

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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Illustrated by Meryl Henderson
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To My Family
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Illustrations


Mr. Civil Rights


“What do you mean your name isn’t Thoroughgood?”


He brought the young boy with him as a slave.


Aubrey and Thurgood followed their father.


Grandma Annie wouldn’t move.


Thurgood and his father observe from the back of the courtroom.


Thurgood begins to memorize the Constitution.


He could not find a public restroom for colored people.


“Don’t you ever step in front of a white woman again!”


The pants were about four inches too short!


Thurgood decided to give a speech at a pep rally.


“Why don’t you move out of here?”


Associate Justice of the United States Supreme Court





Naming Himself
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Thurgood Marshall ran up the steps into his grandparents’ grocery store on the corner of Dolphin and Division Streets. The afternoon sun slid in with him as he burst through the screen door calling “Grandma! Grandma Annie!” The store had a rich fragrance of fruits and vegetables. There were shiny red apples in baskets, big green cabbages in wooden boxes, pickles in big crocks, loaves of freshly baked bread, and peanut butter in a tub, which his grandmother scooped out into little wooden cartons for her customers.


And then he saw his grandmother standing behind the counter. Her brown eyes twinkled as she watched her grandson running into the store. “I’m right here looking at you!” she answered.


“Is Grandpa here?” he asked as he started to go toward the back room.


“No, he’s gone down to the warehouse to bring back some more vegetables for tomorrow,” Grandmother Annie Marshall replied. She looked at her grandson as he stopped and swung around to come over to the counter. She smiled with pride. He was such a fine-looking boy all dressed up in his school clothes, a tall seven-year-old. His dark pants and white shirt looked so crisp and neat.


Thurgood ran back behind the counter to his grandmother, and exclaimed excitedly, “Grandma! I’ve something to tell you!”


“Just a minute, Goody. Let me just finish taking care of Mrs. Reynolds, and then we can talk.”


Thurgood was so eager to share his news that it was hard for him to wait to talk with his grandmother. He jumped up and down, first on one foot and then the other, as he watched Mrs. Reynolds selecting apples to put in her basket. She would pick up each apple, carefully twirl it in her hand, and then place it in her basket, or sometimes she would look at the apple carefully and then place it back on the fruit counter. He thought she would never finish!


Finally she finished selecting her apples and placed the basket on the counter with her other groceries. Grandma Annie went to the groceries, which were stacked on the counter, and asked, “Will this be all, Mrs. Reynolds?”


“I also need a ten-pound bag of cornmeal and a box of cornflakes,” Mrs. Reynolds answered. “Then I think that’s all for today.”


“Goody, would you please reach Mrs. Reynolds a bag of cornmeal and bring it here.”


He ran to the back of the store where the flour bags were stacked, grabbed the soft bag of cornmeal, and ran back to place it on the counter. Just then his grandmother took the reaching stick standing against the wall so that she could get the cornflakes box down from the high shelf. Quickly Thurgood said, “Grandma, I can do that!”


“That would be a big help,” Grandma Annie answered as she handed the stick to him and then said, “I’ll get started on making up Mrs. Reynolds’s bill.”


Thurgood was so pleased. He loved to use this reaching stick. Carefully he adjusted the handle and then balanced the stick so that the other end was right by the cornflakes box up high on the shelf. By a careful twist of the handle, the two little clamps opened and curved around the box, and when he tightened the handle, it was very simple to bring the box down. He carefully placed the box of cornflakes on the counter with the other groceries.


He was glad to see that his grandmother was almost finished as she touched each item lightly, writing down the price of each one on her sales slip. Then quickly she added the total of all the groceries. “That will be $12.78. Do you want to put this on your bill?”


Mrs. Reynolds nodded and said, “Yes, please.”


Thurgood stood on one foot and then the other. He wished Mrs. Reynolds would hurry up; he wanted to talk to his grandmother.


“Thank you, Mrs. Reynolds,” Grandma Annie said as she pulled out the wooden drawer where the accounts were kept and put the slip into the drawer.


Finally the customer gathered up her market basket and left the store as she said, “Good day, Mrs. Marshall.”


“Now, come sit down beside me, and tell me what you want to tell me.” Grandma Annie sat down in her rocking chair and motioned to Thurgood to come sit down on the big grocery carton beside her.


Thurgood took a deep breath and then announced in an excited voice, “My name isn’t Thoroughgood anymore!”


Grandma stopped rocking. “What do you mean your name isn’t Thoroughgood?” She looked straight at him and squinted her eyes as she added, “Your grandfather will be interested to know that. Your name is very special. You and your grandfather are the only ones with the name Thoroughgood in Baltimore, probably the only Thoroughgoods in the whole state of Maryland, maybe even the whole world!”


He leaped up from his box as he made his case, “But Grandma, Thoroughgood is such a long name to spell! So I decided at school today that from now on I will be Thurgood—Thurgood Marshall. I wrote it on my paper and I told my teacher.” Thurgood stood up a little taller, pressed his lips together in a way that said “that was that.”
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His grandmother lifted her eyebrows a little and said, “Do your mother and father know about this?”


Thurgood hesitated as he answered, “I’ll tell them tonight.” Then he added with confidence, “And I’m sure they will think it is a good idea.”


“Oh,” Grandma Annie said. She got up from her chair and walked over to the back counter, where she reached down into the glass cookie jar, took out two cookies, and put them on a clean towel. Then she turned to the icebox to get a pitcher with milk, which she poured into a glass and placed on the counter.


Thurgood was anxious that she understand him. He followed her over to the counter and leaned over to help himself to the cookies and milk. “Grandma, I’m not really changing my name. . . . It is really only the spelling.” And then hastily he went on. “You know when everyone says it sounds like Thurgood. So I’m just spelling it that way.”


“I think that’s all right for you to change the spelling of your name. It will be easier, but you still need to talk to your mother and father about it.”


Thurgood leaned on the counter as he munched on the chewy cookie. He wanted to make it right with his grandmother. He knew that he had been named for his grandfather Marshall, and he wanted her to understand it was just the spelling that he had changed. “You don’t think Grandpa will mind, do you?”


Grandmother threw her head back and laughed. “No, I don’t. You know he named himself! And I am sure it will be all right with him if you do the same.”


“You mean his name wasn’t Thoroughgood Marshall?” Thurgood was puzzled.


“His name was Marshall.” Grandma hesitated only a moment as she went on to explain. “Marshall was a slave, and in those days, slaves often had only one name. He wanted to serve in the Union army during the war to free the slaves. When he signed up, the officer said he had to have a first name, and so he thought a bit and then said ‘Thoroughgood.’ He wanted to be good all the way through. So he named himself. I guess if you want to spell your name your own way, that’s all right!”


“Did Grandpa get in the Union army?”


“He certainly did . . . and when the war was over, he joined the United States Merchant Marines.”


“He wasn’t a slave anymore?”


“That’s right. After the war, there were no more slaves. He was a freeman, and he served as a sailor in the merchant marines for a long time. He worked hard and saved his money. When he came back to Baltimore, we got married and we used the money he had saved to start this grocery store.”


The phone rang. “I need to get that. It’ll be someone ordering groceries. You finish eating your cookies and drink your milk, and then I think it’s time for you to run on home. Your mother will be wondering where you are.”


Thurgood finished his cookie and drank the last of the cold milk, but he knew his mother would know where he had been. He stopped in his grandparents’ grocery store almost every afternoon.


He ran until he came to the street where he lived with his father, mother, and his ten-year-old brother, Aubrey. His father had a good job as a dining car waiter on the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad, but he was gone sometimes for weeks at a time on the train. When he was on the New York-Washington run, he was gone only a few nights at a time, and Thurgood really liked that. Mother was a teacher, and she was always home after school.


Thurgood liked Baltimore. When he was little, the family had lived in New York City and Mother had gone to Columbia University, but they moved back to Baltimore in 1913 when Thurgood was five years old.


He ran until he came to Druid Hill Avenue. He ran down the street past the row of trim brick houses, each with its own white stone steps leading up to the arch of the front door. When he came to his own house at number 1838 Druid Hill Avenue, he saw Aubrey playing ball with some of his friends on the other side of the street.


Aubrey called to him, “Where were you?”


“I stopped at the grocery store on my way home,” he called back to Aubrey. Then he shoved the front door open and ran in, shouting, “Mother, I’m home!”


Mother was in the kitchen, just putting an apron on over her school clothes. Aubrey and Thurgood both went to Division Street School, the elementary school where their mother was a teacher. His mother laughed. There was never any doubt when Thurgood was home!


He ran straight through the house, and started to go out the back door. “Can I go out to play?” Without waiting for his mother’s answer he ran through the door and down the steps.


“Wait a minute!” Mother called after him. “If you are going out to the back alley to play you need to change your clothes!” Mothers voice was quiet but firm.


“Do I have to? I’m in a big hurry,” Thurgood protested.


“Then you can be quick about it,” Mother said softly.


Thurgood took off his shoes as he ran upstairs. He dropped his shoes in the corner of his room. He hopped out of his school clothes and threw them on the bed. He pulled on his old pants, and buttoned his shirt as he ran downstairs and out the back door again.


Mother came to the door. “No bare feet in the alley. Here, put these on.” She tossed his old sneakers to him.


Thurgood hadn’t wanted to take time to put on shoes, but he knew his mother was right. The kids were probably playing kick the can and that could be hard on the feet. He slipped into the sneakers as he ran to catch up with his friends in the dusty alley behind Al’s house.





A Neighborhood Injustice
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Mrs. Marshall was setting the table for dinner when she heard the front door open and Mr. Marshall came in. “Oh, Will, I’m so glad you’re home. You’re just in time for dinner.” She went back to the cupboard to get another plate and silverware to set his place at the table. “I thought you might not be back until tomorrow.”


Will Marshall took off his cap and hung it on the coatrack as he answered. “My run was shorter this time than I thought it would be. I’m glad to be home, too.”


“You look worn out, Will,” Mrs. Marshall said as she noticed the tired lines on his thin face.


“I’m exhausted. I’m away too much of the time. I would like to be home every night with my family.”


“Oh, I wish you could be too. Aubrey and Goody miss you when you’re gone on long trips.”


“Where are the boys, Norma?”


“They are both outside. I was just about to call them,” she replied.
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