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            Dedication

         
         
            To Mrs. Elizabeth McDuffie. 

            Thank you for writing your story.

            You’ve earned your place in history.

            I’m honored to be sharing a part of it.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            Sing a song full of the faith that the dark past has taught us, 

            Sing a song full of the hope that the present has brought us.

            Facing the rising sun of our new day begun, 

            Let us march on till victory is won.

            —James Weldon Johnson
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            Prologue

         
         
            April 11, 1966

            Atlanta, GA

         

         “Oh, darling boy!” 

         
         I wrapped my tired arms around the handsome Franklin Delano Roosevelt Jr. and gave him a tight squeeze. He was careful as
            he gingerly wrapped his arms around me in a gentle embrace. At eighty-five, I wasn’t the stout and limber Lizzie I once was.
            
         

         
         “It warms my heart to see you.” I pulled back and studied him closely. “Let me take a good look at you.”

         
         I had on my Sunday best, even though it was a Monday, and he had on a sharp suit. It was still jarring to see how much he
            favored his late father. And it wasn’t just in name and looks that he took after him. He clearly had picked up his political
            ambitions as well.
         

         
         “You look as handsome as ever, Franklin Jr. All that campaigning hasn’t yet taken its toll, I see.”

         
         He laughed. “I have a good team of people behind me. They keep me together.”

         
         “No one would ever be as good as I was, I’m sure.”

         
         “No one,” he agreed. “As a matter of fact, there’s an open spot just for you, if you’re interested.”

         
         “No, thank you, honey.” I patted his hand. “Besides, you couldn’t afford me now, anyway.”

         
         He threw his head back and laughed deeply. That laugh reminded me so much of his father that I couldn’t help but share in
            his mirth.
         

         
         “You’re probably right, Duffie.”

         
         I took his hand and guided him to the sitting room. “Here, come sit. They can wait a little while for us to visit first.”

         
         Franklin Jr. helped me down into my seat before taking the chair beside me. 

         
         “Your mother sent me a very sweet letter right before her passing.”

         
         Franklin Jr. nodded. “I know you two kept in touch a lot over the years. She would always mention you and how you were faring.”

         
         “She was such a lovely woman.”

         
         “Yes, she was.” The sorrow in his voice was quite vivid. 

         
         I could understand his pain. No matter how much older one gets, it was never easy losing one’s mother.

         
         “By the way, thank you for agreeing to all this, Duffie. I know how it might look, but my campaign manager thought it would
            make for a good story.”
         

         
         I smiled at the face that so much resembled his father’s. Franklin Jr. wasn’t the youthful man that I remembered, yet the
            way his eyes sparkled made me think of another lifetime ago, when he was a more rowdy young man. 
         

         
         “Well, he’s not stupid. If a visit with me will help you secure more Negro votes at the polls, then I’d happily sit with you
            and a room full of newsmen.”
         

         
         A look of relief flashed across his face and I patted his arm in reassurance again. This meeting had been planned for months, yet it still filled me with joy to see one of my favorite Roosevelts again. I have always been a friend of the family, even after so many years had stretched between us. I knew their heart was in the right place when it came to the country and its citizens. Yet as much as Franklin Jr. had my support for his bid for the New York governorship and tomorrow was the anniversary of his father’s death—a solemn day for us all—I still felt it important to remind him of his responsibilities. 

         
         “You know, I see so much of your father in you. I’m almost not surprised that you decided to run. But do you know why your
            father was a four-term president?”
         

         
         “Because the people didn’t know how to let go.”

         
         I heard the slight bitterness in his words and could understand where they came from. No one, particularly those of us at
            Warm Springs, would ever forget April 12, 1945. 
         

         
         Franklin Jr., however, along with the rest of the Roosevelt children, had needed a father. Instead they’d had to share him
            with millions of Americans who needed him just as much. 
         

         
         “I think it’s because the country needed him as much as he needed to lead us. No other man could have done what your father
            did. He managed to heal and unite our nation while suffering through his own burdens. The people saw that. They valued and
            respected his commitment to making our country the strongest it could be.”
         

         
         “So what are you getting at, Duffie? You don’t think I’m ready for the commitment?”

         
         “I didn’t say that. But what I don’t want you to do is rely solely on your family name to win that election. I also don’t
            want you to rely on my name to pick up the Negro vote.”
         

         
         “I wasn’t—”

         
         “I know, honey. Your heart’s in the right place, but it wouldn’t be the first time a Roosevelt wanted to use what little influence
            I had to win an election. And I’m okay with that, so long as the Negro isn’t forgotten in the process.”
         

         
         “Of course they won’t be. The civil rights movement is gaining traction, and as New York’s next governor, I look forward to
            working with civil rights leaders like Reverend King to make strides in the Negro’s advancement and fair treatment.”
         

         
         Spoken like a true politician . . .

         
         I studied him carefully, trying to find hope and assurance in his words. Except I couldn’t help but feel the emptiness of
            his words. I had seen so much ugliness these past few decades . . . Have seen too many social justice warriors slain in the
            search for basic human and civil rights.
         

         
         “Are you familiar with Malcolm X, Franklin Jr.?”

         
         “Yes, I’ve heard of him . . .” He shifted in his seat, appearing uncomfortable at admitting to such. That’s what the man Malcolm
            X had been known to do—make people uncomfortable. At least that was the case before he was brutally gunned down last year.
         

         
         “Well, I met him once. When he was just a high-spirited little boy, much like how you were. I watched how tragedy and hate
            turned little Malcolm into the man so many have come to fear. But while some saw an angry Negro, others saw a hero. What I
            saw was a young man who never got a fair chance at life.”
         

         
         “I understand . . . But you can’t expect change by promoting anger and violence.”

         
         “Anger and violence are powerless when met with kindness. Do you know who said that?” 

         
         Of course he didn’t. 

         
         Though I took liberties with what Malcolm had actually said, I could tell from Franklin Jr.’s confused expression that he had never really bothered to listen to what the slain activist had been saying all along. 

         
         “Men like Dr. King are making strides in the civil rights movement, and he’s doing so peacefully.”

         
         “My dear boy, you have to accept the fact that some people believe in the ‘eye for an eye’ doctrine.”

         
         “Doesn’t the Bible teach against the ‘eye for an eye, tooth for a tooth’ philosophy?”

         
         “Absolutely. But after what I’ve seen in my eighty-plus years, how can you blame them?”

         
         I knew from his pensive gaze and the way he shifted in his seat that I truly had his attention.

         
         “You have to understand, Franklin Jr., that the Negro people have been fighting for civil rights long before today. We have
            marched and protested without violence, we have turned the other cheek in the name of peace and equality. But has it truly
            gotten us far? A nation that has ignored the basic human rights of all its citizens for this long can’t be shocked when they are ultimately confronted by men like Malcolm X.”
         

         
         I tried to control the earnestness in my tone. I didn’t want him to feel as if I was preaching to him, but I needed him to
            understand that we still had a long way to go if we wanted to see real change in this country.
         

         
         Franklin Jr. glanced down at his hands before looking back up at me. “I sympathize with the plight of the Negro, Duffie. I
            really do. Even with the anti-lynching bill . . .”
         

         
         “I know you tried your best, dear,” I assured him. I had followed his career closely enough to know the effort he had put
            into fulfilling his mother’s legacy in getting an anti-lynching bill passed into law.
         

         
         Unfortunately, lynchings still remained an unholy, yet lawful, act of terror against Negroes.

         
         “I just feel this issue is much bigger than me,” he murmured.

         
         “It doesn’t have to be.” I took his hand in mine. “This country makes it next to impossible for humans to meet in America
            and not be conscious of their color differences. I remember when your father would make his speeches. When he addressed the
            country, he never singled out the Negro. This made some resentful. But I, like many, understood why he did this. He was trying
            to unite us as one nation, for we are all American citizens. What we’re fighting for isn’t a Negro problem, it’s an American problem.”
         

         
         Franklin Jr. squeezed my hand. “My purpose for running is to ultimately serve the American people. I can only hope to be as
            great a man and leader as my father.”
         

         
         I knew he meant that. Franklin Jr. carried the legacy and challenge of a great name.

         
         “Well, I will pray for your success and safety,” I said, and I left it at that.

         
         For the next few minutes, we shared a pleasant visit before his entourage, along with the reporter who had traveled with him,
            was allowed into the room. The interview was short and brief, for which I was grateful. It had been a while since I’d had
            to entertain and I could already feel the weariness seeping into my bones.
         

         
         “So, Mrs. McDuffie,” the reporter called out. “There’ve been rumors that you are working on a memoir about your life in the
            White House. Is this true?”
         

         
         A small smile tugged at the corner of my lips as I thought of the letter from Margaret Mitchell so many years ago. 

         
         Write your story, Lizzie, the popular author had written. Write it in your own words and write it soon.

         
         That had been all the encouragement I needed.

         
         “Yes,” I answered, suddenly feeling shy about it. “It’s still a work in progress, but in it I write about the twelve years I spent working for and with the Roosevelts.” 

         
         “I’m sure there will be plenty who will be eager to get their hands on it.”

         
         Suddenly the reporter reached into his breast pocket and handed me a business card.

         
         “When you’re ready with it, give me a ring. I might know an editor in New York who would be interested in it.”

         
         I took the card. I waited until they had all left my home before I pulled open the drawer to my desk and placed the card inside.

         
         It lay right on top of the rumpled pages of my unfinished manuscript.

         
         I grabbed the stack of sheets of my unfinished memoir and sat in front of the old typewriter. It was a project I had put off
            long enough, and now that I had genuine interest in my story, I felt rejuvenated about it again. 
         

         
         I remembered the first day I reported for work at the White House and the feeling that swept over me when I stood in the room
            where Abraham Lincoln had signed the Emancipation Proclamation. 
         

         
         I remembered meeting with Marie Dressler and Amelia Earhart and Marian Anderson at the White House for the first time. I remembered
            Katharine Hepburn and Shirley Temple’s not so secret visits to Hyde Park. I even remembered my audition for the part of “Mammy”
            in Gone with the Wind.

         
         Those memories flooded me with a wave of deep nostalgia. I wasn’t prepared for the sudden emotion that rocked me, but I couldn’t
            help but revel in the memories.
         

         
         While we should have been mere servants to the Roosevelts, for so many Afro Americans Mac and I had been seen as much more. They had come to us desperate for justice, hungry for salvation. As valet and maid to the most powerful man in America, Mac and I had tried our best to make a difference. I couldn’t remember the number of calls or letters we had received during those twelve years, but I do remember the one thing they all desired: a moment of the president’s time. 

         
         But not everyone had found the deliverance they sought. 

         
         For my part, there were more failed attempts than there were successes—and so many moments I wanted to quit this new role
            in which I had found myself. 
         

         
         Of course, I didn’t.

         
         And I didn’t let Mac stop either.

         
         Win or lose, we continued to march on.

         
         As I flipped through the browning pages of my old manuscript, my eyes landed on some of my most interesting tales. A small,
            quick smile tugged at the corner of my lips from the memories.
         

         
         It wasn’t the greatest thing I had ever written, but it was still my story . . .
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Our New Day Begun (1932)

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         
            San Francisco, Sept. 25, 1932:

            I had heard that there was not much prejudice against the Blacks in the West, but this is the first city where it seems to
               be true. Here we can get an even break, but I have been told that it is not so in Los Angeles. If Negroes expect to leave
               the South for equal rights in the West, they might as well stay in Dixie. I believe FDR will win by a landslide. Everybody
               is wild over him, and our crusade has been great!
            

            —Your Loving Husband

         

         
            November 8, 1932

            Atlanta, GA

         

         Mac was right.

         
         Franklin Delano Roosevelt was about to win the election in a landslide.

         
         The unassuming, suspiciously liberal New York Democrat was about to become the next president of the United States. So much would change—not just in my life, but for the country. 

         
         The thought was both exhilarating and terrifying.

         
         “Lizzie, is that tea ready yet?”

         
         “Yes, Mama.”

         
         I brought over the two teacups to the sitting room where my spunky, near seventy-year-old mother sat in her night dress, listening
            to the radio broadcast of the night’s election results. She straightened on her favorite high-back navy-blue chair as I handed
            her the steaming cup of peppermint tea. 
         

         
         Her hair was already wrapped and in curlers, and she was very much ready for bed. But like everyone else around the country,
            we both waited eagerly to hear the final election results. 
         

         
         “Any new updates?” I asked, taking the seat across from her.

         
         Before she could answer, the broadcaster’s excited words came piercing through the radio speakers. 

         
         “Votes are continuing to be counted as more polling stations report in. It appears there will be a clear winner tonight, folks.”

         
         My stomach tightened and I took a quick sip of my tea. I was good at letting my emotions get the best of me. The idea to make
            the herbal tea came from the rising anxiety that had been twisting in my gut all night.
         

         
         So far, it didn’t seem to be helping.

         
         As I continued to sip my tea, I couldn’t help but think back to that moment nearly two years ago when Mac had informed me of his boss’s intentions to run for president of the United States. At first we had laughed at the idea. No way would the country vote for a feeble man like Franklin Delano Roosevelt. Where his cousin, former president Theodore Roosevelt—God rest his soul—had been the embodiment of strength and vitality, Mr. Franklin Roosevelt was a Northern Democrat stricken with polio. That didn’t necessarily paint him in the best light. 

         
         Even in the beginning Mac had doubted his boss’s chances.

         
         “Lizzie, the man’s got polio, for crying out loud,” he had said after I voiced my concerns over the New York governor’s intentions. “He’d never get past the primaries.”

         
         I had to admit that had helped to ease my worries some. I even chuckled at the thought of the governor’s political aspirations
            going very far. Despite Hoover’s failing presidency, support for a Democrat in the White House seemed tentative at best and
            practically unlikely. 
         

         
         “Besides, what would it look like for a good Republican such as myself to be working for a Democratic president.”

         
         I had scoffed then, reminding my husband that he was already working for the Democrat politico. But even as I spoke the words,
            I knew Mac had not had any choice in it. The recession had hit everyone hard around the country. President Hoover was proving
            to be a depressing and dour leader. He maintained his position that the economy had little to do with his leadership and everything
            to do with “external forces.” He didn’t even bother to address the plight of the Negro.
         

         
         Still, Franklin D. Roosevelt was no “Teddy” Roosevelt, and the idea of this New York Democrat as president was practically
            laughable.
         

         
         Until it stopped being funny and started becoming a reality.

         
         It was then that Mac’s attitude over the possibility began to shift. 

         
         Ever since Mr. Roosevelt had been nominated as the Democratic candidate for the presidency, the atmosphere around the country had been one of hope. And that had evidently invigorated Mac. Many of his letters as of late centered around the governor and his campaign for the White House. It was clear from those letters that Mac was becoming very interested in getting his boss to Washington. 

         
         This game of politics is great! he had written in one of his earlier letters. We are drawing big crowds everywhere! If that’s any indication, we’re in!

         
         His thrill over the idea practically jumped off the page. Like many others, Mac believed a win for Mr. Roosevelt may be just
            what the country needed. But I wondered if he truly believed that. 
         

         
         At first, I couldn’t understand it. Mac loved his home, his community. He was a deacon at the Liberty Baptist Church. He sang
            in the choir. He was active in his Masonic lodge. 
         

         
         Why would he possibly want to move to Washington DC?

         
         The more I reflected on it, the more I believed it was the notoriety of becoming the personal valet to the president of the
            United States that truly excited him. 
         

         
         “Have you spoken to Mac at all today?”

         
         Pushing my thoughts aside, I shook my head and took another sip of my tea. “No. We haven’t spoken in days. Apparently, Mr.
            Roosevelt keeps him very busy.”
         

         
         Still, my husband could find two minutes to call me.

         
         But I kept those bitter words to myself. I didn’t want to get into another long discussion with my means-well, yet overly
            meddling mother about Mac’s possible move to the White House. It was no secret that Mama was also excited by the prospect
            of Mr. Roosevelt’s win. To have her eldest daughter and son-in-law working for the most important family in the country would
            be just the kind of prestige a former slave girl could have in this country. Which is why I couldn’t fault her for her high
            hopes and wishful thinking.
         

         
         I just wanted her inflated expectations to be centered around reality.

         
         Just because Mac’s position with Mr. Roosevelt would extend from nearby Warm Springs and the remote grounds of Hyde Park to
            the bustling halls of the White House didn’t mean I would be allowed to join him.
         

         
         In fact, I wasn’t even certain we would be able to live together once the Roosevelts moved to Washington.

         
         That thought only added to my anxiety.

         
         I took another sip of my tea.

         
         “You know, you can always call him,” Mama said pointedly. “You both need to start planning your next move once Mr. Roosevelt
            becomes president.”
         

         
         Once again, I reminded my mother, “Even if he does become president, Mama, that doesn’t mean I get an automatic position in
            the White House.”
         

         
         “Oh, nonsense. I’m sure Mac will have no problems securing you a job there. He’s pretty chummy with Mr. Roosevelt, and I’m
            sure they’ll need the help.”
         

         
         I shrugged. Though we both knew Mac cared very much for his boss, it didn’t mean the sentiment was returned. Mac worried over
            Mr. Roosevelt in a way I’d never seen him do over another man, much less a white one. He laughed with him, doted over him.
            Perhaps he even idolized him a little. I didn’t quite understand it, but somehow my husband had managed to form a strong bond
            with the white Democrat. 
         

         
         “I don’t know, Mama. They might very well move in with their current staff. They may not need to hire any more help.”

         
         “Well, you’re a smart, hardworking woman. If you don’t get a position with them, I’m sure you won’t have trouble finding work
            somewhere. Washington is filled with possibilities.”
         

         
         “And so is Atlanta.”

         
         I recognized the lie the moment it left my lips. Mama did as well, but she didn’t bother to argue with me. We both knew that
            since the recession, work and opportunities everywhere were few and far between. Especially for the Negro. I was lucky the
            Inmans hadn’t let me go what with business not doing so well for them these days. 
         

         
         As one of the wealthiest and most affluent families in Atlanta, they had also felt the strains of a heavily stressed economy.
            Despite my twenty-plus years of service with them, I wasn’t spared from their new financial restraints. Although Mrs. Emily
            Inman had assured me the change was temporary, there were no signs of things returning to normal anytime soon. But I couldn’t
            complain. I was lucky to still have a job, even with shorter hours and a lower wage. 
         

         
         Besides, I had gone through two generations of caretaking and service with the Inmans. They had become like my extended family
            and Swan House had become almost like my second home. I enjoyed working for them and I especially enjoyed being around the
            children.
         

         
         But Mama was right. 

         
         There were more opportunities elsewhere. If Mac moved into the White House, there was no question I would follow him. Four
            years was a long time, and I don’t think I was prepared to be away from my husband again for that long. I had never lived
            anywhere else outside of Georgia, and I couldn’t be certain I was ready for the move, but the thought of us being apart for
            that long became almost unbearable to consider.
         

         
         With a small sigh, I settled back in my seat and took a look around at what I had considered home since Mac had taken on the job with Mr. Roosevelt. I would be leaving this familiar space . . . leaving Atlanta and those precious Inman children . . . leaving my family and friends . . . leaving Mama. 

         
         But there was a season, and a reason, for everything. And right now, my season was to be with and to support my husband.

         
         “Okay, Mama, you win. Tomorrow I’ll call Mac and—”

         
         “Shhh.” She waved a hand at me as the radio announcer’s excited voice once again came through the box. “Quiet, now. I think
            this is it.”
         

         
         “I was just—”

         
         Mama shushed me again and leaned toward the radio, her attention fully focused on the small box. 

         
         “Reports are in, folks, and America has spoken.”

         
         I scooted to the edge of my seat, my breath lodged in the back of my throat. 

         
         “The Democratic New York governor Franklin D. Roosevelt has defeated Republican incumbent President Herbert Hoover in a landslide
               victory!”

         
         “Hallelujah!” Mama exclaimed.

         
         I released the breath that I held. 

         
         “Roosevelt has taken the seat with over four hundred electoral votes. His remarkable victory is the first by a Democratic
               candidate since President Woodrow—”

         
         Mama shut off the radio and slowly got to her feet, a wide grin creasing the corners of her round, cocoa-brown cheeks. “I
            knew he was gonna win. But sometimes it’s better to hear it out loud, you know?”
         

         
         I silently nodded, not protesting as she gathered our empty teacups and headed to the kitchen.

         
         She hadn’t been alone in her thinking. The whole country, especially Mac, had anticipated this win. But there was nothing like having it made official. If what Mr. Roosevelt promised during his campaign was true—that the country would be getting a “New Deal” and that even Negroes wouldn’t be forgotten in these programs—then it was no surprise that he had won. 

         
         And I was still trying to wrap my mind around it . . .

         
         Mr. Roosevelt, Mac’s boss, was going to be the thirty-second president of the United States.

         
         Now that the election results were in and the victory was confirmed, I needed to start planning. I would write to Mrs. Roosevelt,
            asking for a job in the White House. Any job. And if the Roosevelts didn’t see fit to hire me, then I would find another job
            somewhere in the city. 
         

         
         Because no matter how I felt about it, one thing was certain: If Mac was moving to Washington, so was I.

         
         We wouldn’t be spending these next four years apart.

         
         I would make sure of it.

         
          

         “Duffie, do you think this Christmas we can put on a play for Mommy and Daddy?”

         
         “Of course, honey.” 

         
         Little Sam Inman knew I could never pass up a chance to put on a play. There was something about taking a character from the
            page and bringing them to life before others that I found irresistible.
         

         
         But just the mere mention of Christmas made me realize just how fast time was flying. Even now I couldn’t keep my thoughts
            from returning to the election—or Mac. Just a few weeks had passed since the results were announced, and the atmosphere around
            the country was one of great hope.
         

         
         And something akin to relief. 

         
         Change was just a season away, and that made the upcoming holidays feel much more special. Evidently, Mr. Roosevelt’s win was just what the country needed to bring about some much needed good cheer. 

         
         “What play did you have in mind, honey?”

         
         The six-year-old little urchin smiled up at me mischievously. “A Christmas Carol.”
         

         
         I laughed and sat on the edge of his bed. He should have already been asleep, but it was customary for him to keep me talking
            a little while longer. Tonight, I decided to indulge him.
         

         
         “We did that one last year. Remember?”

         
         “I know. But this year I want to play Scrooge. Mimi can play Marley’s ghost.”

         
         “Hmm, I don’t know if Mimi will like that very much.” His downward face tugged at me, and I realized it meant a lot to him
            to play the lead this year. “But we can ask her.”
         

         
         In a flash, his cherubic little face lit up. “Can we ask her now?”

         
         I should have known that question was coming. “It’s late and, unlike you, your sister’s probably asleep now,” I said simply.
            “Let’s wait until tomorrow. We can bring it up at breakfast.”
         

         
         “Okay,” he groaned.

         
         I bit back a smile at his pouty face. “Okayyy,” I mocked dramatically, brushing back his wispy blond curls.
         

         
         He let out a big yawn and I rose from the bed.

         
         “All right, now time to get some sleep.” 

         
         Just as I finished tucking him into bed, his mother walked into the bedroom. Miss Mildred looked a bit surprised to see me,
            but she quickly hid it behind a small smile. 
         

         
         “Duffie, you didn’t have to put Sammy to bed tonight. I was coming up to do so.”

         
         “It’s no problem, Miss Mildred,” I assured her. “I never tire of putting my favorite little dumpling to bed.”

         
         Very soon there wouldn’t be many more nights like this, and that thought was in the forefront of my mind as of late. Twenty-three years was a long time to work with one family. Even before the Roosevelts, when Mac had just been part owner of the McDuffie and Herndon sixteen-chair barbershop, he had been grooming Miss Mildred’s husband, Hugh Inman. Mr. Hugh had been one of Mac’s regular customers, until the unfortunate accident to Mac’s leg had forced him to pursue a new career path. 

         
         Thinking on the years I’d spent with them, I couldn’t shake the sadness and guilt I felt at leaving them, especially the children.
            I knew it was a conversation I would soon need to have with Miss Emily, the matriarch of the family, so they could secure
            a replacement. But truth be told, I wasn’t ready to have that conversation with them yet. 
         

         
         The moment I did, I knew it would become all too real.

         
         “Well, thank you for handling that,” Miss Mildred said as she came closer to the bed. She was dressed in a green and yellow
            plaid day dress that complemented her curly blond hair. Hair that resembled her young son’s.
         

         
         “How are you feeling tonight, darling?”

         
         “I’m feeling great, Mommy!” He stifled back another yawn. “I’m not tired at all!” 

         
         I tsked. “Little Sam Inman, it’s too close to Sunday for you to be lying to your mother.”

         
         He hung his head and looked rightfully chagrined. “Yes, ma’am,” he muttered, then just as quickly moved on to his preferred
            topic. “Guess what, Mommy? I’m going to play Scrooge in our play for Christmas this year!”
         

         
         “Is that right?” 

         
         Miss Mildred glanced over at me and I met her quick gaze with a smile. I couldn’t be certain if that look was because she didn’t want her young, sweet son playing such a grouchy character or if she was just weary of the children’s plays in general. 

         
         “We can talk about that more tomorrow,” she told her son, brushing her hand across his cheek. “It’s time you got some sleep.”

         
         To my surprise, little Sam did not protest when Miss Mildred and I made our way out of his room. I waited until we got to
            the end of the hall to broach the subject about the play. I had found a nice escape in my performances with the Inman children,
            and I think they felt the same way as well. It had also become another area where we could bond. No matter what their mother
            felt about them, I still wanted it to be something we continued together.
         

         
         “Miss Mildred, if you’re concerned that little Sam will have a hard time remembering his lines, you have nothing to worry
            about,” I assured her. “I modify the play so they won’t be tripped up by the lengthy passages.”
         

         
         “Well, it is a mother’s job to worry.”

         
         “I understand.”

         
         Although I knew her comment wasn’t a slight against me, I still couldn’t help but feel a bit miffed by her words. Why God
            hadn’t seen fit to bless me and Mac with a little one of our own I will never understand. Sometimes I felt that if we had
            a child together, perhaps his absence wouldn’t feel so stark. But I have had a lot of time to get over my sense of inadequacy,
            and I had long ago made peace with the fact that I would never bear my husband a child of our own. And since Mac had been
            blessed with a son from his first marriage, this never caused a rift between us.
         

         
         But there were moments, like now, where I had to remind myself that motherhood didn’t define who I was. 

         
         “It’s not their performance that worries me, Duffie. It’s the play itself.”

         
         I wasn’t surprised to hear this. As employers went, Miss Emily and her daughter-in-law, Mildred, were some of the kindest and approachable women to work with. When Miss Emily had invited her oldest son, Hugh, and his young family to move into Swan House after the passing of her husband, I initially had my reservations about the younger woman. But despite Miss Mildred’s very reserved appearance, she was surprisingly a very pleasant woman. She just tended to live in a state of constant worry, particularly when it came to her children. And I couldn’t fault her. I couldn’t imagine having two young children to rear with a husband who spent more days out of the home than in. 

         
         “As much as I love the little performances you and the children put on for us each year, we can’t have them performing that particular story.”
         

         
         “But Miss Mildred, little Sam loves that story. He is excited to play the lead this year.”

         
         Miss Mildred waved her hand dismissively. “He’s just a child. He doesn’t understand the story as well as you and I. It’s not
            very appropriate. And considering we will be entertaining guests this Christmas, I would not want my children embarrassing
            themselves speaking on matters they know nothing about.”
         

         
         From the woman’s pinched expression, I knew that now wasn’t the time to inform her that her children understood the story
            better than she realized. I had made sure of that. They understood that it was about greed and redemption, and about the power
            of love and compassion. I honestly couldn’t quite understand why anyone wouldn’t want their children to learn and express
            those basic ideals.
         

         
         “The children are going to be heartbroken if I tell them they can’t perform this year. What harm would it do to let them put
            on the play this one last time?”
         

         
         “Duffie, this matter is not up for discussion. I will not have my children prancing around making insinuations about how the rich should treat the poor and causing our guests to be uncomfortable over unnecessary moralistic judgments.” 

         
         Now I understood. 

         
         It wasn’t about her children’s moral compass, but more about how her family and friends—those surrounded by power and privilege—would
            view them. Though I didn’t quite agree with her thinking, I knew from her rigid tone that her decision was final.
         

         
         “All right, Miss Mildred. Would you like to break the news to him or should I?”

         
         Though I knew it wouldn’t matter. Little Sam would be disappointed no matter what, and my heart broke at the thought. Over
            the years, I had come to accept that the children I was hired to care for, whom I helped raise, were like my own. I had spent
            just as much time and invested a lot of my heart loving, caring, and worrying for each and every one of them. I felt like
            I was more godmother than caregiver to them all, and no one could take that away from me. 
         

         
         “I’m sure you can find the words to let him know gently. Besides, let’s keep the holidays festive. Maybe they can recite that
            Christmas poem I heard you read to them once.”
         

         
         “‘A Visit from St. Nicholas’?”

         
         She cocked her head to the side. “How does it go again?”

         
         I smiled and began reciting, going by memory, which was not difficult at all. “’Twas the night before Christmas, when all
            through the house not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. The stockings were hung—”
         

         
         “Yes, that one!” Miss Mildred burst out. “That’s a very sweet rhyme that I think everyone would enjoy.”

         
         And with that, the decision was made.

         
         I couldn’t dwell further on it. The end of the year was fast approaching and soon I would be starting a new life, in a new city. 

         
         That thought was jarring, but it didn’t compare to my one overwhelmingly nagging emotion . . .

         
         That I missed my husband. 

         
         I missed the life that we had once shared here in Atlanta. Despite the tension between us these past few months, I still missed
            him. He’d sent photos and lots of letters, but it wasn’t the same as being able to see and touch him. 
         

         
         I tried to occupy my time with work and other interests, but it wasn’t the same. There were times I wanted to take a stroll
            around the city or go to the picture show, but the thought of going on my own was depressing. 
         

         
         On the other hand, pining for something I couldn’t change didn’t make things any better. 

         
         So the next few months I kept myself busy. I was about to embark on a new chapter in my life, and with so much change happening
            all at once, keeping busy wasn’t hard. Day after day, the idea of leaving Atlanta, leaving my family and friends, became easier.
            In fact, I began to look at it as an adventure, and suddenly I gained a new outlook. 
         

         
         I may have been leaving my home, but home had always been a relative word in my life. Home had always meant memories, love, comfort, safety. 
         

         
         And I realized now that my home was wherever Mac was.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         
            March 4, 1933

            Washington DC

         

         It was weather like this that made me miss Atlanta.

         
         It had been just a few weeks since I had made the move to Washington DC, and although I didn’t feel the overwhelming sadness
            I thought I would feel after leaving Georgia, I couldn’t seem to get comfortable—or warm—in this new bustling city.
         

         
         Today was Mr. Roosevelt’s inauguration and unfortunately the weather was cold and bleak. But it in no way matched the energy
            or spirit of the crowd that had gathered to witness the monumental occasion. I was one of the lucky few to receive the coveted
            privilege of attending his inauguration with the Roosevelt servants. 
         

         
         Mac, who had secured me a seat close up in the yard of the White House, had unfortunately been the only one not able to attend.

         
          I stood huddled together with the White House servants, some hailing from Albany and Hyde Park. My teeth chattered as much from excitement as from the cold. Just as I had anticipated, the Roosevelts had brought on many of their current staff to come work at the White House. I may have been the only nonemployed guest among them. It was only because I was Mac’s wife that I received this honor of standing among them. 

         
         “Excuse me, miss. Are you McDuffie’s wife?”

         
         I turned to the woman who posed me the question. She stood directly behind me, bundled in a thick coat against the frigid
            air. She was a petite young thing who looked just as chilly as I felt, but her dark eyes were kind and filled with a spark
            that said she wasn’t too bothered by the weather.
         

         
         “Yes, I am.”

         
         She smiled and held out a gloved hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m Kathuran Brooks, but everyone calls me Kathy.”

         
         I took her hand, wondering if she was newly employed with the Roosevelts or if she had been one of the few servants they had
            brought from their residences in New York.
         

         
         “Nice to meet you, Kathy. I’ve gotten used to being called Duffie at work, though my friends call me Lizzie.”

         
         She smiled. “Well, I’m hoping we will be fast friends.”

         
         “I don’t see why not.”

         
         “I hear that you’ll be joining us as one of the maids here. Are you excited?”

         
         I didn’t know how to answer that. Because, truth be told, I was still waiting for Mrs. Roosevelt to respond to my inquiry.
            I had written her back in December—and again in February—about a possible position among her staff, but I had yet to hear
            back. I tried not to push the matter, but rumors where already spreading in the press that I was joining my husband as part
            of the many Negroes the Roosevelts would employ in the White House. This left me feeling awkward and very much like a fraud,
            since none of it was true. Or at least nothing had been confirmed. 
         

         
         But I understood that Mrs. Roosevelt was extremely busy in preparing for her family’s big transition to Washington. I told myself I would wait until after the inauguration to reach out to her again. Until then, I had no definitive answer as to where I stood in this great house. 

         
         “I arrived just a few days ago, but I’m excited to be here,” I replied instead. “Are you one of the new maids hired?”

         
         Kathy nodded. “I used to work at the Whitelaw Hotel, but a friend of Mrs. Roosevelt’s personally referred me and I secured
            a position here not too long ago. I can’t believe how excited I am to be working for a Democrat!”
         

         
         I laughed. “Mac and I said the same thing not too long ago.”

         
         “Well, so far I’ve met with some of the other maids and doormen and it looks like we have a solid group. Except for Fluffy,
            all the rest of us are colored.”
         

         
         “Fluffy?”

         
         Kathy chuckled. “Oh, sorry. I mean Mrs. Nesbitt, the head housekeeper. We call her Fluffy, but of course not to her face.”

         
         Suddenly, music began playing and we knew that was the signal that the ceremony was starting. Never in my wildest dreams could
            I have imagined myself in this moment. It was exhilarating to know that I was witnessing a part of history. It was safe to
            say that I no longer regretted my decision to leave the Inmans and move to DC.
         

         
         During the past six years while Mac had been in his boss’s employ, I got to see the Roosevelts through my husband’s eyes.
            I’d never had the opportunity to meet Mr. Roosevelt myself, but over the years, I had been able to learn a lot about him through
            Mac’s letters. 
         

         
         From what Mac had told me, Mr. Roosevelt was a cheerful man who never complained. He liked to do everything he could for himself. He never wanted people to help him out of a car or to hold his arm when he walked, unless absolutely necessary. He insisted on shaving himself and liked selecting his own clothes. 

         
         So far, I liked what I heard. 

         
         The rest of the day passed in a whirlwind. Mr. Roosevelt’s speech had been captivating and inspiring. He was a great orator,
            and I could see why Mac was taken with him. I could also see why he didn’t think twice about following his boss to the White
            House. If I could only secure a position in this great house, then maybe leaving our home, our beloved family and friends,
            behind would make this move to Washington worth it.
         

         
         After the inauguration, the servants went off to begin preparing for the day’s many ceremonies. Mac had hinted at the fact
            that I would be alone today, as he would be highly occupied with the president-elect.
         

         
         Now the president of the United States.
         

         
         I managed to avoid Kathy and the other servants and ducked into the living quarters provided to Mac and me until permanent
            assignments were made. To my surprise, Mac was inside. Though I was happy to see him, I couldn’t say he felt the same. He
            was clearly frazzled and completely oblivious to my presence.
         

         
         “Mac, did you hear me?”

         
         He finally glanced over at me before turning his attention back to his task of tucking his shirt into his pants.

         
         “Sorry, Lizzie, honey. What did you say?”

         
         I bit the inside of my cheek to tamper down my annoyance. “I asked how you were doing.”

         
         “I’m running very late.”

         
         “You can still take two seconds to ask me how I’m doing.”

         
         He grabbed his jacket and came to stand in front of me. For the first time, I could clearly see the fatigue in his mocha-brown
            eyes. 
         

         
         “Sorry, dear. How did you enjoy the inauguration?”

         
         “I—”

         
         A sudden knock came at the door. 

         
         “Mac?” a deep male voice called out. “Are you ready? The president is asking for you.”

         
         Mac quickly shrugged on his dark suit jacket, which complemented his high-yellow complexion. With his short salt-and-pepper
            strands combed neatly back, he looked every part a refined valet. He planted a quick kiss on my cheek before rushing to the
            door. 
         

         
         “I’ve gotta go, honey. I’ll be back to get you when we break for dinner.”

         
         “All right.” I barely got those words out before he was out the door. I sat on the edge of the bed and glanced around the
            small room. What had started off as a hopeful, exciting day was quickly becoming as bleak as the weather. 
         

         
         This was the first time in all my adult life that I felt out of place and of no use. And never in my twenty-three years of
            serving others did I feel more invisible than I did today.
         

         
          

         The morning after the ceremony, Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt finally sent for me.

         
         Mac had returned to our room well after I had gone to bed last night and had risen earlier to begin his day with the president.
            It baffled me how we could be under the same roof again, yet still barely see each other.
         

         
         But I didn’t have time to think about us right now. I hurried across the fine red carpets and through the corridors of high
            white walls, passing by paintings and antiques that were about two centuries older than I was. My stomach was twisted in nerves
            as I was quietly ushered into the large office of the First Lady. 
         

         
         Behind the large mahogany desk sat Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt. I don’t know what I expected when I entered the office, but I hadn’t expected to be in awe of the woman. She had a prominent and elegant presence about her that exuded warmth, confidence, and grace. 

         
         When I stepped fully into her office, she rose from behind her desk, a friendly smile gracing her lips. 

         
         “Mrs. McDuffie, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

         
         She held out her hand to me and I shook it, a bit surprised by how much she towered over me. She was an attractively tall
            woman, and I could understand now why her presence was so striking. She was also very homely, but her blue eyes were kind
            and her calm, poised demeanor was very approachable. 
         

         
         “The pleasure is all mine, Mrs. Roosevelt.”

         
         “Please, have a seat.” She gestured toward the chair beside me before resuming her place behind her desk. “I apologize for
            not addressing your inquiry for possible employment with us sooner, but as you can imagine it’s been quite a circus the past
            few months.”
         

         
         “That’s quite all right.” Usually I was a bit more engaging than this, but my nerves couldn’t quite settle enough for me to
            relax around her. “I’m grateful you’ve found the time to meet with me.”
         

         
         She nodded. “Well, I was hoping Mrs. Nesbitt could also join us, but alas, there is so much to be done today. With that said,
            we could certainly use another skillful hand.”
         

         
         My heart skipped in delight. “I would be honored to be a part of your staff.” 

         
         “Well, tell me about yourself.”

         
         That was easy. I told her everything about my life growing up in Atlanta. I told her about my position as a children’s nurse to a maid for a variety of wealthy families in Atlanta. I told her about my twenty-three-year tenure with the Inmans, my time before that with the Hillyers, and also that time I worked as a nurse for a brilliant little blind girl, Elizabeth Pattillo, whom last I heard had become an accomplished pianist and instructor in music at the Maryland School for the Blind. 

         
         “You have an impressive résumé, Mrs. McDuffie.”

         
         I smiled at the First Lady. “Thank you, ma’am. And please call me Duffie.” 

         
         With that, I found myself offered a job as a third-floor maid.

         
         This meant I would make beds and look after some of the guest rooms, press clothes for guests, and be in charge of Miss Marguerite
            LeHand’s room. Apparently, the president’s personal secretary would also be residing within the White House.
         

         
         The head housekeeper, Mrs. Henrietta Nesbitt, immediately put me to work that afternoon. Because of the nickname Kathy had
            given her, I had expected someone a bit more . . . fluffy. Someone stout and rotund. Instead, the older woman was tall and
            slender, with pale brown, graying hair and large glasses that framed her narrow face. She was the woman in charge of the serving
            staff, and from what I had gathered in our short meeting, she did not take her position lightly. 
         

         
         “Mrs. McDuffie, we are pleased to have you with us. You will be reporting directly to Mrs. Rogers, but first a few ground
            rules.”
         

         
         During our brief meeting, I learned that there were six maids in total: the head maid, Mrs. Maggie Rogers, two chambermaids
            on the second floor, two on the third floor, and a bathroom maid. We all were to report for work at 8:00 a.m., and any changes
            in routine were assigned by Mrs. Nesbitt herself or Mrs. Rogers. When needed, the housemen would help us with the cleaning
            until noon.
         

         
         “Please report to Mrs. Rogers this morning for your first assignment.” 

         
         With that, I was given my uniform and escorted back to the bedroom that would be the official living quarters for Mac and me for the next four years. It was a decent bedroom with a connecting chamber, but I didn’t have time to admire our new space. I quickly donned my black moire dress and dainty white apron. Luckily, there was no cap to accompany the uniform. They never seemed to work well on me—especially on my naturally coarse hair. 

         
         I took a quick survey of myself in the nearby mirror, tucked a stray hair into place, and went in search of Mrs. Maggie Rogers,
            the head maid.
         

         
         I found her on the ground floor with the other housemaids. To my surprise, Mrs. Rogers, though very fair, was a colored woman.
            I filed in beside the other maids and was quite relieved to see Kathy standing at the opposite end. It helped my nerves some
            to see a familiar face. 
         

         
         “Mrs. McDuffie, I presume?” Mrs. Rogers asked. 

         
         I nodded. “Yes, ma’am. At your service.”

         
         “Excellent.” She inclined her head, then turned back to the other maids. Clasping her hands together, she said briskly, “Ladies,
            we have quite a busy week ahead of us.”
         

         
         Mrs. Rogers, whom I later learned had been at the White House since the Taft administration, gave us our assignments. To my
            pleasant surprise, Kathy and I were both assigned to work on the third floor, and I soon learned that we worked well as a
            team. Although the younger woman was a talker, she was also a hard worker.
         

         
         “How did your husband come to be the president’s valet?” Kathy asked as we worked together in one of the larger guest rooms.
            
         

         
         “Incidentally, like you, he got the opportunity from a previous client he was shaving at his barbershop.”

         
         “Barbershop? So he wasn’t a valet before?”

         
         “Once,” I clarified. “A long time ago, for a German consul. He must have been discussing this particular client because next thing he knows, the patron was asking how he would like to change jobs. He knew a man by the name of Roosevelt in Warm Springs, where he was doing construction work, who was looking for a valet.” 

         
         “I’ve heard that’s where the president gets his treatments for his polio,” Kathy whispered, as if talking about the subject
            was taboo.
         

         
         Perhaps it was. In public Mr. Roosevelt gave off this appearance that his disability wasn’t the hindrance that I knew it was.
            And because I knew
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