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			CHAPTER 1

			MARY

			New York, New York

			October 14, 1927

			Nearly fifty blocks whir past my cab window as I ride through the upper reaches of Manhattan from the Hotel Olga in Harlem. Traveling toward the Upper East Side, I feel as though, somewhere, I’ve crossed an invisible line. The shades of complexions fade from colored to white. Not that it matters to me. I have never been hindered by the views and prejudices of others, not even the Ku Klux Klan.

			My cab stops in front of a limestone town house amidst the expanse of brick facades on East 65th Street. I exit the cab, then pause before I mount the few steps to the front door. The number 47 is on the left of the wrought iron gate, while 49 is on the opposite side. Yet there is only a single entrance.

			Odd, I think, and a bit confusing to have one door for two residences. I certainly hope Mrs. Roosevelt gets along with her neighbor.

			The door is opened by a young woman wearing a white-collared black uniform. For a moment, she stands still, her eyebrows raised and her blue eyes wide with astonishment.

			“I am Mrs. Mary McLeod Bethune, here for the luncheon,” I say.

			She recovers. “Yes, ma’am.” As she gestures for me to enter, her face becomes, once again, the expressionless servant’s mask.

			Chatter and laughter float in from down the hall. “Ma’am?” she asks, reaching for my coat.

			I shrug out of my black fur-collar wrap and pat my hat to make sure it hasn’t tilted. The young lady leads me down a hallway darkened by mahogany panels. As we approach the sound of voices, I listen to the medley of tones, searching for the accents and intonations that will give me clues to who these women are and where they’re from.

			When I step into the drawing room, the gleaming chandeliers, the velvet burgundy drapes framing the large windows, the deep chintz sofas, and a crackling fire offer a warmer welcome than the women inside. Unfazed, I move to the walls covered with bookcases. Glorious leather-bound volumes line the shelves. How much my curious students at Bethune-Cookman College would enjoy and appreciate a library like this.

			If I didn’t know this was a luncheon for women leaders of national clubs and organizations—some of the most powerful women in America—I’d think I’d stepped into a fashion show. Each woman wears a different variation of the latest styles; there are skirts and sweater sets and drop-waist dresses, and all, of course, are wearing silk stockings. Quite the contrast with my ankle-length navy dress trimmed in velvet.

			I peruse the bookshelves, noticing that the conversation dips to a whisper whenever I skirt close to a group. As I draw near women I recognize from my position as president of the National Association of Colored Women’s Clubs, I smile and nod, but I only occasionally receive a nod in return. Most often, my acknowledgments are met with steel-cold glances. Funny how the same women who talk with me about the advancement of women in a formal meeting space open to whites and Negroes pretend not to even see me in this social setting. Instead of allowing this to smart, I read the titles as I survey the books: a biography here, a novel there, a historical study in between.

			“Ah, Dr. Bethune. What a pleasure.”

			My smile widens as the officious-looking Mrs. Sara Delano Roosevelt approaches, surprisingly light on her feet for her seventy-something years. “It is good to see you again, Mrs. Roosevelt.”

			“You as well, Dr. Bethune.”

			I hesitate, then say, “I hope you’ll pardon me for clarifying.” I pause, and Mrs. Roosevelt’s expression hardens; she’s not used to correction. “I prefer to be called Mrs. Bethune. Although I am grateful for the recognition, my doctorate degree is an honorary one. I prefer that honorific be reserved for the men and women who worked hard to earn their doctorates.”

			“As you wish.” Mrs. Roosevelt’s voice softens at the benign nature of my clarification. “Please tell me—I understand you’ve just returned from Europe. How was your trip?”

			“It was the most glorious eight weeks.”

			“Isn’t Europe amazing? So full of history.” Leaning closer, she whispers, “Did I hear you had an audience with the pope?” The astonishment in her tone matches the amazement I felt standing before Pope Pius XI and receiving his blessing. As we talk about the Vatican, I wonder how news of my travels spread so fast and so wide.

			But of course I say nothing about that, and when Mrs. Roosevelt asks the purpose of my trip, I tell her I traveled to Europe with Dr. Wilberforce Williams, the noted public health care expert and writer. “He’s a friend from Chicago who’s been to Europe several times, and when he arranged a travel group, I knew it was time for me to get an understanding of life across the ocean.”

			We chat about our experiences in Europe, especially the beautiful gardens. “I love Kew Gardens in London in particular,” Mrs. Roosevelt says. “They have the largest botanical collection in the world, you know.”

			“Ah, yes,” I say. “I found it lovely as well, but I preferred the black roses in Switzerland.”

			“Black roses? Oh my,” she says with a bit of surprise. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen such a rarity.” A butler approaches and whispers to her. “It seems I am needed for a matter crucial to the luncheon. Will you excuse me?”

			I am left alone once again and find myself facing a cluster of three women. I can imagine their thoughts, wondering what on earth I have in common with the society matron, mother to former assistant secretary of the Navy and failed vice presidential candidate Franklin Roosevelt. He’d been considered a promising politician on the rise until polio felled him six years ago. But I am not here because of him.

			The women and I catch one another’s gazes, and I smile. When I’m rewarded with cold shoulders once again, I resume my perambulation, letting my favorite walking stick lead the way.

			I do wonder which of these women is Mrs. Roosevelt’s daughter-in-law. Her name was on the invitation, and she is my host as well. I long to meet Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt, who has become an advocate for the underrepresented and one of the most prominent women in politics, albeit for the Democratic Party. From what I’ve read, she, alone among the women in this room, shows promise.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			ELEANOR

			New York, New York

			October 14, 1927

			Move, I tell myself. Walk across the room and offer your hand in welcome. But as I watch Mary McLeod Bethune stroll around the drawing room alone, I don’t break away from the conversation I’m having with the head of the American Association of University Women. The sight of the only colored woman in the room unnerves me, and I wonder about the wisdom of including the renowned educator in this national luncheon of women’s club heads. Were my mother-in-law and I naive to invite her?

			Dr. Bethune is a sturdy, rather short, smartly dressed colored woman. She moves confidently, seemingly impervious to the women’s slights, like that of Mrs. Moreau, a leader of the Daughters of the American Revolution, who stares at her with mouth agape. Oh, how I wish my mother-in-law would return. No matter how easily she can irritate me, this is the sort of situation she would handle with command and grace.

			How does Dr. Bethune maintain her poise? Even in the face of this inhospitable crowd, she doesn’t cower. Not like I would have.

			You look like a granny, the constant refrain of my mother’s words to me—an insult conveying the ugliness and joylessness she saw in me as a child—comes back now. Those words haunt me from time to time, returning me momentarily to the darkness of my childhood. My long days were spent alone in the children’s attic nursery with only a governess and my brother Hall for company, trotted out at mealtimes for my mother’s inspection and inevitable criticism. It didn’t matter that I’d been raised in wealthy homes or that I had the elite Dutch ancestry of the Roosevelt and Hall families. I grew up believing that I had to apologize for the unpleasantness of my existence, that somehow, someway, I must find a way to prove my worthiness.

			That the hateful insult of “granny” came from the lovely, delicate lips of my beautiful, slender, fair-haired mother, Anna Hall Roosevelt—the leading debutante of her season—made it especially hurtful. I knew I was everything my stunning mother was not. Still, part of me wondered what society would think if they could hear a daughter and wife from two of the most esteemed families in America speak to her child in such a way. Not that I’d ever divulge it; I was better bred, and anyway, I was only eight years old when she spoke those words for the last time. Still, they remain.

			Our house steward announces luncheon, snapping me back to the present and jolting me into action. I make my excuses to the woman to whom I’ve been speaking. I rush after Dr. Bethune, who has started toward the dining room, marching proudly with a walking stick in hand. It is then I feel a firm tug on my arm.

			“Mrs. Roosevelt, what were you thinking?” It is Mrs. Moreau, with a gaggle of women in tow. “How can we sit down to lunch with her?”

			I flinch. Mrs. Moreau is speaking loudly. It’s as if she isn’t aware that Dr. Bethune can hear her, or perhaps she just doesn’t care.

			A woman with a Southern drawl chimes in. “I am astonished that you and your mother-in-law thought it appropriate to include a colored woman.”

			The six women encircle me. “Ladies,” I say, my voice sounding even more high-pitched than usual, “Dr. Bethune is one of the most respected women in her field—in the nation, even—and the head of a national club. Her presence here is perfectly appropriate.”

			“We know who she is. And she might be respected,” that same woman says, her arms now crossed over her chest, “but she’s still a Negro, and you cannot possibly expect us to sit down to lunch with her.”

			Embarrassed and ashamed, but also boiling mad, I cross my arms, too. No more apologizing or explaining. “My mother-in-law and I wanted to bring together women who run clubs across this nation. I expect us to find common ground so that we may bring change and opportunities for women and girls of all kinds.”

			My eyes take in these supposed leaders. They are a representation of America, old and young, some from the South, others from the North, and I’d assumed their altruism would extend to all people. “Ladies, Dr. Bethune is my guest, and we shall treat her as such, in keeping with our missions to support the women of America.”

			But my tone and intractability do not make them back away.

			“Do you know what’s not acceptable?” the woman with the Southern drawl practically yells. “Being labeled a woman who loves nig—”

			I gasp before she can finish spewing out her venom.

			“Dr. Bethune has as much, if not more of, a right as any of you to be here. And I will not allow you to speak about my guest this way.” My heart is racing as I pivot away from them.

			Following Dr. Bethune, I wonder if I am partly to blame for the behavior of these women. If I had rushed to her side as soon as she entered, would they have dared? Maybe I am as bad as they are for not greeting her upon arrival, for allowing her difference to make me hesitate. Every time I think I’ve made progress, think I’ve become more like my dear, forward-thinking friends Marion Dickerman and Nan Cook—the principal of the progressive Todhunter School for girls we recently acquired and the secretary of the Women’s Division of the New York State Democratic Committee, respectively—I realize how much further I have to go.

			When I enter the dining room, I see that Dr. Bethune sits by herself at the central table, around which the other tables stem like petals of a flower. It is a chair where she can see and be seen. As the other guests move into the room, many join the crowd forming at the periphery with Mrs. Moreau, who refuses to select a chair. With utter aplomb, Dr. Bethune accepts a bowl of soup from a maid. She dips her silver spoon into it as if all this strangeness is nothing. As if all is proceeding as normal, which perhaps it is for her.

			I race to her side, sputtering, “It—it is nice to finally meet you, Dr. Bethune. I am Mrs. Franklin Roosevelt. When my mother-in-law mentioned that you’d accepted our invitation, I was thrilled I’d have the opportunity to meet the woman who serves not only as the president of the National Association of Colored Women’s Clubs but also as the president of Bethune-Cookman College.”

			Dr. Bethune carefully places her spoon down next to her bowl and replies, “It’s a pleasure, Mrs. Roosevelt, and please call me Mrs. Bethune. I thought you’d forgotten about me.”

			Her words, spoken bluntly but without acrimony, cut through me. How could I have allowed her to flounder in the face of this disrespect? What I’ve done is unforgivable, and my cheeks flush with heat.

			“I cannot apologize enough for putting you in this awkward position, Mrs. Bethune. My mother-in-law and I did not anticipate that the ladies would behave in this way. After all, these women have pledged to lift up other women in their work,” I say, feeling that I must give her a complete explanation for what she’s had to endure.

			She smiles and asks, “How did you think this luncheon would go?”

			I am silent. What can I say?

			“Mrs. Roosevelt,” she continues, the smile never leaving her lips, “you need only to have asked me. While many will sit in a meeting or a conference with me, there aren’t too many white folks in this country who care to break bread with colored people, no matter their station in life.” She gives a rueful chuckle.

			“Mrs. Bethune, I’m so sorry for what you may have heard.”

			“Oh, there is no may. I definitely heard them.”

			“I don’t know what to say. I have never—”

			“You may have never, but I have. Women and men like this pass through my life every day.” Her voice holds no anger or even frustration.

			“It’s unacceptable, and I want to apologize.”

			“You must never apologize for a sin someone else has committed,” she says with a shake of her head.

			“I appreciate that, but still, I’m terribly sorry. May I join you for lunch?”

			“I was hoping you would,” she answers with a nod. “I have a feeling we’ve got lots to talk about.” Then she smiles at me with such warmth that I feel at ease for the first time since the luncheon began.

			“I agree,” I say, lowering myself onto the chair next to her. “I have been following your impressive career for years, and I’m in awe of your accomplishments.”

			“And I yours.” She tilts her head toward the ladies refusing to sit. “In the meantime, those ladies are missing out on some excellent soup.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			MARY

			New York, New York

			October 14, 1927

			We sit for a few minutes in silence, both sipping our soups. I’m not usually one to hold back my thoughts. While I don’t speak for the sake of speaking, I employ my words to do that to which I am called: Open thy mouth, judge righteously, and plead the cause of the poor and needy, as it says in the book of Proverbs.

			But I stay quiet for Mrs. Roosevelt. I know she needs these moments. Confronting racism may be my daily cross to bear, but I suspect the highborn Mrs. Roosevelt has not faced many situations like this. Why would she? The color of her skin has never defined what she can and cannot do.

			Imagine, I think, to reach your middle years before you have to address prejudice. I was only a young girl when I discovered that a happenstance of birth, nothing but skin color, could deem a person a blessing or a burden. It was racism that started me on my life’s journey, although I wouldn’t have called it racism when I first confronted it as a nine-year-old.

			“Now, Mary Jane, I’m just going to drop off this wash,” Mama said as we stood before the back door of the main plantation house. She switched the basket of folded clothes onto her other hip. “Then Pearlene and I are gonna sort through what I’m taking back, you hear me?”

			“Okay, Mama,” I said, shifting from side to side in excitement over entering the Big House.

			She wagged her finger at me. “I don’t want to have to call you twice the way I did last time.”

			“You won’t have to, Mama,” I promised as she gave me one last stern glance before knocking on the back door.

			A moment later, Miss Pearlene appeared, dressed in the same black uniform with the overlay white apron that she always wore. Miss Pearlene was as tall as my daddy, and she swallowed Mama up into a hug.

			“Come on in here, Patsy.” Then she turned to me. “How you doing, Mary Jane?” Before I could answer, she pulled me into a hug, too.

			Her arms were as thick as tree trunks, and when she embraced me, I inhaled the scent of the kind of pies she’d baked that morning. Huckleberry. I hoped Miss Pearlene would send a pie home with Mama today.

			“Go on up and play with Margaret,” Miss Pearlene said. “Just remember, when your Mama calls you—”

			“Yes, Miss Pearlene,” I interrupted her, already halfway up to Margaret’s room. She was the only girl my age whom I knew, and I loved that our names began with the same letter—at least, that’s what she told me. But what I adored even more was her playroom filled with toys. Every time I visited, Margaret had something new.

			The door to her playroom was wide open, and Margaret sat in the middle surrounded by five or six dolls. She glanced up, smiling. “Mary Jane! I didn’t know you were coming with Patsy today,” she said, shocking me as she always did when she called Mama by her first name.

			Bouncing up, she said, “I’m so glad you’re here. Look what Papa brought me from his business trip to England.”

			I nodded, even though I didn’t understand what she meant by “business trip” or “England.” Then I froze. In front of me was one of the most beautiful things I’d ever seen.

			“Look at my new rocking horse,” Margaret announced, lifting her flowered cotton dress just enough to swing one leg over to sit astride the burnished wooden horse with a mane and tail made of silky hair.

			“Your daddy got that for you?” I said, in awe.

			“Yes, isn’t it just grand? I would let you have a ride, but—” Her nose turned up a bit as she glanced at my bare ashen feet, covered with dust from the two-mile walk Mama and I had just taken. “You really must get some shoes, Mary Jane. Being barefoot is so unbecoming, even for children our age.”

			I froze. Of course I had a pair of shoes, and Margaret knew that. But I had to save them for church.

			“You can play with something other than my rocking horse.” She waved her hand in dismissal. “Like with my dolls over there.”

			She pointed to where the dolls were strewn about, but I decided to explore instead. Being in Margaret’s room was like being on a treasure hunt.

			Lingering in front of the bookshelf, I admired the dozens of volumes that lined the shelves. Except for our family Bible, I’d never held another book. Reaching for the one closest to me, I eased it from the shelf and studied the cover. Letters were printed on the front, although I could make out only a few.

			I flipped open the pages. But before I could focus, Margaret hopped off the rocking horse and snatched the book from my hands. “What are you doing?” she shouted.

			“I was just—”

			“Don’t you know you can’t read! Only I can read, not you,” she yelled, then slid the book back into its place, stomped across the room, and threw herself back on top of her horse. “Never touch my books again!”

			She rocked, keeping her eyes straight ahead. In all the years we’d been playing together, Margaret had never spoken to me that way. Her rocking grew faster and harder, almost as if she was trying to gallop away from me.

			I backed out of Margaret’s room without a goodbye and headed downstairs. When I reached the bottom of the steps, Miss Pearlene said, “I have a surprise for you, Mary Jane.” She handed me a pie wrapped in a red-and-white-checkered cloth. “Your favorite.”

			“Thank you,” I whispered, keeping my eyes down so she couldn’t see my hurt.

			What did Margaret mean? Was she saying that I couldn’t read because I had never learned, or was she saying I couldn’t read because I was colored? Maybe that was the difference between white people and colored people. Maybe that was why Margaret had more shoes and more dresses and why she lived in the Big House while I lived in a three-room wooden cabin with Mama, Daddy, Grandma Sophie, and sometimes as many as ten of my sixteen brothers and sisters.

			As we made our way down the road toward home, Mama asked, “What’s wrong, Mary Jane? I didn’t even have to call you down from Margaret’s room today.”

			“Nothing, Mama.”

			She hummed, as if she didn’t believe me. “What happened up there in Margaret’s room?”

			How did she know? “Nothing happened, Mama.” I didn’t want to fib, but I was still trying to make sense of Margaret’s words. One thing I knew for certain: If seeing me with a book made Margaret that angry, then I needed to learn how to read. Within a year I was in school, because Margaret had taught me the importance of education for colored girls like me.

			“Mrs. Bethune,” Mrs. Roosevelt says, breaking our silence and pulling me out of my reverie about the day that changed my life.

			“Mrs. Bethune,” she says again. “I am truly taken aback by their behavior.”

			I study Mrs. Roosevelt. “Have you never come face-to-face with those views before today?”

			“No.” She shakes her head. “I have never heard anyone say what those women”—she gestures to them—“said today.”

			“Well, you learned something. And any day a lesson’s learned is a good day.”

			“I suppose, although I am ashamed the lesson came at your expense.” After a pause, she says, “Now, may I ask you something, Mrs. Bethune?”

			I smile at the somewhat gangly woman with prominent front teeth, who has softened her appearance with a lovely hat decorated in pink silk flowers. “Of course.”

			“If you knew those women were going to behave this way, then why did you agree to attend this luncheon?”

			Her expression is earnest, and in truth, I’m surprised by her frank question. “I was invited. And even though I anticipated their reaction, their racism isn’t my problem. Racism belongs to the people who are racists.”

			I see a flicker of understanding in her blue eyes. More important to me than her actual ability to comprehend is her desire to try. It is refreshing and hopeful. “Let’s talk instead about your reason for bringing us together. I’m guessing there is one?” I ask.

			For the first time, Mrs. Roosevelt’s face brightens. “Of course, I’m eager to get your thoughts on women’s clubs and what we can do for our sex. But what I really want to hear about is your school.”

			Her words do not surprise me. I know she’s recently taken over Todhunter, a girls’ school with an ambitious curriculum, and teaches there as well. “I’m proud of what we’ve done at Bethune-Cookman College. We’ve come a long way from when it was a school for Negro girls. But for all that we’ve accomplished, there is more work to do.”

			“What you’ve done in the last twenty years has been impressive, especially considering how you founded it.” She leans forward as if she wants to make sure she’s not overheard. “Mrs. Bethune, is it true you started the school with just two dollars?” Her eyes twinkle when she asks, as if we are sharing a grand secret.

			I keep my voice low as well. “It was less than that.”

			“Oh my.” She presses her hand against her chest. “Well, that makes what you’ve done all the more amazing.”

			I laugh at her expression, a blend of admiration and horror. Then, seriously, I add, “While I’ve always had to be somewhat concerned about money, my main focus has been on my objectives. That’s a lesson I teach my students, particularly the young ladies—to keep their eyes on their goals.”

			She nods. “So true. And our goals should be to educate girls in the practical matters of the world. To offer them something beyond the usual finishing schools that prepare young women to be wives, mothers, and society mavens. That’s what we do at Todhunter: We instruct our girls in the arts and provide them with a solid foundation for college, should they want to pursue careers or higher education.”

			“Exactly. At our school, we offer an academic curriculum alongside the domestic science courses.”

			“That is the way to raise up young women.” Mrs. Roosevelt beams. “I’ve discovered how much I love teaching.” I smile in understanding.

			As we enjoy our chicken and scalloped potatoes, we venture away from serious talk and chat about our families—in particular, my six-year-old grandson and her five children, all in different life stages. Our conversation shifts when she surprises me with her knowledge of Roland Hayes, one of my favorite singers.

			“I regret I didn’t return to New York soon enough to attend one of the concerts he was holding in the city,” I say.

			“What a coincidence!” she exclaims. “I’d hoped to attend as well but had a prior engagement. You know what this means, Mrs. Bethune?”

			I put down my fork and frown. Have I missed something?

			“This means the next time Mr. Hayes tours and it suits our schedules, we must go to his concert together.”

			She must be joking. I cannot think of a single venue where Roland Hayes might play that would allow both colored and white attendees; he performs at either white-only or colored-only concert halls. But when Eleanor smiles back, I realize she is in earnest—whether out of ignorance or determination, I cannot say. Either way, I am game.

			“Well, Mrs. Roosevelt, we must make a date.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 4

			ELEANOR

			New York, New York

			October 14, 1927

			I finally spot my mother-in-law. She’s circulating around the room, stopping to talk with this club president and that association head, some of whom are settled at tables and some of whom still line the parlor, refusing to sit. In her element, she’s dispensing advice with the rat-a-tat of a ticker tape machine and bristling with the sense of purpose that serves her well in this realm but causes so much friction in our family.

			Finally, she makes her way to us. “May I join you?” she asks. As if we dare decline. As if there isn’t ample space.

			“Of course, Mama,” I say, although I’m enjoying having this bright, plain-speaking woman to myself.

			“I’ve long admired your success in the educational field, Mrs. Bethune,” my mother-in-law says as a housemaid races over to fill her cup with tea.

			“Thank you, Mrs. Roosevelt. Education is precisely what your daughter-in-law and I have been discussing. Specifically, the challenges in heading up a school.”

			“Have you, now?” My mother-in-law shoots me a glance.

			I know that expression well. She doesn’t hide her dislike of my projects that fall outside the usual roster of women’s clubs and Franklin’s political work. She found my acquisition of the Todhunter School for girls objectionable, but when I decided to teach history there as well, an unpleasant fracas ensued.

			That, however, paled in comparison to the row we had when Marion, Nan, and I created Val-Kill Industries, a workshop dedicated to reproducing early American furniture and providing carpentry training and work for the unemployed. Yet even that was not as irksome to her as my work with the Women’s Division of the New York Democratic Party alongside Nan. “Unladylike” was the word she used for my efforts to muster support among the ranks of newly voting women for Democratic candidates. Only Franklin’s support of all these endeavors stopped her from attempting to outright forbid me.

			Her opinions do create a fissure between us, and yet I am still loyal to her. After all, nine years ago, when it mattered most, she supported me, quite against the interest of her precious son.

			“Eleanor, whatever is wrong. Are you ill?” she’d cried out in alarm when she discovered me curled up on my bed on that hot spring afternoon. I’d ignored all calls for afternoon tea, and she’d taken it upon herself to find me.

			I didn’t answer. The past few hours had been spent sobbing, and I was beyond words at that point. My despondency was so deep and profound, I might have even thought I was beyond living.

			My typically standoffish mother-in-law lowered herself onto my bed, clearing a space among the scented letters scattered across my hand-embroidered rose bedspread. “What’s all this?” she asked, gesturing at the missives scrawled on heavy ivory writing paper.

			Again I didn’t answer. Nor did I meet her gaze. I simply couldn’t.

			A rustling of papers was followed by a long period of silence and then the only profanity I’d ever heard her utter. “Damn him and damn these letters,” she seethed. “My son is a bloody fool. An affair with Lucy Mercer? How dare he. I’ll cut him off without a penny.”

			I winced at the sound of the name Lucy Mercer. To envision Franklin in an amorous entanglement with Lucy, the lovely young woman who’d served as my social secretary for two years and whom I considered a friend, was a pain beyond imagining.

			“I’m leaving him,” I croaked.

			My mother-in-law let out the deepest, most sorrowful sigh I’d ever heard. Then she wrapped her arms around my wrecked shell of a body and said, “I understand why you’d want to. I’d feel the same way if Franklin’s father had behaved so despicably. And I will not stand in your way if you do. In fact, I’ll make certain you and the children are well cared for.”

			Her ready acquiescence astonished me, because I knew what divorce would mean. Scandal for the family and the evisceration of Franklin’s vast political ambitions, for which my mother-in-law would usually do anything. Anything but sanction this misbehavior, it seemed. Although she must have been horrified at the other ramifications of divorce—the gossip, the division of her family, the notion of her precious son ending up with this Lucy woman, a Catholic, of all things.

			“But,” she said, her tone subtly shifting. I knew then that the empathy she was offering me had strings. “What if there is another path?”

			“What are you talking about?” I whispered. “There is no other path.”

			“What if you stayed husband and wife, but in name only? Keeping your family and children intact, but otherwise pursuing a life of your own choosing?”

			It had taken more begging on her part and soul-searching on mine, but I stayed, of course. Even thinking of that time—those horrible long months in 1918—makes me feel sick. I’m not sure I’ll ever get over Franklin’s adultery. How could the man to whom I’d given my whole self—heart, mind, and spirit—be capable of such painful, blatant betrayal? A deception that took place under my very nose, with no regard for me at all. How could he have been so callous when he knew my difficult childhood—riddled with the illness and death of my parents, and my mother’s disdain during her brief life? He knew that all I’d ever wanted was to create a family of my own.

			So here we are, nearly a decade later, sleeping in separate bedrooms and leading separate lives, united for the eyes of the world and the children—but truly unified only in our beliefs. I am no longer the young woman he married. How different might things have been if Franklin had never committed adultery?

			I hear Mrs. Bethune let out a low laugh in response to my mother-in-law’s comment about my work at the Todhunter School, and I return to the present moment. “Oh, yes, we have been talking about education. The struggle to provide meaningful instruction for girls from all backgrounds is real, and critically important,” she says.

			“Eleanor and I feel much the same way,” my mother-in-law echoes, and she speaks the truth. No matter her views on my focus, she does believe in supporting women. Within limits, of course.

			“May I borrow you for a moment, Mrs. Roosevelt?”

			We hear the voice over our shoulders, and both my mother-in-law and I turn. It is Mrs. Moreau, and from her refusal to make eye contact with me or Mrs. Bethune, it’s obvious to which “Mrs. Roosevelt” she is referring. Having exhausted her efforts to convince me to eject Mrs. Bethune—or at least keep her out of the dining room—she clearly thinks my mother-in-law might be swayed.

			“Excuse me, Mrs. Bethune,” she says as she takes her leave. Her irritation at being interrupted is plain.

			Mrs. Bethune and I are quiet for a moment, uncertain how to navigate back to the pleasant conversation we’ve been having.

			“I see that your mother-in-law supports educational endeavors for women in theory, but perhaps a little less in practice,” Mrs. Bethune observes.

			A burst of laughter escapes from my mouth. What an unexpected remark. In the span of a few short minutes, Mrs. Bethune has seen into the very heart of the dynamic between me and my mother-in-law and captured it with polite astuteness. It’s a feat that no other woman in this room could have managed. And not a single one of them would have tried.

			If only Mrs. Bethune knew the whole story, I think. For example, my mother-in-law began the construction of these two connected redbrick and limestone home residences on East 65th Street in 1905 in secret and presented them to Franklin and me as a surprise “gift” soon after our marriage. One town house for her and one for us, with one entrance for us all. Having lost my parents at a young age, I had been looking forward to the maternal assistance of my mother-in-law and followed her every morsel of advice at first, until I realized that she planned on inserting herself into every facet of our married lives and that next-door town houses with a bevy of interconnecting doors was just the beginning.

			“Indeed,” I say with a smile that Mrs. Bethune returns. “She would like me to stay a little closer to hearth and home.” Funny how my mother-in-law began to back away from her support of an “independent life” for me once I’d agreed to stay in my marriage. She pushed me to return to my old activities, nudging me away from teaching and politics—unless my political stumping and strategizing involved some benefit for Franklin. Perhaps a political role again, someday.

			This will only happen if Franklin is sought out for a position and if he’s willing to leave behind his full-time focus on recovery. Not that I want him to return to politics. Before polio—even before his infidelity—Franklin served in two political roles: New York State senator and assistant secretary of the Navy. I spent years at his side, barely surviving the constant rotation of calling on other politicians’ wives, hosting teas, attending dinners, and entertaining politicians and naval officers alike. Now that I’ve fashioned a very pleasing life of service for myself, following the lead of my friends Marion and Nan—a life without the empty, exhausting demands of being married to a politician—I cannot imagine going back.

			“She would not be alone in that sort of desire,” Mrs. Bethune replies.

			Returning the conversation to slightly safer ground, I say, “I’d love to hear more about how you started your school.”

			“Ah yes,” she says. “Well, when I purchased the site for my school, it was the town garbage dump. I made the down payment with money I raised from selling sweet potato pies.”

			I try to keep my reaction even as she dabs at the corners of her mouth with a napkin before continuing. “But I didn’t stop there. I knew I’d have to find some deeper pockets to cover the costs of constructing a building. And there were quite a few deep pockets in Daytona Beach. Many affluent people from the North become winter residents, and I met James Gamble—”

			“One of the Procter and Gamble founders?” I ask, thinking that can’t possibly be whom she means.

			“One of Mr. Gamble’s sons,” she answers with a wry grin. “After I had a few conversations with him, the funds to pay off the land and build a four-story brick building soon followed. I find if I’m able to secure a meeting and get a potential benefactor to understand my goals and see my vision, the meeting usually goes the way I hope.”

			I doubt that even my mother-in-law would be so brash.

			She continues, “Now, the money from Mr. Gamble gave us just the bare bones of the first school building. The girls and I were still using a dirt floor inside that brick exterior, but after a visit to one of the lavish oceanfront hotels where I gave a talk, one of the men in the audience came to visit our little campus. One look at the straw matting on the floors and the single broken-down Singer sewing machine the girls were using for their dressmaking lessons, and that man became one of our biggest donors.”

			“He was moved by the conditions?”

			“In part, yes. But it didn’t hurt that he was Thomas H. White, owner of White Sewing Machine Company, Singer Manufacturing Company’s chief competitor. He later told me he couldn’t stand to see my girls struggling over that broken Singer machine, not when he could do something to fix the situation. With his own machines, of course.”

			Mrs. Bethune smiles. This is clearly the part of her story where she invites prospective donors to help “fix” things on campus, as Mr. White has done. It is quite inventive and irresistible, and I realize that, in telling me the origins of her school, she is also sharing the method of her fundraising. How hard Mrs. Bethune has worked to build an entire institution from nothing. It almost makes me embarrassed how easily I helped purchase Todhunter School from the renowned educator Winifred Todhunter when she wanted to retire: the initial payment came from my own family funds.

			“My goodness, Mrs. Bethune, I have much to learn from you—certainly with respect to fundraising. I suppose I’ve not yet mustered up such moxie on Todhunter’s behalf. In that way, we are certainly different.”

			“Oh, I wouldn’t say that’s the difference between us, Mrs. Roosevelt.”

			Of course, I think. I hope she’s not insulted by my choice of words. Of course there is a much bigger difference between us: the color of our skin. I wait for her to explain how she sees the differences between our races, bracing myself.

			Her expression is stern and serious when she says, “I’m a Republican and you’re a Democrat.”

			We both burst out laughing. Her statement is humorous, in part because it’s unexpected and in part because it’s true. As our laughter dies down to a chuckle, Mrs. Bethune’s smile fades. “Mrs. Roosevelt, I believe you underestimate yourself in terms of moxie. You have courage in droves. After all, you invited me here today.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 5

			MARY

			Daytona Beach, Florida

			February 2, 1928

			Our car rolls past the iron gates, and Albert Sr. slows as he rounds the Gamble Estate governor’s drive. My son releases a long whistle as he eyes the space crammed with Mercedes-Benzes and Vauxhalls and Lancia Lambdas. Albert selects a brand-new shiny red Pierce-Arrow behind which to park his Model T.

			“Man.” Albert hops out of his vehicle. As he comes around to my side, his eyes are fixed on the fancy automobiles. Could seeing these cars become a motivator for my twenty-nine-year-old son? I hoped he’d find some direction after speaking to the men at the event tonight. But if a car will do it, I’ll take that, too.

			Albert reaches for my hand as I ease from the passenger seat, careful to hold up the hem of my emerald-green silk gown. Stepping onto the cobblestone walkway, I let the dress flutter around my ankles and sigh. This is a gorgeous gown, but what was I thinking? These newfangled styles with their slim silhouettes are not flattering on my generous hips. I tug at the seams. I should not have allowed Miss Esther to talk me into this.

			“You look great, Mother Dear.”

			I glance up at my son, so handsome in his brown three-piece suit. Then I pause. My goodness, with his thick brows, full lips, and coppery complexion, my son looks just like his daddy. I clear my throat and thoughts of my deceased husband at the same time.

			Albert leads me to the steps, then past the huge columns I’ve walked by more than a few times over the last twenty years.

			“You ready?”

			I squeeze Albert’s arm. “I don’t believe there’s ever been a time in my life when I wasn’t, son.”

			My son chortles, then knocks. A young lady, dressed in a full maid’s uniform, welcomes us. She isn’t the one who usually greets me when I visit Mr. Gamble, yet her eyes shine with recognition.

			“Mrs. Bethune,” she says with excitement, then catches herself. “Please come in.” Her voice is steadier now.

			The parlor to the right is the epitome of elegance with its three sparkling chandeliers, gleaming marble floor, and windowed wall offering an unobstructed view of the ocean. It’s like a ballroom on the beach.

			As my son and I move toward the parlor, the young woman whispers, “Mrs. Bethune, would you mind—m-may I get your autograph?”

			“Of course,” I say, keeping my voice low. Even though her employer is fond of me, I never assume that my good fortune extends to others. This interaction could be grounds for the young woman being fired. “We’ll work it out.”

			She nods. “I hope one day to be a student at Bethune-Cookman.”

			Her eyes are bright with hope, an expression I’ve seen in so many of my students. “Well, maybe we’ll work that out, too.”

			As we enter the parlor, we’re greeted by three dozen or so stylishly dressed men and women. The women wear a rainbow of gowns similar to mine, and the men sport stiff-collar white shirts and black dinner jackets. Gold and diamonds glitter everywhere. There is a soft swing tune playing from a phonograph that I cannot see, and a black-coated waiter offers Albert and me flutes of iced tea.

			Suddenly, Mr. Gamble’s voice booms with surprising strength, given his ninety years. “Ah, here she is. The woman of the hour.”

			Everyone swivels toward me, and the room explodes in applause. I nod, looking into the blue and hazel and green eyes of the white wintertime society of Daytona Beach.

			“Mrs. Bethune.” Mr. Gamble bows. “It is so good to have you here.”

			“Well, it’s good to be here, Mr. Gamble. This is quite a celebration for both of us.”

			“Ah yes,” he says, “our twenty-year partnership.”

			Mr. Gamble, of Ivory soap fame, has been my biggest benefactor, and his generosity has impacted the lives of hundreds of my students. As he greets Albert, I stand back and study the son of the man who founded Procter & Gamble. He has certainly aged in the years I’ve known him; wrinkles crisscross his face, and the hair atop his head is sparse now. But he’s maintained his height and his lean frame. His long white beard—reaching to his chest—remains as well.

			“Everyone wants to have a word with the queen of Daytona Beach,” he says, and I laugh. “But there is someone I’d like you to meet first.”

			“Really?” I say. “After all these years, is there anyone left for you to introduce me to?”

			We laugh, but it’s true. Because of him, my circle of white benefactors is extensive. I can count Mr. John D. Rockefeller, as well as dozens of other philanthropists, among my acquaintances.

			“Well, this particular gentleman,” he says to me and Albert as we move across the room, “usually resides in Fort Myers, but I convinced him to come into town for a few days.”

			We approach a gray-haired man several inches shorter than Mr. Gamble. “Mrs. McLeod Bethune and Mr. Bethune,” Mr. Gamble says, “I’d like to introduce you to Mr. Thomas Edison.”

			My son’s eyes are wide as I nod. “Mr. Edison, what an honor to meet the famous inventor.”

			“Mrs. Bethune, the pleasure and honor are mine. My friend here has talked about you for decades.”

			Turning to Mr. Gamble, I tease, “Have you been telling tales about me?”

			“I have,” he says, “and every tale is true.”

			Everyone laughs, and I ask Mr. Edison how he met Mr. Gamble. The two men entertain me with stories of Edison being hired as a young man to improve the communications between the departments at Procter & Gamble. After several minutes of chatting, Mr. Edward Armstrong steps into the circle.

			“Mrs. Bethune,” he greets me, and then nods at the others.

			I say, “Mr. Mayor, it’s good to see you.”

			“It’s really good to see you outside of my office.” Then, to the others, the mayor adds, “Mrs. Bethune keeps me busier than all other Daytona citizens combined.”

			Mr. Gamble laughs. “I can believe that.”

			While the men join in the laughter, I sip on my tea. The mayor speaks the truth. At my behest, he’s served the Negro neighborhoods by improving the sewer system and building a new recreation center. Most recently, he approved a proposal to begin installing streetlights in the colored sections of the city. Mayor Armstrong has done what few Southern mayors have: He’s met the basic needs of all his citizens, ignored white detractors and segregation laws to work with me, and won the Negro vote in landslides as a result.

			“It sounds as though I’ve got you to thank for raising the city’s property values, Mrs. Bethune,” Mr. Gamble says, lifting his glass to me.

			Our conversation turns to the Lindbergh transatlantic flight and how I believe Amelia Earhart will be next. From the corner of my eye, I see Albert wander outside onto the patio. I suppose he found it awkward to mingle. I pray he doesn’t stroll onto the “Whites Only” beach on the edge of the Gamble property. He may be my son, but we are both aware of my limited capacity in this Jim Crow city, even as I’m celebrated at the home of one of the richest men in town.

			Mr. Gamble taps on his crystal flute with a silver spoon. Silhouetted against the vivid oranges and reds of the setting sun glowing through the window, he announces, “Thank you for joining me this evening. I decided it would be best for me to give my little speech before dinner because, these days, I never know what shape I’ll be in after dinner.”

			Light laughter fills the room, and as Albert reenters, I see the pride on his face as he watches me at the center of these luminaries’ attention.

			“As most of you know, I’ve been coming to Daytona Beach for about seventy years now, and it was twenty years ago when I first met Mrs. Bethune.” He glances at me, and I smile. “She was selling pies for her school in front of Henry Flagler’s resort, and every time I saw her, we engaged in wonderful conversations. My goodness, I’d never met anyone who could go from talking about God to the Constitution to music in one sentence.” Laughter rises once again, and I join in, remembering some of our talks.

			“There were times,” Mr. Gamble continues, “when I purchased a pie just to chat with her, especially when she talked about her school. She spoke with such passion, and the description of the buildings and the campus was so vivid, I felt like I was right there. Still, I was surprised when she asked me if I would join her school’s board.

			“I didn’t tell her yes or no; first, I wanted to see this marvelous place for myself. So the next day, I hopped into a buggy and made my way over to the school. And do you know what I found?” He pauses. “Nothing! There was nothing there. No buildings, no campus. Just Mrs. Bethune, a few students, and an old shack sitting on Hell’s Hole,” he says, referring to the garbage dump that I purchased from the city.

			There is more laughter as Mr. Gamble turns to me. “Do you remember what you said to me when you stepped out of that building and I confronted you about the school?”

			“Of course I do, but you’re doing a great job telling the story.” I chuckle.

			Mr. Gamble continues, “Mrs. Bethune apologized because she hadn’t meant to mislead me. She said when she talked about her school, the vision was so clear in her mind that it was real. She asked me if I would help turn her vision of educating underprivileged colored girls into reality. On that very day, I wrote a check and joined the board. We’ve been educating students at Bethune-Cookman ever since.”

			Applause breaks out, and he waits for it to die down before speaking again. “I have worked with titans of business all over the world. But our partnership, Mrs. Bethune, is one of my most fulfilling associations. You are a woman of action who has never seen a barrier you cannot overcome. The force of your will has accomplished so much for so many. My goodness, you went from building a school to, just a few years later, opening a hospital right on the same plot of land.”

			As proud as Mr. Gamble was to join me in erecting Bethune-Cookman, I believe he found greater joy in our opening McLeod Hospital. Owning a hospital had never been my goal. But what else could I do when the only hospital in the city turned away one of my students because she was colored? When I told Mr. Gamble about that incident and that my hospital would also serve as a training ground for the nursing students at Bethune-Cookman, he saw it as an extension of our plan and helped raise the funds.

			Mr. Gamble continues, “I’ve made many decisions in my life, but one of the best was to become a member of your board. Oh”—he pauses as if he has had a sudden thought—“did I tell you that I was the only board member at the time I joined?”

			The guests erupt in laughter. “But I wouldn’t have had it any other way. To everything that you have accomplished at this school, in this city, and in our country. Here’s to you, Mrs. Mary McLeod Bethune.”

			I raise my glass, pretending to adjust my glasses so I can wipe away a tear. Mr. Gamble leans over and asks, “Is there anything you want to add?”

			I could provide details on the hundreds of students we educate each year. I could tell everyone how he and Mr. Thomas White purchased one of the best houses in Daytona Beach and gifted it to me. Or I could share that, because of this man’s magnanimity, I can provide for my son and grandson in ways my parents would have never dreamed possible when they toiled away on a South Carolina rice plantation.

			Instead, I shake my head. “How could I possibly capture my gratitude in words?”

			I clink my glass to his and turn to the guests. “To Mr. James Gamble and the twenty-year partnership that changed my life.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 6

			ELEANOR

			Hyde Park, New York

			February 2, 1928

			I race toward the front door of Val-Kill Cottage, dodging to avoid Marion’s snowball. Nan screeches in delight behind me, as do my two youngest boys. I hear the snowball whiz past me just as I manage to open the heavy wooden door, usher the group inside, and slam the door behind us.

			Laughing, we catch our breath in the cottage entryway. Thirteen-year-old Franklin Jr. and eleven-year-old John struggle to get out of their boots and snow clothes—leaving them in a slushy heap—and run into the kitchen to make hot cocoa. Nan and I take off our outerwear until we are in only our sweaters and the wool knickerbocker pants my mother-in-law so loathes.

			Nan smiles over at me. “Think Marion is stockpiling snowballs for a later ambush?”

			I giggle. “Why else would she still be out there?”

			We retreat to the main room, taking over the comfortable brown chintz sofa in front of the fire. I am so grateful for the refuge of Val-Kill Cottage, where I can live informally with Marion and Nan when I’m in Hyde Park at the Roosevelt family estate. No airs and graces required here, as they are in my mother-in-law’s main house, Springwood. No pretense of convention as in larger Hyde Park and New York society, or even the Vanderbilt estate down the road. Only honest conversation, heartfelt laughter, and strategic planning for our many projects.

			Did I think these two women would be the catalyst for a changed life when I met them in June of 1922 at the New York Democratic Women’s fundraiser? I’d just finished presenting my first speech before a large audience in the Waldorf-Astoria’s ballroom. Franklin’s political adviser and our close friend, Louis Howe, had prepared me well, and I’d followed his sage advice—“Speak your piece and sit down”—and was astonished to receive a round of enthusiastic applause.

			In the midst of that applause, a diminutive, curly-haired brunette approached me with a small bouquet of violets. Nancy Cook was the executive secretary for the Women’s Division of the New York Democratic Party, and we both burst into laughter when I thrust an identical bouquet of violets toward her. I suppose it shouldn’t have been a surprise. After all, violets are a symbol of friendship for women. But it added to the evening’s conviviality.

			She pulled on the arm of a taller woman standing nearby and brought her into our conversation. “May I introduce you to my dear friend Miss Marion Dickerman? She spends most of her time teaching young women at the Todhunter School.”

			With her narrow face and her dark hair severely parted down the center, I expected a dour expression, but instead, Marion beamed at me. For the next half hour and then in our conversations that followed, I didn’t have to make painful, empty small talk. I didn’t have to pretend at levity to hide my otherwise unacceptable serious nature. Within weeks, as we traversed New York to try to recruit women for the Democratic Party, Nan, Marion, and I formed a circle of our own. They introduced me to a life of purpose I hadn’t known existed.

			Is it strange that Franklin and my mother-in-law not only accepted but welcomed these non-patrician women into our homes? Were they simply relieved to see me smiling after so many years of intermittent crying jags? Whatever the reason, on one fine summer afternoon a few years ago while we were picnicking with Marion and Nan and the youngest boys down by the Val-Kill brook on the Hyde Park estate, Franklin offered us the acreage for Val-Kill Cottage. Then he enthusiastically planned the cottage, sourced the materials, and oversaw the construction. I’ve come to see it as his olive branch for Lucy Mercer.

			“Hot cocoa coming!” John calls out, stepping into the main room with two mugs. Franklin Junior—whom we call Brud, short for “brother”—follows, precariously balancing three mugs.

			“Did you make one for me?” Marion cries out from the entryway.

			“Of course!” John calls back, overly proud of his one culinary skill. And I suppose he should be; I only have one as well—scrambling eggs. My boys adore these substitute aunties, and Marion and Nan have stepped into the familial role with gusto.

			When the boys get out a deck of cards, I beg off. While the foursome engages in an animated game, I breathe in the peace of our surroundings. The gleam of the copper fire tools. The vast stone fireplace with the large Navajo rug hanging above it, a gift from my Arizonan friend Isabella Greenway. The naval prints and landscape paintings—housewarming presents from Franklin—covering the walls to the left and right of the fireplace. The comfortable Val-Kill Industries furniture, including my own desk in the corner and several lounge chairs scattered around the sofa. The warm pool of light on the rummy players from the rustic chandelier overhead.

			This is my first real home after a life spent in the houses of others. There is nowhere in the world I’d rather be. Certainly not at Springwood, certainly not at our New York City town house or at the social events that used to be my mainstay, and not even at our summer home on Campobello Island, where I spent many happy summers with my five children and, occasionally, Franklin.

			The bright white snow outside has become violet and pink as the sun begins to set. The dinner hour approaches. “Boys, I hate to be the bearer of bad news—”

			Brud interrupts, “No, Mom! Please don’t make us go back to Springwood.”

			“We don’t want to dress up for dinner with Granny,” John chimes in. “Can’t we stay here with you three?”

			I am delighted that they’d rather be here, having a simple meal of cheese, bread, and apples before the fire. After enduring so many years of my mother-in-law inserting herself into my parenting and losing my older children to her wiles—spoiling them with gifts of cars and apartments—I feel jubilant that I’ve forged a steadier relationship with my youngest two. Bit by bit, I’ve pushed past my own uncertainties to do right by my sons.

			I pull them close to me. “Marion and I have Todhunter work to do this evening, but I’ll attend family breakfast tomorrow.” Kissing them each on the cheek, I gently guide the shuffling twosome toward the door and hand them over to my mother-in-law’s driver, who’ll deliver them to Springwood for the formal evening meal.

			After they’re gone, Nan and Marion settle closer to each other in front of the fire and tenderly hold hands. They are in a Boston marriage and have been for some years. Around my family and friends, however, they avoid such demonstrations.

			Marion asks, “Will Franklin be at dinner with the boys?”

			“No,” I answer. “I almost feel badly sending them up to dine with Sara, unshielded by me or Franklin.”

			“She isn’t all terrible,” Marion remarks. “Remember what a champion she was at that awful club luncheon in the fall? Not only did she suggest inviting Mrs. Bethune, but she railed against those terrible racist women who wouldn’t eat with her.”

			“True enough,” I concede.

			“Let me guess,” Nan ventures. “Franklin is at the local Democratic Party meeting.”

			I nod. “You know how he likes to rub elbows with his fellow Dutchess County Democrats.”

			“He does like to stay in the thick of things,” Marion observes.

			“While never committing to one particular path,” I say dryly. My friends have heard about my years as a politician’s wife and know I don’t welcome a return to that life.

			Nan nods in sympathy. “I still think the chances that he’ll resume an active political role are slim to none. Walking again is too important to him.”

			I agree, but I still worry and can’t help asking, “Have you heard anything, though?” Nan is at the epicenter of all Democratic Party gossip.

			“Only rumors that Governor Smith is destined to be one of the presidential candidates.”

			This news delights me. Franklin and I admire Smith’s championship of the average citizen and his advocacy for women and children. Marion, Nan, and I worked on his reelection campaign in 1924, and I grew to appreciate him on a personal level. Along with my daughter, Anna, and several other young women, we traveled the state raising women’s awareness of Smith in a Buick touring car that had a replica teapot on the roof, a not-so-subtle nod to the Republican Party’s so-called Teapot Dome Scandal of the Harding administration. It was great fun, even though it led to the defeat of Smith’s opponent, my cousin Theodore Roosevelt Jr., and some attendant acrimony among the Roosevelt relatives.

			“Well, wouldn’t
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