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  There can be no greater issue than that of

  conservation in this country.

  Theodore Roosevelt

  Confession of Faith Speech

  Progressive National Convention

  Chicago, August 6, 1912


  
“No one but he who has partaken thereof, can understand the keen delight of hunting in lonely lands. For him is the joy of the horse well ridden and the rifle well held, for him the long days of toil and hardship, resolutely endured, and crowned at the end with triumph. In after-years there shall come forever to his mind the memory of endless prairies shimmering in the bright sun; of vast snow-clad wastes lying desolate under gray skies; of the melancholy marshes; of the rush to mighty rivers; of the breath of the evergreen forest in summer; of the crooning of ice-armored pines at the touch of the winds of winter; of cataracts roaring between hoary mountain masses; of all the innumerable sights and sounds of the wilderness; of its immensity and mystery; and of the silences that brood in all its depths.”

  — Theodore Roosevelt
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  Theodore Roosevelt photographed in New York studio, with his favorite Model 1876 Winchester .45-75 rifle. The sterling silver Bowie-type knife was custom made on his order, by Tiffany & Co., in 1885.
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  Whose Encyclopedic Knowledge
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  Are Enthusiastically Hailed
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  to Scholars, Documentary Filmmakers, Students,

  Museum Specialists and the General Public
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  The Holland & Holland .500/.450 double rifle – Royal Grade. The gift from English friends, among them Boone and Crockett Club member F.C. Selous, N.C. Rothschild, George Otto Trevelyn, The Lord Bishop of London, E.N. Buxton, and the Duke and Duchess of Bedford. The finest rifle ever owned by TR, and used by him and son Kermit on their historic African safari of 1909-1910.
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  Preface

  BY ARCHIBALD B. ROOSEVELT

  Originally printed in Theodore Roosevelt Outdoorsman (1971)

  I am one of those fortunate ones who had a father who took the time and made the effort to instill in his sons a love of the great outdoors. He taught us to accept the discomforts and hardships that attend sport in the open fields and wilderness, and accept them as a challenge to our manhood.

  Although he did not know or care about the science of ballistics as applied to the sporting rifle, he could teach his sons how to shoot straight and to handle themselves in the open spaces. Perhaps that is more important than any theory. There were a lot of guns and rifles around the house, and in the summer months at Oyster Bay, we would often go to our rather amateur target range—its extreme length about two hundred yards—and practice several mornings or afternoons every week. We knew that when we got into our teens, we would be sent off, or my father would take us off, on a trip after big game.

  As boys, we did very little shotgun shooting, although we had a rusty old clay pigeon trap with which we would occasionally practice. For guns, we had a old double-barreled 12 gauge “pinfire” inherited from my grandfather, two Parker guns, one a 16 gauge 28” double barrel Damascus steel, and one 24” double barrel 20 gauge flint steel—one of the finest guns for ruffed grouse that I have ever shouldered.

  When Larry Wilson asked me what theories my father had on, and what studies he had made of, ballistics, I had to confess my ignorance, and had to try to remember if he had any. In my own boyhood, I never realized that there was such a thing as ballistics applicable to our rifles. I had, of course, heard many of my father’s conversations with Admiral Sims and other Naval officers, but supposed that ballistics only applied to large caliber Naval guns. For my father’s rifles, and our rifles, constant practice at different ranges took the place of science. It seemed, then, and seems to me now, that for work in the field, it’s as good a method as any.

  TR was a great stickler in getting a stock that fitted him, and would spend a great deal of time and effort in getting a suitable fit. A most amusing—if somewhat acrimonious—correspondence on these lines with the Winchester Company points this up.

  Age, crippling wounds, and the expense and difficulty of getting to big game country have now forced me to be one who follows a small dog with a scatter gun. But I am still grateful to my father for giving me such an excellent boyhood training in outdoor life. [image: image]
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  A newly discovered inscribed copy to Theodore Roosevelt, of the 1901 first edition, The Art of Revolver Shooting, by eminent artist, author, marksman and sportsman Walter Winans. The hand-written inscription is on the inside front cover. Published by G.P. Putnam’s Sons, on The Knickerbocker Press imprint, the 251-page volume was illustrated with Winans’ own drawings and watercolors, and with several photographs. Among the latter, on page 21, is the presentation Smith & Wesson Frontier double action .44 revolver, etched and fitted with relief-embossed sterling silver and carved ivory grips. After exhibition at the World’s Columbian Exposition, 1893, the cased revolver was presented by S&W to Winans.

  BOOK AND THE S&W FRONTIER REVOLVER, #8401, FROM THE ROBERT M. LEE TRUST

  Also pictured in the background are photographs of the hunter’s cabin erected by the Boone and Crockett Club for the World’s Columbian Exposition mentioned above.
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  Foreword

  BY JOHN MILIUS

  TR was my first hero. Other boys favored Hopalong Cassidy, Roy Rogers, Mickey Mantle. I admired them too but TR was something special. He was bigger than life and he had glasses. He had teeth— what teeth! His head was always thrust forward into an unseen wind. Indeed, when he had his glasses shot off at Kettle Hill, he said it must have been friendly fire from the 71st New York because TR always was facing forward. Into the wind. He had asthma, like I did. Allergies. No matter, he got outdoors. He was made for the open. Later in life when he is photographed as President with foreign dignitaries sitting in some hall or parlor, TR seemed anxious, bored, not as comfortable as the others. He wants to get some fresh air.

  I grew up to become a teller of tales. You do this by listening to good ones. The best are told again and again around campfires, after some strenuous achievements or in the shelter of a storm. TR’s tale is one of the best—a primal tale. A young man who builds himself from his weaknesses though sheer enthusiasm. “To Know the Great Enthusiasms.” He builds himself into an idealistic young zealot. A champion, righteous! He meets a girl, falls hopelessly in love (TR was forever vulnerable). They marry, he becomes a firebrand reformer—and all is lost in one night—the love of his life, his irreplaceable mate, his innocence and purity itself. She dies in childbirth. TR cannot even bear to see his daughter. This doesn’t even mention that his mother dies the same night of yellow fever and he is tarnished with a scandal created by ruthless, lesser men of his own party. He is blamed for all because he is a true reformer, now seen a hypocrite, dishonored.

  “There is nothing a bad man relishes more than a good man’s failure.” TR’s tale could have been written by Joseph Conrad or Leo Tolstoy. But it is a tale of the times. Today, a politician would get a new wife, a mistress, attach himself to another party, cause or reinvent himself. TR’s method was different. The doctors told him his health was failing, he would probably contract tuberculosis—expect an early demise. Reinvention. TR packed money, rifles, saddles, and went West.

  And here the tale takes on the epic nature of the great adventurers. More in fact, because it is something we all want. TR is the classic dude. His dudedom is unassailably authentic. His speech is colorful, “Hasten forward quickly there.” He wears ridiculous buckskin outfits, relishes his ’76 Winchester with delicate Victorian engraving of elk and bears. He owns a rigid morality and decorum. He pummels a desperado for manhandling a fallen woman. The hapless loser doesn’t stand a chance. “Harvard boxing team.” The quote, soiled dove, is outraged at him. He takes up the cause of the little ranchers, squatters, proletariats who largely don’t care. He’s always on the side of the common man, later called “a traitor to his class.” What these plutocrats didn’t understand about TR was he was never of their class. His constituency were the bears. His district, the cold mountains and vault of the sky. His dudedom was ferocious. He hunts buffalo and grizzly alone. He meets a Sioux renegade war party who keep their distance. They know the nature of the wild as well as he. The vigor and hardship of the chase literally puts meat on his bones. His health and endurance became so unmatched that when the oppressive patrician faction in a potential range war, the bullies, decide to hire killers to do in TR during his solitary travels, the would-be assassins cannot keep up with the dude and are exhausted and ruined by the pursuit. Fair chase, indeed. Roosevelt, oblivious to all, recounts the experience with a tally of game taken and observed while on his way. Naturalist! He has become a free man. Free in the way that few will ever experience. Free like a mountain man, mastering the harshest of environments, the most pitiless and grand landscapes. He fairly howls like a wolf. He is the product of natural selection—the fittest to survive. He went West ruined, weakened, defeated, and the West, the harsh indifferent West with its cruel winds, cold black skies filled at night with a clear unconcerned universe. The West of the elk, wolves, bears, rattlesnakes, frozen rivers, and blizzards—the West regenerated him, built him into something forever, made him its son. At the end of a sufficient education he was reinvented. He went back East to conquer old foes, take a fine new wife and raise a large family, win a war, become President. Just before this, some desperados—killers actually—had stolen his boat in the dead of winter. TR and his childhood mentor from the Adirondacks—no soft place—hunt the outlaws down. Roosevelt must take two, alone, across frozen prairies, iced rivers, Indian country—take them to justice. He reads Anna Karenina to stay awake. Some in Bismarck, North Dakota ask the logical, “Why didn’t you just shoot them?” TR answers, “The rule of law.” Thus civilization advances another step. When he leaves Bismarck someone says, “You could be president.” Four Eyes replies he’d make a good one.
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  John Milius, who wrote and directed “Rough Riders”, filmed throughout Texas in 1996, with Tom Berenger. The TNT mini-series set the record for the highest viewership in cable TV history, a statement to TR and the faithful filmmaking.

  STILLS FROM “SAN JUAN HILL” PRODUCTION BY CLIVE MCLEAN, COURTESY OF ERIKA MCLEAN

  My father first told me this tale before I could remember. Fathers should. He was 58 when he sired me and had been to WW I. A different generation, he was not a great outdoorsman but the male children when old enough were required to camp on the Zuni Reservation in New Mexico. This was an old family tradition. The place still exists, called the Cottonwood Gulch Foundation, a sort of proto-Outward Bound. My own children attended. We were taught woodsmanship and self reliance—to be like Theodore Roosevelt. To “Ride, tell the truth and shoot straight.” We were exposed to the wild like he was because this exposure can do nothing but produce awe and wonder. My father was not a hunter but he loved to eat game. Somehow I equated the quail, venison, and wild ducks we were given with apples fresh from the tree. A bounty. If you grew the tree or hunted the quail, you were getting that bounty fresh, without the middleman. This has deep philosophical implications. You are responsible for your existence and the food tastes better. Self reliance. Hunting makes one briefly and symbolically responsible for one’s existence. To embrace TR’s ferocity and vitality is to embrace the fact that man is a hunting creature whatever his occupation. Responsibility for life and death. The great cycle. The mystery. The Indians, of course, knew this, worshipped it. TR knew it resolutely—a source of constant affirmation and vitality. Somewhere, I believe out of this and his “wolf rising in the heart,” comes his sense of fairness, honesty, and decency. Nature, to him was not wholly indifferent. Fair chase. Once, I heard, when describing a hunt, he said the game was sparse, but the other rewards included solitude, grandeur and a measure of beauty.

  My father’s heroes were the Rough Riders, those other sons of the West that TR drew upon when he started his own war. He was Assistant Secretary of the Navy. McKinley was president, but it was Roosevelt’s war. Like many to follow, it was a war against the bully, the oppressor putting his boot on someone’s neck. It led to unforeseen empire and a loss of innocence. TR was forever losing innocence. He resigned his position and went to his war, led his own regiment of cowboys, hunters, miners, outlaws, even one attorney. He won his war, he went up Kettle Hill, the only man on horseback. Not a good career move or photo op. The other side had machine guns. He got the Medal of Honor. We know the rest. Responsibility—it comes with self reliance.

  And, if he so loved the wild things and places, if he knew inherently that they were air and water itself— we need exposure to them to live, some of us more than others. Then TR knew his greatest legacy would be the preservation of these places.

  It is so ironic that today TR is criticized as a bloodthirsty hunter, a despoiler of ecology. TR! We couldn’t have any ecology were it not for TR. It would have all been sold and resold by Wall Street long ago. Perhaps it is the times that makes these critics so out of touch. They think that man has risen above such pursuits as hunting or even self reliance. Certainly responsibility. Remember that when Roosevelt was young the earth was still new and many of these places had been seen only by illiterate frontiersmen and Indians. Free men. In his lifetime, like Geronimo, his friend, he saw everything change. Whatever happened it never repressed his vigor, exuberance, and ferocity. If Lincoln belongs to the ages, Roosevelt belongs to the trees. Recall what George Bernard Shaw said upon a visit to the United States in 1903. He was asked what he’d seen that was remarkable. He replied quickly, “Two natural wonders, Niagara Falls, and the President.” [image: image]
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Tiffany & Co. Tiffany & Co. of New York made this superb Bowie-type knife for Theodore Roosevelt, circa 1884. The hilt and scabbard were cast and chased sterling silver, the blade relief engraved with game scenes and floral scrolls. The knife has seen heavy use, though details of the silver decoration remain imposing. TR’s is the finest known hunting knife made in the 19th century by the historic New York-based company. The blade measures 7-1/2 inches; the hilt and crossguard are 6 inches. The scabbard is marked, “Tiffany & Co. M. Sterling.”
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  Prologue

  BY LOWELL E. BAIER

  President, Boone and Crockett Club

  America’s continuing fascination with Theodore Roosevelt rediscovers and reinterprets the man and his many legacies with each successive generation, seeking Roosevelt’s relevance for their time and place. In his day, Roosevelt seemed larger than life as the locomotive President, statesman, diplomat, soldier, explorer, hunter, rancher, naturalist, conservationist, progressive crusader, social reformer, trust buster, and prolific author. During the 1960s and ‘70s, Roosevelt the conservationist was embraced by the environmental movement for political sustenance and validation. The originality and continuing vitality of Theodore Roosevelt’s concept of the conservation of America’s natural resources is what has politically sustained the national policy of conservation from the 19th into the 21st century.

  Contemporaneous with the publication of this third updated and revised edition of what was formerly titled Theodore Roosevelt Outdoorsman (1971 and 1994), is the release of Ken Burns’ spectacular PBS series, The National Parks, America’s Best Idea. Burns gives Roosevelt due credit for the inspiration to establish and then enlarge the national park system. Dr. Douglas Brinkley’s new book, The Wilderness Warrior, Theodore Roosevelt and the Crusade for America further chronicles Roosevelt’s evolution as the leader of the conservation movement in America and the establishment of the national policy on conservation.
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  Theodore Roosevelt seated on a horse while on a visit to Yellowstone Park. Circa 1903.

  These twin releases memorialize Roosevelt as the inspiration for our national park system, and leader of the American conservation movement as we know it today. Both bear testimony to the originality of the man and his legend, and the legacy of conservation and America’s continuing fascination with both as a beacon to the past and future.

  Burns’ The National Parks visually shows the parks as one of the spectacular achievements of the conservation movement. The major historical figures behind the establishment of the national parks, who implemented the conservation movement with Theodore Roosevelt, developed their insight, passion, and original concepts of conservation from their extensive hunting expeditions and wilderness treks. Brinkley’s book accurately portrays how Roosevelt’s conservation ethic was a direct result of his connection to the natural world from his intense dedication to hunting and collecting all species of birds and animals. That foundation was crucial to his evolution into history’s premier conservationist, and that of his many colleagues who with Roosevelt orchestrated the conservation movement in America, among them George Bird Grinnell, Gifford Pinchot, and C. Hart Merriam.

  This new edition published by the Boone and Crockett Club reminds us succinctly what the life of America’s foremost hunter-conservationist looked like. The vigorous life Roosevelt led afield, his intimate knowledge of birds, animals, and habitats, the raw courage he demonstrated in the wilds, and his keen understanding of firearms and the correct paring thereof with big game. It recalls for America that hunter-conservationists led the charge from which flowed its very foundation and cornerstones: the national parks, refuges, monuments, forest system, wilderness areas, wild and scenic rivers and our uniquely scenic treasures like Yosemite and Yellowstone, and the laws and regulations that protect and govern these riches.

  Today the public-at-large controls these treasures utilizing “informed” opinion, without ever having set foot in the wilderness, or gone more than a mile from a parking lot in a state or national park. The general public has lost its connection with the natural world, yet their academic, electronic environmentalists attempt to control the management policies for our wildlands and wildlife. Roosevelt called these sham spokesmen “nature-fakers.”

  Theodore Roosevelt Hunter-Conservationist will remind America that today’s responsible hunting and sporting community remains naturalists and conservationists, and have all-embracing insights to contribute in the continuing dialogue of how our natural resources are to be managed. Like Roosevelt, Grinnell, Pinchot, and their circle, sportsmen today personally witness the wilderness in its absolute brilliance and raw harshness from weeks spent hunting and camping. Sportsmen trek for endless, painful hours with their favorite firearm, backpack, and horses in search of big game through colorful mountain meadows lush with wildflowers, side hilling through miserable boulder and scree fields, through impenetrable areas of blown-down timber, across spongy tundra or through treacherous bogs and quicksand, through snow, ice, and glacial streams, and across hot cactus-covered deserts.

  The diversity and beauty of wildlife sportsmen see in the wilderness is overwhelming, and they anguish when watching a pack of wolves kill a beautiful ram too old to run, or coyotes disembowel a pregnant mule deer caught in heavy snow. It is they who know well the game they hunt, their habits, habitat, and anatomy from endless hours studying their quarry through a spotting scope or binoculars.

  From a hunter’s experiences and observations afield comes reverence for the wilds, and from that grows the soul of a true conservationist. Hunter-conservationists witness firsthand how wildlife and its habitat are reacting to increasing human and animal populations, land fragmentation, climate change, invasive species, management policies, and so many more influences. Who better than a hunter-conservationist can speak to management policy for our wild lands and wildlife?

  Today there is more focus on the environment due to climate change than since the 1960s when environmental legislation galvanized the nation’s focus on clean air, water, and industrial pollution. Today the dialogue seems to focus on green energy, carbon footprints, sequestration and reduction, biofuels, and international treaties. A national focus on fish, wildlife, and wildlands seems to be lost in today’s debates. Theodore Roosevelt Hunter-Conservationist has the potential to properly inform public opinion of the role heroic figures like Theodore Roosevelt played to establish and protect our wildlife, parks, refuges, and forests. By celebrating this honorable past, this book offers a footprint to the vital continuing role today’s sportsmen and sportswomen are playing in the contemporary dialogue on how best to manage America’s natural treasures. The insight of hunter-conservationists is a beacon to both.

  Theodore Roosevelt founded the Boone and Crockett Club in 1887 with fellow sportsmen, all hunter-conservationists, and these members were Roosevelt’s brain trust, colleagues, and lieutenants in leading the crusade of the conservation movement. The leadership of the hunter-conservationist community has been the embodiment of the Club’s membership, and continues so today with Theodore Roosevelt’s legacy in its bloodstream. [image: image]
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  Smith & Wesson New Model No. 3 single action revolver at right, serial #35796, with S&W Safety Hammerless double action, serial #221873. The gold tie clasp was a present to Kermit while on safari in Africa – Christmas 1909. See page 111 for details on these two revolvers.
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  Introduction

  Among the most admired figures of history is Theodore Roosevelt, one of the most distinguished of American Presidents and one of civilization’s most versatile and accomplished individuals. His public and private record of achievements during but sixty years of life (1858 -1919) is remarkable: social reformer and trust buster, statesman and diplomat, rancher and hunter, naturalist and conservationist, soldier, explorer and prolific author. Roosevelt also held the offices of Vice President of the United States and Governor of New York. Further, he was recipient of the Nobel Peace Prize, co-organizer of the Rough Riders, builder of the Panama Canal, and founder of the Boone and Crockett Club.

  Roosevelt’s colorful and forceful personality endeared him to the people of his time. To all Americans he was the great exemplar of courage, hardihood and self-reliance. Through his daring exploits in public office and in private pursuits, Americans experienced vicariously a life of excitement, action and adventure. At times he almost seemed larger than life itself. Not only did he beckon all Americans to the “strenuous life,” but he set the pace and pointed the way. By precept and by example he taught his countrymen to shirk no responsibility, shun no duty, flinch from no danger. He personified the highest of American ideals and infused the nation with a new consciousness and pride.

  Theodore Roosevelt’s entire life was filled with serious challenges of all kinds. From childhood to death he was engaged in a continual struggle to overcome physical infirmities, family misfortunes and political crises. But no matter how severe the challenge, he always managed a more than adequate response. The trials and travails of life never got the best of him or caused him to compromise his high principles of personal conduct. Every battle he fought fairly and squarely, every challenge he responded to openly and honestly.

  Weak and frail during childhood, he overcame poor health by determination, arduous exercise and a steady diet of outdoor activities. His experiences as a rancher, hunter, and naturalist developed in him an abiding respect for all forms of human life and taught him self-reliance and self-control. In the great outdoors he also found the solace and solitude that helped to mitigate the tensions and conflicts of an often turbulent public career. It would be difficult to overestimate the influence of wilderness life in molding his character and stimulating his zest for action and adventure. The striking qualities of leadership that he displayed in all his various public offices were in no small measure the result of his life in the West. He was indeed a “cowboy in the White House”—strong-willed, independent, fearless, and unpretentious. As President, he was always in the saddle, heading off the outlaw’s of corporate greed and self-interest and looking after the needs of the public.

  From boyhood onward, Roosevelt had an absorbing interest in firearms, hunting and the outdoors. He was a proficient marksman, a first-rate hunter and a self-taught naturalist. He wrote numerous authoritative books and essays on ranching, hunting and wildlife. He hunted extensively in the United States, Canada, South America, Africa and to some degree, in Europe and shot almost every conceivable kind of big game. His hunting trips were always exhilarating, often dangerous and usually highly successful. Roosevelt’s first gun was a 12-gauge French pinfire double barrel, which he used during his youth to shoot birds in Egypt. While a Harvard undergraduate, he hunted deer and lynx in Maine with a Sharps heavy caliber single-shot rifle. During the 1880s and 1890s, he acquired a large battery of long guns, most of which were Winchesters, including the Models 1873, 1876, 1886, 1892 and 1894. Even as President he continued adding to his arms collection. Roosevelt’s preferences in types and calibers of rifles followed the transition from the end of the percussion, “cap and ball” period, to the early cartridge era, from black powder to smokeless, from big-bore single shots, to big-bore (lever-action) repeaters and then to small-bore (bolt- and lever-action) repeaters.
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  Undated photograph taken at the White House. Pictured from Left to Right: Top Row: R. E. Young, Sec. Robert Bacon (B&C Club member), Mr. Pinchot (B&C Club member), Sen. Cullum, Sec. Garfield, Ambassador Bryce, Mr. Shipp, Sen. Knox. Seated: Hon. Beland, Hon. Sifton, Hon. Fisher (B&C Club member), President Roosevelt (B&C Club founder), Hon. Escobar, Hon. Lellenier, Hon. De. Quienedo.

  Such a stream of books and articles has been written about Roosevelt that few facets of his extraordinary life have remained unexplored. Both his public career and private life have been thoroughly canvassed. In 1967, when the author undertook a special project on Roosevelt’s favorite Colt Single Action revolver, it was difficult to come by published material on that artifact. Further research indicated how little had been written on Roosevelt’s firearms and experiences in shooting and hunting. In fact, a major weakness of several biographies was (and continues to be) underestimating, indeed misunderstanding and misinterpreting, TR’s love of hunting…sadly all-too-often reflecting the prejudices and inexperience, indeed ignorance, of some in “modern” times on firearms and the shooting sports. A similar challenge confronted Roosevelt in his own time—from the “nature fakers.”

  This study encompasses an original biography of Theodore Roosevelt, a close examination of his personal firearms and details of his varied experiences and skillful techniques as a hunter, outdoors-man, and consummate conservationist. It is largely based on his voluminous personal correspondence (and that of his family, friends and acquaintances) and on his published writings, augmented by illuminating photographs and prints. Wherever possible, the author has endeavored to let Theodore Roosevelt and his hunting and shooting companions tell this wholly remarkable, inspiring and exemplary story.

  Sadly, in our time, there are no themes more subject to misinterpretation and outright dis-information and distortion than firearms and hunting. And none are more subject to abuse by the most outrageous and blatant advocacy journalism, and at the hands of even more deceitful and dishonest, “ends justify the means” opposition. Further, no themes of our time are more threatened by the lowest level of behavior by politicians who must know that gun bans and other so-called “common sense” laws are a scam, and that attacking hunters is destroying the base on which wildlife conservation has been funded—in America, the hunters were the original conservationists.

  Theodore Roosevelt set the highest, most lofty example, for the firearms devotee and the hunter-conservationist. There is no more shining example of behavior and decorum in the world of firearms and hunting—and for our own signal role in those worlds—than this giant of a man and exemplary figure on the national and world stage. [image: image]
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  Cased Lefaucheux side-by-side shotgun, custom made for Cornelius Van Schaack Roosevelt (1794-1871), the grandfather of Theodore. Bearing serial no. 1866, the gun is a 12-gauge pinfire, with 28 5/8-inch Damascus barrels engraved in olde English letters on breech of the solid rib, “Lefaucheux a Paris.” Barrel release lever with relief gold inlaid intertwined monogram CVSR within gold-bordered shield motif. Gray-finished steel. Profuse, elegant and often intertwined foliate scroll engraving, detailing often in low relief. Extensive and finely engraved game scenes. Oil-finished select walnut stock. Elegantly blind-tooled leather case, lined in red felt, the lid with leather trim. Brass plaque on case lid with CVSR engraved intertwined monogram; exterior with steamship stickers, indication of travels to Cologne, to England, and other European destinations. “C.V.S.”, as he was known, was the sixth generation of the Roosevelt line in America. He was a founder of the Chemical Bank, a benefactor of the Roosevelt Hospital (founded 1871), and was president of the investment firm of Roosevelt & Son, all of New York. The fact that C.V.S. owned this gun, and that TR’s uncle Robert had highly recommended the type, would have impacted Roosevelt’s father’s choice of a gun for his precocious and outdoor-loving son.

  GREG MARTIN AUCTIONS; PHOTOGRAPH BY DOUGLAS SANDBERG


  The Young Naturalist

  The time was the afternoon of January 17, 1870, the place the Pincio in Rome, Italy. A huge snarling mongrel dog snapped his teeth. He was at bay. Facing him was a frail asthmatic boy of 12, armed with a toy gun and backed up by two companions and his own fierce determination. As the dog charged, the 12-year-old coolly thrust his gun into the beast’s ear and fired. The dog retreated, but when he later saw the boy he made after him again: “growling furiously he charged me,” the boy wrote in his diary that evening, ”and would have bit but for the gun which I thrust in to his face.”

  Theodore Roosevelt had met his first “dangerous” beast and had acquitted himself admirably. He had demonstrated the aggressiveness and resourcefulness that in time would take him far in life as well as ensure that his would be a life of adventure and daring. Theodore’s parents had sensed his precociousness and anticipated a bright future for him, though exactly in what field they were uncertain, so varied and wide-ranging were his interests. In any event, it was clear that his life would be intimately associated with guns, animals, and hunting.

  The Roosevelts

  The Roosevelts came from hardy Dutch stock. The first of the family to settle in America was Klaes Martensen van Roosevelt, who came to Manhattan in 1644, 18 years after Peter Minuit had bought the island from the Indians. As merchants, bankers, and importers, the family left its mark on America’s colonial history. James Roosevelt fought in the Continental Army during the Revolution and later opened up a hardware store in New York under the name “James Roosevelt and Sons.” His son, Cornelius Van Schaack Roosevelt, born in 1794, greatly augmented the family fortune through sizable investments in real estate. Cornelius was one of the founders the Chemical Bank of New York, and late in life devoted a large portion of his fortune to charity. His youngest son, Theodore, born in September of 1831, became the father of the 26th President of the United States.

  Theodore Sr. was 24 years old when he married Martha, the 19-year-old daughter of James Stephens Bulloch. They were married at her home in Roswell, Georgia, in 1855, and their first residence was a brownstone (the wedding gift of Cornelius) at 28 East 20th Street, New York City. A year later Martha gave birth to their first child, Anna; four years later, on October 27,1858, their second child, Theodore, was born. The third child, Elliott, was born in 1860, and the fourth, Corinne, was born in 1861.

  Martha Roosevelt’s family, the Bullochs, were wealthy slave-owners, but when Martha, known as “Mittie,” came to New York, she gave up many of her aristocratic ways. She was a delicate woman, poor in health but of striking beauty. Cultured and accomplished, she was ”a delightful companion” to her children and an unfailing source of direction and compassion. As young Theodore remembered, she was “given to a hospitality that… was associated more commonly with Southern than Northern households.”

  Theodore Sr. worked in the family hardware business his grandfather had begun. Theodore Jr. later described his father as “a big, powerful man” who ”combined strength and courage with gentleness, tenderness, and great unselfishness.” During the Civil War, he refused to bear arms against the South because of his wife’s family ties. His sense of obligation, however, did not prevent him from raising funds to equip regiments or from working with the Union League Club. He was active in relief projects for Union soldiers and was appointed a federal-commissioner of allotments by President Abraham Lincoln. He assisted in the organization of the Protective War Claims Association and organized, in his own home, the Soldiers Employment Bureau. After the Civil War, he became the founder of the Orthopedic Hospital in New York, a trustee of the Children’s Aid Society, and a founder of the Metropolitan Museum of Art and the American Museum of Natural History.

  Theodore’s Childhood

  The Roosevelt family was warm, gregarious, and outgoing. There was much love and respect among all family members. Martha’s sister, Anna Bulloch, was an integral part of the household. Toward the children she was “distinctly overindulgent” and succumbed to their every whim. “She was as devoted to us children as was my mother herself,” wrote Theodore, “and we were equally devoted in return.…She knew all of the ‘Br’er Rabbit’ stories and I was brought up on them.” Anna would hold the children spellbound as she related endless tales and anecdotes about plantation life in Georgia and regaled them with vivid hunting stories.

  In the summers, the family eagerly abandoned city life for the pleasures of the country. Young Theodore relished those excursions to the countryside:

  In the country we children ran barefoot much of the time, and the seasons went by in a round of uninterrupted and enthralling pleasures—supervising the haying and harvesting, picking apples, hunting frogs successfully and woodchucks unsuccessfully, gathering hickory-nuts and chestnuts for sale to patient parents, building wigwams in the woods, and sometimes playing Indians in too realistic manner by staining ourselves (and incidentally our clothes) in liberal fashion with poke-cherry juice.

  Throughout most of his childhood Theodore was afflicted by a severe asthmatic condition. That he survived at all was due largely to the devoted care of his parents. “One of my memories,” he wrote, “is of my father walking up and down the room with me in his arms at night when I was a very small person, and of sitting up in bed gasping, with my father and mother trying to help me.” His sickly nature made it impossible for him to attend public schools. Though he had plenty of tutors and occasionally went to private schools, he failed, as he frankly admitted, to receive as well-rounded and extensive an education as other children of comparable age and background. This was especially true with respect to his spelling, which during his youth was erratic in the extreme.
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  About his parents, Theodore Roosevelt, Jr. said, “My Father, Theodore Roosevelt (left), was the best man I ever knew…. My mother, Martha Bulloch (right), was a sweet, gracious, beautiful southern woman, a delightful companion and beloved by everybody.”
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  Theodore deeply loved and admired his father: “My father was the best man I ever knew. He combined strength and courage with gentleness, tenderness, and great unselfishness. He would not tolerate in us children selfishness or cruelty, idleness, cowardice or untruthfulness… He never physically punished me but once, but he was the only man of whom I was ever really afraid.” The father combined a keen “ joy out of living” with a high-minded sense of “performance of duty,” and expected likewise of his children. Very affluent, he nevertheless continued to work hard at his business, so hard, in fact, that it contributed to his premature death. There is no mistaking the indelible imprint that his sensitive public and private virtues cast upon the character of young Theodore.

  Though interested in wildlife, Theodore Sr. was not an active hunter or sportsman. His favorite sport was riding. He hunted with Theodore Jr. in Egypt (1872-78) and shot some game with his sons in Oyster Bay and on family outings. But today the only existing firearms that can be associated directly with the senior Roosevelt are a cased set of W.W. Greener, Birmingham, percussion pistols and a pinfire 12 gauge Lefaucheux shotgun presented to son Theodore in 1872. The Greener pistols (one of which is now missing) reveal his discriminating tastes: fine gold mounts on the neatly checkered stocks, gold plating on the buttcaps, gold inlaid eagle and W GREENER LONDON on the 50 caliber barrel, fine scroll engraving on most of the metal parts and a superb gold inlaid escutcheon on the back of the grip, engraved with a TR monogram. The pistols, their mahogany case, and sundry accessories must have drawn some degree of interest and fascination from the Roosevelt boys. The TR monogram was later adopted by Theodore Jr. and engraved on some of his own firearms. Young Roosevelt, as subsequent chapters will demonstrate, shared his father’s natural liking for fine and elegant shooting and sporting arms.
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  Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., at age five years. INSET: Theodore Roosevelt, Jr. at age 18 months.
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  “An Interest in Natural History”

  Theodore’s interest in hunting grew out of his early fascination with natural history. He remembered “distinctly the first day that I started on my career as zoologist.” While walking up Broadway, he passed a store that had in front a dead seal laid out on a slab of wood. “The seal filled me with every possible feeling of romance and adventure,” he said. Daily he haunted the neighborhood of the market, scrutinizing every facet of the lifeless seal. Using a “folding pocket foot-rule,” he made meticulous but “utterly useless measurements” of the seal. He then wrote a natural history “on the strength of that seal.” Eventually he came into possession of the seal’s skull; it became the first exhibit in his newly established “Roosevelt Museum of Natural History,” located in his bedroom.

  His instinctive enthusiasm for natural history was nurtured by the adventure stories of Mayne Reid, and by his uncle, Robert Barnwell Roosevelt, an accomplished and prominent hunter, fisherman, and conservationist, who lived in the adjoining house. Uncle Robert built a piazza in his backyard adjacent to the piazza his brother had built earlier. Both piazzas, when “opened into one another, made a wonderful playground,” which was quickly converted into a kind of animal farm. Robert’s wife, an animal enthusiast herself, kept a menagerie of guinea pigs, chickens, a monkey, and even a cow. How kindly the neighbors took to this microcosm of animal life is not known, but the Roosevelt children were both delighted and ever insistent upon increasing the stock.
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  Theodore Roosevelt’s birthplace as it appeared after reconstruction.
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  Uncle Robert was a dedicated conservationist and sportsman. He was responsible for the bill creating the New York Fish and Game Commission and was its commissioner for almost twenty years. Politically he was very active: he fought against the notorious Tweed Ring in New York City, was one of the founders of the Union League Club, a commissioner of the Brooklyn Bridge, a minister to the Netherlands, a Congressman and, finally, a treasurer of the Democratic National Committee. Despite his large commitment to politics and business, Robert maintained an abiding concern for wildlife and hunting. He wrote many authoritative books on natural history, hunting and fishing: Game Fish of the Northern States, Game Birds of the Coasts, Superior Fishing, Fish Hatching, Fish Catching, Florida and the Game Water Birds and Five Acres Too Much. He also wrote several appealing adventure stories for the young. Robert doubtless animated young Theodore’s ardor for hunting and the out-door life and perhaps also inspired the boy’s later writings on wildlife adventure. Theodore’s father added to his son’s education in natural history by supplying him with a great many relevant books.
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  Theodore Sr.’s cased Greener percussion pistol, c. 1865, .50 caliber, finely engraved, with gold mounted varnished and checkered stock. W. GREENER LONDON gold inlaid on the barrel; TR monogram on a gold stock escutcheon and on inlaid brass plaque on the case lid. The only firearm of Theodore Sr. known today.
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  Weapons and Adventure

  In 1869 and early 1870, the Roosevelt family made the “grand tour,” of Europe. TR’s diaries for these years reveal many amusing incidents that might be expected to happen to an inquisitive, venturesome boy of 12, yet they plainly point up his serious side, inquiring mind and unusually mature thoughts. In Europe he visited many of the leading museums and inspected major zoological collections, not all of which impressed him, however: “1869 June 22, London. I went to the zoological gardens. We saw a great maney animals, zebras, lions, camels, Elephants, monkeys, bears, etc. etc. all common to other menageries but we also saw various kinds of wild asses etc. not common. I was a little disappointed.” The next day, while at the zoological gardens, he “saw two she bars and a wild cat and a caracal [lynx] fight.”
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  The novels of Mayne Reid “enthralled me.” Young Theodore’s imagination must have been inspired by these illustrations from Reid’s adventure books.

  A.A. WHITE COLLECTION

  Touring the Tower of London early in July, he saw a “man dressed like an ancient warden…, and…a shield made of crocidiles back, all the prisons, and Saxon, Norman, Irish, Roman, greek, welsh, and even Chinese armour and weapons. We saw horse armour and foot armour, pike men and archers and I put my head on the block where so maney had been beheaded…” At Antwerp he “went to the botanic gardens and played at wild bears and hunting and being hunted…”

  At the home of Sir Walter Scott in Abbotsford, Scotland, Theodore was thrilled by the “manny curious [things]…among which were Napolyan [Napoleon] pistols, Bob Rodys gun, an Indian neclace of human bones, squlls, sir walter Scots gun, a robbers purse, an Italian shield and numerous others.” He felt competent enough to venture a comparative appraisal of collections: The Natural History Museum in Dresden, Germany, he remarked, “has a good collection of reptiles and fish but birds are the chief thing and it has the best collection of nests I have ever seen. I have two of the reptiles and 1 nest and 3 birds in my Museum at home and I have seen severel birds and nests wild at home…”

  Theodore was partial to toy guns. In Paris he and brother Elliott “played in among the trees shooting at each other. I took and bought a pop gun.” In Rome, he expressed in unambiguous terms his irritation over missing a hunt: “We all went to the meet (chase). It rained most of the while and our ass of a driver would not drive us so as to see the hunt but we saw the ex-king of Naples, ex-queen, and the Empres of Austria…” It was a few days later that he faced in Rome his first charge from the distempered dog mentioned before. He related the episode with customary pungency:

  We 3 went out on the Pinchen [Pincio] with George Cromwell. Conie and I played ball with the valet having great fun… We then began to chase with gun and sword dogs. We saw 2. We charged rat a tat, rat a tat went our feet, bang, bang went the two guns, clash, crash went the swords, bow wow went the dogs and ran and we also. We chased 3 dogs and as we hurried home saw some more. After dinner the two Cromwells and we two boys went out again. We came upon a dog who troted slowly away. His trot be came slower and he showed his teeth. He turned at bay and snapped at and charged us. With my gun to his ear I fired and he started back and stood at bay by the wall and the guard dispersed us. I came on him afterward by a fountain and growling furiously he charged me and would have bit but for the gun which I thrust into his face. We chased another huge dog and tumbled a small one over nearly and then went home.

  Shortly after his encounter with the dog, Theodore nonchalantly noted in his diary: “The valet engraved my name on my gun”—a practice to be repeated many times in the future, with initials, monograms and the full name, by Winchester and other gunmakers.
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  ABOVE: This and subsequent natural histories were written down in blank books in simplified spelling wholly unpremeditated and unscientific.
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  INSET: Portrait of Theodore Roosevelt at about 11 years of age.
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  In Turin, Theodore marveled at the Armeria Reale, one of the richest collections of arms and armor in Europe, with a profusion of decorated armor, and exquisite arms for the chase and for war. Having a sharp eye for detail and a remarkable memory, he recorded minutely what he had seen:

  We all went to the Armourry where we saw the Horse that had carried king Charles Alberto through maney battles. A most beautiful sword with its handle ornamented with Diamonds, topazes, ruby, etc. This is most beautiful workmanship. Also a most beautiful one presented to the present king by Castelane at Rome. A sword with beautiful carving on it. we saw a great maney turkish weapons and Indian bows and arrows and also severel verry old muskets beautifully carved and of ivorry etc etc but verry heavey. We then went in to the second room where we saw a swiss guard of the Pope. A musketeer of Louis the 14th. We now saw several splendid knights of horse back and maney on foot. Several of the house of Mona and one old Giant one about 7 feet high. We then saw a chines warriour on horseback on a active little horse in queer armour.

  We then saw the curuis of Pins Eujean of Savrry [Savoy] worn by him at the battle of Turin and with the dents of three bullets in it. Also his pistol and sword We saw a most beautiful sheald made by Benvenuto. We then saw severel knights Then a Sarecen in armour on horseback A Tategen with the end severed to inflict a severe gash. A hindoo in armour on foot. The sword of Tippo Sabe. Some little Princes armour which I would have liked.

  We saw a knight on horse back whos armour was considered the verry finest of all in the collection and another whos horses armour was made of the hide of the Rhimoserous. Severel Pistols of beautiful workmanship with locks of precious stones and barels of silver…

  In May, 1870, the family returned to New York. Despite Theodore’s overall disappointment with the protracted trip, his diaries show that he had learned a lot about birds and animals and had developed a predilection for the fine and the fancy in weaponry.

  In the Adirondacks and the White Mountains

  Theodore’s Adirondacks and White Mountains trip (August, 1871) afforded him ample opportunity for shooting, fishing, camping out, and writing. He was 13 at the time, old enough to derive almost a man-sized experience from the journey. At Lake George he and cousin West Roosevelt, using an air gun, “had shooting matches with variable success.” The following day they “indulged in a few shots on the air gun” before breakfast. Most enjoyable was the camping trip of the Roosevelt party:

  Today we went into the woods… We first rode through the lower St. Regis for about three miles and then put our boats on sleds drawn by horses and made a portage of 5 miles through woods. We finnally arrived at a small stream where we were about to launch our boats, when a thunder shower coming up, forced us to turn them upside down and get under them. While in the lake St. Regis we saw other kinds of wild ducks… loons… and a great blue heron (Ardea herodiss). While going down stream we saw numerous tracks of deer and occasionally of wolves and bears. I also saw a kingfisher… dive for a fish and a mink… swam across the stream while covys of quail…and grouse (Bonasa umbellus) rose from the banks. We had to pass through two small rapids and after the last of these we pitched our tents by another and much larger one, down which only one of our guides attempted to go and he sprung a leak in his boat. On the way we had caught eight trout which we had for supper. After supper Father read aloud to us from “The Last of the Mohicans.” In the middle of the reading I fell asleep. Father read by the light of the campfire.

  Along with two companions, Theodore “rowed through lower St. Regis Spitfire and then made a portage into big clear pond.” Passing through Big Clear Pond the party portaged to a narrow stream. “In descending this stream we saw many muskrats (Fiber zibethicus) and once a deer jumped through the bushes but a few yards from us.” That afternoon they “went down a narrow stream and shot the Saranac rapids…” and finally reached lower Lake Saranac.

  The Adirondacks and White Mountains trip added appreciably to Theodore’s rapidly maturing interest in nature. His diaries manifest an in-depth knowledge of animals, whose scientific names seemed to roll off his tongue—though not always spelled correctly when they flowed from his pen. His strong bent for adventure was obvious. He had advanced from pop guns to air rifles and was at last ready to become the proud owner of his first real shooting gun.

  Theodore’s First Gun—and Spectacles

  In the summer of 1872 Theodore, received his first gun, a 12 gauge double barrel French pinfire by Lefaucheux. It was, as he put it, “an excellent gun for a clumsy and often absent-minded boy.” It lacked a spring to open it, and if the mechanism became rusty it could be opened with a brick without serious damage. Quite frequently the “cartridges stuck;” even when properly loaded “the result was not always happy and I tattooed myself with partially unburned grains of powder more than once.”

  Though the gun was a gift from his father, Uncle Robert seems to have determined its type. In his Game Birds of the North (1866) he wrote expertly on the merits of the Lefaucheux:

  The best and most generally adopted of the various kinds [of breechloaders] is the Lefaucheux, or some slight modification of it; and to that the attention will be principally directed. In this gun the breech, which in the muzzle-loader screws into the barrel, is omitted, and the barrels are open at both ends; they are fastened to the stock by a pin and joint a few inches beyond the guard. When free, the muzzle hangs down, and the breech end presents itself several inches above the stock, so that the cartridge can be readily inserted… When the bolt is withdrawn and the barrels are allowed to fall so as to bring the open breech fairly into view, the loaded cartridge is inserted, the barrels are sprung back to their place with a sharp snap that sends them home at once, and are ready to be discharged.…The entire mechanism is so simple that it can hardly become deranged, and will last as long as the barrels. The greatest care is necessary in making the chamber that receives the cartridge of a proper shape, for if this is faulty the cartridges are apt to stick after explosion.

  For years displayed at Sagamore Hill National Historic Site, the gun still retains a rich patina from constant use. Although not custom-made, the Lefaucheux’s select engraving and quality construction is suggestive of the refined taste noticeable in all of Roosevelt’s favorite firearms.
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  The Lefaucheux pinfire 12 gauge double barrel shotgun, “an excellent gun for a clumsy and often absent-minded boy.” 20/1872 and LEFAUCHEUX BREVETTE are marked on the water table and “Lefaucheux Inventeur 57, rue Vivienne. Paris” is hand engraved on the barrel rib.
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  Theodore’s excitement over his first gun was dampened by his unaccountably poor marksmanship. His hunting companions were able to shoot at things that he could not even see. Not until one day they read aloud from a faraway billboard did Roosevelt suspect the nature of his problem. He was extremely nearsighted and therefore could see “only the things… I ran against or stumbled over.” After being fitted for a pair of spectacles, he confessed that he “had no idea how beautiful the world was.” He realized for the first time that at least some of his clumsiness and awkwardness “was due to the fact that I could not see and yet was wholly ignorant that I was not seeing.”

  The Budding Naturalist

  Theodore’s first formal training in natural history began in the summer of 1872, when he took lessons in taxidermy from John G. Bell, a former companion of John James Audubon. Bell had traveled to the West with the famed naturalist, and stories of these expeditions fired the imagination of his young student. Bell’s instruction, wrote Roosevelt, “spurred and directed my interest in collecting specimens for mounting and preservation.” He began “an industrious book-study of the subject.”

  In the winter of 1872-73, the Roosevelts made a second trip abroad. They went to Egypt and journeyed up the Nile River, traveled through the Holy Land and visited Syria and Greece. Throughout the trip, Theodore collected a wide assortment of specimens for his improbable “museum” in New York. His initial acquaintance with Latin came through “learning the scientific names of the birds and mammals which I collected and classified.” Bird collecting provided “the chief zest” to his journey along the Nile. Preparing his specimens was a fascinating but filthy task. “I suppose,” he wrote half-humorously, “that all growing boys tend to be grubby; but the ornithological small boy, or indeed the boy with the taste for natural history of any kind, is generally the very grubbiest of all.”

  The months spent in Egypt and the Middle East were a vital link in Roosevelt’s ever-expanding chain of experiences as a naturalist and hunter. Apart from his day-to-day study of birds, he hunted consistently and with increasing skill. Generally hunting alone, he relied on his trusty Lefaucheux pinfire and a second double barrel of unknown make. He hunted mostly birds, particularly those he was anxious to add to his collection. His “Zoological Record” testifies to frequent success:

  Saxicola moesta. I shot one specimen of this chat from a column of the Ramaseum at Thebes.

  Passer salicicola. Very abundant in Egypt, where it is often found associating with the [Passer domesticus], so that I have not infrequently killed a bird of each kind at a single discharge…on one occasion I stationed myself by a corn field at dusk and as the flights of sparrows passed over me I shot specimens from each flock…

  Sturmus vulgaris… Once I saw a very large flock of [these] in the top of a palm, who were making a most extraordinary chattering, and I killed half a dozen with one shot.

  Metrops viridis. Abundant in Upper Egypt, being found singly or in small flocks… Once at dusk I fired at a small bird in one of these trees, and to my astonishment—and regret, for from their beatuy, trustfullness and harmlessness these little birds were great favourites of mine—shot about a dozen green bee eaters…

  Theodore’s gunning in the “Zoological Record” was for specimens, and, therefore, the majority of species shot were not game birds. Later in life he would express his sincere regret over what he considered some excesses in his zealous boyhood collecting of birdlife.

  Occasionally Theodore’s father accompanied him on his quest for birds:

  Near Cairo. December 14th Saturday

  In the morning Father and I went shooting and I shot a white wagtail. In the afternoon I went out walking and I have rarely seen such a quantity of birds before. I distinguished no less than fifteen species (all very tame), each in great numbers in an hours walk. I had an excellent opportunity of observing their habits.

  Near Cairo. December 18th 1872. Wednesday…

  At about four oclock Father and I sallied out with our guns. we reached a marshy ground, and then suddenly observed a white tailed plover! This is one of the rarest and best marked of Egyptian birds and I immediately recognised it… Although we did not shoot anything we went home well satisfied with having procured a glimpse of this rare and curious bird.

  Theodore’s proficiency with firearms steadily improved the more he practiced and hunted. He was the first to admit that as a boy his marksmanship had been erratic, and that even after years of hunting he was by no means a perfect marksman. Poor eyesight was partially responsible for these inconsistencies. At the very least, however, he was a better-than-average shot. But he was too honest with himself to try to cloak a bad shooting performance. In Egypt in 1872, he “went out shooting, and after five shots procured—a yellow wagtail!!! It was doubtful whether the bird paid for the powder.”

  A Christmas Gun in Egypt

  On Christmas day Theodore was in a state of euphoria after his father presented him with “a beautiful breechloading double barrelled shot gun.” In the afternoon, shotgun in hand, he “visited a palm grove and shot four doves…” His father shared Theodore’s buoyancy over the new gun. “Teedie took his gun,” he wrote to his daughter Corinne,

  and shot an ibis and one or two other specimens this morning while the crew were taking breakfast. Imagine seeing not only flocks of these birds, regarded as so rare by us in days gone by as to be selected as a subject for our game of “twenty questions,” but also of storks, hawks, owls, pelicans, and, above all, doves innumerable. I presented Teedie with a breech-loader at Christmas, and he was perfectly delighted… He is a most enthusiastic sportsman and has infused some of his spirit into me. Yesterday I walked through the bogs with him at the risk of sinking hopelessly and helplessly, for hours, and carried the dragonman’s gun, which is a muzzle-loader, with which I only shot several birds quietly resting upon distant limbs and fallen trees; but I felt I must keep up with Teedie.

  Hardly a day passed during the following month when Theodore was without his prized gun. He shot doves, plover, pigeon, ibis, and might have bagged a “vinous grosbeak, but my gun missed fire.” Early in February he “went off on a shooting expedition and killed a crane, several snipe and some pigeons…” Triumphantly, he wrote his Aunt Anna of his “great enjoyment from the shooting here… I have procured between one and two hundred skins. I expect to procure some more in Syria…” He made good his prediction on the next day by shooting a “peeweet, ziczac, two snipes and eleven pigeons (six at a shot)…” He had his inglorious moments, too. While out riding and studying wildlife he “shot a cat in mistake for a rabbit…”

  In March the Roosevelts traveled on horseback to the Dead Sea. No sooner had they reached Jericho than Theodore “went out shooting immediately… Quails and partridges rose from the short grass, bulbuls and warblers hopped among the bushes, while doves, hawks, flinches, jays, and verdons flew among the trees, but I happened to shoot very badly and only procured a quail, a bulbul, and a warbler…” His marksmanship may not have improved, but his writing was getting better, and his truthfulness remained uncompromised.

  Theodore was as prolific with his pen as he was with his gun. He dashed off a raft of letters to his friends and relatives back home, giving a blow-by-blow account of his varied experiences. To Edith Carow, whom one day he would take as his second wife, he effervesced:

  I think I have enjoyed myself more this winter than I ever did before. Much to add to my enjoyment Father gave me a gun at Christmas, which rendered me happy and the rest of the family miserable.

  I killed several hundred birds with it, and then went and lost it! I think I enjoyed the time in Egypt most, and after that I had the most fun while camping out in Syria.

  While camping out we were on horseback for several hours of each day, and as I like riding ever so much, and as the Syrian horses are very good, we had a splendid time. While riding I bothered the family somewhat by carrying the gun over my shoulder, and on the journey to the Jordan, when I was on the most spirited horse I ever rode, I bothered the horse too, as was evidenced by his running away several times when the gun struck him too hard…

  Returning to New York in the fall of 1873, Theodore seemed a little bit different. He was only 15, but he had already been exposed to a large slice of life and had responded with the gusto that would continue to be the distinguishing mark of his character. He was uncommonly mature for his years and was bent on making his entire life one of discovery, adventure, and action. The “vigor of life” (one of his favorite phrases) had become his personal creed. Those who knew him well envisaged a remarkable career, even though his many-sided talents obscured predictions as to just exactly what career he would choose. Of course he was blessed with the advantages of wealth and devoted parents. But that in itself was no guarantee for greatness. He had an inner drive, a relentless and restless ambition that would not allow him to be content with the insipid social existence that the family fortune could easily have provided him. He had “a great admiration for men who were fearless and who could hold their own in the world, and I had a great desire to be like them.”

  A sound mind and body were prerequisites for “the strenuous life” of which he was so fond. Alas, in youth, he was long on mind but short on body “Theodore,” his father admonished, “you have the mind but you have not the body, and without the help of the body the mind cannot go as far as it should. You must make your body. It is hard drudgery to make one’s body, but I know you will do it.” To this paternal advice Theodore had replied resolutely, “I’ll make my body.” And he did.

  Theodore turned to many activities in an all-out effort to strengthen his body, but none proved more salubrious than hunting, ranching, and roughing it in the formidable outdoors. The wilderness challenged his stamina, dangerous animals challenged his courage. He would not only survive both, but he would come away with a reverence for the beauty and awesome majesty of the wilderness and a respect for and deep knowledge of animals of all kinds. [image: image]
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  Game tally of Theodore and Elliott on their Midwestern hunt of August-September 1880, from TR’s diary of the same year. Note the touch of homesickness: “The trip has been great fun; but how glad I am it is over and I am to see Alice.” library of Congress

  INSET: One of two studio photographs made by H. Rocher, a Chicago photographer, while TR and Elliott were hunting in the Midwest in 1880.
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  Harvard and the Midwest

  When the Roosevelts returned to the United States in 1873, Theodore was 16 years old. His continental travels had broadened his outlook and enriched his knowledge, but his formal schooling still left much to be desired. Irregular health had left no alternative save reliance on occasional tutors and on Aunt Anna for academic instruction. As a result, he was “lamentably weak” in Latin, Greek, and mathematics. His father, wanting Theodore to qualify for Harvard, arranged for him to receive a thoroughgoing education under the tutelage of Arthur Cutler. For two years Theodore followed the rigorous academic regimen that Cutler prescribed, and he succeeded in filling all the big gaps in his education.
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  Theodore Roosevelt (left) at about 17 years of age, with his brother, Elliott, his sister Corinne (bottom left), and a friend and future wife, Edith Carow.
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  As TR diligently prepared himself for Harvard, he pursued his private study of natural history. Arthur Cutler later recalled that his pupil “had an unusual collection of birds and small animal; shot and mounted by himself, and ranging in habitat from Egypt to the woods of Pennsylvania. In his excursions outside the city, his rifle [or shotgun] was always with him, and the outfit of a taxidermist was in use on every camping trip.” While Theodore crammed his mind with book knowledge and indulged his interest in natural history, he worked hard to build up his body, regularly going to a gymnasium where he put himself through a vigorous calisthenics program.
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  The Summer Birds of the Adirondacks in Franklin County, N.Y., 1877, was Theodore Roosevelt’s first separate publication (shown in background on left), published when the author was 19 years old. Estimates are that the pamphlet was in an edition of 100 copies. Also shown in the background on the right is a facsimile edition of a later publication (1925) that also included notes on birds of Oyster Bay.

  BOONE AND CROCKETT CLUB PERMANENT COLLECTION

  INSET PHOTOGRAPH: Theodore ready for bird shooting. His double barrel shotgun is a breech loading side-lever type of undetermined make.

  THEODORE ROOSEVELT COLLECTION, HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRARY

  Roosevelt’s field book for 1874 and 1875 detailed pleasurable trips to the Adirondacks, Vermont, New Jersey, and Oyster Bay, where he hunted, studied bird; and took marathon walks. “At present I am writing in a rather smelly room,” he wrote to sister Anna, “as the fresh skins of six night herons are reposing on the table beside me…” Early in August he wrote from Oyster Bay:

  I spent the early part of this week at the Osborne; and had a lovely time, the days being full of ‘ornithological enjoyment and reptilian rapture.’ I came home with a jar of pickled toads and salamanders. To offset this acquisition I left my gun case in a barn where we had hitched our horses. Not wishing to make an animated arsenal of myself, I put the gun stock in my trunk, and made the barrels do duty as a fishing rod, in a case rightfully belonging to that article. It is a curious fact that while the ownership of a fishing rod tends to produce a feeling of respectability no such effect is brought about by a gun, especially if said gun be rusty…

  In the fall of 1876, Theodore entered Harvard, where he proved himself a good, if not brilliant student. Through conscientious study, he managed to remain generally in the upper tenth of his class and eventually received a Phi Beta Kappa key. He was a voluble and combative student, asking many questions and frequently challenging the remarks of his professors. His ebullience and excitability stood in marked contrast to the staid demeanor and studied air of indifference characteristic of Harvard students of that day.

  Practically every student on campus knew Theodore through his prodigious participation in clubs, organizations, and athletics. Further, his bumptious personality and inborn sense of noblesse oblige made him a kind of self-appointed guardian of student morals. Habitually, he would stop students “in the Yard, or call them to him,” a classmate later reminisced, “then he would block the narrow gravel path and soon make sparks from an argument fly.”

  Theodore’s father had told the young college freshman that he could devote his life to a scientific career “and do non-remunerative work of value,” but if he chose to do so he would have to be prepared to make certain financial sacrifices. But it did not take long for Theodore to realize that science would not be his life’s work. He was disillusioned to find that Harvard “utterly ignored the possibilities of the faunal naturalist, the outdoor naturalist and observer of nature.” Biology, for example, was treated as “purely a science of the laboratory and the microscope…” Accordingly he “abandoned all thought of becoming a scientist.”

  Theodore continued field work on his own, but hunting now rivaled his interest in nature study. Late in June he left on a trip to the Adirondacks where on July 5 he “shot my 1st deer, a buck. Also a couple of black ducks and three ruffed grouse.” The first deer was shot with a .38 caliber Ballard Sporting Rifle:

  


  a very accurate, handy little weapon; it belonged to me, and was the first rifle I ever owned or used. With it I…once killed a deer, the only specimen of large game I had then shot; and I presented the rifle to my brother when he went to Texas1. In our happy ignorance we deemed it quite good enough for buffalo or anything else; but out on the plains my brother soon found himself forced to procure a heavier and more deadly weapon.

  During his sophomore year Theodore received a “double-barreled shotgun” for Christmas, a gun of unknown make that has long since vanished. With it and other guns he shot in 1877, “1 buck 10 duck 12 snipe (shore snipe) 3 grouse 6 plover 4 gray squirrel 10 herons.” All told, his zoological collection for that year was increased by 16 mammals, 68 birds, 17 reptiles, 61 Batrachian, and 10 fishes. Most of the mammals and birds were taken with the Lefaucheux.

  The Maine Wilderness

  While an undergraduate, Theodore made three trips to the Maine woods where he had his first rugged wilderness experience. On each trip he was guided by Wilmot Dow and William W. Sewall, both of whom became his “life friends” and were thoroughly experienced outdoorsmen and hunters. “I canoed with them,” Theodore wrote in his Autobiography “and tramped through the woods with them, visiting the winter logging camps on snow shoes.” Thanks to their instruction and to his desire “to keep up,” Theodore became reasonably adept in the techniques of the outdoorsman before he graduated from Harvard. It stood him in good stead for his subsequent hunting and ranching trips in the West.

  Theodore’s first trip to Maine was from September 7 to 26, 1878. Arthur Cutler, his former tutor, accompanied him. Bill Sewall remembered distinctly his initial meeting with Roosevelt and Cutler:

  [The party] had come by way of Lake Mattawamkeag, and it was about dark when they got there. Cutler took me off to one side. He said: “I want you to take that young fellow, Theodore, I brought down, under your special care. Be careful of him, see that he don’t take too hard jaunts and does not do too much. He is not very strong and he has got a great deal of ambition and grit, and if you should take such a tramp as you are in the habit of taking sometimes, and take him with you, you never would know that anything ailed him. If you should ask him if he was having a good time he would tell you he was having a very good time; and even if he was tired he would not tell you so. The first thing you knew he would be down, because he would go until he fell.”

  I took him and I found that that was his disposition right away, but he wasn’t such a weakling as Cutler tried to make out. We traveled twenty-five miles afoot one day on that first visit of his, which I maintain was a good fair walk for any common man. We hitched well, somehow or other, from the start. He was different from anybody that I had ever met; especially, he was fair-minded. He and I agreed in our ideas of fair play and right and wrong. Besides, he was always good-natured and full of fun. I do not think I ever remember him being “out of sorts.” He did not feel well sometimes, but he never would admit it.

  I could see not a single thing that wasn’t fine in Theodore, no qualities that I didn’t like.…I found that he was willing at any time to give every man a fair hearing, but he insisted even then on making his own conclusions. He had strong convictions and was willing to stand up for them…

  Theodore was about eighteen when he first came to Maine. He had an idea that he was going to be a naturalist and used to carry with him a little bottle of arsenic and go around picking up bugs. He didn’t shoot any big game, just ducks and partridges. We did a bit of trout-fishing. Theodore was never very fond of that. Somehow he didn’t like to sit still so long.

  That fall I had engaged another guide, so that the party would be a little better provided for. Wilmot Dow was his name. He was a nephew of mine, a better guide than I was, better hunter, better fisherman, and the best shot of any man in the country. He took care of the rest of the party himself mostly. I was with Theodore all of the time. At the end of the week I told Dow that I had got a different fellow to guide from what I had ever seen before. I had never seen anybody that was like him, and I have held that opinion ever since.
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