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ILLUSTRATIONS



Nurse Archer was already running out of the room with Freddie.


Mrs. Rogers and Grandmother McFeely sat down on the floor beside Freddie.


Freddie and his mother make the newest addition to his puppet collection.


When Freddie couldn’t go to school, he lined up his puppets at the foot of his bed and pretended to be the teacher.


One fine Sunday morning the Rogerses walked toward the Latrobe Presbyterian Church.


Miss Byrne’s head was bowed and her eyes were still closed.


Freddie and Grandfather McFeely continued their tour of the brick factory.


When he came back to the parlor, he had a puppet on each hand.


Freddie showed Lainey how to build a sand castle.


Freddie and Clay were totally hidden by the falling water.


“What are you doing here?” Jim asked Freddie.


Mister Rogers’ Neighborhood.
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The Newest Citizen of Latrobe, Pennsylvania
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A few minutes after 8 A.M. on Tuesday, March 20, 1928, a car stopped in front of the Latrobe Area Hospital in Latrobe, Pennsylvania. Mr. and Mrs. Fred McFeely hurriedly climbed out.


“Drive on back to the brick factory, Robert,” Mr. McFeely said to the man behind the wheel. “I have no idea how long we’ll be here. Our son-in-law will take us home.”


“Yes, sir, Mr. McFeely,” Robert said. 


Mr. McFeely held the front door open for his wife, and they went inside the hospital.


“Why does Robert need our automobile?” Mrs. McFeely asked.


“I told him he could take it to Pittsburgh to check on an order,” Mr. McFeely said. “One of our customers said some of the bricks we delivered last week were cracked.”


“Fred, I do not understand why you continue to stay involved in the day-to-day business at the brick factory,” Mrs. McFeely said. “You have a son-in-law who’s quite capable of running it. In fact, James has done such a wonderful job, he and Nancy have made a fortune of their own.”


“You’re right, dear, and I’m quite proud of James. In fact, just the other day I heard someone in town refer to him as ‘Mr. Latrobe.’ I thought that was quite a compliment,” Mr. McFeely said. “But after all these years, you should know that I just like to work. I’d go crazy if I weren’t working.” 


At that moment, Mr. McFeely spotted the hospital’s head nurse, Mabel Archer, whose husband was one of the foremen at the McFeely Brick Company.


“Mabel!” Mr. McFeely called. “I understand we’re grandparents!”


“Mr. and Mrs. McFeely! Yes! Congratulations!” Nurse Archer said. She stopped and waited for the McFeelys to reach her. “Fred McFeely Rogers is Latrobe’s newest citizen!”


Mr. McFeely turned to his wife. “Did you hear that, dear? They named him after me!”


“Well, Fred, I can’t believe it’s a surprise,” Mrs. McFeely said. “After all, Nancy and James both said they were going to do that if it was a boy.”


“Have you seen the baby yet?” Mr. McFeely asked Nurse Archer.


“Oh my, yes, and does he ever look healthy!” Nurse Archer said. “He weighed nine pounds, two ounces.”


“Goodness! Is my daughter all right?” Mrs. McFeely asked. “I knew I shouldn’t have left her.”


“She’s just fine, Mrs. McFeely,” Nurse Archer said. “You have nothing to worry about.”


“You were with her all night, dear,” Mr. McFeely said, “and you just went home to change clothes.”


“The delivery actually went very fast,” Nurse Archer said. She pulled a watch out of her pocket and looked at it. “I think Nancy’s probably nursing the baby now, but she told me she wanted to see you both as soon as you got here.”


“Oh, I can hardly contain my excitement,” Mrs. McFeely said. “It has been so long since I’ve held a baby in my arms.”


Mr. and Mrs. McFeely began following Nurse Archer down the corridor.


The Latrobe Area Hospital, built just eighteen years before, in 1910, was the pride not only of Latrobe but of southwestern Pennsylvania. Fred McFeely was one of the civic leaders who was a driving force behind the plan to bring the best in medical care to the growing area.


Where Westmoreland County had once been mostly a coal-mining region, with the Latrobe No. 1 Mine and Coke Works the only major employer, the economic focus had begun to expand with the beginning of the twentieth century. Now, steel companies, distilleries, and brickyards were popping up all over Latrobe and the surrounding towns. Fred McFeely was happy to see this happen. Although growth certainly meant that more bricks would be needed for the new buildings, making the McFeely Brick Company one of the largest employers in Latrobe, it also created more job opportunities for the next generation, and this was just as important to Mr. McFeely.


“Here we are,” Nurse Archer said. She tapped lightly on the door and pushed it open. 


James had a broad grin on his face. He stood up and said, “Meet Fred McFeely Rogers! We’re calling him Freddie.”


“Oh, what a big, handsome boy he is!” Mrs. McFeely said.


“Of course he’s handsome,” Mr. McFeely said. “He’s named after me.”


Nancy and James laughed.


“May I hold him?” Mrs. McFeely asked.


“Well, Freddie’s a handful, Mother,” Nancy said, “but he doesn’t seem all that interested in eating just now, so I guess it’s all right.” She looked up at Nurse Archer. “Is there anything unusual about that?” she asked.


Nurse Archer frowned. “Well, a newborn is usually ready to start nursing right away, but maybe Freddie wasn’t hungry,” she said. “I’ll talk to Dr. Thomas and see what he has to say.”


James took Freddie from his wife, tucked him under his chin, and looked lovingly at him for a few seconds. Just as he started to hand him to Mrs. McFeely, Freddie made a strange wheezing sound.


“What’s wrong with him, James?” Nancy asked. There was deep concern in her voice. “Is he all right?”


“I don’t know,” James replied. He looked at Nurse Archer.


“It could have been an air bubble,” Nurse Archer said. “Let me try to burp him.”


Nurse Archer put the baby on her shoulder and began patting his back.


“I can’t imagine what he’d have to burp,” Nancy said. “He didn’t nurse very long at all.”


Suddenly, Freddie made a louder wheezing noise and began gasping for air.


“My baby!” Nancy cried. She struggled to sit up, but cried out in pain herself. “There’s something wrong with him, James, I just know there is!”


“Let me take him to the nursery,” Nurse Archer said. “He may need some oxygen.”


“What does that mean?” Nancy cried. 


“Nancy, darling, it’s going to be all right,” James told her. He took Nancy’s hand and began stroking it.


“I’ll go with Nurse Archer, at least as far as they’ll let me,” Mr. McFeely said. “Dear, you stay here with Nancy and James,” he said to his wife. “I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about.”


Nurse Archer was already out of the room with Freddie and was hurrying down the corridor toward the nursery. “Nurse Newell! Find Dr. Thomas!” she shouted to a nurse who was coming toward her. “The Rogers baby is having trouble breathing.”


“Dr. Thomas is in surgery,” Nurse Newell said. “Dr. Martin is just back from doing his rounds. I’ll get him.”


Nurse Archer reached the door to the nursery and pushed it open with her hip. She headed immediately toward a crib with an oxygen tent.


Fred McFeely was tempted to follow her, so strong was his need to protect his new grandson, but he didn’t want to break any hospital rules. He watched from the window outside the nursery. 





[image: image]





Just then, Dr. Martin came racing down the corridor, nodded at Mr. McFeely, and joined Nurse Archer in the nursery at the oxygen tent.


Dr. Martin put a stethoscope to Freddie’s chest. He listened for a few minutes, then he went to a white metal cabinet and withdrew a syringe. Dr. Martin pinched Freddie’s thigh and gave him an injection.


After several minutes, Dr. Martin turned and looked toward the nursery window where Mr. McFeely was still standing. He nodded that everything was going to be all right.


Fred McFeely hadn’t realized that he was holding his breath. Slowly, he let it out.


When Dr. Martin came out of the nursery, Mr. McFeely said, “You can’t let anything happen to him! You just can’t!” Then he realized how that sounded and added, “I’m sorry, Dr. Martin. It’s just that Freddie is our first….” He couldn’t continue, as his eyes began tearing and his throat tightened.


Dr. Martin patted Mr. McFeely on the shoulder. “I think we’re out of the woods now, Mr. McFeely,” he said. “Freddie’s responding to the medicine I gave him, and Nurse Archer is going to watch him for the next few hours to make sure there’s no repeat of what happened.”


“We should let my daughter and her husband know,” Mr. McFeely said. “Nancy’s probably beside herself.”


“That’s where I’m going now,” Dr. Martin said.


As they headed back to Room 110, the doctor said, “Mr. McFeely, your grandson is lucky to have a grandfather who’s interested in making sure that the people of this part of Pennsylvania have the best medical facilities available to them.”


“Thank you, Dr. Martin,” Mr. McFeely said, “but this is just a cold building without such skilled physicians as yourself.”


When they reached Room 110, Dr. Martin pushed open the door and found Nancy sitting up in bed, dabbing at her puffy eyes with a tissue. James and Mrs. McFeely were standing beside her.


“Where’s my baby?” Nancy sobbed. “Where’s my Freddie?”


“He’s in the nursery, Mrs. Rogers,” Dr. Martin said. “Nurse Archer is taking care of him, and I’m sure that she won’t look away from him for even a second.”


“Is he going to be all right, Doctor?” James asked in a shaky voice.


“I think he’s going to be fine,” Dr. Martin said. “I believe Freddie had an allergic reaction to something, but I gave him an injection to counteract it.”


Just then, there was a knock at the door.


Mr. McFeely went over and opened it.


James’s parents were standing there with a glass vase of flowers. 


“Oh, Nancy, dear, we are so thrilled,” Mrs. Rogers said, “but I’m sorry that we …” She stopped and looked around the room. “What’s wrong? Where’s the baby?”


“It’s all right, Mother,” James said. “Freddie was having a little problem breathing, and he’s in the nursery now, but Dr. Martin has assured us that he’ll be all right.”


“I just got off work, son,” Mr. Rogers said apologetically. “I’m sorry we couldn’t come any sooner.”


“I understand, Dad,” James said. “We’re just glad you’re here now.”


“I brought these flowers from my hothouse garden, Nancy,” Mrs. Rogers said. “I hope you—”


“Well, unfortunately, I think I’m going to have to confiscate those flowers, Mrs. Rogers,” Dr. Martin interrupted. He nodded to another bouquet on the chest across the room. “Those too.”


Nancy looked puzzled. “Why?” she asked.


“They could be the culprit,” Dr. Martin said. “I don’t know for sure yet, but the reaction that Freddie had was similar to that of people with allergies to plants.”


Mrs. McFeely gasped. “Are you telling me that the roses we sent to the hospital could have killed our grandson?”


“Respiratory problems in infants are always serious, Mrs. McFeely, but I don’t think it had reached that critical point,” Dr. Martin said. “You’re going to have to watch Freddie carefully when you take him home, though, because you never know what might trigger another reaction such as this.”


“With your help, Dr. Martin, James and I will make sure that our house is free of anything that might cause this to happen again,” Nancy said.


“Good,” Dr. Martin said. “In the meantime, I’ll take these flowers out to the waiting room.”


When Dr. Martin was gone, Nancy said, “I have something to say to everyone.” 


“Darling, you need to rest and regain your strength,” James said. “Can’t it wait until tomorrow?”


“No, James, it can’t,” Nancy said. She took a deep breath. “I want you all to know that nothing like this will ever again happen to Freddie. I give you my solemn oath. I will always protect him and will never let him out of my sight.” 





Will You Be My Neighbor?
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Nancy McFeely Rogers was true to her word. When she and James took Freddie home from the hospital to the great big redbrick house on Weldon Street in Latrobe, she immediately set about creating a safe world for him, especially since they had learned that Freddie did indeed have allergies.


“I just don’t think I could stand it if anything happened to Freddie,” she told several friends who came by to visit her. “I don’t let him out of my sight for even a minute.”


As the winter of 1929 and 1930 turned into the spring of 1930, things were not going well for the economy of the United States. What came to be called the Great Depression had begun. In Latrobe, some of the stores suffered, but most people went on with their lives as best they could. There was concern but not gloom in the Rogers’ household. Financially, they were in very good shape.


At times, Freddie’s room resembled a toy store. If his parents saw something in a magazine that they thought he would enjoy playing with or that would help improve his dexterity or teach him an important skill, they bought it. If the stores in Latrobe or Pittsburgh didn’t have a particular item, Freddie’s mother ordered it from the Sears catalog. Boxes of wooden blocks, trucks, and other toys arrived regularly at the Rogers’ house.
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