affairs with Trump. The president’s former “fixer” and attorney, Michael Cohen, had also pleaded guilty to related campaign finance violations, tax evasion, and lying to Congress about Trump’s plans to build a tower in Moscow3—plans that coincided with some of the perplexing praise Trump offered Russian president Vladimir Putin during his 2016 campaign.
         

         
         Trump had dismissed the special counsel’s work as a “witch hunt,” echoing a term ex-president Richard Nixon had used to discredit
            the FBI investigation that eventually helped bring him down. But the more Trump fought, the more the walls seemed to close
            in on him. In the waning days of 2018, even his closest aides were whispering that he might even be charged with a crime.
         

         
         And then, something even worse happened: Trump lost control of the U.S. House of Representatives.

         
         The president knew that some Democrats had been threatening to impeach him since he took office. But with Republicans in charge of both chambers of Congress
            during his first two years, he never had had to take that talk seriously. When Democrats flipped the House, however, his political
            line of defense had cracked.
         

         
         The Democratic takeover had come as a shock to Trump—despite warnings from his advisors that his unconventional and norm-shattering
            ways would almost certainly alienate key swing-district voters. Trump had truly believed that his own personal magnetism would
            carry the party through the 2018 midterms regardless of what the polls said, just as it had during his 2016 presidential campaign.
            Instead, the GOP lost about forty House seats.
         

         
         The day after the election, Trump tried to send a message to Democrats to back off. In a press conference, he threatened retaliation
            if they used their newfound majority to try to investigate him and his family.
         

         
         “They can play that game, but we can play it better, because we have a thing called the United States Senate,” Trump had said, referring to the chamber still under Republican control. “I’m better at that game than they are.” 

         
         For a while, Trump had ignored Democrats entirely and sought to channel his energy into churning up plaudits from his base
            to distract from the midterm shellacking he’d received. Just before Christmas, he pitched the country headfirst into a weeks-long
            government shutdown against the advice of Republican leaders, convinced a fight for his “big beautiful wall” on the U.S.-Mexico
            border was exactly what he needed.4

         
         But just after New Year’s, an incoming freshman lawmaker’s words had shaken his focus. When Trump saw Tlaib’s “impeach the
            motherfucker” comments plastered across the screen of his favorite Fox News morning shows on January 4, he did what he had
            always done when he was most angry: He took his fury to his millions of Twitter followers, writing: “How do you impeach a
            president who has won perhaps the greatest election of all time, done nothing wrong . . . and is the most popular Republican
            in party history 93%?”
         

         
         As congressional leaders piled into the Situation Room later that afternoon for a shutdown negotiation session, Trump was
            still furious. His aides, worried about Pelosi besting him on national television, had specifically moved the talks to a discreet
            location where cameras and cell phones were prohibited. They had also sandwiched the Speaker between Congress’s top two Republicans,
            Senate Majority Leader Mitch McConnell and House Minority Leader Kevin McCarthy, hoping to intimidate the formidable woman
            leading the Democratic Party.
         

         
         Trump, seated at the head of the long mahogany table, had opened the session by demanding Congress fund his wall—but Pelosi, undaunted, repeatedly shut him down and vowed he wouldn’t get a penny. Trump threatened to keep the government closed “for years” if Democrats didn’t give him what he wanted. But his bluster only made Pelosi scoff. 

         
         At one point, Trump stood in frustration and folded his arms, looming over the seated Pelosi—and suddenly said what was really
            on his mind.
         

         
         “Are you planning to impeach me?” Trump had asked Pelosi.

         
         Pelosi was caught off-guard. “We’re not looking to impeach you,” she replied, though her spokesman later denied she said so.
         

         
         “That’s good, Nancy,” Trump responded. “That’s good.”5

         
          

         Trump had spent the late-March weekend awaiting his fate at his namesake hotel company’s glamorous Palm Beach resort, Mar-a-Lago.
            Barr had given his attorneys a heads-up that a short letter summarizing Mueller’s findings was looming. He had added one additional
            sweetener to ease Trump’s nerves: that Mueller had not recommended any additional indictments, meaning Trump was likely home
            free—at least legally.
         

         
         But the president had no idea what his aides had revealed to the special counsel in the course of his investigation, nor how
            Democrats in Congress would react. Would Mueller’s report open him up to an impeachment?

         
         As he waited, Trump busied himself with a flurry of social engagements. On Friday night, he and his wife Melania threw a thirteenth
            birthday party for their son, Barron.6 On Saturday, the president hosted Kid Rock for a turn on the golf course.7 On Sunday morning, he hit the links again—this time sharing a golf cart with Republican senator Lindsey Graham of South Carolina,
            his former rival turned top ally.8

         
         “Linds,” he predicted to Graham that Sunday morning, “it’s going to be a good day.”

         
         “Mr. President, I hope so,” Graham had responded.

         
         A year before, Graham had warned Trump that if Mueller uncovered evidence his campaign had colluded with the Russians, “we’re done.” Now, as they headed to the airport to fly back to Washington, Graham was relieved: The full 448-page Mueller report hadn’t yet been released to the public. But Barr had summarized its findings in a four-page memo to Congress, stating unequivocally that Mueller “did not find that the Trump campaign or anyone associated with it conspired or coordinated with Russia in its efforts to influence the 2016 U.S. presidential election.”9

         
         Never mind that the same document also warned that Mueller specifically said his report did not “exonerate” Trump. Barr’s
            letter was music to the ears of both men.
         

         
         “Mr. President, this is about as good as it will get for you or anybody else under these circumstances,” Graham said.

         
         It wouldn’t take long for Trump to realize that while Mueller’s work was finished, his nightmare was far from over. On Capitol
            Hill, the report would embolden a new crop of investigators who still wanted to see his head roll: House Democrats.
         

         
          

         Several days later, Trump upended a policy meeting with House Republicans to go on a tear about Jerry Nadler, the new chairman
            of the House Judiciary Committee, jeering him for weight loss surgery he had undergone about twenty years prior.
         

         
         “Fat Jerry!” Trump groused, reaching for an old schoolyard taunt he hadn’t used in decades as Republicans in the room uncomfortably
            squirmed. “I’ve been battling Nadler for years.”
         

         
         The jeering masked the real reason Trump was suddenly so obsessed with Nadler. The New York Democrat was threatening to subpoena Trump’s White House—one of several committee chairmen itching to take a swing at him, even while Pelosi sought to pump the brakes. Trump couldn’t believe Nadler’s audacity. As far as the president was concerned, he had just been legally cleared by Barr and all investigations should end. 

         
         Nadler and Trump had been nemeses since the 1980s, when Trump was a young and ambitious developer trying to make his mark
            on New York City’s skyline. Trump had proposed building a “mega-community” along the Hudson River by repurposing a dilapidated
            rail yard between Fifty-Ninth and Seventy-Second Streets. He dubbed it “Television City,” and began mapping out a complex
            of high-rise apartment towers, television stations, a shopping mall, and a 152-story skyscraper—which Trump predicted would
            be “the greatest piece of land in urban America.”10

         
         But area residents wary of congestion and traffic bitterly opposed Trump’s glittering dream. To help block the project, they
            turned to Nadler, their then-thirty-eight-year-old assemblyman who was known for taking down big developers.
         

         
         Nadler supported the resistance in local lawsuits against Trump’s project. And after he was elected to Congress, he personally
            lobbied the federal government to reject Trump’s applications for Federal Housing Administration loans and tucked riders into
            legislation to keep Trump’s project from receiving a dime of taxpayer financing.

         
         Trump was furious. 

         
         “If Nadler spent more time in the gymnasium losing weight, he would do the voters a bigger service,” he said in 1995, coining the “Fat Jerry” nickname for the congressman who had always struggled with obesity. “He needs to lose
            about 200 pounds!”11

         
         Nadler shot back through a spokesman that at least he “never went bankrupt and had to spend his father’s fortune to keep his
            family’s business afloat.”
         

         
         A quarter century later, Nadler was causing Trump problems again. In one of his first moves as chairman, he had fired off eighty-one letters to Trump business associates, allies, and White House aides demanding records in what the president decried as a “fishing expedition.” But that, it turned out, was only the start. Trump was furious to learn that even after Barr’s letter, Nadler planned to relitigate Mueller’s entire report, summoning Trump’s own aides up to Capitol Hill to put them on the witness stand. 

         
         Trump knew Nadler wasn’t alone. Richie Neal, the incoming chairman of the Ways and Means Committee, was demanding he turn
            over the last six years of his tax returns, alleging tax evasion.12 Adam Schiff, the new Intelligence Committee chairman, was talking about subpoenaing accountants and banks that had financed
            his real estate empire on suspicion of possible foreign money laundering.13 Elijah Cummings, the incoming chairman of the Oversight Committee, had sent an early salvo of fifty-one letters to agencies,
            departments, and the Trump Organization, as well as a handful of other document demands. The missives sought evidence regarding
            everything from Trump’s decision to overrule his intelligence advisors and dole out security clearances to members of his
            family, to his lease of a government building just blocks from the White House where he had placed a Trump-branded hotel,
            a clear conflict of interest.14

         
         But Nadler’s plan to dig back into Mueller’s report in public was perhaps the most daunting. Unlike the special counsel, who had conducted his nearly two-year probe in secret, Nadler was planning to make a public show of every investigative twist and turn on national television. Trump, a former reality TV host, knew and feared the power of a compelling broadcast. In February, his “fixer” Michael Cohen had taken a turn before the House Oversight panel before heading to prison, accusing Trump of cavorting with Russia and lying about his wealth to cheat on his taxes and commit fraud. Cohen had even brandished the checks Trump’s son and his chief financial officer had signed reimbursing him for paying the porn star Stormy Daniels, with whom Trump allegedly had an affair, for her silence during the campaign. 

         
         That single hearing had been damaging enough. Trump decided he could not risk any more embarrassment.

         
          

         When Democrats had flipped the House, Trump had lawyered up to protect himself from Hill oversight. He had hired Pat Cipollone,
            a partner from the hard-charging corporate litigation firm Kirkland & Ellis, who was well known in GOP circles and came personally
            recommended by Fox News TV host Laura Ingraham.15 Cipollone, like Trump, was a firm believer in protecting the power of the executive branch. And as one of his first moves,
            he doubled the size of the White House counsel’s office to prepare for the investigative onslaught.
         

         
         Cipollone, however, also knew that he was expected to make a good-faith effort to cooperate with some congressional investigations,
            as was the practice of previous White Houses. It was why he had paid a courtesy visit to Nadler on Capitol Hill in early 2019,
            vowing to find “reasonable accommodation” for his investigative requests.
         

         
         “We’re not going to agree on everything,” he had told Nadler that February, “but you can always call me.”

         
         Trump, however, had other ideas. And after Barr’s letter, he put his foot down and told Cipollone to comply with nothing.

         
         Trump knew the strategy was guaranteed to pitch the White House headfirst into a series of protracted court fights with Congress. Administrations that ignored congressional subpoenas risked being slapped with lawsuits from the legislative branch, as lawmakers appealed to federal judges to uphold their subpoenas. But for Trump, that was the whole point. The president was counting on the courts’ slow pace to grind the Democrats’ oversight ambitions to a halt.
         

         
         As a young real estate developer, Trump had learned a valuable lesson in how to weaponize the court system to exhaust his
            enemies. When the Justice Department sued him and his father for racial housing discrimination in 1973, they managed to avoid
            admitting fault by filing a massive countersuit and forcing a settlement.16 Over his next three decades as a businessman, Trump had liberally used the courts to fight all manner of disputes, dragging associates,
            corporations, ex-wives, television personalities, a game-show magnate, states, the U.S. government, and even Scotland into
            court to protect his personal interests.17 By the time Trump was elected to the Oval Office, he had been a party to over four thousand lawsuits.18 Now he was ready to repeat that playbook from the highest office in the land—this time to stop the Democrats’ investigations.
         

         
         Trump’s brand of stonewalling was unprecedented in both its scope and severity. Heated tug-of-wars between Congress and the
            White House had cropped up under every administration, as most presidents resented congressional scrutiny—especially when
            it came from an opposing party. But in the past, the executive branch had made at least some good-faith effort to acknowledge
            Congress’s constitutional right to oversee its activities. During the Obama administration, the Justice Department had battled
            with House Republicans in court to keep them from questioning Attorney General Eric Holder Jr. in a probe of a gun-trafficking
            sting operation gone awry.19 But the administration eventually ponied up documents and key witnesses for the GOP’s investigation into a terrorist attack
            on a State Department outpost in Benghazi, Libya.20 Former president George W. Bush’s White House picked its battles in a similar fashion. Under duress, officials handed over records for investigations into their Hurricane Katrina response and a CIA agent’s leaked identity—even as they resisted lawmakers’ efforts to investigate suspicious firings of U.S. attorneys.21

         
         Trump’s resistance to oversight, however, was absolute. By the time the full Mueller report came out in mid-April, Trump had
            ignored more than a dozen requests for information from Democrat-led congressional investigations,22 setting the executive and legislative branches on a constitutional collision course for the history books. On April 24, he
            even stood on the White House lawn and unapologetically proclaimed Cipollone’s legal strategy to the world.
         

         
         “We’re fighting all the subpoenas!” Trump vowed shamelessly.23 And he would.
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         Jamie Raskin was fed up. On the night of Tuesday, May 7, the usually easygoing and friendly former constitutional law professor
            stormed into the Judiciary chairman’s office and insisted panel Democrats stop lollygagging and show some muscle.
         

         
         “We’ve got to get serious about doing something,” Raskin told Jerry Nadler sternly. “We’ve got to start talking about impeachment.”
         

         
         The moment had been in the making for a while for Raskin. It had been obvious to him that Trump was using the White House
            as a moneymaking and branding operation in violation of the Constitution. The appalling findings in the Mueller report, released
            just days prior, had only solidified Raskin’s conviction that Trump had been up to no good.
         

         
         But now Trump was refusing to comply with all their oversight investigations. To Raskin, a man who had dedicated his life to the study of American democracy—and as a member of the House Judiciary Committee eager to conduct oversight of a president out of control—Trump’s stonewalling operation had crossed a line. It was time to start impeachment proceedings, Raskin believed. 

         
         Raskin, however, had a problem: Pelosi had been telling her rank-and-file members that impeachment was premature. In an April
            22 call with House Democrats, she had implored them to “stick with a program” of what Raskin viewed as slow, seemingly aimless
            investigating. “We are going to go as fast as the facts take us,” Pelosi had said, flatly.  
         

         
         Since then, the “i-word” had become almost taboo among House Democrats. But in Raskin’s estimation, Trump’s flagrant disregard
            for their oversight duty had effectively nullified Pelosi’s strategy. How were they supposed to follow Pelosi’s mandate to
            “continue investigating” Trump’s actions if they couldn’t procure any documents or witnesses?
         

         
         Raskin had grown up with an ingrained appreciation for the levers of American government. His mother was a journalist and
            his father worked for the late president John F. Kennedy’s National Security Council before founding a liberal think tank.
            Following law school, Raskin found his calling in teaching budding lawyers about the Constitution’s checks and balances, settling
            into a tenured position at American University. He was a wonky professor with an encyclopedic memory who could quote dozens
            of Founding Fathers from memory. He kept a bust of Abraham Lincoln on his desk, a treasured possession he’d inherited from
            his grandfather, a Minnesota politician. He even named his first and only son after Thomas Paine, a Founding Father whose
            writings had helped inspire the American Revolution.
         

         
         By the time he got to Congress, Raskin had survived stage-three colon cancer, become a vegan, and watched his three children grow into adults following his footsteps into careers in law and teaching. But the then-fifty-four-year-old congressman was still bright-eyed, gregarious, and eager to pump his colleagues full of the knowledge he’d acquired over a lifetime love affair with the history and laws of the republic. Raskin knew better than almost any of them how American democracy was supposed to work—and it was anathema to him that House Democrats were doing nothing while Trump was thumbing his nose at Congress. The Judiciary Committee had to assert its authority, Raskin had started arguing to his colleagues that May, if they wanted the administration to take their investigations seriously. Otherwise Trump might do something even worse. 

         
         Raskin had learned he wasn’t alone in his frustration with Trump for disregarding the legislative branch—and with his own
            leadership’s apparent nonchalance. In the opening months of 2019, he had become friendly with three other Democratic members
            who, like him, served on both the Judiciary Committee and Pelosi’s junior leadership team: Joe Neguse, a freshman from Colorado; Ted Lieu, a third-term representative from California; and David Cicilline,
            a fifth-termer from Rhode Island. All four were lawyers before they ran for Congress in deep-blue districts—and each regularly
            railed about Trump stymieing the House’s efforts to police his actions. They agreed that Mueller’s report was teeing up Congress
            to take up impeachment and run with it, and that Pelosi’s vague mandate to “investigate” in the face of Trump’s across-the-board
            blockade was a Sisyphean waste of time.
         

         
         Together, the quartet had tried to raise the topic of impeachment privately with Nadler’s Judiciary Committee aides, buttonholing the chairman’s longtime chief of staff Amy Rutkin to demand a meeting of Judiciary Democrats where they could discuss the “i-word” candidly. But over and over again, Rutkin told
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