
You asked how I formed my thoughts about Trump supporters. Making sense 
of them from blue Boston is, I think, a little like making sense of love: one 
absorbs a dazzling/muddying body of other people’s notions before ever 
having a chance to form one’s own. 
 
I am a coastal Democrat surrounded by coastal Democrats, and I’ve heard 
many acquaintances try to square Donald Trump’s spectacular crudeness and 
incoherence with his popularity in polls. Most theories posit that his 
supporters must be angry bigots and/or idiots. A seductively flattering 
viewpoint, for those of us it places within the smarter and more virtuous 60% 
of the American pie. 
 
I'm sure that anger, prejudice, and feeblemindedness are all well represented 
among Trump’s supporters, being everyday parts of the human condition. But 
they are also robust among coastal Democrats like me, so this general theory 
of Trump’s popularity seems weak. It also strikes me as lazy, unrealistic, and 
as senselessly divisive as Trump’s own rhetoric. Yet I've had no way to actually 
test or replace it, until recently. 
 
(I thought my moment had arrived this spring, when I reconnected with a 
good friend from the past—a young, white Pentecostal Christian and Marine 
veteran from the South. "At last!" I thought. But when I asked his thoughts on 
Trump, he told me it had become an uncomfortable time to be a Republican. 
He'd initially been "intrigued" to see a candidate without obligations to donors 
or lobbyists, but Trump had quickly squandered that mystique by "acting like 
a complete asshat." Furthermore, he said, not one of his southern conservative 
friends tolerated—let alone liked—Trump.) 
 
Six months passed before I had the unexpected pleasure of meeting an actual 
Trump supporter in the flesh. Tripping through the world of online dating, I'd 
gotten a message from a guy in a town north of Boston, whose self-deprecating 
humility and easy friendliness I warmed to quickly. I was also enthralled by 
his background, vastly different from mine: I grew up up in an artsy family of 
two, went to college and grad school, became a writer, have never married or 
had kids. Whereas he’s a second-generation American and fourth-generation 
fisherman from a huge immigrant family, a father of two who never finished 



high school. 
 
We met on a Sunday afternoon, and hit it off. He was warm, inquisitive, and 
interested in everything. We meandered around town gabbing about things, 
including Boston’s Fenway Park, where he’d recently driven an hour to attend 
a Kid Rock / Jason Aldean concert that he'd found "absolutely wonderful!" 
 
I paused. All I knew of Kid Rock was what I’d seen in the news that week: he 
was touring with an American flag emblazoned "FUCK COLIN KAEPERNICK" 
that he held aloft, banner-style, on stage. 
 
What kind of asshat, I had wondered, would whip entire stadiums into cursing 
a black athlete for a silent protest against police brutality? And who would 
describe such a performance as "wonderful"? Suddenly, a thatch of orange 
hair drifted into my mind's eye. I had never knowingly met a Trump supporter 
in Boston, but I knew that Trump had won the primaries in many of the 
coastal towns north of Boston, with the greatest landslides in the region. 
 
I fumbled and changed the subject. We talked about his jobs and mine. About 
communicating with dogs–I'm a dog walker, and he rehabilitates troubled 
dogs as a hobby. About Obama's recent designation of 5,000 square miles of 
til-then-fishable ocean off Cape Cod as a national monument. My new friend 
was incensed, called the proclamation "political," not based on science. I 
didn't know what the science had to say, but I couldn't begrudge him his bitter 
feelings. After working for decades as a commercial fisherman, and narrowly 
surviving the now-famous "Perfect Storm" of 1991, he was forced to abandon 
his family's livelihood by ramped-up regulations that have, by all accounts, 
destroyed the fishing industry on his stretch of coast. 
 
We talked about mental health, and medicine, and agreed that pharmaceutical 
interests had made rampant overmedication normal. He boasted that he 
hadn't seen a doctor in 20 years, and I told him we should all be so lucky. 
 
He was disturbed by the fact that women were being pumped full of hormonal 
birth control, as if something like that could have no negative effects. I told 
him that my birth control pills, which I take for medical reasons, had two side 



effects: they kept me unpregnant, and they ended the spirals of catastrophic 
thinking that had bedeviled me for ten days of every month, for 16 years. He 
agreed those were worthwhile side effects. 
 
We agreed that the flushing of all those hormones (and also radiation) into the 
water system must be doing terrifying things to ocean life. And we agreed that 
televised sports ruined pubs. 
 
We agreed with the recent Massachusetts high court ruling that found black 
men might have legitimate grounds for fleeing the police. We (both of us 
white) agreed that pretty much everyone raised in a racist society like ours 
winds up racist, a point he'd just spent hours arguing with his brother. And we 
agreed that cops of all races express these cultural prejudices through deadly 
snap decisions that they're ill-prepared to make. But despite all this 
agreement, he took a dim view of Black Lives Matter, while I credited the 
movement with the fact that white people were having these conversations at 
all. At that point I got wound up, steamrolled him with my own opinions, and, 
I regret, failed to hear his. 
 
After a few hours of strolling the waterways of the town where we’d chosen to 
meet, we stopped to sprawl on a boulder and rest our feet. We were talking 
about different kinds of families, and he told me about some Brazilian 
neighbors of his, who always seemed to be throwing parties for the whole 
neighborhood. 
 
"I love Brazilians!" he exclaimed. "They're just so open and friendly and—you 
know what? Immigrants in general. It's just wonderful living in a place where 
there are people from all over. I love it." 
 
My heart gave a leap, as we stood up to walk again. "Really?" I chirped. "So . . . 
does this mean that you're not a Trump supporter?" 
 
His face fell. "No—I support Trump. Sure I do. What, you–you’re not some 
kind of left-winger, are you?" 
 
It had never occurred to me that anyone could doubt I was leftish. I'm a cyclist 



and a Buddhist; I love France; I don't eat meat, watch TV, or think that the 
U.S. is the greatest country in the world. "What do you think, after spending 
an afternoon with me?" I bristled.  
 
He looked at the ground, said, "I don't know . . . " and I saw gears of alarm and 
self-restraint grinding against each other. He looked like I'd felt when he 
mentioned Kid Rock. And then the news hit me, and I started unraveling into 
unhelpful giggles. "WOW, you're really a Trump supporter?? You're the first 
I've met! The very first!!" He looked pained. "Oh my goodness," I barreled on, 
"What will my friends say when I tell them?!?" He stopped and turned to face 
me on the pine-lined path we were strolling. "I hope you'll tell them I’m a nice 
guy." 
 
Which he was. As nice as they come. I reeled myself in, and we walked in 
silence. I wanted to know everything about him and Trump, but I also couldn’t 
recall ever enjoying a first date so much, and didn’t trust myself to pursue a 
Trumpcentric line of questioning without ruining it.  
 
We talked about other things. Later, after dark, as we were cruising among 
towns in his car, the election cropped up in conversation. He parked and 
turned to me with a braced-for-bad-news face. "Listen, just tell me this: do you 
know who you're voting for?" 
 
"I sure do," I retorted. "And it's definitely not Trump. I'm voting Clinton." 
 
"OK, but are you voting for her because you’re excited about her?" 
 
"No." 
 
With a rush of relief he squeezed both my hands in his. 
 
"And?" I asked. "Are you excited about Trump?" 
 
"No. I think his campaign’s been disgusting," he said. "He's based the whole 
thing on political incorrectness. But Clinton's a criminal, and I think she 
should be in prison." 



 
I asked why, and his mouth twitched.  "She let that attack happen in Benghazi. 
Nobody else was responsible for that—it was all her. And if that had been 
someone from my family, getting killed in that attack, I’d be pretty damn 
angry. There was no excuse for letting that happen—none—but she did, and 
then she covered it up." 
 
I could barely respond to this. None of the news I consume seems to take 
seriously the idea that Clinton was personally—let alone criminally—
responsible for that siege. I could only conclude that he and I were getting 
different information. I delicately asked whether, perhaps, he watched Fox 
News? "TV?" he snorted. "I don’t have time for that."  
 
Hear, hear. 
 
After we'd parted ways, as I waited for the last train back to Boston, a friend 
texted to ask how my date had gone, and I gushed. He was so warm! So open! 
Wanted to hear all my stories!! She was thrilled. "But I'm leaving out a detail 
that will HORRIFY you, hahahaha!" I texted, and gave her a minute to figure it 
out. 
 
"Omg, what??" 
"Is he a Trump supporter?" 
"That, truly, would be the most horrible thing . . . " 
 
I told another friend, who bounced with excitement for me, til I told her the 
catch. "Well," she said. "I hope you never see him again." I explained that it all 
seemed to revolve around his understanding of Benghazi, but I saw her stop 
listening. A handful of friends insisted that there was, simply, no way to 
support Trump without condoning his explicit xenophobia, sexism, and 
bigotry. This puzzled and annoyed me, because I thought my encounter 
demonstrated how a person could do just that. 
 
"I messaged some Facebook friends who happen to work around Fenway 
Park.: 
 



"To those who worked the Kid Rock/Jason Aldean concert: if an otherwise 
dreamy person drove an hour to see that show and declared it 'absolutely 
wonderful,' what would you conclude about them? Other than Trump support, 
which has already been established. Asking for a friend." 
 
The comments rolled in: 
 
"Kid Rock is a horrible person and a great performer. Jason Aldean is really 
boring. If they're cute, go for it." 
"Anyone living an hour outside Boston is definitely a dick." 
"Sub-par human" 
 
The only one who might have offered a different perspective (he had used a 
photo of a red Trump hat as his Facebook avatar for awhile) had recently quit 
his Fenway job and the FB group after coming to explosive blows with a 
handful of colleagues via email, over the value of the word "pussy" as an insult. 
 
He is the other Trump supporter I know, or knew—we argued enjoyably about 
a lot of things, mostly online, before he left. And here’s what I know about 
him: he's an atheist Army vet with a spectacularly bright and witty mind. His 
friends are a racially diverse group of fellow vets, who tease each other 
mercilessly. He strongly identifies with his family’s particular European 
nationality, and prefers to date within that small group. He thinks freedom of 
speech is threatened by the world of identity politics, and its self-appointed 
guardians of right and wrong speech. He things that people whining about 
words like "pussy" should grow a thicker skin; and he, in turn, seems to have a 
bottomless ability to take mockery, however crude or personal, with good 
humor. I don’t know what he thinks about Benghazi or Clinton, or even Trump 
at this point. 
 
I have no reason to think that my sample of two is at all representative of 
Trump’s many supporters. But they’re enough to make one thing clear: 
ascribing Trump’s stupidity and bigotry to the 40% of Americans who are 
voting for him, is none too smart or broad-minded. 

	  


