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            The Actual Joy Candidate

         
         
            There is a good chance Trump loses the election. . . . And a good chance a judge in New York then sentences him to prison
               later this month.
            

            —Mehdi Hasan

         

         The left had tried everything. They indicted Donald Trump on obviously politicized charges. They tried to throw him in prison.
            They called him a fascist and a wannabe Hitler. They painted him as an angry and out-of-touch aristocrat.
         

         
         But Donald Trump was like a member of the X-Men who gets stronger every time someone attacks him. Everything they did to try
            to take Trump down redounded to his favor.
         

         
         A big part of the problem was simply this: the American people have eyes.

         
         Confronted with the Chicken Little hysteria from the left, ordinary, reasonable people looked at Donald Trump, pumping his
            fists dancing to YMCA, working at McDonald’s, making jokes about Hannibal Lecter, and hanging out with Joe Rogan.
         

         
         Angry authoritarian? This guy?

         
         Meanwhile, Joe Biden was drooling on national TV, and Kamala Harris, for all her “middle-class” platitudes, came off like
            a cold, cackling, consultant-constructed candidate.
         

         
         A lot of people have asked where the moment was that it should have been obvious Donald Trump would win the 2024 election. The answer is simple: when the corrupt Biden administration indicted him. It turned him into an antiestablishment hero. And every subsequent attack would just do more to enhance that image. 

         
         The choice between corrupt bureaucrats and the change candidate who challenged them was obvious. Americans ignored the left’s
            bullshit doomerism and pulled the lever for the real “joy” campaign. The only person who actually seemed like a meaningful
            change from the last four years.
         

         
         I saw it coming. To be fair, who wouldn’t? A little about me: Even on cold days, I like to hike. I can write and think and
            research, and the open air does the brain good. It’s moments like these when my best ideas come to fruition.
         

         
         This early 2024 hike didn’t disappoint.

         
         “Write a book on Trump’s campaign. If he wins, it will be the greatest political comeback in American history,” the Field of Dreams voice in my head told me.
         

         
         “Write it, and they will come.”

         
         In retrospect, the fact you’re reading this book is one of the better decisions I ever made outside of buying stock in Nvidia.
            But at the time, this book idea was still a risky proposition, simply for the unknown alone. Will Biden even make it to Election
            Day? Will Democrats throw Trump in jail? Will another pandemic be unleashed on us again and screw up another election?
         

         
         I decided to bounce the idea off my editor at HarperCollins, a major publishing company responsible for my first two books.
            Said editor is a straight shooter and would tell me if it was a bad idea.
         

         
         But he quickly agreed, noting that if I signed a deal and Trump was defeated or made an inmate, I could always pivot to a
            Plan B in terms of content. I had already hit the bestseller list twice for my previous two offerings during the Biden years,
            so they had confidence in my ability to write the kind of stuff readers found compelling regardless of the topic.
         

         
         That same day, I reached out to Trump’s closest aide on the trail, Natalie Harp, and asked her if I could attend Trump’s upcoming rally in my home and current state of New Jersey. I wanted to be behind the scenes for this book, and being backstage at a Trump rally would be a good start considering he doesn’t come to New Jersey often and I had never experienced a rally. 

         
         Natalie, who, like Trump, apparently never sleeps, got back to me relatively quickly, and after sharing that the former president
            enjoyed my segments on Fox, she indicated the Trump communications team would be reaching out to coordinate my pass to the
            rally.
         

         
         What I would discover on this trip was even more confirmation for my theory: Trump was the only choice for 2024 voters. Everything
            he did put the lie to the left’s caricature of him. He was funny, normal, relatable, confident, and jovial despite the hail
            of knives rained in his direction by the Deep State’s lawfare attacks.
         

         
         About two days later, Karoline Leavitt, Trump’s campaign spokesperson, whom you undoubtedly saw in interviews across the dial
            throughout 2024, emailed to say that transportation would be provided to take me to Trump’s rally in Wildwood, New Jersey.
         

         
         Needless to say, that offer was a relief, as my seventeen-year-old Acura was approaching the beginning of the end with 202,000
            miles on it and an odd noise coming from the engine anytime I broke 60 on the highway, so having transportation provided was
            excellent news for the three-hour ride from North Jersey.
         

         
         Then another email came.

         
         
            
               
                  Hi Joe,

                  President Trump would love for you to join the plane ride to Wildwood, NJ.

                  President Trump’s scheduler will work with you to coordinate logistics.

               

            

         
         Wait, what?

         
         “Transportation provided” meant going to the rally on Trump’s plane? Well, I thought to myself, this certainly beats the middle seat on JetBlue . . .
         

         
         I was to meet Trump’s team at a private terminal at New York’s LaGuardia Airport. So on a sunny and cool Saturday afternoon
            on May 11, I found myself boarding Trump’s jumbo jet to attend my first rally. And for whatever reason, my first thought upon
            being seated was . . . what food are they going to serve exactly? Would food be served at all? I had only had a yogurt around
            7 a.m. that day and was starving.
         

         
         My seat was in the back with a few other embedded reporters and the Secret Service. Shortly before takeoff, I was staring
            into space out the window when I heard that voice.
         

         
         “Is that Joe Concha?”

         
         I turned around to see a smiling Trump. It was a surreal moment in the sense that I had never met him before, yet he knew
            who I was from watching Fox, and obviously, I knew who he was. It felt like we already knew each other.
         

         
         “Yes, sir. Thanks for the ride,” I responded. “Big crowd expected today. I’m told we’re [Fox News] going to carry it live.”

         
         “That’s great. Appreciate everything you do on there. You’re a good guy.” Trump responded with a thumbs-up before being taken
            to his area in the front.
         

         
         A few minutes later, I got my answer to the food-on-board question. Wendy’s cheeseburgers. Tater tots. Fries. Coke. This was
            definitely a Trump plane. Apparently, a McDonald’s wasn’t close by, hence Wendy’s. The fast food underlined something else
            about the campaign: as much as the left tried to pretend that Kamala Harris was the normal person in the race, it’s impossible
            to imagine her naturally gravitating to the greasy goodness of a chain burger joint, like, you know, an ordinary person. And
            as Trump himself pointed out, it was impossible to imagine Biden even running a McDonald’s, never mind the whole country.
         

         
         From there, the plane flew directly over the New Jersey coastline. I know some of you have this perception that my state is a polluted armpit of America with no redeeming qualities, but I was excited to see the familiar beach laid out before me. After all, I thought, this was the beach I spent my summers on. It’s my favorite place on earth. 

         
         After doing a flyover of the rally site, which was already showing tens of thousands of supporters filling the sand below,
            we landed in Atlantic City, about forty-five minutes north of the rally. The motorcade was taking us south to Wildwood when
            something peculiar happened along the way on the Garden State Parkway.
         

         
         The southbound highway, only two lanes at that point in the less populated part of the state, was blocked off for security
            reasons to make sure no cars could come up alongside Trump’s SUV. I’m not sure what that radius was, but for a good thirty
            minutes, I didn’t see one other car as we all occupied the right lane.
         

         
         But then, out of nowhere, a civilian car, clearly not supposed to be there, came up alongside the motorcade and drove next
            to us for a good three or four minutes. It was a Honda Civic. There were two passengers.
         

         
         What the hell was going on?

         
         The car, thankfully, continued to slow up to allow the motorcade to pass it on the right before getting off at the next available
            exit; they can be spread out for miles. I was finally able to get a good look at those on board, and it was two older ladies
            who looked a bit confused as to the situation they accidentally landed in.
         

         
         A false alarm, of course, but still . . . how exactly did the Golden Girls penetrate a motorcade of a former president?

         
         Eventually we arrived at the small beach town of Wildwood. I hadn’t been there since I was ten years old with my family. It
            consists of hotel after hotel on the water, multiple miniature golf courses, and a very large boardwalk and an amusement park
            complete with a water park. It is quintessential Jersey Shore, and absolutely Trump country. Wildwood’s county, Cape May County,
            would go on to vote for Trump six months later by a 20-point margin.
         

         
         Trump’s entourage and the press, which included me, were housed in large tents behind the stage, complete with monitors with various networks on. A member of security eventually greeted me to take me out to a seat ahead of Trump’s entrance. As I emerged onto the same runway the former president would use to walk out to my seat located in the first row, a chant began from the elevated bleachers behind the stage containing hundreds of people. 

         
         “Joe Con-CHA! Joe Con-CHA!”

         
         Yeah, that really happened. And I had zero idea how to handle it, so I did the only thing a Jersey guy would do as a friendly
            gesture at the Jersey Shore. I pumped my first while yelling back: “You got that right!”
         

         
         It was self-deprecating, I can assure you.

         
         In another surreal twist, I was seated next to a Super Bowl MVP (Ottis Anderson) and Lawrence Taylor, the greatest defensive
            player in NFL history. Both were fans of Trump and were slated to join him onstage later.
         

         
         Then the moment came for Trump to take the stage. I looked behind where I was seated, and there were people as far as I could
            see, and this was a huge beach.
         

         
         But I noticed a few things that I can only characterize as odd: The amusement park behind where Trump was set to speak was
            still open. Rides that went high above the stage were still operating. And the boardwalk itself still had hundreds of people
            walking back and forth on it. Was that inside the security perimeter? Were these people screened? Also worth noting: a small
            plane was allowed to fly over the stage repeatedly. Carried a pro-Trump banner, sure. But why was any plane allowed to fly
            so close to the former president while he was speaking?
         

         
         These ominous notes I had taken were something I never thought that I’d have to revisit down the road. But we all know what
            happened less than two months later in Butler, Pennsylvania.
         

         
         Note: The agents stationed near Trump on the stage in Wildwood were constantly working, constantly watching. They seemed ready to act in a millisecond if needed. This account isn’t an indictment of them. But things seemed a bit too lax in Wildwood that day. A military presence should have been felt on the outer areas of that event. I felt anything but. 

         
         Town officials put attendance that day at 100,000. It was the largest event in state history, and this was a political speech
            by a Republican in a state that Biden won by 16 points, no less.
         

         
         “Thank you very much, Wildwood. Thank you,” Trump said after extended chants of “Trump! Trump!” and “USA! USA!”

         
         In addition to Trump as the normal-people candidate, he was also the one with a truly positive vision of America. Think about
            American flags, patriotism eagles, fireworks, hot dogs, spaceships—which candidate do you associate with those things? Not
            Kamala Harris, that’s for sure. Only one candidate embodied this positive, forward-looking vision, Trump, as you can see from
            his opening riff that day in New Jersey.
         

         
         “We love Wildwood. We’ve been here many times. We love this place. And there’s nowhere else I’d rather be this beautiful evening.
            It is a nice one, right? Than right here on the Jersey Shore at the world-famous Wildwood Boardwalk. Great place, with thousands
            of proud, hardworking American patriots!”
         

         
         The media always portrays Trump supporters as angry extremists. But my first rally gave me an entirely different takeaway:
            This felt more like an old Springsteen concert or your average NFL tailgate. And the merchandise is priceless. One woman I
            saw even had a custom sweatshirt that read, trump: a president you can depend on, on the front and biden: a president with depends on the back. Oof.
         

         
         “He’s incompetent,” Trump later correctly said of Biden. “He’s the worst president we’ve ever had. Other than that, he’s doing
            quite a good job (laughter).” Trump’s speech that day hit many familiar themes. He went heavy on illegal immigration and the
            economy. And, of course, there was this line about Hannibal Lecter that set off legacy media despite being a benign analogy/joke
            about those from insane asylums from other countries entering the U.S. illegally.
         

         
         “An insane asylum is a mental institution on steroids. Silence of the Lambs. Has anyone ever seen The Silence of the Lambs?” Trump asked rhetorically, then riffed into his usual standup comedy style. “The late, great Hannibal Lecter is a wonderful
            man. He oftentimes would have a friend for dinner. Remember the last scene? Excuse me, I’m about to have a friend for dinner,
            and this poor doctor walked by. Hannibal Lecter, congratulations, the late great Hannibal Lecter.”
         

         
         Of course, the Washington Post reacted to that jokey line with trademark humorlessness. The headline was “Why Trump Keeps Talking About Fictional Serial
            Killer Hannibal Lecter.”
         

         
         And the subheadline: “Trump is the ‘crypt keeper for the 1980s,’ a Trump biographer said. Trump has mentioned Lecter while
            making baseless claims about immigrants.”
         

         
         First of all, they’re not baseless, you hacks. And second, did someone surgically remove your funny bone? It’s no wonder that
            the “Democracy Dies in Darkness” people don’t know when their self-seriousness is blinding them to the real story.
         

         
         Trump’s remarks went on for nearly two hours that day. But in all my notes, this argument stood out the most because it made
            so much sense:
         

         
         “I’m ‘the politician,’ if you can believe it. I hate to be called ‘the politician.’ I like ‘I’m a businessman’ much better,
            but I guess I’m a politician because we did great in 2016. We did much better in 2020, a lot better. We got millions more
            votes. So, I guess—and this time, and I will say this, the spirit that we have this time blows both of them away.
         

         
         “You know why? Because you still like me, but you saw what the alternative is. The alternative, it’s just—the alternative
            is not a good thing.”
         

         
         That’s the thing: You had to imagine what a Hillary Clinton or Joe Biden presidency would be like when Trump ran in 2016 and 2020. But now that we have experienced
            the latter, many people appreciated the Trump years much more.
         

         
         A USA Today/Suffolk University poll showed at the time that “51% of respondents said they now approve of Trump’s job performance when
            he was president from 2017 to 2021, compared to 41% who said they approve of Biden’s current job performance.”
         

         
         A major shift was happening not just nationally but in the Garden State. The electorate was angry across the nation overall.
            They wanted change. They wanted 2017–20 (pre-Covid) all over again and then some.
         

         
         Panicked after seeing the poll numbers going the wrong way, President Biden directly challenged Donald Trump to a June debate
            in a scripted social media post with more edited jump cuts than a hyper TikTok video.
         

         
         Trump being Trump, he immediately accepted the challenge that included every favorable condition to Biden. Trump was down
            for anything because that’s what confidence looks like.
         

         
         On June 27, I boarded a flight to Atlanta for that showdown between Biden and Trump.

         
         It would be the most consequential debate in presidential campaign history.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            How the Great Biden Cover-up Blew Up

         
         
            I think people who might be thinking about voting for [Trump] have to know that he can’t last as president for four years
               with his brain deteriorating at the rate it is.
            

            —Nancy Pelosi

         

         It was a random February afternoon in 2024 when it happened.

         
         Again.

         
         “Helmut Kohl of Germany looked at me and said, ‘What would you say, Mr. President, if you picked up the London Times tomorrow morning and learned that 1,000 people had broken down the doors . . . of the British Parliament and killed some
            [people] on the way in [to] deny the prime minister to take office?’”
         

         
         That was then-president Biden talking about a conversation he apparently had with German chancellor Helmut Kohl at the G7
            Summit back in 2021.
         

         
         One problem: Kohl had already been dead for years. And he hadn’t been in office for over two decades.
         

         
         Before you say, well, everyone mixes up a date or has a senior moment now and again, the problem here is that this had become
            an ongoing thing with this president. Just a few days before that, he said this about the reaction out of France after his
            2020 election victory: “And Mitterrand from Germany—I mean, from France—looked at me and said, ‘You know, what—why—how long
            you back for?’” Biden mumbled.
         

         
         Well, François Mitterrand was president of France, yes. But he left office in (checks notes) 1995 and died in 1996 . . . so in this case, Biden was only off by a quarter of a century.
         

         
         Biden’s brain turning to applesauce was happening more and more often, as well as his physical decline. The commander in chief
            was seen shaking hands with the air after speeches or wandering around trying to find where to exit a stage after doing these
            sort of events for more than fifty years. He forgot the names of his cabinet members on multiple occasions. He would stumble
            or fall outright going up the stairs of Air Force One so often that he switched from using the iconic public “tall” stairs
            on the plane to a more private, stable, short staircase. He fell off his bike in Delaware while approaching reporters on a
            perfectly flat surface. He fell at the graduation ceremony at the U.S. Air Force Academy after tripping over a rather large
            sandbag that Andrea Bocelli would have seen coming.
         

         
         The left’s first anti-Trump strategy may have been its stupidest. They tried to convince us that Joseph Robinette Biden was
            high-IQ—he was just too shy to reveal it in public.
         

         
         At Fox News, we were seemingly alone among the major networks in calling all this for what it was: the mental and physical
            deterioration of the sitting president. The evidence was consistent. But over on MSNBC, D-list actresses like Mika Brzezinski
            were admonishing White House staffers for allowing Biden to fall instead.
         

         
         “Do a better job because you can’t have these video images of the president tripping or the president like going to wrong
            way. Because his age is going to be a factor. It makes me mad,” she said on Morning Joe on July 12, 2023. Instead of pointing out that no world leader should need to be treated like a nursing home resident, she
            put the onus entirely on Biden’s staff for not being good nurses.
         

         
         “If you are managing a president’s schedule and you’re managing a president getting on and off stage, getting on and off planes,
            and yes, he’s eighty. You need to be there for him. You need to make a pathway and you better make sure he doesn’t fall on
            a sandbag. These are things that are going to hurt him played on a loop.”
         

         
         You see? It wasn’t Biden’s fault that he had turned into Chevy Chase doing his Saturday Night Live impression of President Gerald Ford, it was everyone around him who needed to be held accountable and do a better job.
         

         
         I saw what you saw and what every lucid American was witnessing: an old man who couldn’t handle being a Walmart greeter or
            golf starter at the local county course, let alone the commander in chief.
         

         
         It was time for him to go.

         
         But Biden wasn’t going anywhere. He still believed he could beat Trump again, as did Dr. Jill, the first lady and fake doctor
            (my wife is an actual ER physician, and it drives her crazy when nondoctors call themselves doctors). He didn’t seem aware
            the economy had gone to hell, especially regarding inflation and the cost of living. Crime was driving Americans out of cities
            large and small, fueled by Democrat mayors and district attorneys and illegal immigration, thereby driving Biden’s numbers
            down further.
         

         
         Illegal immigration was not only a national security crisis, with hundreds of terrorists on the FBI terror watch list coming
            in and more than 12 to 15 million illegals pouring over. This influx of people was imploding budgets for state and local governments
            across the country as they attempted to take care of them, to the tune of billions. Social services were cut, including to
            police, education, and sanitation. And those here legally, especially Latinos and Blacks, were getting increasingly pissed.
         

         
         Throw in all the woke stuff around men competing against women in sports and kids getting sex changes without their parents’
            knowledge, and Biden was on the wrong side of every issue domestically.
         

         
         On the other side of the aisle, Donald Trump had basically wrapped up the Republican nomination, crushing a popular governor
            in Ron DeSantis and a former popular governor in Nikki Haley. He was a freight train on the campaign trail and had an air
            of confidence that he was going back to the Oval Office in 2025. Why? Because he was on the right side of every issue and
            had the record to prove it.
         

         
         The morning of the first (and as it turned out, only) debate between the two, my flight landed at Atlanta Hartsfield International Airport. The date was June 27, 2024. It was a typical Georgia day: 87 degrees, a bit humid, and a few showers in the afternoon. 

         
         For supporters of Donald Trump, there was confidence the forty-fifth president would destroy the forty-sixth president on
            the Georgia Tech campus that night. But there was also a worry that this thing could go sideways in a hurry with CNN hosting
            and Jake Tapper and Dana Bash—two staunchly anti-Trump moderators for the past eight years—running the show.
         

         
         The scenario was an easy one to imagine: Trump was going to be interrupted. Fact-checked. He would lose his temper, like he
            did in the first debate against Biden in 2020, when moderator Chris Wallace was Goose to Biden’s Maverick that night in teaming
            up on Trump, who was suffering from Covid at the time.
         

         
         If Biden performed even remotely well, the media would declare him the winner while insisting Trump was unfit and (insert
            various adjectives here). Biden would ride that wave of (manufactured) momentum all the way to the Democratic National Convention.
            And if the media did the job they were told to do by Joe’s people, the rest of the campaign up until November 5 would be a
            referendum on Trump not on policy, but as a threat to a democracy that must be stopped.
         

         
         And you knew many in the press would do as they were told. Check out MSNBC’s Joe Scarborough, not long before the debate,
            piously telling anyone who dared to question Biden’s cognitive health to go fuck themselves.
         

         
         “Start your tape right now because I’m about to tell you the truth,” Scarborough exclaimed, patently unhinged. “And fuck you
            if you can’t handle the truth. This version of Biden, intellectually, analytically, is the best Biden ever. Not a close second.
            And I’ve known him for years. . . . If it weren’t the truth, I wouldn’t say it.”
         

         
         He actually said that with a straight face. Because this Joe isn’t a journalist or even a cable news host. He’s the kind of
            cheesy actor you see at 3 a.m. on Skinamax.
         

         
         Meanwhile, Biden had a rough go leading up to the debate at the G7 in Italy, where he appeared to wander off during a group photo with world leaders. He also confused Italy and France. And then there were off-teleprompter remarks like these that give one the impression the elevator is no longer going to the penthouse anymore. Here is one example, verbatim, regarding his “accomplishments” on the economy: 

         
         
            And there’s a lot of other . . . For example, the idea that we’re . . . in terms of taxes that they refuse to . . . for example,
               we, I was able to balance the budget and pass everything from the global warming bill anyway, I was able to cut by $1.7 billion
               in the first two years the deficit that we are, were accumulating and because I was able to say to that the fifty-five corporations
               in America that made forty-four hundred billion dollars or forty billion dollars, four hundred billion dollars, that they
               pay zero in tax, zero.
            

         

         A sane observer would see what was happening and conclude the president was a few fries short of a Happy Meal. But the media
            wasn’t having it, of course, and insisted that any videos of Biden saying and doing old-man things were simply “cheap fakes”
            driven by “right-wing media.”
         

         
         Right on cue, enter hacktivist Brian Stelter, who never disappoints.
         

         
         “We’ve been worried for years about AI deepfakes that computer-generated images are going to trick people into believing something
            that’s totally false. Cheap fakes are a little bit simpler,” the former host of the hilariously named Reliable Sources argued. “They’re cheap. They’re just distorted out-of-context videos chopped up in certain ways, constructed in certain ways.
            That’s what we’re seeing.”
         

         
         CNN would go on to rehire Stelter a few weeks later. To quote Commodus in Gladiator: “It vexes me. I’m terribly vexed.”
         

         
         Taking no chances, Team Biden tucked the president away before the debate with Trump at Camp David to prepare for six days. And the geniuses handling him thought it was a swell idea to have sixteen people in the room to prepare him. Was Biden’s CPU, which is the equivalent of a ’72 engine in a Dodge Dart, equipped to handle
            all this information being fed into his internal hard drive?
         

         
         Per the New York Times before the debate, it was also revealed that “the preparations . . . never started before 11 a.m. and Mr. Biden was given
            time for an afternoon nap each day, according to a person familiar with the process.”
         

         
         A nap. That’s nice. And we all start our workdays at 11 a.m., right?

         
         But no matter. This wasn’t about winning the debate.
         

         
         All Scranton Joe had to do was survive.

         
         Nine p.m. ET. Atlanta. The debate begins. And like an old Tyson fight in the 1980s, you knew Biden was going down quickly.
            Way more quickly than anyone expected.
         

         
         His mouth was agape while Trump spoke when he wasn’t looking off in another direction. The president looked dazed and confused.
            Seventy million people were watching live across the country. All of them had been told by legacy media that Biden, at least
            behind the scenes, had the brainpower of Stephen Hawking and the physical speed of Herschel Walker. He was solving quadratic
            equations and explaining how the flux capacitor worked and why it needed plutonium and 1.21 jigawatts. Many of them had believed
            it, either because they knee-jerk believed people who pontificated on TV and had a fancy degree, or because they weren’t paying
            attention.
         

         
         No one could believe the secret-genius Biden theory after that performance.

         
         So how bad was it that night? Here’s a quote from Biden on a question on Medicare.

         
         “Making sure we make every single solitary person eligible for what I’ve been able to do with COVID, excuse me, with, umm,
            dealing with everything we had to deal with,” Biden said as his voice trailed off and his operating system ran out of memory.
            His brain was crashing in real time. “Look, we finally beat Medicare.”
         

         
         “He beat Medicare, all right,” Trump deadpanned in response. “Beat it into the ground.”

         
         At another point, Biden laughably claimed the border is much more secure under him than Trump. “It’s better than when he left
            office. And I’m going to continue to move until we get the total ban on the [mumbling again, then long pause]—the total initiative
            relative to what we’re going to do with more Border Patrol and more asylum officers.”
         

         
         “I really don’t know what he said,” Trump deadpanned. “And I don’t think he does either.” That was Trump’s demeanor throughout
            the evening. He was completely in command. He never lost his cool. And he obviously understood that he needed to be disciplined
            while allowing Biden to sink himself.
         

         
         The headlines afterward were brutal from a shocked media. Even they couldn’t smother this raging dumpster fire.

         
         
            	CNN: “Biden’s Disastrous Debate Pitches His Reelection Bid into Crisis”
            

            	Time: “Inside Biden’s Debate Disaster and the Scramble to Quell Democratic Panic”
            

            	USA Today: “‘Sense of Shock’: Democrats Melt Down over Joe Biden’s Debate Disaster”
            

         

         The New York Times, which hasn’t endorsed a Republican presidential candidate since Dwight D. Eisenhower (meaning they endorsed Humphrey, McGovern,
            Carter twice, Mondale, Dukakis, Gore, and Kerry as part of its sterling record), went to DEFCON 1, with all of its top columnists
            going on record demanding Biden step aside as if a memo went out, with its editorial board also stating the same.
         

         
         Sorry, assholes . . . you don’t get to play dumb on this one. You saw exactly what we all saw before that debate and called anyone who called it out a purveyor of cheap fakes and fearmongering.
         

         
         Remember this headline? “How Misleading Videos Are Trailing Biden as He Battles Age Doubts.” With the subheadline: “A flurry of recent clips, many of them edited or lacking context, laid bare a major challenge for the president as he tries to persuade voters he has the energy for a second term.” 

         
         Take a bow, Times. These are called receipts.
         

         
         “It was the biggest train wreck of any presidential candidate ever,” observed Fox News’ Sean Hannity in the postdebate coverage
            on Fox. “When he wasn’t speaking, he was staring out like an empty vessel.”
         

         
         Joy Reid on MSNBC, perhaps the most pro-Biden, anti-Trump person on cable news, said this: “My phone never really stopped
            buzzing throughout. The universal reaction was . . . approaching panic!”
         

         
         Van Jones on CNN: “He didn’t do well at all . . . there’s time for this party to figure out a different way forward if he
            will allow us to do that.”
         

         
         The Drudge Report, which has become vehemently anti-Trump and is practically unrecognizable these days, had these as its siren
            headlines:
         

         
         
            	OPERATION: REPLACE BIDEN

            	DEMS SCRAMBLE WITH 130 DAYS TO GO!

            	DEBATE CATASTROPHE

         

         Then there was Politico, with the simplest sum-up: “Biden Is Toast.”
         

         
         This was the biggest one-night earthquake we’ve seen in American politics since, like, ever. Biden was already the underdog,
            but this cemented him losing at least 400 electoral votes per his own internal polling. An ex-Obama speechwriter only revealed that tidbit after the election, shivving his boss’s
            old embarrassing vice president for the last time. It would have been a blowout.
         

         
         The Senate? Gone.

         
         Winning back the House? Please.

         
         But Biden is the grandpa who still wants to drive the car to the store. He ain’t giving up the keys. And Jill really loved being first lady. So along with Hunter and career hangers-on like the swampy Ron Klain, a cone of protection was formed around the tired old man. He wasn’t going anywhere. Even with those internal polling results, his team criticized Kamala to reporters, saying she couldn’t win, and that Joe was abso-frickin’-lutely the best possible candidate to win. 

         
         But the cat was out of the bag. After the debate, no one could deny it. Those Democrats looking to win in November quickly
            ran to X to make their feelings known. The loudest voices were the ones who felt the most in danger in the upcoming election.
         

         
         (Vulnerable) Then-Senator Sherrod Brown (D-OH): “I agree with the many Ohioans who have reached out to me. At this critical
            time, our full attention must return to these important issues. I think the president should end his campaign.”
         

         
         (Vulnerable) Then-Senator Jon Tester (D-MN): “While I appreciate his commitment to public service and our country, I believe
            President Biden should not seek reelection to another term.”
         

         
         (Still reprehensible) Representative Adam Schiff (D-CA): “While the choice to withdraw from the campaign is President Biden’s
            alone, I believe it is time for him to pass the torch. And in doing so, secure his legacy of leadership by allowing us to
            defeat Donald Trump in the upcoming election.”
         

         
         When I provided my analysis on the debate for Fox afterward, I said the following: “Joe Biden is done. He is not going to
            be the Democratic nominee. There isn’t going to be another debate [between Trump and Biden] in September. And look, we’ve
            been talking about this for many, many months, if not years: as far as his cognitive ability, as far as his mental acuity,
            as far as his ability to speak outside of a teleprompter, it simply does not exist anymore.
         

         
         “So now the question is, who replaces Joe Biden at the top of the Democratic ticket? Because this isn’t a matter of if, but
            when.”
         

         
         To make matters worse for Team Blue, their lawfare efforts against Trump were falling apart. Less than one week after the debate, the U.S. Supreme Court ruled 6–3 that Donald Trump had “absolute immunity” as president when conducting official acts. From a macro perspective, that meant almost all legal experts believed there was no way that Jack Smith’s election interference case against Trump—the most serious and highest-profile prosecution he faced—was going to be tried before Election Day. 

         
         But as June became July and the Independence Day weekend took politics off the radar for many Americans for several days,
            Biden appeared to have survived the initial wave of calls to pass the torch. What did all of this mean for Trump? Of course,
            we know what it ultimately meant: he would run against Kamala Harris instead of Joe Biden. But in a broader, strategic sense,
            it meant the left couldn’t attack his intelligence in any way without looking like hypocritical idiots. Donald Trump became
            the presumptive high-IQ candidate. They’d need to find a new manner of attack.
         

         
         On July 8, here’s what a defiant Biden said as he attempted to go on offense. And it was beyond abhorrent, which was hardly
            a surprise, as I learned in writing my first book, Come On, Man! The Truth About Joe Biden’s Terrible, Horrible, No-Good, Very Bad Presidency, which chronicled this guy and the way he has conducted himself his entire life. He’s truly an abhorrent person.
         

         
         “I have one job, and that’s to beat Donald Trump. I’m absolutely certain I’m the best person to be able to do that. So, we’re
            done talking about the debate,” Biden said before ominously adding, “It’s time to put Trump in a bull’s-eye.”
         

         
         Five days later, Donald Trump boarded his plane for a rally at a large field in the Rust Belt town of Butler, Pennsylvania,
            located about thirty-five miles north of Pittsburgh.
         

         
         But hours earlier that day, a drone with a camera had also taken off to survey the grounds where the former president was
            set to speak.
         

         
         A would-be assassin wanted to find the best place to have a clear shot at the former president.

         
         And, boy, did he ever find it . . .

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            When We Saw Donald Trump Under Fire

         
         
            We simply cannot expect that someone [like Trump], who is facing this number of criminal trials, and, quite frankly, the conduct
               that underlies those charges, can be a viable fall election candidate against Joe Biden.
            

            —Chris Christie, August 2023

         

         It was a sunny and especially hot Saturday afternoon in July when I ventured into New York City to Fox News headquarters to
            cohost The Big Weekend Show. My executive producer had mentioned in her correspondences with the team that a Trump rally could run into our 7 p.m. ET
            live show, and our focus would initially be to discuss it after taking it live in its entirety.
         

         
         As I entered the greenroom in Studio M, Trump was just taking the stage. As I always try to do, I settled in to see if we
            would hear anything differently from Trump now just two weeks removed from a disciplined debate performance. He had a solid
            lead after the debate, something he never had in 2016 and 2020 from a polling perspective, so I was curious if Trump would
            continue being the contented battler and perhaps make some new policy proposals in continuing to go on the offensive.
         

         
         Calls were growing for Biden to step aside as the polls got worse, but from his perspective, he thought he simply had a bad
            night, he was still within striking distance, and who wants to have a legacy of being a quitter?
         

         
         Meanwhile, Trump wasn’t worried about the old man at all. His demeanor was decidedly different than it was in 2020: He was the challenger now, there was no Covid hanging over the entire election, and Biden’s record on the economy, crime, and the border was patently horrific. There was also a growing nostalgia among Americans for the Trump years after they had experienced the Biden ones. 

         
         This allowed Trump to be more of the freewheeling, happy warrior on the campaign trail than in the previous cycle. So despite
            temperatures in the nineties at the start of his Butler speech, out walked Trump in a full suit and red MAGA hat.
         

         
         Cohosting with me that night were Katie Pavlich, Jason Chaffetz, and Miranda Devine, three of the more affable and knowledgeable
            people you’ll meet in this business. At 6:13 p.m., Miranda was still back in makeup while Jason and Katie were heading back
            that way as well. I was in front of one of the two large TVs in Studio M.
         

         
         Then it happened.

         
         One gunshot. Then two. Three.

         
         Pop-pop-pop-pop-pop-pop-pop-pop . . .

         
         Screams from the crowd.

         
         And Trump grabbing his ear like something just stung him before hitting the deck.

         
         “Holy shit! Holy shit! I think Trump got shot!” I yelled as Katie and Jason came running back in.

         
         “It was either his neck or his ear,” I explained while still in a state of shock, my eyes glued to the TV.

         
         Seeing that happen live on national television was one of the most jarring things I had ever experienced. For the next minute
            or so, it was hard to tell exactly what was happening. Trump was covered by Secret Service agents, some of whom I had met
            during the Wildwood rally two months earlier.
         

         
         To everyone’s relief, Trump was eventually brought to his feet by the agents and you could see he could move of his own volition. It was clear he wasn’t badly hurt. But before the former president was escorted off the stage to the nearby motorcade, one of the most badass things you’ll ever see occurred: Trump craned his neck over the agents to be clearly seen by the crowd, and pumped his fist in the air with blood splattered across his face. 

         
         While he had no audio, the words he shouted were clear. “Fight! Fight! Fight!”

         
         He was going to be okay.

         
         Without taking my eyes off the screen, I said to no one in particular, “He just won the election, didn’t he?”

         
         I almost felt guilty for seeing things through a political prism in that moment, but since it was clear Trump was only grazed
            by a bullet, it felt safe to say. And I have a feeling I wasn’t alone in that sentiment. He seemed invulnerable, strong, and
            shockingly courageous in the face of a close call with history.
         

         
         The Big Weekend Show was rightly preempted as expected, of course, and I went home. My kids, ages eight and ten at the time, had seen the attempt
            on Trump’s life played on a
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