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“The greatest man I have ever known”




Churchill and Roosevelt atop the tower at the La Saadia villa in Marrakech, January 24, 1943




CONTENTS

























Title Page

Frontispiece

Dedication

Epigraph

Half Title Page

Introduction: A Fortunate Friendship




PART I: IN GOD’S GOOD TIME

Beginnings to Late Fall 1941

CHAPTER 1

Two Lions Roaring at the Same Time

A Disappointing Early Encounter—Their Lives Down the Years—The Coming of World War II




CHAPTER 2

Those Bloody Yankees

Roosevelt’s Letter of September 11—Churchill’s Anguished Pleas for Help—An Elusive America—Britain Alone




CHAPTER 3

Jesus Christ! What a Man!

A Mission to London—Churchill Courts Hopkins—“Sail On, O Ship of State”




CHAPTER 4

Lunching Alone Broke the Ice

A Secret Meeting at Sea—Churchill and Roosevelt Hit It Off—America Enters the War




PART II: GETTING ON FAMOUSLY

Winter 1941 to Late Summer 1943

CHAPTER 5

A Couple of Emperors

A White House Holiday—Churchill’s Heart Scare—An Embarrassing Telephone Call




CHAPTER 6

I Think of You Often

Churchill Faces a Storm at Home—Family Dramas—Roosevelt Comforts Churchill—A Sunday Morning in the Oval Study




CHAPTER 7

You May Kiss My Hand

Eleanor Roosevelt Calls on the Churchills—Rendezvous at Casablanca—A Sunset at the Pinnacle




CHAPTER 8

I Know He Means to Meet Stalin

A Letter from Lucy Rutherfurd—Roosevelt’s Secret Overture to Moscow—Fishing at Shangri-la—A Moonlit Drive




PART III: THE CHILL OF AUTUMN

Fall 1943 to the End

CHAPTER 9

I Had to Do Something Desperate

A Makeshift Thanksgiving—Tough Times in Teheran—Roosevelt Turns on Churchill




CHAPTER 10

The Hour Was Now Striking

Both Men Battle Their Mortality—Tension and Triumph on D-Day—A Fight over the Next Front




CHAPTER 11

Life Is Not Very Easy

Churchill Worries About Roosevelt’s Reelection—Stalin and Churchill in Moscow—Roosevelt’s Global Vision—“It’s in the Bag”




CHAPTER 12

I Saw WSC to Say Goodbye

The Meeting at Yalta—Roosevelt and Churchill Part—A“Lovers’ Quarrel”—The President Goes to Warm Springs




CHAPTER 13

You Know How This Will Hit Me

The Last Letters—“I Had a True Affection for Franklin”—Churchill in Winter




Epilogue: Them’s My Sentiments Exactly

Appendix: Their Days and Nights: A Summary of the Roosevelt-Churchill Meetings, 1941–1945

Source Notes

Bibliography

Author’s Note and Acknowledgments

Photograph Credits

Permission Acknowledgments

About the Author

Copyright



TO KEITH




The future is unknowable,
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“My thoughts are always with you all”




Aboard the USS Quincy at Malta, February 2, 1945
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THE LIGHT WAS fading. Late on the afternoon of Sunday, February 4, 1945, in the Crimean coastal town of Yalta, the three most powerful men in the world—Franklin Delano Roosevelt, Winston Churchill, and Joseph Stalin—were sitting in the Grand Ballroom of the Livadia Palace, a former summerhouse of the Russian czars. The Allies in the war against Adolf Hitler’s Germany were three months and four days away from conquering the Third Reich; Imperial Japan would surrender three months after that. There were huge questions to be decided about the war’s final act and its aftermath, yet Churchill’s circle was horrified by the paralyzed Roosevelt’s condition. “He is very thin & his face is drawn & deeply lined & he looks weary all the time and as if he might be in bad pain,” British Air Chief Marshal Charles Portal wrote to Pamela Churchill, then Churchill’s daughter-in-law. “Also, his brain is obviously not what it was. Altogether he looks as if Truman might be in for a job of work, but of course it may be nothing serious though none of us liked the look of it much.” It was quite serious: The American president was secretly suffering from congestive heart failure and high blood pressure. The prospect of losing Roosevelt troubled Churchill, who had spent five years in a turbulent but intimate alliance with the president. “Our friendship,” Churchill told Roosevelt in the early months of 1945, “is the rock on which I build for the future of the world so long as I am one of the builders.”

Roosevelt veered between engagement and exhaustion. “He’s really absolutely sweet—very easy to make conversation to—amusing & generally in great form,” Kathleen Harriman, the daughter of the American diplomat Averell Harriman, told Pamela in a letter from Yalta. But Roosevelt could not escape the shadows. Writing to Pamela about Roosevelt, Churchill, and “Uncle Joe” Stalin, Portal said: “I am sure that FDR is completely unable to think hard about anything. He is tremendously perceptive of an atmosphere, and the most wonderful politician, but on these occasions where he meets W & U.J. he is absolutely pathetic. It is such a pity, but I suppose everyone fails in one way or another.”

Churchill, however, had spent so much time and invested so much of himself in maintaining a connection with the president that he could not quite contemplate life after Roosevelt. Cabling Roosevelt from London as Germany tottered after Yalta, Churchill was nostalgic. “I remember the part our personal relations have played in the advance of the world cause now nearing its first military goal,” he wrote, adding that he and his wife, Clementine, were looking forward to seeing the president and Eleanor Roosevelt in England soon. “My thoughts,” Churchill said, “are always with you all.”

But there was nothing he could do. Roosevelt was dying. One of the great friendships in history was coming to an end.

TO MEET ROOSEVELT the president, “with all his buoyant sparkle, his iridescence,” Churchill once said, was like “opening a bottle of champagne.” Theirs was an extraordinary comradeship, “forged,” as Churchill put it to Eleanor Roosevelt the day the president died, “in the fire of war.” Between September 11, 1939, and April 11, 1945 (the eve of Roosevelt’s death), the two carried on a correspondence that produced nearly two thousand letters. From the USS Augusta in Placentia Bay off Newfoundland in August 1941 to the USS Quincy off Alexandria, Egypt, in February 1945, they spent a hundred and thirteen days together. By war’s end Roosevelt and Churchill would celebrate Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year’s in each other’s company, visit Hyde Park and Shangri-la (the retreat in Maryland’s Catoctin Mountains that President Eisenhower rechristened Camp David) together, and once slip away from the press of business to spend a brief holiday in Marrakech, where Roosevelt was carried to the top of a tower to see the rays of the setting sun reflect off the snowcapped Atlas Mountains. An accomplished artist, Churchill painted the view for Roosevelt—the only picture Churchill produced during the war. The spring that Roosevelt died he was planning a state visit to Britain.

Reflecting on her father and Roosevelt, Mary Soames, Winston and Clementine Churchill’s youngest and last surviving child, captured the complexities of the relationship by quoting a French proverb: “In love, there is always one who kisses, and one who offers the cheek.” Churchill was the suitor, Roosevelt the elusive quarry. Their friendship mirrored their private characters. With Roosevelt, Churchill was sentimental and shrewd. With Churchill, Roosevelt was cheerful and calculating. Churchill was warmer and more anxious for reassurances about Roosevelt’s affection for him; Roosevelt cooler and more confident, alternately charming and distant.

WHY REVISIT the story now? There are hundreds and hundreds of books about each man, and more than a few about the two of them together. Predictably, Churchill put the problem best. Told of a new effort to write about his life and work more than half a century ago, he remarked: “There’s nothing much in that field left unploughed.” But Roosevelt and Churchill’s joint leadership in the middle of the twentieth century—a time of threats from ideologues as technology tied countries and peoples together more tightly—has a particular resonance in the early years of the twenty-first. Given the world in which they lived—a global era of attacks on civilian populations, warfare, tenuous alliances, and the mechanization of genocide—Roosevelt and Churchill merit close attention, for their world is like our world, and together they managed to bring order out of chaos.

This book is not a history of World War II, nor is it a study of the Anglo-American “special relationship.” It is, instead, a portrait of what I believe to be the most fascinating friendship of modern times—a portrait that is necessarily impressionistic, since feelings are fleeting. There are libraries of excellent sources for readers seeking to find their way through the military and diplomatic forests of the war, a conflict that killed more than fifty-five million people and reordered the world. My aim was to focus tightly on the two men and tell the personal tale of what they meant to each other—and, in the end, to all of us. 

IT WAS NOT a foregone conclusion that Britain and America would fight what became known as World War II. At the highest levels of the British government in May 1940, there was talk of exploring a settlement with Hitler, who was in the midst of conquering a large part of Europe. Some people in London were willing to consider further appeasement—but Churchill said no. And so, on July 16, 1940, after the fall of France, Hitler directed his generals to plan for the invasion of England. Read closely, however, the führer’s order was equivocal; perhaps peace was yet possible. “Since England, despite her militarily hopeless situation, still shows no signs of willingness to come to terms,” Hitler said, “I have decided to prepare a landing operation against England, and if necessary to carry it out.” Three days later, in a speech to the Reichstag, Hitler announced: “I can see no reason why this war must go on.” It would not have been a sunny peace, if peace could come, but a Hitlerite one, probably sanctioning Berlin’s hold over the Continent and delaying, not reversing, the ultimate spread of Nazism. In London, Churchill refused to even think it over. William Shirer, the CBS Radio correspondent, was in Berlin when Britain’s reply was broadcast. A German official he talked to “seemed dazed,” Shirer recalled. “Can you understand those British fools?” the German said. “To turn down peace now? They’re crazy!” In these same months, stretching to the last weeks of 1941, Americans were not eager to fight a war overseas—but Roosevelt slowly nudged his nation toward engagement with the world. 

Both men undertook these enormously complicated tasks of statesmanship with a vision of the other in his mind. From the beginning Churchill thought victory required Roosevelt; after an initial period of uncertainty and skepticism, Roosevelt decided that Churchill was vital to the complete defeat of Hitler. From afar, and then face-to-face, they chose to believe in each other, fighting political elements in their own countries and battles beyond their borders to ensure democracy’s chances against totalitarianism and terror.

Roosevelt and Churchill helped shape the way we live now. Four of the turning points of World War II—the American decision to support Britain in its struggle against Germany in the months before Pearl Harbor; the victory over the Germans in the North African desert in 1942, which kept the Middle East out of Hitler’s hands; the development and control of the atomic bomb; and the timing of the liberation of Europe—were largely products of their personal collaboration. Their partnership illuminates the human dimension of high politics and suggests that the unlikeliest of people—those who are underestimated or discounted by the conventional wisdom of their own era—can emerge as formidable leaders.

It is easy to be too cynical or too sentimental about the Roosevelt-Churchill friendship. Some historians have argued that the image of Roosevelt and Churchill as friends at work in wartime is in many ways a convenient fiction, largely created by Churchill in his memoirs in an attempt to build an enduring Anglo-American alliance. Another president and another prime minister, the clinical case continues, would have probably produced the same results in World War II. I think the Roosevelt-Churchill story, however, proves that it does matter who is in power at critical points and that politicians, for all their calculations, deceptions, disagreements, and disputes, are not immune to emotion and affection as they lead nations through tumultuous times.

“A MAN IN high public office is neither husband nor father nor friend in the commonly accepted sense of the words,” Eleanor Roosevelt wrote, somewhat chillingly. By the time they met during World War II, neither Churchill nor Roosevelt could really separate their political lives from their private ones. The demands of office and ambition determined the shape of their emotional spheres. Their relationship was like many friendships among the powerful, ones in which public figures conduct statecraft within a framework of professed regard and warmth.

There is almost always a practical element in a politician’s connection to other people, particularly to other politicians. “It would, however, be wrong to assume that Churchill’s friendships were political, even though their inspiration might be so,” wrote John Colville, a Churchill private secretary known as “Jock” who was close to the prime minister and his family. “My father’s friendship and love were spontaneous and unmotivated,” said Mary Soames. “He was not complicated in his approach to people. He was trusting and very genuine. He could be wily if he had to, but it did not come naturally.”

Wiliness came more easily to Roosevelt. “He was the coldest man I ever met,” Harry Truman said of him. “He didn’t give a damn personally for me or you or anyone else in the world as far as I could see. But he was a great President. He brought this country into the twentieth century.” Roosevelt’s true affections and feelings were hard to gauge. “Mrs. R. used to say we all served him,” recalled Trude Lash, a friend of Eleanor’s who was often in the White House in the war years, “and she was right.”

Roosevelt and Churchill became friends under the force of circumstance. From the invasion of Poland in 1939 to the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor in 1941, Churchill begged for help from Roosevelt, who had to be convinced Britain was worth American trust and treasure. America’s entry into the war in December 1941 threw them together in what became a spirited friendship that lasted until November 1943, when America’s growing power moved Churchill away from the center of Roosevelt’s thinking. The Roosevelt-Churchill connection was more nuanced in the last years of the war. In 1944 and 1945 they were like an old married couple who knew each other’s vulnerabilities and foibles, yet each considered the other a permanent part of life.

During the war, Churchill would flatter, appear to defer (calling himself the “President’s lieutenant” or saying, “It’s up to the Boss”), but fight to give as little ground as possible. Roosevelt would be genial yet try to have his own way. Still, the two thought of each other as friends. Eleanor Roosevelt was one of the most honest women who ever lived. “You must remember Mrs. R. was brutally candid, especially with friends,” recalled Trude Lash. Though they were cordial to each other, the liberal Eleanor thought Churchill too conservative. Yet here is Eleanor’s postwar testimony: “I shall never cease to be grateful to Churchill for his leadership during the war. The real affection which he had for my husband and which was reciprocated, he has apparently never lost. The war would have been harder to win without it, and the two men might not have gone through it so well if they had not had that personal pleasure in meeting and confidence in each other’s integrity and ability.”

At Christmastime 1941, Churchill, fresh from his bath, was in his guest room at the White House, pacing about naked—“completely starkers,” recalled Patrick Kinna, a Churchill assistant who was taking dictation from the dripping prime minister. There was a tap at the door, and Churchill said, “Come in.” Roosevelt then appeared and, seeing the nude Churchill, apologized and began to retreat. Stopping him, Churchill said, “You see, Mr. President, I have nothing to hide from you.” Roosevelt loved it. “Chuckling like a small boy, he told me about it later,” said presidential secretary Grace Tully. “You know, Grace,” Roosevelt said, “I just happened to think of it now. He’s pink and white all over.” After the 1941 holidays, Roosevelt told Churchill: “It is fun to be in the same decade with you.”

There was a genuine warmth between them. “The friendship and affection between my husband and Mr. Churchill grew with every visit,” Eleanor recalled, “and was something quite apart from the official intercourse.” In a handwritten letter to Roosevelt in the summer of 1943, Clementine told him: “I hope you know how much your friendship means to Winston personally, quite apart from its world aspect & importance.” Robert E. Sherwood, the playwright who served as a White House speechwriter and wrote the landmark biography of Roosevelt and Harry Hopkins, said Roosevelt and Churchill “established an easy intimacy, a joking informality and a moratorium on pomposity and cant—and also a degree of frankness in intercourse which, if not quite complete, was remarkably close to it.”

Quoting Ralph Waldo Emerson in an essay on friendship, C. S. Lewis noted that Emerson once observed, Do you love me? actually means Do you see the same truth? “Or at least,” Lewis wrote, “ ‘Do you care about the same truth?’ ” Though they had their differences—Churchill wanted the British empire to survive and thrive; Roosevelt largely favored self-determination for colonial peoples around the world—they cared passionately about the same overarching truth: breaking the Axis. They also shared the conviction that they were destined to play these roles. A friendship like Roosevelt and Churchill’s is rightly understood as a fond relationship in which two people have an interest not just in each other (though they do) but also, as Emerson saw, in a shared external truth or mission. Victory was the common goal, and only Roosevelt and Churchill knew the uncertainties that came with ultimate power. Theirs was, for a moment, the most exclusive of clubs. During World War II, remarked Isaiah Berlin, the essayist and a British official in wartime Washington, “each appeared to the other in a romantic light high above the battles of allies or subordinates: their meetings and correspondence were occasions to which they both consciously rose: they were royal cousins and felt pride in the relationship, tempered by a sharp and sometimes amused, but never ironical, perception of the other’s peculiar qualities.”

ROOSEVELT WAS the better politician, Churchill the warmer human being. When Hitler dominated the Continent, staring across the En-glish Channel, Winston Churchill stood alone and stared back. Some respectable people in Britain would have cut a deal and let Hitler rule much of Europe. Defending liberty when others wavered, Churchill held out long enough to give Roosevelt time to prepare a reluctant America for the fight and then for global leadership. Together they preserved the democratic experiment.

They were men before they were monuments. “To do justice to a great man, discriminating criticism is always necessary,” Churchill once wrote. “Gush, however quenching, is always insipid.” Their personal faults—Roosevelt’s duplicity, Churchill’s self-absorption—were at times political virtues. What could make Roosevelt a trying husband and a frustrating friend made him a great president: Sometimes politicians have to pursue different courses at the same time and deceive those closest to them about what they are doing. What could make Churchill a tiring guest and an exasperating friend made him a great prime minister: Sometimes politicians have to talk endlessly, with boundless enthusiasm and no room for argument, in order to point the way to higher ground and convince people to make the journey. While Nazism and Japanese imperialism were on the march, the West was led by human beings prone, like anyone else, to shortcoming, jealousy, and sickness—and yet capable of historic insight and courage. The Roosevelt-Churchill connection was, Eleanor Roosevelt said, a “fortunate friendship.” The world was indeed lucky that Roosevelt and Churchill rallied the forces of light when darkness fell. 
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“Awful arrogant fellow, that Roosevelt”




FDR on a fishing excursion in Britain during his mission to Europe in 1918
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“He’s pig-headed in his own way”




Churchill, circa 1918, the year he and Roosevelt first met
CHAPTER 1

TWO LIONS ROARING AT
THE SAME TIME

A Disappointing Early Encounter—Their Lives Down the Years—The Coming of World War II

IN THE OPENING hours of a mission to wartime Europe in July 1918, Franklin Roosevelt, then thirty-six and working for the Navy Department, looked over a typewritten “Memorandum For Assistant Secretary” to discover what was in store for him in London. Reading the schedule’s description of his evening engagement for Monday, July 29, Roosevelt learned that he was “to dine at a function given for the Allied Ministers Prosecuting the War.” Hosted by F. E. Smith, a government minister and good friend of Winston Churchill’s, the banquet was held in the hall of Gray’s Inn in London. It was a clear evening—the wind was calm—and Roosevelt and Churchill, the forty-three-year-old former first lord of the Admiralty who was then minister of munitions, mingled among the guests below a portrait of Elizabeth I.

What were Roosevelt and Churchill like on this summer night? Frances Perkins knew them both in these early years. A progressive reformer, the first female member of a president’s cabinet—Roosevelt would name her secretary of labor after he was elected in 1932—Perkins saw their strengths and their weaknesses. She first encountered Roosevelt in 1910 at a tea dance in Manhattan’s Gramercy Park. Perkins was a graduate student at Columbia, already immersed in the world of social causes and settlement houses; Roosevelt was running for the state senate from Dutchess County. “There was nothing particularly interesting about the tall, thin young man with the high collar and pince-nez,” Perkins recalled. They spoke briefly of Roosevelt’s cousin Theodore, the former president of the United States, but Perkins did not give this Roosevelt “a second thought” until she ran across him again in Albany a few years later. She watched him work the Capitol—“tall and slender, very active and alert, moving around the floor, going in and out of committee rooms, rarely talking with the members, who more or less avoided him, not particularly charming (that came later), artificially serious of face, rarely smiling, with an unfortunate habit—so natural that he was unaware of it—of throwing his head up. This, combined with his pince-nez and great height, gave him the appearance of looking down his nose at most people.” Later, the toss of the head would signal confidence and cheer. In the young Roosevelt it seemed, Perkins said, “slightly supercilious.” She once heard a fellow politician say: “Awful arrogant fellow, that Roosevelt.”

Perkins had also spent time with Churchill when she visited pre–World War I England. He was, she recalled, “a very interesting, alert, and vigorous individual who was an intellectual clearly.” Churchill, she would tell President Roosevelt years later, “is this kind of a fellow: You want to be careful. He runs ahead of himself, or at least he used to.” He was stubborn, Perkins said, “so sure of himself that he would insist upon doing the thing that he thought was a good thing to do. He was a little bit vain. He thought people were old fuddy-duds if they didn’t agree with him.” Her bottom line?

“He’s pig-headed in his own way,” Perkins said. “He’s often right and brilliant, but . . .” But. She left the sentence unfinished.

THE GRAY’S INN dinner was a glittering occasion, with high British officials going out of their way to pay homage to Roosevelt as the representative of their American ally. Hailing Roosevelt as “the member of a glorious family,” Smith, who later became the earl of Birkenhead, said, “No one will welcome Mr. Roosevelt on his visit to England with a warmer hand and heart than we do.” Then Roosevelt—to his “horror,” he said—was unexpectedly asked to say a few words. He stumbled a bit as he began. Uncertainly, trying to find the right note, Roosevelt said he had been “given to understand that I should not be called upon to speak” and in his nervousness, looking around at the faces of his hosts, began to talk about the importance of the personal in politics and war. Citing the need for an “intimate personal relationship” among allied nations, Roosevelt said: “It is quite impossible . . . to sit at home 3000 miles or more away and to obtain that close man-to-man, shoulder-to-shoulder touch, which today characterizes the work of the Allies in conducting the War.” Warming to his point, Roosevelt concluded: “We are with you—about ninety-nine and nine-tenths of 110,000,000 of our people are with you—in the declaration that we are going to see this thing through with you.” 

In later years, Churchill would not recall meeting the American visitor. Roosevelt certainly recalled meeting Churchill, however, and long remembered Churchill’s brusqueness. “I always disliked him since the time I went to England in 1917 or 1918,” Roosevelt said to Joseph P. Kennedy, the American ambassador to Britain, in a conversation in 1939. “At a dinner I attended he acted like a stinker.” Roosevelt and Churchill would not be in contact again for another twenty-one years. When they were, Churchill, not Roosevelt, would be the one sounding the trumpet about the indispensability of an “intimate personal relationship.” The man who would bring them together: Adolf Hitler, a corporal who won the Iron Cross, First Class, six days after Roosevelt and Churchill dined at Gray’s Inn.

THEY HAD BEEN born eight years and an ocean apart—Winston Leonard Spencer Churchill on November 30, 1874, at Blenheim Palace in Oxfordshire; Franklin Delano Roosevelt on January 30, 1882, at Hyde Park in Dutchess County, New York. They loved tobacco, strong drink, history, the sea, battleships, hymns, pageantry, patriotic poetry, high office, and hearing themselves talk. “Being with them was like sitting between two lions roaring at the same time,” said Mary Soames. With Roosevelt in his naval cape and Churchill in his service uniforms, they understood the stagecraft of statesmanship. “There was a good deal of the actor in each,” said Mike Reilly, Roosevelt’s Secret Service chief, “and we Secret Service men who had to arrange their exits and their entrances found we were working for a pair of master showmen who were determined that no scenes would be stolen by the other.”

They were the sons of rich American mothers. Jennie Jerome married Lord Randolph Churchill in 1874; Sara Delano became the second wife of James Roosevelt in 1880. Roosevelt, the cousin of a president, came from the Hudson Valley, Groton School, Harvard College, and Columbia Law School; Churchill, the grandson of a duke, from Blenheim, Harrow, and Sandhurst. In a sign of how small the elite Anglo-American world in which they moved was, one of the wives of Winston’s cousin the duke of Marlborough was romanced by Winthrop Rutherfurd, the husband of Franklin’s illicit love, Lucy Mercer Rutherfurd. As boys, Roosevelt and Churchill were obsessive collectors: stamps, birds, books, and naval prints for Roosevelt, toy soldiers and butterflies for Churchill. Cousin Theodore’s legend fired young Roosevelt’s political imagination; Lord Randolph’s career fascinated his son. As children and young men, they read the same books: Edward Lear’s Book of Nonsense, the naval writings of Admiral Alfred Thayer Mahan, G. A. Henty’s boys’ books about the glories of empire, Kipling’s poems and fiction, and Macaulay’s history and essays. They loved Shakespeare, the Sermon on the Mount, and movies—even bad ones.

Politics was a shared passion. “My husband always had a joy in the game of politics,” Eleanor said. “It was always to him an interesting game, like chess—something in which you pitted your wits against somebody else’s.” Until he became president, Roosevelt was a state senator, assistant secretary of the navy, the 1920 Democratic nominee for vice president, and governor of New York—and his four White House victories are unmatched in American history. Churchill was the quintessential parliamentarian. “Westminster is his ambience—his aura, as a spiritualist would say,” wrote Colin Coote, managing editor of the Daily Telegraph. From his first election to the House of Commons in October 1900 to his summons by King George VI to become prime minister in May 1940, Churchill would serve as parliamentary undersecretary for the Colonies, president of the Board of Trade, home secretary, first lord of the Admiralty, chancellor of the duchy of Lancaster, minister of munitions, secretary of state for war and air, secretary of state for the Colonies, and chancellor of the Exchequer. He was always looking ahead. At the Munitions Ministry in September 1917, Churchill said: “There are only two ways left now of winning the war, and they both begin with A. One is aeroplanes and the other is America.”

Their minds raced and roamed. Roosevelt loved what he called “bold, persistent experimentation” in politics and government and liked to lecture Middle Eastern leaders—from the shah of Iran to Ibn Saud of Saudi Arabia—on how they might grow trees and crops in the desert. In 1918, Felix Frankfurter was visiting Cliveden, Nancy Astor’s country house in England, and listened as she attacked Churchill, who was not there, at length. At last A. J. Balfour, a former prime minister, told her: “Nancy, all you say about Winston may be true, but Winston has ideas, and to a statesman with ideas much shall be forgiven.”

Ceremony fascinated them. At the height of World War II, when they were in Washington, Roosevelt and Churchill took time to confer about the music that would be played at a White House concert. With Roosevelt’s approval, Churchill proposed “some . . . early American airs and suggests that the list include some of Stephen Foster’s—Old Kentucky Home, and others—popular Civil War airs, and winding up with the Battle Hymn of the Republic.” Roosevelt’s intimates belonged to an exclusive Cuff Links Club, whose founding members had been part of Roosevelt’s failed vice presidential campaign; Churchill’s inner circle dined together in the Pinafore Room of the Savoy as members of the Other Club, established by Churchill and F. E. Smith in 1911. Roosevelt and Churchill were fascinated by the drama of war. Roosevelt “really had military genius, and there’s where he and Churchill came closest together,” said the columnist Walter Lippmann. “What they loved was the war room—the maps, deployment, deciding on where to land.”

In their hearts, though, they were men of peace. To them war was a necessary evil. “I have seen war,” Roosevelt once said, his remarks based on his memories of the 1918 trip to Europe. “I have seen war on land and sea. I have seen blood running from the wounded. I have seen men coughing out their gassed lungs. I have seen the dead in the mud. I have seen cities destroyed. I have seen two hundred limping, exhausted men come out of line—the survivors of a regiment of one thousand that went forward forty-eight hours before. I have seen children starving. I have seen the agony of mothers and wives. I hate war.” After the bloodshed of the western front, Churchill took the same view. “War, which used to be cruel and magnificent, has now become cruel and squalid,” Churchill wrote in 1930. “Instead of a small number of well-trained professionals championing their country’s cause with ancient weapons and a beautiful intricacy of archaic manoeuvre, sustained at every moment by the applause of their nation, we now have entire populations, including even women and children, pitted against one another in brutish mutual extermination, and only a set of bleary-eyed clerks left to add up the butcher’s bill.”

Roosevelt and Churchill were courageous and cool under fire. In February 1933, in Miami, an assassin armed with a revolver fired five shots at Roosevelt, missing the president-elect but killing the mayor of Chicago, who was talking with FDR. Roosevelt never flinched. That evening, the president-elect appeared unshaken and went to bed after drinking a glass of whiskey. Facing a ferocious storm on an Atlantic cruise in 1935—a sailor on board thought the tempest looked “as if all the devils of hell were breaking loose”—Roosevelt was unruffled. “He was interested but not in the least alarmed,” said Admiral Wilson Brown, a Roosevelt naval aide.

At Omdurman, Churchill rode in a fabled cavalry charge, brandishing a Mauser pistol; went to the front as a battalion commander in the trenches in World War I; refused to leave London during the Blitz; preferred rooftops to bomb shelters during air raids; and had to be forbidden by George VI to strike the beaches of Normandy on D-Day. En route to Washington aboard the Queen Mary for a meeting with Roosevelt in 1943, Churchill waved away reports of German submarines, saying that he had had a machine gun mounted in his lifeboat. “I won’t be captured,” he said. “The finest way to die is in the excitement of fighting the enemy.”

THEY WERE DEEPLY driven. Seated next to Violet Bonham Carter, daughter of Prime Minister H. H. Asquith, at dinner when he was thirty-three, Churchill said, “We are all worms. But I do believe that I am a glow-worm.” On his first American lecture tour in 1900, Churchill was introduced to a Boston audience by an American novelist named Winston Churchill (no relation). “Why don’t you run for the Presidency of the United States?” the British Churchill asked the American Churchill. “Then I will become Prime Minister of England, and we can amaze everybody.” Careening from hot spot to hot spot in the empire at the turn of the century, Churchill was aware of the impression his stark ambition made on others. Some of his critics, he wrote in a memoir, “proceeded to be actually abusive, and the expressions ‘Medal-hunter’ and ‘Self-advertiser’ were used from time to time in some high and some low military circles in a manner which would, I am sure, surprise and pain the readers of these notes.”

Roosevelt was stoked by ambition, too. By the end of his college years at Harvard, Roosevelt seems to have grasped what it would take to get what he wanted in life: a relentless drive. In an editorial addressed to the incoming freshman class at Harvard in 1903, Roosevelt, then president of the Crimson, wrote: “It is not so much brilliance as effort that is appreciated here—determination to accomplish something.”

The young Roosevelt was openly ambitious and privately anxious, and the war between these impulses came to the surface when he slept. “Sometimes he’d have nightmares and then he’d generally do very strange things,” recalled Eleanor. “He was a collector of books and so one night I woke up to see him standing at the foot of the bed reaching for something. I said, ‘What on earth are you doing?’ and he said, ‘I can’t reach that book, and if I don’t get it now I may miss getting it!’ ” Substitute any of life’s great consolations for the book—love, office, fame—and we have a glimpse of the turmoil Roosevelt kept hidden from public view.

In their youth and early adult years, Churchill and Roosevelt could be unpopular with their contemporaries. As a young member of Parliament, Churchill was often isolated. “His parents’ friends found him an interesting phenomenon; men of his own age thought him brash, offensive and arrogant,” said Jock Colville. Roosevelt was blackballed from Porcellian, his father’s and his cousin Ted’s Harvard club. “He was the kind of boy whom you invited to the dance, but not the dinner,” recalled Theodore Roosevelt’s daughter Alice Longworth, “a good little mother’s boy whose friends were dull, who belonged to the minor clubs and who was never at the really gay parties.” Roosevelt did worry about his place in this world, and in his storytelling he tended to exaggerate, as if his own formidable accomplishments were not enough, as if the boy who had been the center of his parents’ universe at Hyde Park could not bear to be out of the spotlight or to come up short at anything.

Their families’ histories were always part of their consciousnesses. One December 8, Grace Tully recalled, “the Boss in dating a document looked up and remarked: ‘This is the anniversary of my father’s birth.’ ” On January 24, 1945—a Wednesday late in the war—Churchill, preparing for Yalta, remarked to Colville that the day marked the fiftieth anniversary of his father’s death. Later, in the 1950s, “I went to his bedroom to talk to him about some business matter while he was shaving,” Colville wrote. “ ‘Today,’ he said to me, ‘is the twenty-fourth of January. It is the day my father died. It is the day that I shall die too.’ And on the twenty-fourth of January 1965, he did.”

As leaders they had a gift for bolstering those around them. “His capacity to inspire and encourage those who had to do tough, confused, and practically impossible jobs was beyond dispute,” Frances Perkins recalled of Roosevelt. “I, and everyone else, came away from an interview with the President feeling better. It was not that he had solved my problem or given me a clear direction which I could follow blindly, but that he had made me more cheerful, stronger, more determined to do what, while I talked with him, I had clearly seen was my job and not his. It wasn’t so much what he said as the spirit he conveyed.” Lord Bridges, secretary to the British cabinet from 1938 to 1946, remembered Churchill’s habit of calling for late-night sessions—a practice that was “not popular,” Bridges recalled. “A proposition would be advanced,” Bridges said. “Churchill would repeat it once or twice rather slowly, looking above him rather like a man throwing a ball into the air and catching it. Then another train of thought would occur to him. Was this really the right proposition, or should it be differently stated? He would then try it in a different form: and by degrees arguments would start: different lines of thought would emerge: and crucial points would be forced into the open.” The hour would be late, the conversation tiring, but the work would get done—and Churchill’s passion and confidence could be infectious. “I can see now,” Bridges recalled long after World War II, “that, like a few other really great men, Churchill had the power, not only to inspire those who worked for him, but to pass on to them while they worked for him, something of his own stamina, something of his own matchless qualities of courage and endurance.”

They were moving targets politically. Churchill changed parties from Conservative to Liberal and back again, and the vicissitudes of his views did not surprise those closest to him. “It was not as a crusader or a missionary that he had entered politics, but rather as a fish takes to the water or a bird to the air, because it was his natural element,” recalled Violet Bonham Carter. “He had not thought it necessary to evolve or assume a conscious or coherent political philosophy. Though born and cradled in the purple of the Tory fold he was not of it. His ardent and adventurous mind, forever on the move, could not have been contained within its static bounds.”

Roosevelt did not come to high office with a fixed philosophy, either. “All the members of the Brains Trust and their associates will testify, I think, to the flexibility of the Roosevelt mind even when the presidency approached,” said Rexford Tugwell, a Roosevelt adviser. “He was a progressive vessel yet to be filled with content.”

CHURCHILL WAS MOSTLY exterior, Roosevelt more elusive. When World War II was going badly, Churchill “would sometimes listen to the news and tears would roll down his face,” said Kathleen Harriman. Roosevelt, however, kept a pleasant mask on virtually all the time. The mature Roosevelt appears to have been seen with tears in his eyes just once, in private, shortly after his mother died in 1941. In Roosevelt’s mind, one controlled emotions; you did not allow them to control you.

The origins of their distinctive styles may partly lie in their earliest days. Young Churchill was given little that he wanted, young Roosevelt rather too much. Churchill grew into a man who openly ran an endless race to win approval and affection; Roosevelt became an emotionally distant figure with a tendency to secrecy and camouflage.

Churchill adored his parents, but they paid him little attention. “It is said that famous men are usually the product of unhappy childhood,” Churchill once wrote. “The stern compression of circumstances, the twinges of adversity, the spur of slights and taunts in early years, are needed to evoke that ruthless fixity of purpose and tenacious mother-wit without which great actions are seldom accomplished.”

Young Churchill had plenty of such emotional hardships to work with. “I did once ask a very old cousin who had known Jennie whether Lord and Lady Randolph were really such awful parents,” recalled Mary Soames. “Mind you, this cousin was a woman of very high standards.” The cousin thought for a moment, then began: “I think that even by the standards of their generation . . .” The cousin was quiet and then went on: “That they were pretty awful.” Churchill had to fill the void and chose his nanny, Mrs. Everest (“Woom”). “My nurse was my confidante,” Churchill later wrote. “Mrs. Everest it was who looked after me and tended all my wants. It was to her I poured out my many troubles.”

When Lord Randolph did take note of his son, he found Churchill wanting. “I have told you often & you never would believe me,” Lord Randolph wrote his own mother, “that he has little [claim] to cleverness, to knowledge or any capacity for settled work. He has great talent for show off exaggeration & make believe.” Quoting this letter in his official biography of his father, Churchill’s son, Randolph, put it in context, writing that “Lord Randolph had less than eighteen months to live. His performances alike in private and public were already causing deep concern to his friends and family. He was in the grip of the progressive mental paralysis from which he was to die.” That was true—Lord Randolph suffered from “general paralysis” related to syphilis—but he had also put his finger on one of Winston Churchill’s chief characteristics: He did enjoy escaping to a world of “make believe.”

Young Churchill, after all, had to do something to fill his time and thoughts. “I loved her dearly—but at a distance,” Churchill said of his mother. Jennie moved in the glamorous and often promiscuous circles around Edward VII, both during his years as Prince of Wales and his decade as king. Even the worst parents, Mary said, “managed to put in an annual appearance at Eton or Harrow, but Lord and Lady Randolph did not. There is a wonderful story about Papa, which a bright, perceptive boy always remembered. Mrs. Everest came to see Papa, and though she was hardly a stand-in for Lady Randolph, my father was so proud of her that he paraded her up and down the High Street at Harrow as though she were. The boy who recorded it thought it a very great tribute to my father’s character.”

Though Lady Randolph ultimately warmed to Churchill, the depth of the son’s professed devotion to both his parents was at odds with his actual experience with them. “He put her on a pedestal and he did not want her to ever step down from it,” said Mary. “I do think Jennie, on the whole, comes out much better than Lord Randolph. He was very cold and unforgiving.” But Churchill revered him. “In fact to me he seemed to have the key to everything worth having,” Churchill recalled. How to reconcile the gap between reality and the son’s memory? Churchill’s son, Randolph, offered this explanation, citing George Bernard Shaw on his own mother: “Her almost complete neglect of me had the advantage that I could idolize her to the utmost pitch of my imagination and had no sordid disillusioning contacts with her. It was a privilege to be taken for a walk or a visit with her, or an excursion.” The roots of Churchill’s fertile imagination may lie in the nursery and at school, where he was forced to dream things that could not be.

CHURCHILL TRIED TO get close to Lord Randolph. “But if ever I began to show the slightest idea of comradeship, he was immediately offended,” Churchill recalled, “and when once I suggested that I might help his private secretary to write some of his letters, he froze me into stone.”

In 1893 Churchill had, on his third try, won admission to Sandhurst. His father wrote Churchill a cruel letter. “Now it is a good thing to put this business vy plainly before you,” Lord Randolph said. “Do not think I am going to take the trouble of writing to you long letters after every folly & failure you commit & undergo. . . . I am certain that if you cannot prevent yourself from leading the idle useless unprofitable life you have had during your schooldays & later months, you will become a mere social wastrel one of the hundreds of the public school failures, and you will degenerate into a shabby unhappy & futile existence.” Churchill was crushed.

Still, he did not give up. Rather than damning his father, Churchill reconfigured the relationship in his mind and became the most loyal of sons. As a young man he had, in his own words, devised “a system of believing whatever I wanted to believe.” One night at dinner in 1947, his daughter Sarah asked him: “If you had the power to put someone in that chair to join us now, whom would you choose?” “Oh, my father, of course,” Churchill said.

In Churchill’s imagination, though, nothing—including winning World War II—would ever be quite good enough to please his distant father. In November 1947, Churchill was making a copy of a damaged portrait of his father in his studio at Chartwell, his retreat in the Kent countryside, when he fancied that the late Lord Randolph appeared to him. In the episode, which Churchill wrote about in a “Private Article” entitled The Dream, Lord Randolph does not realize his son has risen to the pinnacle. At one point he lectures Churchill, whom he takes to be an amateurish painter who writes for the newspapers, on parliamentary democracy.

“Give me a fair arrangement of the constituencies, a wide franchise, and free elections—say what you like, and one part of Britain will correct and balance the other,” Lord Randolph says.

“Yes, you brought me up to that,” Churchill replies.

“I never brought you up to anything,” Lord Randolph interjects. “I was not going to talk politics with a boy like you ever. Bottom of the school! Never passed any examinations, except in the Cavalry! Wrote me stilted letters. . . .” Lord Randolph was in character: demanding and unforgiving. Yet Churchill loved him, and Churchill’s capacity to move forward past almost any emotional setback—in this case his father’s refusal to recognize his gifts—would be an asset in his friendship with Roosevelt, who could be cold and casually cruel and yet remain an object of Churchill’s affection. From his father Churchill was accustomed to such relationships.

“WINSTON WAS OFTEN RIGHT,” said F. E. Smith, “but when he was wrong, well, my God.”

Churchill loved action, spectacle, and the idea that he was playing a part in the sweep of history. “Not any part that came along,” said his friend and parliamentary ally Leo Amery, “but the particular part of leadership in some secular crisis; to reincarnate his great ancestor, or Chatham, or the younger Pitt; to stand out in history as the champion of English freedom against another Philip of Spain, or Louis XIV, or Napoleon.” Distant centuries were as real to Churchill as the present. In 1930, at the age of fifty-six, Churchill wrote, “I passed out of Sandhurst into the world. It opened like Aladdin’s Cave. From the beginning of 1895 down to the present time of writing I have never had time to turn round. I could count almost on my fingers the days when I have had nothing to do. An endless moving picture in which one was an actor. On the whole Great Fun!” In 1945, Churchill was at dinner when a woman at the table asked: “Now that it is all over, what was your worst moment in the war—the fall of France, the threat of invasion, the Blitz?” After a minute he answered: “Frankly, my dear, I enjoyed every moment of it.” Like Roosevelt, he found joy in governing and in the work of his days.

During the war, when problems seemed countless and insurmountable, Churchill told Lord Beaverbrook, a press baron, politician, and longtime friend: “You must not forget in the face of petty vexations the vast scale of events & the brightly-lighted stage of history upon which we stand.” Churchill relished movement. Charles Eade, the editor of the Sunday Dispatch, was with him one evening in early 1940 and “was amazed at the speed with which this man of 65 walked along passages and up steep staircases.” Churchill never lost the urge for action. One morning during his second premiership in the 1950s, he called for Anthony Montague Browne, his private secretary. “Has anything happened?” Churchill asked. “No,” replied Montague Browne. “Then let’s make something happen,” Churchill said with mischief in his eyes.

Churchill lived large. When he visited the White House or Hyde Park, Eleanor recalled, “we had to have, in his room, all the drinkables he might wish, at any particular time.” There would be Scotch, soda, ice, French—not American—champagne, and brandy. These were, Eleanor noted dryly, the “little comforts” of Churchill’s life. With Winston Churchill, what you saw was usually what you got—a big, boisterous, occasionally overbearing bundle of energy.

ROOSEVELT WAS MORE subtle and fortified. The only child of James, who was fifty-three when Roosevelt was born, and Sara, who was twenty-seven (and who followed her son to Harvard and published a book entitled My Boy Franklin the year he became the thirty-second president of the United States), Roosevelt was inundated with the attention Churchill longed for. Yet for all of Sara’s adoration, she recalled, James “often told me I nagged the boy.” To cope, Roosevelt handled his mother—and, later, most other people, including Churchill—with tactics and indirection.

When Roosevelt overtly rebelled against the prevailing order at Hyde Park—which was not often; over time he would build up nuanced psychological defenses—he did so in small but telling ways. When he was a little boy, he decided to play a practical joke on his nurse by tying a string at the top of a short flight of stairs, Eleanor recalled, “hoping his nurse would not see it. She did not see it, and she and the supper tray fell down that short flight of stairs.” Roosevelt liked being in control, and he liked to win. “Mummie,” the young Franklin once said after being scolded for being bossy with other children, “if I didn’t give the orders, nothing would happen!”

From his first moments Roosevelt was accustomed to being heeded—even, in his own mind, by animals. He spotted a winter wren near the river at Hyde Park he wanted for his collection and came into the house to retrieve his gun. “And do you think that wren is going to oblige you by staying there?” Sara asked. “Oh, yes, he’ll wait,” Franklin replied—and according to Sara, the bird did.

Sara once grew frustrated when her son did not look up from his stamp collection while she was reading him a story. “Franklin, I don’t think there is any point reading to you anymore. You don’t hear me anyway,” Sara said. Young Roosevelt quoted back the last paragraph she had just read. “Why, Mom, I would be ashamed of myself if I couldn’t do at least two things at once,” he said with a charming smile. In White House receiving lines as president, Roosevelt would keep up a whispered running commentary to whichever aide on whose arm he leaned. “He made amusing comments under his breath about the costumes or appearance of some of the unending throng,” said Admiral Brown, “until Mrs. Roosevelt, who shared our struggles to keep a straight face, hushed him.”

Roosevelt never overtly doubted the foundations on which his life was built and he exuded optimism. “The only thing we have to fear,” he told a broken nation in the gloom of the Great Depression, “is fear itself.” One reason for his confidence was that he himself had felt taken care of all his life. Robert Hopkins, the son of Roosevelt’s close aide Harry Hopkins, remembered traveling with Roosevelt in New York City on July 11, 1936, for the opening of the Triborough Bridge. Roosevelt, then fifty-four years old, was to visit his mother on East 65th Street. The motorcycles with flashing lights roared up to the front of the house, and the Secret Service carried Roosevelt from his car, the agents forming a cat’s cradle with their arms. Inside, Sara focused all her attention on Roosevelt. “She seemed completely taken with her son,” said Hopkins. She brushed confetti from his shoulders and worried that he wasn’t wearing a sweater. “Mama, it’s summertime,” Roosevelt said, but Sara insisted. “You are going to wear a sweater. You might get a chill.” She had one with her, Hopkins said, and waited until Roosevelt put it on. Clean and bundled, Roosevelt then beamed at his mother. He had lived this way from the beginning: with a loving and somewhat intrusive mother at hand, watching over him, offering security in a tumultuous world—whether he needed it or not.

Roosevelt loved his mother but disliked submitting to her authority or even, sometimes, to her company. When Roosevelt was president, Trude Lash recalled, “Franklin would say to Eleanor, ‘Mama is coming to tea; are you ready?’ He would sit with them for a while, then claim he was very busy, which he was, and excuse himself, leaving Eleanor to entertain his mother. This happened all the time. FDR liked his mother and loved her but preferred not to be with her very much.” And so Roosevelt spent decades acting one way and yet feeling, in some part of his soul, another.

Roosevelt became deft at keeping secrets, controlling the flow of information, and letting people think he agreed with them. In his twenties, he managed to court and become engaged to Eleanor without Sara suspecting a thing; in his fifties and sixties, in the White House, supplicants nearly always thought they had carried their point with the president. “People would go away thinking, ‘Ah, I’ve won,’ but they hadn’t,” said Kathleen Harriman. “Roosevelt was the ultimate sophisticate at soft-soaping visitors.”

LESSONS ABSORBED AT their prep schools stayed with Churchill and Roosevelt. At Harrow, Churchill was placed in the lowest form, where, as he put it, “I gained an immense advantage over the cleverer boys. They all went on to learn Latin and Greek and splendid things like that. But I was taught English.” There he learned, too, the canonical stories of British glory. Nelson at Trafalgar made a great impression: a heroic man, standing alone against a continental enemy, dying in the service of the nation. The lecturer was a master named Parkin, who linked the account to the birth of the empire. “He told us how at Trafalgar Nelson’s signal—‘England expects that every man this day will do his duty’—ran down the line of battle, and how if we and our Colonies all held together, a day would come when such a signal would run not merely along a line of ships, but along a line of nations.” After a naval victory over Hitler in the first months of World War II, Churchill said in a speech: “The warrior heroes of the past may look down, as Nelson’s monument looks down upon us now, without any feeling that the island race has lost its daring or that the examples which they set in bygone centuries have faded as the generations have succeeded to one another. . . . And to Nelson’s immortal signal of 135 years ago, ‘England expects that every man will do his duty,’ there may now be added last week’s not less proud reply, ‘The Navy is here.’ ”

At age fourteen, Roosevelt arrived at Groton, the Massachusetts boarding school founded by the Reverend Endicott Peabody, an Episcopal priest known as “the Rector,” two years behind many of his classmates. “The other boys had already formed their friendships,” Eleanor said of her husband’s years at school, and he was “always a little the outsider.” Still, Roosevelt adored Peabody. The Rector—and, in turn, his “boys,” including Roosevelt—had been influenced by the preaching of the Reverend Frederick W. Robertson, a celebrated Victorian cleric, who declared: “We will not say much of the wretchedness of doubt. To believe is to be strong. Doubt cramps energy. Belief is power. Only so far as a man believes strongly, mightily, can he act cheerfully, or do anything that is worth the doing.” Roosevelt applied the lesson to his views both of religion and of life. He might be rich, young, and prone to vanity, but he had an obligation to serve others and the confidence to believe he would be good at it. In the penultimate months of World War II, he would cite Peabody in his last inaugural address: “I remember that my old schoolmaster, Dr. Peabody, said in days that seemed to us then to be secure and untroubled, ‘Things in life will not always run smoothly. Sometimes we will be rising toward the heights—then all will seem to reverse itself and start downward. The great fact to remember is that the trend of civilization itself is forever upward; that a line drawn through the middle of the peaks and the valleys of the centuries always has an upward trend.’ ”

CHURCHILL AND ROOSEVELT each had complicated marriages, and both were dependent on their wives in the midst of the competing currents of married and political life. The first time Churchill was introduced to Clementine Hozier, he was so thunderstruck by her beauty that he—quite uncharacteristically—said not a word. As they stood together, she danced off with another man. With deft understatement, their daughter Mary would describe the meeting as “brief and unpropitious.” Four years later, they found themselves seated next to each other at a dinner party. Even then it was a near miss. Clementine had been asked only after another woman dropped out, and Churchill arrived late. Still, they fell in love.

He was not an easy man to live with. Early in his career, Churchill ran with an eclectic political crowd. Churchill would telephone Clementine, Jock Colville wrote, “to say that he was bringing them all back to dinner and it would be pleasant to have some lobsters and roast duck. The problems of housekeeping on a comparatively small budget were something he never grasped.” But she kept things together and was an astute adviser. “Her judgment, given after careful reflection,” Colville said, “often saved her husband from unwise acts on which he had impetuously determined.” All was not placid, however. A perfectionist who required rest and quiet—two things in short supply in Winston Churchill’s universe—Clementine could be querulous. “When her nerves were stretched, she sometimes turned on Winston with vitriol in her voice and the flashing eyes of a Fury,” said Colville.

A child of a broken home, Clementine seems to have reacted to the chaos of her childhood—she was shuttled about, and her closest sibling died—by insisting on at least the appearance of order. “She had a most sensitive conscience,” Mary wrote, “and suffered untold miseries if the immaculate white of her lace-edged pinafore was marred by spot or stain.”

Churchill and Clementine may not always have been happy, but they were never bored. Clementine would be Churchill’s strongest mainstay, a pillar of support and hope and love, and a sparring partner. He loved the sunny Riviera; she preferred skiing in the Alps. He liked gambling; she hated it. He cherished life at Chartwell; to her it was, for a long time, a source of possible financial ruin. She was, her daughter said, a worrier. “It is a great fault in me that small things should have the power to harass & agonise me,” Clementine wrote Winston.
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“Mama is coming to tea; are you ready?”




Sara Delano Roosevelt and Eleanor Roosevelt in 1903, the year Franklin—to his mother’s consternation—proposed marriage to his cousin

He gave her big things to fret about, too. Before they were married, Churchill was staying in a house that caught fire. At first Clementine did not know if he had survived. Frightened that the man she loved might be injured or dead, she dispatched a telegram. Churchill’s reply was full of the excitement of the adventure: He had had a grand time of it. “The fire was great fun & we all enjoyed it thoroughly,” Churchill wrote. “It is a strange thing to be locked in deadly grapple with that cruel element. I had no conception—except from reading—of the power & majesty of a great conflagration.” Clementine wrote him back: “I have been able to think of nothing but the fire & the terrible danger you have been in—The first news I heard was a rumour that the house was burnt down—That was all—My dear my heart stood still with terror.” It was the beginning of a lifetime of his taking chances and her fretting about the consequences.

Churchill’s thrill at the fire was not something his future friend Roosevelt would have shared. One of Roosevelt’s most disturbing memories was of a fire in his childhood. “He always remembered exactly what his father had done, and he could tell me just where the panelling and the walls were that had to be torn away,” recalled Eleanor. “I think it made a tremendous impression on him, because all his life he was more afraid of a surprise fire than anything else.” His paralysis exacerbated those fears.

The Churchills sometimes annoyed each other, and the pressures of political life added to the tensions. “I was stupid last night—but you know what a prey I am to nerves & prepossessions,” Churchill wrote Clementine after a quarrel. “It is a great comfort to me to feel absolute confidence in your love & cherishment for your poor P. D. [Pug Dog] . . . I have no one but you to break the loneliness of a bustling & bustled existence.” When they fought, they made up quickly, and she never wavered in her belief in his destiny. She watched over him and cared for him, even designing his siren suits—the zippered one-piece outfits the family called his “rompers”—in exotic shades of velvet.

Yet Clementine once, as Mary wrote, “fell romantically in love” with another man. He was Terence Philip, a London art dealer who was a fellow guest (with others) on a five-month trip to Komodo, an island in the Dutch East Indies. It was the mid-1930s. She was fifty. It must have been clear to Clementine that she would spend the rest of her days trying to manage the largely unmanageable Winston Churchill, who had remained at home. She loved him, but his ambitions and his wishes took precedence, and his pace never slackened. Nothing lasting came of the Philip connection. Later, Clementine quoted a French saying to explain it: C’était une vraie connaissance de ville d’eau—“a holiday romance.”

Clementine grounded her impetuous husband probably as much as any woman could have. “The Prime Minister does not ‘dominate’ his table,” recalled Charles Eade. “No one waits for him to initiate a topic of conversation. Mrs. Churchill is much noisier, talks a lot in a loud voice and laughs a great deal. . . . Mrs. Churchill is a charming and friendly personality who does a little leg-pulling at his expense.” When guests were not present, however, things could get rougher. Clementine, Mary wrote, “was not a good arguer: she quickly became vehement and over-emphatic, often spoiling her case by exaggeration.” Churchill would then strike a defiant pose and give no quarter. “Such discussions,” Mary wrote, “sometimes ended in an explosion and a ‘sweep-out’: once she actually shied a dish of spinach at him: it missed, but left a tell-tale mark on the wall.”

She had high standards—for their houses, for her children, and, inevitably for a family in public life, for his staff and political friends. He trusted her. “Papa once said to the President, ‘You know, I tell Clemmie everything,’ ” Mary recalled. “And Roosevelt replied, quite candidly, ‘Well, I don’t do that with Eleanor because she writes a column and she might confuse what should be said and what shouldn’t be.’ He did not think she would do it on purpose but that she might not be clear about what was sensitive and what was not. My father was quite conscious of that distinction, too, and because he spoke very freely in private, he used to sometimes say, quite fiercely, ‘Now that’s secret!’ And then if I or somebody else looked hurt because they thought, ‘Well, of course I’m not going to leave the table and pick up the telephone and ring the papers.’ If Papa saw that we were wounded, he would say, ‘It isn’t that I don’t trust you, but I’m labeling it, I’m labeling it.’ That phrase passed into family history. ‘I’m labeling it!’ Papa would say, quite merrily sometimes. I think the fact that my father and the President could have that kind of conversation—discussing how much they told their wives—suggests a degree of closeness and friendship.”

ANNA ELEANOR ROOSEVELT was Franklin’s fifth cousin. She was the daughter of Teddy’s younger brother, Elliott Roosevelt (FDR’s godfather), and the beautiful but distant Anna Hall. Elliott was an alcoholic who never really found his footing in the world. Eleanor’s mother called her “Granny,” she recalled, because “I was so old-fashioned.”

Like Clementine, Eleanor did not have a happy childhood. Eleanor’s parents both died before she was eleven, and she was raised by her grandmother Hall, who dispatched her to school in England, at Allenswood, where Mlle. Marie Souvestre provided demanding education for girls. Later, she returned home and joined the Junior League, which assigned her to volunteer work in a settlement house on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. She was beginning a lifetime of advocacy on behalf of those who could not make themselves heard.

Eleanor and Franklin had known each other slightly as children and teenagers, and they began courting secretly after a chance meeting on a train in the summer of 1902. On November 22, 1903, during a Sunday at Groton the day after attending the Harvard-Yale game together, Roosevelt proposed marriage to Eleanor. According to Joseph Lash, Eleanor’s biographer and friend, Roosevelt asked for her hand, saying he was sure he would amount to something one day “with your help.” Surprised, Eleanor replied, “Why me? I am plain. I have little to bring you.”

She was wrong there. She was a favored niece of TR’s—the president gave her away at the wedding—and Franklin sensed she had much to teach him, that life with her might be more interesting than with the other debutantes he flirted with. Sara was stunned at news of the engagement. Prevailing on the couple to delay announcing their plans for a year, Sara took her son on a cruise, but Roosevelt’s mind was made up. He would have his way, though the Roosevelts and Sara would live in adjoining East 65th Street houses. (Internal sliding doors connected the two residences.)

Sara meant to dominate her son’s married life in the way she had tried to dominate his childhood and youth. Her granddaughter Anna recalled Sara as “the matriarch of the family” and “certainly the head of the household at Hyde Park,” which, in addition to the linked houses in Manhattan, was where Franklin and Eleanor raised their children. “Mother had not developed enough self-confidence in herself,” Anna remembered, “to be able to tell Granny, as we called her, ‘This isn’t what I want done with my children,’ or, ‘This isn’t the way I wish to live.’ ” Eleanor’s husband was little help on this front. “And as far as Father was concerned, he grew up with this and it was all perfectly natural to him that his mother was the strong person who ran things,” Anna recalled. “He’d have a run-in with her as to how the farm should be run, but very often she’d stick to her guns and she won. And Mother didn’t enter into these things at all.”

THE YOUNG ROOSEVELTS began their political lives in Albany and soon moved on to Washington, where Roosevelt became assistant secretary of the navy under Woodrow Wilson. The capital was a glamorous place and became the scene of the defining crisis of the Roosevelt marriage.

There was another woman. Joseph Alsop, the columnist and distant Roosevelt kinsman, recalled this story of the Roosevelts in those Washington days. Franklin and Eleanor took houseguests to a ball one evening during the First World War. Before midnight, Eleanor excused herself. “When the other three got home at last at nearly 4:00 a.m.,” Alsop reported, “they found Eleanor Roosevelt impersonating patience on a monument on the doormat of the Roosevelt house. Rising from her doormat, she explained sweetly that she had ‘idiotically’ forgotten to bring her own door key. Her husband a bit acidly inquired why on earth she had not taken a cab back to the ball to get a key from him (for there were plenty of cabs on the street in Washington in those days). ‘I knew you were all having such a glorious time,’ she replied, ‘and I didn’t want to spoil the fun.’ ” Alsop’s view: “The truth was, Eleanor Roosevelt was exceedingly angry, because she already suspected that her husband’s late hours at the ball were entirely owing to the presence of the beautiful Lucy Mercer, later Mrs. Winthrop Rutherfurd.”

What happened next says much about Roosevelt’s ability to deceive those closest to him in his private life while pursuing the country’s greater good in his public life. (He would do the same with Churchill—be personally elusive but professionally dedicated to large and noble goals.) Eleanor had hired the twenty-two-year-old Lucy Mercer as a social secretary in the winter of 1913–1914. A charming woman with a voice, Joseph Lash remarked, “like ‘dark velvet,’ ” Lucy became part of the Roosevelt household. “She knew how to please a man,” wrote Lash, “to make his life easy and agreeable, to bolster instead of challenge him.” Roosevelt fell in love with her.

The truth emerged in September 1918, when Roosevelt arrived home from his mission to England and to Europe. He had come down with double pneumonia on the trip back, and Eleanor found letters from Lucy. “The bottom dropped out of my own particular world, and I faced myself, my surroundings, my world, honestly for the first time,” Eleanor recalled of the autumn of 1918. She was crushed, but there were practical questions to be answered. “Eleanor gave him a choice—if he did not break off with Lucy, she would insist on a divorce,” wrote Joseph Lash. “Franklin and Lucy agreed never to see each other again.” Or so they said. The marriage would go on.

PARTLY IN REACTION to Roosevelt’s betrayal, Eleanor built her own life, undertaking intense friendships with women and with men. Her work, though, would always be connected to her husband’s. She would come to pursue liberal causes and report back on the specifics of a program or the mood of the country to FDR. The progressives in Roosevelt’s government knew where to go first. “There was a marked tendency, when we needed something from FDR, to do it through Eleanor,” recalled John Kenneth Galbraith, the Harvard economist and diplomat who served in the Roosevelt administration. “She was considered the open point of access on all humane and liberal concerns.”

Eleanor never slowed down. Patrick Kinna, the Churchill assistant, remembered a visit to Hyde Park during the war. “I was going up the staircase with a bundle of papers and Mrs. Roosevelt came out all dressed in riding gear, marching ahead with such determination that she nearly ran me over,” Kinna recalled. She would be that way until the end of her life. Carol R. Lubin, who knew Mrs. Roosevelt and whose husband, the labor economist Isador Lubin, was Roosevelt’s White House statistician, remembered Eleanor arriving at a settlement house benefit in New York long after the war. “She shook everyone’s hand, went to the dais and fell sound asleep—and that was not uncommon,” said Mrs. Lubin. “The great issue was always whether to wake her up or not.”

She could also exhaust Roosevelt with business, but to the end of his days Roosevelt would write Eleanor as “Dear Babs” and sign letters “With lots and lots of love.” Still, he maintained contact with Lucy, who later married Winthrop Rutherfurd, and Roosevelt would see her again during World War II.

At heart, the real issue in the Roosevelt-Lucy story is not sex but romance: By conducting a long-term relationship with Lucy, sexual or not, Roosevelt was involved in something he had to take pains to keep secret. She clearly meant a great deal to him, offering affectionate comfort and company. But he had once betrayed his wife with this woman, and he knew Eleanor must never discover that Lucy was even a tangential part of his world after 1918. That took effort. Franklin Roosevelt was an infinitely complex man, and this small campaign of concealment in his private universe was just one of many levels of complexity he had to manage behind his genial exterior.

Unlike Roosevelt, Churchill seems never to have carried on a secret love affair. On the Churchills’ fortieth anniversary in September 1948, while they were staying at Cap d’Antibes with the duke and duchess of Windsor, Churchill wrote Clementine to “express my gratitude to you for making my life & any work I have done possible, and for giving me so much happiness in a world of accident & storm.”

GALLIPOLI AND POLIO changed their lives. In 1915, when he was forty, Churchill was blamed for the failed amphibious operation in the Dardanelles and was shunted off to become chancellor of the duchy of Lancaster, a largely ceremonial cabinet post. Feeling he should not be in “well-paid inactivity” in London while men his age were at the front, in November 1915 Churchill announced he was going to war. With three children at home, his political career in ashes, Churchill left to fight. Clementine tried to reassure him about his fall. “Do not fear,” she wrote him, “your political Estate has not vanished, it is all waiting for you when the right moment comes, which (Alas for the country) may not be till after the war—If only you come safely thro’.” A portrait of Churchill painted by Sir William Orpen after his return is haunting. Churchill’s eyes are dark and fretful. His brave pose—hand on hip, a stark stare forward—conveys more distress than defiance. Gazing at it more than eight decades later, his grandson Winston S. Churchill remarked: “He is convinced his political career is in ruins.” Churchill would eventually return to power, becoming minister of munitions, where he worked with Bernard Baruch, the American financier who would be a significant figure in Franklin Roosevelt’s Democratic Party.

ROOSEVELT BEGAN FEELING woozy at Campobello, his family’s Maine retreat, on an August day in 1921. He had contracted polio. He was thirty-nine and a half years old, and he would never walk under his own power again. Pre-polio, Roosevelt was tireless, buoyant, energetic. His daughter, Anna, remembered him in Washington in the Wilson years, sailing a small yacht out from the capital. “He took us on many weekends down the Potomac, and we would go hiking, looking up old houses, these big old Southern homes, some of which were falling down,” Anna said. “We did a great deal of sightseeing and listening to his stories of the history of the country down in Virginia. . . . Father stands out because he was so active and he led the way.” At Campobello in the first weeks of the crisis, he was attuned to other people’s emotions, particularly his children’s. “He grinned at us, and he did his best to call out, or gasp out, some cheery response to our tremulous, just-this-side-of-tears greetings,” said his son James. “Terrible as it was for him, he had the mental depth and the compassion to realize how overwhelmingly frightening it was for his children, and he tried to lighten our fears.”

He would not ask for pity. “He never said anything at all; he never complained,” Eleanor recalled. Part of this was an innate sense of dignity. Another part may have been Roosevelt’s psychological need to minimize the devastation. “He never, never gave up the idea he was going to walk again,” Eleanor said.

Within his domestic sphere, the people Roosevelt liked fell roughly into two categories. There were women like Anna, Crown Princess Martha of Norway, and his cousins Margaret “Daisy” Suckley and Laura “Polly” Delano. They offered, his son James recalled, a welcome “touch of triviality.” Then there were aides like Missy LeHand, his longtime secretary; Louis Howe, an Albany newspaperman who was Roosevelt’s key political operative until Howe died in 1936; and Harry Hopkins, the Iowa-born social worker who played indispensable roles in both the New Deal and the war. Treasury Secretary Henry Morgenthau, Supreme Court Justice Felix Frankfurter, and Interior Secretary Harold Ickes were valued advisers, but Roosevelt rarely let his guard down with any one person, and presidential intimates learned to accept the Boss’s dodginess.

One junior member of the extended Roosevelt circle, Daisy Suckley’s niece Mrs. Margaret Hendrick, said she thought the future president’s illness had one inadvertent advantage, speculating that it may have saved his political career. “Sometimes I wonder whether he would have ever been President if he had not had polio,” said Mrs. Hendrick. “He was very good-looking and had, I think, an eye for the ladies, and I wonder if his marriage would have held up. Without his illness I think he might have gotten a divorce along the way, and his political career would have been over.”

To deflect attention from his paralysis and keep a comfortable emotional distance from others, Roosevelt spent almost all of his time putting on a show for those around him. The Washington columnist Marquis Childs thought Roosevelt had “the quality of the actor, the man who could be photographed and who could speak always with just the perfect camera angle. Partly this was the politician, but it was partly a great actor.” Childs remembered a powerful picture of Roosevelt taken on the deck of the USS Houston in 1938—Roosevelt is in his naval cape, the wind in his face, the very image of a commander in chief. “He’s standing with his head thrown back—now, don’t tell me this is unconscious,” Childs said. According to the author and foreign correspondent John Gunther, Roosevelt was once watching himself in a newsreel and said with a grin: “That was the Garbo in me.” Meeting Orson Welles, Roosevelt remarked, “You know, Orson, you and I are the two best actors in America.”

Roosevelt was the center of things, and people and problems swirled around him, awaiting his verdict. The Roosevelt style could be frustrating to others. As a translator at Teheran and Yalta and as an adviser on the Soviet Union in the White House, Charles E. Bohlen, the American diplomat, spent a lot of time with Roosevelt later in the war. Bohlen said that Roosevelt was of course “a world figure of monumental proportions. . . . Yet I cannot say that he was a likable man. He preferred informal relationships which were informal merely in structure. He could not stand protocol in the accepted sense of the word but was quick to resent the slightest departure from the respect normally accorded the President of the United States, and the aura of the office was always around him.”

ONE WAY OF understanding the competing impulses in Franklin Roosevelt that would partly shape how he dealt with Churchill—Roosevelt liked power yet wanted to serve—is to consider how he viewed church. Roosevelt was, his son James said, “a frustrated clergyman at heart.” St. James’s Episcopal Church was as much a part of his universe as the estate at Hyde Park, and Roosevelt, the church’s senior warden, felt the tug of tradition in the little parish. As James told the story, when Roosevelt was governor, the rector, the Reverend Frank R. Wilson, took sick one Saturday with appendicitis. Sara called Roosevelt to tell him the news, and Roosevelt in turn rang Mrs. Wilson. “Please tell the rector that, if he needs me, I will come from Albany to Hyde Park in time to take over the 11 o’clock services as a lay reader tomorrow morning,” Roosevelt said. Wilson, however, “would not dream of imposing on the Governor” and arranged for a retired priest to take the services. “Well,” Roosevelt replied, “tell him that if he ever needs me I stand ready.” He wanted to be asked. Listening to Wilson relate this anecdote years later, James suggested that “Father must have been disappointed as he probably would have liked very much to have read the services.” The rector pondered this, then said: “I never thought of that! Dammit, I should have let him do it!”

Roosevelt’s urge to preside at a religious service is telling, for the drama of the priesthood is partly about authority and submission—at the altar or in the pulpit, the officiant is both the center of attention and the conduit for a larger purpose, at once in charge and at work in the service of a cause other than oneself. All eyes are on whoever is reading the ancient words; all ears are attuned to his voice.

On Easter Sunday 1934, Roosevelt finally got his wish. He was on a cruise aboard Vincent Astor’s yacht, the Nourmahal, escorted by two American cruisers and a British one. Roosevelt, James recalled, wanted to anchor near San Salvador, where Columbus had landed. He invited the crews of the three escorting vessels and surprised everyone by handing out printed programs he had secretly prepared for “Divine Service, Easter.” He then led the prayers. “On the Nourmahal that day, Father delivered a simple, short sermon, stressing the religious significance of the spot where we were anchored,” James recalled. “He said that Columbus had arrived there and discovered America only through his belief in divine guidance, and that this belief in a Supreme Being gave Columbus courage and confidence to sail on when threatened by disaster and mutiny.” Roosevelt told his party “with some elation” that this was “the first time I have ever conducted a service and preached a sermon all by myself.” He seemed delighted.

Roosevelt was a more traditional believer than Churchill, once saying that two of the most influential literary passages in his life were the Beatitudes and the thirteenth chapter of St. Paul’s First Letter to the Corinthians. Roosevelt does not seem to have plumbed many theological depths but contented himself with drawing reassurance from the tenets of the faith he had known forever. He rarely ruled anything out in the political realm, and he took the same approach in the religious one as well. “Once, in talking to him about some spiritualist conversations which had been sent in to me (people were always sending me their conversations with the dead),” Eleanor recalled, “I expressed a somewhat cynical disbelief in them.” Roosevelt replied, “I think it is unwise to say you do not believe in anything when you can’t prove that it is either true or untrue. There is so much in the world which is always new in the way of discoveries that it is wiser to say that there may be spiritual things which we are simply unable now to fathom.”

In India as a young man, Churchill read books that roiled his religious faith. “Hitherto I had dutifully accepted everything I had been told,” he said. A regular churchgoer during the holidays, he had attended three services every Sunday at Harrow as well as morning and evening prayer. But while in the army he read The Martyrdom of Man by Winwood Reade, which led to the “depressing conclusion that we simply go out like candles.” Then two books by William Edward Hartpole Lecky—History of the Rise and Influence of the Spirit of Rationalism in Europe and History of European Morals from Augustus to Charlemagne—seemed to finish off the years of Church of England upbringing. This began a brief “violent and aggressive anti-religious phase which, had it lasted, might easily have made me a nuisance. My poise was restored during the next few years by frequent contact with danger. I found that whatever I might think and argue, I did not hesitate to ask for special protection when about to come under the fire of the enemy: nor to feel sincerely grateful when I got home safe to tea.” He saved his passion for the cause of Britain. “I believe that man is an immortal spirit,” he often said, leading Anthony Montague Browne, his last private secretary, to call him “an optimistic agnostic.” Churchill’s essential view: “Whether you believe or disbelieve, it is a wicked thing to take away Man’s hope.” As he was retiring as prime minister in 1955, his advice to his colleagues was twofold. “Man is spirit,” he said—and “Never be separated from the Americans.”

BOTH HAD DEMOCRATIC instincts when it came to their inner circles. The three Americans closest to Roosevelt—Louis Howe, Henry Morgenthau, and Harry Hopkins—were, as Arthur Schlesinger Jr. observed, “a middle-class newspaperman, a Jew, and the son of a harness-maker.” Churchill’s friends included F. E. Smith, the grandson of a coal miner; and Max Aitken, who became Lord Beaverbrook, the Canadian son of a Scottish Presbyterian minister. There was Frederick Lindemann, a vegetarian and scientist; and Brendan Bracken, a wiry redhead who was said—falsely—to be Churchill’s illegitimate son. Lindemann (later Lord Cherwell) advised on technology; Bracken was a parliamentary loyalist who would run the Ministry of Information during the war.

Churchill was largely incapable of the relentless show Roosevelt put on. “He behaved in public just as he behaved in private,” Colville wrote. “There were no two faces, no mask that would drop when the audience had retired. . . . If Churchill was not in the mood, he found it difficult to put on an act of affability even when circumstances positively demanded it; and in so far as he had good manners (which many would have denied) they came from fundamental kindness of heart. They were in no way cultivated, and it was unnatural for him to display a sentiment he did not genuinely feel.” What, Beaverbrook once asked himself, was Churchill’s chief virtue? “Magnanimity,” he answered.

Churchill could forgive almost any trespass. “He was intensely pug-nacious and never bore rancour,” Beaverbrook said. The origins of Churchill’s ability to overlook slights and forget sins—which would be invaluable as he spent the war years with Roosevelt, who could be a chilly friend—can be traced to his childhood, where he learned to reimagine reality that upset him, and to his chosen profession. “He enjoyed a conflict of ideas, but not a conflict between people,” said Lord Chandos, a businessman whom Churchill brought into government and who became a friend. “His powers were those of imagination, experience and magnanimity. He saw man as a noble and not as a mean creature.” Politicians who spend long years in the arena, as Churchill did, learn that this morning’s foe may become this evening’s ally. “He was a warrior, and party debate was a war,” said Harold Macmillan, a Churchill colleague who served as prime minister from 1957 to 1963. “It mattered, and he brought to that war the conquering weapon of words fashioned for their purpose—to wound, never to kill; to influence, never to destroy.”

Among the darkest Churchillian verdicts was that something said or done was “malicious”—to be carelessly cruel was a terrible sin. “He never sought to trample on a fallen foe, whether a political opponent or a defeated nation,” said Violet Bonham Carter. “His enmity could not survive once victory was won. He never hated nations or men as such. He only hated their ideas. He would knock a man down in order to pick him up again in a better frame of mind.” He put much store in moving on. “Anger is a waste of energy,” Churchill said. “Steam which is used to blow off a safety valve would be better used to drive the engine.” He used different metaphors to make the same point. “Opinions differ. That is why we have check waist coats.” After becoming prime minister in 1940, he turned back calls for recriminations about Britain’s failure to stop Hitler sooner, saying: “Of this I am certain, that if we open a quarrel between the past and the present, we shall find that we have lost the future.” This view sustained him in his demanding friendship with Roosevelt, enabling Churchill to overlook large and small slights.

CHURCHILL AND ROOSEVELT enjoyed eclectic company. Albert Einstein, Lawrence of Arabia, and Charles Chaplin were guests at Chartwell in the 1930s, and Churchill always liked to hear experts on different topics—though such appointments did not always work out as the prime minister planned. During the war, Isaiah Berlin wrote weekly political reports from his post at the British embassy in Washington, and Churchill, learning Mr. Berlin was in London in early 1944, asked him to lunch. “When do you think the war will end, Mr. Berlin?” Churchill asked him earnestly, among other political questions. As it turned out, the visitor was Irving Berlin, the songwriter and author of tunes like “God Bless America,” who had been invited by mistake. At the White House for Sunday supper during the war, John Wheeler-Bennett, the future biographer of George VI, found himself at a table with the Roosevelts, General George C. Marshall, Undersecretary of State Sumner Welles, Felix Frankfurter, Errol Flynn, and an elderly Episcopal bishop.

Churchill was accomplished at many things, painting impressive pictures and producing more than forty books. Roosevelt’s interests were varied—the sea, stamps, trees, Christmas cards, Currier & Ives prints. After he was sick but before he reentered politics, Roosevelt tried to make money with stamp-vending machines and by flying lobsters from Maine to restaurants in New York City. (“Not very successful,” was Eleanor’s memory.) He played at architecture (he tried to design a “hurricane-proof” house) and toyed with becoming an author but never did. “He was a man of many thoughts,” observed James MacGregor Burns, one of Roosevelt’s finest biographers, “not a man of trenchant ideas.” Walter Lippmann knew both Roosevelt and Churchill. “Roosevelt close to was always disappointing,” Lippmann said. “Churchill was just as good when you got close to him as when you saw him at a distance.”

Roosevelt liked having the last word, even referring to himself as “Judge Roosevelt” on occasion. In 1930, Felix Frankfurter,  an admirer of Churchill’s, was disturbed to read a tough review of Churchill’s multivolume history of World War I, The World Crisis. The criticism of Churchill’s florid style came from the writer H. M. Tomlinson, and Frankfurter discussed Tomlinson’s views of Churchill with Roosevelt, who was then governor. “Is wisdom there?” Tomlinson asked of Churchill’s books. “It looks to me as though there were a lack of control, which is not wise. Is light there? Yes, of a kind—the kind which comes in chromatic beams from the wings to give an object on the stage an appearance it does not own. It is, for me, eloquence in an Eton collar on Speech Day. . . . If we think we ought to be eloquent because the subject deserves it, and try to be, then we are not.” According to Max Freedman, editor of the Frankfurter-Roosevelt correspondence, Frankfurter and Roosevelt weighed the evidence and “gave Churchill something better than a suspended sentence as a writer.”

CHURCHILL HAD THE sharper wit. Sir David Pitblado, a Churchill private secretary, told William Manchester the following story. The Labourite Clement Attlee was at the urinal in the men’s room of the House of Commons. Churchill came in and, seeing Attlee, moved away. “Feeling standoffish today, are we, Winston?” Churchill replied: “That’s right. Every time you see something big, you want to nationalize it.” Roosevelt was more heavy-handed and had to rely on the fact that people laugh even at a president’s lamest witticisms. John Gunther picked out such a moment in this press conference exchange. “Mr. President,” a reporter asked, “does the ban on the highways [as part of the national defense program] include the parking shoulders?”

“Parking shoulders?” Roosevelt said.

“Yes, widening out on the edge, supposedly to let the civilians park as the military goes by.”

“You don’t mean necking places?”

Roosevelt and Churchill did not fool each other. Like most friends, they sensed each other’s weaknesses. Musing about Churchill’s flow of “brilliant ideas,” Roosevelt once lightheartedly remarked: “He has a hundred a day, and about four of them are good.” Roosevelt’s interest in polling data worried Churchill, who thought Roosevelt tended to “follow public opinion rather than to form it and lead it.”

Churchill could exhaust Roosevelt. “My father never wanted to switch off,” said Mary Soames, but Roosevelt did. “Great fellow, that Churchill, if you can keep up with him,” Roosevelt said. During Churchill’s wartime visits to the Roosevelt White House, Eleanor recalled, “The prime minister took a long nap every afternoon, so was refreshed for hard work in the evening and far into the night. While he was sleeping, Franklin had to catch up on all of his regular work. . . . It always took him several days to catch up on sleep after Mr. Churchill left.” Roosevelt called Churchill’s curious rhythms “the Winston hours.”

When Roosevelt did get to bed, he slept well. At the pinnacle of their power and responsibilities during the war, both men did. They knew there would be another fight another day—probably the very next day—and that energy spent fretting about what could not be undone was wasted. “I went to bed, browsed about in the files for a while, and then slept for four or five hours,” Churchill said of a bleak period of military defeats in 1942. “What a blessing is the gift of sleep!”

AT THE DINNER TABLE, Mary said, Churchill “made an effort and he would suddenly not make an effort.” Roosevelt could talk too much himself, but he was better at the art of listening than Churchill was.

Lady Ottoline Morrell, a figure in London’s literary and intellectual circles, encountered Churchill one weekend in 1911: “Winston was on his way to a Court Ball and was in full dress uniform, looking like a mock Napoleon,” she wrote. “He talked high politics, which sounded to me almost like high Mathematics, for he is very rhetorical, and has a volcanic, complicated way of talking which is difficult to listen to.”

Very few people were neutral about him. When Theodore Roosevelt met Churchill on Churchill’s 1900 American tour, TR found the young man a bit much. “I saw the Englishman, Winston Churchill here, and although he is not an attractive fellow, I was interested in some of the things he said.” Nearly ten years later, TR read Churchill’s biography of Lord Randolph. “I have been over Winston Churchill’s life of his father,” Roosevelt wrote Henry Cabot Lodge. “I dislike the father and dislike the son, so I may be prejudiced. Still, I feel that, while the biographer and his subject possess some real far-sightedness . . . they both possess or possest such levity, lack of sobriety, lack of permanent principle, and an inordinate thirst for that cheap form of admiration which is given to notoriety, as to make them poor public servants.” By 1910, on a trip to London, TR could not bring himself to see Churchill, then the home secretary: “I have refused to meet Winston Churchill.”

Imperial, bold, prolific—Churchill and Theodore Roosevelt had much in common. Arthur Schlesinger Jr. once asked Alice Roosevelt Longworth why Churchill had so irritated her father. “Perhaps because they were so much alike,” she said. There is another element in this mix, too: American skepticism about the British. Despite the afterglow of the Anglo-American victory in World War II, the two cultures had long been wary of each other. The British tended to think of Americans as upstarts obsessed with making money and susceptible to retreating from the world when it suited them; Americans, swaggering but insecure, disliked colonialism and feared the more sophisticated mother country might take advantage of them. “I’m willing to help them all I can but I don’t want them to play me for a sucker,” Roosevelt once told Joseph Kennedy. On an early lecture tour to talk about his adventures in the Boer War, Churchill “found it easy to make friends with American audiences. They were cool and critical, but also urbane and good-natured”—helpful training for a man who would have to charm Franklin Roosevelt.

ROOSEVELT WAS NOT perfect. He could make contradictory promises. At other times he would go on at length while visitors tried helplessly to make their own points. Walter Lippmann understood the game. “Roosevelt was a wonderful finagler,” Lippmann said. “He loved to take a complicated thing which involved a certain amount of deception—hornswoggling of people—and somehow get it done.” Churchill would come to know the technique well.

Both men spawned haters and skeptics. Though he carried every state but Maine and Vermont in 1936, Roosevelt had to confront a vicious bloc of opponents throughout his time in the White House, from the rich who considered him the master of confiscatory taxes to conservatives who saw trouble in the expansion of federal powers to isolationists who thought he was secretly maneuvering the country into war. Known to his enemies as “That Man in the White House,” Roosevelt was a much more divisive figure politically in real time than he is in memory, and he was aware that parts of the public were deeply opposed to anything bearing the Roosevelt touch. On a personal level, he could make people love him unreservedly—or he could provoke the coldest of reactions.

Churchill had many political foes. By moving to the Liberals, he had gone against the grain of the most commonly held politics of his class—which was not unlike Roosevelt’s own situation. In 1924, Churchill had returned to the Tory fold after twenty years as a Liberal. After the Russian Revolution, he supported a military campaign against the Bolsheviks—an operation Joseph Stalin would long remember. “I was a child of the Victorian era,” Churchill wrote in 1930, “when the structure of our country seemed firmly set, when its position in trade and on the seas was unrivalled, and when the realisation of the greatness of our Empire and of our duty to preserve it was ever growing stronger.” In the 1930s, Churchill was seen as an extremist—an unreconstructed imperialist on India, a hard-liner at home, a provocateur on Germany.

He would long pay a political price for his apparently tragic combination of arrogance and instability. “He has a very gloomy future,” the press magnate Lord Northcliffe said of him in the years before World War II. “I take a dim view of the things Winston will do in politics.” Churchill sometimes thought the same thing and would become depressed.

CHURCHILL REFERRED TO his bluer episodes with an expression that Colville told the distinguished Churchill biographer Martin Gilbert he remembered his own nanny using: “to have a black dog on one’s back.” Perhaps, Colville speculated, Mrs. Everest used a similar phrase. However down he could feel, Churchill always overcame his darker feelings. “He experienced a sensation of annoyance and depression,” Churchill wrote of his hero in his novel, Savrola, a story of a young soldier-politician in the imaginary state of Laurania. “Life seemed unsatisfactory; something was lacking.” What clarified the mind and lifted the gloom, Churchill wrote, was the thought of death: “When the notes of life ring false, men should correct them by referring to the tuning fork of death. It is when that clear menacing tone is heard that the love of life grows keenest in the human heart.”

These thoughts are put in Savrola’s head, but they were true of Churchill as well. Life was too much fun to be tossed away. Churchill believed he was meant to survive. In 1931, he was nearly killed when a car struck him in Manhattan. Back in England, sitting with his researcher Maurice Ashley in the garden at Chartwell, talking about history, Churchill “started to look pale and distraught.” A doctor arrived and found that he was suffering from internal bleeding, a result of the mishap in New York. As Churchill was put on a stretcher and taken away, he said: “Don’t worry, Ashley, I’m not going to die.”

THOUGH RESPECTABLE OPINION in Britain and elsewhere held that Hitler was a man to do business with, Churchill watched Germany with growing concern through the 1930s. Why did he sense what so many others did not? Perhaps because he intuitively understood how powerful the thirst for vengeance could be. To Churchill, a soldier and historian, battle was the natural order of things. “The story of the human race,” he said, “is War.” Churchill also kept himself from falling prey to the trend toward unnuanced pacifism in the twenties and thirties. In 1929, sixty-two countries, including the United States, signed the Kellogg-Briand Pact, an instrument renouncing war as a means of international power. Over three different years—1935, 1936, and 1937—the United States passed Neutrality Acts that prevented America from engaging in conflicts overseas and from selling arms to belligerents. Those in the West who urged taking up arms against expansionist dictatorships like Germany (Hitler spoke of increasing Germany’s “living space” and announced a rearmament program in 1935) or Italy (Benito Mussolini invaded Ethiopia the same year) or Japan (which had invaded China in 1931) were seen as dangerous warmongers. The climate in the United States and Britain between Versailles and the German invasion of Poland was passionately antiwar. “Mr. Chamberlain can’t seem to understand that we live in a very wicked world,” Churchill said as Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain’s government tried time and again to find a way to manage Germany without resorting to arms. “English people want to be left alone, and I daresay a great many other people want to be left alone too. But the world is like a tired old horse plodding down a long road. Every time it strays off and tries to graze peacefully in some nice green pasture, along comes a new master to flog it a bit further along.”

Churchill believed Germany would attempt to avenge November 1918. In a 1935 essay entitled “Hitler and His Choice,” Churchill had held out the hope that the führer would bring Germany back “serene, helpful and strong, to the forefront of the European family circle.” But the warrior-patriot in Churchill suspected what was really afoot. Hitler would arm and defy the rest of the world to stop him. “If . . . we look only at the past, which is all we have to judge by, we must indeed feel anxious,” Churchill wrote. “Hitherto, Hitler’s triumphant career has been borne onwards, not only by a passionate love of Germany, but by currents of hatred so intense as to sear the souls of those who swim upon them.” And that was just in Europe. Eager to establish a Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere by capturing islands and parts of China rich with resources, Japan also posed a developing threat.

AS CHURCHILL walked in the political wilderness, he kept an eye on America, which he believed to be an essential ally. At a Chartwell dinner in 1933, one of the new American president’s sons, James Roosevelt, was at the table when Churchill initiated a guessing game. What, the host asked, was your fondest wish? “His guests fumbled and qualified their answers,” said Kay Halle, a young American heiress with whom Randolph Churchill had fallen in love and once rashly tried to marry. When his turn came, Churchill replied: “I wish to be Prime Minister and in close and daily communication by telephone with the President of the United States. There is nothing we could not do if we were together.”

Churchill wrote an article about Roosevelt in 1934 and included the essay in his 1937 book Great Contemporaries. He sensed Roosevelt’s courage and saluted it. “His lower limbs refused their office,” Churchill noted. “Crutches or assistance were needed for the smallest movement from place to place. To ninety-nine men out of a hundred such an affliction would have terminated all forms of public activity except those of the mind. He refused to accept this sentence.” Will Roosevelt, Churchill asked, “succeed or will he fail? This is not the question we set ourselves, and to prophesy is cheap. But succeed or fail, his impulse is one which makes towards the fuller life of the masses of the people in every land, and which as it glows the brighter may well eclipse both the lurid flames of German Nordic national self-assertion and the baleful unnatural lights which are diffused from Soviet Russia.”

Roosevelt’s sympathies were clear. Beginning in 1938, royalty from throughout Europe came to America for visits. Amid hot dogs and martinis at Hyde Park with King George VI and Queen Elizabeth in June 1939, the Roosevelts enjoyed themselves, but Eleanor understood what was in her husband’s mind during the series of lunches, dinners, and motorcades. “Convinced that bad things were going to happen in Europe, he wanted to make contacts with those he hoped would preserve and adhere to democracy and prove to be allies against fascism when the conflict came,” Eleanor recalled. Yet Roosevelt faced a public that, by and large, could not see what good came of forays into the affairs of seemingly faraway places. As the train left Hyde Park to begin the king and queen’s journey home, the crowd sang “Auld Lang Syne.” It was a bittersweet moment. “One thought of the clouds that hung over them and the worries they were going to face,” Eleanor wrote, “and turned away and left the scene with a heavy heart.”
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Dear Resder,

On the et g, you wilse ffusive tstmonials on behalfof Fronkinand Winso rom
v eteemed suthors-Michacl Beschloss, Tom Beokaw, Richard Holbrooke, Ahur Schlesingee I,
and Wareen Kimbal,  noted Churchil and Rooserel scholar. They wll atest o the quaiy and.
importance of Jon Meacha's book ss & groundbecaking work of istry.

AU wonld ke 1 3dd i an edtor'scontest. Over the past fouryears, 've waiched Jon
Mescham s he immersed bimselfin volumes of Churchill nd Roosevetscholasip, sought
interviews it th remining witncsses  the lives ofthes two gants, and applied his prodiions
jourmalisie it to- grest purpose-to e-cese the eltonship beoween Roosevel nd Chochil,
day by day, on every one o the 113 hisorc days they were together. At Newsvek, where Meacham is
the managing cdito,this kind of reconsircton s called the ek tock,” and it is done mastrflly in
Franklnand Winston No auhor b eve writen such  ull and vivid account of this elationship.
You il e s if you ae i the oom with these o leaders asthy el cachother, plan and plr,
and rshape the world

Rooserelt and Churchill have borh achicved mythic sats in vt clture i partbecase
hey were the two most rominen plyee in the gresest stoy ofthe twenticth centuy. Jon
Meschan'saccomplihment s i evealing these men 3 they ealywere, an sharwing usthe
peesonal dimensions ofeadership.Inaddiion to being il textured historicalaccount, Foskdn
and Winitonis pasiculry reevant today becaue it i  fsinating sty of fiendship nd willul
manipulation atthe highest evels of st by ewo of s greaest prctioners. Peshaps President
Bush and Prime Minister Bsc il find some usefl inspirion in this magiseial biography.
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