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			“We must not weep”

			Theodore Roosevelt’s heart lay broken near Château-Thierry amid a biplane’s twisted wreckage.

			Beside the lifeless body of a beloved son.

			This early morning—Monday, September 30, 1918—Colonel Roosevelt neared Columbus, Ohio.

			Barely four months previously, First Lieutenant Quentin Roosevelt had soared skyward on only his second combat mission. Two German bullets pierced his skull, and he was dead before he hit the ground.1

			The Colonel’s three older sons remained in France.

			In March, red-hot shrapnel hideously ripped through Captain Archibald Roosevelt’s flesh, severing the main nerve of his left arm and damaging his left knee. For fourteen hours, Archie lay wounded in the muck of no-man’s-land. Doctors debated about amputating his mutilated leg. It survived. His arm remained crippled.2

			At Cantigny, TR’s oldest son, Major Theodore Roosevelt Jr., was gassed in the eyes and lungs. At Ploisy, southwest of Soissons, “Ted” charged helmetless against a machine-gun nest. A German bullet caught him above his own left knee.3 A fourth son, Captain Kermit Roosevelt, fresh from duty with the British in Mesopotamia, was now assigned to an American artillery unit on the Meuse-Argonne.4 TR’s son-in-law, Dr. Richard Derby, also served in France—none the worse for wear for being sent skyward by an exploding German shell.5

			TR craved to fight alongside them. He could not. But stateside he could still wield words as weapons.

			Like Jolson and Chaplin, Pickford and Fairbanks, he pitched war bonds. The nation’s Fourth Liberty Loan Drive tendered a full $6 billion at 4.25 percent interest, redeemable in thirty years upon the full faith and credit of the United States in gold.6

			War costs a great deal—in treasure and in blood.

			TR peddled more than bonds. He sold “Preparedness”—with a capital P. He demanded Preparedness in the fitful lead-up to war. He argued for it now—and for increased armaments and training in the peace to follow. Two days previously, he had spoken at a Baltimore ballpark, arguing for a permanent peacetime “universal service”—for men and women alike. “The man who will not render this service has no right to vote,” he thundered, and possesses “no place in a republic like ours and should be expelled from it.”7

			Some at Columbus feared TR might excoriate President Woodrow Wilson. To TR, the vacillating Wilson was “the worst President we have had since Buchanan, an even worse President than Taft”8—a chief executive responsible for the deaths of too many neutral Americans on the high seas and, yes, of brave fighting men like Quentin Roosevelt.
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			TR arrived in Columbus at 7:00 a.m. sharp, facing another grueling day. Meetings and rallies, bands and dignitaries. Aeroplanes overhead. Ceremonies commemorating the local war dead. Even a photographic portrait sitting9 and a hasty, unscheduled out-of-town detour to visit a bedridden Spanish-American War comrade.10 “How I loathe it!”11 he would complain of the tour upon its completion.

			At Columbus, however, good tidings greeted him. German might was crumbling. Allied armies advanced along the western front. Berlin’s exhausted ally Bulgaria had surrendered. The Ottoman and Austro-Hungarian empires neared capitulation. Germany might soon follow.

			At Columbus, TR learned that a serviceman wished to speak with him. In France, Lieutenant Christian Holmes had received a Distinguished Service Cross from Major Theodore Roosevelt Jr. and visited Quentin’s makeshift grave, now liberated by advancing American troops. TR jumped at the chance to dine with him that night—but his host committee vetoed the idea. Seventeen guests were invited, and that was that.

			“Tell the chairman that I want . . . the commandant at Camp Sherman and Lieutenant Christian Holmes to dinner at 6:30 p.m.,” snapped TR.

			Lieutenant Holmes dined with Roosevelt.12

			At lunch, TR addressed a thousand Liberty Loan volunteers.13 “Good old Columbus town,” proclaimed the city’s Democratic mayor, George Karb, “is signally honored by the presence here of this real patriotic, red-blooded American, the most successful and effective piece of fighting machinery ever born of woman. He is willing and ready to do his full share in putting the Kaiser and the whole Hohenzollern outfit so far under the ground they will never be heard of again.”14

			“In my youth, Mr. Mayor,” TR responded, “I used to be quite fond of glove fighting and . . . was taught that when you’ve got a man groggy, put him out. I have more than once seen a fight lost . . . because the man that got his opponent groggy, held back and did not finish him. . . . If we oversubscribe the Liberty loan now it will dishearten every German, every man and every country of the Central allies. Let there be no letting up for a moment.”15

			As TR exited, the Colonel’s longtime black valet and bodyguard, James Amos, recalled,

			He passed a group of gold star mothers, and doubtless they were stirred by his address, coming from . . . a fellow sufferer. . . . [T]hey were weeping, and as he went by the sobbing became audible. He clenched his teeth, stopped, and turning to them, raised his hand to silence them so he could be heard and said:

			“We must not weep. Though I too have lost a dear one, I think only of victory. We must carry on no matter what the cost.”

			But he had to swallow in order to talk.16

			This, Amos recalled, was “the nearest I saw him come to breaking down.”

			Quentin’s ghost haunted TR. Urged to tour Columbus’s “Khaki Club,” a USO-like haven for visiting servicemen, he protested that he had time only to pop in and sign the guest register. But once inside, he met three doughboys who had attended services at Quentin’s grave. He grasped their hands, unable to let go. “Take back with you to France,” he begged them, “the appreciation of Quentin’s mother and myself.”17

			Thousands thronged downtown. Rain fell off and on, building to occasional downpours. But by 4:30, twenty thousand persons awaited him. The parents of Columbus’s war dead sat before TR. Wearier than he admitted, he balanced himself between his podium and an adjacent support stanchion. In staccato fashion, he unleashed a litany of patriotic talking points:

			
					“The man who loves America and some other country also is like a man who loves his wife, but other women more.”

					“If America had been prepared the war would have been over ninety days after this country entered it.”

					“We are paying the price of unpreparedness. What we want to do is to remain prepared so no nation will dare look cross-eyed at us.”18


			

			“But with the end of war in sight, we must prepare for peace,” he urged. “We must see to it that the red flag of Anarchy has as little place in America as the black flag of German socialism. This creed ruined Russia and made it a byword for all the other nations of the world. We have got to be on our guard against the Romanoffs of the industrial world. Our business is to set our house in order with a better and wiser industrial system in the future.”19

			Ohio had decreed that as “Taps” sounded among U.S. troops in France, it would simultaneously play at every county courthouse—and at the state capitol itself.

			As TR now implored “those at home to show a little of the idealism of their boys who have gone abroad,” a bugler sounded the call’s first note.

			Roosevelt halted, standing silently transfixed. The crowd hushed, not only spellbound by the bugling but also taken by the sight of the black mourning band upon TR’s sleeve. “Men bared their heads,” a reporter noted. “In front of Col. Roosevelt in seats of honor sat the mothers and fathers of the dead. . . . Women wept unrestrainedly and men wiped their eyes. . . . Col. Roosevelt stood erect and silent, facing the bugler, until the call ended.”20

			Roosevelt finally resumed speaking, his voice now muted.

			Friends, that is a very beautiful and significant ceremony. The bugle is sounding taps, because at this hour in France the day’s work is done—not for those who are fighting, but for those behind the first line, for those who did their day’s work yesterday and will do it tomorrow. And it is significant, because at this hour the day’s work is done forever for not a few of the gallant souls, the best of our young men, on the other side.

			That should serve as an appeal to us.21

			The crowd wept. The anguished TR did not.

			A real man never wept in public.

			Nor might Theodore Roosevelt.

		

	
		
			“Murder on the High Seas”

			Theodore Roosevelt stood trial.

			He was many things. Author. Editor. Soldier. Peacemaker. Conservationist. Explorer. Cowboy. Ornithologist. Governor. Police commissioner. Etc., etc., etc. He was also among our more litigious chief executives.

			As plaintiff—and as defendant.

			In October 1908, Joseph Pulitzer’s New York World reported on possible profiteering from construction of the new Panama Canal—most significantly by Roosevelt’s brother-in-law, the wealthy New York realtor Douglas Robinson Jr. TR instructed U.S. Attorney for the Southern District Henry L. Stimson to indict the blind and aged Pulitzer for criminal libel of the federal government. The U.S. Supreme Court unanimously threw the case out.1

			TR was no stranger to controversy. William McKinley’s chief adviser, Mark Hanna, famously considered him a “madman.”2 His October 1901 invitation of black educator Booker T. Washington to dine at the White House triggered a huge southern blowback, with Mississippi populist James K. Vardaman deriding TR as a “coon-flavored miscegenist.”3 During 1907’s perilous financial crisis, critics accused him of insanity, drunkenness, and morphine addiction.4 His erstwhile protégé and successor, William Howard Taft, damned him as a “demagogue,” a “dangerous egotist,” a “honeyfugler,” and a “flatterer of the people.”5

			In May 1912, Cornell University “Professor of Mental Diseases” Dr. Allan McLane Hamilton penned a New York Times article, “The Perils of a Progressive Administration.”6 Hamilton warned of “the very great danger of electing Presidential candidates about whose sanity there was any doubt.” The implication was obvious. “The querulent lunatic who may quarrel or find fault with everything and everybody,” Hamilton (a grandson of that Hamilton) concluded, “is really a psychopathic individual, and should be looked upon with pity, or properly protected.”7

			In October 1912, George A. Newett, publisher of The Iron Ore, a newspaper in remote Upper Peninsula Ishpheming, Michigan, editorialized, “Roosevelt lies and curses in a most disgusting way; he gets drunk, too, and that not infrequently, and all his intimates know about it.”8 Rumors of drunkenness had long dogged TR, as he would later say, being “almost as widespread as the belief in my existence.”9 Meeting him, even admirers, like the young Chicago attorney Harold Ickes, checked to verify them.10 They weren’t true. Roosevelt rarely drank. As Henry Adams observed, the man was “drunk with himself and not with rum.”11

			By early 1912, Roosevelt was casting about to sue for “the heaviest kind of damages”12 and finally put the rumors to rest.

			He sued Newett (appointed by TR to a local mastership in 1906) for a hefty $10,000. At their May 1913 trial, TR summoned a spectacular array of character witnesses to verify his abstemious character: muckraker Jacob Riis, Spanish-American War hero and admiral of the navy George Dewey, the social gospel–preaching Reverend Lyman Abbott, and his old Rough Rider comrade, former army chief of staff General Leonard Wood.13

			Newett’s hopes rested on a single witness. In 1904, Newark newspaperman J. Martin Miller had edited an adulatory Roosevelt campaign tome, The Triumphant Life of Theodore Roosevelt. He later served as TR’s consul at Rheims. But Miller now planned to testify about TR’s imbibing at House Speaker Joseph “Uncle Joe” Cannon’s May 1906 seventieth birthday party. TR branded Miller’s allegation a “pure lie.”14

			When Manhattan authorities indicted Miller for passing a $100 bad check, he fled to Winnipeg, sinking Newett’s defense.15 When Newett contritely apologized, TR magnanimously requested that the jury award him only minimum damages. It did—six cents.16

			However, a more perilous lawsuit loomed.

			In 1914, Old Guard New York Republicans rallied behind crusading Manhattan district attorney Charles Seymour Whitman for governor.17 TR—still technically a Progressive—endorsed former Binghamton state senator Harvey D. Hinman. His endorsement included a blast at state Republican chairman William F. “Billy” Barnes: “The State government is rotten throughout in almost all of its departments directly due to the dominance in politics of Mr. [Charles Francis] Murphy [of Tammany Hall] and his sub-bosses . . . aided and abetted when necessary by Mr. Barnes.”18

			Mr. Barnes sued Mr. Roosevelt for $50,000.19

			For twenty years Barnes (“The Boy Boss”) had ruled Albany County with an iron hand. He now controlled the entire state GOP and had his eye on a U.S. Senate seat. The typical political boss sprang from the backroom of a saloon. Albany Evening Journal publisher Barnes was the grandson of Thurlow Weed, a prominent founder of the Republican Party. Like TR, he sprang from Harvard. He graduated magna cum laude, just missing Phi Beta Kappa. He edited the Harvard Crimson and made the Hasty Pudding Club. Barnes was tough, and he was smart—“the most clear thinking of the conservative bosses,”20 as Charles Evans Hughes conceded. Henry Stimson saw in him “more of principle and less of unadulterated bossism than many critics saw.”21

			“The [socialist/progressive] sea of experiment,” Barnes argued that April, “offers no possibility of return. It is not within the power of the human mind having secured largesse—something for nothing—not to develop further demands for acquisition without performance. . . . The certain destination . . . will not be the attainment of the socialistic ideal but the tyrannous autocratic state.”22

			Barnes claimed to hate the word progress “because in its political sense progress means nothing good and may be synonymous with evils unless it is in the right direction, and most frequently, under the promptings of ill-considered popular demands and the reaction to these of cowardly men in public office, it is not.”23

			TR may not have been cowardly. But he was progressive. By suing Roosevelt, Barnes could salvage his own reputation and scuttle the damnably radical TR’s—a boon service, in Barnes’s view, to party, nation, and mankind.

			Barnes and Roosevelt had once been uneasy allies, TR being a master politician, adept at dealing with his less virtuous counterparts whenever necessary. By 1910, however, not only had Barnes and Roosevelt tussled over a contentious direct primary bill, but TR had also bested Barnes to deliver the GOP gubernatorial nod to Henry Stimson. Two years later, Barnes delivered the votes that sank Theodore at 1912’s fractious Republican National Convention.24 A fact TR never forgot.

			Four years earlier, Barnes and his brilliant counsel, William N. Ivins Sr., had successfully repulsed similar accusations of corruption, and Ivins now boasted to TR’s ex–secretary of war Elihu Root that he would “nail Roosevelt’s hide to the fence.” Root, high on TR’s list of enemies, sadly retorted, “I know Roosevelt, and you want to be very sure that it is Roosevelt’s hide that you get on to the fence.”25

			Barnes was no pushover. But he was slipping. In June 1911, his older son, Thurlow Weed Barnes II, had suffered severe burns at the family’s Nantucket boathouse. His drinking accelerated. “His naturally florid complexion is more than florid,” observed the Saturday Evening Post. “He likes to eat and likes to drink, and he does a little more of each than is entirely good for him.”26

			By 1914, as one associate noted, Billy Barnes “had more wrath than judgment.”27

			He wanted his case tried in Albany County, where he controlled the courts. TR secured a change of venue to more progressive Syracuse. TR’s Harvard classmate New York Supreme Court justice William Shankland Andrews presided.

			The trial commenced on the rainy Monday morning of April 19, 1915.28 Outside, admirers cheered the brown-suited, black-fedoraed TR. Curiosity seekers, well-wishers, and reporters jammed the 150-seat courtroom.

			Barnes’s witnesses included multimillionaire August Belmont and a rising Tammany officeholder, assembly minority leader Alfred Emanuel Smith. TR’s most notable witness was a former upstate backbench state senator: his remote cousin Franklin Delano Roosevelt.

			FDR was a Democrat; TR (on his more restrained days) was a Republican. Both were small p progressives and, more important, large R Roosevelts. In 1914, the precociously ambitious Franklin (now Woodrow Wilson’s assistant secretary of the navy) pondered a gubernatorial race. He drew back, fearing that TR himself might also run. “I will not run against him,” said Franklin. “You know blood is thicker than water.”29

			In Syracuse, FDR introduced himself as “fifth cousin by blood [to the defendant] and nephew by law!”30 He was not bad at all on the stand, though his appearance proved largely inconclusive. When FDR had entered the state senate in 1911, Democrats stood poised to appoint the state’s next U.S. senator. Tammany proposed Wall Street lawyer William “Blue-Eyed Billy” Sheehan. FDR, leader of the Democratic reformers opposing Sheehan, had entreated Barnes for support. Barnes refused. Both Roosevelts considered that evidence of a long-standing Barnes-Tammany axis of corruption.

			But witnesses meant little in Syracuse. How Barnes and TR comported themselves counted for everything. Barnes, grumpy and ill at ease, testified for parts of four days. TR testified for portions of nine days. He unleashed the whole of his charm, dazzling all with his amazing photographic memory, directly addressing the jurymen as if they were old friends. His chief counsel, New York City attorney John M. Bowers, meticulously presented evidence of Barnes’s suspiciously lucrative state printing contracts.31

			Yet TR had his concerns—some related to the case, some purely personal. A week before the trial opened, his second wife, Edith Kermit Roosevelt, entered Manhattan’s Roosevelt Hospital for a “serious operation,” most likely a hysterectomy. The news from war-torn Europe was not much better.

			Distant Europe’s quarrels were not our quarrels. But not far distant was the Atlantic Ocean. Desperately struggling for every advantage, both warring camps fought to control sea traffic, to starve their foes into submission, to choke off armaments and supplies. London’s immense fleet imposed a near-impenetrable surface blockade. Berlin retaliated in less “gentlemanly” fashion. German U-boats proved their deadly worth. In September 1914, the U-9 sank three British cruisers within the space of a single hour, killing 1,459 crewmen.32 In April 1915, the SM UB-4 torpedoed Britain’s Harpalyce, America-bound to fetch relief supplies for Belgium. Flying a white flag, the Harpalyce bore huge white letters reading “Commission for Belgian Relief” on both bows. Fifteen of its forty-four crewmen died.33

			An American mining engineer was among a hundred dead when the U-28 struck the British liner Falaba off the southern Irish coast on March 28. On April 28, a German airplane dropped three bombs on the American steamer USS Cushing as it approached Antwerp. On May 1, the U-30 torpedoed the U.S. oil tank steamer Gulflight bound for Rouen, costing three lives.34

			TR damned the Gulflight’s sinking as “piracy pure and simple.”35 But worse news soon arrived from the Chicago Tribune’s Washington correspondent, John Callan “Cal” O’Laughlin. O’Laughlin was also TR’s longtime friend, his former first assistant secretary of state, and a delegate to 1912’s Progressive Party convention. In May 1913, he was among many journalists testifying for him against George Newett.

			O’Laughlin had recently conferred with a German official just returned from Berlin. U-boats stood ready to sink the British Cunard Line’s luxury passenger ship RMS Lusitania “without a moment’s hesitation.” Germany, O’Laughlin reported, believed that British leaders had “loudly proclaimed their intention to starve our peaceful people, women and children, so we need not bother about theirs being drowned incidentally.”

			“If I did not keep a grip on myself,” Roosevelt fumed, “[it] would make me favor instant war with Germany.”

			“Lord,” he exclaimed, “how I would like to be President in view of . . . the . . . possible sinking of the Lusitania. . . . [I]f any of our people were sunk on the Lusitania I would confiscate all the German interned ships.” Regarding any German efforts to rally German- and Irish-Americans to the U.S. cause if war came, TR vowed to “hang any man [who] raised his little finger [to] put the union to a serious test.”36

			Two weeks earlier, the imperial German embassy had warned of the dangers of transatlantic travel. For months to come, the following ad ran in American newspapers:

			NOTICE!

			TRAVELLERS intending to embark on the Atlantic voyage are reminded that a state of war exists between Germany and her allies and Great Britain and her allies; that the zone of war includes the waters adjacent to the British Isles; that, in accordance with formal notice given by the Imperial German Government, vessels flying the flag of Great Britain, or any of her allies, are liable to destruction in those waters and that travelers sailing in the war zone on the ships of Great Britain or her allies do so at their own risk.

			IMPERIAL GERMAN EMBASSY

			Washington, D.C. 22 April 191537

			At 2:08 p.m. on Friday afternoon, May 7, 1915, the RMS Lusitania, bound for Liverpool, lay eleven miles off the coast of southern Ireland. Well inside Germany’s “zone of war” and flying an Allied flag, it was fair game for German “destruction.”

			Below the waves, thirty-year-old Kapitänleutnant Walther Schwieger maneuvered U-boat U-20. He shouted, “Fire!” and three hundred pounds of explosives ripped through the Lusitania’s starboard bow. Moments later, a second explosion rocked the wounded vessel. Some said it resulted from contraband munitions; New York’s collector of customs reported that “180 cases of military goods; 1,271 cases of ammunition and . . . 4,200 cases of cartridges” had been on board.38

			The torpedoing claimed 1,198 lives; 63 of the dead were infants and children. Composer Jerome Kern had booked passage but overslept. Novelist Elbert Hubbard and theatrical producer Charles Frohman (“Why fear death? It is the most beautiful adventure that life gives us”39) weren’t so lucky. The fabulously wealthy playboy Alfred Gwynne Vanderbilt died a hero’s death, giving his own lifejacket to a young mother and her infant child. Just 726 passengers and crew, just 4 of 30 babies, just 11 of 139 American citizens survived.40

			In Syracuse, TR received a telegram: the Lusitania had been sunk. No details accompanied the missive, not even the number of dead. He boiled with rage.

			Justice Andrews adjourned the day’s proceedings. TR hiked back to the opulent mansion of steel and steamship magnate and Progressive Party activist Horace S. Wilkinson, where he lodged throughout the five-week trial (“the Wilkinsons were simply trumps”41). That night, the Lusitania and not Barnes v. Roosevelt preyed upon his mind.

			His trial neared completion. His acquittal seemed assured. But two or three members of the jury were German-Americans. Alienating them—as his earlier comments denouncing German aggression had already angered other German-Americans—might yet yield a Barnes’ victory. “Well, it doesn’t make any difference,” TR concluded. “It is more important that I be right than to win this suit. I’ve got to be right in this matter.”42

			He retired early, reading in bed, as was his practice. Around midnight, an Associated Press reporter called, seeking a statement on the Lusitania. TR demanded to know the death toll. “That’s murder!” he exclaimed. “Will I make a statement? Yes, yes. I’ll make it now. Just take this.”43 He declared, “This represents not merely piracy, but piracy on a vaster scale of murder than old-time pirates ever practised. . . . It is warfare against innocent men, women and children, traveling on the ocean, and our own fellow-countrymen and country-women, who are among the sufferers. It seems inconceivable that we can refrain from taking action in this matter, for we owe it not only to humanity but to our own self-respect.”44

			Newspapers broadcast his words nationwide. At the courthouse, TR apologized to his defense team: “Gentlemen, I am afraid that I have made the winning of this case impossible. . . . [W]e have two German-American jurors, whose sympathies I have likely alienated . . . but I cannot help it if we lose the case. There is a principle . . . far more vital to the American people than my personal welfare.”45

			That evening, Henry J. Whigham, the Scottish-born editor of Metropolitan Magazine (“The Magazine Col. Roosevelt Writes For”),46 phoned. He wanted an article that would really sell: TR’s thoughts on the Lusitania.

			TR asked, “Has [Wilson] seized the ships?”47 No, Wilson had not retaliated by seizing whatever German ships remained in American harbors. Enraged, TR dashed off his response. The result—“Murder on the High Seas”—could not, however, run before Metropolitan Magazine’s June edition. Whigham proposed releasing Roosevelt’s white-hot sentiments to the press the following day. TR agreed.48

			“Murder on the High Seas” read in part,

			In Queenstown [Ireland] there lay by the score the bodies of women and children, some of the dead women still clasping the bodies of the little children they held in their arms when death overwhelmed them. . . . The action of the German submarines in the cases cited can be justified only by a plea which would likewise justify the wholesale poisoning of wells in the path of a hostile army, or the shipping of infected rags into the cities of a hostile country: a plea which would justify the torture of prisoners and the reduction of captured women to the slavery of concubinage. . . .

			[W]e earn as a nation measureless scorn and contempt if we follow the lead of those who exalt peace above righteousness, if we heed the voice of those feeble folk who bleat to high Heaven for peace when there is no peace. For many months our Government has preserved between right and wrong a neutrality which would have excited the emulous admiration of Pontius Pilate—the arch-typical neutral of all time. . . . Unless we act with immediate decision and vigor we shall have failed in the duty demanded by humanity at large and demanded even more clearly by the self-respect of the American Republic.49

			On Monday morning, a local reporter approached TR. Germany had dispatched its regrets over the Lusitania’s sinking—though also protesting that the liner had carried war supplies.

			A scowling TR muttered, “That is no excuse,” before vowing silence on the matter.

			The reporter told him of the New York Herald’s headline in that morning’s edition: “WHAT A PITY THEODORE ROOSEVELT IS NOT PRESIDENT!”50 TR burst out laughing. “Isn’t that singular!” he roared. “Isn’t that funny?”

			A barrage of telegrams from New York newspaper editors begged him for comment. “The colonel was visibly moved by [them],” the Syracuse Journal observed. “Several times a flush overspread his face and it appeared as if he was having difficulty in restraining his true feelings on the matter.”51

			But he wouldn’t budge.

			He and Barnes had different ways of dealing with the stress of the trial. Barnes doodled away, constantly drawing flocks of sheep.52 That Friday, TR had commenced reading a rare volume of Aristophanes’s The Anarchians, provided by Barnes’s counsel Ivins.53 Today, however, he could not concentrate on it at all.54

			Later that Monday, he broke his silence. In Philadelphia, Wilson proclaimed to four thousand naturalized citizens, many German-born,55 “There is such a thing as a man being too proud to fight. There is such a thing as a nation being so right that it does not need to convince others by force that it is right.”56

			TR despised barbarity, but he despised spinelessness more. To him, no nation embodied wretched, cowardly feebleness than supine and defenseless China, a once-proud empire now unworthy of nationhood. And so, he fumed,

			China is entitled to draw all the comfort she can from [Wilson’s Philadelphia] statement, and it would be well . . . to ponder seriously what the effect upon China has been of managing her affairs during the past fifteen years on the theory thus enunciated.

			If the United States is satisfied with occupying some time in the future the precise international position that China now occupies, then the United States can afford to act on this theory.

			I do not believe the assertion of our rights means war, but we will do well to remember there are things worse than war. Let us, as a nation, understand that peace is worthy only when it is the handmaiden of international righteousness and of national self-respect.57

			TR had declared war—on Woodrow Wilson.

		

	
		
			“A noise like 10,000 babies”

			The Lusitania sank.

			And so did Billy Barnes.

			His capsizing required two nights, forty-two and a half hours of jury deliberations, forty ballots, and a single holdout juror, a Republican streetcar motorman named Edward Burns,1 who insisted that both parties split the $65 court costs.2 In the end, TR won his case, posed for pictures with the jury—and invited all, including Burns, to Sagamore Hill.3

			Barnes had sued for $50,000. To avoid paying him (and, more important, to avoid confessing error), TR expended somewhere between $42,0004 and $52,000.5 He recovered just $1,443.6

			But it was worth it. The case resuscitated his battered reputation as a slayer of bosses and special interests, the white knight of American politics. It positioned him exactly where he had to be when the Lusitania went under: amid an adoring gaggle of news-hungry reporters.

			Indeed, Theodore Roosevelt had been dead and buried in a grave of his making, the headstone pointedly engraved “1912.”

			But not anymore.

			[image: ]

			TR was a wildly successful president. Abroad, he resolved disputes involving German and French interests in Morocco and German and British conflicts over Venezuelan debts. He concluded the Russo-Japanese War and reached a face-saving “gentlemen’s agreement” with Tokyo. Speaking softly but carrying a big stick, he dispatched our Great White Fleet around the world. If the Caribbean was not already “an American lake” when he assumed office, it was when he departed. He dispatched troops to quell a revolt in Cuba’s infant republic and strong-armed the recalcitrant Republic of Colombia to secure Panamanian independence—in both instances without congressional authorization. “I took the Canal Zone, and let Congress debate,” he bragged, “and while the debate goes on, the Canal does also!”7 Americans loved him for it.

			At home, he busted trusts and enacted pure-food legislation. He settled a potentially calamitous coal strike. A pioneering conservationist, he created the National Forest Service and designated 150 national forests. For good measure, he established five national parks, eighteen national monuments, four game preserves, and fifty-one bird reserves. All the while, he reduced the national debt by $90 million. Peace, it seems, is cheaper than war.

			And he inspired people. Indeed, he transfixed and mesmerized them—particularly reporters. “Theodore Roosevelt did more to corrupt the press than anyone else,” concluded Oswald Garrison Villard, editor of both The Nation and the New York Evening Post. “By that I meant that he warped and twisted, consciously and unconsciously, by his fascinating personality, the judgements of the best of the reporters and correspondents and many of the editors.”8

			TR once presented two documents to the waiting press corps. “Here is a story,” he instructed them, “and here is the denial you will print the next day.”9

			They did.

			Reporters, Villard explained, “adored [Roosevelt] for himself, because he created so much news, because he was so stimulating, so vital, and so athletic. Moreover, he took a deep interest in them, their lives, their interests, and their hobbies. He would talk birds with one until two A.M., horses with another, boats with a third, and one was especially welcome because his grandfather rode in the Charge of the Light Brigade.”10

			He was good copy, and he was good company.

			The nationally influential editor of Kansas’s Emporia Gazette, William Allen White, described his own infatuation: “I put his heel on my neck and I became his man. . . . [H]e became my lifetime liege and I became his yeoman in his service.”11

			Corinne Roosevelt Robinson, TR’s poetess younger sister, composed the following:

			THEODORE ROOSEVELT
A WOMAN SPEAKS TO HIS SISTER

			I NEVER clasped his hand,

			He never knew my name,

			And yet at his command,

			I followed like a flame.

			I pressed amid the crowd

			To touch his garment’s hem,

			As one of old once touched

			The Man of Bethlehem.

			I was of those who toil,

			Whose bread is wet with tears,

			A daughter of the soil,

			And bent, though not with years.

			His words would lift the veil

			That blurred my tired eyes,

			They seemed to strengthen me

			To serve and sacrifice.

			And all the values lost,

			When life was cold and grim,

			Were clear and true again

			Interpreted by him.

			Our leader and our friend,

			He knew what we must bear,

			And to the gallant end

			He bade us do and dare.

			Clad in an armored truth

			And by high purpose shod,

			He gave us back our youth,

			Our country, and our God!12

			I think one gets the picture.

			[image: ]

			In 1908, Roosevelt quit while he was ahead, eschewing a second elected term. Nearly effortlessly, he bequeathed power to his friend and secretary of war, William Howard Taft.

			His problem was not the quitting. It was the un-quitting. He was just fifty when he voluntarily abandoned the White House. His cousin Franklin would be fifty-one when he entered it.

			TR vacated not merely the White House but also the entire Western Hemisphere, embarking on a nearly year-long expedition to sub-Saharan Africa, collecting nearly 11,400 specimens (i.e., carcasses)—and, for good measure, a Nobel Prize in Oslo. He returned to a Republican Party in turmoil. Taft had promised to retain all of TR’s cabinet; he retained just two members. Out the door went such Roosevelt favorites as Secretary of War Luke Wright, Attorney General Charles J. Bonaparte (grandnephew of Napoléon I), Commerce and Labor Secretary Oscar S. Straus, Navy Secretary Truman H. Newberry, Treasury Secretary George B. Cortelyou, and Interior Secretary James R. Garfield (yes, the son of that Garfield).

			It was downhill all the way for “Big Bill” Taft. “Protectionism” had long cemented Grand Old Party unity. “Thank God I am not a free trader,” said TR. “Pernicious indulgence in the doctrine of free trade seems inevitably to produce fatty degeneration of moral fibre.”13 But not every Republican supported every tariff measure. Few relished the ugly logrolling and vote buying often accompanying new tariff schedules. The savvy TR never risked initiating an overall tariff revision. Taft did. And 1909’s Payne-Aldrich Tariff infuriated not only every Democrat but also at least half of the GOP.

			Taft busted more trusts than TR. But TR hated how he busted them—or which Taft busted. When Taft’s Justice Department moved against the United States Steel Corporation in October 1911, TR only saw the move as a gibe at his coziness with the company during the Panic of 1907.14

			Further, Taft allied himself too closely with Congress’s Old Guard elements, particularly House Speaker “Uncle Joe” Cannon and senators such as Rhode Island’s Nelson Aldrich and Pennsylvania’s Boies Penrose. Insurgent Iowa senator Jonathan P. Dolliver pungently assessed Taft as a “ponderous and amiable man completely surrounded by men who know exactly what they want.”15

			Taft defended the independence of strict-constructionist courts. He infuriated the GOP’s conservationist wing. Regarding issues of mineral and hydroelectric development of western public lands, he sided with his interior secretary, Richard Ballinger, over Forest Service chief Gifford Pinchot, a particular TR favorite. When Pinchot went public, Taft fired him.

			Precious little remained of the Taft-Roosevelt friendship.

			Perhaps a break was inevitable. Two days before Taft’s inauguration, Collier’s Weekly correspondent Mark Sullivan inquired of Roosevelt, “How do you really think Taft will make out?”

			“He’s all right. He means well and he’ll do his best,” TR answered. “But he’s weak.”16

			TR hesitated to challenge Taft. Wisconsin progressive Republican senator Robert La Follette didn’t. In February 1912, however, the high-strung “Fighting Bob” suffered a spectacular mental crackup while addressing a gathering of magazine and newspaper publishers. His candidacy largely evaporated.

			Progressives—“like iron filings mobilizing to the pull of a revitalized magnet”17—trooped to Oyster Bay to cajole their hero into yet another race. He needed little urging. Soon he was manipulating the entire “Draft Roosevelt” movement. When eight GOP governors publicly entreated him to yield to “popular demand” and run again, they did so at his behest.18

			His most ardent Progressive followers fairly worshipped him, admitting no fault in their idol. Some kept their wits about them, recognizing their champion’s less admirable characteristics. In February 1911, federal district judge Learned Hand, a fervent TR supporter, observed to the influential Progressive theorist Herbert Croly, “No one . . . has anything like the real breadth of vision that [TR] has; no one the foresight; granting his violence, and his lying, his personal untrustworthiness, he is today the best patriot we have. It seems to me incredible that in the situation which the next ten years will bring us, he should not again come to the front. I believe he will, provided he lives and does not go crazy.”19

			The mildly progressive “Square Deal” of Roosevelt’s White House days no longer interested him. He touted a “New Nationalism,” an energetic combination of electoral reform, labor legislation, income and estate taxes, and government (especially federal) regulation of wealth and industry. “We grudge no man a fortune in civil life if it is honorably obtained and well used,” he proclaimed at Osawatomie, Kansas, in August 1910. “It is not even enough that it should have been gained without doing damage to the community. We should permit it to be gained only so long as the gaining represents benefit to the community.”20

			He decried socialism and communism, but his “New Nationalism” placed the collective above the individual, the federal over the state and local, and scorned the traditional American system of checks and balances. “The New Nationalism puts the national need before sectional or personal advantage,” he explained. “It is impatient of the utter confusion that results from local legislatures attempting to treat national issues as local issues. It is still more impatient of the impotence which springs from over-division of governmental powers.”21

			But how much of his evolution was genuine? How much an infatuation with the spirit of the times? What percentage sheer opportunism?

			John Chamberlain, an early chronicler of the Progressive movement, theorized,

			By stepping out of his social context, Roosevelt was forced to make a game of life. His background of inherited wealth, with its assumed concomitant of noblesse oblige, engendered . . . a certain feeling of responsibility; but it was never whole-souled. Since he was making a gift of his life to the commonweal, since he was playing a game, there were privileges he might assume, laurels he might demand for the victory he was making a career; the career should make him.

			And so, at crucial moments, consistency, proclaimed philosophical principle, the assumptions he made at beginning points and in his books on ideas, went casually by the board.22

			“He is essentially a fighter and when he gets into a fight he is completely dominated by the desire to destroy his adversary,” concluded his former trusted cabinet secretary Elihu Root (now loyal to Taft). “He instinctively lays hold of every weapon which can be used for that end. Accordingly he is saying a lot of things and taking a lot of positions which are inspired by the desire to win. I have no doubt he thinks he believes what he says, but he doesn’t. He has merely picked up certain popular ideas which were at hand as one might pick up a poker or chair with which to strike.”23

			America had never elected a chief executive to a third term. Early in his second term, TR had famously ruled out another run. Some backtracking was now in order. In Boston, in February 1912, Roosevelt argued, “My position . . . is perfectly simple. I stated it as clearly as I could. . . . I said I would not accept a nomination for a third term under any circumstances, meaning, of course, a third consecutive term.”24

			The New York Times sarcastically titled its subsequent editorial “Of Course.”25

			Coincidentally, at that very same Boston event, Colonel Roosevelt also found himself asked, “Do you intend to support the Republican nominee, whoever he may be?”

			To which he naturally answered, “Of course.”26

			But, of course, he didn’t.

			William Howard Taft was hardly amused by the new Roosevelt. “Such extremists,” Taft warned, “would hurry us into a condition which would find no parallel except in the French revolution or in that bubbling anarchy that once characterized the South American republics. Such extremists are not Progressives, they are political emotionalists or neurotics.”27

			Taft denied painting TR as neurotic. But, neurotic or not, TR soon announced, “My hat is in the ring,”28 and “The fight is on and I am stripped to the buff.”29

			Taft raised the specter of a permanent Roosevelt presidency, of limitless federal power. TR, said Taft,

			is convinced that the American people think that he is the only one to do the job. . . . We are left to infer, therefore, that the job which Mr. Roosevelt is to perform is one that may take a long time, perhaps the rest of his natural life. There’s not the slightest reason why, if he secures a third term . . . he should not have as many terms as his natural life will permit.

			If he is necessary now to the Government, why not later? One who so lightly regards constitutional principles, and especially the independence of the judiciary, one who is so naturally impatient of legal restraints, and who has so misunderstood what liberty regulated by law is, could not be intrusted with successive Presidential terms.30

			TR berated Taft as a “puzzlewit” and a “fathead.”31 Taft denounced his old pal as a “honeyfugler,” “demagogue,” and “hypocrite.”32 Taft found himself literally reduced to tears as he pondered an old friendship so brutally and publicly sundered. Roosevelt, however, as his acolyte William Allen White once observed, “was not the weeping sort. When he decided to cut a throat, he generally justified it and rarely regretted it.”33

			TR dominated the primaries, capturing 281 delegates to Taft’s 71. Taft sputtered, “Even a rat in a corner will fight,”34 and he did. He controlled federal patronage, the state conventions, and the various rotten-borough southern delegations and made 1912’s GOP convention no settled matter. Passions ran so high that Taft’s people ringed the dais with barbed wire. Dozens of contested delegates were awarded to Taft, triggering loud Roosevelt protests. “If you didn’t know where you were,” chuckled William Jennings Bryan, “you might think you were in a Democratic convention.”35

			Or a religious revival. On Monday evening, June 17, TR addressed five thousand impassioned supporters at Chicago’s Auditorium Theatre: “We fight in honorable fashion for the good of mankind; fearless of the future; unheeding of our individual fates; with unflinching hearts, and undimmed eyes; we stand at Armageddon, and we battle for the Lord!”36

			It was TR or nothing—TR or bust. The Old Guard proved less wedded to the unpopular Taft. At one point, Billy Barnes offered the nomination to progressive, pro-TR Idaho senator William E. Borah. Borah turned it down. Party bosses also tendered the nod to TR’s floor manager, Missouri governor Herbert S. Hadley. Edith Roosevelt advised her husband to agree to the Hadley move. He wouldn’t.37

			Taft barely won, garnering 561 votes to 107 for TR, 41 for La Follette, 19 scattered, and 7 absent. A whopping 348 disgruntled delegates refused to cast any ballot at all. Roosevelt’s crowd disgustedly refused even to place him in nomination.38

			Less than a month later, two thousand boisterous TR supporters reconvened at Chicago’s Orchestra Hall to launch a new Progressive Party. The New York Times damned the gathering as “a convention of fanatics” before reconsidering: “It was not a convention at all. It was an assemblage of religious enthusiasts. It was such a convention as Peter the Hermit held. It was a Methodist camp following[,] done over into political terms.”39

			Even TR had to admit that the new party came “into this world making a noise like 10,000 babies.”40

			TR flung himself into the contest. After he exclaimed that he felt “like a bull moose!”41 his party became the “Bull Moose Party.” Its platform demanded income and inheritance taxes, the direct election of U.S. senators, women’s suffrage, a ban on child labor, a minimum wage for women, and tariff reform. Bitterly reacting to the recent GOP convention, the Progressives banned federal officeholders from serving as convention delegates.

			But TR was not as popular as he imagined. “Vote for Taft,” Connecticut’s Waterbury Republican soon advised, “pray for Roosevelt, and bet on Wilson.”42 Within six weeks, the bloom was so far off the Bull Moose rose as to generate this tragic story:

			Bull Moose Causes Suicide.

			New York, Aug. 20. Fear that he could not raise money enough to launch a dancing bull moose novelty he had invented was the only reason his friends could give for the suicide of Albert Funk. The [forty-five-year-old] man was found dead in bed at his lodgings today with the end of a gas tube between his teeth. About the room were several models of his invention and sheets of paper covered with figures, indicating that Funk had spent his last hours calculating the cost of manufacturing the toy. Funk came here three weeks ago from Cincinnati.43

			Teddycide—or at least attempted Teddycide—soon followed suicide in the personage of a thirty-six-year-old Bavarian immigrant and former New York saloonkeeper named John Flammang Schrank. Schrank insanely blamed Roosevelt for William McKinley’s assassination. He trailed TR to Milwaukee and shot him point-blank. A .38-caliber slug lodged in the Colonel’s chest. Blood drenched his starched white shirt. But he insisted on traveling on to Milwaukee Auditorium. There he reassured the shocked ten-thousand-person audience, “Friends, I have to ask you to be as quiet as possible. I know you fully understand that I have just been shot, but it takes more than that to kill a Bull Moose.”44 He spoke for more than an hour before heading for a hospital.45

			Roosevelt survived. His candidacy didn’t. Regarding TR and Taft, New York’s ancient former U.S. senator Chauncey Depew gibed, “It is only a question now which corpse gets the most flowers.”46

			TR and Taft sank. Woodrow Wilson rose.

			Roosevelt was never as close to Wilson as he was to Taft. On many levels the Rough Rider and the “Professor in Politics” were very different. TR, so visceral, the gregarious man of action, the war hero and explorer. Wilson, the intellectual academic, the bloodless exemplar of pure reason.

			They were, however, surprisingly similar. Both were children of the Civil War. TR’s southern-born mother had moved north, whereas Wilson’s northern parents had moved south. At age eight, Wilson witnessed Union soldiers dragging a captive Jefferson Davis through the streets of Augusta. Four-year-old TR peered from the second-story window of his grandfather’s three-story New York mansion as the martyred Abraham Lincoln’s funeral cortege processed down Broadway.

			Each was blind in his left eye: Wilson from a May 1906 stroke, Roosevelt from a 1908 White House boxing match. Both suffered the loss of a first wife from Bright’s disease. Alice Hathaway Lee Roosevelt died following childbirth on Valentine’s Day 1884. Ellen Axson Wilson died in August 1914. Both men took second wives named Edith. Both sired daughters who married prominently (if not permanently happily) to substantially older husbands: Alice Roosevelt wed future Speaker of the House Nicholas Longworth; Eleanor Randolph Wilson married Treasury Secretary William Gibbs McAdoo.

			Both were conservatives turned progressive with many a confusing stop along the way. William Jennings Bryan left both aghast in 1896. Both embodied certain nineteenth-century attitudes of race and empire (more racial in the southern Wilson’s case, more imperial in Roosevelt’s). Despite TR’s Dutch roots and Wilson’s Scotch-Irish antecedents, both were proud Anglophiles. Both served a single term as governor, installed via the machinations of their respective party bosses. Both were decidedly Ivy League. Both swayed audiences with their oratorical skills (the prissy-looking Wilson possessed a sonorously rich, manly voice; the virile TR’s vocal chords emitted shrill chirps). Both were formidably intellectual and prolific, best-selling authors.

			And both desired power—very, very great power.

			Invariably, they discarded old allies. TR jettisoned William Howard Taft and Elihu Root. But by then, that was his habit. In 1896, he had turned his back on his earliest political mentor and benefactor, Joseph H. “Joe” Choate, stabbing the liberal patrician reformer in the back in favor of Thomas “The Easy Boss” Platt in the course of their contest for the U.S. Senate.47 Two years later, he abandoned his supporters in the state’s good-government “Independent Party”48 as Platt, Billy Barnes, and Manhattan GOP boss Lemuel Quigg maneuvered him into the governorship. It was said that “not one of [the Independents] ever had any faith in the moral integrity of Roosevelt thereafter.”49

			Reform could wait. The governorship couldn’t. After all, TR would soon be thirty-eight.

			He may not have needed (or wanted) the Independents’ help that year. But he needed all the help he could muster at the GOP’s statewide nominating convention in Saratoga Springs. Aided by their friends at Tammany Hall, the forces of embattled GOP governor Frank Black produced Assistant Secretary of the Navy Roosevelt’s sworn March 1898 affidavit, affirming, “I have been and am now a resident of Washington.”50

			Designed to dodge local taxes, TR’s letter rendered him ineligible for the governorship (“this doubtless was stupid on my part”51). Tom Platt’s allies employed a smart New York attorney to convince the convention that TR’s words did not—could not possibly—mean what they said.

			That lawyer’s name was Elihu Root (“I mixed my argument with a lot of ballyhoo and it went over with a bang”52), later TR’s secretary of state and of war. Regarding Root, in February 1910, Theodore gushed to Andrew Carnegie,

			He was the man of my cabinet, the man on whom I most relied, to whom I owed the most, the greatest Secretary of State we have ever had, as great a cabinet officer as we have ever had, save Alexander Hamilton alone. He is as sane and cool-headed as he is high-minded; he neither lets facts blind him to ideals, nor ideals to fact; he is the wisest and safest of advisers, and staunchly loyal alike to friends and causes—and all I say I mean, and it is said with full remembrance that on certain points he and I would hardly agree.53

			By 1912, Theodore Roosevelt would despise Elihu Root.

			Wilson, meanwhile, turned on nearly everyone who assisted his rise from professor to Princeton University president to New Jersey governor to U.S. president. As Princeton’s president, he turned on his old friend Professor John Grier Hibben when the two clashed regarding Wilson’s English-style “quad” plan for undergraduate residency. In 1910, New Jersey Democratic Boss Jim Smith desired a respectable name atop his state ticket. None was more respectable than Wilson’s. Smith pushed Wilson into the governor’s chair. But when Smith demanded Wilson’s support to return to his old U.S. Senate seat, Wilson refused. Smith felt betrayed. In 1911, Smith’s nephew, state Democratic chairman James R. Nugent, publicly blasted his uncle’s unappreciative protégé in a mock toast: “To the Governor of New Jersey, the commander-in-chief of the Militia, an ingrate and a liar. I mean Woodrow Wilson. I repeat, he’s an ingrate and a liar.”54

			Even before reaching the governorship, Wilson had captivated Harper’s Weekly publisher Colonel George Harvey. Harvey became obsessed with the idea of a Wilson presidency. Each issue of Harper’s Weekly assaulted readers with the banner headline “FOR PRESIDENT—WOODROW WILSON.”

			By 1912, Wilson—lurching leftward—had dumped the conservative Harvey for a new mentor: the wealthy Texan Colonel Edward Mandell House. “He is my independent self,” gushed Wilson. “His thoughts and mine are one.”55 Two years later, House, departing for Europe, wrote Wilson, “You are the bravest wisest leader, the gentlest and most gallant gentleman and the truest friend in all the world.”56 Such a relationship burning so brightly could not but soon dim.

			[image: ]

			America was then both a larger and a smaller place. Distance and primitive communication separated people. But fewer persons existed to bond with, and certainly fewer accomplished persons. Thus, TR and Wilson had met as early as November 1890.57 In March 1896, before a three- to four-thousand-person Baltimore Music Hall crowd, the thirty-eight-year-old Police Commissioner Roosevelt and the forty-year-old Professor Wilson addressed a “Monster Non-Partisan Assemblage” supporting municipal reform.58 Roosevelt called for centralizing all appointive power. Wilson drew raves as “an eloquent talker”59 but took his success modestly, commenting, “I suddenly found that I had become an authority on municipal government, simply because I got in the position of agreeing with the best people in town.”60

			A year later, they dined at Princeton.61 That same January, Wilson interceded with newly appointed Assistant Secretary of the Navy Roosevelt to retain his former Atlanta law partner, Edward I. Renick, as chief clerk of William McKinley’s State Department.62

			As governor of New York, TR (“There is much I should like to talk over with you”63) invited Wilson to visit Albany. Wilson never got there.64 In 1900, Wilson consulted Theodore on a Princeton faculty appointment,65 and when TR wrote back, Wilson passed his letter on to his wife, Ellen, “because I think it will interest you as showing a side,—a very sane, academic side of him,—not known by everybody so much as to exist, but constituting his hope of real and lasting eminence.”66

			Most remarkably, when, in September 1901, TR raced down from the Adirondacks to McKinley’s deathbed, quite by coincidence, among the first persons he received as the nation’s new president was Wilson, en route home from several weeks of vacationing in rustic Ontario.67

			Wilson wasn’t exactly sure what to make of this rising dynamo. He may have admired him (even spending part of a weekend at Sagamore Hill while TR served as vice president68). He was certainly amused by him and perhaps just looked down upon his boisterous, decidedly nonacademic ways. In any case, TR’s sudden elevation to the White House alarmed him. “What will happen to the country,” he puzzled, “with that mountebank as president?”69

			Barely a month later, their paths crossed at Yale’s bicentennial celebrations. TR became an honorary doctor of laws; Wilson and Mark Twain garnered honorary doctor of letters degrees.70 Soon Wilson was considering the new president a “larger” man than Americans knew, “a very interesting and strong man.”71 In 1902, however, he joked with alumni that on the recent Groundhog Day, the rodent in question had quickly scurried back underground—fearful that TR would otherwise invite a “coon” in.72

			In June 1902, Princeton’s trustees unanimously selected Wilson as the university’s thirteenth president. TR wrote him, “As an American interested in that kind of productive scholarship which tends to statesmanship, I hail your election . . . and I count myself fortunate in having the chance to . . . witness your inauguration.”73

			Flattery (of perhaps varying sincerity) peppered TR’s voluminous correspondence. But Theodore also effusively praised Wilson’s appointment to others. “Woodrow Wilson is a perfect trump,” he wrote to a mutual friend. “I am overjoyed at his election.”74 To Grover Cleveland (a Princeton trustee and local resident), he commended Wilson’s “constructive statesmanship and administrative ability; and I am very glad from every standpoint.”75

			In September 1902, at Pittsfield, Massachusetts, a speeding electric trolley car rammed TR’s horse-drawn presidential carriage, killing one Secret Service agent and seriously injuring another. His frock coat ripped, his top hat ruffled, TR shook his fist at the motorman, shouting, “This is the most damnable outrage I ever knew.”76 Two weeks later, an infected abscess required surgery. Hobbled for weeks, he missed Wilson’s swearing-in.77

			Nevertheless, he devoured Wilson’s inaugural address, “Princeton for the Nation’s Service.” Calling it “really notable,” he congratulated Wilson: “As a decent American I want to thank you for it.”78

			But then the relationship went sour, at least from Wilson’s perspective. To faculty, Wilson castigated the administration.79 By 1905, he had determined that his old acquaintance was “not quite a statesman.”80

			That December, for the only time in Army-Navy Game history, West Point and Annapolis competed at Princeton. Beforehand, Theodore, his oldest (and still unmarried) daughter Alice, his brother-in-law Douglas Robinson, Secretary of War Taft, Attorney General Bonaparte, and the remainder of the presidential party lunched at Wilson’s elegant official residence, “Prospect.”

			Ellen Wilson queried her neighbor, Mrs. Grover Cleveland, regarding proper protocol. Requiring female attendees, Ellen invited her maiden twenty-four-year-old sister, Margaret Axson, to lunch with the Roosevelt entourage. Margaret had not far to travel. She lived there.

			Everyone dined at one long table. Margaret sat halfway down from TR, beside fifty-one-year-old Douglas Robinson. They quickly struck up a conversation. “Miss Axson,” roared TR, “stop making eyes at that man on your left. He’s a gray-headed old grandfather. Devote yourself to the chap on your right. He’s a rich bachelor.”

			“I felt,” she recalled, “myself turning tomato-red up to the roots of my hair, and that apparently was just what Mr. Roosevelt wanted. He shouted with delight and pounded the table until the plates all down its length danced a crazy jig.”

			“Mr. President,” Robinson shouted, “I’ll have you know that I’m only a grandfather by marriage.”

			TR was hardly finished. Periodically, he’d bellow “Miss Axson!” each time banging his fist upon the table.

			Miss Axson’s lunch from hell finally concluded. A Secret Service agent, waiting outside, inquired, “What in heaven’s name has been going on in there? Never have I heard such sounds issuing from a respectable dining room!”

			“That was just the President of the United States engaged in mild banter,” she snapped, “and if that’s the way Presidents behave, I hope to the Lord I never meet another!”

			At dinner she bristled, “Why should he deliberately set himself to make me conspicuous and uncomfortable? Who on earth would ever want to be President?”

			“I should!” Wilson rejoined. “I know a whale about the Constitution of this country and I’d like to watch the wheels go round.”81

			They knew he was joking.

			As TR might say, “Of course.”
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