














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
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FRANKLIN DELANO ROOSEVELT


Champion of Freedom


by Kathleen Kudlinski





For my mother-in-law, Ann Kudlinski, with thanks for sharing stories of life in the Depression and her work as a real Rosie the Riveter in a defense plant. 
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Note: A portion of the proceeds from this book is being donated by the author to the fight against polio.
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ILLUSTRATIONS



On the front lawn of the Roosevelt Estate


“Ready to ride?”


Franklin knew how lucky he was.


VOTE MCKINLEY AND ROOSEVELT


The Roosevelts had their hands full with five children.


Franklin made sure the navy was involved in the war in every way possible.


No one saw the men lift Franklin’s stretcher.


When Franklin swam in the mineral water, he felt better.


Franklin decided to prove them all wrong.


“Relief, recovery, and reform for America.”


A disability does not end a life.


Everywhere around the world, people mourned the passing of a great man.
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“Good morning, Master Roosevelt.” The gardener tipped his hat to Franklin. “You surely do ride well for a seven-year-old.”


Franklin just grinned and kicked his pony to a faster trot. His big black dog, Monk, barked with joy and romped alongside. Together they paraded across the front lawn of Springwood, the Roosevelt estate in Hyde Park, New York. Franklin was glad to be out for the hour of play after a long morning at lessons with his tutor. At the edge of their lawn, the broad Hudson River glinted in the afternoon sun. Franklin slid off Debbie’s back and left the pony grazing on the new spring grasses while he walked down to the water. 


He checked the knots holding their boats to the dock. A steamboat paddled up the river, belching smoke. Skiffs and sloops, a ketch and a schooner hauled at their sails, steering wide to give the big boat extra space. Franklin leaned over to drag his fingers through the water and grinned. The Hudson was still too cold for swimming, but the breeze was perfect for sailing. His father would be home for tea soon, he thought. Franklin jumped to his feet, wondering what his “Popsy” had planned for them for the afternoon. 


He glanced up the long sloping riverbank to the huge old farmhouse at the top of the ridge. The sun reflected in its windows, hiding the bustle of maids and cooks, the nanny and the tutor inside. He squinted. His mother was standing, silent and still, on the front porch. He loved how she looked in her fine dresses.
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Franklin waved and she gestured calmly for him to come in. When he ran up onto the porch, she said simply, “I have news.” He followed his mother into her study, being careful not to step on the edges of her long skirt. Monk followed too, quiet now. 


Mother sat down at her desk and folded her hands in her lap. Franklin sat on a satin chair nearby. “What is it, Mother?” he asked, when he couldn’t stand to wait any longer. 


“Archibald Rogers has died, dear.”


“Archibald is dead? When?” Franklin pictured his best friend and blinked hard to hold back tears. “But, Mother, we play together every week! What happened to Archibald? Tell me!” 


“Now, Franklin.” Franklin froze at the tone in her voice. Mother didn’t like it when he made a fuss. He took a shuddering breath and stared up at the portrait of his ancestor, Isaac Roosevelt. The painting had hung in Franklin’s home as long as he could remember. ISAAC ROOSEVELT, 1726-1794. Franklin recited the portrait’s label to himself from memory. NEW YORK’S FIRST STATE SENATOR. It helped him to quiet down. So did Isaac’s stern, proud gaze. 


“Archibald died of diphtheria, Son.” Franklin winced at his mother’s words. That was one of the awful illnesses that his parents worried about—scarlet fever, polio, measles, appendicitis, pneumonia, diptheria. There were many more. “This is most unfortunate indeed,” Mrs. Roosevelt said. Franklin slid from his chair and went to stand by her. “One would think,” she said, “that by 1889 they would have found a cure.” Franklin wiped his eyes and his mother went on. “Young Archibald was one of the few suitable playmates for you in Hyde Park.” 


“With whom will I play, Mother?”


“Archibald had a brother, didn’t he? He would be suitable. And our guests at dinner parties are always glad to speak with you, Franklin. And there are always the relatives.” 


Franklin wanted a hug. He threw his arms around Monk and squeezed, then leaned his cheek against the dog’s shaggy fur to feel the animal’s warmth. Monk’s tail thumped against the elegant silk carpet. Mrs. Roosevelt looked sharply at the big dog, but said nothing. Franklin loosened his arms around the dog. It licked him as he stood up. Franklin cleared his throat and stared at the Bible on the shelf below the portrait. His name was in there. The big old book was written in Dutch. It had been passed down through the family for generations and every birth and death and marriage was recorded there. He concentrated, trying to picture his page and its spidery writing: Franklin Delano Roosevelt, born January 30, 1882. All of his famous family was in there. And all of the others who had died, Franklin thought. Of diseases. Of diphtheria. He swallowed hard. 


“Come here, dear,” Mrs. Roosevelt said. “You may help me with my stamp collection.” Franklin leaned over her shoulder and looked at the stamps spread across her desk. They seemed to melt together in the tears that filled his eyes. He sniffed, but quietly. 


“Look at this one, Franklin,” Mrs. Roosevelt said. “It is from Great Britain, and that is a picture of the English queen, Victoria. She has ruled that country and dozens of others in her commonwealth for fifty-two years now.” Franklin stared at the woman on the stamp. It was interesting to think that someone had held power for so long. 


“Would you like to hold the stamp?” Franklin could not believe it when Mother handed him the tweezers. She turned on the new electric light and let him look through her hand lens at the woman who ruled countries. Then Mrs. Roosevelt gave him a little folded mounting patch and let him lick one side and glue it to the back of the stamp. Franklin looked at her. She nodded and then pointed to the spot where the stamp fit into her huge album. 


Franklin wanted to shout for joy. He had never been allowed to touch her stamps before! He tried to keep his hand from trembling as he licked the other side of the patch and tried to center the stamp in the square Mother had shown him. Franklin held his breath and felt the glue stick to the paper. It was perfect! 


Mother gave his shoulder a warm pat.


“Pardon me.” They looked up. Franklin’s new governess stood in the doorway, her ruffled apron starkly white against her long navy dress. “Master Roosevelt? The tutor is ready for your German lesson.” 


Not now! Franklin almost groaned aloud, but caught himself in time. 


“Franklin dear,” Mother said, “you may spend time with your Popsy this afternoon at four o’clock. He is expecting to sail with you. Now kiss me and go on.” She tilted her head to offer her cheek. With a last glance at the stamp album, Franklin kissed his mother and followed his governess out. 


“Ahoy there!” Franklin called to his parents, three years later and hundreds of miles north of Hyde Park. He trimmed the sails on his family’s boat and eased it alongside the dock at their summer home. 


“Right-o!” Popsy called from the shore.


Mother clapped. Franklin tied off the line and stared for a moment at his parents. Mother looked so elegant in her straw hat. Popsy looked far older than any of his friends’ fathers. His silver hair shone in the Canadian sun. How Franklin had missed them! He leaped to the dock and raced up the path. 


“What else did you see in Germany?” his mother asked as they sat sunning in the lawn chairs.


“Soldiers, Mother. Lots of soldiers.”


“What else would a ten-year-old see?”


Mother asked. “I would prefer to hear of art works you saw, government offices you visited, or people whom you met.”


Popsy laughed loudly. “Sara, that can wait. I should think our young man would rather run off the length of the island while the day is fair.” He winked at Franklin. “Later we can discuss—perhaps in German—your son’s six weeks abroad.” 


Franklin looked from one parent to the other, then grinned. “I’ll be back for supper.” He headed off to roam the piney woods and marshes of Campobello Island. Across the bay, he could see Maine and the boat that ferried them over from the mainland every spring. The other side of the island faced the open Atlantic. Between, there were miles of paths and hollows, ponds and boulder castles to explore. Tides surged in and out all around the island, their currents swifter than the Hudson River at flood stage. He had wasted so many weeks away, and so many weeks sailing on the ocean liner back and forth from New York City to Germany! He ran faster, to catch up on his summer. 


Suddenly a stick cracked under his foot. One end of it whipped up and slammed him in the face. Franklin grabbed his mouth with both his hands. Pain! It screamed through his jaw. Pain filled his mind, his thoughts. He staggered backward trying to make sense of the blood and rocks in his mouth. He spit out a whole tooth, but the pain was worse where he’d almost broken off another. 


Franklin spit and swallowed until the bleeding had nearly stopped. He splashed cold pond water on his face. The cuts stung, the place for his missing tooth ached, but the live nerve in the broken tooth screamed every time air touched it. He trudged home, trying to think what he would say to his parents. They had plans. Campobello Island and the cabins were for fun, not for dentist’s visits. 


But that was where he had to go. Mrs. Roosevelt took Franklin to the ferry dock, his face swelling, his head aching, and his mouth in pain beyond anything he had ever felt. Franklin did not let himself cry. He wouldn’t even complain. He blinked back tears and tried to keep his swollen lips shut on the ferry passage. He stayed silent at the dentist’s and through the trip back to the island. 


By the time he returned to the supper table, he was dizzy with pain and painkillers. The piney smell of the cabin’s warm wooden walls and the cozy light of candles and lanterns helped him to relax. Fire crackled in the fireplace. There were no satin chairs here, no tasseled drapes or antique portraits, but this was home, as much as Hyde Park. Franklin felt the comfort all through his body. 


“Here you are, Master Roosevelt.” The cook set a plate of mashed potatoes before him. The Roosevelts had brought her to Campobello from Springwood, along with tutors and maids. Franklin looked up at her kind face and smiled. Campobello was the one place where manners were relaxed. They could have picnic food here, right at the table. His favorite was hot dogs. Even the thought now of chewing one hurt his mouth, so he quietly said his thank-you for the plate of soft, mushy potatoes. 


“You would have been proud of your son,” Mrs. Roosevelt said to her husband. “Please,” she paused while the cook served her plate. “Franklin is such a stubborn little Dutchman that he went through the whole thing without a fuss.” There was love in her voice, and it made Franklin’s mouth feel better just to hear it. 


“What would you expect?” Popsy said. “He’s a Roosevelt!”


Franklin sat taller and ate as much of the potatoes as he could.


“Ready to ride?” Popsy said at Hyde Park, one afternoon the next winter.
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Franklin laughed aloud. “Always!” he crowed. They hurried to the stables behind the house and looked in on the Roosevelt horses. Walking down the long hall, they stopped at each stall as Popsy described the trotter’s racing victories. After the Roosevelts picked their afternoon’s mounts, the groom hurried to saddle the horses. 


The dull gray sky threatened snow, and clouds of steam formed from the horses’ breaths—Monk’s and the Roosevelts’, too. “Snow is good for the crops,” Popsy explained as they trotted past empty fields and orchards. “It keeps the hard cold from the roots.” 


They tied the horses to the fence and slogged through the old snow to check the places where they had grafted trees. Back in the spring, they had slit the barks on a few trees, then slid twigs from a new kind of pear into the mature trees. The wrappings of wax and burlap were still in place. Franklin grinned. The grafts would grow. Within the next few years there would be two different kinds of pears hanging on each tree! 


“They’ll get a good watering when the snow melts,” Mr. Roosevelt said. “They’ll need it.”


“I know all that, Popsy,” Franklin laughed. “Every day you tell me about nature and farming. Every day I listen.”


“Would you want me to stop?” Mr. Roosevelt asked.


Franklin grinned. “I don’t think you could!”


Popsy laughed. “You are right. The land, the plants, the river—all of it is in my blood.”


“And mine,” Franklin said. They rode on in silence until a grouse flew up suddenly from the dead grasses by the road.


“That reminds me, Son,” Mr. Roosevelt said. “Your eleventh birthday is next week, and I have my eye on a fine shotgun for you.” Franklin stared at his father and held his breath in anticipation. “Yes,” the old man said, “but there are some rules you must agree to.” 


“Anything.” Franklin breathed. His own gun! He could hunt like his cousin Theodore. 


“Take no more than one bird of each species,” Popsy said, “and not during nesting seasons. And you must keep records.”


“I already do that for my nest collection, Popsy, and the birds’ eggs I have blown out and dried. I have notebooks and charts and—” 


“If you weren’t already a naturalist,” Popsy interrupted, “I would not have offered this.”


Franklin shivered as the first wet snowflakes blew across the meadow. His teeth were chattering. “I think we should stop by the greenhouse, Popsy. Wouldn’t Mother like a fresh flower?” 


Mr. Roosevelt laughed. “You just want an excuse to get warm!”


Franklin kicked his mount into a canter and they raced to the greenhouse.
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