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Dedication

To the veterans of World War II and D-Day who

died on the beaches of Normandy and to those

who are still living today. Thank you for your

service, your sacrifice, and for saving the world.
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Introduction

Finding FDR

June 6, 2019

Dressed in a navy-blue suit and electric-blue tie, President Donald J. Trump spoke slowly, opening a historic speech touching on service, sacrifice, and how the US military alongside Allied forces saved the world. For all the bitter partisan fighting back in the US hovering over almost every aspect of the Trump presidency, this speech seemed to wholly transcend it. Marking the seventy-fifth anniversary of the D-Day invasion at the American cemetery in Colleville-sur-Mer, Normandy, President Trump directly addressed the more than 170 surviving veterans of the June 6, 1944, invasion who were in the crowd.

“To more than one hundred and seventy veterans of the Second World War who join us today, you are among the very greatest Americans who will ever live,” the president said. “You are the pride of our nation. You are the glory of our republic. And we thank you from the bottom of our hearts.” As the president turned around to look at the veterans behind him, a long-sustained applause led to a standing ovation and a few tears in the eyes of those veterans.

The past is ever-present. The nation and the world paused to commemorate the seventy-fifth anniversary of D-Day as I was completing my work on this book. At a time of great conflict and division—when once again we are struggling to define who we are as nations and allies—the leaders of the free world stood on the cliffs above the Normandy beaches where we were once united in common cause.

“We are gathered here on freedom’s altar,” President Trump said in his remarks, and his words resonated. Normandy was the altar where nearly 10,000 Allied soldiers lost their lives, and their sacrifice was not in vain.

It was my desire to try to capture that moment of time that led me to write this book, which focuses on FDR and the three critical days of the Tehran Conference where the decision was made to launch Operation Overlord, the decisive battle of the war that came to be known as D-Day. World War II still has an influence on our lives, although it is growing more distant. According to the Department of Veterans Affairs, those who served in that war are dying at a rate of 372 veterans per day. Sixteen million of them fought; only 600,000 remain. How do we preserve the experience of that time and explain its meaning for future generations? I always tell my two sons, Paul, twelve, and Daniel, nine, that history is a living thing, and I’ve found that to be true for myself. I was born twenty-six years after D-Day, but growing up it felt as if it was part of my story, too. Respecting and revering the veterans who came to be known as the “Greatest Generation” was standard practice. Today, as the remaining veterans of D-Day live out their final years, their resolute faces and words bring us back to our greatest legacy as a people.

Writing about history is an immersive experience. As I found with my other books, on Dwight Eisenhower and Ronald Reagan, nothing helps with the experience more than a trip to a presidential library—this time, a trip to the Franklin D. Roosevelt Presidential Library and Museum in Hyde Park, New York. About forty miles north of West Point, above the Hudson River, the vistas are breathtaking in all seasons. Touring the grounds can put you back in FDR’s time. The stately family home, now showing the wear of age, is just a few yards from the museum, and walking the long driveway it’s easy to picture Roosevelt, his legs shrunken by polio and encased in steel braces, struggling for hours at a time, trying to walk again. He never succeeded, but he also never stopped trying.

Driving the backroads of the property, one can imagine FDR doing the same in his 1936 Ford Phaeton Convertible with special hand controls. Mounted on the steering column is a device that produced lit cigarettes at the push of a button—a one-of-a-kind feature. He loved that car and often drove along the side roads and hills of Hyde Park, taking the curves at breakneck speed.

On a hill at the easternmost corner of the property is Top Cottage, which FDR built as a private retreat. The long, flat porch of the modest cottage was the setting of a picnic the Roosevelts hosted for King George VI and Queen Elizabeth of England in 1939. (FDR drove them there from the main house himself, and after that ride the queen vowed to never get back in a car with him again.)

But the true work takes place in the reading room of the library, with its aged books lining the walls. There are over 17 million documents in the FDR archives, and almost one million of them are available digitally. But there is something special about being there and holding the documents in your hands. Unlike at the Eisenhower Library, gloves are not required. The archivists thought gloves would make it hard to turn pages, which is true. Here are the drafts of speeches, always of special interest to me, with edits scribbled in Roosevelt’s hand; the urgent cables at critical moments of the war; the correspondence between the president and Winston Churchill and Joseph Stalin, some of the letters in longhand. Collected in large bound books are the records of the Tehran Conference with Winston Churchill and Joseph Stalin, the centerpiece of this book. The firsthand accounts of observers and translators bring one into the room as they fiercely debated the wisdom of a cross-Channel invasion on western Europe. Trying to put the reader in the room is what the Three Days series is all about.

In Tehran, the complex relationship of the three men was on full display. Churchill, a man of great passion and conviction, had been in this war longer than the others, and felt his unique position gave additional legitimacy to his voice. After all, Britain had stood firm against Hitler while the United States was trying to avoid the war and the Soviet Union was signing a non-aggression pact with Germany. Stalin, a dictator whose hidden depths masked his true agenda, could be an uncomfortable partner, given his history. However, the sacrifices endured by his countrymen, with millions of lives lost to Nazi aggression, gave his proposals special standing. FDR as the mediator, and in the eyes of the others the final word, had an agenda complicated by the drain on American lives and treasure of the Pacific War and the knowledge that any invasion of western Europe would occur on the backs of American soldiers. Their frank, often brutal, conversations are a revelation. The sheer human drama of this meeting, at the conference table and behind the scenes, is a time capsule that when broken open, foretells the next three quarters of a century.

Much has been written about this period. A staff member at the FDR Library told me he thought Roosevelt was the most written about person in American history, and I can understand why he’d think that. Many great historians have explored aspects of his life and contribution. I don’t aspire to match the genius of historians, but intend to put my personal journalist’s spin on the great events of Roosevelt’s day, culminating with the Tehran Conference and the decision to launch Operation Overlord. That meeting may have won the war, but it also set the stage for the beginning of the Cold War. I am not a historian. I am a reporter of history. And this book, like the other two in the series, hopefully sheds light on a crucial moment in time and one of America’s most consequential leaders.

It is the small human details that intrigue me, the desire to pull back the curtain, see them as they were, and ask what that means for us. Roosevelt, Churchill, and Stalin were men of their time, but in a sense, they are men of our time, too. The leader of this daring trio, FDR stands apart as a man truly formed by crisis and loss, a person of great gifts and also great personal flaws, who chose to rise above the traumatic events of his time and take a chance on the unknown future.

As the third book in my presidential series, Three Days at the Brink: FDR’s Daring Gamble to Win World War II rounds out the story of twentieth-century leadership, and is a dramatic prelude to my other books—Eisenhower at the early, most dangerous days of the Cold War, with Stalin breaking all the promises he’d made to Roosevelt; and Reagan, bringing an end to the Cold War with a dramatic diplomatic strategy alongside his Soviet counterpart Mikhail Gorbachev. Like Eisenhower and Reagan, Roosevelt was a leader who transcended his political party to fulfill a higher purpose in the presidency. Looking at it today, with fresh ripples forming in the global power structure, it can feel as if in one way or another we’re still immersed in the same debates—still focused on a world-view from seventy-five years ago. In the living history of our times, the leaders from our past call upon us to help them fulfill their dreams.

—Bret Baier  

October 2019




Prologue

The “Big Three” Dinner Party

November 28, 1943

In the heavily armed and gated Soviet Embassy compound in Tehran, Iran, President Franklin D. Roosevelt was hosting a steak-and-baked-potato dinner for his indispensable wartime counterparts, Prime Minister Winston Churchill and Marshal Joseph Stalin. The meal was being prepared by Roosevelt’s cherished Filipino mess crew, who knew exactly how he liked his steaks grilled. The cooks had arrived that afternoon to find that, inexplicably, someone had removed the stove, and they’d scrambled to create a makeshift kitchen from scratch, installing a range and kitchen equipment in an empty room at the embassy.

The circumstance that placed the president of the United States in Tehran for a meeting with Churchill and Stalin was a crisis point in the Second World War. After more than four years of fighting, the free world was at the brink. Adolf Hitler’s armies had surged across western Europe and into the Soviet Union and the Mediterranean. The Allies had fought hard, and in the last year they had scored important victories at the edges of Axis-controlled territory: a successful campaign in North Africa; inroads into southern Italy, where Benito Mussolini’s government had collapsed; and a brutal victory in Stalingrad. In the Pacific theater, Allied victories at Midway and Guadalcanal had created positive momentum. But the successes felt piecemeal in the larger scheme of things. It might have seemed as though the Germans and Japanese were finally on the defensive, but overconfidence would have been a mistake. The Axis Powers still dominated Europe and Asia. Nazi Germany’s systematic extermination of Jews, forever after known as the Holocaust, proceeded unchecked throughout its territory. Moreover, the price of the Allies’ precious few victories had been astonishingly high—the Soviets had lost a million men at Stalingrad—underscoring the grave challenge that lay ahead. The Allies could not afford to miscalculate against an enemy so undaunted by defeat, so relentless in the face of overwhelming odds. They needed the kind of decisive win that would put the Nazis on their heels.

This was the critical issue that confronted the Big Three in Tehran. Each came with his own vision of the future. Stalin was adamant that a second front be opened in Europe as soon as possible. Churchill was unpersuaded, believing that the Mediterranean would be a more fruitful arena. FDR was in the middle, leaning toward Stalin’s view but hesitant on the question of timing. One thing was clear: the next great battle was on the horizon, and those three days in Tehran would determine its course. Hitler could still win the war. What were they willing to do to stop him?

Theirs was at times an uneasy alliance. Churchill, the most passionate of the three, felt he deserved accommodation since Great Britain had held off the Nazis virtually alone in the early years of the war. Stalin countered that more than the other nations, the USSR had suffered a true invasion of its land, costing millions of lives. He believed he was owed a rallying Allied endeavor—a second front in Europe that would relieve pressure on the embattled eastern front by forcing Hitler to move troops to the new theater. And he wasn’t shy about saying that if the United States and Great Britain were unwilling, they were cowards.

FDR, who was meeting Stalin for the first time, was determined to show the Soviet leader a full measure of respect, even if his attentiveness wounded the feelings of Churchill, who had been his closest confidant during the war. For Roosevelt, the Tehran meeting was a victory of sorts. He had been trying for more than a year to get Stalin into the same room, and he was eager to make the most of it. Among other issues, he was intent on enlisting Stalin in the war with Japan, which the United States was fighting mostly alone, with limited help from Great Britain. The urgency could not be overstated. If the Big Three did not come to common terms during that meeting, the Allied effort could falter. They needed a united policy at a time when the Soviets were fighting for their lives and Hitler’s domination of western Europe had remained largely unchallenged.

Roosevelt’s stay at the Soviet compound, after Stalin had turned over a building for his use, was an unexpected development and one that peeved Churchill. Originally, Roosevelt had planned to headquarter at the US Embassy and to hold meetings there, although it was not a large facility. Churchill had offered the British Embassy compound as an alternative. At that point, Stalin had swept in with an invitation of his own, cleverly orchestrating Roosevelt’s acceptance by presenting a vague but plausible rumor that agents of Hitler had parachuted in nearby and were plotting an assassination attempt on the Big Three. Soviet agents had learned of the plot in time to arrest some of the instigators, but they did not know if any of the agents had escaped into the hills and were planning to go ahead with an attack. Tehran, wrote Bill Yenne in his book about the plot, “was a hub of international intrigue with an underworld of double and even triple agents.” Even if Roosevelt were safe in the US Embassy, the same could not be said for Stalin and Churchill and their staffs, who would be forced to make daily mile-long journeys through treacherous streets to meetings at the US Embassy.

The prospect of the leaders of what Churchill called “the greatest concentration of power the world had ever seen” being eliminated was chilling. After twenty years in power, Stalin had no natural heir, and the messy political aftermaths of Churchill’s and Roosevelt’s deaths would impede the momentum of the war. (For one thing, Roosevelt’s vice president, Henry Wallace, was an outspoken isolationist.)

The Soviets argued that the president would be safest in the fortresslike Soviet Embassy, and it was spacious enough for the meetings. Churchill argued that the same could be said for the British Embassy, which was right next door to the Soviets’, but Roosevelt accepted Stalin’s offer—the first of a series of what felt like rebuffs to his old friend Churchill. In truth, Roosevelt might have viewed it as a strategic opportunity to be close to Stalin.

“I am placing a very great importance on the personal and intimate conversations which you and Churchill and I will have, for on them the hope of the future world will greatly depend,” Roosevelt wrote to Stalin a month before the conference. However, the conference was extremely difficult to set up, and it almost didn’t happen. The barrier, in Roosevelt’s opinion, was Stalin’s insistence that it be held in Tehran. Stalin argued that he needed to be close to home because of his duties there. Roosevelt countered that he could not be so far away from the United States and out of touch with Congress during that critical time, since the rough, mountainous terrain made it difficult for cables to be sent and received. In one letter to Stalin, he pointedly added, “I am not in any way considering the fact that from the United States territory I would have to travel six thousand miles and you would only have to travel six hundred miles from Russian territory.” But he added, “I would gladly go ten times the distance to meet you were it not for the fact that I must carry on a constitutional government more than one hundred and fifty years old.”

Stalin held firm. Eventually, when it became clear that he would not attend a conference if it were not in Tehran, Roosevelt folded, graciously writing Stalin that he had cleared up his constitutional barriers. “. . . I have decided to go to Tehran, and this makes me especially happy.”

After Roosevelt accepted Stalin’s invitation to stay at the Soviet Embassy, the Secret Service sprang into action. It created a huge motorcade from the US Embassy, with a stand-in posing as Roosevelt in the presidential car. The president sneaked out in a separate car and traveled anonymously via back roads.

Once Roosevelt and his staff were settled in at the embassy, there was some awkwardness. It was lavish in its facade and accommodations but not very comfortable. The Americans knew that their rooms were bugged, and Roosevelt took special care to avoid saying anything he wouldn’t want overheard. His staff was a bit rattled by the way Stalin himself kept popping into the president’s office to see that all was well, like an obsequious but not entirely trustworthy hotel manager. Members of Roosevelt’s entourage also noticed that the maids, waiters, and bellmen all had bulges at their hips that appeared to be firearms and suspected that they were not in fact servants but members of the NKVD, Stalin’s secret police.

The old calculations of which nations constituted friend or foe were very much on everyone’s minds. The Soviets might have been necessary allies, but they could be sneaky. For one thing, the story of a potential assassination attempt by Nazi infiltrators might have been a ruse—an invention by Stalin to persuade Roosevelt to stay with him.

While the mess crew was hard at work in the kitchen, in another part of the compound an introductory meeting of the Big Three was taking place. It was the first time that Roosevelt, Churchill, and Stalin were in the same room together.

Introduced earlier that afternoon, Roosevelt and Stalin had sized each other up in a private meeting. Stalin had brought his interpreter, but Roosevelt, wanting to demonstrate trust, did not have his own interpreter in the room. Stalin was impressed by Roosevelt’s powerful personality and intellect, and he felt chastened when he saw the extent of his infirmity. He suddenly realized how difficult it must have been for the wheelchair-bound president to make the journey of thousands of miles by sea and air. He graciously promised Roosevelt that their next meeting would be in a more convenient setting for the president—a promise he broke when he demanded Yalta, on the Black Sea, even farther from the United States, as the location of their second summit.

For his part, Roosevelt was surprised to see that Stalin was short—only five feet, six inches tall—but stocky, with broad shoulders and an expansive waist. His camel-hair coat over a dark blue uniform gave him an aura of elegance and a stature beyond his size. Stalin was pleasant, even witty, but his eyes were inscrutable, his mouth masked behind his thick mustache. Roosevelt would later describe the Soviet leader as “a man hewn out of granite.” At the same time, he believed he could chip away at that granite—that Stalin would give in if it suited his own needs. Courting the Soviet leader was high on Roosevelt’s list of priorities. He needed him, even if their closeness hurt Churchill’s pride.

At the dinner hour, as was his custom, Roosevelt arrived in the dining room before the others, to avoid being wheeled in as they watched. He was seated in his armless wheelchair at the drinks table, where he was mixing his signature martini cocktail: two parts gin, one part dry vermouth, shaken with ice and garnished with an olive. When the others entered, he handed them their drinks. Stalin sipped his doubtfully, and Roosevelt asked him how he liked it. Stalin politely replied that it was all right but “cold on the stomach.”

Stalin preferred vodka and wine to gin, but he was no slouch in the drinking department. It was said that as an infant he’d been given a vodka-soaked rag to suck on while he was teething, and he currently made sure that his soldiers received a daily ration of vodka. He enjoyed the procession of toasts at public events—it was typical at Russian dinners for there to be as many as forty toasts. The US ambassador to the Soviet Union, Averell Harriman, observed that Stalin enjoyed watching others get drunk, perhaps because it gave him the upper hand, but he took care to avoid inebriation himself, often sneaking water into his vodka glass.

Despite the alcohol-fueled bonhomie at the table, there was a degree of tension. Churchill, well lubricated but unbowed, felt aggrieved, like a shunned spouse, as he watched Roosevelt turn on the charm for Stalin, even calling him “Uncle Joe.” He knew that Roosevelt had met privately with Stalin that day, and he had been hurt when the president had denied him a similar meeting. Churchill could not resist counting up slights, real or imagined. He would be the first to admit that weakness, once having said, “No lover ever studied the whims of his mistress as I did those of President Roosevelt.” Yet he saw that they were more than whims on FDR’s part. Rationally, he understood Roosevelt’s strategy to bring Stalin into alignment. But he bristled that it was often at his expense.

Near the end of the meal, an attack of severe indigestion sent Roosevelt to bed early, leaving Churchill and Stalin to snipe at each other without a mediator. Clamping his teeth down on his smoldering cigar, Churchill glowered at Stalin, who chain-smoked cigarettes and made his case with a chilly smugness. Yet they talked. It was a striking sight. In other circumstances, they would have been natural-born enemies. Circumstances required them to engage in the painful exercise of reaching agreement, with Roosevelt serving as the leader who would help them envision and cement a partnership that would win the war.

That first dinner foreshadowed the dynamic that would continue over the next three days, when the greatest questions of the war would be debated. The central issue: What was to be the next big front? Would they finally dare a cross-Channel landing in France—and would they do it soon, as Stalin was urging? Did they have the troops and the air and sea power to make the push? The English Channel had blocked German advances during World War I, and even Hitler, at his boldest in 1940, had not crossed the Channel to invade Great Britain. If they went ahead, which US general had the skill to serve as supreme commander of that mission? Could they summon the nerve and the resources for an operation whose success could win the war but whose failure could mean defeat?

Beneath the strategizing there were the underlying questions: Could they afford to trust one another? Could they afford not to? Though they were allies, each of the Big Three had pursued war policy mostly from his own platform, which reflected their national priorities. In order to launch the next great mission, they would need to act as one. Stalin would have to quell his biases toward the West and allow a level of partnership that had not been realized before. Churchill would have to overcome his deep misgivings about Stalin’s true allegiance. Roosevelt would have to rise above the quarreling by both sides and help them achieve unity.

The story of that vital conference provides an inside view of the intimate interactions of great powers at a perilous time in history, showing both gifted leadership and human flaws. The principals’ debates would range from the profound to the petty, from the emotional to the calculated, as they sought common ground. Practiced in manipulation, each of the leaders carried his own wish list and used his persuasive power to shift the dialogue in his favor. All felt the weight of history, but only history would tell how deeply their decisions would impact the shape of the world, for both good and ill.

Through it all, Roosevelt was, by consent of the others, the lead strategist for the future and the one man who could, in effect, allow or deny the others their place in history. In the silence of his private quarters, he worried about his master strategy and the pragmatic concerns that made an alliance with a man like Stalin necessary. Stalin’s ruthless grip on power, his bloody regime that exiled or murdered his personal and political enemies, his dictatorial control over his people, were of great concern. Clearly Stalin was a transactional leader; he sought relations with the Western powers because he needed them to defeat Hitler. But could he be a reliable partner? Roosevelt longed to give Stalin the benefit of the doubt, to see him as a collaborator in building a free and equal world. If he was haunted by doubts, he didn’t allow them to show. Instead, he placed a great deal of trust in his adviser Harry Hopkins, who assured him that Stalin wanted only safety and prosperity for his people, as any leader might.

In the stifling quarters of the Soviet Embassy, Roosevelt could contemplate his ideals for the future, in the same way an architect sketches the framework of a building. But the mysteries loomed large. He was meeting Stalin for the first time, and it would require all his skill to reel him in to his side, without giving him too much room to grow stronger. Of all the moments of his life, when the weight of the future seemed to press down on his crippled frame, this, he saw, was perhaps the most significant challenge he would face—how to embrace a man who could become his enemy while he still had the space to make him a partner.

He knew that. They could not leave Tehran without a plan. In that watershed moment of the war, it was time to make a daring gamble.

It was a challenge he had been preparing for all his life.




Part One

The Making of FDR




Chapter 1

To Whom Much Is Given

Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s mother, Sara, once denied that her aspirations for her son had reached as high as the White House or the world stage. “Did I ever think when he was little that Franklin might be president?” she wrote. “Never, oh never! That was the last thing I should ever have imagined for him, or that he should be in public life of any sort . . . What was my ambition for him? Very simple—it might even be thought not very ambitious . . . to grow to be like his father, straight and honorable, just and kind, an upstanding American.” Given the intensity of her devotion to her only son and the firm grip she held on his development, Sara Delano Roosevelt’s modest vision seems disingenuous. He was in every way her golden boy, groomed for an impact far greater than that of a Hyde Park, New York, country gentleman.

Sara Roosevelt would live to see her son elected president of the United States three times before her death. (He would be elected to a fourth term after she died.) Indeed, he reached such heights that he can sometimes seem like an imposing blank canvas onto which generations have projected their hopes and dreams. We magnify the stature of certain leaders, and history further cements the impressions. Reality—the deeper truths, the human failings, the paradoxes—is far more interesting and instructive.

One of those paradoxes, as Roosevelt biographer Jean Smith posed it: “How this Hudson River aristocrat . . . became the champion of the common man.” It’s an intriguing question. Often Americans look to popular leaders to mirror their essence, particularly their humble roots; to listen for them to say, “I understand your plight because I am like you.” That was clearly the case for Dwight D. Eisenhower, born in the hardscrabble arena of late-nineteenth-century Kansas; or Ronald Reagan, whose family suffered from the joint demons of poverty and alcoholism. But it’s not always the case. The wealth of FDR’s parental families, the Roosevelts and the Delanos, ensured that he would never want for anything material, and it would also give him the benefit of world travel, the best schools, and immersion in a circle of influence not available to most people. But the jolting counterbalance to a smooth destiny was polio. Just as his political life was gaining momentum, FDR was felled and crippled, suffering permanent paralysis and a years-long battle to bring himself back to his life’s work, while facing the bitter truth that he would never walk again. The crucible of his devastating illness and its paralyzing effects seemed to enlarge him as a man and gave him a depth and purpose that had not been noticeable before. The historian and Roosevelt biographer Doris Kearns Goodwin wrote in Leadership: In Turbulent Times, “Franklin Roosevelt’s ordeal provides the most clear-cut paradigm of how a devastating crucible experience can, against all expectation and logic, lead to significant growth, intensified ambition, and enlarged gifts for leadership.” And as the political commentator George Will put it, “Just as the irons were clamped on his legs, the steel entered his soul.”

But those are only pieces of the story. While the question of his privileged status is interesting and the daunting challenge of his disability dramatic, it must also be said that Roosevelt was endowed with a number of natural talents and characteristics that served his mission in life well: an optimistic personality, a sincere charm and enjoyment of people, an unwavering self-confidence, a deeply felt sense of fairness, an instinct for risk taking, a thirst for learning, a strong will—and perhaps above all, the ability to communicate, to reach out and touch Americans with the deep timbre of his voice and the power of his words. The iconic image of Roosevelt is the one that stays with us—the jaunty pose with a cigarette holder, the wide grin, the energy vibrating off him in waves.

He also had his share of flaws. He could be remote, treacherous, self-indulgent, and careless with those who loved him most. He was raised with the impression of being the sun around whom all the planets circled, and that elevated self-regard was often manifested in unattractive ways. But at the time he entered the presidency, what mattered most to people was the picture of sheer buoyancy. Stunned by the Great Depression, floundering in a sea of debt and despair, Americans found in Roosevelt a man who seemed able to ride the waves. He gave them a reason to hope.

Roosevelt did not live to write a memoir. Nor did he keep a diary of his thoughts and reflections, as many presidents have. His interior life was largely hidden, recalled only by those who were close to him. Even they acknowledged that his true feelings were beyond their reach. In his long hours of solitary poring over his stamp collection, his thoughts were in shadow. In his closest relationships, even with his wife and children, he was pleasant and patient, yet struggled with true intimacy. But in historical memory he has become one of the rare presidents to transcend party politics, joining George Washington and Abraham Lincoln in that distinction. This complex picture, the measure of a man of both great strengths and personal shortcomings, is Roosevelt’s full legacy.

FRANKLIN ROOSEVELT WAS BORN on January 30, 1882, at the family estate in Hyde Park, New York, to James Roosevelt and Sara Delano Roosevelt. Sara’s difficult labor lasted more than twenty-four hours and almost came to disaster when she was given too much chloroform for the pain. She was unconscious when her son was delivered, blue and still; she didn’t witness the desperate effort to breathe life into his tiny mouth. By the time she awoke, she was happily handed a squalling infant. James wrote in Sara’s diary, “At quarter to nine, my Sallie had a splendid large baby boy. He weighed 10 lbs., without clothes.” The danger was momentarily forgotten, although Sara never bore another child.

James and Sara had wed two years earlier—he a widower of fifty-two, she a self-proclaimed spinster of twenty-six. Before she met James, Sara had abandoned all idea of marriage, and her family money provided her the freedom to travel the world and do as she pleased. James, less wealthy than the Delanos but still well off, had graduated from Harvard Law School, only to discover he despised the practice of law. He preferred business pursuits, investments of varying success, and the genteel life of a landowner and country gentleman, dabbling in local affairs while enjoying his boating and horse stables. He lived happily with his first wife—his second cousin Rebecca Brien Howland—and their son, James Roosevelt Roosevelt (the double last name used instead of “Jr.”), known as Rosy. For years, Rebecca had suffered from ill health, and she died of a massive heart attack while on a day trip aboard their yacht. She was forty-five.

James’s world was shattered, and he thought he’d never marry again. But four years after Rebecca’s death, at a dinner party hosted by Mrs. Theodore Roosevelt, Sr., his attention was drawn to the beautiful daughter of his friend Warren Delano, Jr., and hers to him. Their attraction to each other grew, despite the age difference, which worried Sara’s father. After all, she was the same age as Rosy. But their love prevailed, and they were married within six months.

They embarked on a ten-month European honeymoon, and by the time they returned, Sara was five months pregnant. Refusing the confinement that was typical for pregnant women then, she remained active until the day she went into labor.

James and Sara named their son Franklin after Sara’s favorite uncle and settled into their family life at the estate at Hyde Park, known as Springwood (a name mostly dropped in favor of simply Hyde Park). It was a beautiful setting, high above the Hudson River, a retreat from the world where Sara could nurture her son, who became the great love and chief occupation of her life.

As was the case with so many other presidents, Franklin Roosevelt’s mother was the wind beneath his expansive wings. The image of Franklin as a pampered little prince might seem inescapable, especially in light of the girlish ringlets and Little Lord Fauntleroy outfits his mother favored when he was small—until he demanded a haircut. That characterization sells Sara short, however. More than his appearance, she was deeply interested in her son’s intellectual, emotional, and character development, and she was often unconventional in her parenting approach. Once, when Franklin was five, she noticed that he seemed sad and asked him if he was unhappy. He replied solemnly, “Yes, I am unhappy.” She asked him why, and he clasped his hands together with urgency and cried, “Oh, for freedom!”

Concerned, Sara discussed the matter with James, and they worried together about whether they were too controlling. (Although Franklin was only five!) So Sara devised a plan. The next day she told her son he could do whatever he pleased for the entire day, and she would step back and not interfere. He raced off to play, happy to be ignored by his mother. When he returned at the end of the day, sated with freedom and looking the worse for wear, Sara concluded he had learned that freedom wasn’t all it was cracked up to be. Life resumed as normal.

Sara had an unusual perspective on parenting. She believed that children were essentially miniature adults. “I’ve always believed that children had pretty much the same thoughts as adults,” she said. In her mind, all they were lacking was the vocabulary to express these thoughts. That capacity was best cultivated through reading. Encouraged by his mother to choose his own reading material, Franklin became obsessed with history, especially naval history. His love of the sea was a theme that would last his lifetime.

With no siblings (except for his adult half brother Rosy) and homeschooled by governesses and tutors until the age of fourteen, Franklin learned to enjoy the company of adults and also to feel content being on his own. He developed a life of the mind that could often seem beyond his years and adopted passions that would stay with him for life, such as his beloved stamp collecting, which would later soothe him during the most trying times of his presidency.

Sara realized that Franklin was somewhat sheltered, but she never thought he was lonely. Endlessly curious, he had a gift for making an adventure out of any situation. “I do not believe I have ever seen a little boy who seemed always to be so consistently enjoying himself,” she wrote. That quality seemed to follow him through life—his White House secretary Grace Tully later noted that he was “never boring or bored.”

Even though he spent much time alone, Franklin was a sociable boy, and when other children were present, he loved their company, falling naturally into the role of leader when they played games. Too naturally, his mother thought. When she observed Franklin’s habit of ordering his playmates around while organizing a sport or building a fort, she mildly suggested that he give others a turn at command. “Mummie,” he replied, “if I didn’t give the orders, nothing would happen.”

His father, whom he adored, gladly became his companion in adventures of boyhood and exposed him to the joys of outdoor living: sailing the glorious Hudson River, horseback riding, and shooting. They spent a great deal of time together, so Franklin was blessed with the best of both his parents. James and Sara were also intent on exposing their son to life beyond the cosseted world of their Hyde Park estate, and they traveled widely as a family. In his first fourteen years, Franklin accompanied them on eight trips to Europe—lengthy journeys by sea.

By the time Franklin was fourteen, his parents decided he needed more formal schooling, and they enrolled him at Groton School, the elite Massachusetts boarding academy founded by Endicott Peabody, a college friend of Theodore Roosevelt, who had begun a prestigious career in finance before quitting to become an Episcopal priest. His philosophy of education was centered around spartan living, religious observance, physical exercise, and devotion to the public good. That life-shaping environment would make a tremendous impact on Franklin, who would say, “As long as I live, the influence of Dr. and Mrs. Peabody means and will mean more to me than that of any other people next to my father and mother.” In the beginning, though, he had to overcome two barriers. The first was his size; he was small and thin then, although that impediment would eventually resolve itself. The second was that he was joining a class that had already been together since the boys were twelve, so he had to endure being the new kid. That, too, was eventually overcome thanks to Franklin’s determination to get along and become one of the boys. If he was lonely at first, or dismayed by the strict environment or rough treatment, he never let on in his twice-weekly letters home. That took great self-control and served the purpose of easing his mother’s fears. “It was no time at all, I am told, after he was thrown with boys of his own age that his timidity went out like ice in a spring flood,” Sara wrote with satisfaction. “Almost overnight he became sociable and gregarious and entered with the frankest enjoyment into every kind of school activity.”

It wasn’t quite as easy as that. Franklin loved sports but failed to make the football or baseball team and was relegated to the role of baseball manager, a tedious behind-the-scenes job that involved organizing equipment and being at the beck and call of the players. He did the job cheerfully, without complaint, and his lack of self-pity endeared him to his classmates.

Decades later, when Franklin was president, Charles R. Nutter, one of his instructors, wrote a positive but less-than-glowing evaluation of the boy he had known at Groton:



The fact is—from my remembrance—Franklin was colorless; a nice, pleasant boy who did not get into trouble and did do as he should. But remained submerged. I have been asked about his school days by those who know I was at Groton at the time, and I always say that if I had been told there was a potential President in his form he would have footed the possibilities. . . . I remarked that he was colorless. This condition might be of comfort and inspiration to others who are colorless.

James and Sara kept their distance as they had been told to do, though it was difficult for Sara, who found her son’s brief letters home maddeningly unrevealing. Only once did she break protocol, when Franklin came down with scarlet fever and was quarantined in the school infirmary. Prevented from being at his bedside, she devised a plan to be close to him. She wrote, “Several times each day I would climb a tall, rickety ladder, and, by seating myself on the top, manage to see into the room and talk with our small, convalescing scapegrace.”

James Roosevelt had always impressed upon his son that it was the responsibility of Christians to help those who were less fortunate, and that message was reinforced at Groton. Franklin joined the Groton Missionary Society to do charitable works. He was assigned to help an eighty-four-year-old black woman, the widow of a Civil War drummer—plowing her driveway when it snowed, feeding her chickens, and stocking her coal bin. He also spent two two-week stints at the Missionary Society’s New Hampshire summer camp for poor children.

Summer holidays were spent at Campobello, a small Canadian island off the coast of Maine, where the family had a cottage. Franklin loved the remote place and found it a welcome escape. He’d continue to vacation at Campobello throughout his life. It was on vacation there as a teenager that he adopted a new passion: golf. His mother was dismissive of the sport, calling it a “newfangled game,” but Franklin fell in love with it. He built a golf course on the island and instituted an annual tournament. The island’s other residents didn’t entirely see the point of sectioning off the pristine grassland, so often the golfers’ swings had to dodge grazing sheep. He would continue to be an avid golfer well into adulthood, and those who played with him said he had a powerful swing and an ability to hit long drives. (If not for polio, he’d certainly have ranked as a top presidential golfer.)

After graduating from Groton, Franklin went to Harvard College in 1900. He immediately immersed himself in the life there, including many extracurricular activities. He sang with the glee club and became involved in politics. Although his side of the Roosevelt family, including his father, was Democrat, and Franklin thought of himself as a Democrat, he was an enthusiastic supporter of his Republican cousin Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., who had been nominated for vice president on William McKinley’s ticket. Franklin stepped out of his partisan bubble to join the Republican Club, and when the McKinley-Roosevelt ticket won, he accompanied his classmates on a torchlight victory parade into Boston.

But the excitement of victory was soon marred by terrible news from home. His mother sent word to Boston that his father, who was seventy-two, had suffered a heart attack. She assured Franklin that he was recuperating in New York City. But as the weeks went on, Franklin grew frustrated by the slow course of his father’s recovery. Agonizing, he wrote to his parents, “I am too distressed about Papa and cannot understand why he does not improve more quickly.” James did not improve. Finally, in early December, a telegram arrived from Sara: the situation was dire; Franklin must come to New York. He was by his father’s side when he died on December 8, 1900.

In 1902 and 1903, Sara would rent a house in Boston so she could be close to him, and he was glad to have her nearby. They were all each other had.

During his freshman year, Franklin pursued an activity that would become his passion for his entire career at Harvard: working for the prestigious Harvard Crimson. It was not easy to gain acceptance to that elite publication, and he failed at his first attempt. But a bit of daring and family connection delivered him a major scoop that secured his position. In April 1901, he learned through the family grapevine of a secret visit to Harvard being planned by his cousin Theodore, now vice president. He was to speak to the constitutional government class of his friend Professor Abbott Lawrence Lowell. Franklin, knowing that the vice president was with Lowell at his home, broke all protocol to visit him there. He then wrote about the secret appearance on campus the next day, and a huge crowd of two thousand students showed up outside Lowell’s classroom. Lowell wasn’t pleased, but for Franklin it was considered a major journalistic coup.

When summer came, Sara announced that she could not bear to go to Campobello, their usual vacation spot. Seeking escape from situations that would remind her of her husband, she took Franklin on a sea voyage to Europe. As they were returning, they learned that President McKinley had been assassinated. At only forty-three, Cousin Teddy was now the twenty-sixth president of the United States. That was big news for the sprawling Roosevelt clan, one branch in Oyster Bay, Long Island (Teddy’s family), and one in Hyde Park. If Franklin looked at his distant cousin, for whom he had such great admiration, and thought, “Maybe me someday,” he never said it. But he loved adventure, and it seemed that as president his cousin Teddy was having a fine one.

From the outside Theodore Roosevelt’s life could look magical and monumental. He seemed larger than life, although he was only five feet, ten inches tall. His forceful presence was manifested by his burly weight, bushy walrus mustache, wide, toothy grin, and tremendous energy. He was physically fearless in a manner that could take a young boy’s breath away, yet warm and genuine in his enjoyment of people—especially children. He was a loving, engaged father to his large brood of six—one by his first wife, Alice, and five more by his second wife, Edith. He was infinitely likable because people were captivated by his sincerity and by the sheer joy he took in his endeavors. He was mesmerizing on the stump, pounding his fist in the air and issuing declarations in sharp, clipped sentences, his powerful body bent forward persistently. Franklin respected him, for although they were of different parties they shared so many of the same beliefs that the term “Roosevelt Republican” was later coined to describe a common progressive mentality. Above all, Theodore Roosevelt appeared to be the avatar of a new century, with lofty goals of economic equity, conservation, military strength, and globalization. At heart he was a reformer, determined to make a strong imprint on the nation he loved.

At Harvard, Franklin looked on with admiration, seeking ways he could emulate his cousin. As Meredith Hindley describes it in “The Roosevelt Bond,” he began to wear pince-nez instead of glasses and was heard to mimic the president’s expressions, such as “de-e-e-lighted!”

SARA FELT SECURE IN the belief that she knew everything there was to know about her son, but he kept one side of his life hidden from her. She was under the impression that Franklin was indifferent to the charms and persuasions of women. Actually, he dated many young women in college and worked diligently to keep his exploits from his mother. At least one young lady, the Boston heiress Alice Sohier Shaw, whom he courted fervently, recalled his ardor as bordering on inappropriate, and she rejected his talk of marriage. She was also put off by his declaration that he wanted at least six children, saying that she “did not wish to be a cow.”

Soon Franklin became interested in another young woman, his fifth cousin once removed, Anna Eleanor Roosevelt, who was a niece of President Roosevelt. They had seen each other on occasion at family functions since they had been small children but didn’t know each other well. Then in the summer of 1902, as Sara and Franklin rode the train from New York City to Hyde Park, Franklin was walking through the cars when he came upon Eleanor, her head bent over a book. He stopped to talk. He was so interested in their conversation that he stayed for an hour and then invited Eleanor to come and pay her respects to his mother, her aunt Sallie.

Months later, Franklin saw Eleanor again at a family event, and he began to ask her out for tea and coffee. At a White House dinner, they sat side by side. Franklin was undoubtedly dazzled by Eleanor’s proximity to the president he admired so deeply, but he was also drawn to her personality. He saw beneath her shy manner a warmth that touched him and also an open-minded interest in the world. She had depth.

Eleanor’s difficult upbringing was also intriguing to a man who had been so protected. She had been born to privilege as the daughter of Theodore Roosevelt’s younger brother Elliott and Anna Rebecca Hall, a leading socialite of the era. Theirs was a combustible match, due to Anna’s high expectations and Elliott’s chronic drinking. Anna, unprepared to deal with her erratic husband, became increasingly withdrawn, including in her relationship with Eleanor. She spent long periods at her mother’s house in Tivoli, New York, feeling ill and incapable of shaking herself out of her doldrums. She mourned her lost youth, the gaiety of her life, and the happy girl she once had been. Although she bore two more children with Elliott—Elliott, Jr., and Gracie Hall (a boy, known as Hall)—their relationship remained poor. Elliott’s siblings looked on in horror as their brother deteriorated further into alcoholism, but he refused to accept help or counsel from them. Eleanor clung to her father, taking his side against her mother, who was often critical of Eleanor’s plain looks and shyness. In Eleanor’s eyes, only her father understood her and loved her unconditionally. She loved him so much that she found ways to forgive him his alcohol-fueled outbursts.

Tragically, Anna succumbed to diphtheria when Eleanor was eight, while her father was in a sanatorium in Europe. Elliott, Jr., soon died of scarlet fever and diphtheria. Two years later, Elliott died when he jumped from a sanatorium window in a fit of delirium. Orphans, Eleanor and Hall went to live with Anna’s mother, a strict and unaffectionate woman. Eleanor’s life was cloistered and lonely. Her one respite was summer visits to the Roosevelt compound at Oyster Bay, Long Island, where she vacationed with the lively clan, which often included her uncle Ted. He was loving toward her and also challenged her to be bolder—he being the best model for that. When he saw that she could not swim and was afraid of the water, he told her to be brave and jump off the dock. She did, though it didn’t go well. She floundered, flailing and gasping for air. Never mind, Uncle Ted said, pulling her out of the water. As with his own children he was trying to teach his shy niece that if you acted fearlessly, you would become fearless. It was a theme he often preached—that you could train yourself to be unafraid—and his words made an impact on Eleanor; she would have many opportunities to practice that philosophy in her future.

At fifteen, Eleanor escaped her grim living environment when she was sent to Allenswood, a finishing school in London. There her life opened up in a new way. For the first time in her life she had friends and people who appreciated her for herself. She reveled in the experience of being popular, and she cherished the guidance of the headmistress, Mlle. Souvestre, who took a special interest in her and opened her eyes to the world. She even took Eleanor with her on trips across Europe and taught her to appreciate the customs of people who were very different from herself. She encouraged the shy girl to speak up for herself, and in that way Eleanor blossomed and became more self-assured.

Eleanor was not a pretty woman. Her aunt Edith, Uncle Ted’s wife, once sniped about Eleanor’s prominent overbite, saying “Her mouth and teeth seem to have no future.” But she was striking—tall (five feet eleven) and slender, with waist-length hair and clear blue eyes.

Franklin and Eleanor engaged in an elaborate subterfuge throughout 1903 to keep their budding relationship secret from Sara. They had to be careful not to be seen together in public, but sometimes their meetings were right in front of Sara, under the guise of family gatherings. Once Franklin arranged to have Eleanor invited for a few days to Campobello, which she found a bit tedious since she couldn’t swim and wasn’t interested in learning to play golf. But once out sailing with Franklin, she had him to herself again.

Reflecting on that time, Eleanor later wrote in her memoir, “As I try to sum up my own development in the autumn of 1903 I think I was a curious mixture of extreme innocence and unworldliness with a great deal of knowledge of some of the less agreeable sides of life—which, however, did not seem to make me any more sophisticated or less innocent.”

She was also keenly aware of the restrictions imposed by her gender. Young women at the turn of the twentieth century were required to be shy and unassuming around men. You could not approach a man unless he approached you first, could not write or receive a letter from a man until you knew him quite well, could not receive gifts, especially jewelry, for fear of being labeled a “loose” woman, could not kiss a man until you were engaged or even married. So although Eleanor might have been naturally shy in those days, she was not allowed to be anything else.

Franklin proposed to Eleanor on November 21, 1903, referring obliquely to the moment in his diary—“After lunch I have a never to be forgotten walk with my darling.” Eleanor accepted. Now to tell Mother, which Franklin dreaded. He was so reluctant that he suggested to Eleanor that they keep their relationship hidden. She saw no point to that; it would only prolong the difficult revelation. He had to agree.

Franklin knew it would be the hardest conversation he’d ever had with his mother. First, there would be the exposure of his deception, which would hurt Sara, who thought she had the most intimate knowledge of his life. Then there would be the fact of the engagement; bringing a new woman into his life was a matter that would have to be handled delicately.

Following the family Thanksgiving in 1903, Franklin took his mother aside and delivered the news that he was in love with Cousin Eleanor and wanted to marry her. As expected, Sara was stunned. She wasn’t the first mother to find a child’s choice of spouse wanting. Handsome, with an endearing charm and a sparkling charisma, Roosevelt was a popular young man, while Eleanor was awkward, the pitiable orphan girl. Sara never said it out loud, but she wondered how her gregarious, outgoing son could love such a woman.

But love her he did. It was precisely her distinctive nature that had attracted Roosevelt, who’d known many frivolous girls. Sara hardly knew how to respond, except to say that at twenty-one and in the midst of school, Franklin was not ready to be married. She urged him to take more time to consider. She gave that advice still believing that her son could hardly know what he was doing, being inexperienced with women. “It probably surprised us only because he had never been in any sense a ladies’ man,” she wrote of Franklin’s announcement. “I don’t believe I remember ever hearing him talk about girls or even a girl . . .” It didn’t occur to her that Franklin might have a side to his life of which she knew nothing.

Later, back in Boston, Franklin wrote to Sara, hoping to ease her mind:



Dearest Mama,



I know what pain I must have caused you and you know I wouldn’t do it if I could only have helped it—mais tu sais, me voilà [but you know, here I am]. That’s all that could be said—I know my mind, have known it for a long time, and know that I could never think otherwise. Result: I am the happiest man just now in the world; likewise the luckiest—And for you, dear Mummy, you know that nothing can ever change what we have always been & always will be to each other—only now you have two children to love & to love you—and Eleanor as you know will always be a daughter to you in every true way—

Eleanor gave it a try as well:



Dear Cousin Sally,



I know how you feel & how hard it must be, but I do so want you to learn to love me a little. You must know that I will always try to do what you wish for I have grown to love you very dearly during the past summer. It is impossible for me to tell you how I feel toward Franklin. I can only say that my one great wish is to always prove worthy of him.

Sara still exerted substantial power over the purse strings, and Franklin was reluctant to upset his mother, to whom he was devoted. Though she did not reject the marriage outright, she pressured Franklin to wait. She finally secured his agreement to wait a year to make an announcement, and if at that time he still wanted to marry Eleanor, she would give the marriage her full blessing.

It was a difficult year. Sara kept a firm hand on their secret relationship, providing Eleanor a glimpse of the control she would continue to hold over their marriage. Eleanor distracted herself by pursuing an independent and worthwhile direction, working at the University Settlement House in New York, helping young immigrant women. She relished her role, boldly taking the streetcar to work and immersing herself in the lives of those less fortunate than she. Franklin was kept busy with school and reluctantly agreed to take a world trip with his mother near the end of the year of waiting. To Sara’s disappointment, the distance from Eleanor did not dampen his ardor.

On October 11, 1904, Franklin gave Eleanor a diamond ring from Tiffany for her birthday, and the engagement was officially announced on December 1.

Eleanor’s uncle President Roosevelt wrote to Franklin, giving his blessing. “We are greatly rejoiced over the good news. I am as fond of Eleanor as if she were my daughter,” he wrote, “and I like you, and trust you, and believe in you. No other success in life—not the Presidency, or anything else—begins to compare with the joy and happiness that come in and from the love of the true man and the true woman.”

The wedding was scheduled for March 17, 1905, in New York City. The couple was delighted when the president, who planned to be in town for the St. Patrick’s Day Parade, agreed to attend and give Eleanor away. Two weeks before the wedding, on March 4, Franklin and Eleanor attended Roosevelt’s inauguration in Washington. Teddy had won reelection in 1904 with the largest majority ever recorded. First thrown into office by brutal fate, he had now achieved it on his own terms. His inaugural address was a bold claim on the future, emphasizing the United States’ generosity of spirit and responsibilities in a world that was already shrinking:



Much has been given us, and much will rightfully be expected from us. We have duties to others and duties to ourselves; and we can shirk neither. We have become a great nation, forced by the fact of its greatness into relations with the other nations of the earth, and we must behave as beseems a people with such responsibilities. Toward all other nations, large and small, our attitude must be one of cordial and sincere friendship. We must show not only in our words, but in our deeds, that we are earnestly desirous of securing their good will by acting toward them in a spirit of just and generous recognition of all their rights . . . we must show, not merely in great crises, but in the everyday affairs of life, the qualities of practical intelligence, of courage, of hardihood, and endurance, and above all the power of devotion to a lofty ideal, which made great the men who founded this Republic in the days of Washington, which made great the men who preserved this Republic in the days of Abraham Lincoln.

Eleanor, her mind consumed with her upcoming wedding, later admitted, “I have no recollection of what he said!” Afterward, there were lunch at the White House and the inaugural parade, which was the largest of its kind, with thousands participating, including six Indian chiefs, mounted on horses and wearing elaborate headdresses.

On March 17, family and friends gathered in the spacious parlor of cousin Susie Parish’s house on East 76th Street in New York City for the wedding. It was an event of some note, not the least because of the presence of the president. Eleanor looked luminous in her gown, described in the society pages as a “white satin princess robe, flounced and draped with old point lace, and with a white satin train. The bride’s point lace veil was caught with orange blossoms and a diamond crescent.” The article also mentioned that Eleanor wore a pearl collar, which was a gift from Sara.

Crowds gathered on the street outside, hoping to catch a glimpse of the president. His presence overwhelmed the event, and as the couple was exchanging vows, the solemnity of the ceremony was interrupted by the loud sounds of the parade down Fifth Avenue, the mob singing “The Wearing of the Green.” Reverend Endicott Peabody presided, and the president handed over his niece with a wide grin. After the ceremony, he kissed Eleanor and beamed at Franklin. “Well, Franklin,” he said, “there’s nothing like keeping the name in the family.”

The president stole the show at the wedding, which was expected. As his irreverent daughter Alice once accurately described it, “My father always has to be the bride at every wedding, the corpse at every funeral, and the baby at every christening.”

Franklin and Eleanor got a taste of that at their reception. As they took their places at the head of the receiving line, they were surprised to find themselves alone. Their guests were in the next room, crowding around the president and hanging on his every word. Decades later, Franklin would joke about it in a presidential radio address, speaking of his wedding day. “On that occasion, New York had two great attractions,” he said, “the St. Patrick’s Day Parade, and President Theodore Roosevelt, who had come from Washington to give the bride away. . . . I might add that it was wholly natural and logical that in the spotlight of these two simultaneous attractions, the bride and bridegroom were almost entirely overlooked . . .” An afterthought at their own wedding, in time they would have their moment in the spotlight.

Finally, the reception over, they headed for Grand Central Station and took the train to Hyde Park. Sara had given them free use of the house for the first week of their honeymoon. As their life together spread out before them, they had little premonition of the course their future would take, with full measures of opportunity, disappointment, tragedy, and power.

Their marriage was truly a meeting of the minds on the larger issues of the day, but it never achieved the intimacy that Eleanor longed for and Franklin was unable to give. Eleanor suffered from his lack of attention in the early years, as she entered a decade of constant pregnancy, delivering six children in all, under the controlling direction of her mother-in-law. Franklin had little patience for her complaints, which he regarded as women’s business. Eleanor despaired over her inadequacies as a wife and mother, while Franklin launched a political




About the Publisher

Australia

HarperCollins Publishers Australia Pty. Ltd.

Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street

Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia

www.harpercollins.com.au

Canada

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd

Bay Adelaide Centre, East Tower

22 Adelaide Street West, 41st Floor

Toronto, Ontario, M5H 4E3

www.harpercollins.ca

India

HarperCollins India

A 75, Sector 57

Noida

Uttar Pradesh 201 301

www.harpercollins.co.in

New Zealand

HarperCollins Publishers New Zealand

Unit D1, 63 Apollo Drive

Rosedale 0632

Auckland, New Zealand

www.harpercollins.co.nz

United Kingdom

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

1 London Bridge Street

London SE1 9GF, UK

www.harpercollins.co.uk

United States

HarperCollins Publishers Inc.

195 Broadway

New York, NY 10007

www.harpercollins.com


OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THREE
DAYS AT
THE BRINK

FDR’'S DARING GAMBLE
TO WIN WORLD WAR Il

BRET BAIER

wITH CATHERINE WHITNEY

s

WILLIAM MORROW
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/images/9780062905703_Cover.jpg
‘BRET BAIER

WITH CATHERINE WHITNEY

FDR’S DARING GAMBLE






OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml

Contents




		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Contents


		Introduction: Finding FDR


		Prologue: The “Big Three” Dinner Party


		Part One: The Making of FDR

		1: To Whom Much Is Given


		2: Into the Arena


		3: The Crucible


		4: In the Footsteps of Cousin Teddy








		Part Two: Seeking Greatness

		5: The Mighty Pen


		6: Governing in Crisis


		7: Franklin and Winston


		8: The Rise of the Allies


		9: The Common Cause








		Part Three: Three Days at the Brink

		10: The Road to Tehran


		11: Your House Is My House


		12: Clash of Titans


		13: Like a Rainbow








		Part Four: The Endgame

		14: At Last, Overlord


		15: FDR’s Final Act


		16: The World He Left Behind








		The Last Word: 76 Years Later: Keep Talking


		Acknowledgments


    		
      An Excerpt from TO RESCUE THE REPUBLIC
      
        		Prologue: A Dark Night in Philadelphia


        		
          Part One: Seasoned by Struggle
          
            		Chapter 1: The Making of Grant


          


        


      


    


		Notes


		Index


		Photo Section


		About the Authors


		Also by Bret Baier


		Copyright


		About the Publisher









Guide



		Cover


		Contents


		Introduction: Finding FDR











		iii


		v


		vi


		vii


		viii


		ix


		x


		xi


		xii


		xiii


		xiv


		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


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		424


		425


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		i


		ii


		iv










