
        
            
                
            
        


		
			Advance Praise for
THE MOST INTERSTING AMERICAN

			Theodore Roosevelt was the biggest character in US history, as William Allen White declared: “an overgrown personality.” Rick Marschall has collected a broad sampling to help us understand the many elements of the man—the erudite and the exuberant, the dogged and the aphoristic, the warm boyish TR and the serious scholar and shrewd political leader. TR attracted devoted followers and harsh critics, then and now. You can’t understand TR without taking in the contradictions, the flaws, the virtues, and the amazing scope of the man. Enjoy this book!

			—Kathleen Dalton, author, Theodore Roosevelt, A Strenuous Life

			If you love Theodore Roosevelt as I do, Rick Marschall’s new book is a must-have, must-read. I wish I could memorize every TR quotation that Rick has uncovered. A fast-paced, can’t-put-it-down book! It will be my first choice to share with family and friends who love TR...or who need to know him. 

			—Bernadette Castro, former Commissioner, New York State 
Office of Historic Preservation; member, Theodore Roosevelt 
Association Advisory Board

			Capturing the prism of a fellow like Theodore Roosevelt is a mega-task requiring an artist’s eye and a writer’s nose! Rick Marschall makes it look so easy! Wonderful insights into a complex subject! TR must be grinning from ear to ear!

			—Feather Schwartz Foster, author, The First Ladies and Mary Lincoln’s Flannel Pajamas; and the POTUS-FLOTUS blog, 
www.featherschwartzfoster.blog.

			The real Theodore Roosevelt leaps off the pages of Rick Marschall’s new book, The Most Interesting American. It allows those who actually knew Theodore to speak about the man, giving readers an insightful look into the man behind the legend. In this case, the man more than lives up to the legend. It is a BULLY! of a book.

			—Michael F. Blake, author, The Cowboy President: 
The American West and The Making of Theodore Roosevelt and 
Go West, Mr. President: Theodore Roosevelt’s Great Loop Tour of 1903.

			Who better to paint a picture of who TR was as a statesman, family man, historian,  rancher, and buddy than the contemporaries who experienced him in real time? Rick Marschall has assembled more than 150 of those voices who reveal what TR was like. The Most Interesting American adds the personality to the historical accomplishments we know so well. This is a unique portrait and a solid addition to the ongoing study of the Colonel.

			—Terrence Brown, former Executive Director, 
Theodore Roosevelt Association; illustration historian 
and Director, Society of Illustrators, 1984–2006.

			They say that the next life lasts for an eternity, and a good thing too: the wait to see the Colonel will be long indeed. If you want a sneak peek at what awaits you and a chance to spend time with those in line ahead of you—Jacob Riis, John Burroughs, William Allen White, and others—read Rick Marschall’s The Most Interesting American. Interesting Theodore Roosevelt was, but also, we learn, uncommonly kind, decent, and gentle; and imbued with a common touch that belied his blue-blood background. Well done, Rick, and if you get there before me, save me a spot in line, won’t you?

			—Duane G. Jundt, Theodore Roosevelt Center 
at Dickinson State University

			The Most Interesting American is a fascinating and entertaining collection of insightful, fun, and often profound quotations about Theodore Roosevelt. They bring TR to life. Having served on the Executive Committee of the Theodore Roosevelt Association at the request of Jim Roosevelt, TR’s cousin and the godfather of my oldest son, and having rescued the only remaining archival TR film footage from decomposing into nitroglycerine, I was pleasantly surprised by the many first-hand revelations in The Most Interesting American. I recommend it highly.

			—Dr. Ted Baehr, Chairman, Christian Film and Television 
Commission; Editor-in-chief,  Movieguide 

			If you really want to know “The Colonel,” as those close to him called him, there is no better resource than those who actually knew him and knew him well. Here are their first-hand thoughts and impressions, collected in a single pithy and easy-to-read volume. Rick Marschall has met and spoken to Roosevelt family members (including TR’s ever- entertaining and rowdy daughter, Alice) and scoured thousands of articles and books to assemble The Most Interesting American. If you admire TR, this is a book you should have in your library.

			—Rod Sullivan, Editor, The Roosevelt Dynasty: Family, 
Fitness & Faith on Facebook. 

			Rick Marschall truly lifted TR out of the dusty and cliched old history books. It is as if we the readers are there in TR’s time. TR becomes once again a fully realized person, foibles and all, seen through others’ eyes—those of his generation, be they friend or opponent. We finally meet a truly interesting man—TR.

			—Maureen R. Trainor Nestor, M.Ed, Admin of the 
Theodore Roosevelt Facebook Group
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			For my grandson 
Lewis Theodore McCorkell

			May these impressions of a great man 
inspire you as they have long inspired me 
and uncountable others.
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			Introduction

			“There is a sweetness about the man you can’t resist.” 
“Nominate him by acclamation? Hell, we’ll nominate him by assault!”
“Death had to take him in his sleep. If he had been awake, there would have been a fight.”

			 

			Statements like these attest to the force of Theodore Roosevelt’s personality, magnetism, and appeal. And they were spoken by political enemies—a Democrat president, a bitter party rival, and a vice president of the other party.

			Equally compelling are awe-struck descriptions of TR by friends and acquaintances:

			I curled up in the seat opposite, and listened and wondered, until the universe seemed to be spinning around. And Theodore was the spinner. —Rudyard Kipling

			Review the roster of the few great men of history, our own history, the history of the world; and when you have finished the review, you will find that Theodore Roosevelt was the greatest teacher of the essentials of popular government the world has ever known. —Elihu Root

			Roosevelt possesses the quality that Medieval philosophers ascribed to the Deity—he was Pure Act. —Henry Adams

			These are samples of the assessments of Theodore Roosevelt that I have collected in the following pages. You will learn that an acquaintance said that, after a meeting with TR, he felt like he needed to return home and wring the man’s personality from his clothes. The newspaper columnist and author Irvin S. Cobb famously said that “you have to hate the Colonel an awful lot to keep from loving him.” Even opponents uttered colorful, and usually awe-struck, descriptions of Roosevelt. And, needless to say “of course,” his children adored him. Latter-day rumors and armchair psychologists claim to detect a resentment or rivalry between TR and his first-born, Alice. But she was merely obstreperous by nature (and DNA?) and many times proved her fealty to her remarkable father—even politically, to the dismay of her Old-Guard husband Nick Longworth. I had the exquisite privilege of meeting “Princess” Alice (as she was widely and adoringly called for her imperious celebrity), and TR virtually lived in her through her spirit, colorful language, and brilliant blue (of course) eyes.

			Many history buffs, and even casual readers of American history, might know some of these quotations, and more. If a parlor game commenced, the things that people said about Theodore Roosevelt, as well as the famous phrases and quotations of his own, would last long into the evening. Except for two forgotten volumes compiled after Roosevelt’s death in 1919, no one book has dedicated itself exclusively to anthologizing what others thought, said, and wrote about him.

			This is not a parlor game, however. Yes, there was the sheer fun of the man, an exceptional man, arguably the Most Interesting American. And, a century after his death, we propose to rescue him from that form of personal obscurity. A president; the author of more than forty books; America’s usher into the twentieth century; a world-class naturalist; an iconic cowboy and war hero. The pince nez spectacles, toothy grin, and bushy mustache. The face on Mount Rushmore, several postage stamps, and the focus of movies. Can Theodore Roosevelt ever become obscure?

			My vision for this book is to rescue TR from the ironic side-effects of the recent and overdue scholarly interest in the man. More has been written about Theodore Roosevelt than any other American except Abraham Lincoln, in the estimation of some historians. After numerous biographies, there have been, increasingly, studies of (for instance) Roosevelt and sports; Roosevelt’s lawsuits; Roosevelt and his crusade to save the environment; Roosevelt’s relations with foreign leaders, congressional opponents, authors, and hunting companions; Roosevelt’s views on religion and race…

			It is meet and right so to do. He was a consequential man, and he did consequential things, so no detail is inconsequential. To understand such a person’s smallest aspects is to better understand that person (beyond facts and dates and lists of accomplishments), which allows us to more deeply understand the society and the country…and often to understand ourselves, the heirs of his consequences, better too.

			Theodore Roosevelt lived at the cusp of the American Century. It seems a miracle of Providence that he “happened” when he did. TR’s America was burgeoning as a new world power replete with inventions and technology and swelling with (welcomed) immigrant populations; it was suddenly the most prosperous nation and largest exporter (and importer) of the world’s agricultural and manufactured goods. TR and the American Century were meant for each other.

			It is, in fact, hard to imagine a robust United States of the time without the colorful and visionary leader that Roosevelt was. Consider a Theodore Roosevelt who might have been president in, say, the Era of Good Feelings, the tranquil decades before the Civil War. That, as a parlor game, would be a rough challenge. TR’s nature, however, was to enliven any office, any job, any challenge he might have faced. When he was elected vice president, for instance, he regretted its almost institutional irrelevance. Indeed, many vice presidents before and since have regarded the office as a political graveyard.

			What contemporaries and historians have neglected in this matter is the factor of…Roosevelt’s personality. After a few days of presiding over the Senate, TR engaged a Supreme Court justice to tutor him in Constitutional matters and the heritage of the office. Can anyone doubt that, if Vice President Roosevelt had served four years, that “warm bucket of spit” (the allusion of a later VP, John Nance Garner, describing the job) would be extremely different today, a more vital office in the Executive Branch?

			Roosevelt frequently asserted his religious beliefs and the nation’s spiritual heritage, yet he also was fiercely private about such matters, and demanded that America be tolerant in the extreme. Such anomalies about an otherwise well-examined man, whether the intervening century seems long or short, confronted me as a historian. TR has the reputation of being exuberant…yet he only reluctantly, and infrequently, yielded to the nascent form of moving-picture “newsreels.” Recordings of his voice are few; he generally delivered only campaign appeals. His “Tennis Cabinet” of informal advisers was well known, and—when the weather permitted—he played matches daily…yet he considered being seen by the public in his tennis whites undignified. So they never did.

			In many ways, therefore, this very public man was very private. And there is the challenge to the Roosevelt canon.

			Contemporary America has come to know TR for what he did—setting aside millions of acres of public lands and creating the Panama Canal (whose construction and many surmounted obstacles were very personal triumphs), as well as his association with landmark legislation and regulatory reforms, and his negotiations in labor disputes and foreign wars. Adding to such matters, and digging deeper, we have the scholarly research into Theodore Roosevelt’s accomplishments.

			But I have come to realize—and the impetus for this book—that America is in danger of losing knowledge of the essence of Theodore Roosevelt. His accomplishments in the fields aforementioned, and many more, reserve an exalted place for TR in American history. What we have had stolen, however, or somehow hidden, is the Theodore Roosevelt who was vital, ebullient, wise, forceful, courageous, impulsive, humorous, knowledgeable, persuasive, just plain fun, and…interesting.

			Logically, his unique personality assisted the advancement of so many accomplishments. But these qualities are known to people in the 21st century mostly by implication and third-hand descriptions. Historians virtually have to ask their students and readers to accept on trust these aspects of Roosevelt’s personality. It is surprising that his legacy as an individual—the actual impression Americans have of the man—is derived from cartoons, mostly of a political nature. Photographs left an impression, too, unavoidable when Americans were drawn to this man of action. So we have cartoons and a few photos of TR speaking, gesticulating, laughing, riding, greeting crowds, chopping wood, and rowing. But the eyewitness records of this effervescent personality? “Take our word for it.”

			There is actually a wide divide, then, between his secure status in history texts, and the popular conception in cartoons and caricatures. I previously have addressed these aspects of Roosevelt’s life in my book Bully!: The Life and Times of Theodore Roosevelt (a biography illustrated exclusively with 250 vintage cartoons; 2011, Regnery History), and in the exhibition and book TR in ’12, documenting the material culture of his Bull Moose campaign (with Gregory Wynn; 2012, Theodore Roosevelt Association and National Park Service).

			The “divide” will be bridged in this book. America needs TR (and TR deserves) to live again as he did when he strode across the landscape. How did his family and friends regard him? How did strangers assess him? How did reporters and writers describe this dynamo? What did his political supporters and opponents say about him? What was he like? Not in musty history books, but as a man people saw and knew. I have combed contemporary letters, articles, diaries, quotations, and memoirs to re-establish a vivid portrait of Theodore Roosevelt.

			Some of the assessments and passages were written on assignment—reporters, for instance, on the campaign trail—but many impressions, long and short, assure us that many views are entirely unselfconscious. Thus, reality comes through…not that the personality of Theodore Roosevelt easily could be contained.

			So you will meet Theodore Roosevelt the man vicariously in these pages. I have determined to avoid, as much as possible, his own words (those have been collected through the years, in everything from Cyclopedias to small gift books) as well as history-class data. TR shied away from introspection anyway, and the recitation of legislative battles or specimen-lists from the safari are pertinent elsewhere. I invite readers not to be eavesdroppers, but to share the visceral feelings of those fortunate souls who met and knew Roosevelt.

			Be prepared to cut through some stereotypes, such as they are. The effusive, ebullient, grinning whirlwind of a man, as much a “common man” as any could be, who was called by the public and known to posterity as “Teddy”…strongly disliked to be called Teddy. “Any man who uses that name does not know me,” he said. We know him, and will know him better through this book, so we will respect his wishes. “Theodore,” even; “Colonel” always, after the Spanish-American War; or simply “TR” will be the names we use for the Most Interesting American.

			* * *

			A basic biographical tour will set the context. Theodore Roosevelt lived from 1858 to 1919, almost neatly spanning the period between the Civil War and World War I. Those wars defined many things in America and were cathartic in many ways, but they also served as bookends to a remarkable period of fecundity. Those years roughly encompassed the Industrial Revolution, the Gilded Age, and the Progressive Era.

			TR was not a bundle of contradictions but virtually the opposite: a polymath; cognoscente; a mental dervish with multiple interests, passions, specialties, and friendships. He likely was the most intellectual of American presidents; certainly he was the most intellectually accomplished. Roosevelt routinely read a book every day, and his memory’s retention was astonishing; he often remembered meeting someone, even when it was a casual introduction, from previous decades…and that person’s family, interests, and job.

			Of all American presidents, it might be said of Theodore Roosevelt, in his obituary, serving as president of the United States would not necessarily be the first accomplishment listed. If public service had not beckoned, TR would yet be remembered as a leading expert in fields of natural history—birds, protective coloration, mammalian migrations. He was the author of history books, some of which are still standard texts today. And…he will be remembered by much more, as this book will share, category by colorful category.

			Several presidents, and many notable men and women, famously have overcome youthful burdens like poverty, meager education, and prejudice. It is a distinguishing characteristic of Roosevelt that he overcame, in a sense, his privileged and patrician origins. TR transcended the obligations of American aristocracy. He fulfilled the expectations of his class, prosperous New Yorkers who helped settle New Amsterdam. His father, Theodore (“the best man I ever knew”), was a philanthropist and reformer.

			As TR matured he did not rebel against his family’s status—even as he resented others in his social world who were indolent and “malefactors of great wealth”—but did not let it define him. A sickly boy, he built his body and became known for his strenuous prowess. He entered local politics when it was a saloon-keeper’s province. In 1884, both his wife and his mother died when he was twenty-five, in the same house on the same day, of different causes (his wife Alice of Bright's disease; his mother of typhus). He sought solace in the West and re-made himself as a rancher-cowboy with large herds and two ranches.

			He returned from the West to run for mayor of New York City, re-married his childhood sweetheart Edith with whom he would have five more children, wrote a series of histories, served in Washington as a reforming Civil Service Commissioner, and then worked hard in the mid-1890s to rid the New York Police Department of corruption as Commissioner. His first book, on the Naval War of 1812, attested to his interest that led to appointment as Assistant Secretary of the Navy. When war with Spain over atrocities in Cuba loomed, Roosevelt risked insubordination by ordering Admiral Dewey’s fleet to Manila. But when war was declared, Dewey decimated the entire Spanish Pacific fleet with no American casualties. Famously, when war was declared, TR organized a volunteer regiment comprised largely of cowboys and society types from Roosevelt’s East Coast clubs and society.

			The Rough Riders, so called by an adulatory public, captured Cuba’s San Juan Hill… and America’s imagination. Mere months after TR returned from the war, he was elected governor of New York State. After two years of controversies and reform, he was named to the Republican presidential ticket with William McKinley. Upon a landslide election victory for the ticket and the subsequent assassination of McKinley, Roosevelt became the youngest president in history at forty-two (a distinction he retains).

			He was president for the remainder of that term, and by a larger majority than McKinley’s, elected in 1904. In addition to the accomplishments of his administration, reform became his watchword, and he contended with Congress, his own Republican Party, major corporations, and “trusts” (monopolies), malign foreign governments, corruption… and even random annoyances like authors of false narratives in nature books. He crusaded, unsuccessfully, for “Simplified Spelling” reforms. He wrote a scholarly essay on ancient Irish sagas. He discovered an obscure poet, Edwin Arlington Robinson, and publicized the future Pulitzer-Prize winner. He encouraged his publisher to issue the little-known English book The Wind in the Willows, of which Roosevelt was a devoted fan. His interests could not be contained.

			After his presidency, Roosevelt arranged an enormous African safari, in part on behalf of the Smithsonian Institution. Thousands of specimens were discovered and collected, studied and sent to America, many still on display there and at New York’s American Museum of Natural History. Following this long expedition he toured the capitals of Europe to tumultuous welcomes. He also delivered major addresses, for instance, at the Sorbonne in Paris, his famous “Man in the Arena” speech.

			After an unprecedented ticker-tape parade through Manhattan upon returning to the United States, he grew increasingly concerned that the initiatives of his presidency and the programs of political, social, and economic reforms he championed were being sabotaged by his chosen successor William Howard Taft and the emboldened reactionaries of the Republican Party. After Roosevelt’s probity was questioned over his resolution of the Panic of 1907 and private exploitation was revealed in Alaska’s public lands during Taft’s watch, TR yielded to appeals and challenged Taft for the 1912 nomination.

			The political fight between old friends grew personal and ugly. It seemed clear, especially evident in numerous primaries, that Roosevelt was the choice of the GOP rank and file, but President Taft’s forces controlled the convention. TR and his delegates bolted the convention and established the Progressive Party. The Democrats nominated a very different brand of Progressive (differences and long-term implications that have been misunderstood, or lost, to subsequent history and politics). Woodrow Wilson achieved a plurality of votes—but the “Bull Moose” candidate Roosevelt trumped the incumbent Taft, who carried only two states.

			After his election defeat, Roosevelt delivered an address as newly elected President of the American Historical Association, and left for South America for a series of lectures. While there, he was persuaded to join an expedition whose purpose was to discover the source of the never charted, always mysterious, and surely dangerous River of Doubt. TR accepted the challenge, of course; it represented “my last chance to be a boy.” He arranged to share whatever scientific results that would arise from the expedition with the American Museum of Natural History, of which his father was a co-founder.

			The party, with TR’s son Kermit a member as of the African safari, soon was confronted by severe challenges: near-starvation rations, a surprising lack of edible animals or vegetation in the jungles, attacks by hostile tribes, piranha-infested waters, and dangerous cataracts and major waterfalls that obliged the party often to carry their canoes and provisions on lengthy detours. Roosevelt injured himself in an attempt to save a loose canoe and developed a fever of 105 degrees. For days he was delirious. He lost fifty pounds and never fully recovered from his jungle fever.

			Soon after this latest return to his homeland, the Great War commenced in Europe. The issues that appertained generally consumed Roosevelt for the rest of his life…even if, at first, his advocacies virtually were ignored and largely rejected by an American public determined to look inward and stay there. For months he was practically a lone voice on the American scene, arguing at first for awareness of international events, then a policy of preparedness, then—by accepting the Allies’ versions of circumstances and events—intervention. So devoted to these positions was he that in 1916 he declined a second nomination of the Progressive Party—sealing its doom—in order to defeat Wilson and the administration’s virtually pacifist agenda.

			Wilson was re-elected, by a hair, and Roosevelt almost immediately was touted as a GOP candidate in 1920. Today, little recognized by historians is the consequential role of TR until his death in 1919. The TR of these years often is described as a scold, peppering President Wilson on wartime policies even after America’s declaration in April of 1917. However, after a year many draftees were still drilling with broomsticks, while European allies pleaded for America’s immediate help. During this period, Theodore Roosevelt became the closest America has ever had to a “shadow president,” a situation more common in parliamentary systems. Roosevelt prodded; he questioned and challenged; he spoke independently at training camps; he made policy suggestions, including for post-war programs. When President Wilson spoke, the press immediately sought Roosevelt’s reaction. TR raised a hundred thousand men above draft age willing to volunteer while the Army trained (Wilson vetoed the possibility, even as the French President pleaded for “Teddies” to join his forces). His role as a “counter” to the President during these years was unprecedented and has not been replicated by another political figure.

			The youngest of Theodore and Edith’s children, Quentin, was killed in the war. A pioneer aviator, he was downed in a dogfight and buried with elaborate honors and ceremony by the German enemy as “a gallant aviator, who died fighting bravely against odds, [and] because he was the son of Colonel Roosevelt…esteemed as one of the greatest Americans,” in the words of a witness.

			All the Roosevelt children, including daughter Ethel and her doctor husband served in the war with distinction, his sons Ted and Archie sustaining severe wounds. 

			TR himself was in poor health at war’s end, his tested and tortured body much older than its sixty years when he died of an embolism while sleeping. He was too sick anyway to deliver a speech he wrote, and it was read at Madison Square Garden on his behalf. In a sense, it was his final will and testament to the American people. In it, he required America to embrace unity and reject division along ethnic and class lines. “There is room for one language…and one soul-loyalty, and that is loyalty to the American people.”

			Those are the highlights of a busy life. The public reacted in uncountable ways to his uncountable activities and initiatives. Those reactions are recorded in history books, engraved on statuary (despite ungrateful legatees denigrating such heroes), and depicted in popular culture. What follows, lest it be forgotten in the shuffle of passing time and micro-scholarship, is how the Most Interesting American, Theodore Roosevelt, was perceived, assessed, and described—and loved—by his American people.

			(Brief identifications of men and women I have quoted and who encountered TR are listed at the end of the book.)

			 

			Rick Marschall
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			Chapter  I

			The Personality of the Man

			The essence of the man Theodore Roosevelt: 
The imprint he left on America

			Theodore Roosevelt met many people during his busy life. In various political offices, it was natural that a variety of citizens wanted to greet him, and since he was notable in so many arenas—bestselling author, cowboy and rancher, explorer and naturalist—celebrity-seekers were also drawn to him.

			But of TR’s many distinctions, perhaps the most distinctive was his personality itself. He savored exchanges with everyday folk, no less than with the famous. In the middle of his tour of European capitals after the African safari, he privately complained that if he met another Royal he would bite him!

			He loved train travel, and through his life, TR crisscrossed the United States many times. Invariably he asked for railroad crews or restaurant staffs to assemble so he could greet each one, not just for Hellos or Thank Yous, but to inquire about backgrounds and families. More remarkable was the frequent occurrence that, two or three decades later, at chance encounters, Roosevelt recalled the person’s face, name, and whatever information had earlier been shared.

			This facility was more than eidetic memory or photographic memory. These rare abilities are closely related gifts of retention, both of which Roosevelt seemed to possess—eidetic memory generally enables a person to recall images and faces; photographic memory can extend to words on many pages, an abundance of dates and facts, and “seeing” rather than remembering things. TR’s astonishing recall plausibly was also born of a passionate interest in people. Unlike many politicians whose motto might be akin to the Peanuts character who stated, “I love humanity; it’s people I can’t stand,” Roosevelt had genuine, broad sympathies.

			These characteristics, these sympathies, form only one aspect of a multi-faceted gem. The passages in this chapter have been gathered to do what friends and acquaintances endeavored to do—a rather unique challenge: to describe Roosevelt the man in something approximating the totality of his personality. That is, not as a specialist in his pursuits, or “wearing one of his hats,” but it attempts, often breathlessly, to describe the experience of simply being with him.

			His own sisters never tired of being with him, nor, more precisely, did they ever really lose the fascination of contact. All through his life, both strangers and intimates confessed to feeling “the very fun of the man” or “almost feeling that one had to go home and wash the personality” out of their clothes or “having to hate the Colonel an awful lot to keep from loving him.”

			Eyewitness accounts follow. The variety of spectators—friends and casual—and the endless assortment of circumstances enable us to gain an appreciation and even to imagine ourselves as eyewitnesses too.

			 

			William Hard, journalist and reformer, wrote:

			He was life’s lover and life’s scorner. He explored it forever and was forever ready to leave it. He was not simply life’s energy. He was not simply, beyond any other living man, life’s eternal forthright force. He was the irrelevant curiosity of it and the vagrant wandering of it and the finding of great magics in it and the perpetual amazement of it and its laughter. He was everything in it, but its tears. Tears he put aside…. He did not make life an end. Life for him was nothing but openings beyond, openings to effort and chance and to the joy of effort and chance, joy everlasting.

			So to be with him was not simply to live more strivingly. It was to live more abundantly. A primrose by the river’s brim became a prodigious episode in the migration of flowers. A shy child coming into the room became a romp and a riot. A dusty book chanced on in the garret became a gigantic pitiless controversy among scholars past and present and to be…. Everything became something else. There ceased to be any such thing as the commonplace…. He made Theodore Roosevelt the most interesting thing in the world. He seemed to do so. But when one had gone away from him one found that what he had really done was to make the world itself momentarily immortally interesting. He was the prism through which the light of day took on more colors than could be seen in anybody else’s company….

			He had a genius for the whole of life, but he had an even greater genius for the wholesome. With him one seemed to roam the world without limit and yet to return without soil. To be sophisticated to the very verge of the ultimate human abyss and yet to be as clean as a clean animal—that was his most extraordinary achievement and his most extraordinary legacy in the possibilities of the art of living….

			So he himself still lives. I see him striding on and beating the mist back with swinging elbows; and in the space beyond is the gravity of Washington and the fierceness of Jackson and the melancholy of Lincoln and all the riches of men in which we Americans are already so rich; and he turns his head on his shoulder; and he looks back; and I cannot hear him speak; but I can hear the thing that was his mark and the symbol of his meaning; I can hear the click of teeth with which he girded himself to all denial of things in himself that weaken and to all conquest in himself of things beyond; and I can hear him laugh. And to the gravity of Washington and the fierceness of Jackson and the melancholy of Lincoln I see added the timeless gaiety of Roosevelt.

			* * *

			I believe that Theodore Roosevelt’s greatest contribution to his country and his time was personality—was Theodore Roosevelt himself. —Lawrence F. Abbott

			John Morley, the British statesman, told me, “The two things in America which strike me as most extraordinary are Niagara Falls and President Roosevelt.” —John Hay

			He is a superman if ever there was one! —Arthur Conan Doyle, after a visit to the United States.

			I have held through a generation my first flash of Theodore Roosevelt—a tallish yet stockily built man, physically hard and rugged, obviously fighting down the young man crescent of his vest; quick speaking, forthright, a dynamo of energy. Given to gestures and grimaces, letting [his voice] run the full gamut from bass to falsetto. He seemed spiritually to be dancing in the exuberance of a deep physical joy of life. —William Allen White

			When I first met Colonel Roosevelt, I cannot pretend that I expected him to be attired in the khaki of the cavalry or to be heavily armed, but I did expect him to be—what shall I say? —to be more like the cartoons; to be, somehow, wilder looking…. I had not expected Colonel Roosevelt to look like a conservative banker of Amsterdam or The Hague. And that was what he made me think of as he sat behind his desk in one of the editorial offices of the Metropolitan Magazine.

			The only sign there was about him that afternoon of the much pictured Rough Rider was the broad-brimmed, putty-colored hat which he laid upon his desk as he came in, and even that was but a modified version of the out-and-out cowboy hat, such as they wear around Medora.

			Though I missed the cartoon costume, I was not to be cheated of the smile. It met all specifications. As the Colonel advanced to greet me he showed his hard, white teeth, wrinkled his red weather-beaten face, and squinted his eyes half shut behind the heavy lenses of his spectacles, in suggestion, as it seemed to me, of a large, amiable lion which comes up purring gently as though to say: “You needn’t be afraid. I’ve just had luncheon”…

			For the rest, his torso is like a barrel, his neck thick, short, and full of power…his mustache is now quite gray, but he has not aged and will not age. He has simply ripened, matured. He is fifty-seven years old…looks forty-seven, and evidently feels as men of thirty-seven wish they felt.

			I had been there but a moment when reporters came to find out what he had to say about the criticisms of his speech which had been printed in the morning papers. The Colonel remained seated at his desk while he dictated the first few paragraphs of a statement which the reporters wrote down word for word…He arose and paced slowly back and forth, thinking out his remarks very carefully, speaking in a measured tone, enunciating with a kind of exaggerated distinctness which is always characteristic of him, forming each syllable elaborately with his mobile lips, the workings of which cause his mustache to gyrate at times in a curious manner. All these mannerisms are manifested in his most casual conversation, but when he is making a “statement” or dictating a letter they become extreme.

			At other times, I studied carefully the Colonel’s mode of speech. Each syllable leaves his mouth a perfectly formed thing; his teeth snap shut between the syllables, biting them apart, and each important, each accented syllable is emphasized not merely vocally, but also with a sharp forward thrust of the head which seems to throw the word clattering into the air. When he utters the first personal pronoun it sounds like I-ye-e-e-e-, with the final e trailing off like the end of an echo. —Julian Street

			He stood in 1912, when he was in the midst of his most important activity. A stocky man of five feet ten or eleven, long-legged, short-bodied, never pursy, though at times too heavy. He kept himself well trained physically; and electric energy seemed to exude from his body and emphasize his personality. His walk was a shoulder-shaking, assertive, heel-clicking, straight-away gait, rather consciously rapid as one who is habitually about his master’s business. He shook hands vigorously with a powerful downward pull like a pumper, with a firm but never rough handclasp. His shoulders sloped a little off the square line, and his head often, perhaps generally, was thrust forward from the neck, a firm short pedestal for his face; indeed, his neck was a sort of muscular part of his face, which jammed his head forward without ever requiring a stoop of the shoulders. His countenance was dominated by a big, pugnacious nose, a mustache dropped to cover a sensitive mouth in which a heavy underlip sometimes protruded, indicating passion.

			Occasionally he used the loose lip as a shutter, purposely to uncover a double row of glittering teeth that were his pride. He knew that his display of teeth was effective as a gesture of humor or of rage. His slightly cleft chin could shoot out from a broad jaw, and when he was excited he worked his jaw muscles with an animal ferocity. They swelled and undulated in his moments of excitement, furnishing a physical outlet for his inner stress. Even in his thirties, when youth was still strong upon him, he had a wide, high brow, and to the end kept his hair intact. Probably his hair did not retreat a fraction of an inch in all his life. It was always stiff hair, inclined to curl, fairly close-cropped, always trimmed, and gave his countenance an aspect of virility so real that, looking at Roosevelt’s hair, one could understand how Delilah thought she would sap Samson’s strength by shearing him. Roosevelt’s eyes always peered through glasses, generally nose glasses when he was indoors or in civilized environment, and the glasses often gave a glint to his face which was absent when he took them off; for his grayish-blue eyes were the least ferocious features in his face….

			Every faculty, every purpose, every impulse, every physical and spiritual inch of him was over-engined. Yet his qualities were coordinated. He made, with all his Cyclopean features, a well-balanced man and mind. If he was a freak, God and the times needed one. —William Allen White

			[As a Harvard student, Roosevelt volunteered to teach Sunday School during all his college years.]

			There is this incident connected with young Roosevelt’s teaching of the mission class. He had quite a scene in the school. It seems that a boy named Joe came into the class one Sunday with a black eye. The teacher naturally asked him how he got it. He told him that a boy had pinched his sister in Sunday School and that he had given the boy a good licking, but had himself got the black eye in the encounter. The teacher, Roosevelt, said, “You did exactly right. Here’s a dollar I want you to take, as a mark of my appreciation of your courage in defending your sister.”

			The mission class belonged to a high Episcopal church and the Sunday School authorities were rather shocked by this militant teacher of theirs. They were afraid that the doctrine he preached was rather too strenuous; besides, the young Harvard student got tangled in the ritual service at times and, altogether, both the officers and the young teacher thought it would be just as well for him to offer his services to another Sunday School. So he took up a class in a Congregational mission Sunday School and remained an intensely popular and efficient teacher till the day of his graduation. —Ferdinand Iglehart

			Of course over-nice people objected to the Roosevelt manner. They preferred the punctilios of hypocrisy which certain other Presidents had felt constrained to use under the rules of the political game. Such bald candor as Roosevelt’s had not been seen in the White House since Jackson’s time. Roosevelt succeeded because in all his demands of the party he asked for no improper thing. There was his strength. He had moral sense as well as moral courage. His moral sense kept him from tripping. —William Allen White

			[image: ]

			Once on returning from his ranch…he found that some horse thieves, in making their escape, had taken his boat. They felt sure that this would make them safe from pursuit because there was no other boat. [Roosevelt’s ranch hand] Bill Sewall, however, built a rude craft in great haste, and on this he and Mr. Roosevelt and another man started down the Little Missouri. They floated probably for one hundred and fifty miles before they saw the camp of the fugitives.

			Mr. Roosevelt, unseen, stole ashore and upon the camp. When near enough he cried, with his weapon pointed, “Hands up, or I will shoot!” The only man about the place was asleep, so it chanced, and, thus rudely awakened, he was in great alarm. He rolled over and over on the ground in his anxiety not to be shot. He proved to be no more than a poor tool of the robbers and could hardly make himself understood in English. The thieves, two in number, made their appearance towards dark. They were in the stolen boat. Mr. Roosevelt and one of his men crept down by the river, where they sprang from their hiding as the outlaws drew near, and covered them with their guns. There was nothing for the men in the boat to do but to throw up their hands and surrender.

			Nearly a week was required to take the captives to the county seat, a distance of two hundred miles. The boats stuck in the ice-jams and were almost upset. Each night a fire was built on the river bank and the two culprits were compelled to lie on opposite sides of it, while Mr. Roosevelt sat on watch until midnight and the rest of the night was divided between his two assistants. —Hermann Hagedorn

			[Roosevelt recounted a story from his ranching days in his address at the Sorbonne in Paris, “Citizenship in a Republic,” the message that has come to be known as the “Man in the Arena” speech, April 23, 1910. Condensed from TR’s moral illustration:]

			There were no fences. The cattle wandered free, the ownership of each being determined by the brand…. By the custom of the country, mavericks were branded with the brand of the man on whose range they were found. One day I was riding on the range with a newly hired cowboy, and we came upon a maverick.

			We roped and threw it; then we built a little fire, took out a cinch-ring, heated it on the fire; and the cowboy started to put on the brand. I said to him, “It’s so-and-so’s brand,” naming the man on whose range we happened to be. He answered: “That’s all right, boss; I know my business.”

			In another moment I said to him: “Hold on, you are putting on my brand!” To which he answered: “That’s all right; I always put on the boss’s brand.”

			I answered: “Oh, very well. Now you go straight back to the ranch and get what is owing to you. I don’t need you any longer.”

			He jumped up and said: “Why, what’s the matter? I was putting on your brand.” And I answered: “Yes, my friend, and if you will steal for me you will steal from me.” 

			He could wash his clothes, and cook his meals, and in his Wild West days he went into frontier society. He attended the balls, and danced with the women, and opened one cowboy ball with the wife of a small stockman, dancing the lancers with her, opposite her husband, who not long before had killed a notorious bad man in self-defense. —Carleton Case

			One day a quick-shooting cowboy named Jim was telling a disgusting story when Mr. Roosevelt came up, looked him straight in the eye and said, “Jim, I like you, but you are the nastiest-talking man I ever heard.” The cowboys were accustomed to see gun-play in such cases, and were surprised when Jim hung his head in shame and apologized. After that they were good friends. —Christian Reisner

			In all my experience I have never known anything like that man’s vigor. Usually when I treat a patient as I have been treating Roosevelt I feel that some of my vital force has gone out of me into the patient and I come away slightly relaxed or exhausted. I suppose all physicians have the same feeling, in similar circumstances. But I have been treating Colonel Roosevelt now for several days; and each time, instead of coming away relaxed, I have come away invigorated, as though some kind of vital energy had passed from him into me instead of from me into him! —An English throat surgeon who treated TR at Chequers, the estate of Sir Arthur Lee, after Roosevelt’s European tour, 1910. Reported by Lawrence F. Abbott

			Among soldiers he was greeted as a soldier; among statesmen, as a statesman; among pioneers and woodsmen, as a hunter and naturalist; among scientists, as a scholar and explorer; among men of letters, as a writer and historian; among preachers, as a teacher of morals; among kings, as a man of royal prerogatives; among plain men and women, as a fellow citizen and democrat; and—last, but far from least—among children, as a protector and sympathetic companion. His personality was a unique and unprecedented combination of many qualities, any one of which, carried to a high development, makes what we call a great man. —Lawrence F. Abbott

			I find that the President fills a good deal of the minds of those around him. He is mental and physical energy personified, and you find yourself caught up in his whirl and go skimming through space with him without any will power either to stop the machinery or even to slow it up. —Archie Butt

			[After assuming the presidency] he spoke in the East and in the West, and for the first time the people of many of the States heard him speak and saw his actual presence. His attitude as a speaker, his gestures, the way in which his pent-up thoughts seemed almost to strangle him before he could utter them, his smile showing the white rows of teeth, his fist clenched as if to strike an invisible adversary, the sudden dropping of his voice, and leveling of his forefinger as he became almost conversational in tone, and seemed to address special individuals in the crowd before him, the strokes of sarcasm, stern and cutting, and the swift flashes of humor which set the great multitude in a roar, became in that summer and autumn [1902] familiar to millions of his countrymen; and the cartoonists made his features and gestures familiar to many other millions. —William Roscoe Thayer

			He never wrote an article that he did not, before publication, submit to one of us, and he almost invariably accepted our suggestions, sometimes with regard to verbal expressions and sometimes with regard to change of ideas or views of the article. I do not mean to give the impression that he altered his mind frequently. On matters of principle he could be as fixed as adamant. But in methods of putting a principle into effect he habitually sought counsel and was eager to adopt suggestions. Not only did he contribute to our pages articles over his own name, but his wide experience, his comprehensive knowledge of men and affairs, and his unique ability as an interpreter of political and social movements found expression in our own editorials through the comments and suggestions which he made at the weekly conferences. —Lawrence F. Abbott

			Senator Shelby M. Cullom of Illinois once discovered the loyalty of the Colonel to his field comrades when he was President. The Senator had called at the White House and was told that the President was engaged.

			“Who’s there?” he asked of the doorkeeper.

			“Somebody who says he was in the Rough Riders,” was the reply.

			“Well,” observed the legislator as he turned away, “What chance have I, then? I’m only a Senator.” —Newspaper clipping

			It was the first time in the history of the United States that an ex-President had chosen journalism as his professional career on returning to private life. After leaving The Outlook in 1914, Mr. Roosevelt became editorially associated with the Metropolitan Magazine, and, still later, an editorial contributor to The Kansas City Star. Thus he was engaged in active journalism for ten years from the time he ceased to be President in 1909 until his death. Indeed, he wrote editorials for The Kansas City Star almost up to the very hour of his death, for one of his last acts, the evening before he suddenly and unexpectedly passed away, was to correct the proof of a Star editorial. His success as a journalist is only another striking illustration of his almost unmatched versatility. Historians say that he might have been a historian; biologists and zoologists, that he might have been a scientific naturalist; soldiers, that he would have made a great professional soldier. It is equally clear that if the environment of his early life had so influenced him he might have become a great newspaper editor. He had the instinct for news and the faculty for interesting the public in it. He also had what is more important, but too often lost sight of in modern journalism: definite views as to the moral standards which ought to apply to the trade or profession of newspaper men as rigorously as the ethics of the medical profession or the obligations of the Hippocratic oath apply to doctors. —Lawrence F. Abbott

			I know that Theodore Roosevelt took the Bible as the standard of individual character and national virtue, for he told me so, and I believe that God was in him and back of him in his miraculously great personality and service for his country and the world. —Ferdinand Iglehart

			After his nomination Theodore Roosevelt, [Jake] Hess…and I went out on a personal canvass. It was the custom in those days to visit the gin-mills, the stores, and places of business. The first place we happened to go into was the lager-beer saloon on Sixth Avenue, near Fifty-Fifth Street kept by a German named Fischer. Hess introduced Mr. Roosevelt to the proprietor as the candidate for Assembly.

			Mr. Fischer says to him: “Well, Mr. Roosevelt, the liquor interest has not been getting a square deal. We are paying excessive taxes. I have no doubt that you will try to give us some relief when you get up to the Legislature.” (One of the grievances of Mr. Fischer was that the license was too high.) Mr. Roosevelt asked him: “Mr. Fischer, what is the license now?” Mr. Fischer named the figure—what he had to pay—and Mr. Roosevelt says, “Well, that’s not right. I don’t think you pay enough. I thought it would be at least twice as much!”

			After that we hustled him out and told him that he had better see to the college boys and his friends on Fifth Avenue, the society folks; that Hess and I would do the other end. —Joe Murray

			[In 1883, TR hunted in the Dakota Territory and stayed with Lincoln Lang and his father, Badlands ranchers. It was during that visit, and the Langs’s description of the country, that Roosevelt conceived of becoming a cattle rancher in the Badlands. He initially offered them employment, but when they declined, he turned to his friends from Maine and established two cattle ranches near Medora.]

			Altogether he was with us some ten or twelve days upon that first occasion. When he left, we were genuinely sorry to see him go. As he rode away in the wake of the wagon bearing the head and hide of his kill, well do I recall father saying to me: “There goes the most remarkable man I ever met. Unless I am badly mistaken the world is due to hear from him one of these days,” a prophecy which in large part he lived to see verified. —Lincoln A. Lang

			Roosevelt…was not a philosopher; he was simply human. He took the hard knocks of life, not with resignation but with a kind of boyish zest and joy. When attacked he hit hard in return, but without bitterness or rancor. And, in spite of his not-infrequent conflicts with Congress, his opponents had a kind of subconscious fondness for him even when they were exchanging blows. —Lawrence F. Abbott

			Once he told me that he had made many mistakes; but just to himself as to others, he quickly added: “If I had not been willing to risk making mistakes I would have accomplished nothing worth while.” —William Draper Lewis

			Jacob A. Riis, once an emigrant tramp, though of a fine Danish family, was being entertained at Christmas breakfast in the White House when he happened to mention his sick mother in Denmark longing for her boy. Mrs. Roosevelt, with tender solicitude, said, “Theodore, let us cable over our love to her.”

			And then said Mr. Riis: “Consternation struck my Danish home village when a cable from the President of the United States was received, which read:

			“The White House, December 25, 1902.

			“Mrs. Riis, Ribe, Denmark. Your son is breakfasting with us. We send you our loving sympathy.

			“Theodore and Edith Roosevelt.”

			—Christian Reisner

			You know how he looks. To my mind, he is as handsome a man as I ever saw; and I know I am right, for my wife says so too, and that settles it…. By handsome I do not mean beautiful, but manly. Stern he may, indeed, appear at times, though to my mind nearly all his portraits do him hideous injustice in that respect. I have seen but two that were wholly himself. One was a pen sketch of him on horseback at the head of his men, climbing some mountain ridge. There he had on his battle face, the dark look I have seen come in the middle of some pleasant chat…I knew then that he was alone and that the burden was upon him, and I felt always as if, upon some pretext, any pretext, I would like to get him away where he could be by himself for a while. The other, curiously, was an old campaign poster from the days when he ran for Governor…. It was the only picture of him I ever saw that had the smile his friends love. —Jacob Riis

			Roosevelt had this magnetic force of personality in a very marked degree. It surrounded him as a kind of nimbus, imperceptible but irresistibly drawing to him everyone who came into his presence—even those who believed they were antagonistic or inimical to him. It is impossible in a sketch of this character to make a complete analysis of Roosevelt’s magnetic personality or to achieve a full and rounded portrait with a careful and accurately studied perspective. —Lawrence F. Abbott

			The politicians of the old order and the high caste in his first presidential years felt that Roosevelt’s audacity was a sign of weakness, forgetting that audacity for the right is golden, and that mere impudence, for the sake of winning, is brass. —Jacob Riis

			The President takes up a good deal of one’s time, but he is always so uniformly courteous and considerate that it becomes a pleasure to serve him. I rather suspect you of smiling when you read that he is considerate and courteous, but such is the case. Instead of rushing around with a Bowie knife between his teeth and a pistol and big stick in his hands, he moves softly but swiftly. It is the quickness of the man’s physical movements which gives one the impression of bounding in and out of the rooms, as I have so often seen him described by the ever-interesting correspondents. —Archie Butt, writing about his duties as Aide to the President

			I happened to be sitting in a box [at the March 1912 Carnegie Hall “The Right Of the People To Rule” speech] and could look down upon the people who filled every available seat in the body of the hall. I noticed William Barnes of Albany, the well-known leader of the “Old Guard” faction in the Republican Party, a typical reactionary, who had fought Roosevelt in the gubernatorial campaign of 1910 and who was later to engage in a bitter libel suit with him as a result of their political antagonisms. But Barnes rose and applauded with the rest. A friend told me that when Barnes later in the evening at one of the clubs was twitted for this public tribute to his arch-enemy he replied: “Why, I was on my feet before I knew it. Roosevelt, confound him, has a kind of magnetism that you cannot resist when you are in his presence!” —Lawrence F. Abbott

			One day while I was seated in his private office, which was a fairly good-sized room, his secretary announced Senator Carter of Montana. The Senator was shown into the room. He was dressed, as I recall it, in a gray frock coat. His round face, surmounted with red hair, shone with pleasure.

			To my intense amazement Mr. Roosevelt leaped out of his chair, seized the Senator by the hands and they began dancing back and forth across the room, chanting the following doggerel in unison:

			“Oh, the Irish and the Dutch, They don’t amount to much, But huroo for the Scandinoo-vian!”

			After Senator Carter had left, Mr. Roosevelt, amused at the look of surprised interrogation on my face, volunteered the following explanation: “Tom Carter is a good friend of mine, although we have often disagreed radically on political principles and issues. He is something of a standpatter and I am afraid he sometimes thinks I am something of a visionary crank. Some years ago, during a political campaign, he and I were scheduled to speak on the same occasion in a town of the Northwest. When we came out of the hall and were walking along the boardwalk of the little village to our hotel we met a huge Swede or Norwegian who was somewhat exhilarated from pouring too many libations in honour of the Republican party. As he zigzagged his way along the narrow sidewalk, we had to step aside to avoid a collision. He was singing at the top of his lungs that song about the Irish and the Dutch. Now Senator Carter is Irish and I am Dutch and we thought it was a very good joke on us. So every time we have met since, unless there are too many people about, we are apt to greet each other as we did just now. It has become a kind of ritual.” —Willis J. Abbot

			Yesterday I played tennis with the President again, but this time got licked by him. I think after he trains down a bit he will improve very much. You know there has always been known what is termed the Kitchen Cabinet. Well, the Washington wags have added a “Tennis Cabinet” to Mr. Roosevelt’s official family. The Tennis Cabinet is supposed to be that coterie which plays tennis with the President and between plays, gives him points on people and things. If some of them could see how little talking there was at these alleged tennis cabinet meetings and how much real work, they would be surprised. In fact the only way for one to make himself solid with this man when doing anything is to do it hard. —Archie Butt

			[During the last year of Secretary of State John Hay’s life, when he was usually confined to his bed, TR would visit him every Sunday on his walk home from church back to the White House. In Oyster Bay, he had a similar routine:]

			My aged mother was cheered every Sunday after church during the summer [in Oyster Bay] because the President of the United States had time to call upon her. My mother was a Quakeress, very devout and an earnest student of the Bible, and, like Theodore, she used her imagination in the study of it. They always had vigorous discussions about Bible incidents, verses, and interpretations. Each would frequently convince the other. —W. Emlen Roosevelt

			The truth is that Theodore Roosevelt was more kinds of a man than biographical literature has heretofore attempted to embody in one person. No one of his associates, no one of his interpreters, quite saw every side of him. —Lawrence F. Abbott

			The great courage of Mr. Roosevelt and his lack of fear were shown after he was shot in Milwaukee on October 14, 1912. When he had recovered from his wound he was told that he was foolhardy to make a speech after he had been shot. “Why,” said Roosevelt in reply, “you know I didn’t think I had been mortally wounded. If I had been mortally wounded I would have bled from the lungs. When I got into the motor I coughed hard three times and put my hand up to my mouth; as I did not find any blood I thought I was not seriously hurt and went on with my speech.” —Carleton Case

			TR wrote to Henry Cabot Lodge about the incident, with a description of the gun; and confession that, after all the dangers he faced in the Badlands, hunting, on the Police Force, on the battlefield—coming through safely, courting death—he felt after being shot like the old lady who discovered a burglar under her bed and exclaimed: “There you are! I’ve been waiting for you for thirty years!” —Newspaper clipping

			An old comrade in arms approached him and said: “Mr. President, I have been in jail a year for killing a gentleman.”

			“How did you do it?” asked the President, inquiring for the circumstances.

			“Thirty-eight on a forty-five frame,” replied the man, thinking that the only interest the President had was that of a comrade who wanted to know with what kind of a tool the trick was done. His reference to this joke, in a telegram to a Western friend immediately after he was shot in Milwaukee, mystified so many people… that he had to explain it.

			“Probably a .38 on a .45 frame,” he telegraphed. —Carleton Case

			People have come to believe that because Roosevelt wrote so much, and that often under the most unfavorable conditions, he must therefore have dashed off his articles for the press with little or no effort. Nothing is further from the truth. No one was more painstaking or conscientious than Roosevelt was in his literary work. I had frequent evidence of this, especially in the upper Paraguay. Here it often happened that he received different and contradictory reports regarding the habits of certain animals, but he would not put in writing his own opinions about the disputed questions until he had thoroughly investigated the subject and had satisfied himself that he had arrived at the truth….

			Sometimes his observations were penned after he had returned from a long and tiresome hunt in the jungle. Any other man would have thrown himself into his hammock and taken a rest. But not so our Nimrod. He would refresh himself by a plunge into a stream, if there was one nearby or by a copious ablution in his portable bath, and then he would forthwith seat himself at a folding writing table, which he always carried with him, and set down the experiences of the day while they were still vividly before his mind. He would thus continue to write for an hour or two, or even several hours, according to the time at his disposal…. —Father John Augustine Zahm
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