







If you purchased this book without a cover you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

Dear Reader:

The Childhood of Famous Americans series, seventy years old in 2002, chronicles the early years of famous American men and women in an accessible manner. Each book is faithful in spirit to the values and experiences that influenced the person’s development. History is fleshed out with fictionalized details, and conversations have been added to make the stories come alive to today’s reader, but every reasonable effort has been made to make the stories consistent with the events, ethics, and character of their subjects.

These books reaffirm the importance of our American heritage. We hope you learn to love the heroes and heroines who helped shape this great country. And by doing so, we hope you also develop a lasting love for the nation that gave them the opportunity to make their dreams come true. It will do the same for you.

Happy Reading!

The Editors

[image: Image]
 


 Teddy
Roosevelt

Young Rough Rider

[image: Image]

 Illustrated by Gray Morrow 

 [image: Image]
Teddy
Roosevelt

Young Rough Rider

By Edd Winfield Parks

Aladdin Paperbacks

If you purchased this book without a cover you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

First Aladdin Paperbacks edition 1989


Teddy Roosevelt
Young Rough Rider

 Edd Winfield Parks
Gray Morrow

ALADDIN PAPERBACKS An imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division
New York London Toronto sydney

Copyright © 1953, 1961 by the Bobbs-Merrill Company, Inc.

ALADDIN PAPERBACKS
An imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction
in whole or in part in any form.

CHILDHOOD OF FAMOUS AMERICANS is a registered trademark of
Simon & Schuster, Inc.

ALADDIN PAPERBACKS and colophon are trademarks of
Simon & Schuster, Inc.

Manufactured in the United States of America

16 18 20 22 24 26 28 30 29 27 25 23 21 19 17

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
Parks, Edd Winfield, 1906-1968.

Teddy Roosevelt: young rough rider/by Edd Winfield Parks.—1st
Aladdin Books ed.   p.   cm.

Reprint. Originally published under title: Teddy Roosevelt: all-round boy.
Indianapolis: Bobbs-Merrill, 1953.

Summary: Focuses on the childhood of the dynamic president, describing
how Teddy worked hard to improve his poor health and developed a lifelong
interest in nature and the conservation of natural resources.

1. Roosevelt, Theodore, 1858-1919—Childhood and youth—Juvenile literature.

2. Presidents—United States—Biography—Juvenile literature.

[1. Roosevelt, Theodore, 1858-1919—Childhood and youth. 2. Presidents.]

I.Title.   E757.P25   1989   973.91′1′092—dc20

[B]  [92]  89-37819  CIP  AC

ISBN-13: 978-0-689-71349-1 (Aladdin pbk.)

ISBN-10: 0-689-71349-5 (Aladdin pbk.)

eISBN 978-1-439-11312-7

[image: Image]

 To Sherrill, Harry Edward, Janie,
Peggy, and David


[image: Image]
Illustrations


 Full pages

Mr. Roosevelt stopped beside Mike.

General Grant sniffed at Teddy’s hand.

Each boy lifted his hat with a flourish.

“Get off me,” said the boy on that side.

The fish fought hard.

“That’s my shotgun!” shouted Teddy.

Teddy had a map and a plan.

The boys began the attack on the fort.

He learned to hit clean and straight.

President Roosevelt made a better world.
Numerous smaller illustrations
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The Birthday


MR. ROOSEVELT was driving two fine black horses at a fast pace. Their iron shoes rang on the cobblestones of the New York City street.

Theodore sat up straight by his father’s side. His wool coat was buttoned up tightly. The October wind was getting cold.

“This drive has been exciting,” he said. “It’s the best birthday present you could give me.”

Mr. Roosevelt looked down at his eight-year-old son and smiled.

“Birthdays are so much fun. I can hardly wait to open my presents at home,” Theodore remarked happily.

“It’s been fun for me, too,” Mr. Roosevelt said. “And it’s been fun for your visiting cousins, Johnnie and Maud Elliott.”

Johnnie and Maud had come from Georgia that summer to make a long visit with their aunt, Theodore’s mother. They were still visiting on Theodore’s birthday, October 27, 1866.

“Whoa, Boone! Whoa, Crockett!” The horses slowed down. Mr. Roosevelt stopped them alongside a newsboy standing on the corner. “I’ll take a paper, Mike.” He pulled a coin out of his pocket. “How are you?”

“Fine, thank you, sir,” Mike answered cheerfully. “It’s a little chilly, though.”

Theodore saw that the newsboy’s hands and face were red and chapped from the cold. His jacket was ragged. He didn’t have an overcoat.

“Mike, this is my son Theodore. He’s coming to the Newsboys’ Dinner next Sunday night. I hope you’re coming, too.”
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Mike stuck out a cold, dirty hand. “Pleased to meet you, Teddy,” he said and grinned.

Theodore shook hands warmly. He grinned back, showing his big white teeth. “You’ll have to show me the ropes Sunday night.” He liked the looks of Mike’s pleasant, freckled face.

“The food is wonderful,” said Mike. “Mr. Roosevelt always sees to it that we have a good time.”

“I’ll see you there, Mike,” said Theodore.

His father clucked to the horses. “Get up, Boone and Crockett! Good-by, Mike. Don’t forget us.”

“You bet your life I won’t,” Mike called after them.

Mr. Roosevelt drove to his house on East Twentieth Street. “You go on in. I’ll take the horses to the livery stable.”

Theodore’s mother opened the door. “Hurry back, Theodore,” she called to her husband. Then she leaned over and kissed her son. “And did this Theodore have a good time?”

“Yes’m, I sure did. I saw the Hudson River steamboats, and we rode out in the country ever so fast.”

“Come into the parlor,” said Mrs. Roosevelt. “I have a special surprise for you.” She opened the door to the room.

The big gas chandelier with its gleaming glass made him blink. Then Theodore saw his grandparents, Mr. and Mrs. Cornelius Roosevelt, sitting on a horsehair sofa. “Grandfather and Grandmother! How nice of you to come!” He hugged them both.

He greeted the other older members of his family. Aunt Anna, Mother’s sister, who taught him his lessons, was there. Sitting next to her were Uncle Rob and Aunt Elizabeth Roosevelt, who lived next door. Grandmother Bulloch stood beside Aunt Elizabeth.

“Why, it’s a big party!” he cried, delighted.

His grandfather held out a large package. “This is for you. Take it upstairs, where the other children are. They will enjoy seeing you open it.”

Grandmother Bulloch smiled at him. “I have something, too, but I want you to open it here. I want to see if it fits.”

Theodore eagerly tore off the red ribbon and the green wrapping paper. He held up a dark-blue coat with shining brass buttons. “Gee, it’s beautiful!” he gasped with delight. Quickly he took off his old gray coat and put on the new one.

Grandmother Bulloch looked at it closely. “It may be a little big, but you’ll grow up to it soon.”

“Oh, yes! Thank you very much, Grandmother.” Theodore walked proudly around the room. Suddenly he stopped. He was thinking hard. “Grandmother,” he said, going up to her, “I met a mighty nice newsboy today. His name is Mike. He’s a little bigger than I am. It would fit him exactly, and he doesn’t have a coat. Would you mind if I gave it to him?”

Grandmother Bulloch looked both pleased and disturbed. “I like to have you think of other people,” she said slowly. “Maybe you don’t like the coat?”

“I like it better than any coat I’ve ever had,” Theodore protested quickly. “But I remember how cold Mike was, out in the wind.”

His mother spoke firmly. “No, Theodore. I’m proud of your thoughtfulness, but you mustn’t give away things people have given you. You can give him the coat you just took off. That will keep him just as warm.”

“Bully!” said Theodore. “Now Mike and I will both have coats. I’d hate to give away Grandmother’s present.”

“Now run upstairs and open your other gifts,” said his mother. “Take your new coat with you.”

Theodore went straight to the upstairs playroom. Other presents were waiting for him on a table in the center of the room. His older sister Anna was in one corner reading. His brother Elliott, only a year younger than he, and his four-year-old sister Corinne were playing jackstones with their three cousins—Johnnie and Maud Elliott and John Ellis Roosevelt.

Maud and Corinne (Conie for short) were the same age. Johnnie, Theodore, and John Ellis were all eight years old.

John Ellis was Uncle Rob’s son. Everybody called him Jack. He handed Theodore a flat, square package. “I brought you a picture book of animals,” he said.

“Gee!” exclaimed Theodore. “It’s a beauty.”

“Let’s see what else you got,” said Conie impatiently.

Theodore laid the book carefully on the table and began opening the other packages.

“Toy soldiers from Grandfather,” he cried delightedly. “And a toy ship from Uncle Rob and Aunt Elizabeth, and—Make a list of them for me, will you please, Johnnie? I’ll call them off as I open them.”

Just as they finished exclaiming over the presents, Aunt Anna Bulloch came in. “Look at all I got, Aunt Anna,” Theodore called.

“Splendid!” she said, smiling. “But dinner is ready now. You may play with your gifts after you have eaten.”

As they started down the stairs, Johnnie Elliott said, “Here’s your list, Theodore. You’ll know just whom to thank for what.”

“Thanks, Johnnie.”

Then Johnnie said teasingly, “What kind of a boy are you, anyhow? I’ve been wondering about that as I wrote the names down. Your grandpapa Roosevelt is a Dutchman. Your grandmother Roosevelt is English. Your grandmother Bulloch is Scotch. Your papa’s a New Yorker, and your mama’s from Georgia. Just what does that make you?” Johnnie grinned in delight. He thought he had his cousin stumped.

The older people were waiting at the bottom of the stairs. They heard this teasing.

Theodore stopped. “I’ll tell you what it makes me,” he said proudly. “It makes me a one-hundred-percent American!”

Johnnie had no answer to that.

Grandfather Roosevelt smiled broadly. He said, “That’s the spirit, Theodore! I’m proud of being a Dutchman, but I’m most proud of being an American.”

“Yes, sir, I am, too,” said Theodore.

THE NEWSBOYS’ DINNER

The next Sunday evening Theodore went with Mr. Roosevelt to the Newsboys’ Lodginghouse. Theodore was wearing his new blue coat with the brass buttons. He carried his old gray coat over his arm to give to Mike.

Mr. Charles Brace, one of Mr. Roosevelt’s friends, greeted them. “The boys will be delighted to see you, Mr. Roosevelt. I’m glad you came too, Theodore.” Mr. Brace, like Theodore’s father, went often to the Newsboys’ Lodginghouse.

“I’m going to come often,” Theodore said with enthusiasm. “Where’s Mike Brady?”

“He’s over there singing,” Mr. Brace answered.

One boy was playing “The Old Oaken Bucket” on the piano. Other boys, grouped behind him, were singing lustily-----

“The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket,

The moss-covered bucket which hung in the well.”

Theodore sang, too.

He saw Mike’s freckled face. “Hey, Mike!” he yelled joyfully when the song was ended.

“Gee!” Mike cried. “It’s Teddy Roosevelt!” He came forward, grinning.

“I brought you something, Mike.” Teddy held out the gray coat.
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Mike looked at it unbelievingly. “Why, it’s a beauty! But I can’t take it. You’ll need it.”

Theodore fingered the brass buttons on his new coat. “Grandmother Bulloch gave me this for my birthday. I was going to give it to you, but Mother said that wouldn’t be polite to Grandmother.”

Mike put the gray coat on proudly. “Gee! Thanks, Teddy.” The coat fitted well on his thin shoulders.

“Dinner is ready, boys,” said Mr. Brace, coming up to them.
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