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WALT DISNEY
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Name: Walt Disney


Born: December 5, 1901


Died: December 15, 1966


Position: Movie Maker/Dreamer


Career Highlights:


• Was the first voice of Mickey Mouse


• His first theme park, Disneyland, opened in 1955


• Won the most Oscars ever with twenty-two awards over various categories


Interesting Facts:


• During World War I, he drove a Red Cross ambulance in France.


• His film of Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs was the first ever full-length animated film—and won eight Oscars.
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“Booo-a-rd!” he called.


Walt crawled out of the mud


“Wait a minute, Walter.


“We can’t pull it off.


“Look at your picture.”


It was a baby mouse.


Together the two boys began to work up an act.


“I’ll be right back, folks.”


Making animated cartoons was not easy.


Walt would sit on a park bench.


Numerous smaller illustrations




To Lois Stewart Baumgart
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MOVING DAY


FOUR-YEAR-OLD Walt Disney sat on the edge of his seat and swung his legs. For some time he had watched the people in the busy Chicago railroad station. Everybody seemed to be in a hurry. Walt was anxious to get started too.


“Roy,” Walt called to his brother, “why are we waiting?”


“We have to wait until they call our train,” Roy explained. “Here, come sit down by me. We’ll listen for the call together.”


Walt climbed up on the seat beside his brother. He was very quiet as he listened. Somebody was calling a train now.


“Detroit. Lansing. Flint. Port Huron. Toronto. Montreal. Train on Track Four. All abooo-a-rd!” The sound echoed up and down the station and back again.


“What do they mean, Roy? All aboo-a-rd!” Walt spoke in a loud voice, just as if he was calling trains. People all around stopped and looked. Then they laughed.


Thirteen-year-old Roy laughed. “They mean anybody who wants to ride on that train had better hurry and get on it. The train will leave in just a few minutes.”


“Well, come on!” Walt tugged at his brother’s hand. “We don’t want to miss it.”


“Wait a minute, Walter. That’s not our train. That train’s going to the wrong place for us. We’re going to Marceline, Missouri.”


“Oh!” Walt sat down in his seat again, trying to be patient.


Mr. and Mrs. Disney sat across the aisle from Roy and Walt. They both laughed, but their older sons, Herbert and Raymond, didn’t even smile at their small brother. They sat beside their parents and were glum as could be.


Mr. Elias Disney nudged Herbert’s foot with his. “I wish you boys had a little of Walter’s eagerness. I know you will like our farm at Marceline when you see it.”


Seventeen-year-old Herbert shook his head doubtfully. “I’m not sure I will like it, Dad. I’d like to stay in Chicago.”


“Me too,” said Raymond, who was fifteen. “I’m glad we still have a few days left to be in Chicago. I’m not at all anxious to leave the city for a farm at Marceline.”


“Well, those days are going to be busy ones,” said Mr. Disney. “We have a lot of packing to do, and we’ll have to work fast. We want to join your mother as quickly as possible.”


“I hope you’ll hurry,” said Mrs. Flora Disney. “I’m sure Roy and I will need all the help we can get on the farm.”


“We’ll work as hard as we can,” said Herbert. “But, Mother, you know our hearts won’t be in it. We don’t want to go.”


Mrs. Disney understood. She knew how unhappy her two older sons were. She knew how they hated to leave their friends and their life in the city. She spoke gently. “It’s hard to change homes, but a person can never really tell about a place until he’s tried it.”


“Your mother is right. Someday you will be glad you had a chance to live in the country,” Mr. Disney said firmly. “That’s exactly why I bought the farm. Why, look at you—soft, no muscles! City life is unhealthy for boys. Sometimes city boys get into bad company, too. Then they get into trouble.”


Mrs. Disney could feel another argument coming. Elias was a good father, but he just didn’t understand boys. “Now, Elias,” she said, “don’t be too hard on Herbert and Raymond. It will take time for them to get used to farm life. They will miss Chicago. They will have to make new friends. It’s not going to be easy.”


Herbert and Raymond didn’t say a word. They knew their mother had listened to many arguments between them and their father. They knew she was sorry to leave Chicago too. But Mr. Disney had made up his mind. He had bought the farm, and now they had to move.


“Maybe Roy will like the farm,” Herbert spoke at last. He knew he must be more cheerful for his mother’s sake. “And there’s no doubt about it. Walter will like the farm. Walter will love the animals.”


“Ruth doesn’t care at all that she is leaving the city,” Raymond added, trying to make a joke. “She’s sound asleep.”


Mrs. Disney hugged the little girl lying in her arms. “Well, our Ruth is only two years old. This has been a big day for her.”


“It’s a wonder Walter isn’t asleep,” said Mr. Disney. “He must be tired. He was up long before daylight this morning.”


“It surprises me, too. But I expect Walter is too excited to go to sleep. This is a new experience. After all, this will be his first long ride on a train. You know how curious Walter is about everything he sees.”


Just then Walt jumped from his seat. “They’re calling our train!” he announced.


Indeed they were, and loudly! “Joliet. Streator. Chillicothe. Galesburg. Fort Madison. Shopton. Marceline. Carrollton. Kansas City. Track Two. All abooo-a-rd!”


“All abooo-a-rd!” yelled Walt. “Hurry!”


Once more everybody laughed. This time Herbert and Raymond laughed. They couldn’t help themselves. They were excited too.


RAILROAD TALK


The whole Disney family hurried to the train. They got on the train too. Of course not all of them stayed on the train. Mr. Disney, Herbert, and Raymond soon said good-bye. They stayed only long enough to make certain the baggage was properly placed and Mrs. Disney and the children were comfortably settled.


Walt didn’t stay settled for long, however. He ran from one window of the train to another. He didn’t want to miss a thing. He especially wanted to see the man in uniform standing by the train steps. “Roy, what’s that man down there doing?” Walt called.


“That’s the conductor,” Roy explained. “He’s about to give a signal to start the train.”


Walt pressed his nose against the window glass.


The conductor did appear to be giving a signal. He held his right hand high in the air. At the same time he looked at his watch in his left hand. Then, all of a sudden, he gave a loud call. “Booo-a-rd!”


In a few seconds Walt announced, “I think we’re moving.” He was right. The train picked up speed. It creaked and it squeaked. It rounded a bend in the track. It swayed.


“We’re on our way to Missouri!” Walt sang. “We’re on our way. We’re on our way.”
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Just then the door of the railroad coach opened. The conductor entered. “Tickets!” he announced. “Have your tickets ready!”


Walt turned to the conductor. “Hello,” he announced. “I watched you start the train.”


The conductor smiled at the friendly blond boy. He winked at Roy. “I’ll bet you can’t show me how I did it.”


“Oh, yes, I can.” Walt stood up. He stretched his right arm above his head as far as he could reach. “Booo-a-rd!” he called.


“Why, that’s very good. Maybe you’ll become a conductor when you grow up. You already know one of our signals.”


“Thank you,” said Walt. “I’d like to be a conductor. I like trains.”


“Well then, maybe you’d like to help me collect the tickets.”


“Oh, Mother, may I?”


Mrs. Disney nodded. Then she warned, “But the conductor is a busy man, Walter. Don’t annoy him with too many questions.”


Walt followed the conductor happily. By the time he returned to his seat, he and the conductor were good friends.


“We went all the way to the engine,” announced Walt. “We watched the mail train grab the mail on the fly, too. They grabbed it with a big hook. They didn’t even have to slow down for the station.”


“My, you’re talking just like a railroader,” said Mrs. Disney. “But suppose that’s natural. You take after your father. He used to work for the railroad.”


“Oh, what kind of railroad work did he do?” asked the conductor.


“He was a grease monkey, whatever that was,” Mrs. Disney explained.


Roy started to laugh. So did Walt. Then they caught their mother’s eye. They both knew it wouldn’t be polite to laugh.


“That’s railroad talk,” the conductor said. “A grease monkey is a car oiler. Every time a train finishes a trip, the engine is checked from top to bottom. A grease monkey does a thorough job of oiling the engine.”


“Grease monkey is an odd name. Where do railroaders get such terms?” asked Roy.


“Oh, the railroads have a lot of terms that outsiders don’t understand.”


“I know. My husband used to be a snipe, too,” said Mrs. Disney. “A snipe was a track laborer. He helped lay a railroad track from Kansas to Denver, Colorado.”


“My goodness, that must have been hard work,” said the conductor. “I’ve heard the workers sometimes had to fight off the Indians and the wild animals, too. Did your husband have any trouble like that?”


“I don’t believe so. I’ve never heard him speak of it.”


“Indians!” Walt jumped out of his seat. His brown eyes were wide with excitement. “Do you think Indians will attack this train?”


“No, no, young man. This is 1906,” said the conductor. “The Indians have all moved to their reservations out West. We don’t have to worry about the Indians now.”


“Well, sir,” Roy said with a grin, “you’ve disappointed my little brother. He would enjoy nothing better than an Indian attack.”


“Don’t worry,” Mrs. Disney smiled at Walt. “With Walter’s imagination, he’ll see Indians attacking all the way to Marceline.”


Walt grinned back. He knew his mother was teasing.


The family often teased him about his imagination.


The conductor tousled Walt’s hair.


“Well, young man, it looks as if you’ve got a bait can up there on the rack. How would you like me to get it down for you?”


“Bait can?” Walt was puzzled.


“I’ll bet that’s more railroad talk,” said Roy. “By bait can you must mean our lunch basket, don’t you?”


“That’s right, and it’s a good thing you guessed it,” said the conductor. “I have a feeling this young fellow wouldn’t be happy for very long if he had to fly light.”


“If flying light means to miss a meal,” said Mrs. Disney, “I am sure he wouldn’t. He’s always ready to eat.”


The conductor handed down the basket. Then he said good-bye.


“Good-bye, and thank you,” said Walt.


“Here, Mother, let me hold Ruth for you,” Roy offered. He took the little girl.


Soon Mrs. Disney was passing out fried chicken and boiled eggs to her sons. The Disneys were eating happily, and their train was rushing on to their new home in Missouri.


Every so often Walt stopped eating and looked out the window. He still hoped to see an Indian lurking somewhere nearby.
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FARM LIFE


EVERYBODY KEPT busy on the farm. The work was never finished. Little Ruth was the only one who had no tasks to perform.


Mr. Disney and the older boys did the plowing and planting. They pruned the trees in their two apple orchards and kept the apples picked. Roy looked after two horses and several cows. He milked the cows morning and night.


Mrs. Disney had her housework to do. She also raised chickens and sold their eggs. In addition, she planted a small garden. This called for weeding whenever she had time.


Herbert, Raymond, and Roy not only helped out with the farm work, but they went to school in Marceline.


Walt expected to go to school when he turned six years old on December 5, 1907. But Mrs. Disney said no. He was too young to make the trip to Marceline each day.


Mrs. Disney had once been a teacher, so she started Walt on his lessons at home. In between lessons Walt took care of the pigs. He couldn’t have been happier.


“I’m going to build a pigpen as quickly as I can,” Mr. Disney explained. “But until I get the pen finished, Walter, I’ll have to depend on you. You must keep the pigs from wandering off. We can’t afford to lose any of them.”


“Oh, I’ll take good care of the pigs,” Walt promised. He did, too. Not a pig strayed from the farm. Walt watched over every pig from the sows down to the tiniest piglet. He carried food for the pigs from morning to night.


There was one pig so tiny that Walt had to give it special care. Mr. Disney said the pig was a runt. Walt called the runt Porky. Walt made sure no other pig pushed Porky aside at the feeding trough.


One morning Mr. Disney said, “Walter, you’ve certainly made Porky sleek and fat. By now I can hardly tell Porky from the other pigs.”


“Neither can I,” said Walt. “But Porky knows me. He’ll come if I call him. He’s smart.”


“I’m sure he is. Pigs are among the smartest of farm animals. In the Middle Ages pigs were often used for merrymaking and fun.”


“Do you mean people had shows with the pigs?” asked Walt.
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