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•I MOVED ON &Ell VERY HEAVILY' 

'I MOVED ON HER VERY HEAVILY': 
PART 1 

Fifteen years ago, the writer Natasha Stnynoff went to Mar-a-Lago to interview 

Donald and Melania Trump on the occasion of their first anniversary. 

By E. Jean Carroll 

AUG OST 26 • 11020 SJIAllE AS GIFT m SAVE (:J 

In hn-2019 memoir, What Do We Need Men For?, E. Jrtm Carroll 11mmd Do1lllltJ 
Trump of rape, in a B~rfi drmi,,,; room irs the mid-I 990s . .Aftrr the pmitlmt dminJ 
ever m«ling her and dismissal her story 111 11 Democratic plot, she swd him for 

defamation. Cizrroli UNU not, of coum, the Jim woman to 111.J tlMI Trump haJ sexwzlJy 
hartlSStti or 1US11ultal her, but imliltt so m11ny other pownfol mm, the pmiJmt has 

mnllineJ unsclllhtd by the #Mt Too m:fummg. Which might =m surprisi~ until you 

rrmember Trump's mot/us opmuu/i: Ht esct1pes the consequmces of one outrtlgt by turning 

our focus to another, in ptrpmdty. So in the run--vp t1J the Novtmber 3 tf«lion, Carroll is 

intmJitwint other women who 11lltgtti tlMI Trump switienly and wilhout consmt "mtnltti 

on• them. to cite Im lot:wion in the Access Hollywood uzpe. «Im llfltOtnlltically amrzcttd 

lti bellUti~I just stllTt kissing them, it's likt II m11pa •.• Arul when you're" S14r, they let 
you do it. You Clln do anything. Grdb em by the pussy.• 

ADVERTISEMENT 

SOV9d Slorte1 My Acoount Give a Glft 
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delivcn a swa:t littfc uppercut that lands Just under his hcan, and as he cmilll a 

ClOIIlica.I •0oot• ahc buffii his jaw with her tr.idmwk •powder pufF'-a punch so 

hard that T.nunp alides t.o the floor md flops on the marble befutt being caned llWll1' 

by the butler. Okay. I grant you. That is only what Nm.sha says she wisha she'd done. 

'lh.unp eloa ahovd his tongue down her throat, but Nawha doan't .slug him. It is, 

however, a blow that Nawha and I love ilmgining. So, .=dcr, are you ready to find 

out what R:ally happens! 

AllOUND 1: ,o l'.M. ON .Deo:mbci- 27, 2005, the joumalist Natasha SnJ}'!Wff, who is 

tall and strong. 5 toot 11 i.a her Convene platfomui, champague-hallcd, jolly, with dy 

blue qa and a golden-<=1m complmon, lib down on a couch on the patio near the 

Mar-a-1..agg pool She is hen: to interview Donald Thunp and a ICYl:ll-mond>.. 

pn:gnant Melania on the occuion of the couple's fim anniftnaIY and the coming 

birth of their child. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Alyssa Shelasky, who wrote about Nawha in New York magazine wt ymr, when her 

story was part of IM p_, c;,./Jbw P/,,yl at Manhattan's Public Theater, aaya: 

•Stoynolf was my mentor when I worked at /Wpk magazi.ne, about 10 yean ago. She 

was the brllliant, hilarious, confident, and warm writer who got all the good 
aasignmenlll becaiise Larry Hadcett, the editor in chief at the ~. knew she wu the 

best.~ 

••tHlaa (....,....., /roa lrift> at J!a:r-a-La,Jo OD tlMI day Id tlMI :l.Dtard .. ('l'n>y Ward 

/ P11opl•) 

Fifteen minutes into the sit-down ("Trump is frustrarlng ro inn:l'lic:w,» Nawha says. 

"If all you need are sound bms, he'se:v • • ' ' '>t his one aentmce ready for you. If 
you want something deeper, th.at·s a c. CJ ta ea.UAe he doesn't do ckepj, Melanla 



goes upstairs to change wardrobe and prepare for the nca: photo. Thimp tums to 

Nawha. "He la}'I he wanu to shaw me a room-'the beautiful. tmnendous room'­
or .romething in the room." 

"Nawha!" I cry. 

She 15 in a cabin In die woods In die mounulm of Quebec; I am in a cabin in the 

woods in the mountains ofNew York, and we are Zooming. "Woman!" I yell. "It 

didn't oo:ur to you that going Into a room alone with Donald Trump wa.s stupid?" 

"It didn't OCClll to me either; I ay. Indeed, I walked .eight into that Bergdolf's 

dressing mom like an idiot. 

•Aud don't forget." Nawha ays, •the wife is qpsWr& chauging. Nothlnt lal me tD 

thi.n.k he would do such a thing.• 

So Nattsh' who is inu:udy curious lib: all good joumo.-milc:s and tells Trump, 

aure, she'd like to see the room. She stands up (bJack booa, black pana, blade cotton 

~ec1c-). and Thunp leads her ltulde. 

"I tcmcmber it being a dark toom.: Natasha says. "But then: an: windows, so not too 

dark. We go in. rm looking around, wondering what he wanu to shaw me. I hear the 

door clo.e." She po.inu behind hersd£ "I tum around. And-• She presses her hand 
to her chest. "He's right at me, pushing me against the wall.• 

ADVERTISE.UENT 

II> I 

> 

•rnd you hit your head?" 

She looks off to the side and pondets. 

"I don't n:call hitting my head.• 

"Do you n:call him grinding against you?" 

She lc:ans back, rqiulscd. "Grinding.• 

She clma her~· 

·oh God! 1hal is a question I MVU thought rd lieu" 

"When he had mt up agaimt the wall in the dtesslng room; I id! her, "1 wu aware of 
it." 

She triel again to picturfl die ICZl1e an CJ ti:) r head. "I think my hands wmt up 

immediately." She demom- by ho1c. .. ' b .... hands, pilnu out, at shoulder levd. 



"So there wasn't space." 

"I mnemher his ~ght, • I say. "He leans on you Im an ~mastodon.• 

"If he did. I can't remember it." she replies. 

And I say: "Maybe you jll5t didn't feel it." 

Pause. 

I raUc: my c:ycbtow1. 

Nawha look.I at me, tilting her head. It taka a moment. Then she fallii furwvd and 

practic:ally rolls on her '.Zoom table. 

Oh ya, mrprised r=icr, we acc:wcrs .cream with laughter. 

NINllTl!.EN' OR !.i· OR il women have cnme furwvd ro aocqse Tnunp of ogling. 

grabbing. groping. mauling. or raping them. 1hc women say they dodged. ran, fiw.c, 
ducked, resisted, 01 laughed at him; and we all stood up. spoke out, got dragged 
through the mud, belittled. and besmirched. Naraha calls qs the "whistlebloweu." 

She wrote a blimring op-cd in ~ W.uhingto11 Post last November pointing out how 
it is _,,who warned the world what to o:pect from Trump. ~is j111t 

the latest.) 

.. t • .i. ..... riq her own 11~•• rit.ll llilr.e Ty•oa. im. rill•••='• f17a., (!:ire» zoo-. 
lh• -Y• oi.. CIUa '1: h~rt him •..,.,i.. • (C:..-t•"Y of -~ 11:opo£f) 

Frecdom-6.gb.ting is in Nawha's blood. Sbc is "I 00 percent Eastern Bloc, hoaey!" 

Although ahe holds dual ci.ti7.eruhip ; r CJ m nd America, Nala.lba's mother is fiom 

Macedonia, and her father is die descc. d (>-fuot-7-inch Macedonian 



revolutiomty-•my whole &m1ly an: like gianu" -who had his head whacked off and 
carried through town by the ~ in 1913. But the main thing to muember about 

Natasha Stoynolf, u I turn up the aound on our Z.OOm and po1U' myidf • glaa, ii 
this: Men an: always shocked at how hatd she can hit. 

'Tm just getting my wine, Natasha,• I call ofliaa:a. 

1oinme!" 

"I've got w work 'til wro this morning." Nawha tells me. She DOW write. boob and 
saa:nplays, including the bcst-.idling Cgtiw: .A. MJJthn's CrlMlle RI S..W &r 

~From tlN Tmifting Cult Mmmt (with the DyNISly aaor Catherine 

Oxmberg), wh.ic:h was made into a Lifetime movie, and 71H K1nt of Con: Hfllll 11. 

Smoolh-1it!Jrint lmq Bur Mlllk ttnJ Lost Biltillm. BllffferJ tk FBI. EJwleJ the Mob, ttnJ 
Liwti,,, Tell llN CrooUJ Tale, which ill cunmtly being developed fur TY. "So if I 
drink ruron" Natasha mys. "Forget it." 

I talse a tout to the·~ around the globe." one of whom. Karena Vlrglnla. left 
her hU1bud's clinna on the stem: in New Jc:ncy and ballc:d the jack. inw Manhaaan 
to drink wdb. ax:ktails with Natasha and. me one Sunday night last year llhout thill 

thnc. 

•So ... • I say; settling behind my computer again, "the butler CX>lllCS in the room 

when Trump is shoving his tongue ... " 

"And the butler says. 'Melania'i on het wa.y down,'" Natasha sa.ya, "and he leads llS 

oumde bad< to our orlgi.nal po.ltlollli on the eoudi on the patio. And after we lit 

down and the butler .leava, Trump la)'l"-..he .lawmi her wice-"'You know win: 

going to have an Affair."' 

"And he mys we gona go have mak at Peter Lugtt's. That's his big thing. He says it ro 

me a. couple of times. 'You c:va been to Peter Luge's?' And what w:u the ~ wife'1 

name! MuW He ays, 'Well, you know what Marla said, the cova: of the Nnu K9rk 

Post, best A".I: she em-had.' And beat in mind, I'm hen: to write a ltOly llhout their 
happy ODe-ymr annivusary! rve been asking quaciom llhout haw happy they an:, 

how aci!M they are llhow: the baby, and meanwhJle he'a telling im we're going to 

have an affiUt. And then Melania sits down and I mn asking questions, and It is a 

complete lie. I mean, evuythiDg he is 1&ying DOW in the intuvicw I lmlllo ill a 

aunplete lie." 

WHEN NATASHA IS A JUD, 16, 17, me briba a doonnan at the Toronto four Sea.sons 

Hotel with her homemade chocolate-chip cookies and ash him to alert her when 

Madonna diows up. '1he cookies an: m amuaing, the doorman can't help himself He 

-i.ueals on Bono, Beatty. and Bowie. 

Bo;au.se who QD say no to a diy. gawky. su=t·hodcey-playing kid In a white 
jUlllplUit, ha hair fized iD. a "long Marilyn,~ giggl.iD.g and batting her eyes and 

holding up her little Sure Shot camera, saying. "Ple;ue, Mr. Nu:holaon, may I take 

your pkture?" 

"'Ihey'd be like, 'Okay! Okay!' So by die time I'm 18, rm getting all these shots none 

of the other photographers could get. They think they're giving a shot to a niCle kid. 

And then I msh dawn to the TonlltO Sur. 'Herc's my film!' And I get paid for it! And 

it's on the front page the .nca: day!'" 

lhe kid, who loob like .he'1 CODiing tu paint your garage on account of the c:va· 

present white jumpmit, aoon awts as}· , Duran, the Cari, and. Huey l.aW 
CJ ta 

questlonl. She writeS up the Interview. .s them In her sdtoo.I papes". goes to 



Ryerson University, studies journalism, works as a writer at the Toronto Sttzr, then bas 
her own column at the Toronto Sun, and wham-ham-bing in 1997 finds herselfliving 

in a giant loft with a wood-burning fireplace in Manhattan, a block from 

Bloomingdalc's, going ro cocktail things, throwing big dinners ("I'm Slavic-I lilu: 

!Ceding people"), writing about the actors and directors she's admired her whole life, 

and walking to work at People magazine in the lime & Life Building. across from 

Radio City Music Hall. 

This is during the heyday of Ptop/4s "Sexiest Man Alive" and "Most Beautiful People," 

and by heyday, I mean jU&t after Nora Ephron says she could get on a plane with her 

Ptople magazine, buckle her scat belt, and read it start to finish before her flight took 

off, and jU&t be.fan Ephron says she is no longer able ro identify a single cclcbrity in it. 

It is one of America's most-read magazines, and by 2004, Natasha (who would 

evemually be named one of the "Most Intriguing People of 2016") has become 

Peoplls Trump person. She attends Donald and Mdania's wedding reception, covers 

all the Apprmtice stuff, and wants to do her best with the anniversary story. 

NATASHA TELLS HER ~rson journalism professor Paul McLaughlin about the 

incident with Trump the evening it happens, and a decade later, her professor gives an 

interview to Lawrence O'Donndl about it. Altogether, six people corroborate her 

~ 

In a broad denial refuting several accusers (the man is so busy insulting women, he 

can't seem to differentiate among us), Trump says that he nevu met Natasha. Natasha 

and People eventually respond by publishing a photo of Natasha and Trump at Mar-a­

Lago. 

Natasha says that "for an instant," .she fantasized about filing a story describing enctly 

what Trump did to her. "But," she uys, "it was never a realistic option, because that's 

not the kind of story Ptople publishes. Except for very rare occasions, the reporter is 

fly-on-the-wall invisible." 

When the: fint Ptople colleague: whom Natasha tdls suggcm that they go together to 

inform the editor, Larry Hackett, about what Trump did, Natasha remembers that her 

reaction was •No, no, 'IUJ. I couldn't fathom it. I was embarrassed and ashamed by 

what happened. I wanted the: whole awful incident to go away. I didn't want to cause 

problems." 

In a strange: coincidence: of fantasies, when Natasha came: fotward and wrote: about 

what really occurred in an October 12, 2016, People story, Hackett bared his ink­

stainc:d soul two days later in a Washington Post op-cd, picturing what he would have 

done ifNawha had told him at the time. 

For a second there, I imagined a scene of Ben Bradleo-csque outrage, 

calling out the swine for his behavior and striking a blow for reporters 

everywhere. But in reality, I would probably have simply killed the 

story that Stoynoffhad gone to Palm Beach to report. I would have 

then called Trump's public relations operatives, cold them about their 

lxw's bad behavior and agreed to a truce of mutual silence. In the 

end, few people would have learned of the: event, we'd have had to fill 

a few more pages in the nc:x:t issue, and Trump would have avoided 

any public emb:u:wsment. 

BEFORE SHE ARRIVBS AT Mar-a-Lago, Nawha, who played on the basketball team, 

the volleyball team, and the fidd-hockey team as a girl, and who, lilu: many athletes, 

suffers neck and shoulder aches, calls for an appointment with the Mar-a-Lago spa's 

masseuse. No dice. However, during her interview with the newlyweds, Trump 

suggcm that Natasha visit the spa. N; 1:1 m !S that the masseuse is all booked up. 



"Before I knew it," Natasha tells me, "Trump goes and c.omes back and says, 'I spoke 

to the guy. You're in at 8 a.m. tomorrow. He's gonna come in an e:irua hour early fur 

you. The top guy!' 

"I did not want Trump to do that fur me. And I just knew there W3' no way I could 

get there at eight in the morning. I'm not a morning person. So the morning c.omes 

and I race to get there. I'm always late. Everybody in my family is late. My 

grandfather missed the Titanic because he W3' 10 minutes late. And that morning, 

I'm 20 minutes late. The massage guy is panicked. I assume it's because I'm late. So I 
say, 'Look, I'm 1orry! I'll pay for the whole hour. Don't worry about it!'" 

But the masseuse, by now a heap of shattered ncrvci, replies: "No, it's not thar. Mr. 

Trump was here waiting/or you." 
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