“Harry Truman is coming to town!”   The entire student body of Our Lady Queen of Martyrs School was excited at this news.  The date was October 24, 1950, and Harry Truman was coming to Queens, New York to address the United Nations and visit U.N. Secretary General Trygve Lie at his home in Forest Hills.  How we all knew this, I can not remember, but the entire second grade was awash with this intelligence. 

I decided that I needed to meet with the president.  Much prestige and glory would be mine if I could accomplish such a goal.  This was a grand design for a seven year old, but my plan was simple.  Trygve Lie owned a home about a block from my home.  It was rumored that he would host the president in the morning of that day.   I decided to skip school that morning and see the president arrive.  
As best as I can recall, I left home that morning with my cousins to attend school.  We passed though a small wooded park on our way, and I was able to lag behind and eventually elude the other children.  I snuck back to across the street from Mr. Lie’s residence, and waited in semi-hiding for the president to arrive.  
Pretty soon a large, black limousine arrived at the house.  A crowd of several hundred neighbors and passersby awaited the president.  Mr. Lie was at his doorway.  As soon as the president emerged from the limo, I saw my chance.  I ducked out of the crowd, practically between their legs as I recall, and ran towards the president.  I don’t remember any Secret Service guards, but I am sure I was too small and quick for them if they wanted to stop me.  As soon as I got to President Truman, I extended my hand to him and said “Shake!”.

The President gamely shook my hand as I beamed with pride. Then a large hand grabbed my by my shirt.  Not Secret Service, which would have been very cool at my school, but my Aunt! 
She was very surprised to see me with the president, especial since I had left her house only an hour before to attend school!  She appeared to be very, very angry with me.  My aunt marched me to school, and into the principal’s office.  The principal lectured me and then sent me off to class.  Looking back, I bet my aunt and the principal had a laugh behind my back.  My class treated me as a hero for several days.
