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Praise for  The President’s House
“Truman brings readers inside the White House, taking them  on a notably reverential tour of its storied history, its well-known architecture, and its intricate behind-the-scenes workings.”
—Publishers Weekly
“Charming and sometimes entrancing.”
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch
“Never dry or dull, the energetic narrative brings the history  of this almost mythical residence to life.”
—Booklist
“Wonderfully written by a former First Daughter.”
—North Carolina Pilot
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The South Portico at twilight. I’ve always thought that the White House looks  particularly magical in the glow of early evening. Credit: White House Historical Association
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Magic and Mystery  in a Unique Place
THE LAST TIME I was in Washington, D.C., I walked by the  White House on the way to dinner at a nearby restaurant.  Hidden floodlights made the historic building glow like a  mansion in a vision or a dream. Suddenly I thought:  I am not  the woman who lived in that house more than fifty years ago. She is  a completely different person. I barely know her.
The words whispered in my mind like a voice from another  world. I was remembering, or trying to remember, what it  meant to be the daughter of the president of the United  States, living in that shining shimmering house. The one inescapable thing I recalled was the difference. I have lived in  several houses and apartments, and spent some time in splendid establishments, including a few royal palaces. But not one  of them—nor all of them together—can compare to the feeling I recalled from my White House days.
That was when I resolved to write this book about one of  the most mysterious, terrifying, exalting, dangerous, fascinating houses in the world. I think everyone who has ever lived   there would agree that it’s a special experience—a unique  combination of history, tragedy, comedy, melodrama, and the  ups and downs of ordinary living, all under one roof.
II
Men bearing that unique title, president of the United  States, the office my father called “the greatest in the history  of the world,” have paced the White House’s darkened halls  in periods of national crisis.
In the basement and attic rooms are the memories of the  hundreds of other people who lived a large part of their working lives in this unique house. Some, I regret to say, were  slaves. But the house, paradoxical as always, gradually became  a place where free African-Americans demonstrated their  right to equality.
Maggie Rogers began working as a White House maid when  William Howard Taft became president in 1909. Her daughter, Lillian Rogers Parks, was hired as a seamstress at the  White House in 1929 and worked there until the end of the  Eisenhower administration in 1961. Growing up, Lillian once  asked her mother if she would be happier (and better paid) at  some millionaire’s mansion elsewhere in the capital. Maggie  Rogers scorned the idea. “Heavens no, child! Be it ever so elegant, there’s no place like the White House. Why, I’m living  history!” There was black pride and White House pride  achieving a magical fusion.
Also worth commemorating are the efforts of the dedicated  and courageous men who have struggled to keep presidents  and their families alive. We know them now as members of   the Secret Service. But their predecessors are equally memorable, standing guard at the White House’s doors in loosefitting suits that concealed their pistols.
Few people know about the many acts of kindness these  protectors perform for presidents and first ladies. Perhaps the  most touching story comes from the sad days of President  Woodrow Wilson’s decline in 1919. Felled by a stroke, he sank  into near despair as Congress rejected his dream of world  peace embodied in the League of Nations.
When the crippled president went for a ride in the afternoon, the Secret Service used to round up a small crowd of  government employees and strolling tourists, who waited at  the White House gate to cheer him when he returned. It was a  testament to how much these men cared about the president.

III
Among the most intriguing White House denizens are the  men and women who have worked beside presidents as their  spokespersons or confidential advisers. For many of them, the  experience was more than a little harrowing—and in a few  cases, fatal.
I am thinking of one of my most heartbreaking White  House memories—the death of my father’s boyhood friend  and press secretary, Charlie Ross. Charlie went through high  school with Harry Truman and went on to become a top-ranked Washington, D.C., reporter for the St. Louis Post-Dispatch. When my father turned to him for help in 1945,  Charlie gave up a comfortable salary and rational hours for  the ordeal of a White House in which clocks and sensible   schedules ceased to exist. Five exhausting years later, Charlie  Ross collapsed and died of a heart attack at his desk. A weeping Harry Truman said the country had lost a great public  servant—and he had lost his best friend.

IV
That memory leads us to another cadre of White House inhabitants, although many presidents and their families might  be reluctant to bestow that title on them: the men and women  of the media. They, too, participate in the aura of the White  House—to the point that they sometimes act as if they run  the place.
My favorite White House media story comes from my  friend President Gerald Ford. Jerry says he and veteran newswoman Helen Thomas were strolling on a street near the  White House when he saw one of those old-fashioned scales  that gave you your fortune and weight for a penny. Jerry read  the little fortune card aloud: “You are a marvelous orator and  leader of men. Your future in your chosen career could not be  brighter.”
Helen, looking over his shoulder, said: “It’s got your weight  wrong, too.”
As the wife (now widow) of a newspaperman, I recognize  the necessity for such irreverence. As the daughter of a president, I don’t have to like it. But I am prepared to include it,  somewhat ruefully, in the White House’s story.

V
The White House is far more than the place where presidents and hundreds of staffers work and presidential families  live. It is also the place where America’s pride and dignity are  displayed. At official dinners and receptions, when the president enters the room to the U.S. Marine Band’s resounding  “Hail to the Chief,” people recognize not only a powerful man  but the nation, the United States of America. The immense  amount of time and effort that is devoted to entertaining visitors from around the country and the world is a fascinating  and important story. It, too, is part of the White House aura.
What a roster these visitors constitute! They range from  the king and queen of England, whose snobbish servants  started an uncivil war with the White House staff, to Russian  grand dukes and Japanese noblemen, from world renowned  politicians such as Winston Churchill, who gave himself a  mild heart attack trying to open his bedroom window, to  Cherokee and Creek and Sioux Indian chiefs, who did war  dances on the lawn. Marvelous musicians such as pianist  Vladimir Horowitz, soprano Jessye Norman, and cellist Pablo  Casals have filled presidential ears with beautiful music. Entertainers such as Frank Sinatra and Barbra Streisand have  made the place sound, for a few hours, like Broadway. Thick-necked political bosses have more than once converted the  president’s second-floor study or the Oval Office into smokefilled rooms, where political careers were empowered—or destroyed.

VI
Admission to the White House has never been restricted  solely to the elite. From the earliest days, presidents recognized its symbolic importance as a place where they greeted  anyone and everyone who wanted to come in the door. Several of these early receptions turned into mob scenes that  threatened to ruin the rugs and wreck the furniture—and  even made one or two chief executives fear for their lives.
Presidents and their staffs soon learned they had to set limits to White House access if they wanted to have time to conduct the nation’s business. But the tradition of the White  House as the people’s house lived on—and is alive and well in  contemporary Washington.
You used to be able to stroll by 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue  any day you chose, and see a long line of tourists—some of  the million and a half Americans who streamed through the  first-floor public rooms each year. As a small d as well as a large  D democrat, that statistic has always gladdened my heart. Visiting the White House in person is a little like meeting a  celebrity face-to-face. You get impressions and feelings that a  newspaper or TV show—or even this book—can’t communicate. After the terrorist attacks of September 11, 2001, and  during the war with Iraq in the spring of 2003, tours were  temporarily suspended because of concerns about security.  Group tours, which have to be arranged in advance, were  eventually reinstated. I hope it won’t be too much longer before the tours for the general public will also be resumed.

VII
The idea that the White House is the people’s house has  caused fierce quarrels every time a president or first lady tried  to change the building in any significant way. John Quincy  Adams was denounced for buying a billiard table. Millard Fillmore was attacked for putting in a bathtub.
Grace Coolidge caused an uproar when she tried to redecorate the family quarters with furniture in the style of the period in which the White House was built. Ironically,  Jacqueline Kennedy did the same thing for the public rooms  some thirty-eight years later and was wildly acclaimed for her  efforts. When my father added a balcony to the South Portico,  you would have sworn from the screams that impeachment  was just around the corner.
Then there are the media and congressional snipers who  are ready to open fire if they detect the slightest hint of snobbery or pretentiousness in the president’s lifestyle. Their salvos  were largely responsible for depriving at least one president,  Martin Van Buren, of a second term in the White House.
Van Buren had served as Andrew Jackson’s vice president,  which all by itself made him a ripe target for the Whigs (forerunners of the Republicans) who were against anyone or anything connected with Jackson. On top of that, Van Buren  liked to live, dress, and entertain in style, which made it easy  to cast him as a decadent aristocrat.
In the spring of 1840, a few months before Van Buren began his campaign for reelection, the House of Representatives  was considering a bill to allot funds for landscaping the   grounds and repairing the furniture in the President’s House.  Whig congressman Charles Ogle of Pennsylvania took advantage of the occasion to launch a passionate attack against Van  Buren. Taking his listeners on an imaginary tour of the “Presidential Palace,” Ogle commented on its “regal splendor.” He  condemned the president’s bonbon stands and green glass finger bowls and assailed him for serving fancy French food instead of such old-fashioned favorites as “hog and hominy” or  “fried meat and gravy.”
Ogle’s harangue went on for three days and included more  than a few comments about the down-home virtues of the  Whig presidential candidate, William Henry Harrison. The  oration kicked off one of the most vitriolic campaigns in  American history, and sent Martin Van Buren home to New  York.
Van Buren’s ordeal may have been on Franklin D. Roosevelt’s mind when he was planning a state dinner for the king  and queen of England during their visit to the United States  in 1939. FDR wanted to serve a typical American dish, terrapin à la Maryland, as the first course, but maître d’hôtel  Alonzo Fields informed him that the White House had no terrapin dishes.
Fields took advantage of the opportunity to mention that  the White House’s gold flatware was missing some crucial  pieces. There were no soup spoons or fish knives, and the  salad forks had to be washed between courses so they could  double as dessert forks.
FDR was sympathetic. “But you know,” he told Fields, “if  we were to ask for all those things you say we need, the politicians would make headlines out of the gold tableware being  bought for the White House.”
Although Roosevelt was too astute a politician to go for the  gold, he did manage to squeeze a set of terrapin dishes into the  White House budget.

VIII
For anyone living or working in the White House, or visiting it, or merely touring the place, everything seems larger  than life. One reason for this effect is factual: The house is ten  times larger than your ordinary dwelling and considerably  larger than most mansions. George Washington, the man who  saw the future greatness of America when it was a mere collection of quarrelsome former colonies, insisted on building it  that way.
History is another reason for the White House’s aura: It virtually oozes from the walls. You find it impossible to forget you  are walking halls and climbing stairs where Thomas Jefferson  and Abraham Lincoln and Theodore Roosevelt trod before  you.
No one put the mystical side of the White House more succinctly than President Grover Cleveland. A big, bulky, blunt-talking lawyer from Buffalo, New York, he seemed the last  man in the world to notice such things. But after a few  months in the White House, he told a friend: “Sometimes I  wake at night . . . and rub my eyes and wonder if it is not all a  dream.” If someone as commonsensical as Cleveland could be  spooked, what chance do ordinary mortals have in the grip of  this special atmosphere?

IX
My father, another commonsensical man, was convinced  that the old house was haunted. Let me give you an excerpt  from a letter he wrote to my mother.
Night before last I went to bed at nine o’clock after shutting my  doors. At four o’clock I was awakened by three distinct knocks on  my bedroom door. I jumped up and put on my bathrobe, opened the   door, and no one was there. Went out and looked up and down the  hall, looked into your room and Margie’s. Still no one there. Went  back to bed after locking the doors and there were footsteps in your  room whose door I’d left open. Jumped up and looked and no one  there! Damn place is haunted sure as shootin’. Secret Service said  not even a watchman was up here at that hour.
I told Dad, “You better lock your door and prop up some  chairs and next time you hear knocks, don’t answer. It may be  Andrew Jackson in person!”
Lillian Rogers Parks, working in the small room in the  northwest corner of the house (later my bedroom), next to a  larger room where Lincoln’s bed and other furniture were at  that time, heard footsteps approaching the door between the  two rooms. Every time she opened it, there was no one there.  She asked the houseman on duty why he was walking back  and forth in that room without coming in the door.
“I just came on duty,” he informed her. “That was Abe you  heard.”
He was “perfectly serious,” Mrs. Parks added.

X
One reason for the disorienting effect of the White House  is the incredible power it emanates. That alone can induce  strange behavior in men and women. The day after my father  became president, he summoned his old friend, business executive Eddie McKim, to the Oval Office to discuss the possibility of a job in his administration. Dad and Eddie had been in  the army together during World War I. They had been close  friends for twenty-five or thirty years. Yet when Eddie stepped  into the Oval Office, a kind of mental and emotional paralysis  seized him. He kept calling Dad “Mr. President” and stood at  virtual attention before the big desk.
Dad told Eddie to call him “Harry”—and sit down. “I can’t  do that Har . . . Mr. President,” Eddie said. Reluctantly, Dad  decided it might be better if Eddie supported the Truman administration as a private citizen.
An opposite variation on the effect of power on personality  is a syndrome my father christened “Potomac fever.” Its main  symptom is a ballooning self-importance that runs roughshod  over anyone and anything in its way. PF can and does afflict  almost everyone in the Washington, D.C., power structure,  but it is especially prevalent in the White House. The mere  ability to get on the telephone and say “This is the White  House calling” is enough to make anyone’s judgment go  squishy.
The White House as a power center is by no means all bad.  Presidents need power to get things done and the White  House is one of their strongest assets. My favorite story in this  department is a little gathering Lyndon Johnson hosted at   1600 Pennsylvania Avenue for a group of congressmen who  had been voting against him much too often. “Nice place,  isn’t it?” LBJ said. “Take a good look around. If you guys don’t  change your votin’ habits, it’s the last time you’ll see it while  I’m president.”

XI
More than one president has told me that on his last day in  the White House, he walked through all the rooms on the  first floor, from the East Room to the State Dining Room, remembering moments of pride and pleasure. The harrowing  memories—Dad once wrote to his mother that he barely had  time to eat his meals as he raced from crisis to crisis—fade  away. What remains is the central meaning of the White  House and the unique satisfaction of winning a place in its  history.
If I had to put that meaning into one word, I would choose   glory. I don’t think even the most cynical newspaper or TV reporter, who knows the worst failings of presidents and first  ladies, would deny that in the long run, glory is what the  White House is all about. Everyone who has ever lived or  worked there has a piece of the glory of this vanguard nation,  the United States of America. Even for those who found more  unhappiness than happiness in the White House, the glory is  still there—a consolation and a reward.
Questions for Discussion
Why is living in the White House a special experience?
What are some of the ways in which a close connection to the White House might affect people?
What makes the White House different from other  public buildings?
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This 1807 print is the earliest known picture of the White House. You have to  study it closely to realize it’s the same building. Credit: White House Historical Association (The White House Collection)
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From Palace to Mansion  to Powerhouse
THE WHITE HOUSE has 132 rooms, 32 bathrooms, 5 full-time  chefs, a tennis court, a jogging track, a movie theater, a billiard room, infrared electric sensors that can detect any movement on the grounds, a SWAT team standing by on the roof  every time the president enters or leaves the building, a digitalized locator box that tracks each member of the first family  anywhere in the world, and a Situation Room that can monitor troop movements by satellite, retrieve reports electronically from key government agencies, and otherwise deal with  almost every conceivable crisis in our terror-ridden modern  world.
Two centuries separate this high-tech house from the building that Pierre Charles L’Enfant, the French engineer and architect, designed in 1791 while simultaneously laying out the  plans for Washington, D.C. L’Enfant envisioned a palace  about five times the size of today’s White House standing in  an eighty-acre President’s Park complete with terraces, fountains, and formal gardens.
II
President George Washington believed that L’Enfant’s design would lend dignity and importance to the new government. Not everyone in his administration agreed. A new  political party, the Democratic-Republicans, led by Thomas  Jefferson, considered the palace a monstrosity that might inspire its occupants to behave like royalty. L’Enfant’s concept  proved to be short-lived for reasons more personal than political. The Frenchman managed to alienate everyone he worked  with, including George Washington, and he soon found himself unemployed.
A competition was held to find a new architect for what  was now being called the President’s House. The winner was a  Charleston, South Carolina, man, Irish-born James Hoban.  Among the losers was a gifted amateur architect, Thomas Jefferson, who had submitted his design under the pseudonym  A. Z.
Hoban’s building was smaller and plainer than L’Enfant’s  palace. Washington requested that it be made larger and  grander. He also wanted it built of stone but the cost was prohibitive, so the inner walls were made of brick. The outer  walls were sandstone, which had to be whitewashed to keep  out the moisture. Before long, people were calling the place  the White House.

III
George Washington, who had been so involved in the design of the President’s House, never got to live in it. On November 1, 1800, his successor, John Adams, became its first  occupant. The day after his arrival, Adams wrote to his wife,  Abigail: “I pray Heaven to bestow the best of blessings on this  house, and on all that shall hereafter inhabit it. May none but  honest and wise men ever rule under this roof.”
Abigail Adams, who arrived two weeks later, may have  shared his sentiments, but she was not oblivious to the shortcomings of their official home. About half of the thirty-six  rooms were still unplastered and only six were fit to live in.  Abigail found the house cold and dark and so large, it would  take thirty servants to run it. In a letter to her daughter, she  wrote: “the great unfinished audience-room, I make a drying-room of, to hang up the clothes in.”

IV
As a Democratic-Republican, John Adams’s successor,  Thomas Jefferson, might have been expected to refuse to live  in the President’s House. Although Jefferson described the  house as “big enough for two emperors, one pope and the grand  lama,” he not only moved in, he set to work to make the place  more habitable. His first order of business was removing the  wooden privy that stood beside the house in full view of  passersby. It was replaced by two water closets (toilets) installed at each end of the second floor.
Jefferson also commissioned the construction of wings on  the east and west sides of the mansion to house the president’s  coaches, servants’ quarters, and other important but not necessarily attractive areas. The wings were one-story extensions  connected by colonnades to the basement of the White  House, which was at ground level.
The President’s House took another step closer to becoming the elegant residence George Washington wanted it to be  when James and Dolley Madison arrived in 1809. The Madisons liked to entertain, and they set about turning the mansion into a suitable setting for their parties.
Dolley focused her attention on three rooms along the  south side of the house. Jefferson’s former office became—and  still is—the State Dining Room. A sitting room next to it was  converted into Mrs. Madison’s parlor. (It is now the Red  Room.) The oval-shaped Elliptical Saloon, the present Blue  Room, became the main drawing room.
The splendid rooms provided a superb backdrop for the  Madisons’ parties, which were the most glittering in Washington. Nothing short of a grave illness could keep people away.

V
James Madison’s first term marked the high point of the  President’s House thus far. His second term, which coincided  with the War of 1812, marked the low point. In the summer  of 1814, a British army burned the Capitol, the President’s  House, and several other government buildings.
Rebuilding the President’s House became a matter of national pride. Congress appropriated the necessary funds, and   the original architect, James Hoban, was invited to reconstruct his mansion and to finish its still unbuilt north and  south porticos as well.
The work was still going on when Madison’s successor,  James Monroe, arrived in 1817. Monroe ordered the work  speeded up and was particularly insistent that the East Room  be ready for the large receptions he planned. The workmen  had gotten as far as replacing the whitewash on the outside  walls with white lead paint (which made the White House an  even more popular name), but the north and south porticos  were still under construction and the inside was a mess.
Nevertheless, the Monroes moved in and Elizabeth Monroe  set about decorating the house with furniture they had ordered from France. If the workmen’s materials were removed,  the President’s House would at least be fit to entertain in.  James Monroe gave the order, the materials were stashed  away, and on New Year’s Day, 1818, the president and first  lady invited the public to a gala reception. When it was over,  the materials were replaced and work on the house resumed.
The Monroes continued this practice whenever they entertained, but the work stopped when the country was hit by the  Panic of 1819 and did not resume until the economy improved. The building was finally completed in 1830, not long  after Andrew Jackson moved in, and thirty-eight years after it  was started.

VI
For almost a hundred years, the president’s office competed  for space on the second floor with the chief executive’s family.   This meant that visitors to the mansion were constantly  trekking up and down stairs, allowing first families little privacy. As the responsibilities of the president increased, particularly during the Civil War, more work space was needed,  impinging still further on the first families’ living arrangements.
With President Benjamin Harrison’s arrival, however, additional space became crucial. The Harrison household included their daughter, her husband, and their two-year-old son  and baby daughter; Mrs. Harrison’s ninety-year-old father; and  a widowed niece. With so many people in residence, there was  little room and even less privacy. Caroline Harrison tried to  free up space by using the state rooms









OPS/images/Trum_9780307417312_epub_004_r1.jpg
+ Dwight D. Eisenhower
Mamie Doud Eisenhower
January 20, 1953—January 20,

1961

+ John E Kennedy
Jacqueline Bouvier Kennedy
January 20, 1961-November
22,1963

+ Lyndon B. Johnson
Claudia (Lady Bird) Taylor
Johnson
November 22, 1963-January
20,1969

+# Richard M. Nixon
Patricia Ryan Nixon
January 20, 1969-August 9,
1974

+ Gerald Ford
Elizabeth Bloomer Warren
Ford
August 9, 1974-January
20,1977

+# Jimmy Carter
Rosalynn Smith Carter
January 20, 1977-January 20,
1981

+ Ronald Reagan
Jane Wyman Reagan
Nancy Davis Reagan
January 20, 1981-January 20,
1989

+ George H. W. Bush
Barbara Pierce Bush
January 20, 1989—January 20,

1993

+ William J. Clinton
Hillary Rodham Clinton
January 20, 1993—January 20,
2001

W George W. Bush
Laura Welch Bush
January 20, 2001—





OPS/images/Trum_9780307417312_epub_001_r1.jpg
THE
PRESIDENT’S

Houske

1800 TO THE PRESENT

The Secrets and History of
the World's Most Famous Home

MARGARET TRUMAN






OPS/images/Trum_9780307417312_epub_005_r1.jpg





OPS/images/Trum_9780307417312_epub_002_r1.jpg
# George Washington
Martha Dandridge Custis
‘Washington
April 30, 1789-March 3, 1797

# John Adams
‘Abigail Smith Adams
March 4, 1797-March 3, 1801

# Thomas Jefferson
Martha Wayles Skelton
Jefferson
March 4, 1801-March 3, 1809

i+ James Madison
Dolley Payne Todd Madison
March 4, 1809-March 3, 1817

James Monroe
Elizabeth Kortright Monroe
March 4, 1817-March 3, 1825

# John Quincy Adams
Louisa Catherine Johnson

March 4, 1825-March 3, 1829

# Andrew Jackson
Rachel Donelson Robards
Jackson
March 4, 1829-March 3, 1837

Martin Van Buren
Hannah Hoes Van Buren
March 4, 1837-March 3, 1841

# William Henry Harrison
Anna Symmes Harrison

March 4, 1841-April 4, 1841

# John Tyler
Letitia Christian Tyler
Julia Gardiner Tyler
April 6, 1841-March 3, 1845

# James K. Polk
Sarah Childress Polk
March 4, 1845-March 3,
1849

# Zachary Taylor
Margaret Smith Taylor
March 4, 1849-July 9, 1850

# Millard Fillmore
Abigail Powers Fillmore
Caroline Carmichael
Melntosh Fillmore
July 10, 1850-March 3, 1853

¢ Franklin Pierce
Jane Appleton Pierce
March 4, 1853-March 3, 1857

# James Buchanan
March 4, 1857-March 3, 1861

+# Abraham Lincoln
Mary Todd Lincoln
March 4, 1861-April 15, 1865





OPS/images/Trum_9780307417312_epub_003_r1.jpg
# Andrew Johnson
Eliza McCardle Johnson
April 15, 1865-March 3, 1869

# Ulysses S. Grant
Julia Dent Grant
March 4, 1869-March 3, 1877

# Rutherford B. Hayes
Lucy Webb Hayes
March 4, 1877-March 3, 1881

i James A. Garfield
Lucretia Rudolph Garfield
March 4, 1881-September 19,

1881

# Chester A. Arthur
Ellen Hemdon Arthur
September 20, 1881-March 3,
1885

# Grover Cleveland
Frances Folsom Cleveland
March 4, 1885-March 3, 1889

Benjamin Harrison
Caroline Scott Harrison
Mary Lord Dimmick
Harrison
March 4, 1889-Ma

+# Grover Cleveland
Frances Folsom Cleveland
March 4, 1893-March 3, 1897

4 William McKinley
Ida Saxton McKinley
March 4, 1897-September 14,
1901

h 3,1893

+# Theodore Roosevelt
Alice Lee Roosevelt
Edith Carow Roosevelt
September 14, 1901-March 3,
1909

+ William Howard Taft
Helen Herron Taft
March 4, 1909-March 3, 1913

# Woodrow Wilson
Ellen Axson Wilson
Edith Bolling Galt Wilson
March 4, 1913-March 3, 1921

+ Warren G. Harding
Florence Kling De Wolfe
Harding
March 4, 1921-August 2,
1923

# Calvin Coolidge
Grace Goodhue Coolidge
August 3, 1923-March 3,
1929

+ Herbert Hoover
Lou Henry Hoover
March 4, 1929-March 3, 1933

¢ Franklin D. Roosevelt
Anna Eleanor Roosevelt
Roosevelt
March 4, 1933-April 12, 1945

+ Harry S Truman
Elizabeth Wallace Truaman
April 12, 1945-January 20,

1953





OPS/images/Trum_9780307417312_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
[
2l

BABIFANIRIN ERB ®© © K






OPS/images/Trum_9780307417312_epub_006_r1.jpg





