
HOW THE PRESIDENT 
REMEMBERS PEARL HARBOR 

HARRIS A SWING 

PRESIDENT TRUMAN: He went hitchhiking — by air 

Washington 

Early on a Sunday afternoon 10 years ago 
this week a car raced to a stop in front of 

a combination grocery store and gas station 
in Cross Timbers, Mo. A deputy U.S. marshal 
slipped from behind the wheel, dashed in to 
the store’s only telephone and put in a call to 
the Sinclair Pennant Hotel at Columbia. 
Upstairs in the hotel, a U.S. Senator stirred 
from his nap at the ring of the phone, propped 
himself on a pillow and answered. 

"This is Roy Webb.” the caller said. “Have 
you heard the radio?” 

"No,” said the Senator. 
“The Japs are bombing Pearl Harbor.” 
There was a second of silence, then: "Are 

you sure you know what you're talking about, 
Roy?” 

"It’s on the radio.” 
“My goodness, man,” the Senator said, 

“this is war. I’ve got to get to Washington.” 
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FROM THE WHITE HOUSE COMES THIS STORY, 
NEVER BEFORE TOLD, OF MR. TRUMAN’S 
STRANGE ADVENTURES THAT FATEFUL DAY 

by Robert L. Moora 
That is how Harry Truman heard the news 

of Pearl Harbor. 
Next Friday, 10 years will have passed 

since the Sunday which Franklin D. Roosevelt 
called “a date that will live in infamy.” 

What War* Ton Doing? 
Most Americans cannot today recall exactly 
what led up to it — the Japanese expansion 
moves in the Far East, ominously similar to 
the Communist expansion moves there today. 
Yet practically every person old enough to 
remember can tell you precisely what the 
weather was, where he was and what he was 

doing when he heard the news that ultimately 
was to alter the life of virtually everyone in 
the United States. 

It was a typical late-autumn Sunday, crisp 

and cold in most parts of the country. Good- 
sized crowds turned out for the pro football 
games, and heard the stunning announce- 

ment come over the P.A. system. Others 
were coming home from church or a midday 
drive. “I’ll never forget,” they’ll tell you, 
"I walked into the house and the family was 

huddled around the radio.” Hardly a person 
had any idea beforehand that this might 
be the last Sunday of peace this nation would 
know in many, many years. 

Harry Truman was no exception. Although 
chairman of a special Senate committee which 
was watchdogging our expanding military 
machine, he was as blissfully unaware as the 
average citizen of the blow that was about to 
fall. 

And. like the average citizen, he remem- 

bers vividly everything that happened to 
him on that hectic Sunday — just this way: 

He was in Missouri that week end, paying, 
a visit to his constituents and doing work in 
connection with his Senate Committee. 
At Kansas City he met a long-time friend, 
Roy H. Webb, now in charge of training for 
all U.S. marshals. Webb drove him to 
Columbia Saturday night and they checked 
in at the hotel. 

Then, as today, Harry Truman liked his 
early-morning stroll. That morning, by what 
proved later to be a good stroke of luck, the 
Senator and his friend walked across the road 
from the hotel to look at the little airfield 
there. 

Am Interrupted Nap 

They parted about one in the afternoon. 
Webb drove toward Springfield for a court 

appointment next morning, and Mr. Truman 
went upstairs for a nap. 

As he drove, Webb fiddled with the car radio. 
At 1:37 p.m., Missouri time, the announcer 

cut in — as announcers at that moment were 

doing all across the nation: “The White 
House has just announced that Japanese 
planes are bombing Pearl Harbor. .. 
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