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Dedication

FOR SUSAN AND DAVID RICH,

my good friends





Epigraph

Who was the man who sowed the dragon’s teeth,

That fabulous or fanciful patriarch

Who sowed so ill for his descent, beneath

King’s Chapel in this underworld and dark?

—Robert Lowell, “At the Indian Killer’s Grave”

The German leaders are aware that Germany is defeated but others still hope that Hitler can work a miracle like an agreement with Russia or some such stunt.

—OSS official dispatch, Bern, November 1943
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Prologue: “A Pretty Good Haul”

The New York Times

STALIN BARED PLOT AGAINST PRESIDENT






INDUCED HIM TO MOVE TO SOVIET

EMBASSY, MAKING ANY TRIPS

IN STREETS UNNECESSARY






Special to THE NEW YORK TIMES

WASHINGTON. Dec.17—President Roosevelt disclosed today what the Russians said was a plot endangering his life at Tehran, the knowledge of which caused him to move his residence from the American Legation to the Soviet Embassy.

Mr. Roosevelt, mentioning the matter during his press conference in discussing the need for security, did not say specifically whether the plot was aimed at all three leaders meeting there, although he implied as much.

While the President was at the American Legation on his first night at Tehran Premier Stalin sent word to him of a plot and urged him to move over to the Soviet Embassy, which adjoined the British Embassy in the same compound.

Although he did not take much stock in the report, the President said, he moved the next day and everything went well from then on. All three leaders were in the same compound and did not have to pass through the streets. The American Legation was more than a mile from the Soviet compound.

The President observed that in a place like Tehran there probably were hundreds of German spies around and it would have been a pretty good haul for the Germans if they could have gotten all three of the conferees while they were going through the streets.





Part I

“The Inscrutable Workings of Fate”





1

AS THE CRISP, CLEAR MORNING dawned on the first day of June 1943, offering a hard blue sky and perfect weather for flying, the spy sat in the passenger terminal of Portela Airport outside Lisbon waiting to make a phone call. The call would be a death warrant.

His vantage point was a wooden bench shoved up against a rear wall, and his eyes surveyed the hectic scene playing out in front of him with a professional watcher’s focus. It was just after six a.m., but the terminal was already crowded, a tempest of voices sweeping through the high-ceilinged room. It was a clamor fueled by desperation. Jammed into the boxlike space were men, women, and families determined to get a ticket on the 7:30 a.m. British Overseas Airway Corporation (BOAC) plane to Whitchurch, England—a seat on the lifeboat that would be their escape from a Europe that was a rapidly sinking ship.

Over the past three cataclysmic years, Nazi Germany had tightened its sharp coils around much of the continent, but a resolute Portugal had nevertheless managed to carry on as a neutral state. And as tens of thousands of refugees—Jews, artists, Communists, and other freethinking enemies of the Reich—gathered up whatever they could and hurried to flee from the advancing goose-stepping hordes, they poured into Portugal. It was an oasis—yet one that was both temporary and ominously precarious. The country’s welcome, for one thing, was not open armed: refugees with the proper visas were granted a mere thirty-day residency. And while this statute was enforced by the Public Security Police more often than not with only a philosophical wink and a nod, the prospect of the country’s continued neutrality created more genuine terrors.

Neutrality was a dangerous national strategy; it was a contract that was not even worth the paper that had not been signed. At any moment the winds of war might come blowing in over the Pyrenees from Falangist Spain or Vichy France—and the refugees would be trapped at the end of the continent, backed up against the roiling Atlantic as the Gestapo sighted them in the crosshair.

The twin-propellered DC-3 that made four commercial flights each week from Lisbon to Whitchurch Airport outside Bristol offered a way out, the opportunity to escape once and for all from the Nazis’ murderous grasp. England would be a secure refuge; and from there, one could scramble to find a way to a new life in America, or Palestine. Dreams were fueled by such possibilities.

The obstacles to obtaining a ticket on a BOAC flight out of Lisbon, however, were formidable. One hurdle—albeit one that might be jumped by a nimble scheme or a king’s ransom—was the requirement of a transit visa. The other, however, was more inflexible, determined by the laws of an inexorable mathematics: there were only thirteen passenger seats on a DC-3.

The terminal was very much a seller’s marketplace. Day after frantic day, the bidding continued fast and furious.

Yet, like any fieldman on a mission, the spy would have found the discipline to pay only fleeting attention to the countless small and large dramas that fed the tumult storming about the terminal. He’d have concentrated on the faces. And, always conscientious, his glance would also have kept returning to the tarmac.

From his observation post on the bench, the view was perfect. Directly across the terminal, a row of three symmetrical windows, each as wide as a doorway and nearly as tall, gave an open view of the blacktopped runway. And there, with the early-morning sun simmering down on it as if a spotlight, the camouflage-painted plane, its name, Ibis, a tribute to the spindly ancient bird, painted in a cursive script under the cockpit window, the distinctive red, white, and blue BOAC stripes on its tail, stood, ready for boarding.

THE SPY WAITED, AND HE watched. He had been at the airport for days, ever since the order had been passed on from Berlin, and today was just like yesterday, and that had been the same as the day before. Yet his patience was undoubtedly fortified by the tenets any veteran professional would have learned the hard way: surveillance is a game played long; and more often than not, its diligence is without reward—the quarry never shows.

Worse, this assignment, he knew, was more improbable than most, its logic more a prayer than a certainty. Simply because the Distinguished Personage had returned to England the previous January from Bermuda on a commercial Boeing flying boat—the first transatlantic air trip in history by a world leader—that was no guarantee he’d repeat the experience. After all, even the Distinguished Personage, in soul-searching retrospect, had conceded that his last-minute decision to forgo the waiting battleship with its muscular escort of fast destroyers was “a rash thing.” To think that he’d once again take the identical foolhardy risk, traveling on an unprotected BOAC flight in wartime, was like believing that lightning would indeed strike twice. Yet Berlin had its agents lurking about the souks and cafés in North Africa, and they were reporting a tantalizing rumor: at the conclusion of the military meetings in Algiers and Tunis, the Distinguished Personage would fly out of Gibraltar to Lisbon. From there, he’d catch one of the scheduled DC-3s home. It was a question of only what day, what flight.

So the spy dutifully maintained his vigil. He kept the image of the Distinguished Personage focused in his mind’s eye, but he never expected to see it in the flesh. It was 7:25 and the propellers on the Ibis had started to twirl, quickly picking up speed. Soon the plane would be taxiing to the runway, and on its way back to England. He’d have passed another uneventful watch.

Then two events occurred, one more improbable than the other.

First, a couple exited the plane. Walking down the flight of steps that had been quickly wheeled up to the craft’s passenger door were a young boy and an older woman. She, too, had the demeanor of a professional watcher, but her attention was more maternal than conspiratorial; the boy’s mother, or perhaps the child’s nanny, it clearly seemed. But why were they coming off the aircraft? No one gives up a seat on the plane to England. Unless—

And no sooner had a startling hypothesis begun taking shape, than it was confirmed. Climbing up the stairs was the stooped and portly figure of a man dressed in a voluminous pin-striped suit, a bow tie perched under the double chin, a seven-inch cigar wedged in the fleshy mouth, and a dark homburg resting on his head like a tea cozy. The outfit was as distinctive as any uniform. And for further confirmation, although none was really needed, there was the presence of the man trailing closely behind—tall, rail thin, and deferential, fitting to a T the description in all the intelligence reports of the Distinguished Personage’s ever-present personal bodyguard.

Now it was immediately apparent why the boy and his keeper had left the plane. They had been bounced, their tickets revoked—to make room at the last minute for the two late-arriving VIPs.

In the electric moments that followed—and who could have blamed the spy if he felt as if war drums were pounding through his entire being?—he hurried to the nearest telephone to share his hard-won discovery: Winston Churchill, accompanied by the Scotland Yard inspector who habitually rode in his wake, would be on board the morning flight to England.

PERCHED HIGH ON A HILL in a stodgy, leafy neighborhood in the far reaches of Lisbon, the German embassy rose up behind a tall wrought iron fence like an impenetrable redbrick fortress. And on its very top floor, in a warren of dormer rooms that looked out toward the Atlantic and the unconquered world beyond the horizon, the Abwehr, the German military intelligence organization, had set up its headquarters. Albert von Karsthoff was the station chief, although few inside the embassy gates, and even fewer outside, knew it.

A major in the German army from a family of distinguished soldiers, he had, following the rules of his covert trade, reinvented himself with an assumed name (making sure, however, that his alias boasted a “von,” same as the surname that had been his genuine aristocratic birthright). And, more pretense, he was listed on the embassy rolls under the deliberately vague diplomatic title of “adjunct.” Even better, he lived his cover, as the professionals say with praise; and like the best disguises, it was rooted in his nature, only then some. Karsthoff tooled around Lisbon in a shiny Cadillac, often with his pet monkey sharing the front seat, and a vial of cocaine stashed in his diplomat’s well-cut dark suit. Every evening was a fiesta. He cut such a flamboyant, fun-loving figure that it never occurred to the legions of Allied intelligence agents meeching through the shadows of neutral Lisbon that he was a fellow operative, let alone the Nazis’ master spy in the city. It was Karsthoff’s private line—five digits seared into every local Abwehr agent’s memory—that the spy called from the airport.

As luck would have it, Karsthoff was at his desk—either just arrived or, no less likely, still in his evening clothes preparing to head home after a long night—when the early-morning call came in. He listened with attention; the details of the Ibis’s flight plan were essential. At once he knew he had to make a decision, one that could affect his career—and, more consequentially, the entire course of the war. He had only moments to make it.

The Wehrmacht, with typically tedious Germanic exactitude, was an armed forces fortified by its allegiance to rules and procedures. The method for contacting the Luftwaffe’s air units in the North Atlantic had been set down in martial stone in “Luftwaffe Regulation 16, The Conduct of the Aerial War,” a work signed by no less an imperious authoritarian than Reichsmarschall Hermann Göring. The links in the chain of command, the manual decreed, must be rattled in a strict progression: first, contact the air fleet commander in Paris; if he concurred that something crucial hung in the balance, he’d pass the particulars along to the Flying Corps Regional Command based at the seaport town of Lorient, France; and from there an action order would at last be conveyed to the field commander at the Mérignac air base near Bordeaux, whose squadrons hunted in the skies above the pounding waves breaking across the Bay of Biscay. But with the tick of every second counting, as well as with a battlefield wisdom born out of sour experiences that had taught that intelligence was of value only if it were translated into timely action, Karsthoff made a decision. He defied the regulations. In an act that would become part of the legend surrounding the entire operation, he made flash priority contact directly with the flying leader of fighter wing KG 40 at Mérignac.

It was nearly ten a.m. at the Luftwaffe base when the klaxon finally roared, tearing the quiet morning apart. At once pilots and crew scrambled across the tarmac to their fighters. Eight Junkers Ju-88s, fast, well-armed attack planes, took off angled toward the sun. Their powerful Jumo engines rumbling, the fighters climbed above the clouds. They raced west in a tight V formation, the pilots in the glass-roofed cockpits scanning the horizon for their prey.

THE PILOT OF THE IBIS heard before he saw. Above him was the unmistakable sound of an aircraft. No, not one: two. Two planes hidden somewhere high in the clouds over his glass canopy, yet the whirl of their propellers and thrust of their engines and his sudden uneasy state made it seem as if they were close enough for someone to reach down and grab him by the scruff of his neck.

“I am being followed by strange aircraft,” the Ibis’s pilot radioed.

As he spoke, two Ju-88s came crashing through the clouds, homing in on their target. “Indians at eleven o’clock,” the Luftwaffe flight leader announced.

The Ibis’s only hope was to outrace the attack planes. “Putting on best speed,” the pilot, full of pluck, informed Portela air traffic control.

The lumbering DC-3 had no chance. The diving Ju-88s, with their supercharged engines at full throttle, emerged from the clouds at a dizzying speed, their guns trained like magnets on the slow plane. “A!A!” the Luftwaffe flight leader ordered. Attack! Attack!

At once a barrage of 20-millimeter cannon shells boomed across the sky and machine guns poured out bullets in a terrifying cascade of 1,200 rounds per minute.

“Cannon shells and tracers going through the fuselage,” the Ibis radioed. “Wave hopping and doing my best.”

Flames streamed wildly from the DC-3. Then the port engine gave out, and the plane fell from the sky.

Suddenly, three parachutists jumped from the plunging plane. But flames engulfed their chutes, and they fell from high into the sea as if weighed down by boulders. The plane hit the water, too. It seemed for a moment that it might float, but then it sunk quickly into the dark, frigid waters of the Bay of Biscay.

The eight Ju-88s flew around the crash site in slow, careful circles, their crews keeping a close watch on the ominously still sea. When they were convinced there were no survivors, the fighters returned to the base, their mission accomplished.

ONLY IT WAS THE WRONG mission. It did not matter that the operation was a tactical success. It was a complete and utter strategic mistake. The crucial error lay in the intelligence that had provoked the aerial attack.

There had been two last-minute arrivals boarding the flight to Whitchurch. And true, one was a rotund and rumpled man in a dark suit, a long cigar wedged between his ample lips and a homburg planted on his head; while the other, trailing behind, was long, lean, and sprightly. The problem was they were not the prime minister of England and his Scotland Yard bodyguard.

They were two doppelgängers. Leslie Howard, the fifty-year-old British actor who had won movie fame as the resourceful and indestructible Scarlet Pimpernel had now been cast by the impulsive Abwehr agent as Detective Walter Thompson. The actor’s business manager and traveling companion, Alfred Chenhalls—who, down to the telltale cigar, was dressed for the part—had been given the role of Winston Churchill.

By the time the enraged British papers reported the downing of the defenseless civilian Flight 777, the genuine prime minister’s plane had safely landed in England. He had prudently taken off under the protective cover of darkness from Gibraltar in a military aircraft and had flown across the ocean surrounded by an attentive guard of RAF fighters.

In the rush of wartime days that followed, each measured out in countless unnecessary deaths and woeful tragedies, the Abwehr’s misguided attempt to change the course of the war with one opportunistic assassination was relegated to a small, sad footnote in the larger and still very much uncertain march of history. “The brutality of the Germans,” observed the intended victim with an understandable anger, “was only matched by the stupidity of their agents.” But even Churchill in the end took refuge in a weary, if not mystical, stoicism, consigning the needless murders of the fifteen people unlucky enough to have been on board Flight 777 to “the inscrutable workings of fate.”

YET THE ALLIES WERE A triumvirate, a three-headed monster. “A Hydra,” was how the classically educated Abwehr head, Admiral Wilhelm Canaris, put it in a ruminative conversation in his office with his fellow spies not long after the wrong plane had been shot out of the sky. And in case they had not enjoyed the enriching benefits of an education similar to his, he thoughtfully went on to remind them how the Greek tale ended: Hercules succeeds in killing the beast, but only after lopping off all its heads.

In the strained and tense days that followed this discussion, it was decided by the Nazi high command that Churchill’s escape had simply been bad luck, certainly no harbinger, no sign that all their subsequent efforts would be doomed. After all, Canaris had a point: the beast had many heads.

A decision was made to target the president of the United States and the Soviet marshal.

THE IDEA WAS TO COME at FDR from the sea. The daring scheme, hatched by Section 6 of the Reich Security Head Office (Reichssicherheitshauptamt or RSHA), would be a follow-up to Operation Pastorius (the name an ironic tribute to the founder of the first German settlement in America). In that June 1942 mission, U-boats had ferried rigorously trained Nazi agents to the beaches of Long Island and Florida. Their objective was to create terror—blow up bridges, factories, and railways, even poison the New York water system. And their bombs would have started exploding all across the country if one of the saboteurs, preferring to settle in America rather than blow it to smithereens, hadn’t turned himself in to the FBI. With his alarming confession as their guide, the G-men swiftly rounded up the other conspirators.

But this failure—a logistical triumph doomed in the end by only a single shaky operative, the spymasters kept telling themselves—didn’t mean a similarly designed mission to assassinate President Franklin D. Roosevelt would not succeed. Once again, they’d deliver agents to the beaches of Long Island. The assassins would make their way to Washington, and then a well-aimed bullet would bring the tyrant down. How could it fail? Even Hitler had endorsed its underlying blunt practicality: a lone shooter can accomplish anything. “I understand why 90 percent of historical murders were successful. . . . There can be no complete safety,” the Führer conceded.

Yet while put down on paper, the plan was never set in motion. Why? Were the knotty tactical demands too daunting? Would smuggling marksmen into America and then getting them close enough to fix the well-guarded FDR in their sights present too difficult a challenge? Or, as one of the men high up in the Nazi foreign minister’s office who’d read the operational memo flared, was the very prospect of killing the American president “absolute madness”? (His moral squeamishness, though, was voiced only after the war was over.) Whatever the reason, the spymasters’ resolve faltered.

WHICH LEFT STALIN. THE NAZIS’ intention to assassinate the Soviet premier did—quite literally, in fact—take flight. A German military transport took off from Riga with two turncoat Russians aboard, as well as a bomb that was a masterwork of lethal ingenuity. “Our experts produced a strange mechanism made exclusively for this purpose—Stalin’s assassination,” the head of the foreign intelligence service of the Reich Security Office bragged with a proprietary pride. “The explosive was fist-sized and resembled a handful of mud. It was to be affixed to Stalin’s automobile. . . . The radio transmitter, intended to activate the bomb, was no larger than a cigarette box and could automatically explode the bomb from a distance of ten kilometers. The explosion was so powerful that almost nothing remained of the car on which we tried it.”

In the dead of a rain-swept Russian night, the two agents, the valuable device carefully cushioned in a rucksack, parachuted from the plane. Their objective was to make their clandestine way to the military site the Abwehr had determined was the Russian marshal’s field headquarters. Once they’d identified Stalin’s vehicle and stuck the deadly glob of mud to the undercarriage, the rest would be easy: a matter of having the cold-blooded patience to wait until the precise moment to press the transmitter button.

They never even got close to the car. According to the German version of events, the two parachutists had the misfortune of touching down in the midst of a Soviet troop patrol. The smirking Russians, however, told a different, and more self-serving, story: the turncoats were not traitors, but double agents who all along had been in the employ of the Soviet intelligence service, the NKVD.

The result, however, was indisputable: once again the Nazis had failed.

MORE TROUBLING, THE TIMING COULD not have been worse.

And it wasn’t just that the war was not going well for Germany. By the tail end of the icy European winter of 1943, after the demoralizing defeat of the Sixth Army at Stalingrad, after the Allies, invigorated by battalions of gung-ho American troops and newly built squadrons of US bombers, had begun openly discussing the inevitable invasion of Europe, most of the Nazi leadership had conceded that victory on the battlefield was a lost cause.

In its place, a resigned, coolly pragmatic endgame strategy had emerged: the Reich would snatch a stalemate from the jaws of defeat. The Wehrmacht would keep the world at arms, keep the life-and-death struggle going—until an acceptable peace could be negotiated. At the conclusion of the hostilities, Germany would emerge still strong and—or so went the wild hopes of the more optimistic true believers—maintain control over the eastern European territories it had conquered.

Preliminary back-channel talks—“officially unofficial,” according to the deliberately obfuscating diplomatic jargon—for a negotiated settlement were already going on. In Bern, Allen Dulles, the chief American spy based in Europe, had met with civilian and military representatives of the German resistance. And in Stockholm, Abram Stevens Hewitt, an American intelligence officer who was, he liked to boast, FDR’s “personal representative,” lay day after soothing day across a massage table as his aching back was expertly kneaded by the pudgy Finnish doctor who had been dispatched by SS Reichführer Heinrich Himmler. As the healing fingers of Dr. Felix Kersten—dismissed by some wags in the SS as “Himmler’s Magic Buddha,” but of course only when the Reichführer wasn’t within hearing—prodded the spy’s flesh, the masseuse and his patient entered into authorized discussions about what it would take to end the fighting.

In the meantime, until the last episodes of the war could grind to their slow conclusion on the battlefields, in the back rooms, and on the massage tables, it was Himmler who articulated the high command’s new, quiescent marching orders. “Bravery is composed of faith,” he preached to a gathering of SS generals and staff officers. “It’s faith that wins battles, faith that achieves victories.”

But then faith became impossible.

On January 24, 1943, the last day of the meetings in liberated Casablanca between the American president and the British prime minister, FDR took it upon himself to set the uncompromising terms that would end the war. “We shall fight until Germany’s, Italy’s, and Japan’s unconditional surrender,” he announced with stony determination at the conference’s final press conference.

With those unyielding words—“unconditional surrender”—the Nazi high command’s fantasies were ground into wistful sand. There would be no negotiated peace. Instead, the generals and their willing underlings abruptly understood they faced a rapidly approaching future in which they would have to answer to Allied military tribunals for their unforgivable crimes, for their methodical extermination of Jews and other civilians, for the horrors they’d so complacently let loose on the world. Retribution was inevitable. In the end, they would pay with their lives.

With this heavy knowledge, the string of unsuccessful assassinations was no longer one of merely poorly planned operations. Nor could these mishaps simply be dismissed with some forlorn words about “inscrutable fate.” A grimmer realization took hold among the agonized men who controlled the Reich: These had been, it was now clear, do-or-die missions. Their significance had been historic. They had been the last chance to change the course of the conflict and the terms of the peace. Only they had failed, and the opportunity had passed forever.
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SECRET SERVICE AGENT MIKE REILLY also had irretrievably failed, or so he sincerely believed at the time. He’d been expected to use his body as a shield for the president. It was the fundamental, inviolate rule of the job: You take the hit. Flesh stops knives and bullets. He was supposed to stay close, be ready to move in a split second to put himself in front of the president. But on that Indian summer afternoon in 1936, he’d blundered foolishly.

Over the course of a single horrible moment—an instant that stretched on for an eternity in his agonized mind—he watched as a dagger went hurling through the air straight at the president.

There was nothing either of them—not Mike, and certainly not FDR—could do to stop it. And while the incident would turn out to be nothing more than a close call, its malicious intent more theater than actual harm, it would nevertheless continue to haunt his thoughts. It became indelible, the scale by which he’d always measure all his fears.

UP UNTIL THEN, IT HAD been among the happiest of campaign trips in Mike’s short professional life as a guardian of the president. It wasn’t just that Franklin Roosevelt loved campaigning, the liberating opportunity to distance himself from Washington’s petty, internecine battles by barnstorming across the country. Nor was it simply that he was good at it, and that his vain delight over the tumultuous ovations from the crowds cheering his folksy, buoyantly optimistic speeches was infectious; Mike, despite the requisite on-duty pose of detachment, couldn’t help but be stirred. Similar irrepressible joys had, after all, been part of the flavor of past outings when the Boss (as Mike, with a breezy deference, always called the president) took to the stump.

This swing around America, however, had its own unique animating quality. The 1936 presidential campaign—FDR dueling for his second term against Alf Landon—had the feel of a victory march. From Jim Farley, the president’s canny, longtime campaign manager, to John Mays, the dignified White House butler who had been catering to the whims of Great Men since the days of McKinley, there was a solid confidence among those who basked in FDR’s sun that the election would be a mere formality. It was a sentiment that transformed the long, exhausting journey down the campaign trail into an unusually agreeable adventure for the presidential entourage.

By the time FDR got to Erie, Pennsylvania, in the last days of fall, Mike, along with the rest of the Secret Service detail, was also feeling good about things; with the November election just weeks away, they were in the home stretch. Not that any of them could forget “the rough evening,” as Mike would refer to it with a professional’s tact, that had nearly ruined the start of the reelection campaign.

It’d been a night that had shouted out the seldom-spoken singular challenge at the operational heart of protecting this president: FDR was, as Mike bluntly put it, “a helpless cripple, incapable of walking unaided a single foot.” An autoimmune neuropathy (diagnosed at the time as poliomyelitis) had left him, fifteen years earlier at the age of thirty-nine, paralyzed from the waist down. It was a condition that those close to FDR conspired to keep, as best they could, secret from the American public. The heavy steel braces on the president’s legs had been painted a deep black to blend in with his trousers, and the press photographers were by and large sufficiently complicit not to snap away when FDR was in his wheelchair. But the men who guarded him knew that they were responsible for the safety of an immobile target.

This complication had been driven deeply home that night at Franklin Field. Twenty-four hours after the convention in Philadelphia had nominated FDR by acclamation, he had come to the cavernous college football stadium packed with well-wishers to give his acceptance speech. Holding tightly on to the arm of his son Jimmy for support, the nominee made his deliberate, stiff-legged way—each rigid step a small battle—through the narrow path behind the stage that Mike and the crew had cleared. Progress was slow; many people wanted to congratulate the beaming FDR. As he neared the stage, the president with his one free hand waved a salutary greeting toward an old acquaintance, Edwin Markham. The elderly poet, the white beard flowing down his chest giving him the countenance of a fiery biblical prophet, responded by extending his hand; FDR, with a veteran politician’s reflex, reached through the sea of bodies to grasp it. And at that instant the crowd surged. Jimmy, overwhelmed, fell heavily against his father, and with the added weight, the president’s right leg brace snapped. The president collapsed. His descent was hard and fast; he heaved forward like a tree felled by the final blow of an ax. But before he slammed into the ground, Mike, propelled by sheer instinct, managed to get his shoulder wedged under the president’s right armpit. He also found the battle sense to scream at Markham, “Don’t move!” He feared some trigger-happy agent, mistaking the wildly bearded man’s good-spirited greeting as a deliberate assault, would shoot first and ask questions later. But Markham obeyed, or perhaps was too stunned to move. And then Mike, with a single mighty tug, lifted the president to his feet. He held FDR tight, doing his best to steady him. Both men were shaking.

Gus Gennerich, another member of the detail, refastened the screws that had popped on the brace. Yet the president, who even in the best of circumstance had little confidence in the efficacy of the heavy steel contraptions that bound his legs, was not ready to make his way to the stage. Supported by Mike and Gennerich, he stood inertly, his face a ghostly white. There was a long silence, and Mike supposed that what both the Boss and he were feeling was fear.

Finally, once more in control, FDR snapped, “Clean me up.” And soon they were making their way to the stage.

The incident had been witnessed only by the people who’d been backstage, and, party loyalists, they rarely talked about it. The thousands of people jammed into the stadium’s stands and field seats had no inkling of what had transpired. What they would remember about the evening was FDR’s exhorting with a prescient authority, “This generation of Americans has a rendezvous with destiny.” Nor would they ever forget a triumphant FDR circling the field in his open-topped car at the ceremony’s end, and the collective full-throated cheer that rose up into the starry night sky above Philadelphia, a sustained, gigantic noise loud enough, or so it seemed to Mike, to reverberate across the heavens.

But Mike never got over that “rough evening,” and having made it to Erie without further incident and the end of a seemingly victorious campaign now in sight, he at last dared to allow himself a cheery confidence. Reinforcing his upbeat, end-of-term mood even further was the venue: the Boss would be talking from the narrow platform on the last car of the presidential train.

Vigilance, Mike would often moan, was the bodyguard’s “unending headache.” Still, in the course of his dutiful career, Mike had learned that some headaches were worse than others. Motorcades, he felt, presented the greatest threats. “I guess the President is most vulnerable when passing slowly through a city,” he’d decided from tense experience. “We watched the crowd along the route, the rooftops, the windows.” Yet there was always the unsettling possibility that they might’ve missed something—the one window, the one rooftop, that hid an assassin poised to strike.

When the Boss was heading out on the presidential train, however, the detail breathed easier. The train was as safe as a citadel, built by the Pullman Company with three-inch-thick bulletproof glass windows and a rock-solid body forged out of armored steel. A truck could hit broadside, sticks of dynamite could explode on the roadbed, machine guns could strafe—and the presidential car, as well as its occupants, would press on. There were even two intricate elevator systems in the rear compartment that allowed the wheelchair-bound president to be lowered to the ground, thereby avoiding the risk (as well as the indignity) of the Boss’s being carried from the train like a child in the arms of a beefy Secret Service agent.

Another godsend: when the presidential train pulled into a town, there was no need for an automotive caravan to make a potentially dangerous trip to the waiting crowd. FDR would be propped up on the train’s tiny back platform, his concealed braces keeping his legs as straight and rigid as telephone poles; the Secret Service agents would discreetly step back; and then the crowd would be ushered in, assembling on the tracks facing the president.

On that fateful afternoon in Erie, FDR, his usual genial smile animating his face, was standing upright on the rear platform in front of a waist-high rail while in his high, plumy voice he beseeched the crowd spread out below him to cast their vote for the Democrats and the New Deal. At the same time, Mike, experiencing no unusual concerns, had taken up a position among the onlookers.

Suddenly, a knife was hurled from the depths of the crowd. Its swift trajectory had the blade on a straight course toward the president’s chest.

FDR saw it coming. But he was helpless. He could not move. His legs were locked stiffly in place.

There was absolutely nothing Mike could do. He stood in the crowd, watching impotently—his shudder giving way to the dreaded realization that the day of reckoning had come.
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FOUR YEARS EARLIER, IT’D BEEN a matter of chance that Mike had signed on with the US Treasury Department, the government office that controlled the Secret Service. In fact, if he hadn’t uncharacteristically splurged on the twenty-cent taxi ride that rainy day in 1932, then he wouldn’t have had the conversation that set him on the path to become the president’s bodyguard.

Mike had come to Washington as an unambitious twenty-two-year-old with the plan—more a casual choice than a decision rooted in either any genuine interest or conviction—to study law. He’d grown up in the wilderness copper mining town of Anaconda, Montana, at the foot of the lofty mountain range that had given the municipality its name. His father, Bernard, worked in the mine, and like most of the miners, had immigrated from Ireland; Saint Patrick’s Day was, by the happy local custom, a weeklong, well-served celebration. And Mike had inherited his father’s proud Irish, and devoutly Roman Catholic, soul, as well as dark, curly hair, brown, twinkling eyes, self-effacing wit, and, not least, fondness for drink. By many accounts (more bemused than judgmental), he was very much his father’s son, spending long evenings belly up to the bar with a shot glass of whiskey grasped in his hand, and in the course of these marathons his moods would fly mercurially about, running the gamut from jokey to maudlin to sentimental in the course of draining a bottle. Mike, too, would sheepishly concede that he’d “known my share of hangovers.”

But where the son differed from the father was in his sheer size. Mike was a broad-shouldered mountain of a man with a fighter’s thick brow, as imposing in his darkly handsome way as any of the peaks he could see from his childhood bedroom window. And while Mike could, when his dander was up or it suited his purpose, be an intimidating presence, he more often than not went about in a soft-spoken, unchallenging way, carrying his bulk with a born athlete’s easy grace. It was this natural prowess, fortified by, once the game began, a suddenly competitive streak, that had made him a high-scoring basketball forward as well as a sure-handed right end on the football team at Regis, the Jesuit college he’d attended on scholarship in Denver.

When graduation came, he’d managed (“against all odds,” he’d say with a typically self-deprecating honesty) to squeak gratefully by with Cs in most of the demanding Jesuit courses. Nevertheless, he’d made a name for himself on campus as an athlete as well as a jovial (at least when sober) and fun-loving frat boy, so when he asked the good fathers what he should do with the rest of his life, someone suggested law. The one thing Mike knew for certain was that he didn’t want to go back to small-time Anaconda or the perpetual nighttime of working in the belly of a copper mine. With an amicable resolve, he agreed he might as well give law a shot. The old-boy Jesuit network found him a place across the country at George Washington University in DC. His first class was in September 1932.

After six months of struggling not only in the classroom but also making ends meet (law schools didn’t bestow scholarships on former football players), Mike knew he needed a job. The university’s placement office directed him to the newly created Farm Credit Administration (FCA). A division of the Treasury Department, the FCA was one of FDR’s godsend creations to help struggling farmers get through hard times, and Mike hoped they could find room for another bureaucratic pencil pusher. He wasn’t hunting for anything permanent, just part-time work, something that would pay enough so he could sit down to a decent meal for a change. He wasn’t prepared to give up on all the imagined possibilities that a law degree would bring.

At the end of the FCA interview, however, the only offer made was for a full-time position. I’ll think about it, Mike said without enthusiasm; and then, after glancing at his watch, he realized that if he hurried, he could still be on time for his next class at George Washington. With the rain pelting down and the clock ticking, Mike, despite his strapped straits, impulsively decided to hail a cab.

Mike instructed the driver to head to the campus, and the cabbie abruptly asked, “Do you go to George Washington?”

Mike confirmed that he did, and the garrulous driver continued his interrogation: “Studying law?”

An affirmative grunt, so the cabbie’s monologue picked up speed. “I went there. Graduated head of the law class.”

“Boy, that’s pretty good,” Mike said politely. Then he returned to his thoughts, mulling the unexpected choice the FCA interviewer had put before him. Only to burst out incredulously: “You finished at the head of the law class?”

“That’s right.”

Mike considered the cabbie’s depressing career trajectory and swiftly came to the uneasy realization that his own legal prospects would be a lot dimmer. “Would you mind taking me back to the Farm Credit Administration building?” he asked. “Quick!”

By the day’s end, Mike had become a full-time Treasury Department employee and a law school dropout. “American jurisprudence would have to carry on as best it could without Michael Francis Reilly,” he decided equably.

IT WAS A JOB WITH a steady paycheck, and he was quite happy except for the work: he spent his days making his dogged way through a small mountain of government forms. But Washington was a convivial city, and he made lots of friends. He could walk into downtown bars and someone would be sure to call out, “Hey, Mike.” And while former football players don’t win law scholarships, they do win hearts. He was juggling several girlfriends, and it suited him to keep the relationships noncommittal.

Then, for reasons that were never explained to him, his FCA bosses plucked him from the rows of young men hunched over their desks to make him an investigator. The only qualification he had, as best Mike could figure, was that he possessed the intimidating look of a bruiser; “a large, strong character with normal brains and plenty of muscle,” was how he sketched his own self-portrait. The powers that be had their eyes on a purportedly corrupt farm lending administrator in Tennessee and, he surmised, they’d reasoned that if it required a little pushing and shoving to get the goods, well, so much the better.

When Mike went down to Memphis, he made two discoveries, and each came as an unexpected surprise. First, the embezzler’s sole crime was being a registered Republican, and while that, Mike would concede, “did come dangerously close to lawbreaking” in the South, it was not sufficient reason, he felt, for losing a job. A lifetime of going to mass had left him too much of a moralist to railroad an innocent man. And second, Mike learned that he genuinely enjoyed foraging in dark corners. He was, he’d say with modest pride in his newfound skills, “an Irish cop, more muscle than brain.”

His evenhanded work on the case made him political enemies in Tennessee but won admirers in the department: the title of “investigator” became, to his delight, permanent. Soon he was running across the country as he chased down one corruption suspect after another. A string of successes brought Mike to the attention of the Interior Department, and they recruited him to run to ground a cabal of energy profiteers. Here his tenacious work led, he’d celebrate, “to indictments against some of our proudest oil and gasoline peddlers.”

Then marriage put a sudden damper on his roving bloodhound’s career. He had met a pretty red-haired secretary, Roby, who worked in the office of Senator Samuel Shortridge of California. Suddenly, all he could think about was commitment. After a whirlwind courtship, they married in 1935 and Mike realized he’d need a new job, one in which an investigator could stay in one place long enough to raise a family. Mike decided a transfer to the Secret Service (also part of the Treasury Department) would do the trick. “I would be assigned to a district somewhere in the United States, and the extent of my travel would be an occasional few days, not more than an overnight from home,” according to the sensible future he’d plotted.

It all went as he’d planned, at first. In June 1935, his transfer to the Secret Service went through and he was quickly sent to his home state of Montana. He figured Roby and he would put down stakes close to his relatives and life would play itself out without any dramas. Which was just what happened—and it left him bored silly. After all the heady cases tracking down genuine big-time villains, he found it dispiriting to be shoved off to the hinterlands. His investigative challenges were mostly low-grade tax-avoidance cases. Worse, he knew many of the culprits from high school or college. In their former lives they had drunk a lot of beers, chased a lot of girls, played for the same teams. If Mike had his way, he’d simply give any of his old buddies, he’d suggested, “a clout in the mouth and let him go.” That punishment would fit the crime. But having to put the cuffs on a man with whom he’d palled around—that didn’t sit right with Mike. He didn’t want to be the one who upended a friend’s life. At the same time, he’d be violating his own sense of honor if he didn’t do the job the Treasury Department was paying him to do. Rather than having to go on making uncomfortable choices, Mike put in for a transfer.

Before the year was out he was assigned to Secret Service District 16. That was the White House detail. His job: to protect the president.

AND THAT HAD BEEN, LARGELY, the professional career that had brought Mike to the unsettling moment in Erie, Pennsylvania: staring with wide-eyed rage as a dagger flew at the man he was to keep safe at all costs.

Mike was running on the balls of his feet, shoulders down, smashing his way through the crowd, when the dagger hit the president smack in the chest.

And then bounced to the platform.

Mike vaulted over the waist-high guardrail and held the weapon in his hand. Incredulous, he ran a finger along the blade. But even after that, it still required another moment before he could make full sense of what had happened. Before he finally came to terms with the fact that it was a rubber dagger. It had been hurled to frighten the president, not to kill him.

The president made light of the attack. Yet that was only a small consolation for Mike. Even after his anger subsided, he could not stop thinking about what might have been.

The next morning at mass, Mike gave thanks. And from the depths of his heart, he silently prayed that his luck would not run out.
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THEN CAME THE WAR. And at once Mike knew his prayers had gone unanswered: his luck had run out. There was Before Pearl Harbor and After, and in the aftermath his job would never be the same.

Like the rest of the nation, Mike would always remember where he was when he learned about the Japanese surprise attack. Only he had the distinction of hearing the news before it reached even the president. Weekends in the White House were a slow time; a skeleton staff roamed through the corridors, and they went about in a relaxed walk, not the usual officious scurrying. On Sunday, December 7, 1941, Mike, on duty, found himself filling the empty afternoon sitting in the cubbyhole office of the mansion’s chief usher talking fishing; a young naval aide, resplendent in his gold-braided uniform, sat slouched in an adjacent chair with his eyes closed as though trying to sleep while his boss, the naval secretary, ate lunch in the next room with the president. The phone rang, and Wilson Searles, the usher, interrupted his long-winded tale about some pesky trout that’d gotten away to answer it. He listened, and then offhandedly passed the receiver to the aide, explaining, “It’s the Navy Department calling you.”

The young man pulled himself from his chair and put the phone to his ear. At once all his previous lassitude vanished, and, immediately alert, he was bellowing into the receiver, “My God, you don’t mean Pearl Harbor’s been bombed?” Searles’s story stopped in midsentence. Mike’s head snapped back, as if a roundhouse sucker punch had landed, which it had. The reeling naval aide couldn’t even manage to hang up the phone; it took him two tries before he succeeded in putting the receiver into the telephone cradle.

Then the initial shock passed, and they were on the move. The aide ran off to alert his boss and the president. At the same time Mike, careering down the carpeted mansion hallway like the right end he was a lifetime earlier, went straight to the White House switchboard. “Start calling in all the Secret Service men who are off duty,” he instructed the operator. “All the White House police, too.” Picking up a phone, he called Ed Kelly, Washington’s chief of police, telling him to send sixteen uniformed men over to the White House right away, and “don’t tell them why.” Next he started reaching out to his superiors. Mike couldn’t locate Colonel Ed Starling, the chief of the detail; Starling and his wife apparently were spending a sunny Sunday afternoon driving through the Virginia countryside. He did find Frank Wilson, the chief of the US Secret Service, who took the news with an icy calm, and then began tearing into Mike as if the war were somehow his fault. Finally, Mike spoke to Henry Morgenthau Jr., the imperious treasury secretary and the Secret Service’s ultimate boss, and, the way Mike remembered it, for once Morgenthau’s usual treacly reserve was overwhelmed. He let out a scream “as though stabbed.” Recovering, he ordered that the guard be doubled immediately. But before Mike could act on that, Morgenthau was back on the phone, demanding that the guard be quadrupled and machine guns issued all around.

It was at that moment, the phone pressed against his ear, that Mike saw the president being pushed in his wheelchair to the Oval Office. “His chin stuck out about two feet in front of his knees and he was the maddest Dutchman I—or anybody—ever saw,” he’d recall, the fierce countenance of the normally affable president locked in his memory. The Boss, he realized, was now a wartime commander in chief.

As the arriving agents and police officers were being deployed, Morgenthau showed up. He wanted to hear all the protective measures the detail had taken. Mike ran through them, but it didn’t seem the treasury secretary was paying much attention. Instead, his eyes kept darting to the White House’s windows. Mike was perplexed until he realized Morgenthau was searching the sky for enemy aircraft. For the first time Mike fully comprehended that now anything was possible.

The next day, Mike was summoned to Frank Wilson’s office. He didn’t know what to expect. He feared the head of the service was going to reprimand him for not having done enough to protect the Boss in the first chaotic hours of this new war. He was blindsided, then, when Wilson announced that Morgenthau had just signed an order promoting Mike to supervising agent of the president’s Secret Service detail.

At thirty-one, Mike found himself in charge of the safety of Franklin D. Roosevelt, the leader of a nation at war. The weight of his new responsibilities landed on his broad shoulders with a sudden, nearly crushing force. “It was something to give a man,” he’d admit without embarrassment, “cold shivers in the daytime and nightmares in bed. It did both.”

The Boss was no longer just “a high priority target” for the mentally unsound. At any moment the president could be, Mike imagined with a fresh shudder of dread, in the sights of “a regiment of Axis assassins.” Mike understood it would be his job “to outwit them.” And he knew they wouldn’t come armed with rubber knives.

SHOULD THE WHITE HOUSE BE painted black?

But would that be sufficient? Perhaps engineers also needed to alter the course of the Potomac and Anacostia Rivers. Even if the mansion were camouflaged, an enemy pilot could still follow these waterways; the building was, any map made clear, a measured mile from their confluence. It would be an easy bit of navigation.

Maybe, then, the only secure alternative was to relocate the president’s residence, find a home and office for him farther inland, away from the dangerous geography of the East Coast.

Such was the heightened anxiety in the uncertain days after America went to war that these precautions against aerial bombing attacks, as well as other similarly impulsive suggestions, were discussed with an earnestness that, only in retrospect, seems fantastic. Yet at the time the challenges were unprecedented. FDR was the first president who had to be protected against enemy nations that had aircraft that could fly across oceans to drop payloads of bombs or platoons of paratroopers from the sky above Washington. There were remote-controlled devices that, in the hands of spies or fifth columnists, could be detonated from a distance to blow up bridges, railroads, even buildings. And, if all the jittery rumors buzzing through the city were to be believed, the Nazis had high-powered rockets that could be shot off from faraway locations and strike with lethal accuracy. Mike’s overactive imagination was grinding out one horror after another, and yet he knew however preposterous they might seem, he could not afford to be contemptuous of any of them: too much was at stake. Guided as much by his fears as any firm military expertise, he threw himself into the multifaceted task of making sure the White House was put on a wartime footing.

Before the war, Mike’s persistent four-in-the-morning, staring-at-the-ceiling worry was fire. The White House, he judged with a professional’s unsentimental objectivity, was “the biggest firetrap in America, bar none.” Compounding his distress was the fact that the man he’d have to rescue from an inferno was unable to walk. FDR couldn’t make his own escape. Mike, therefore, had fire chutes installed in the president’s bedroom that (or so he tried to convince himself) would enable him to slide from a window to the White House lawn. And, a more realistic insurance against disaster, agents had also practiced, and practiced again, the procedure of grabbing the president from his bed and carrying him down a flaming staircase until they could do it blindfolded (which might as well have been the case if the flames and smoke were thick).

But that concern, Mike learned after his first wartime security conference with the building’s engineers, was nearly insignificant when measured against another cause for alarm. A bomb wouldn’t need to land directly on the White House; the tremors from even a near miss would cause the mansion, the engineers predicted with a dramatic certainty, to “crumble like a stack of cards.” The building, they explained, was constructed with mere oyster shell mortar and limestone blocks. It wouldn’t survive a bombing attack.

Spurred on by that unnerving appraisal, as well as by the horrifying mental image of Japanese planes unloading their bombs on the US Pacific fleet, Mike realized he needed to find a bomb shelter for the boss. At once. He swiftly located a suitable spot—only first he had to get the authorities to remove several tons of opium.

Across a narrow street from the White House stood the stately, stone-columned, neoclassical Treasury Department building. Years earlier in a more halcyon time, the department had built a huge vault constructed of heavy armor plates and reinforced with concrete beneath its marble halls. Its purpose, in part: to warehouse the nation’s reserves of opium. Under Mike’s direction (and after much more expert consultation with army, navy, and civilian engineers), the Federal Works Agency quickly began transforming this subterranean repository. Protective filters against chemical gases were installed. Escape hatches were carved out of the thick walls. And a zigzagging underground tunnel, with emergency exits scattered along the route, was hollowed out between the White House and the Treasury building. The president could be wheeled covertly from the mansion to the vault even in the midst of an aerial attack. (As for the tons of opium, Mike never knew where they wound up, yet he often wondered if the fumes still hung in the vault’s air. But then again, he mischievously suggested, any lingering medicinal effects might be welcome in case the day came when the nation’s capital was being blown sky-high.)

However, even as work began on this bomb shelter, Mike had no illusion that it was anything more than a stopgap measure. The president needed a safe place to hide without leaving the White House grounds. FDR grumbled that this was an unnecessary precaution, but then one morning as Mike, always persistent, made his case while the Boss was having his breakfast in bed, the president relented. Perhaps FDR realized that it would be easier to give in than to listen to Mike’s constant badgering. Or perhaps, while comfortably propped up in his bed, the inconvenience of having to be wheeled through a twisting underground tunnel whenever there was an alert became apparent. Whatever the reason, the president instructed, “Tell Horatio Winslow to see me today.” And before the day’s end, FDR and Winslow, the White House architect, had sketched out a preliminary schedule to begin construction on the long-discussed East Wing—only now this much-needed addition would contain not just offices, but also a huge basement bomb shelter fortified by sufficient walls of lead and concrete to hold up against even a direct hit. In a further display of wartime prudence, the president insisted there should be a vault within the shelter to house state documents that were vital to the continuity of the republic.

Dive-bombing enemy planes, however, were just one of Mike’s nightmares. He also worried about “Axis parachutists or an organized heavy fifth-column invasion” of the White House. And he had little confidence that even a beefed-up, machine gun–toting Secret Service detail could fend off a determined, well-organized attack. He shared this troubling scenario with the army, and the generals quickly got the point. After the initial discussion, though, the four-star chieftains’ possessiveness took over; they’d be damned if they were going to formulate their plans to protect the commander in chief with a civilian. So Mike sat back and watched as the military went to work to transform the White House into an impregnable wartime citadel.

Overnight, or so it seemed, a combat-ready infantry battalion from nearby Fort Myer was bivouacked on the once pristine lawn. Artillery and heavy machine gun fortifications were excavated. An antiaircraft battery was set up on the mansion’s roof, the long-barreled guns raised, Mike felt, as if already searching the sky for targets. And a crack unit of the Chemical Warfare Service took up residence in the building in case of a sudden gas or even biological weapons attack. When Mike asked if that was really necessary, he received a curt lecture: the Germans had cavalierly dispersed anthrax spores in the United States during the last war, and the Japanese are even more ruthless than the Huns. Of course it’s necessary. By the time the industrious generals were done, the only thing the White House lacked, Mike liked to joke, was a moat.

Yet as the war dragged on, as the burden of his responsibilities pressed down on him, Mike found himself thinking that maybe the idea of a moat was not so outlandish. Not at all.
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STILL, THE WAR HAD CAUGHT the Secret Service by surprise, and a sense of institutional shame was compounded by a feeling of helplessness: We should have seen this coming, we should have been more prepared. It didn’t take long before this hand-wringing predicament was brought soundly home.

Just twelve hours after learning of the Japanese attack, the president informed the detail that he’d be riding from the White House to the Capitol to declare war against Japan. The entire journey was about a mile and a half, only a few minutes’ drive. But Mike began to fear that FDR might not make it to his destination. In his open-topped car, the president would be a perfect target for enemy assassins.

Even before the war, Mike had argued that the Boss should travel in an armored car. Part of Mike’s job was to read the belligerent and too often threatening letters that arrived at the White House each day, and that disquieting duty had left him with the acute realization that “there were literally tens of thousands of Americans who would love to shoot the president of the United States.” It was a necessary, even commonsense precaution, he’d pleaded, for the presidential limousine to be bulletproof. His concern, however, was overruled by the Treasury Department. The problem, he was primly informed, was money. Government regulations explicitly stated that a maximum of $750 could be allotted for the president’s vehicle. And while $750 would purchase a pretty nifty roadster, it wouldn’t begin to cover the sticker price of a car that was as indestructible as a tank.

On the momentous day of FDR’s speech to Congress, then, the best Mike could do was line the route deep with soldiers, the taller the better. And he had Secret Service agents, the huskier the better, draped over the president’s limousine. After taking those small precautions, he could only, he recalled with a forlorn pang, “hope for the best.”

Wishful thinking, however, would not be sufficient to get the president safely through the remainder of the hostilities. Mike decided he’d need to improvise. He quickly came up with a resourceful plan, one that would have to suffice until the money could somehow be authorized to build the president a suitable wartime car. And he soon got the opportunity to try it out.

Two days later, FDR announced that he wanted to go for a ride. “I’m not going to spend the rest of the war in hiding,” he barked, glowering at Mike as if he expected him to object.

“Yes, sir. What time will you be ready?” Mike responded, a model of obedience.

Within the hour Mike was wheeling the president to the White House driveway as a car pulled up. It was a green Cadillac about the size of an army truck, and at first glance, arguably twice as unwieldy.

“What’s that thing, Mike?” FDR demanded.

“Mr. President, I’ve taken the liberty of getting
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