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This mesmerizing companion book to the award-winning film, The Butler traces the Civil Rights
Movement and explores crucial moments of twentieth century American history through the
eyes of Eugene Allen—a White House butler who served eight presidents over the course of
thirty-four years.During the presidencies of Harry Truman to Ronald Reagan, Eugene Allen was
a butler in the most famous of residences: the White House. An African American who came of
age during the era of Jim Crow, Allen served tea and supervised buffets while also witnessing
some of the most momentous decisions made during the second half of the twentieth century,
including Lyndon B. Johnson’s work during the Civil Rights Movement and Ronald Reagan
getting tough on apartheid. But even as Allen witnessed the Civil Rights legislation develop, his
family, friends, and neighbors were still contending with Jim Crow America.Timely, “poignant and
powerful” (Kirkus Reviews) The Butler also explores Eugene Allen and his family’s background
along with the history of African Americans in Hollywood and also features a foreword by the
film’s director Lee Daniels.
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style.FOREWORDWHILE THE MOVIE The Butler is set against historical events, the title
character and his family are fictionalized. From the moment I read Wil Haygood’s article about
him in the Washington Post, I was very moved by the real life of Eugene Allen. I remember Wil
Haygood sharing with me his inspiration for writing his original article. On the cusp of Obama’s
election he sought to find an African American butler who had seen firsthand the civil rights
movement from both within and outside the White House. Wil knocked on Mr. Allen’s door and
was greeted by a humble and elegant man and his gracious wife, who spent the afternoon
sharing stories and showing treasure troves of memorabilia discreetly lining the walls of his
basement.When I first read Danny Strong’s screenplay of The Butler, I knew I had to direct this
film. Inspired by films like Gone with the Wind, I thought if I could capture even half of what that
film accomplished, I would be onto something magical. But, most important, I saw a way to
frame the story: I’d contrast the history of the times, particularly the fight for civil rights equality,
against what would become the heart of the film, the evolution of a father-son relationship. While
the father witnessed directly the role each president played in dictating the course of civil rights,
the son rebelled against what he perceived as the subservience of his father. He aggressively
took his fight for equality to the streets, even if it meant sacrificing his life. In the end, this is a
story of healing, both for our nation and most importantly for father and son, as each man came
to respect the pivotal and essential role the other played in the course of changing history. This
is the emotional and universal anchor of this movie and subject matter I very much wanted to
explore.And while this father and son and family are fictional characters, we were able to borrow
some extraordinary moments from Eugene’s real life to weave into the movie—such as the
grieving Jacqueline Kennedy giving one of the slain president’s ties to the butler, and Nancy
Reagan inviting the butler and his wife to a state dinner. Eugene Allen was a remarkable man,
and I am happy and grateful that Wil Haygood had the passion and perseverance to find him
and to bring his story to life in his article and through this book, which expands the story.Allen
serving guests on the White House lawn during the Eisenhower years.Allen serving Eisenhower
and guests during a discussion of civil rights, c. 1955.THE BUTLER’S JOURNEYHE WAS OUT
there somewhere. By now he’d be an old man. He had worked “decades” in the White House.
Maybe he had passed away virtually alone, and there had been only a wisp of an obituary
notice. But no one could confirm if that were so. Maybe I was looking for a ghost. Actually, I was
looking for a butler. I couldn’t stop looking.Yes, a butler.It is such an old-fashioned and
anachronistic term: the butler. Someone who serves people, who sees but doesn’t see;
someone who can read the moods of the people he serves. The figure in the shadows. Movie



lovers fell in love with the butler as a cinematic figure in the 1936 film My Man Godfrey, which
starred William Powell as the butler of a chaotic household. More recently, the butler figure and
other backstage players have been popularized in the beloved television series Downton Abbey.
My butler was a gentleman by the name of Eugene Allen. For thirty-four years, he had been a
butler at the house located in Washington, DC, at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, which the world
knows as the White House.Finally, after talking to many, many people, on both coasts of the
country, and making dozens and dozens of phone calls, I found him. He was very much alive. He
was living with his wife, Helene, on a quiet street in Northwest Washington. Eugene Allen had
worked—as a butler—in eight presidential administrations, from Harry Truman’s to Ronald
Reagan’s. He was both a witness to history and unknown to it.“Come right in,” he said, opening
the door to his home on that cold November day in 2008. He had already taken his morning
medications. He had already served his wife breakfast. He was eighty-nine years old, and he
was about to crack history open for me in a whole new way.This is how the story of a White
House butler—who would land in newsprint the world over after a story I had written appeared
on the front page of the Washington Post three days after the historic election on November 4,
2008, of Barack Obama—actually unspooled.IT ALL BEGAN in summery darkness in 2008,
down in Chapel Hill, North Carolina. Midnight had come and gone, and the speech was being
summed up and analyzed and written about. Yet another Democratic presidential hopeful had
been pleading with a throng of students and voters about why they should vote for him. The
rafters of what is known as the Dean Dome on the campus of the University of North Carolina
were packed. The candidate, who possessed a smooth and confident disposition, was on his
way. The audience was multiracial, young and old. The instantly recognizable guttural voice of
Stevie Wonder was jumping from the loudspeakers. Some of the old in attendance were
veterans of the movement, as in civil rights movement: the sixties, segregation, those brave
souls gunned down and buried all across the South. Now the candidate was before them,
shirtsleeves rolled up, holding the microphone. “I’m running because of what Dr. King called the
fierce urgency of now, because I believe in such a thing as being too late, and that hour, North
Carolina, is upon us.” The words had a churchy, movement feel to them, and then–senator
Barack Obama was effortlessly lifting the throng up out of their seats. The noise and clapping
pointed to believers. But still, it was the South, he was a black man, the White House seemed a
bit of a fantastical dream. History and demons were everywhere, though the candidate seemed
impervious to all that.I was one of the writers covering the Obama campaign that night for the
Washington Post, flying in and out of a slew of states over a seven-day period. Following the
Chapel Hill rally and speech—and after I’d interviewed a few folks inside—it was time to move
outside and head for the bus, which would take us journalists back to the hotel. The night air was
sweet and rather lovely. Suddenly, I heard the oddest thing: cries, and coming from nearby. I
turned my head and squinted through the dark. Just over there, on a bench, sat three young
ladies—college students. I stepped toward them and asked if anything was wrong, if there was
anything I could do. “Our fathers won’t speak to us,” one of them said through her sobs,



“because we support that man in there.” They had all been inside the Dome. The speaker’s
cohorts nodded through reddened eyes. She went on: “Our fathers don’t want us supporting a
black man, but they can’t stop us.” Their words stilled me. I sat talking with them for a while. Their
sobs faded away, and the looks on their faces soon returned to a kind of resplendent defiance.
They were staring down their daddies; they were going to be a part of the movement to get this
black man to the White House. Maybe I was half-exhausted, maybe I was in a dreamy state of
mind, maybe those tears had touched me deeper than I knew. But then and there, in that
southern darkness—as if I had been kicked by a mule—I told myself that Barack Obama was
indeed going to get to 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, to the White House.Just days after that night
in Chapel Hill, I told Steve Reiss, my editor, that Barack Obama was going to win the presidency,
and because he was going to win, I needed to find someone from the era of segregation, and
find them right now, to write about what this upcoming and momentous event in American
history would mean to them. And I wanted the person to have worked in the White House, I told
him. My editor’s eyebrows arched. “Hmm.” Reiss sighed. He didn’t believe Obama would win, but
he did believe my intentions. He wanted me to finish a couple of other hanging assignments,
then I could go in search of this ghostly person. He wondered: how far back would I look for this
White House employee? “Are you talking the nineteen sixties?”“Farther back,” I said.I wanted to
find a black man or woman who had worked and scrubbed inside the White House, who had
washed dishes there, who had drunk from those COLORED ONLY water fountains in America
during the Jim Crow years. I did not mind that people around me were constantly saying America
would not elect a black man as president.A black employee at the White House in the 1950s?
The White House operator told me it was their policy not to give out names of former employees,
and she knew of no White House office that would assist me in such an endeavor. There are
always walls, roadblocks in a reporter’s work, and I told myself this was nothing to fret about.
Besides, I had a source on Capitol Hill, in a congressman’s office, someone who would help. But
after much back-and-forth, this source couldn’t gain any guidance from the White House either.
Others were soon offering blank stares, or long pauses on the telephone, with no possible
names or even leads. Then, with me wondering if such a person could be found, someone told
me about a lady in Florida who used to work at the White House, who might know of just such a
person.The woman in Florida, a former White House employee, gave me a name. “If he’d have
passed away I would have heard about it,” she said. “The last time I saw Eugene Allen he was
standing outside of 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, getting into a taxicab. He was attending a
reunion at the White House. He worked there many years as a butler.” She did not know exactly
how many years.If Eugene Allen were still alive, I had to find him. If he had been getting into a
taxi when last seen by my Florida contact, that meant he likely lived in the Washington, DC–
Maryland–Virginia region. The phone books were full of Eugene Allens. By the time I had made
forty calls without tracking down this particular Eugene Allen, I began to wonder if this man still
lived in the area. People age and become snowbirds. They move to California, Arizona, Florida.
And, of course, they die. The unsuccessful calls kept mounting.“Hello, I’m looking for Mr. Eugene



Allen, who used to work as a butler at the White House.” It was about the fifty-sixth call.“You’re
speaking to him.”· · ·The subway train rumbled under the surface of DC. The butler had given
directions to his home. It was a working-class neighborhood through and around which the
1960s riots had once swept. On my way to his street I walked past a fish fry joint, and storefront
churches, and small clothing stores. In front of the butler’s home, the front gate had been left
noticeably ajar: expecting company.“Come right in,” Eugene Allen said. His back was slightly
bent, and he stepped about with little grimaces. He introduced Helene, his wife, who was
reclining in an easy chair with her cane lying across her lap. She was smiling warmly. They lived
alone. After he was seated, both were quick to let me know that they’d talk with me, but only after
they watched their beloved game show, The Price Is Right. They watched back-to-back
episodes, watched them with an intensity that told me not to dare interrupt, so I didn’t.Splayed
on an end table were half a dozen magazines with then–Senator Barack Obama’s picture. It was
easy to tell how proud they were of his candidacy. As game show images flickered on the wide-
screen television (a gift from their only child, Charles, a Vietnam War vet who worked as an
investigator with the State Department), I saw on a wall the only picture that hinted at
employment at the White House: the Allens standing with President and Nancy Reagan at what
seemed a very formal affair. I still was unsure of exactly how many presidents Eugene Allen had
worked for.“Eight presidents,” he told me.Eight? He could tell I was surprised.

The Butler A Witness to History Wil haygood pdf, The Butler A Witness to History Wil
haygood summary, The Butler A Witness to History Wil haygood tigerland, The Butler A Witness
to History wil myers, The Butler A Witness to History wil willis, The Butler A Witness to History
wil wheaton, the butler a witness to history, is the butler a true story, the butler a true story, is the
butler a good movie, is the butler a book, what is the salary of a butler, what is the salary of a
white house butler, what is the meaning of a butler, is the a butler academy, is the black butler a
bl, what is the definition of a butler, has the witness in himself, what is the job description of a
butler, the butler house pass a grille, was the butler a slave, what to wear to a trial as a witness,
is oral evidence offered by a sworn witness on the witness stand during a criminal trial, the butler
a novel, the job of a butler

The Butler: A Novel, The Residence: Inside the Private World of the White House, Upstairs at
the White House: My Life with the First Ladies, Showdown: Thurgood Marshall and the Supreme
Court Nomination That Changed America, First Women: The Grace and Power of America's
Modern First Ladies, Colorization: One Hundred Years of Black Films in a White World, Five
Presidents: My Extraordinary Journey with Eisenhower, Kennedy, Johnson, Nixon, and Ford, As
Always, Julia: The Letters of Julia Child & Avis DeVoto, Mrs. Kennedy and Me: An Intimate
Memoir, Madam Secretary: A Memoir, Secrets: A Novel, The Mountain Between Us: A Novel,
Shark Lady: The True Story of How Eugenie Clark Became the Ocean's Most Fearless Scientist,
Twelve Years a Slave, We Own This City: A True Story of Crime, Cops, and Corruption, In the



President's Secret Service: Behind the Scenes with Agents in the Line of Fire and the Presidents
They Protect



teols2016, “So Much More Could Be Done With This.... I can see three, no...four great ideas for
non-fiction books in this one book. One could be about the reporter Wil Haygood's conception
of his idea for the article that started all this and his quest to find Eugene Allen. The second
could be Eugene Allen's story itself. The third could be about the history of African Americans in
cinema (I'm sure books like this already exist, but let Mr. Haygood have a go at it...he's got some
promising stuff in this book here.) And finally, the fourth book could b about the making of "The
Butler" and all the film-making challenges that came with it. All of these are fascinating stories
that I'd like to know more about. That being said, this is still a great book. But it's just too short. I
have a hunch that this audio book is abridged, but regardless, I feel that Mr. Haygood has so
much more material which could be put to good use...I mean, how much could they have cut out
for this abridgement? One final thing I must comment on is this book's forward, written by Lee
Daniels, the director of the film adaptation of Eugene Allen's life. Normally I do not like forwards.
This is an exception. Mr. Daniels explains to the reading audience why he made the changes he
did that caused 
  
Lee Daniels' The Butler

  
  
to deviate so much from Eugene Allen's life. Knowing what his mindset was and the story he
wanted to tell, I can respect his directing decisions in that film much more and I make an
exception and appreciate this forward. But as for the book itself, it's an amazing story told by a
great writer. Mr. Eugene Allen is an unsung figure in American history and I thank Mr. Wil
Haygood for sharing his story with the world. This is a must-read. It's just too short. But
nevertheless, enjoy.”

Ellie, “Behind closed doors. It is always intriguing to know what it is like to do and be behind the
doors of the White House. In this short book of a 'Butler', providing a few glimpses of what
activities and expectations were like for the gentlemen allows a window of time to imagine how
those footsteps were. We live in our own homes but this was interesting and unlikely to happen
to us.”



H Howard Rothschild, “A bittersweet trip through American history. Five stars. A must read for all
those who were there to remember and to reflect on how far we've come and how far we have to
go. And for those who want to be taken back to those tumultuous times.Fom the eyes of a butler
we see our own black families anguish through the aftermath of slavery through going to the
polls to vote for a black president. The book cleverly weaves topics like lynchings, sit ins, and
entertainment news with the real butler's experiences making them more real and personal.
Glimpses of 5 presidents making decisions about blacks trying to enroll in white schools,
freedom rides and children being bombed in church. In this civil rights and primer about the
evolution of black films I learned something new on every page. Who knew that The Birth of A
Nation spread its lies and defamed the black race since 1914?Black families have many stories
including complex relationships between parents and their children which all need to be told. I
read it in 2 sittings because of the great visual writing. Felt like I was there through it all.”

Hokabond007, “Great Product :) :D. Great Book , Best Egyptian Regards”

woody, “Very Interesting. Thought this would be a little boring, but, was a very pleasant read.
Recommend it ,but think the film mught go a little further.”

r merifield, “Four Stars. my wife loved it thank you”

Gof, “Five Stars. Fantastic very very very funny”

The book by Wil Haygood has a rating of  5 out of 3.6. 756 people have provided feedback.
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