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  Introduction




  Theodore Roosevelt has fascinated me since my boyhood. As a youngster growing up in the North Carolina high country, I avidly read everything relating to hunting and fishing that I could lay my hands on. The library in Bryson City was a small one, but fortunately the collection included several of Roosevelt’s outdoor-related works. Along with the writings of authors such as Robert Ruark, Archibald Rutledge, Havilah Babcock, and Nash Buckingham, they vicariously took me to fields of sporting dreams. Yet early on, realization dawned that Roosevelt was a different man from the other writers who were among my favorites. Those authors were all staunch sons of the Southern soil, while Roosevelt was a “damn yankee.” More significantly, Roosevelt had a tremendous impact not only as a writer but as a soldier, politician, diplomat, reformer, and visionary.




  He was, in short, a true Renaissance man, and his advocacy of what he styled the “strenuous life” had tremendous appeal. Doubtless some of that appeal derived from my upbringing, a rearing in which constant adherence to a solid work ethic figured prominently. For a boy, though, the fact that a man who had become president could also be a noted hunter and naturalist had an irresistible attraction. I read and reread the books available to me—African Game Trails, Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter, and Ranch Life and the Hunting-Trail. Indeed, the only work I read more was one that probably stands as the most popular book on the outdoors ever written by an American: Robert Ruark’s The Old Man and the Boy (1957). After all, Ruark was a fellow Tarheel, and as someone who was fortunate enough to have a grandfather as a sporting mentor, it was certainly easy for me to identify with his timeless tales of a boy growing up under similar guidance.




  In time, however, my opinion of Ruark altered. He remains, to my way of thinking, an unexcelled sporting scribe, but as a human being he was in many ways a miserable failure. His personal life was a shambles, he drank himself to death before reaching the age of fifty—no one with an iota of common sense could call him a role model. On the other hand, appreciation of Roosevelt grows as one comes to know more of the man and his career. Such was the case as the starstruck perspective of a boy gave way to the more mature and cautious reflections of an adult.




  My life’s path led me to a first career as a historian (writing on the outdoors being my second and present vocation), and most of my in-depth research focused on pioneering explorers, sportsmen, and colonial civil servants. Time and again the personal papers of explorers such as Sir Harry H. Johnston and Frederick C. Selous, other archives, and obscure publications reminded me of Roosevelt. So omnipresent was mention of the man in writings by and about those interested in Africa during the years before World War I that I decided to renew my perusal of his work. In some senses, this anthology is an outgrowth of those efforts, although there have been other manifestations of my interest in Roosevelt.




  Almost two decades ago, for example, when named a distinguished professor by the university where I taught, I chose Roosevelt as the subject of an annual speech to the institution’s honor students. The man and his milieu lay outside my primary field of study, British imperial history, but it seemed that one could offer nothing finer to the best and brightest among college students than a glimpse of his approach to life. Certainly to me, for whom the natural world has always been of surpassing significance, the fact that outdoor-related experiences loomed so large in Roosevelt’s life has been highly inspirational. I suspect that others who read this work, and its predecessors in the Theodore Roosevelt Classics Library, will concur in wholehearted fashion. With that by way of background, let us now take a fuller look at the career of this remarkable man, with particular attention being devoted to his evolution as a hunter, naturalist, and conservationist.




  ****




  Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., was born on October 27, 1858, in New York City. His parents were comfortably well off, living in an upscale area of the city and regularly taking extended summer vacations in the country. It might be stretching matters a tad to suggest that young Theodore was born with a silver spoon in his mouth, but unquestionably he enjoyed many of the advantages associated with affluence. However, from a tender age Theodore (he loathed the nickname “Teddy,” which was not accorded him until he was a prominent national figure), for all the wealth and privilege that was his birthright, faced adverse circumstances.




  He was a victim of recurrent and severe asthma attacks, and so sickly was the lad that he did not attend public schools. Instead, tutors were hired by the family, and there was the occasional stint in private schools. As a result, his education was a bit of a hodgepodge, although there can be no denying his intellectual powers. Always an insatiable reader, he enjoyed Joel Chandler Harris’ Uncle Remus stories, Robinson Crusoe, and most any romantic tale of history or adventure.




  The love of literature came in considerable measure from his mother and her sister, Anna, who read to him on a regular basis. His father also influenced his namesake’s development significantly and in many ways. One example that stands out is from a trip abroad, after a strenuous hike in the Alps. The elder Roosevelt had noticed that outdoor exercise seemed to help his son’s asthma, but he also worried about the boy’s frailty. Eventually, in a straightforward manner, he presented his son with the facts of life as he saw them: “Theodore, 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.” Never one to shrink from a challenge, Teedie (as the family nicknamed him) henceforth devoted himself to physical exercise and conditioning in an admirable fashion. “I’ll make my body,” he vowed, and the strenuous life so often associated with Roosevelt began. Wrestling, boxing, horseback riding, hiking, camping, climbing, rowing, swimming, and, most of all, hunting became lifelong obsessions. These endeavors also had a significant psychological effect. As he strengthened and increasingly proved able to overcome attacks of asthma and bronchial problems, his confidence grew exponentially.




  “My father was the best man I ever knew,” Roosevelt would later write. “He combined strength and courage with gentleness, tenderness, and great unselfishness.” To some degree, all of these qualities, but particularly strength and courage, made up the elder Roosevelt’s legacy to his son. On the other hand, Theodore senior found far too little time for sport or other leisure pursuits, and most of his son’s biographers have suggested that the father’s preoccupation with work contributed to a premature death.




  Theodore senior had only tangential interests in the outdoors. He did a bit of hunting with his sons in Oyster Bay and on the occasional family outing, and during an extended vacation abroad in 1872–1873, they hunted birds in Egypt. Yet he owned some lovely guns, including a set of percussion pistols from W. W. Greener, the noted British gunmaker, and a pinfire 12-gauge shotgun made by Lefaucheux. The former carried the monogram TR, which the son would eventually adopt. In the pages that follow, Theodore junior is frequently referred to simply as TR.




  The origins of TR’s interest in hunting and natural history can be readily discerned. The highly romantic adventure novels of Mayne Reid, works on African exploration such as those by Dr. David Livingstone and Roualeyn Gordon-Cumming, and a boy’s typical fascination with nature all contributed. His real mentor in this field, however, was his uncle, Robert Barnwell Roosevelt. Uncle Robert lived next door, and he was a recognized authority on a variety of outdoor subjects. He wrote several well-respected books on fishing and ichthyology, as well as Game Birds of the Coasts and Florida and the Game Water Birds, and also served on the New York Fish and Game Commission for the better part of two decades. In addition, Robert Roosevelt was quite active in politics. Indeed, in practical matters, as opposed to philosophical outlook, he may well have been a more meaningful mentor to TR than his father.




  In his preteen and teenage years, Roosevelt hunted whenever he could and pursued studies in natural history, in which ardor more than offset any tendencies toward amateurishness. With an eye to the grandiose that would never leave him, he established the Roosevelt Museum of Natural History in a comer of his bedroom, with a seal’s skull as the centerpiece of his exhibit. He also maintained a diary, some index to the near compulsion to commit words to paper that would characterize him his entire life, and his entries were as careful as his spelling was capricious.




  A trip to Europe in 1869, followed by another in 1872–1873, influenced him a great deal, and the family’s summertime escapes from the stifling confines of the city were for him periods of joy. Other important developments took place as he entered the troubled times of teenagedom. In the late summer of 1871, he went on a camping, fishing, and shooting trip in the Adirondacks and White Mountains. In company with his cousin West and others, he caught trout, canoed, shot air guns, and had ample opportunity to observe a variety of wildlife. The following year came the discovery that he was exceptionally nearsighted. Eyeglasses opened up a new world for him, both figuratively and literally, and it seems somehow appropriate that the revelation of his myopia came after he had been given a gun (the aforementioned Lefaucheux 12 gauge). Before being fitted with glasses, he could not even see the targets at which others shot, but once fitted, he remarked that he had had “no idea how beautiful the world was.”




  That same year, Roosevelt underwent some formal training in natural history (his teacher was John G. Bell, a noted authority who had worked with John James Audubon) and began a program of intense reading on the subject, a program that would continue until his death. He delighted in the Egyptian portion of the family’s 1872–1873 vacation, shooting a wide variety of the birds along the Nile, and a Christmas present of a double-barreled breech-loading shotgun added to his joy. By the time the family returned home in the fall of 1873, the precocious fifteen-year-old was intent on embracing the “vigor of life” as best he could. He now fully appreciated the Roman adage that a sound mind and a sound body went together, and further ventures afield in 1874 and 1875 gave him welcome chances to focus on both mens and corpus.




  During that same period, he set about preparing himself for admission to Harvard University, and under the stem tutelage of Arthur Cutler he made excellent progress. When he entered the most venerable and prestigious of all American universities in the fall of 1876, he already possessed many of the characteristics that would mark his adult life. Increasingly self-confident, always hardworking, loquacious, and often combative, he was far removed from the label of weakling that had haunted him in earlier days. The fact that he earned a Phi Beta Kappa key while at Harvard attests to his intellect and powers of application, but from the standpoint of his development in the areas embraced by the present work, it was vacation trips into the Maine wilderness that shaped the budding hunter-naturalist.




  These ventures provided both surcease of sorrow at the death of his father late in 1877 and a test of his manhood. His guide and outfitter for these trips was a Maine lumberman, Bill Sewall, who picked up extra income by taking parties of hunters into the wilderness around his Island Falls home. Sewall was a consummate woodsman of the “Nessmuk” (George Washington Sears) school, and the trip that Roosevelt took with him from September 7 to 26, 1878, proved to be a real watershed in the young man’s life.




  In the course of the adventure, as one of Roosevelt’s most perceptive biographers, H. W. Brands, remarked in T. R.: The Last Romantic (1997), Sewall demonstrated that “the rugged and the refined could coexist.” The pair took to one another almost immediately, thanks in no small measure to common interests and a shared outlook on life. Deeply versed in just the sort of literature TR enjoyed, Sewall had himself been a sickly youth. He would initially serve as a mentor to TR in the ways of woodcraft, and in time he also became a cross between a father figure and an older brother. In that capacity, he would fill the role as an everyman sounding board for Roosevelt as long as he lived.




  Never mind that TR, by his own account, shot so poorly that he bemoaned, “I am disgusted with myself.” Sewall’s first impression of the untested young man as “a thin, pale youngster with bad eyes and a weak heart” would have led him to expect general ineptitude, but to his surprise and eventual delight, TR insisted on nonstop, dawn-to-dusk activity every day. In some senses, this initial Maine journey saw the boy become a man, and TR returned to Cambridge and his studies at Harvard with an improved sense of self-confidence.




  Two subsequent hunting outings in Maine, in March 1879 and from August 23 to September 24 of that same year, strengthened the bond between Sewall and TR, and the lessons learned during these long sojourns in the wilderness would serve TR well in years to come. This would be especially true during the time he spent ranching and hunting in the Dakota Badlands. Meanwhile, the backwoods experiences correlated with striking success at Harvard. When he graduated in 1880, he ranked well toward the top of his class, and his extracurricular activities attested to the breadth of his interests. During his years at the university, TR was welcomed into the ranks of the exclusive Porcellian Club and also belonged to the Hasty Pudding Club and the O.K. Society. He was an active participant in the Natural History Society, served as editor of the Harvard Advocate, and somehow found time to follow a strict regimen of physical training and teach Sunday school at the Cambridge Episcopal Church.




  The time was at hand to deal with momentous matters—graduate study, a career path, and possibly marriage. However, TR first went on an extended hunting trip, this time in company with his brother, Elliott. This escape to the wilds and engagement in manly pursuits would become a prominent feature of TR’s adult life (despite the fact that in this instance the trip was undertaken against the strong advice of his physician, who expressed concerns about a weak heart). On this occasion and on many subsequent ones when faced by pressures in his personal or political life, TR would find that the solitude of the wild world, perhaps shared with a close companion such as Elliott, was the ideal situation in which to clear his mind and make critical decisions.




  During this particular trip, the brothers hunted upland birds and small game. TR treated himself to a new shotgun, and he got his first taste of the West, a region that would draw him for the remainder of his existence. When he and Elliott returned to the family’s Oyster Bay home at the end of September, TR assuredly felt a sense of inner peace and readiness to face whatever the future might bring.




  Upon his return, Roosevelt plunged into adult life in typically ebullient fashion. On his twenty-second birthday he married Alice Hathaway Lee, whom he had met while at Harvard, and the couple settled in New York City, where he began studies as a law student at Columbia University. He completed work on the first of what would be many books, The Naval War of 1812 (1882), began active participation in the Republican Club of New York City, and took a European tour with his new bride. Election to the New York State Assembly soon followed (TR had left Columbia), and he plunged headlong into controversy surrounding financial and judicial irregularities connected with the Manhattan Elevated Railway. Soon he would be seen as a major voice for reform, and for the next three decades, outdoor experiences were for the most part precious times to be sampled and savored between the demands of politics, diplomacy, writing, and military pursuits.




  Yet there was never any doubt about what held priority of place in TR’s mind. He wrote to H. H. Gorringe, a retired U. S. naval officer who contemplated joining him on an 1883 trip to the Little Missouri River, “I am fond of politics, but fonder still of a little big game hunting.” Reaching this conclusion required no great degree of introspection. His remark was simply a statement of reality, and TR’s sentiments on this score would continue unchanged. As Paul Russell Cutright noted in the preface to his important book, Theodore Roosevelt: The Naturalist (1956), “Roosevelt began his life as a naturalist, and he ended it as a naturalist. Throughout a half century of strenuous activity his interest in wildlife, though subject to ebb and flow, was never abandoned at any time.”




  In the autumn of 1883, plagued by a return of his old nemesis, asthma, and desperately in need of some relief from the tiring grind of politics, Roosevelt decided to go on a hunting trip in the Dakota Badlands. He shot a buffalo, albeit only after varied misadventures including dealing with inclement weather and his indifferent marksmanship. Yet to TR, obstacles were ever a welcome challenge, and he was a complete stranger to the word quit. As he repeatedly commented to his companion and guide on the trip, Joe Ferris, “It’s dogged as does it.” In the end, the taciturn Ferris, a tough little man who initially harbored serious doubts regarding the toughness of his client, altered his opinion. He described TR as “a plumb good sort,” and for Ferris that was the highest compliment.




  Roosevelt’s initial exposure to the Badlands had a dramatic impact on him, and for the ensuing decade he would be torn between the West and the East, between a life lived close to nature and one at the heart of national affairs. Before he boarded the train for the return home, he had set in motion plans to buy a ranch, Chimney Butte, in the Badlands. His intent was to begin raising cattle, and he invested a substantial sum in livestock. By the time he returned, on June 9, 1884, his life had changed dramatically. His wife and mother died within hours of one another on February 14, 1884. Alice died from a kidney disease, two days after childbirth, and his mother, affectionately known as Mittie, succumbed to typhoid fever. It was the lowest point of Roosevelt’s life. His diary for the day shows a black X followed by a single sentence: “The light has gone out of my life.”




  In reality, TR was far too resilient and possessed of too strong a character for even twin disasters of this magnitude to cause him to remain inactive for long. At this sad juncture in his life, the Badlands afforded him a refuge. On the day his wife and mother were buried, he wrote in his journal: “For joy or for sorrow my life has now been lived out.” He left the State Assembly and suffered mightily for a time. Within four months, however, he was back in the Dakota Territory, and soon he bought a second ranch, which he named Elkhom because shed elk antlers were plentiful on its acreage. He even managed to persuade his old Maine guide and mentor, Bill Sewall, to come west and manage the ranch.




  Soon he was, by his own judgment, “well hardened,” and the prairie wildflowers and singing birds of spring lifted his spirits. He took a solitary trip, perhaps in search of himself and perhaps because he “wanted to see if I could not do perfectly well without a guide.” The experience was an inspiring one: “I felt as absolutely free as a man could feel; . . . I do not mind loneliness; and I enjoyed the trip to the utmost.”




  So much was this the case, in fact, that he undertook a more ambitious outing, a hunting trip to Wyoming. Until he went on his great African safari, this would be TR’s longest and most ambitious outdoor adventure. The trip lasted seven weeks and gave Roosevelt a great deal of satisfaction. He and members of his party took six elk, seven deer, three grizzlies, and 109 head of various “small game,” with the daily bag being duly recorded in his diary. Roosevelt could justifiably feel, at the conclusion of the arduous adventure, that he had become an able, even accomplished, outdoorsman. With the trip in the Bighorns behind him, it was once more time to look back to the East and the responsibilities of public service, which were a family tradition, and his destiny. As R. L. Wilson wrote, in Theodore Roosevelt—Outdoorsman (1971), “His heart belonged to the West, his mind to the East.”




  From 1883 through 1886, Roosevelt would spend just over a year in the Badlands, for political affairs and other matters increasingly claimed his attention in New York. Yet he already had the raw material that would result in two of his most moving and enduring books, Hunting Trips of a Ranchman (1885) and Ranch Life and the Hunting-Trail (1888). Portions of The Wilderness Hunter (1893) also draw on his experiences in these years. In these books—and in the early books published by the Boone and Crockett Club that he coedited with George Bird Grinnell, as well as in periodicals—he wrote vividly of bears and wolves, elk and antelopes, together with giving readers a real feel for the hardiness and hardship that were integral parts of ranching. He was already an authority on western fauna, and the region’s wildness and primitive loveliness had left an indelible impression on him. The same was true of its inhabitants. When, in Hunting Trips of a Ranchman, he described cowboys as “sinewy, hardy, [and] self-reliant,” saying that “their life forces them to be both daring and adventurous, and the passing over their heads of a few years leaves printed on their faces certain lives which tell of dangers quietly confronted and hardships uncomplainingly endured,” he was waxing wistful about a style of life he greatly admired. Small wonder that he left this period of his life with a determination to preserve the West that had laid hold of a comer of his soul. It is a measure of his determination that Roosevelt would, to a greater degree than any other American, be responsible for protecting this western wonderland.




  Sadly, major setbacks in his personal life continued to haunt Roosevelt. The winter of 1886–1887 in the Badlands was one of the most severe on record. He lost most of his cattle, and when he visited the ranch in the spring of 1887, he saw scenes of utter devastation. He took the only road truly open to him and abandoned the ranch life that held such personal appeal but that emptied his purse. Yet his love affair with the region was a lasting one, and soon he would offer, in his four-volume The Winning of the West (1889–1896), a paean to the West that is of scholarly importance even today. As a contemporary reviewer wrote, the work was “natural, simple, and picturesque” with “chapters of singular felicity.”




  The ensuing decade would be one of the most sedentary periods of Roosevelt’s life. Yet the years leading up to his career-shaping exploits with the Rough Riders at San Juan Hill were anything but devoid of outdoor activity. In December 1887, he hosted a dinner that resulted in the founding of the Boone and Crockett Club, and he wrote the organization’s constitution, with the concept of fair chase being at the heart of its philosophy. Another primary aim of the club, one redolent of Roosevelt’s thinking, was conservation of big game animals and their habitat.




  A year earlier he had married Edith Kermit Carow, and soon they were the parents of a bevy of boisterous youngsters. The children, born over a span of eleven years in the late 1880s and the 1890s, gave him great joy and the perfect excuse for short, satisfying escapes to nature. In time he would introduce each of the four boys to hunting and wilderness ways, and all of the children (TR’s first wife had borne a daughter, as had Edith) were instilled with an appreciation for nature. The boys would become skilled hunters and, not surprisingly, surer shots than their myopic father. Quentin was killed in World War I when only 21 years of age, and Archibald suffered serious wounds in both World War I and World War II. Kermit, who died in Alaska in 1943, transcended his father in his breadth of geographical experience, and both he and Theodore junior (actually Theodore Roosevelt III but always known as Theodore junior) were active members and officers of the Boone and Crockett Club.




  Growing up at the home TR had acquired for his rambunctious brood, Sagamore Hill, the children had elbow room aplenty. Their father, on the other hand, found himself more and more at the center of the nation’s affairs in Washington. In 1888 he resumed an active role in politics, campaigning for the successful presidential candidate, Benjamin Harrison. This led to an appointment to the Civil Service Commission that would be continued under President Grover Cleveland. Still, even in this period in which earning a living took on increasing importance (his Dakota ranching investments had eaten up most of his inheritance), he managed to go on at least one hunt each year. These outings took him to British Columbia, the Rockies, his old haunts in the Badlands, the Yellowstone River region, and elsewhere. Out of these experiences came, among other writings, The Wilderness Hunter, arguably the finest of TR’s hunting books. In it he made “a plea for manliness and simplicity and delight in a vigorous outdoor life.” To read the work is to realize that the author was a man who had experienced and who understood the subjects about which he wrote.




  In 1895, he left his position with the Civil Service Commission to become New York City’s police commissioner. It was a lateral career move, indicative more than anything else of how Washington had begun to pall. The new post also bore some promise of adventure—not the outdoor kind to which Roosevelt was accustomed, but rather an opportunity for meaningful reforms. He worked like a Trojan, relishing the challenge presented to him. Incorruptible and fearless, Roosevelt managed to step on plenty of political toes as police commissioner, including those of the entrenched Thomas “Boss” Platt. The fact that Platt was a fellow Republican mattered not one whit to Roosevelt, and TR’s honesty and flair for the dramatic began to catch the eye of the common man.




  Acceptance in April 1897 of the position of assistant secretary of the Navy under President William McKinley gave him even greater prominence. Yet it was the Spanish-American War and the acceptance of a lieutenant colonel’s commission in a volunteer cavalry regiment that would place him squarely in the national eye. The regiment, which came to be known as the Rough Riders, drew men of the sort TR liked best, “a splendid set of men,” as he described them. When Roosevelt led the Rough Riders in the assault on San Juan Hill, he called it “the great day of my life.” In many ways it was, despite the fact that the conflict was in truth a minor one, referred to in the title of one history as “the splendid little war.”




  It was certainly splendid for Roosevelt, because the recognition and renown it brought him opened the road to the White House. Election as governor of New York followed almost immediately, and in that post he was an effective reformer and fiscal conservative. Although he was anything but keen on the nomination, he agreed (before his term was out) to join the William McKinley ticket as the Republican candidate for vice president. The Republicans won, an assassin’s bullet struck McKinley in September 1901, and suddenly the White House was home to a devoted hunter.




  Even though the last few years had seen Roosevelt do far less hunting than he would have liked, he was afield when he got news of the anarchist’s having shot McKinley. As president, TR would find a surprising amount of time to hunt, mixing escapes to the wild with trust-busting, reform on many fronts, diplomatic initiatives that led to the “great rapprochement” with England, and much more. His first hunt as president took him to Mississippi, where to his lasting chagrin he found that his guide, the highly experienced bear hunter Holt Collier, had captured a bear and bound it in ropes, to await a killing shot. TR bluntly refused to be a part of such a charade, and from this the “Teddy” bear fad was born. He was disgusted with the whole affair, and it would be a source of embarrassment for the remainder of his life. Nonetheless, from that time forward his name would be associated with bears.




  Other aspects of his two terms as president (he was elected in his own right after completing McKinley’s term) that were associated with sport and conservation were much more satisfying. These included an outing in Yosemite with the great naturalist John Muir and a similar trip to Yellowstone with another noted conservationist, John Burroughs. The latter’s Camping & Tramping with Roosevelt (1907) offers particularly useful insight into this meeting of kindred minds. More significant, however, were TR’s concrete accomplishments in terms of promoting conservation. He founded the Forest Service and persuaded Gifford Pinchot to serve as its first director, signed bills creating five new national parks, established game reserves and the National Bison Range, and in general made Americans aware of the importance of protecting wildlife and habitat. As R. L. Wilson wrote, “Had Roosevelt done nothing else as President, his greatness would still have been ensured by what he did in conservation.”




  TR hunted regularly during his presidency—taking a wild turkey in Virginia, a bear in Louisiana; coursing after wolves, coyotes, and foxes in several states; killing rattlesnakes and wolves in Oklahoma; and chasing bears and bobcats in Colorado. He also regularly entertained Boone and Crockett Club compatriots at the White House, along with eminent foreign hunters such as the great British big game hunter Fred Selous.




  As his second term in office moved toward an end, Roosevelt increasingly thought about a grand African safari. His papers reveal correspondence with a remarkable number of individuals who were intimately familiar with the Dark Continent. In addition to Selous, these included J. H. Patterson, author of the chilling The Man-Eaters of Tsavo and Other East African Adventures (1907); R. J. Cuninghame, a fellow hunter-naturalist; the noted American naturalist Carl Akeley; and Edward North Buxton, author of several highly respected works on big game, including Two African Trips (1902) and Short Stalks; Or Hunting Camps North, South, East, and West (1892). Selous and Buxton helped immeasurably in planning the trip, and Roosevelt found plenty of financial supporters.




  Andrew Carnegie helped subsidize the safari, and TR contracted with Scribner’s Magazine to write a series of articles that would eventually become a book. The magazine offered the princely sum of $50,000 for the articles, plus royalties from the book. Roosevelt also worked out an arrangement with the Smithsonian Institution to collect specimens for it, thereby stifling in large measure those who had criticized the forthcoming safari as little more than a progress of slaughter. The safari, which got under way in 1909 after months of the type of meticulous preparation one would expect from a man with TR’s devotion to detail, would be the high point of his hunting life.




  It was a success from beginning to end, despite irritating attention from the press of the sort reminiscent of today’s paparazzi. Accompanied by his son Kermit, he bagged Africa’s Big Five (lion, leopard, buffalo, elephant, and rhinoceros), along with a variety of less dangerous game. His experiences are fully detailed in African Game Trails (1910) and the two-volume Life-Histories of African Game Animals (with Edmund Heller; 1914). National Geographic magazine, in a lengthy review of the former work, said that Africa’s “sights . . . are described so vividly and accurately that even the most quiet and unimaginative citizen . . . can easily picture the extraordinary contact which remains so fixed in Mr. Roosevelt’s mind.” National Geographic termed the book “the strongest and best work of literature Mr. Roosevelt has yet written,” saying it constituted “an unusual contribution to science, geography, literature, and adventure.”




  The magnitude of the expedition’s collection can only be described as amazing. Altogether, TR and those who accompanied him collected 4,897 mammals, some 2,000 reptiles, 500 fish, and 4,000 birds, not to mention numerous invertebrates. The overall holding, portions of which can still be studied at the Smithsonian, remains one of the most important of its kind.




  The triumphant progress through Europe that followed the safari (Edith met her husband and son at Khartoum and toured with them through Europe) was a bittersweet experience. After the wilds of Africa and constant communing with nature in its most primitive and raw forms, it was hectic in the extreme to be always in demand in civilized society. TR traveled to Norway to make his belated acceptance speech for the 1906 Nobel Peace Prize (awarded for his efforts in ending the Russo-Japanese War), spoke at Oxford University and the Sorbonne, visited the mercurial German kaiser Wilhelm, and met royalty and dignitaries in most of the European capital cities. He wound up his tour by attending, as President Taft’s chosen emissary, the funeral of King Edward VII.




  A hale and hearty Roosevelt was 51 years of age when he returned home. He found the Republican Party in turmoil. Taft had proven an ineffectual president, indecisive, vacillating, and prone to take the path of least resistance rather than make hard decisions. TR was appalled at the state of affairs, especially when he found that Gifford Pinchot had been dismissed as chief forester and the goals of the Republican Party’s progressives sacrificed on the altar of expediency and economic interest. He broke openly with Taft and announced, with regard to the 1912 presidential nomination, “My hat is in the ring.”




  He campaigned with characteristic vigor, although he was shot by a fanatic in Milwaukee. Even though the bullet lodged near his right lung, after penetrating his coat, glasses case, and speech, TR refused to go immediately to the hospital. Stubborn and determined as ever, he delivered an impassioned address, holding his audience enthralled as he promoted what he styled the New Nationalism. He then spent a fortnight convalescing at Sagamore Hill, after which he gave a rousing speech at Madison Square Garden, just before the election. He lost to Woodrow Wilson, the Democratic nominee, but far outdistanced Taft. This defeat effectively ended his political career.




  TR then turned to writing his autobiography, contributing to Scribner’s Magazine and the Outlook, and putting his papers in order. He went on a cougar hunt in the Grand Canyon as well, in company with his sons Archibald and Quentin and his nephew Nicholas. The four also crossed the Navajo desert and camped in the wilds of Colorado. This trip would be his next-to-last North American big game hunt.




  In 1913, TR lost all vestiges of sight in his left eye, which had been injured years earlier in a boxing match. The loss, however, did nothing to diminish his enthusiasm for the outdoors or determination to live an active life. Instead, he began planning an exploration of Brazil’s fabled River of Doubt—a “last chance to be a boy,” as he put it. He consulted with officials at the American Museum of Natural History, asked acquaintances in South America to help with arrangements, and contacted experts in South American wildlife. Since Roosevelt’s son Kermit was already employed in Brazil, it was logical that he be included in the party. No detail regarding firearms or other equipment was overlooked.




  The journey was, as TR wrote in his account of it (Through the Brazilian Wilderness [1914]), “a thorough success.” The party mapped the river, a tributary of the Amazon that was later renamed Rio Roosevelt; collected thousands of birds, mammals, and fish; and hunted jaguars and other South American game. However, the hunting paled in comparison with that in Africa, and the heat and humidity took a considerable toll. Roosevelt was injured in a canoe accident, and when the party emerged from the jungle, he was lame and completely worn out and had lost over thirty-five pounds.




  He had only ten days to recuperate, not nearly enough time, before setting out for Spain to attend Kermit’s wedding. Age was beginning to tell, and he also watched the deteriorating European situation with dismay. In September 1915, TR traveled to the woods of Quebec, and, as he wrote, “there befell me one of the most curious and interesting adventures with big game that have ever befallen me.” He was charged by a bull moose and reluctantly shot it (he had already taken one moose) at a range of less than ten yards.




  His beloved sister, Anna Roosevelt Cowles, later commented that she “saw evidence for the first time that this mighty human dynamo is working with a somewhat diminished energy.” Indeed, TR had confided to her that this hunting trip might well be his last, saying he had no desire to be “taken care of,” and those words proved prophetic. He realized that his once vast physical powers and incredible determination were beginning to wane. In the years that remained to him, Roosevelt sorted through his mementos of a sporting life, worked on the impressive trophy room at Sagamore Hill, organized his extensive library, and continued his longtime habit of corresponding with other hunters and naturalists.




  While enjoying these leisurely pursuits, he watched developments of the Great War with growing concern. An unabashed Anglophile, he criticized President Wilson’s waffling and advocated the need for America to ready itself for war. He sensed that the United States would be drawn into the conflict, and he brought his considerable literary powers to bear in preaching what he considered the neglected gospel of preparedness. When the United States finally entered the war, General John J. Pershing’s American Expeditionary Force included all four of TR’s sons, and the old Bull Moose and hero of San Juan bid them farewell, reluctantly remaining behind at Sagamore Hill.




  The war brought tragedy to the Roosevelt family. Quentin died in aerial combat late in the war, and his passing moved TR in profound fashion. “Only those are fit to live who do not fear to die,” he wrote, “and none are fit to die who have shrunk from the joy of life.” There could be no adequate preparation for this tragic event, although Roosevelt confessed to King George V that when his boys left for the European theater, “we did not expect to see all of them come back.” James Amos, Roosevelt’s beloved butler and bodyguard, said the death of “Quinikins” left Roosevelt “a changed man. He was eating his heart out.”




  The grief was intensified, if that was possible, by the fact that his son’s death came shortly after TR had had an attack of jungle fever, a holdover from his earlier adventures in the tropics. The attack left him with limited mobility and some deafness. His physicians even went so far as to warn him that he might spend the remainder of his life in a wheelchair. He courageously shrugged off their pronouncements, saying, “All right, I can work that way.” And work he did through much of 1918. In fact, after the Democratic Party took a thrashing in the fall elections and the Republicans were left holding a majority in both the House and the Senate, he even began thinking of a run for president in 1920. It was not to be.




  Late in 1918 he was once more quite ill. The diagnosis was inflammatory rheumatism, but biographer H. W. Brands suggested that the real problem was probably parasites remaining from his Amazon trip “that were undetectable by contemporary medical tests.” For a few days in the new year there were hints of his old energy, and on January 5 he worked a full eleven hours. At bedtime, though, he told Edith he had “such a strange feeling.” In the wee hours of the morning, after TR had slept quietly for several hours, his faithful factotum, James Amos, noticed he had stopped breathing. Roosevelt’s son Archibald, home recuperating from wounds suffered in battle on the western front, cabled his brothers: “The old lion is dead.”




  Thus ended what TR had called (and what Scribner’s would entitle a collection of his speeches and essays) “the great adventure.” He described those “who have dared the Great Adventure” as “the torch-bearers.” Without question, for virtually all of his life Roosevelt had belonged in the front rank of the torch-bearers. Nowhere was that more obvious than in his efforts as a hunter, naturalist, and advocate of protecting the nation’s natural resources.




  Roosevelt remains the only American president to have had a true sense of the importance of balancing human and environmental needs. He knew nature intimately and cherished the natural world with fervor while communicating its wonders with verve and vigor. He was an advocate of conservation, not preservation, believing that forests and fields, wildlife and wild wonders should be used intelligently to serve humankind. He left a lasting and romantic legacy, one that places today’s lovers of nature, whether their outlook is that of Thoreau or of hunters like Davy Crockett and Daniel Boone, in his debt. He lived, with incredible fullness, the strenuous life in which he so staunchly believed. The essence of that life remains one that we can share, in our national forests and national parks, with their fish-filled streams and game-rich forests, and in our wildlife refuges and bird sanctuaries, teeming with creatures of the air, water, and land. “To know him was to love him,” said John Burroughs when he learned of Roosevelt’s death.




  Even today, a full fourscore years and more later, Roosevelt’s legacy inspires us even as his joie de vivre invigorates us. To read the selections from his works that follow, together with the material offered in the earlier books in this Library, is to savor that inspiration and share that invigoration at the hands of a masterful writer.




  Jim Casada




  ROCK HILL, SOUTH CAROLINA




  A Note on Selection and Organization




  Theodore Roosevelt was a prolific writer throughout virtually all of his adult life, and the subjects he covered ranged as widely as his multifaceted endeavors. The outdoor and sporting life ran as a bright and constant thread through the fabric of his career, and his pursuits afield were the core around which his articles and books were built. As members of this Library already realize, Roosevelt wrote on hunting and what he fondly styled the “strenuous life” with power and poignancy. Many of his books, perhaps most notably African Game Trails and Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter, have become enduring classics. Others languished in relative obscurity until the advent of the Theodore Roosevelt Classics Library. The least-appreciated part of his oeuvre as a sporting or outdoor scribe is his contributions to magazines and anthologies.




  To be sure, some of Roosevelt’s work for popular periodicals was eventually incorporated in his books. For example, most of what was to become African Game Trails first saw the light of day as a series of articles in Scribner’s Magazine. Nonetheless, a considerable number of writings by Roosevelt heretofore have not appeared in book form, or, in the case of pieces that did so appear, were published as parts of anthologies. Accordingly, the selections included here are those that focus in some fashion on Roosevelt’s outdoor interests and that are not readily found (if at all) in book form.




  Each piece included in this volume is identified according to its original place of publication, and if I have knowledge of its subsequently having been reprinted, that bibliographical information is given as well. Brief editorial commentary, intended to provide a backdrop for the subject of the article, introduces the individual selections. Fuller editorial input begins each of the anthology’s five parts, with the arrangement following a somewhat loose chronological scheme.




  PART I




  A Sportsman in the Making




  [image: image]




  Introductory Note




  It can be said that from a quite tender age, Theodore Roosevelt was a sportsman in the making. He evinced a keen interest in all aspects of natural history; he early realized that hunting and other activities afield required grit and stamina, qualities he possessed in abundance; and he found life in the open an ideal antidote for a youthful frailty that came from chronic asthma. His fondest recollections of childhood revolved around outdoor adventure, with the family’s frequent retreats to the country giving him great pleasure. As he would later write:




  

    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 a manner by staining ourselves (and incidentally our clothes) in liberal fashion with poke-cherry juice.


  




  Interestingly, Theodore Roosevelt, Sr., was not a keen sportsman. While he occasionally joined his sons in hunting game during their adolescence, he cannot really be viewed as his son’s sporting mentor. Instead, TR became a hunter through his youthful fascination with natural history. Both sport and the study of wildlife would become lifelong passions. In the three pieces offered here, we see the manner in which natural history and sport were inextricably intertwined in Roosevelt the hunter.




  TR realized that solid woodcraft loomed large in hunting success, and the observational skills he had nurtured from boyhood served him well in this regard. Indeed, Roosevelt was never more than a mediocre shot at best, and his eyesight was a distinct liability in the hunting field. Yet he more than offset these potentially significant shortcomings through dogged persistence and heavy reliance on his understanding of game behavior and habitat. The wisdom he offers in these pieces, and this is especially true of the essay that opens the book, is timeless. As a contemporary of Roosevelt’s who was known as the Dean of American Campers once wrote: “In the school of the outdoors there is no graduation day.” Those words might well have been a sporting motto for TR.




  ****




  

    Roosevelt was always a staunch advocate of careful, even meticulous, observation. Most likely he cultivated this approach because he considered it essential to the making of a competent naturalist. After all, he lived in an age when talented amateurs made some of the most significant contributions to knowledge of natural history. He cultivated friendships with many such individuals, and three of them, the Englishmen Frederick C. Selous and Abel Chapman, along with John Muir, figure prominently elsewhere in the present work. In this short piece, which originally appeared in Outing magazine (vol. 37 [1900–1901]: 631–633), Roosevelt makes a convincing case for trained observation in a hunter. As a hunter, from his first tentative footsteps afield through the crowning achievement of his grand African safari and beyond, it would be his most important and distinguishing characteristic.


  




  THE NEED OF TRAINED OBSERVATION




  EVERY hunter ought to be a field naturalist, and must be an observer, if he is to be a hunter in anything but name. His observations will deal primarily with the animals he pursues, but if he is wise, they will also cover a wide range of other subjects. The professed naturalist owes much to his sporting brother. This, of course is especially true as regards big game, and, indeed, as regards all the rarer quadrupeds which vanish before the advent of civilization. It is a real misfortune when a man who has exceptional opportunities for observing the wild life of these creatures fails to take advantage of his opportunities, for too often they have vanished by the time the trained scientific man comes upon the field. Moreover, the latter is apt to be absorbed with his observations of the numerous lesser forms of animal life, which stay in the land, and the records concerning which therefore do not have the same value. It is for this reason, by the way, that the big game hunter who has scientific aspirations should not lose his sense of perspective, so to speak, and neglect the work which he alone can do, for the sake of that which can be done at any time by any of those who may follow in his footsteps. Thus in Dr. Donaldson Smith’s recent record of his noteworthy explorations in Africa there are appendices devoted to catalogues of beetles and botanical specimens. This is all very well in its way, but it is not one-thousandth part as important from the larger scientific standpoint, as would have been a full and accurate account by the Doctor of the life history, and indeed the physical peculiarities of the rhinoceros, with which he was brought into such intimate and often unpleasant contact. It is not so important as a full and detailed account of such incidents as the fighting between the lions and hyenas, of which he was an eye witness.




  Every big game hunter ought to be an observer. If he keeps a record of his observations, one of his first experiences will be to find that they seemingly conflict with those of some other observer equally competent. If he is hasty he will conclude that the other observer is not telling the truth; and the public at large will conclude that they cannot both be right. Now, of course, it is perfectly possible that they both are right; and it is possible, on the other hand, that while each has seen a part of the truth, he has not seen all. In any observation of this kind there are varying factors. In the first place, two men may not see the same thing alike; and in the next place, one man may not see the same thing quite alike on two different days; while finally, two animals of the same kind may act utterly different, or one may act differently at different times, or all of those who dwell in one place, or who are observed at one season, may behave very differently from those that dwell in other places, or are seen under other circumstances.




  When these conditions are set forth in print, they seem such obvious truisms as hardly to be worth putting down. But as a matter of fact they are continually forgotten in practice. Even a trained observer will make mistakes, and those, who, though eager and interested, have no special training or knowledge, are sure to err much more frequently. Besides, the language which one person uses to convey a somewhat unfamiliar idea, may to another person convey this idea in a totally different form. For instance, at one time I was a great deal in the cattle country, and in the spring time, out on the treeless wastes, I frequently came across sage fowl. On a still, clear morning at dawn I would often hear the love notes of the male and, going toward them, have had to travel a very long distance before coming in sight of the bird himself. The impression gradually fixed itself upon my mind that there was a considerable volume of sound, which I described as “booming;” and at first I was rather impatient of correction when a friend of wide experience insisted that it ought rather to be described as clucking, and was by no means a powerful noise. Yet I afterwards became convinced that my friend was, in the main, right, and that my impressions of the sound were due less to the sound itself than to the stillness, the loneliness, and the uninterrupted, measureless expanse of the surroundings. In another matter connected with this same bird, the difference in certain observations was due not to anything in me or the surroundings, but to a variation in the habits of the bird. I had always found sage fowl far away from trees, on desolate flats, where there could be no ranches. But in 1892, near the head waters of the upper Missouri, I came upon them more than once in parties right by the river, among the small cottonwoods, and on at least one occasion, so near the garden of a settler that I was for a moment doubtful whether they were not domesticated.




  Wherever any man has the opportunity to observe but a few individuals of any species, and of course when his observations are hurried, there is every chance for a conflict of testimony. For instance, I recall two friends, each with about an equal experience in shooting our large bears. One has been repeatedly charged, and has a most wholesome respect for the grizzly’s prowess. The other, who has killed an even larger number, has never seen the grizzly display anything but abject cowardice, and down in the bottom of his heart I think, he regards all tales to the contrary as impinging somewhat on fancy.




  In my own experience I have generally found the mountain sheep to be a very difficult animal to bag, far more so than deer or elk. One of the hands on my ranch, however, who had killed several, always insisted that the direct reverse was the case, and that, as he expressed it, they were “dumber” than deer. Another friend who was accustomed to European chamois, not only considered the big horn by comparison a stupid, but also by comparison, even a bad climber—a statement I found very hard to believe. In the United States from the days of the earliest explorers to the present time, the big horn has always been, as his name implies, a mountain sheep; but his giant kinsfolk of Asia are often not climbers at all, dwelling on huge plateaus, level or rolling, and with little or no cover.




  It is quite impossible to reconcile some conflicting statements made even by the most eminent authorities. I suppose that all of us who care for a hunter’s life have read, with peculiar interest, the exploits of our fortunate brethren who have shot in that grandest of all the world’s hunting grounds, Africa, and the most enthralling chase is naturally the chase of dangerous game. African hunters are agreed that the lion, elephant, rhinoceros and buffalo are the four kinds of game, the pursuit of which must be considered as dangerous. But when the question is as to which is the most dangerous, every variety of opinion is forthcoming. We must, of course, disregard absolutely the untrustworthy writers, who practice a melodrama degenerating into opera bouffe, like Girard, whose accounts of lion hunting in Algeria are almost pure romance (in striking contrast to the admirable descriptions of that great French hunter, M. Foa). But even when we examine the writings of men who have the highest claims to senous consideration, we are met by irreconcilable differences of opinion, and even differences of fact. Taking four such men, all with wide experience with all the kinds of dangerous African game, Mr. Selous considers the lion by far the most dangerous; Mr. Jackson ranks the buffalo first; Sir Samuel Baker insists upon the elephant; and Mr. Drummond gives the palm to the rhinoceros. Of the rhinoceros, by the way, Messrs. Selous and Jackson speak almost with contempt. Again, take the hyena. Most writers on African sport treat the hyena as an exceedingly cowardly and harmless animal. But some of those who write of Somaliland and the north, not only treat of its ravages among the flocks, but also of its frequently preying upon men, and I have already alluded to Mr. Smith’s account of its prowess even against the lion.
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