

[image: image]



i
[image: image]



ii
Copyright © 2025 by Christina Bobb

Foreword copyright © 2025 Donald J. Trump

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without the express written consent of the publisher, except in the case of brief excerpts in critical reviews or articles. All inquiries should be addressed to Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018.

Skyhorse Publishing books may be purchased in bulk at special discounts for sales promotion, corporate gifts, fund-raising, or educational purposes. Special editions can also be created to specifications. For details, contact the Special Sales Department, Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018 or info@skyhorsepublishing.com.

Skyhorse® and Skyhorse Publishing® are registered trademarks of Skyhorse Publishing, Inc.®, a Delaware corporation.

Visit our website at www.skyhorsepublishing.com.

Please follow our publisher Tony Lyons on Instagram @tonylyonsisuncertain.

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Library of Congress Control Number: 2025941010

Cover design by David Ter-Avanesyan

Print ISBN: 978-1-5107-8491-8

Ebook ISBN: 978-1-5107-8492-5

Printed in the United States of America




iii

To my best friend and big sister, Carrie. The reader won’t know, but you’re on every page of this story. You carried my burdens when they were too heavy for me. God knew I didn’t have the grace, patience, or skill to navigate this, so He made you first. I’m blessed to have never known life without you.
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Foreword


by Donald J. Trump

President of the United States

The United States of America is the greatest country on the face of the earth. Our people, our productivity, our success, our wealth, our generosity is tremendous, and our Constitution is tremendous.

But over the last four years, the American people have witnessed their own government engage in a program of persecution and harassment like nothing we’ve ever seen before. The previous administration obliterated the trust and goodwill of its citizens by weaponizing the vast powers of our intelligence and law enforcement agencies. There could be no more heinous betrayal of American values than to use the law to terrorize the innocent and reward the wicked. But that’s exactly what they did.

Radical-left, pro-crime attorneys at the state and local level— together with corrupt operatives—transformed the Department of Justice into the Department of Injustice. Their egregious crimes and severe misconduct rose to levels that were unbelievable.

I went through it personally. I was attacked probably more than anyone in the history of our country. They launched one hoax and disinformation operation after another, they broke the law on a colossal scale, they persecuted my family, staff, and supporters, they raided my viiihome, Mar-a-Lago, and they did everything in their power to prevent me from becoming President again.

Marxist prosecutors went after police officers rather than criminals. The Biden Administration dropped charges against Antifa and violent thugs, and instead they put elderly Christians and pro-life activists on trial for singing hymns and saying prayers. They went to jail for that! While rapists and murderers roamed free.

They tried to scare the hell out of judges, trying to sway them to play along, telling them, in effect, all you have to do is convict Trump, and we’ll leave you alone. Judges who didn’t cooperate took tremendous abuse from places like the New York Times, the Washington Post, MSDNC, CNN, and others. You would think that influencing judges has to be illegal, but all of this went on and nobody complained.

Nobody except a handful of brave patriots. Patriots like Christina Bobb. Christina is an incredible fighter and an incredible person. She had a front row seat to the horrible raid on Mar-a-Lago, the crooked Jack Smith investigations, the shameful attacks on Rudy Giuliani, and so much more. She went toe-to-toe with the terrible people who are abusing their power to punish their political enemies—and she got caught up in the crossfire. Before she knew it, she became the victim of insane, unfounded charges, government harassment, and media attacks. But she never gave up—because she believes, like I do, that we can restore America’s greatness and return the power of government back to the American people.

Christina is a great American. Her story is one every American needs to read. We cannot ignore the lies and abuses waged on our citizens, and we cannot rest until we root out the corruption and repair the damage of the last four years.

On the walls of the Department of Justice, you will find the words of the great British philosopher John Locke etched in marble: “Where law ends, tyranny begins.” As President, I am dedicated to ensuring ixa return to the rule of law, so that every citizen feels safe, respected, and secure in their God-given rights. But it’s not just up to me. As Christina says, “We all have a role to play in restoring justice.”
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Note to Reader


When I first started putting this manuscript together, I went back to all the notes I compiled as memoranda to my attorneys. Within days of the events described in this book, I had drafted detailed notes about the sequence of events and discussions to inform my attorneys of the facts. The quotes in this manuscript come from those notes. The quotes are my best recollection of the dialogue memorialized within days of those conversations, but they are not verbatim. I do not have transcripts of any of the discussions.

I did testify under oath multiple times about the events detailed in this book. I do not have those transcripts. I have done my best to properly convey the events in the same manner as I did on the record under oath. There should not be any inconsistencies between my testimonies and this book. However, if there are, my testimonies are true and prevail.

Based on public pleadings, court proceedings, and my own interaction with the FBI, DOJ, and defense counsel, I am under the belief that security cameras recorded at least some of the events prior to and during the June 3, 2022 meeting with the FBI at Mar-a-Lago, as well as the August 8, 2022 raid. I am also under the belief that those recordings corroborate my story. I have not seen the footage myself. My exchanges with DOJ strengthen my belief that whatever videos they had corroborate my story, which may be part of the reason I was never charged in xiithe documents case. Between my emails, text messages, phone records, and the video footage, my role in this saga is securely recorded and unalterable. Judicial Watch has filed a lawsuit on my behalf to obtain access to the DOJ and FBI files pertaining to me. What you are about to read is the true story of the consequential events surrounding the explosion of lawfare that ensnared me, along with many other patriots, and of course, our President.
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Chapter 1 Into the Oval Office


“The President will see you now,” the receptionist said to me as I waited in the West Wing lobby of the White House. She smiled and motioned for me to follow her down the hall. President Trump had just finished a meeting with Secretary of Defense Pete Hegseth and members of the media, broadcasting the meeting publicly for the world to see the latest developments in the Department of Defense.

Reporters and camera crew filed past me. Secretary of Defense Hegseth filed out last with his team. I made eye contact with him and smiled to acknowledge him. He doesn’t know me, but he politely smiled back.

As I followed the receptionist to the Oval Office, the last four years flashed through my mind and I wondered how President Trump would receive me. We’d been through hell together, but I had gotten buried in litigation, criminal charges, and accusations, unable to connect with him for almost a year. The lawyers told me I needed to distance myself because I faced my own criminal charges. Talking to President Trump could put him in jeopardy—so I was told.

Every deposition, subpoena, grand jury testimony, indictment, and lawsuit I’d endured had all been part of the Establishment’s war on 2Donald Trump. The fact that my life had been burned to the ground in the process was just collateral damage. Media outlets had written all kinds of terrible reports about me. Did he believe them? I didn’t know what he believed.

“Right through that door,” the receptionist said, smiling and pointing to the door leading to the outer Oval Office. As I entered, I saw friends and former colleagues I had worked with not that long ago. They greeted me kindly and said, “He’s waiting for you,” directing me through the door into the Oval Office.


A Warm Welcome

Before I even got into the Oval Office, I heard President Trump’s familiar welcoming voice say “Christina! What do you think of our Vice President?” President Trump stood from his desk to greet me, gesturing toward Vice President J. D. Vance, seated across the desk from him.

“Hello, sir!” I smiled at the President. “Sir, he’s a Marine!” I smiled at the Vice President. I had never met J. D. Vance before and didn’t know he was going to be in this meeting. I extended my hand to the Vice President and said, “Nice to meet you, sir. Christina Bobb. I’m also a Marine.”

“Nice to meet you!” The Vice President was very gracious and said, “I know. He told me.”

I walked over to President Trump, and he shook my hand warmly, giving me a sort of handshake hug, and directed me to the chairs opposite his desk, next to the Vice President. “Christina, it’s so good to see you! How are you?” he asked. Before I could answer, he turned to Vice President Vance and said, “This girl’s been through hell. Just terrible what they did to her.” He repeated his question. “How are you? Is your case in Arizona over yet?”

“No sir. It’s still going on, but I’m hopeful it will be over soon.”
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“That’s just unbelievable.” He expressed a knowing sympathy for the injustice I (and many others) have suffered.

We spent several minutes reconnecting and swapping stories. That was the first time it occurred to me that President Trump had never heard my version of events. The conversation felt like old times. All I’d lost seemed to be restored in a moment. The fact that he was the President again brought me so much relief after years of torment, and our friendly banter helped put to rest my doubt that my life could ever recover from the damage done by the lawfare. The President’s kindness healed something in me—the fear of being forgotten.

Speaking with Vice President Vance was a bonus. I was already buried in criminal charges and lawsuits by the time J. D. Vance was named as the VP pick, so I had never met him and had no idea what he was like. He was exceptionally kind and easy to get along with.



My Request

At a pause in the conversation, President Trump asked, “What can I do for you?”

“Well, sir, I’ve written a book.” I paused for a second to gauge his reaction.

“Good. About what?” he asked.

“About the lawfare and abuse of the justice system over the last several years.” He nodded at me indicating he understood but that I should keep explaining. “I include my experience on your team, and specifically my role in the Jack Smith investigations, and at the raid on Mar-a-Lago. I’d like to publish my story surrounding those events.”

He nodded and turned to Vice President Vance. “Christina was at the raid of Mar-a-Lago. Can you believe that?! Christina and Lindsey Halligan, two nice girls, and they were made to stand outside in the Florida heat in the summer for hours.” He recounted the story to the Vice President and then turned back to me. “What’s the title of the book?”
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“Defiant,” I said.

He thought about it for a beat and said, “Who’s defiant? Me? You?” He shrugged as if to ask, What point are you making with that title?

“Both,” I said, a bit nervously. I took a minute to look around me. How many decisions affecting countless lives have been made in this office? Every single American president has made decisions affecting the course of events for the entire planet. For more than a hundred years, those decisions have been coming out of this room. Many of the decisions that influenced the events in this book likely came from this office—from President Trump’s predecessor.

Now, here I am, sitting in the Oval Office of the White House with the President and Vice President of the United States, asking for their permission and support to tell an ugly story. It’s the story of how the American government overstepped its authority to the point of oppression. How the institutions that are supposed to protect us from corruption and persecution have been weaponized against ordinary citizens. As a result, the American people need to be Defiant. This is the story of what it looks like when political elitists use their positions of authority to steal the power that rightfully belongs to the American people. Defiant is my story, but if we don’t correct course, it will be yours.

A president who wanted unobstructed power and unopposed authority would never let me tell this story, let alone support it.

But President Trump has been exposing the Establishment’s abuse of power for years now. His words are different from mine, but the message is the same. As he puts it, “They’re not after me, they’re after you. I’m just in the way.” He knows better than anyone what happens when the political Establishment uses the venerable institutions and the formidable power of the United States government to go after its political enemies.

The Establishment media lies and says that Donald Trump wants power. The truth is that he spends most of his efforts on reducing the 5size and reach of the federal government, on lightening the burden of regulation and taxation. Most importantly, Donald Trump has endured hell for the sole purpose of dismantling the Establishment’s stranglehold on power and returning that power to the American people.

I held my breath and waited for President Trump’s reaction. He nodded approvingly and said, “Good.” I breathed a sigh of relief. “What’s in it?” he asked, pointing to the manuscript that I held in my hands.

“Here you go, sir.” I had three copies with me and gave him one, Vice President Vance one, and I held one. “Can I walk you through it?”

“I just want to know what you say. How’s the story go?” he said, cutting to the chase.

“Okay. The story goes like this . . .”
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Chapter 2 Meet Me at Mar-a-Lago


When I picked up the phone on June 2, 2022, I had no idea what I was about to walk into.

“Hey, Christina. You got a sec?” asked Boris Epshteyn on the other end of the line. Boris was a close advisor to President Trump, and someone I had worked with since November 2020 when I volunteered to investigate the 2020 election with Rudy Giuliani. Now, eighteen months later, we were colleagues working for President Trump.

“Sure! What’s up?” I said as I sat at my desk at my home office in Florida. It was almost 5:00 p.m., and I secretly hoped this call wouldn’t take too long.

“So, there’s a case in Washington, DC. Local counsel there is handling it,” he started.

“Okay,” I confirmed I was listening.

“They need someone down in Mar-a-Lago tomorrow for a meeting with the FBI,” Boris said. That made sense. I figured Boris was up in New Jersey, where he lived at the time. And I knew President Trump had already left or was getting ready to leave Florida for the summer and move to Bedminster, New Jersey. Most of President Trump’s 8advisors lived outside of Florida at that time. I was in the area, and available, so that’s probably why Boris called me.

“Okay. Sure. I’ll help however I can,” I said, curious where this was going.

“The Washington, DC, lawyer is handling everything. He’s down in Florida now. He’s been working on a document production the last few days. He spent the day at Mar-a-Lago today dealing with it. So, you won’t have to do anything. He just needs someone on site who can be present with the attorney. Are you available tomorrow?” Boris asked.

“Uh, sure,” I said. “I can make myself available. Who is this meeting with? The FBI?”

“Yeah. The attorney would like to meet with DOJ and the FBI tomorrow at Mar-a-Lago to turn over some documents. But don’t worry about it. He told me everything has been taken care of already. You literally don’t have to do anything other than be present. The DC lawyer is handling everything and will take care of it all tomorrow.” Boris was clear I would have no formal role other than to assist the attorney. The attorney just needed me to help with this one little thing.

It struck me as odd that I wouldn’t need to do anything. There is no legal necessity to have a “potted plant” at a meeting with the FBI. Besides, why was the FBI coming to Mar-a-Lago? What was this meeting for? Why were we giving them documents? What documents were we giving them? If the FBI was involved, it meant this was a criminal matter, so my guard was up. But I didn’t have enough information to form an opinion about anything yet.

Apparently reading my thoughts, Boris said, “Don’t worry, the DC counsel will explain everything to you. Can I connect you with him and have you work directly with him?” Boris asked.

“That would be great. Please do,” I responded.

“Thanks. His name is Evan. I’ll connect you via text now.”
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At 4:58 p.m. on June 2, 2022, Boris texted me and Evan Corcoran, the local counsel in Washington handling the case, to connect us. The text said: “Christina Bobb and Evan Corcoran—connecting you as discussed with both of you.” I responded at 5:00 and said, “Thanks Boris! Evan nice to meet you. I’m happy to chat whenever you are free.”

Evan didn’t respond to the text right away. Although I wasn’t worried, I was eager to talk to him and find out what this meeting with the FBI was all about. We connected via a phone call around 7:00 that evening.

“Hi Evan, very nice to meet you,” I said as I answered the phone.

“Nice to meet you as well!” Evan sounded happy and kind, which made me feel comfortable with him. “Thanks for your willingness to help me out tomorrow.”

“Sure! I’m always happy to help. Can you tell me what’s going on?” I asked.

“Of course,” said Evan. “The Department of Justice has issued a grand jury subpoena to President Trump wanting all classified documents in his possession.”

A grand jury subpoena? Classified documents? He had my full attention. “How long ago did this happen? Is this new?” I was trying to understand the timeline.

“It was a few weeks ago,” Evan seemed to understand where I was going and explained, “We’ve been negotiating this process. This is not something that just happened today.”

“Oh, okay, thanks. Go ahead.” I felt better hearing that they had been handling this issue and I was the only one new to the party.

“Yeah, so we’ve been negotiating this, and we finally came to an agreement where we’re going to turn over what we’ve got,” said Evan. We, I assumed, meant Evan and the Department of Justice.

“Okay. Has there already been a thorough search conducted?” I asked.
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“Yes. We’ve done a very thorough search, and the scope of the location is very limited. There really isn’t much there. It’s really limited to this one storage area at Mar-a-Lago. The FBI is looking for any classified documents that President Trump may have taken from the White House. I’ve narrowed the location of relevant documents to this one storage area at Mar-a-Lago. There’s no reason to believe that there could potentially be any classified documents anywhere on-site other than the storage room,” Evan explained. “The Department of Justice understands that the search is limited to this storage room at Mar-a-Lago, and they are in agreement with the limited scope.”

“Okay,” I said, still on alert due to the fact that the FBI was involved.

“So, I’ve done a very thorough search, personally examining every single piece of paper in the room. There really weren’t many documents with classified markings, but I collected the few that were there. I collected all of the responsive documents from the storage room and have prepared them to be turned over to the FBI.”

“How’d you retrieve them?” I asked, needing clarification. “Who conducted the search?”

“I conducted the search. The storage room is a limited area, so I personally handled this,” said Evan.

That struck me as odd, but at that time I had never responded to a grand jury subpoena before. I had no idea how something like this would work.

“Do you have a security clearance?” I asked. I have had a security clearance, a TS/SCI (Top Secret/Sensitive Compartmented Information), and am very familiar with the procedures for handling classified documents. Rule #1: Anyone handling classified documents must have the required clearance.

Evan was quiet for a brief second before he answered, “No. No, I don’t have a security clearance.”
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I had trouble reconciling the situation. How could he be responsible for handling classified documents when he didn’t have a security clearance? DOJ’s okay with this? He said he’d been negotiating with DOJ, so were they aware he’d done the search?

Before I could formulate my thoughts into my next question, Evan continued, “But I followed all the necessary procedures for handling classified documents. I compartmentalized any documents with markings on them and then hermetically sealed them to prevent anyone from seeing them. The search was conducted very thoroughly and there were not that many responsive documents. There’s not much to this.”

Hmmm. “Okay,” I said. “So, what do you need from me?”

“We need a custodian of records,” he said, “Someone from President Trump’s staff who can attest to the documents searched and produced.”

Oh, here it was. The kicker. This is why they needed me. As a custodian of records, I’d need to sign for the documents. “As the custodian of records, what do you need from me?” I asked, expecting him to tell me he needed my signature.

“We just need you to sign the certification saying that a thorough search has been conducted and that all responsive documents have been produced,” Evan continued.

“Okay. But I don’t have personal knowledge of that. I wasn’t part of the search or review. So, I can’t attest to that,” I said.

“Right,” said Evan. He didn’t seem surprised by my pushback and explained, “This is all really just a formality. No one is ever going to question your role in this. But just to make sure you’re comfortable, let’s meet at Mar-a-Lago a little early and then I can show you everything. Once you see it all and what happened, you’ll have a better understanding. But, just to be clear, your signature really is just a formality and isn’t going to matter. These things are signed all the time, and you don’t have to be the one who conducted the search,” said Evan.
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“Why don’t you sign the certification?” I asked. “You conducted the search and have the personal knowledge of what was done.”

“I’m the lawyer,” Evan said, sounding a bit surprised by my question. “I can’t make myself a witness in this case, so I can’t sign the certification.”

I didn’t want to be rude, but I thought to myself, You made yourself a witness when you conducted the search. If you didn’t want to be a witness, you shouldn’t have handled the search alone.

Instead, I said, “Well, I won’t sign anything that says I have knowledge that I don’t have.”

Evan jumped in to reassure me. “We’ll put language in there that says this is based on information provided to you. Custodians often are not the ones doing the search, but report based on what people have advised them. We can do that in this situation,” said Evan. He was clearly trying to be helpful and accommodate my concerns. Never once did he pressure me to sign anything I didn’t want to sign. He even said, “You don’t need to sign anything you’re uncomfortable with. You’ll have a chance to review it and can make any changes you want to make it work for you. In fact, you can draft it if you want. Do you want to draft the certification?”

“I can’t draft it! I have no idea what took place, the location searched, or anything. I can’t draft this,” I said a bit defensively.

“It’s okay,” Evan said jovially. “I’ll take care of everything. Don’t worry.”

“Okay,” I said. “I appreciate your understanding. It’s very important to me that there is specific language that says I did not personally do the search or review. I won’t sign it otherwise.”

“No problem at all.” Evan seemed perfectly content to include the qualifying language. “Just send me your email address, and I’ll send you the document to review. Let’s plan on meeting tomorrow morning at 9:45 before the FBI arrives to go over everything.”
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“Sounds good. Thanks. See you tomorrow,” I said.

Immediately following the call, at 7:23 p.m., I texted Evan my email address so that he could send me the certification to review. I was a little nervous about the language and wanted to make sure that it was accurate. But by 8:55 p.m., I still had not received the document. So I texted him again and asked him to send me the certification for review, saying, “When you have a sec, please send me the doc.” No further communication came from Evan that night.

At 7:49 the next morning—the day of the meeting—I received a text from Evan saying, “Christina—sent via email. Let me know if you would like to discuss any aspect or make changes. Thank you. Evan.”

I responded at 7:56 a.m. saying, “It hasn’t come in yet. You sent it to [my email address]?” Evan responded a minute later simply providing the Word document of the certification. At this point, I was getting nervous. It was only about an hour before I would have to leave to meet Evan. There needed to be enough time to make any corrections or changes.

Carefully reading through the entire one-page document, I couldn’t find any qualifying language. I printed it out and read it again. The document clearly implied that I had personal knowledge of the search and review, which I did not. I could not sign it.

The Department of Justice had been after President Trump, and anyone close to him, for six or seven years at this point. Any document signed to swear to any fact would be turned into a weapon. The document needed to be factually accurate or someone would get charged with a crime. I needed the document to be true from my perspective, not just Evan’s. I needed the document to be true based on my experience at the time I signed it. I had no way of knowing whether anyone would challenge the legitimacy of the search, but I wanted to make sure that I could stand by my decision.
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Should I refuse to sign the document? If I did, they likely couldn’t get anyone else to do it on this short notice, which would scuttle the meeting and make the FBI suspicious. I was trying to facilitate turning over documents, not impede it. On the other hand, if they did find someone else to sign the document, it would likely be a junior staffer who wouldn’t know how to handle the situation and could potentially end up in jail. I couldn’t do that to any of my younger colleagues. This was a very precarious situation.

I texted Evan at 7:58 and said, “Can we add a phrase that says ‘I have been informed . . .’? I don’t want it to look like I’m attesting that I was part of the search or review.” Based on our previous conversation, I was confident Evan understood my concerns, so I did not elaborate. At 7:59, Evan responded with, “Yes, I will add.” I responded immediately and said, “Thanks!”

At 8:08 a.m. Evan texted me again and said, “Just sent via email a revised version. Let me know if you would like any other changes.”

I reviewed the revised version and saw that he had added the phrase “Based on information provided to me.” I would have preferred the disclaimer be a bit more robust, but I guess it was fine. I responded to Evan at 8:12: “This is perfect. Thanks!”

I expected to get a full brief from Evan upon arriving at Mar-a-Lago, so I wasn’t too concerned at this point that I didn’t really have much information. I assumed the lead criminal defense attorney for the President had the information, had conducted a proper search, and that I would get the information at the meeting.

At 8:13, Evan texted me and said, “Great. Will you have the ability to print out and sign and bring this am? (And scan a signed copy?)” I knew I wouldn’t be able to print or scan anything at Mar-a-Lago. The club was already closed for the season and the office was not open. I would not have access to a printer or computer, and neither would Evan. My only option was to print, sign, and scan it back to him before getting down there.
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At 8:16 a.m., I texted Evan and said, “Sure!” I printed the certification and signed it, believing a thorough search had been conducted, all responsive documents were gathered and sealed, and that I would be briefed when I arrived at Mar-a-Lago.

Evan responded immediately and said, “Let’s plan to meet at 11:30 a.m. at Mar-a-Lago. The FBI/DOJ guys just let me know their flight has been delayed, so they will get to MAL at around 11:45.” I responded to Evan at 8:17 a.m. and said, “Ok. Sounds good.” I wondered if fifteen minutes would be enough time to go over everything before the FBI arrived, but figured Evan knew best.

At 8:22 a.m., I emailed Evan the signed copy of the updated version of the certification. My email said to Evan, “Here’s a scanned copy, I’ll bring the original.”

At 8:29 a.m., I was cc’d on an email from Evan to President Trump’s scheduler saying:

“[Scheduler,]

Christina Bobb and I will be at Mar-a-Lago at 11:30 a.m. for a short period to complete work I started yesterday.

If the President has 3 minutes to do a meet and greet at 11:45 a.m., that would be great.

I will call him this morning to explain the purpose.

Best regards,

Evan”

I didn’t think much of the email at the time, but it became relevant later—when lots of lawyers were asking me about what President Trump knew and when he knew it. Apparently, he had less notice than I did.

Evan later explained that President Trump, against Evan’s recommendation, felt it was important that he personally let the FBI know that they are welcome to see whatever they wanted. Evan didn’t want President Trump talking to the FBI about the documents at all, because 16anything he said could be used against him. President Trump felt he had nothing to hide. He wanted to make sure the FBI knew, straight from his own mouth, that he was fully cooperating and that they could have access to whatever they needed.
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Chapter 3 The FBI’s First Visit to Mar-a-Lago


I arrived at Mar-a-Lago at 11:30 a.m. and Evan was already in the living room, a large room right off the main entrance where guests arrive. The club was already closed for the season, so it was empty and looked as though it was packed up. Evan was sitting on one of the chairs in the living room and waved to identify himself as I walked in. He was friendly as he introduced himself.

“Hey, Christina. Thanks for coming!” Evan said as he stood to shake my hand.

“Hi. It’s very nice to meet you,” I responded. I sat down on the couch next to his chair and asked, “So, how long have you known Boris?” I figured they’d known each other a long time. I thought I was the new kid in town and figured Evan was a long-established member of the legal team.

“Oh, just a couple weeks. I actually just got connected with him,” Evan said.

“What do you mean ‘you just got connected with him’? How did this all come together?” I was confused. Hadn’t this been going on for a while?

“I actually just met Boris. It was just a couple weeks ago,” Evan said.
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“Oh! Okay.” I said a bit surprised. I couldn’t quite wrap my mind around the situation. Why were we meeting with the FBI so soon, if the case was that new? Maybe Evan was just new to the case? I was sure it would all make sense eventually. “You’re out of DC, right? Do you primarily practice criminal defense in DC?” I asked, wanting to get to know him better.

Evan was extremely kind and gracious. He told me about his career, working as a prosecutor at the Department of Justice, and eventually now as a criminal defense attorney. He had nearly thirty years of experience as an attorney working criminal law, on one side or the other, which reassured me that he knew what he was doing. At that time, I’d been an attorney for fourteen years, and the last two I had worked as a journalist. I was confident Evan was the expert and I felt comfortable that he was in charge.

“I spoke with the President this morning, and mentioned you,” said Evan. “He said very nice things about you and was very laudatory about your Marine Corps service. He says you’re a fighter.” Evan and I quickly built a good rapport. I respected him and still do. Despite all that’s happened, I still think Evan meant well.

“That’s so nice to hear. Thank you,” I said. “So, want to get started? Where are the documents and the search materials?” We didn’t have much time before the FBI would arrive, I was thinking, so we should probably get to work.

“Well, everything has already been done and taken care of,” Evan said matter-of-factly. “I’ve already compiled the responsive documents and hermetically sealed them here.” Evan pulled out a makeshift container made of cardboard and packing tape. It was taped up every which way and would need some serious box cutters to get it open. “If you want to see the documents, I’ll open it for you,” Evan offered.

“No. Thank you.” I didn’t have enough time to meaningfully examine any of the documents and my security clearance was not currently 19active, so I declined the offer. I also wasn’t sure if he’d even be able to get that thing open quickly. Either way, I didn’t want to see the documents. “So, what am I supposed to review?” At that point, I wasn’t even sure what I was asking for. My brain was working to make sense of the situation. I expected everything to be laid out waiting for me, so I had never formulated in my own mind what I needed to see.

“Like I said, the search and everything has already been finalized and cleaned up, but I can show you the storage room if you like.” Evan was confident and eager to answer any questions I had.

“Yes. That’d be great. Let’s do that,” I said, hoping the storage room would help me get my bearings on what was happening. There wasn’t much information available, and the FBI would arrive shortly, so we didn’t have much time.

Evan led me outside and downstairs to the lower level. As we walked, he explained that “the Department of Justice has subpoenaed President Trump for classified documents. It’s a nonstarter of a case. There’s not really much to it, but of course we’re cooperating. I’d like to be a bit more measured, but President Trump wants to open everything up to them and let them see whatever they want.” Evan sounded surprised that the President would be so accommodating.

“Wow,” I responded. “That’s a bit bold to give the FBI free access to whatever they want,” I acknowledged, sympathizing with Evan’s position.

“I know! Right?” Evan responded. “But that’s what the client wants. He even wants to meet with them!” Evan was in a slight state of disbelief at how open President Trump wanted to be. “I told him I didn’t think that was a good idea, since they were investigating him criminally, but he really wants to. So, I need to make sure that when he meets with them today, the FBI understands they can’t ask him any questions, and this isn’t a formal DOJ interview.”

It was at this point that Evan explained his conundrum. President Trump wanted to fully cooperate and give DOJ and the FBI unfettered 20access to whatever they wanted, including him. To be clear, President Trump was willing to answer their questions. Evan emphatically (and prudently) said no. President Trump insisted that he personally meet with the FBI, and not simply relay the message through his lawyers. Evan rightly didn’t want the President to meet with the FBI or make any statements in front of them.

Evan was in a bit of a tight spot, because anything President Trump said to DOJ or the FBI can and will be used against him in any criminal proceeding. So I understood Evan’s concern about not allowing that opportunity. The President wanted to be transparent, but Evan wanted to protect him from a rogue FBI out to get him. They’d twist his own words and use them against him. Evan was doing his best to accommodate his client but also prevent him from stepping into a trap. It was a delicate situation, and I was along for the ride.

“The FBI wants to go through the boxes, but I don’t think we should allow that right now,” Evan said, getting me up to speed on his negotiations with DOJ. “The President wants to give them full transparency, but at this stage, I just don’t want to have FBI agents hanging out at Mar-a-Lago all day rummaging through whatever they want. I’d like to give them what they asked for, let them see the room, and then we can figure out any further questions later,” Evan said, running his thought process past me.

“Okay. Sounds good to me,” I said, not really having much to add.

We wound our way underneath the main level to the storage room, which was tucked away, in sort of a basement area. The door, buried behind unused folded tables, chairs, flags, and ceremonial items, was locked. Evan pulled out the key and opened it, then stepped inside to make room for me to enter.

I stepped into the storage room, which was small and only noticeable to those in the lower level if you knew it was there. It was about ten feet by fifteen feet and held two to three dozen boxes. There was 21a clothing rack with full garment bags hanging, shoeboxes, and other household items inside. Most of the boxes were closed, so I couldn’t see what was inside. I crouched down to one of the boxes at my feet, which had a flap that was flipped open, and I looked inside.

“You can go through the boxes if you want to,” Evan offered, eager to make me as comfortable as possible with the process. “You’re welcome to check my work.”

“I don’t have time to go through the boxes,” I said as I continued to look into the one box with the open lid. I saw newspaper articles, what looked like a magazine, and notes on articles that had been printed out. That was about all I could see.

“If you want more time, I can tell the FBI they’ll need to wait,” Evan offered again.

I didn’t think that I could actually do an adequate search in any reasonable amount of time, especially without a security clearance. Without a clearance, I could end up getting myself indicted. I also preferred not to have any actual knowledge of what was in the boxes, given the statement I’d signed. It needed to remain “based on information provided to me,” and not anything I had personal knowledge of. The last thing I wanted was to somehow have responsibility for a search I didn’t do. Since I didn’t have any involvement in the process, my perspective was to simply be honest with DOJ and the FBI about what I knew, and more importantly, what I didn’t know. Again, I declined to go through the boxes.

Evan and I spent no more than five minutes down in the storage room and then returned to the living room. Within minutes, DOJ and the FBI arrived.


DOJ and the FBI Arrive at Mar-a-Lago

Evan and I picked a table in the front dining room for the meeting. It was a rainy Florida day, and we sat and watched as the DOJ 22representative and FBI agents walked through the pouring rain to get to the front door. I remember the agents struggling with umbrellas that were failing under the Florida downpour. As a Marine, that stood out to me. Marine Corps brainwashing made me critical of umbrellas. Ask a Marine, they’ll tell you.

The Secret Service agents greeted the DOJ attorney and FBI agents and led them from the reception area, through the living room, and back up to the front of the dining room to meet with me and Evan.

Jay Bratt, the lead attorney on the case and DOJ representative, had three female FBI agents with him. Everyone was polite. Evan seemed to know everyone at the table already and introduced me to the group. “This is Christina Bobb. She’s joining me today as the custodian of records.”

Mr. Bratt said, “Nice to meet you.” Looking intently as if trying to be kind, but direct, he asked, “Who are you?”

“I work for President Trump,” I said. He asked me a few more identifying questions, which I answered.

Evan handed over the container of documents that he had thoroughly taped up and sealed with cardboard and packing tape. “Here’s everything that’s responsive to the subpoena. We’ve done a very thorough search. There wasn’t much, but we’ve compiled it here,” he said.

He then slid the certification that I had signed across the table. I was a bit annoyed he handed it over, because the FBI hadn’t asked for it. Why give them something they can use as leverage if they haven’t asked for it? But, whatever. They likely would have asked for it anyway.

Bratt looked at the certification, then looked at me and said, “So you did the search?”

“No. I did not do the search,” I quickly responded. “I was briefed on the search, and was informed of all of this information. I was not personally involved.”
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I made sure to thoroughly explain to him—and the agents present—that I
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