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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

DR. SEUSS
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ILLUSTRATIONS


Ted dressed his toy dog in his mother’s new church hat!

The children chose their costumes.

Ted hurried to the lion cage and opened his sketchbook.

Women marched under Temperance banners.

The scoutmaster hurried Ted offstage.

“Exactly what do you think you are doing?”

Ted appeared as a mandolin player onstage.

They found him fast asleep, his face on the typewriter keys.

The men huddled over Ted’s work.

Ted accepted the Oscar statue.

Ted’s office overlooked the Pacific Ocean.

Every year more than twenty thousand birthday cards arrived.
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Ted crouched behind the parlor door, trying not to giggle out loud. He rested a warning hand on his pit bulls head. Rex quivered with excitement. Marnie sat practicing scales on the piano, pretending not to know about her brother’s mischief.

The sound of their mother’s footsteps floated down the hall. Ted held his breath until she passed the door.

“Boo!” He jumped out, waving his arms. Rex leaped alongside, barking.

“Ach, mein heart!” Mrs. Geisel grabbed her chest. The fairy wings on her shoulders bobbed wildly. She staggered through the parlor past the big new radio, around the piano bench, and past the fireplace. “Quick! My fairy dust!” she gasped. Then she twirled about and fell onto the couch. Rex jumped up to comfort her, a blur of black and white patches and red, licking tongue.

“Stop fooling, Mutter!” Marnie laughed. “Teddy’s guests will be here soon!” She turned a page in her practice book and started to play the piano again.

Mrs. Geisel stood quickly and straightened her fairy costume. “Marnie, you know the rules. German only spoken here,” she said firmly. “Use your English elsewhere.” She tapped Ted on the head with her magic wand as she hurried into the kitchen.

“Ach, nein!” she screamed from the other room. “Theodor Seuss Geisel, you scallywag!”

“What did you do now?” Marnie asked.

Ted just grinned. “You’ll see in a minute,” he said. Mrs. Geisel stormed out of the kitchen. In her hand was a brown toy dog. On its head was Mrs. Geisel’s new church hat. “But Mutter” he explained in German, “Theophrastus asked nicely if he could come to my tenth birthday party. I told him he’d have to wear a costume, like everybody else.”

Mrs. Geisel jerked her long hatpins out of her hat and smoothed its quivering feathers. “This is not a costume,” she scolded.

“It is if you are a dog. Theophrastus told me he wanted to come dressed as the very best mother in the whole wide world.” Ted snuck a wink at his sister.

Marnie groaned loudly. Rex cocked his head. Mrs. Geisel stood frozen. A mix of anger and humor and pride flickered across her face. Finally she laughed. “Ted, you may be dressed in long pants for the day, but there is nothing adult about this prank.”

“He’ll be back in his little-boy knickers tomorrow,” Marnie said, looking prim. She added, “I don’t think his humor will ever grow up.”
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“In a way I hope it doesn’t,” Mrs. Geisel said as she headed back into the kitchen. “Ted, it is time to go and meet your Vater. Then the party can begin.”

Ted snapped his fingers and Rex bounded to join him. Through the top half of the carved wooden front door, Ted tried to listen for the trolley car’s bell. Hearing anything over the noisy streets was hopeless. The whole street seemed to be a party. Horses’ hooves clopped, wagon wheels screeched, Model Ts chugged and honked, church bells pealed, street vendors yelled, and peacocks screamed from the zoo down the block. Over all of that, the mills made a steady clanking and roaring. Ted grinned. He loved the energy of Springfield, Massachusetts.

Everything happened here. Two hundred trains arrived at the station daily. Smith & Wesson made enough new guns to fill a United States Armory. The second commercial radio station in the country had just begun broadcasting from the hotel downtown. They were building the biggest bridge ever across the Connecticut River.

It was March 2, 1914, and he was finally ten. He pulled himself up, opened the bottom half of the door, and strode onto the porch dressed at last as a man. He snapped his fingers and Rex bounded out, too. The pit bulls wagging tail whipping against his leg hit fabric instead of woolen stockings. It felt strange. Vater’s bowler hat pressed against his head in a way that everyday caps never did. Ted took a puff on an imaginary cigar, then pretended to pop open a fine pocket watch. “Vater” he practiced. “You are late.”

This evening he did not slide down the railing, choosing the stairs instead. He strolled down the street touching his hat brim to the women he passed. Mrs. Kaufman struggled with a smile. “Good day, Mrs. Kaufman,” Ted said. Mrs. Hessledorf simply stared. “Guten Tag, Frau Hesseldorf,” Ted said, and moved on.

But Mrs. Haynes scolded him. “For shame, Theodor. Does your father know you are playing in his clothes?”

“No ma’am,” Ted mumbled.

As she passed, Ted heard her threaten, “Wait until the ladies in the club hear of this.”

Ted kept on walking. Old Lady Haynes and her friends would not drink his father’s beer, so they didn’t matter. He reached the street corner and squinted down the block toward Mulberry Street. The trolley was late.

Ted stood still and pretended to be a starving orphan. He felt his shoulders sag in sorrow and his stomach rumble in hunger. When Rex sat down beside him and licked his hand, Ted jumped. In his imagination, the friendly pit bull became a wolf. This wolf would adopt him into the pack and poor, orphaned Ted would become king of the wolves. He was trying to imagine where the wolf’s den might be hidden in Forest Park when the trolley bell rang. Ted shook his head and focused on meeting his father.

Normally he ran to hug Vater and beg for the funny papers. Today, Ted wore grown-up clothes. He decided to act differently. He stood quietly, watching his father lightly take the big step to the curb. Other commuters waddled or shuffled homeward, tired and rumpled from a day’s work. Not Vater! Mr. Geisel’s suit was still clean, his shirt starched and tidy. It made Ted stand taller, just to look at his energetic father. Vater was a tall man with a flat belly, wide shoulders, dark hair, and a huge, walrussy moustache.

“Well, a good day to you, sir,” Mr. Geisel said to his son. The moustache hid any smile, but his eyes crinkled up with glee. He shook Theodor’s hand firmly. “You are looking quite dapper today.”

“Willkommen, Vater” Ted said. “How was your day at the brewery?”

“Never mind that, my boy! You are ten, ten at last, fully ten!” Ted stood even straighter, tall and slender like his father. “Teddy, you will never guess what I have for you this year, son. A true birthday surprise!”

Ted did not have to guess. “A gun, Vater?”

“Ho, ho, ho—yes!”

Ted felt himself squeezed in a great cigar-scented hug. “We’ll make a marksman of you yet!” Mr. Geisel looked across the street. “There is Cousin Bette and her little ones. We’d better hurry home. Wouldn’t do to have the host arrive after his guests!”

The Geisels raced each other up the street, Rex barking at their heels. The music room was already a sea of young cousins in white party clothes. The girls wore starched white bows on their heads and white skirts, socks, and petticoats. The boys were in fresh white knickers and suspenders. The littlest boys even wore white caps. Marnie was playing piano for the crowd, though no one was listening.

They were all chattering in German. There were over a thousand families in Springfield with family roots in Germany. That meant five thousand children. Some had just arrived in the United States. Most, like Ted’s grandparents, the Seusses and Geisels, had great-grandparents from the old country. Other families had lived in Massachusetts for many more generations. All of the city’s schools taught German. The Springfield library had a whole section of books in German. One church held services in German, and most stores carried German foods and newspapers. And most homes like Ted’s were full of the hearty, guttural sound of the German language.

Ted escaped to the front parlor. It was choked with cigar smoke and uncles, men from the health club his Grossvater Seuss had helped found, and Grossvater Geisel. Ted smiled. This was where he belonged now—with the men. When he finally noticed Ted, Grossvater Geisel spread his arms wide. “The birthday boy,” he roared. Ted found himself suffocated against his grandfather’s enormous belly. His face was ground against a watch chain. Ted tried to wiggle free.

Grossvater’s arms squeezed tighter. Deep in the chest beside his ear, Ted heard the rumble of laughter begin. “This little whipper-snapper thinks he’s a man today!” The whole belly shook with great guffaws. Ted fought for breath and began snapping his fingers for Rex.

“Rouf!” At the dogs threatening bark, Grossvaters arms loosened.

“Well, well,” Grossvater said. “Its a wise man who makes good friends and keeps them close.”

“Then I am a wise man?” Ted asked. He straightened his father’s jacket and flushed at the sound of chuckles around the room.

“I certainly hope so, Little Ted. Someday you’ll have the whole brewery,” Grossvater said. “But Big Ted gets it first.” Now the room filled with congratulations and the sound of backslapping. Grossvater held up his hands. “Not so fast!” he said. “I’m in no hurry to give the business to my son. Four, five years and we’ll talk.”

Ted stood still. He had never seriously thought about what he would do with his life. Suddenly, there it was, all planned out. Grossvater would give the brewery to Vater. And Vater would pass it on to him. The factory. The beer wagons and horses. The customers. A trolley ride to work every day. Ted wasn’t sure he wanted all of this. The men crowded close to Grossvater and began discussing their business plans. His business plans. Ted suddenly needed air. He wormed his way out of the huddle and fled to the hall.

The hall was full of cousins, marching single file. The strange parade was heading up the stairs. Ted whooped with delight and raced to the head of the line.

On beyond the second floor the children climbed, into the great drafty attic. The wardrobe trunks were already thrown open. Mrs. Geisel settled quarrels as children chose their costumes. Her wings were drooping, but at nearly six feet tall, she towered over everyone. No one dared to question her. Sisters and brothers helped transform each other with rabbit ears, tiger skins, frontier shirts, and cowgirl skirts. The party that came back down to the dining room table was a wild group of animals, princesses, policemen, and one ten-year-old, future brewery president.

Ted sat at the head of the great oak table. The housekeeper, Anne, had made all his favorite foods. Besides sauerkraut, the tangy, salted cabbage dish, there were five kinds of meat: bratwurst, knockwurst, liverwurst, Wiener schnitzel, and frankfurters. Sweet applesauce and mountains of boiled potatoes filled out the menu. The dark breads at dinner and the birthday cake came from the Seuss Bakery. “Danke,” Ted said, thanking Grossvater Seuss across the table.
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After dinner, they played pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey and charades. They all sang around the piano as Mrs. Geisel played. Ted played piano, too, and a little mandolin. Then it was gift time. “Danke,” Ted said again and again. The gun his father gave him was good enough to use in competition. Vater also gave him a new fishing rod. Mutter gave him colored pencils and pads of drawing paper.

“No more drawing on the wall,” she said, smiling. Ted blushed. It had been years since he had lain in bed drawing animals on his wall when he couldn’t sleep. But Mrs. Geisel had other gifts for him, too.

“That’s a baby book!” Marnie sniffed as Ted pulled the paper off a new copy of The Bad Child’s Book of Beasts. “Though it might finally teach him some manners.” Ted was already thumbing through the familiar pages.

“It’s not for the rhymes, you know,” Mutter said. Ted smiled back at his mother. He had always loved the wild beasts Ian Blackwood drew to illustrate Hilaire Belloc’s playful rhymes. Now he could study his own copy. Mutter also gave him the newest book in The Rover Boys series.
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