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			INTRODUCTION

			
				AT HIS SWEARING-IN as President, in the East Room of the White House shortly after noon on August 9, 1974, Gerald Ford said, “I believe that truth is the glue that holds government together, not only our government but civilization itself…. In all my public and private acts as your President, I expect to follow my instincts of openness and candor with full confidence that honesty is always the best policy in the end. My fellow Americans, our long national nightmare is over. Our Constitution works; our great Republic is a government of laws and not of men….” And introducing his first Press Secretary, Jerald terHorst, to the White House reporters less than an hour later, the new President repeated his promise: “We will have an open, we will have a candid administration….”

			After what had seemed the interminable agony of Richard Nixon’s dissembling and withholding and tampering with the truth, Ford’s declaration of intent to offer the nation an open administration was received with universal relief and hope. The very next day, The New York Times’ Assistant Sunday Editor, Jack Rosenthal, a former Washington reporter, called his old friend terHorst to test this intent. He pointed out that Mr. Ford, the first unelected President of the United States, not having endured the grueling exposure of an electoral campaign, was little known to the public, and he asked terHorst to see whether the President would allow a writer extensive access to him over a period of days, for the gathering of material for a large portrait. TerHorst, while encouraging Rosenthal, asked for a bit of time for the new administration to settle into stride.

			The administration’s shakedown—and the national euphoria—lasted exactly a month: on September 8 came the Nixon pardon. It had been arranged in secret, with no consultation outside the White House, and with no preparation of the public mind, and the American people’s elated sense of new beginnings came tumbling down—and, with it, some part of their confidence in Mr. Ford’s “instincts of openness and candor.” And on that day Jerald terHorst resigned in protest.

			Shortly afterward, Rosenthal renewed his inquiry with the new Press Secretary, Ronald Nessen. It was December before the two men met. Having consulted with the President, Nessen then agreed in principle to the Times’ proposal; he stipulated, however, that once the Times had assigned a writer, the President would have to meet him for “a sizing-up session” before the granting of final approval and before agreement on exact ground rules for the project.

			On February 7, 1975, having been nominated for the assignment by the Times, I met with Mr. Ford and asked if I might follow him closely through a working week, and he replied at once that I might. When he asked what sorts of meetings I would like to sit in on, I said, “All of them. Everything.” He saw no difficulty in that, he said; then he did quickly specify one exclusion, the full import of which did not strike me until late in the week of my visitation, as you will discover if you stay with Mr. Ford and me in these pages as far as Friday: he excepted “my daily meetings with Henry.”

			We then agreed that it would be best to make an arbitrary choice of a week at random, and to take our chances on whatever might happen during it, rather than to try to pick a week in which “special” occurrences might be foreseen; the events of the week would not in any case be news but only the backdrop against which the President’s ways of being and doing would be displayed. Neither the President nor his Press Secretary asked to review any part of what I might write.

			The week of my visit, in the event, was the one beginning Monday, March 10, 1975. It was a week during which the principal focus of interest was on southeast Asia: the insurgent forces in Cambodia were closing in on Phnom Penh, and the North Vietnamese and Vietcong had just launched what was to prove to be the last offensive of the Vietnam war. Dr. Kissinger was away in the Middle East, and I saw less of Mrs. Ford during the week than I had hoped, because she was in bed with an episode of the neck pain from which she had periodically suffered in recent years; otherwise, the week could probably have been described as a more or less typical one for the President.

			In order to have an exact record of the President’s words, I taped two conversations with him, at breakfast on Thursday morning and after dinner on Friday evening in the residential part of the White House; I relied on my own notes to record all the other events of the week. The Press Office made no effort to steer me in any direction or to censor me in any way; a couple of members of the President’s staff seemed rather more tempted to guide me or to gag me. Ron Nessen assigned an assistant, Larry Speakes, to me, with instructions, which Speakes ably carried out, to help me however I might ask to be helped, and to give me whatever documents I might want.

			I was fearful that my mere presence might distort the discussions in the Oval Office, just as a known electronic bug might; but after the first day or so I felt I had been absorbed into the furniture. Sometimes the President would explain my presence to strangers; more often I think I was taken for a staffer whose job it apparently was to keep scribbling madly in an effort to record all Oval Office transactions, now that the infamous tapes were no longer being made.

			The Times’ gifted and tactful photographer, George Tames, popped unobtrusively in and out of meetings. This never caused any commotion, because photography was obviously an ever-present mania in the White House; for months on end the President’s personal photographer, David Kennerly, or one of his staff had been clicking visual records of just about everything that had been going on.

			Special thanks are due to DuPre Jones for invaluable help he gave me in research and checking, and to Robert Wool and David Anderson of the Times for support and vigilance in the close-in chores of getting the manuscript to press.

			Members of the administration who figured in the events of the week are listed in an appendix, beginning on this page, and they are identified with the posts they held at the time.

		

	
		
			MONDAY

			A Stubborn Calm at the Center

			Donald Rumsfeld, with a sheaf of papers under his arm, opens the staff door to the Oval Office and nods over his shoulder to me to follow him, and we walk in. The President, seated behind his desk, greets us; first names come easily to him, and because he and I have met before, he uses mine.

			It is 8:33. Monday morning. A rainy day.

			Rumsfeld pulls a chair up to a corner of the desk and puts the papers down. I sit against the curving east wall of the room, in a straight cane-backed chair. The President, holding a pipe to his mouth with his left hand, tips a butane lighter into it and puffs up a cloud.

			The Assistant to the President begins talking and passing papers across the desk. A Navy steward in a red coat serves coffee. I am far too excited at first to be able to follow what is being said. I am conscious of the arching energy, on a table just to my left, of Frederic Remington’s sculpture “Bronco Buster,” a cowboy bending to the rise of a violent caracole, the dark bronze horse under him seeming to explode with ferocity and joy. Not quite so sharply to my left is the utterly still figure beyond the desk, dark-suited, contained, reading some document his aide has handed him, pale drifting smoke the only motion there.

			The President has given me permission to take a kind of voyage with him—to watch him closely through a working week. I have a unique opportunity, and at this moment its prospect staggers me. By the time the week is over, I will have been given access to a President of the United States of a sort no journalist has ever had. It is already clear that Mr. Ford is going to be even more open with me than was Harry Truman when, a quarter of a century ago, he allowed me a somewhat similar privilege. I will in fact be doing something that less than a handful of Mr. Ford’s own staff of 533 has done: I will be with him, most of the time, hour in and hour out, through the whole week’s range of his backbreaking routine.

			I sit here trying to get my bearings. Charles Willson Peale’s foxy and sexy old Ben Franklin is squinting disconcertingly at me from across the room through mod-looking spectacles. Over the mantel one of Peale’s seven Washingtons, this portrait full-length, the face austere and disapproving, looks past me and straight at his distant successor, as if wondering, wondering. I am curious about the days ahead. I want to know what I suppose every citizen wants to know. Our country has been through agonies of failed leadership. Are we in the hands of steady men now? What is the quality of this quiet person murmuring to his aide? What is his style, and what secrets, if any, does it encode—or is all of him right out there on the surface? How does he make decisions? Is he bright enough? How stubborn is he? Is he at all flexible? Is the office changing him? Has he been able to lift his vision from the boundaries of the Fifth Congressional District of Michigan to the full sweep from Maine to Hawaii where the electorate lives that had no chance to choose him?

			The figure behind the desk is drenched in the dazzling artificial light of this room. A dark pin-stripe suit, the lapels just the right width for this year; a tie slashed with bold diagonal stripes. I search the face, now tilting up from reading. There is a slight tuck on the lower right cheek, not matched on the left. Higher on the left cheek are three barely visible bumps, suddenly folded now into the creases of a smile. Which fades quickly. At the foot of the long slope of the bald forehead there are stark, slashing horizontal lines of the skinfold over the deepset sixty-one-year-old eyes that need no glasses for reading, and, beneath, two darkish puffy semicircles. The eyes seek Rumsfeld’s. The strong impression I get is of total relaxation: The hand guides the pipe as if the pipe were free of gravity.

			Rumsfeld is explaining something. His hands, held out before him on a plane parallel to the desk top, chop sharply thumb to thumb, then cut away from each other, the fingers fanning. Ford listens, puffs, says, “Let’s get them in here and talk about it.”

			

			—

			9:05 A.M. Jack Marsh is in the chair where Rumsfeld sat. “You saw the letter,” the Counselor asks, “from thirty-seven Democrat freshmen opposing any further aid to Cambodia?”
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			“I read about it this morning.”

			The pipe is clamped in the right side of the mouth. The face gives no message. Strong eye contact is maintained.

			“Here’s a letter from fifteen Senators”—Marsh reaches it forward; says it proposes a candidate for Under Secretary of Transportation; summarizes the man’s record; makes it clear that he has been a good political soldier.

			“Give it to Bill Walker, Jack.”

			Beyond the Presidential desk from where I sit, a head of Harry Truman thrusts its feisty challenge into the room. The bronze face looks pleased, as if saying: Who’d have thought I’d be one of three past Presidents represented here?

			The third is Abraham Lincoln, who stands, slender and brooding, on a pedestal on the east side of the room, to my right. Ford chose this company of three: Washington, Lincoln, Truman. Mrs. Ford found the Truman head abandoned in the White House warehouse.

			

			—

			9:18 A.M. Rumsfeld, Marsh, Hartmann, Nessen and Friedersdorf enter for the daily session preparing Ron Nessen for his briefing of the press. Ever since Watergate days, reporters’ questions in these briefings have been searching, prolonged, often fierce—the sum of all the questions being: Does a President ever tell the truth?

			As the men draw chairs around the desk, the President rises—what a big man he is!—steps to a table behind him, picks up four brand-new pipes, still in their store packages, and tosses one to each of the pipe smokers, Hartmann, Marsh, Rumsfeld and Nessen, who has just switched from cigarettes. “Someone gave me these. I don’t much care for that type of pipe,” he says. Bright-colored pipes with meerschaum or plastic bowls and elaborate cooling stems. Marsh and Rumsfeld, knowing each other’s color preferences, make a swap. The steward is passing coffee again. The President, who drank tea at breakfast, now takes his second cup of coffee.
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					…with Marsh, Hartmann, Friedersdorf, Rumsfeld, Nessen

				
			
			NESSEN (glasses parked on top of his head): On Cambodia. I think I’ll be getting flak from some things Humphrey said on “Face the Nation” yesterday—that aid wouldn’t help the situation even if it got there. Hubert said he’d seen some C.I.A. cables that came to the same conclusion.

			The Plexiglas-covered globe of the earth beyond the President’s desk suddenly seems to jump up into full scale. Cambodia. I am all ears. The President, who has in recent days seemed to be completely out of touch with the mood of the country on the everlasting suffering of the Asian wars, is in a tight struggle with Congress—yet again—over emergency funds for both Vietnam and Cambodia. I can imagine Truman’s explosion if he had been crossed on a conviction of his

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
				
				
					[image: ]
				

				
					
				
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
				
					[image: ]
				

				
					
				
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			

			—

			
			

			—

			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			

			—

			
			

			—

			
		

	OEBPS/images/page_12_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_viii.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_15_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_14_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_8_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_6_001.jpg





OEBPS/9780593080801_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						About the Author


						Other Titles


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Frontispiece


						Dedication


						Contents


						Introduction


						Monday


						Tuesday


						Wednesday


						Thursday


						Friday


						Saturday


						Appendix


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Table of Contents


						Start


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						viii


						ix


						x


						xi


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/9780593080801_title_page.jpg
THE PRESIDENT

JOHN HERSEY

Vintage Books
A Division of Penguin Random House LLC

New York





OEBPS/images/page_20_001.jpg







OEBPS/images/9780593080801_cover.jpg
JOHN
HERSEY

The

President

A minute-by-minute account

of a week in the life of Gerald Ford

VINTAGE BOOKS





