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				Foreword

				Everything Theodore Roosevelt did throughout his life was duty-bound, including the wise self-selection of Joseph Bucklin Bishop as his official biographer. While Bishop wrote numerous books and scores of magazine articles unrelated to our twenty-sixth president, he is best remembered in history for editing Theodore Roosevelt’s Letters to His Children. A newspaper editor from 1870 to 1905, Bishop was always defending Roosevelt against bad operators in the private sector and government. He was a combination press agent, defense counselor, and let-your-guard-down loyalist. At Roosevelt’s request, Bishop left the newspaper world in 1905 to become executive secretary of the Isthmian Canal Commission in Washington, D.C., and Panama. The important post came about because of Bishop’s unflinching editorial support of the 1903 Panamanian Revolution, followed by the construction of the Panama Canal, linking the Atlantic to the Pacific. His book, The Panama Gateway, remains mandatory reading for anybody even vaguely interested in Latin American history.

				It wasn’t just political compatibility that led Roosevelt to choose Bishop as his Boswell, though. As is clearly evident from the hundreds of letters T. R. sent to Bishop between 1897 and 1918, their friendship, that mysterious cement of the soul, came naturally to the two Atlantic seaboard intellectuals. No matter what the societal circumstances, Roosevelt and Bishop pulled for each other’s daily action. They had a symbiotic friendship, one that developed at the end of the nineteenth century in New York. Roosevelt was New York City police commissioner when they first met, and Bishop was an editor of the New York Evening Post. Both reformers fearlessly waged war on Tammany Hall. 

				Every good statesman needs a top-tier journalist he can trust, and Bishop played that role with Roosevelt. There were times when T. R. didn’t correspond with Bishop—the hard-charging weeks in Spanish-ruled Cuba, his yearlong naturalist collection trip for the Smithsonian Institute in British East Africa, his near-death encounter traversing Brazil’s Rio da Dúvida. But for the most part, Roosevelt used Bishop as his sounding board on issues ranging from the 1902 Anthracite Coal Strike to the political strategy for the 1908 presidential election to the launching of the Bull Moose Party in 1912.

				But it was in the drama surrounding the Panama Canal intrigue that made Bishop one of the indispensable figures in Roosevelt’s White House. Dispatched to Panama, traveling around the countryside in the tropical heat of the teeming jungle, Bishop took prodigious notes for Roosevelt’s perusal back in Washington, D.C. In a very real sense, Bishop served as Roosevelt’s probing eyes and ears in Panama for seven full years, well after T. R. had left the presidency. Because the Panama Canal was Roosevelt’s pet project, he regarded Bishop’s memos as crucial dispatches, always anxiously awaiting their arrival by mail. 

				Loyalty, it’s been said, is the most treasured quality any U.S. president can have; it’s always in short supply. As Chip Bishop makes clear in The Lion and the Journalist—a pioneering, smartly rendered biography—the friendship between the president and the reporter was reciprocal in nature. Each man was a confidant of the other. Bishop served as a kind of media watchdog for T. R. throughout his public career, making sure he didn’t get blindsided by some print assassin. Bishop, for his part, truly enjoyed the privileges accorded to a trusted counselor. Together they helped stabilize the progressive movement with their sober-minded critiques of modern America. “Your editorials,” Roosevelt once wrote Bishop, “are a real comfort to me.”

				Not that the friendship was on an entirely equal footing. Sometimes Roosevelt’s impetuousness ventured into the dictatorial. “Take the 4:25 train,” T. R. ordered Bishop in one missive. But Roosevelt so entirely valued Bishop’s companionship that he would frequently invite him and his wife, Harriet, to dinner at the White House and at his Oyster Bay home, Sagamore Hill. Although Roosevelt was an optimist, he genuinely enjoyed listening to Bishop’s skinny about various scoundrels of the day. Of Bishop’s counsel, Roosevelt wrote, “I am always wishing I could see you.” 

				Late in life, plagued by a series of health maladies, Roosevelt entrusted Bishop with the publication of private letters to his six children. The book—Theodore Roosevelt’s Letters to His Children, published in 1919, just after Roosevelt’s death, and a runaway hit—humanized the president much more than T. R.’s An Autobiography. It was only Bishop—no one else—to whom T. R. would have entrusted the editing of this deeply intimate and emotional correspondence with his beloved brood. 

				Legacy meant a great deal to Roosevelt, as it does to all U.S. presidents. Bishop was the man T. R. thought most suited to write his authorized biography. Bishop proved to be an inspired choice. Drawing on thousands of candid and illuminating letters that Roosevelt wrote to friends and associates, many marked personal, others clearly written to shed new light on his presidential thinking and decision-making in a turbulent era of progressivism and global expansionism, Bishop produced a two-volume masterwork. Theodore Roosevelt and His Time Shown in His Own Letters, published in 1920, has become essential biographical reading. 

				Now Chip Bishop—the great-grandnephew of Joseph Bucklin Bishop—has seized the historical reins himself. Using the T. R.–Bishop correspondence and an array of wonderful anecdotal events as his literary foundation, our Bishop has written a groundbreaking study of the great symbiotic friendship between the colonel and his editor. It will be impossible to write on T. R. again without first reading this marvelous book. 

				


				—Douglas Brinkley

			

		

	
		
			
				Introduction

				Wheels on the Earth

				“The old lion is dead,” Archie Roosevelt wired his siblings from Sagamore Hill on January 6, 1919.1 His father, the redoubtable Rough Rider and twenty-sixth president of the United States, had died gently in the middle of the night. In his bedroom at the family estate on a great hill in Oyster Bay, New York, Theodore Roosevelt went quietly to the ages, an act uncharacteristic of someone who otherwise had yielded to few men or forces in his sixty tumultuous years.

				“Death had to take Roosevelt sleeping,” observed Vice President Marshall, “for if he had been awake, there would have been a fight.”2

				Colonel Roosevelt had spent a typical Sunday, resting and writing letters. He retired at 11 p.m. “Please put out that light, James,” he had asked the servant who occupied an adjoining room.3 At 4:00 a.m., James Amos, a holdover from the White House years, heard shallow breathing next door. Looking in, he was alarmed and summoned a nurse. Moments later, Roosevelt died without waking.4

				He had been hospitalized in recent weeks for a pulmonary embolism and other illnesses, but had rebounded.5 Doctors said that a blood clot had traveled from a vein elsewhere in his body—perhaps aggravated by inflammatory rheumatism—to his lungs.

				In Oyster Bay, news of the death of its most celebrated resident staggered the populace. Townspeople lowered the flag and hung black crepe on the firehouse. Grief darkened that cold Sunday. “I have lost the best friend I ever had,” said Roosevelt’s coachman, Charles Lee, “and the best friend any man ever had.”6

				In the memory of millions, there had rarely been anyone quite like T. R. Born in 1858 to a wealthy New York City family, he watched Abraham Lincoln’s funeral procession pass beneath an upstairs window of his grandfather’s house on Union Square. Roosevelt lived a privileged child’s life, developing an intense interest in natural science and all manner of creatures, living and dead. After graduating from Harvard in 1880, he wed Alice Hathaway Lee, his college sweetheart, on his twenty-second birthday. Their daughter, Alice Lee, was born four years later.

				Roosevelt chose a career of progressive Republican public service, a path charted by the father whom he hero-worshipped. Elected to the New York State Assembly in 1881 at just twenty-three, T. R. was the youngest ever to serve in that body. To the surprise of few who knew his ambitious old-line commerce-class family, he rose rapidly to become minority leader, and authored more bills than any other New York legislator at the time. “I worked on a very simple philosophy of government,” he remembered. “It was that personal character and initiative are the prime requisites in political and social life.”7 

				To cope with his wife’s death from kidney disease, just two days after the birth of their child, the death of his mother on the same day, and to satisfy his yearning for wide spaces, Roosevelt headed west to build cattle ranches on the banks of the Little Missouri River in Dakota Territory, which was “still the Wild West in those days.”8 He hunted buffalo and brought to his love of nature an advocacy for conservation, later one of the greatest of his legacies.

				He finished third in the 1886 New York City mayoral race—“But anyway, I had a bully time”9 —and turned enthusiastically to writing. He began a naval history of the War of 1812, historical biographies of Thomas Hart Benton and Gouverneur Morris, as well as other well-received volumes on ranch life and the wilderness.

				He married childhood friend Edith Kermit Carow in 1886. They moved to Sagamore Hill, a turreted home he had built on Oyster Bay, where they raised six children.

				In 1889, T. R. won appointment as civil service commissioner in Washington, D.C., battling office-mongering, rife in government at the time. As he explained, “The opposition to reform is generally led by skilled parliamentarians, and they fight with the vindictiveness natural to men who see a chance of striking at the institution which has baffled their greed.”10

				Eager to escape Washington and return home, though, Roosevelt took an appointment in 1895 as police commissioner of New York City. The first day on the job, he was elected president of the board. Describing his task as “inconceivably arduous, disheartening and irritating,”11 Roosevelt made bold reforms and midnight street rambles in pursuit of duty-shirking policemen that attracted national attention.

				With the election of Republican William McKinley to the presidency in 1896, T. R. captured the coveted post of assistant secretary of the navy. He set about to prepare the service for an expansionist role and, as he saw it, the inevitability of war with Spain over Cuba and the Philippines. “Better a thousand times to err on the side of over-readiness to fight than to err on the side of tame submission to injury or cold-blooded indifference to the misery of the oppressed.”12

				But within a year, Roosevelt answered the call to duty, resigning the navy post to take a New York National Guard commission as lieutenant colonel of the 1st U.S. Volunteer Cavalry Regiment, known as the Rough Riders. Following the destruction of the Maine in Havana Harbor, he fought in the Spanish-American War, where he earned legendary status in the battle charge at San Juan Heights. “I would rather have led that charge . . . than served three terms in the U.S. Senate,” he later said.13

				His fame secured, Roosevelt was drafted by the Republicans to run for governor of New York. Elected in 1898 by a slim margin, he challenged entrenched party bosses to accomplish a respectable reform record in just two years. It was in the latter months of his term that national Republican leaders tapped him to run for the vice presidency on McKinley’s 1900 reelection ticket. New York political power brokers had arranged Roosevelt’s selection, wanting the “meddling” executive out of their way. From a caboose platform, he campaigned vigorously in 567 cities and towns in 24 states while the president, at the top of the ticket, calmly received well-wishers on his front porch in Canton, Ohio. “I feel sorry for McKinley,” said one campaigner. “He has a man of destiny behind him.”14

				Destiny indeed intervened. On September 6, 1901, anarchist Leon Czolgosz shot McKinley at the Pan-American Exposition in Buffalo. Roosevelt received the startling news while on vacation with Edith and their children in the Adirondacks. McKinley died of his wounds six days later, and Roosevelt, at forty-two, became president of the United States—the youngest in history.

				Roosevelt’s presidency shook the world and earned him veneration, along with Washington, Jefferson, and Lincoln, on Mount Rushmore in the Black Hills of South Dakota. His enduring legacy includes successful antitrust battles with railroads, a network of national parks, the National Forest System, construction of the Panama Canal, establishment of the Commerce and Labor Departments, and the Nobel Peace Prize for negotiating an end to the Russo-Japanese War. His premature death in 1919 stunned the world and brought a flood of condolences to Sagamore Hill. So many messages overwhelmed the telegraph office that two additional operators had to be called in. In the end, the workload surpassed even their added capacity to manage.

				Edith Roosevelt held up better than expected. Her children, grown and scattered, commenced their sad journeys home. Eleanor, the wife of Theodore Jr., the oldest son, arrived first to comfort Edith and make plans for all that followed. The few early callers from outside the family included the late president’s private secretary, party leaders, and a diminutive, seventy-two-year-old former New York newspaperman, who had enjoyed a quarter-century of friendship with T. R. His presence at Sagamore Hill in the hours immediately following Roosevelt’s death and his closeness to the family were well noted by others; he was, after all, the president’s authorized biographer, chosen by the man himself.

				Joseph Bucklin Bishop had last seen T. R. on the day before Christmas, a couple of weeks earlier. The former president, then hospitalized, was going over the typewritten manuscript of Theodore Roosevelt’s Letters to his Children, a book that Bishop had edited for publication. As Roosevelt finished reading the letters, Bishop recalled him saying, “I would rather have that book published than anything that has ever been written about me.”15

				That comment was not self-serving, Bishop understood. He later observed that Roosevelt “had hitched his wagon to a star but was careful to have the rope long enough to keep its wheels on the earth. . . . He was the eager, unresting, unswerving champion of things that ought to be, with a devotion that was a religion, a sincerity that neither yielded nor faulted, a love for the welfare of his fellow men, and a human sympathy with them which was boundless and inexhaustible.”16

				Bishop had been a steady object of Roosevelt’s attention from his days as a writer and editor for the New York Tribune, Evening Post, and Globe and Commercial Advertiser in the 1870s, ’80s, and ’90s, through his tenure in the new century as the president’s designated secretary of the Isthmian Canal Commission in Panama.

				Beyond the twelve years’ difference in their ages, the contrast between the two men could not have been starker. Roosevelt commanded any room, self-certain and gregarious, a nineteenth-century action figure in spectacles, ruggedly built from a lifetime of strenuous physical challenge. Bishop, by contrast, was prim by nature, “undersized and grouchy-looking with a little pointed gray beard and a shiny bald head.”17

				Roosevelt was well-bred, moneyed, Harvard-educated, and from uptown New York. Bishop was a Massachusetts farmer’s son, old-line Yankee, and an inveterate schmoozer with typing calluses on his fingertips. John Hay, once an assistant private secretary to Lincoln and an editorial colleague of Bishop’s at the Tribune, described his personality as rooted in “a Puritan conscience.”18 Yet despite their differences, Bishop maintained an idealized view of Roosevelt: “Nature has made many millions of men, but she has made only one Theodore Roosevelt.”19

				Bishop understood Roosevelt’s mind and mood and expressed the president’s thoughts with uncanny precision. “I am grateful for the editorial you have just written and for many editorials in the past,” Roosevelt wrote Bishop in 1902. “You make exactly the points I should like to have made. You said exactly the things I should like to have said. You help me more than I can express in driving home the points I am trying to make, the lessons I am trying to teach.”20

				Roosevelt rewarded Bishop with enduring friendship, confidence, and insider access to the family. T. R. once wrote to his great friend, “I am always wishing I could see you.”21

			

		

	
        
            
PART I

BEGINNINGS

            


		
			
				One

				Vegetables and Cobblestones

				The Wampanoag tribe—literally the People of the Morning Light because of their easterly location—inhabited eastern Massachusetts when English settlers arrived, hunting the woodlands and fishing rivers and the long and narrow Narragansett Bay. Seekonk—an Indian name derived from sucki and honck, meaning black goose—was one of their settlements.

				Chief Massasoit signed a treaty with the newcomers, believing an alliance would protect his people from the neighboring Narragansetts. For £35, the Wampanoags deeded hunting and fishing rights in what is now Seekonk and surrounding communities to Myles Standish and other Puritan settlers. After the violence of King Philip’s War, in which hostile settlers beheaded Chief Metacomet, Massasoit’s son, colonists in the area prospered as a community of farmers. 

				But land-hungry Massachusetts and Rhode Island officials laid competing claims to parts of what was called Rehoboth, spawning incessant boundary disputes. In 1812, the Town of Seekonk incorporated from the western half of Rehoboth. In 1862, by U.S. Supreme Court decision, Rhode Island annexed western Seekonk, which became the town of East Providence. The new community assumed half of Seekonk’s territory, and two-thirds of its people and valuation, leaving Seekonk to a rural destiny.

				All of which confuses the question of where Joseph Bucklin Bishop was born. He arrived September 5, 1847, then in Seekonk, now the village of Rumford in East Providence. His mother, Elzada, was thirty-nine; James Madison Bishop, his father, was thirty-five. Already, they were the parents of three daughters and two sons, and a fourth daughter followed in 1849. The middle name, Bucklin—which he used professionally throughout his life—likely came from the legendary revolutionary figure Joseph Bucklin, who led a 1772 attack on the English ship Gaspee in Narragansett Bay. 

				James Madison Bishop had wed Elzada Balcom of Seekonk in the Newman Church in 1835. The church had been settled in 1643 at the vortex of Rehoboth’s original sixty-four-acre common, called the Ring of the Green. It was on the edge of the Ring that James Madison Bishop established his farm in 1837 on what is now Pleasant Street in Rumford. Their first child, Eliza, was delivered a year earlier. Then, in consistent two-year intervals, Julia Almira, Thomas Benton, and Ann Francis joined the family, followed in time by James Madison II, Joseph Bucklin, and lastly, Amey Whipple.

				By all accounts, James Madison Bishop was a successful farmer. Records show that in the fall of 1853, he received 50 cents for the best lot of cabbages in a show at a cattle fair in nearby Taunton.22 Between 1844 and 1853, James served as the town’s pound keeper and, for a year, as its sealer of weights and measures.23  As keeper of the public pound—a large square enclosure protected with a high stone wall—he received wayward livestock and other animals committed to his custody. His farm, a fruitful forty acres of rye, wheat, and vegetables, also contained cows, hogs, and fowl alongside rugged workhorses and faithful carriage mares. A sell-off inventory, completed shortly after James’s death in 1864, recorded five tons of hay in the upper barn and thirty bushels of corn on ears, along with large stores of onions, carrots, apples, turnips, and beets. The catalog counted an amazing 1,800 cabbages estimated to be worth $70. The farmer’s bounty also included cider, porks, hams, and “1½ barrels of catsup.”24 

				An estate inventory listed the expected cane chairs, a farm table, a few kerosene lamps, a good feather bed,25  and a white stone tea set, perhaps Elzada’s. Although the family’s belongings included a bookcase, there was no mention of books that it may once have held. Ultimately, the Bishop estate was valued at $3,022.29 (worth $41,640 in 2010), including payments due from borrowers and other receivables. Everything was sold to pay outstanding debts.

				By the 1860s, the family already stretched back seven generations in America. There was Phanuel Bishop, innkeeper, Massachusetts senator, and U.S. congressman, whose homestead stood on the other side of Rehoboth’s Ring of the Green. And of course there was the infamous Bridget Bishop, whose red bodice and bawdy games of “shovel board” had ignited a firestorm of Puritan recrimination in 1690s Salem and led to her execution for witchcraft.

				Some 200 miles southwest of where young Joseph Bucklin Bishop was growing up, another mid-century child inhabited a different world in gilded Manhattan. Just three years old, Theodore Roosevelt—affectionately called “Teedie”—enjoyed the comfort and security of urban privilege. As historian Edmund Morris writes,

				


				Through the front window of [his father’s] house, he could look down on carriages and cobblestones and hear, coming from Broadway and Fifth Avenue, the rumble and throb of a great city. Through the rear windows, he gazed out into another world, an enormous block-wide garden full of trees and flowers and roamed by ornamental peacocks. Were it not for the weight of asthma, Teedie might consider himself a child of Paradise.26  

				


				The affliction frightened Teedie and his family throughout the boy’s youth. The asthma disabled him continually, spelling panicked flights to doctors at odd hours of the night and experiments with bizarre remedies. It wasn’t unusual, for example, to see Teedie smoking a cigar at his father’s urging in the hope that it would restore normal breathing. Worse still, his bouts often were accompanied by periods of melancholy and, while traveling, homesickness. In part, it was the asthma that occasioned Teedie’s home tutoring, but it was T. R.’s determination to conquer this chronic malady that drove him to intense physical exertion and extreme outdoor challenges later in life.

				The family’s wealth had compounded steadily through generations of merchants and most recently from Roosevelt and Son, his grandfather’s import firm. Cornelius Van Schaack Roosevelt was making a fortune supplying plate glass to builders across the continent. He was said to be worth a half million dollars, equivalent to $5 million or more today.

				Teedie’s father, Theodore Roosevelt Sr., was a partner in the import business, managing it efficiently with everyday attentiveness. But beyond his business responsibilities and a constant worry about Teedie’s health, the elder Roosevelt nurtured a sweeping charitable passion, a mission to share his wealth and know-how with causes that served the city’s underclass. One notable undertaking brought consolation to many of the city’s homeless youth in the form of the Newsboys’ Lodging House on West 18th Street, where “several hundred stray boys were given a clean bed in a warm room for five cents, a fraction of that charged by the lowest kind of commercial flophouse.”27  

				It wasn’t the first time that Roosevelt Sr. had gone out of his way to help those less fortunate. The Civil War had presented him with a gut-wrenching quandary. Although his sympathies lay with the North, his wife’s family, the Bullochs—plantation owners and slave holders—supported the rebel cause with fervor. Not yet thirty and in first-rate physical condition, Roosevelt Sr. was a prime candidate for enlistment, but he opted out of service, recruiting, as was permitted, a substitute. In time, perhaps regretting his decision, he found a way to aid soldiers of both sides. At the time, opportunist scoundrels plied the camps, offering liquor and other temptations to weary troops at overblown prices. Roosevelt Sr. lobbied Congress to create, and later served on, a volunteer allotment commission, visiting battlefield encampments to encourage men in uniform to reserve a portion of their pay for their families back home. 

				Teedie’s mother, Martha—known as Mittie—suggested in late 1868 that the family would benefit greatly from a grand tour of Europe. Parents, four children, and attendants sailed in May of the following year for Liverpool and the Continent, following a wide-ranging and lavish itinerary. The precocious Teedie, who turned eleven that October, often complained of being separated from the comforts of home and his friends, especially Edith Carow, with whom he was developing a special friendship. But he found an expressive outlet by making daily travelogue entries in his modest journal. 

				The Tower of London; a journey up the Rhine; a climb up a Swiss mountainside; castles everywhere; a gondola in Venice; the Viennese opera; evenings in Paris and Berlin; Christmas with the pope at the Vatican—to Teedie they were all wondrous, if not always fully comprehensible, experiences that enthralled him before the family circled back to the Manhattan skyline and home.

			

		

	
		
			
				Two

				Passages

				The third-oldest New England college, Brown University was “the Baptist answer to Congregationalist Yale and Harvard.”28 From its beginnings in Warren, Rhode Island, in 1764, the school welcomed students of all religions, steadfastly honoring the principles of Roger Williams, the Puritan founder of the state. Having relocated to Providence, Brown was still an all-male school in the 1860s. (Women weren’t admitted until 1891.) Fewer than two hundred students attended then, many of them the scions of well-to-do southern New England families. Joseph and his classmates did battle with Homer, quadratic equations, and plane geometry and relaxed with a drama guild, a glee club, and competitive boating, among other pastimes. 

				Dormitory conditions were hardly homelike, though. Brown historian Walter Cochran Bronson describes “old and worn out floors, ruinous to decent carpets, tumble down ceilings and broken plaster, and ill-fitted window sashes through which the winter wind whistles hoarsely.”29  Students also complained about “the slovenly services of the male chambermaids.”

				On campus, Joseph Bucklin Bishop was a “genial, companionable fellow,” according to an admiring Providence Journal profile published during the early years of his service to Theodore Roosevelt. Bishop’s brothers at Delta Kappa Epsilon allowed that he was “always liked but not especially popular.”30  At DKE, there were, of course, pins and secret handshakes, and over time its membership included Whitelaw Reid, Bishop’s future editor at the New York Tribune, and Theodore Roosevelt. Their motto, “Friends from the Heart Forever,” bespoke much of the future Roosevelt-Bishop relationship.

				Young Bishop was gentlemanly in habit and appearance, it was remembered, but he came up somewhat short in competitive scholarship. The Journal reported that his academic achievements were “above the average but not high.” He was a “plodding, thinking and self-developing student rather than a mature-minded one—in the sense that some of his classmates were ripe for this world.31   Nonetheless, Bishop later received the gold key of Phi Beta Kappa, the renowned honor society founded in Virginia during the Revolutionary War.

				Dexter Training Ground in Providence hosted an immense crowd of Brown University students on a fine-looking June day in 1868, the end of Bishop’s sophomore year. The celebrated Lowell, Massachusetts, baseball club had trekked down to engage the Brown sophomore nine in what would be remembered as a contest for the ages. Bishop—whose abilities lay with the pen, not the bat and ball of this newfangled game—may have stood with his many schoolmates in a ring around the yard alongside Dan Beckwith, his closest friend. When the match concluded, the Brown men stomped and hooted for their team, which had defeated the superior Lowell club with a surprise 22-to-19 win. It was a day that Brown students long remembered with understandable delight. 

				Among his “large, rather brilliant and decidedly demonstrative, if not famous”32 class of fifty-three men were notables who left their mark on Rhode Island history. They included a future bishop and Brown president, a number of professors, and Mortimer Hartwell, who later became a respected wholesale merchant in Providence and a member of its Common Council. It probably was Mortimer who introduced Bishop to a cousin, Harriet Hartwell of Providence, the future Mrs. Joseph Bucklin Bishop. Evidence is sparse, but Joseph and Harriet likely courted during Bishop’s college years, since they wed after Bishop’s graduation, once he was secure in his New York newspaper career.

				The class of 1870, the largest in school history to date, celebrated its commencement on the last Wednesday of June. Bishop was not present, however, having been excused. He may have been required to work, or more probably had asked to skip the ceremonies. In commenting on Bishop’s nonattendance, the Journal noted “he did not rank high in his class . . . he was not a brilliant scholar.”33  Though he earned his degree, Bishop’s deficiencies in class may have had something to do with the “enforced labors” he faced as an undergraduate. He taught night school for a while, and, the Journal noted, because Bishop was “compelled to help himself in a financial way, he secured a place on the staff of the Providence Morning Herald.”34  

				His tenure there may have been brief, but it was long enough to give a needy undergraduate his start as a paid writer. Little is known about Bishop’s accomplishments at the paper, but, if the assignment pattern for rookie journalists held to later form, he was probably tasked with covering college events, stalking the Providence minor crime beat, and penning obituaries. Like many less-than-privileged undergrads of that era, Bishop had to juggle the demands of school with compulsory work and a respectable modicum of social life. It was a balancing act that set the pattern for his later life in New York, Washington, and Panama.

				


				In the mid-1870s, Harvard was undergoing a scholastic renaissance at the hands of university president Charles Eliot, who was reforming what had been derided as a snooty finishing school into a first-rate institution of research and learning. Unlike Bishop, Roosevelt lived a pampered life at school, his ample family means allowing a “splendidly good” four years. Throughout his time at Harvard, Roosevelt lived in a Winthrop Street apartment that his older sister Anna, known to all as Bamie, had furnished—well apart from the commotion of the Yard. He took his meals at a dining club rather than at the central cafeteria. And the privacy of his lodgings permitted the young naturalist to keep a menagerie of claw-footed and four-legged roommates—specimens all—to advance his knowledge of science and a promising career.

				From school, Ted—as he was now known—monitored his father’s health, though he was not fully aware of its seriousness. Roosevelt Sr., called “Greatheart” by his worshipping family, had developed bowel cancer, which manifested itself during a torturous U.S. Senate confirmation process following his appointment as collector of customs for the Port of New York by President Rutherford B. Hayes. The senior Roosevelt found himself caught between the president’s civil service reform agenda and the old guard’s spoils system. It wore on his mind and gnawed at his health. In February 1878, Theodore Roosevelt Sr. died a painful death, shattering his son’s bucolic world. The nineteen-year-old student grieved deeply for his father after journeying from Cambridge to New York, reaching his father’s deathbed a few hours after the elder’s midnight death. “He was everything to me,” Roosevelt confessed to his diary.

				In time, Ted regained his emotional footing, buttressed by an inheritance of more than $8,000 a year—a goodly stipend then—and improving academic success that placed him high in his class. He was tapped to join the Porcellian Club, Harvard’s top social honor. Roosevelt proclaimed himself a “Porc-man,” a standing of note not only in the eyes of his classmates but, more crucially, in the view of the fairer sex.

				The next year, Ted reluctantly laid down his spectacles to prepare for a boxing match, long remembered. The skinny, twenty-year-old junior could barely make out the features of his opponent. At 5 feet 8 inches and 135 pounds, his asthma diminished, he had qualified in the lightweight boxing class for the final spring bout at the athletic association gym. In the other corner waited C. S. Hanks, known for quickness with his hands and feet, fit enough to endure a long match if necessary. Students crowded the edges of the ring, punching the air with bare fists and shouting their allegiances.

				T. R. biographer Owen Wister recalled the moment: “Time was called on a round, Roosevelt dropped his guard, and Hanks landed a heavy blow on his nose, which spurted blood . . . whereat Roosevelt’s arm was instantly flung out to commend silence, while his alert and slender figure stood quiet.”35  He explained to the crowd that Hanks hadn’t heard the timekeeper, and, in a show of sportsmanship, Roosevelt shook the winner’s hand. In conceding the bout, young T. R. won the respect and admiration not only of spectators but most of the other students on campus. Word got around that he was someone special—a fair and tough competitor.

				From time to time at school, Roosevelt saw his best female friend, Edith Carow, with whom he had shared a unique attachment since childhood. Teedie and Edie had grown up in Manhattan, just blocks apart. Shy and introspective, she was his sister Corinne’s best friend and often visited the Roosevelt mansion. Yet, since the day the seven-year-old neighbor had entered his life, Roosevelt had been drawn to her in ways that would not reveal themselves until years later. During the Harvard days, they cherished the times they could socialize together.

				The bond of friendship with Edith notwithstanding, it was seventeen-year-old Alice Lee who turned Roosevelt’s head. Her family lived in Chestnut Hill, a brief carriage ride from Cambridge, next door to the family of his best college pal, Richard Saltonstall. She was, in Theodore’s eyes, intelligent, utterly enchanting, a cultured beauty beyond words. On the day they met—when he was a Thanksgiving Day houseguest of the Saltonstalls—he prophesied to his diary that one day they would marry. Theodore and Alice courted on and off for eighteen months until the spring of 1879, when he proposed. She rejected him. Crushed, he fled to the Maine woods to air his mind and contemplate his options. Escape was a pattern he followed for a lifetime when emotional pain overcame him.

				In 1880, after Roosevelt had promised to forsake the creatures that occupied his naturalist’s curiosity and to consider a future in politics, Alice extended her hand. They were wed in October of that year near Chestnut Hill on his twenty-second birthday. By then Roosevelt had graduated Harvard, Phi Beta Kappa and 21st in a class of 177, and a series of key events had stirred his interest in public affairs: a stint as a Harvard newspaper editor, his ongoing work on a naval history of the War of 1812, and a senior thesis on equal rights for women. 

				He decided to pursue the law as a prelude to public service. He enrolled at Columbia, but inside of two years he dropped out, dispirited and disenchanted. According to historian Aida Donald, “only later did he explain, more than once in letters and writings, that he found the law lacking in social justice and only a cover to protect wealth and business.”36  Nonetheless, Roosevelt wondered if the decision to end his legal studies would alter the course of the years that lay ahead.

			

		

	
		
			
				Three

				The Very Heaven of Their Aspirations

				By his own description, Joseph Bucklin Bishop was enthusiastic and very impressionable in December 1870 when he joined the city staff of the New York Tribune, arguably the nation’s leading newspaper at the time, and in a metropolis otherwise infamous for the sensationalist journalism of its competitors. How Bishop leapt from the obscurity of the Providence Morning Herald to the Tribune is not apparent from the surviving record. However, two of his college classmates—Isaac Ford and Walter Hamm—later joined the Tribune staff in prominent editorial positions. There were no doubt helpful connections between Brown faculty and Tribune editors that smoothed the way for eager young journalists.

				As the former farm boy adapted to the great city, Roosevelt was emerging from childhood uptown on the East Side of Manhattan. Now twelve, Teedie was still struggling against the asthma that had constrained him, “embarrassingly undersized and underweight, [having] a scrawny frame with stick arms and stick legs.”37 Then the elder Roosevelt issued a challenge: elevate your body to the quality of your mind. Never one to question a direct command from Greatheart, Teedie responded at once. He increased his activity out of doors, exercised publicly on the family piazza (the broad front porch of their home), and even trained at a neighborhood gym. A commitment to physical self-improvement transformed the “bookish and bug-keeping boy” into a brawny, self-confident youth.38  

				Although each took up his challenge in New York City, only a streetcar’s ride apart, a quarter-century still separated the two men from meeting each other. 

				


				Bishop described the Tribune’s “ill-furnished and ill-kept” city room on the fourth floor of “an old, ramshackle, five-story building” fronting Printing House Square in lower Manhattan. “There was scarcely a desk . . . that had not been, for many years, in a state of well-nigh hopeless decrepitude, and scarcely a chair with a full complement of its original legs.”39 

				A half partition of wood and glass—the latter never washed and very dirty—separated the reporters’ room in the “rookery” from the editors’ space. Naturally the stable of young writers regarded the editors’ front room as “the very heaven of their aspirations.” Notwithstanding the shabby environment, Bishop recognized that the Tribune offices “harbored a moral and intellectual spirit that I met nowhere else in my 35 years of journalistic experience.”40

				The son of poor New Hampshire farmers, Horace Greeley had founded the Tribune in 1841, and by the early 1870s he was recognized nationally as the greatest editor of his day. Bishop recalled that Greeley had the “rosy face of a child and a cherubic expression of simplicity and gentleness.” But the editor was also as “careless and disheveled in dress, as if he had put on his clothes in the dark.” Despite having this peculiar-looking man at its helm, “[t]he Tribune set a new standard in American journalism by its combination of energy in news gathering with good taste, high moral standards, and intellectual appeal.”41  

				On his editorial pages over the decades, Greeley consistently championed reform, the daily needs of the working man, and the politics of the Whig Party, which had flourished mid-century—in the presidencies of William Henry Harrison and Zachary Taylor—in opposition to Democrats and protective tariffs. Greeley also used his paper to promote radical and offbeat causes. His famous charge, “Go west, young man, go west,” advanced settlement in the Great Plains and beyond and promoted national expansion. In the Civil War era, Greeley vigorously opposed slavery, the rebellious Confederacy, and what he viewed as Lincoln’s go-slow attitude toward the prosecution of the war and the secessionists.

				From a large, rolltop desk in his cramped and cluttered second-floor office, Greeley churned out editorials in an inscrutable hand, mindless of all else that swirled around him. To deal with his legendary nearsightedness, Greeley wrote with his nose almost touching the paper. His unconventional look and mannerisms led not surprisingly to endless newsroom chuckles and anecdotes. Greeley considered the word news to be plural, for example, and corrected anyone who used it otherwise. He once asked a reporter, “Are there any news?” The writer responded, tongue in cheek, “Not a new.”42

				Bishop was not immune to the consequences of his editor’s idiosyncrasies. It was understood that Greeley would threaten to fire any writer who reported an inaccuracy. Bishop remembered committing one such gaffe:

				


				I wrote that the Republican majority in an election in a county of a western state had been 12,000, that being the figure given in a newspaper of the locality. On the afternoon of the day in which the item was published, the managing editor handed me a three-page note written to him by Mr. Greeley in which my instant dismissal was ordered, on the ground that a man who was so hopeless a fool as not to know that there were not 12,000 voters in the whole county was of no use in a newspaper office.

				It took me an hour or more to decipher the note . . . and, when I discovered its verdict on my capacity, I went to the managing editor in great alarm asking if I was to go. He smiled at my fright, saying that Mr. Greeley was impulsive and did not quite mean all that he said, that I need not go this time but that I should be especially careful about election figures since Mr. Greeley knew the voting strength of nearly every town, city and county of the United States, and was intolerant of any inaccuracy in stating election returns. 43  

				


				Bishop survived the incident, realizing in time that in his passion for accuracy Greeley had a practice of impulsively firing the same individual at regular intervals. In spite of his brush with unemployment, Bishop remained a Greeley admirer. “A more whimsical, impracticable, lovable man never lived, and American journalism has produced few superiors to him as a clear and forcible editorial writer,” he wrote.44  

				After just six months as a reporter and assistant city editor, Bishop was assigned to a “subordinate position” on the paper’s editorial staff, and he promptly took his place in the hallowed editors’ room. “It was there that some of the best talk that it has ever been my privilege to listen to was to be heard almost daily,”45  he recalled. At the center of most conversation was John Milton Hay, a recent Tribune hire who had had the honor of serving as a private secretary to President Lincoln. 

				Roosevelt first met his future secretary of state around this time, when the president-to-be was twelve, formally introduced to the young Hay by his father in the parlor of their Manhattan home. But for now, it was Bishop’s turn to get to know the great man and begin what would become “one of the longest, most stimulating and helpful friendships”46  of his life.

				Whitelaw Reid, the paper’s managing editor, lured Hay to the paper to enhance the editorial pages with grace and wit. Hay was an instant hit with readers and, not the least, with young Bishop. “He welcomed me with cordiality so genuine and hearty as to win my heart for all time,” Bishop said.47 Greeley, for his part, acknowledged that Hay was indeed the most brilliant man who had ever entered his office. Still, on returning to New York from an out-of-state tour in the late fall of 1870, the editor was surprised to find Hay comfortably settled into the editorial room. 

				Hay already had lived a life of uncommon experience when he strayed off the diplomatic circuit into journalism. He needed work. As biographer William Roscoe Thayer put it, “When John Hay landed at the New York dock on a September morning in 1870 he was already 32 years old, carrying in his memory a treasure of experiences which few could match but counting little, very little money in his purse or in the bank.”48 Born and raised in the Midwest, and admired as a “shy, dreamy, poetic youth”49 when he graduated from Brown University in 1858, Hay went into the president’s service a decade earlier, at just twenty-two. He had become Lincoln’s trusted companion, confidant, and sometime surrogate son. Following the 1865 assassination, Hay held important diplomatic postings in Madrid, Paris, and Vienna.

				But here in 1871, Bishop had the benefit of getting to know Hay in the close quarters of the Tribune newsroom. “He would do nothing but the best,” Bishop noted in characterizing Hay’s writings on foreign affairs, politics, and literature. “A more conscientious man never lived, but his saving sense of humor forbade that his conscientiousness should ever become a disease.” All the while, Bishop conceded, Hay “had a small liking for journalism, great as were his talents for it, and was inflexibly determined to get out of it as soon as possible.” 50  

				Early one morning at the paper, between one and two o’clock, Hay invited Bishop to go to supper, according to a story that Bishop would recall in his casual memoir, Notes and Anecdotes of Many Years. When Bishop declined the invitation because of deadline work, Hay observed, “Bishop. I am sorry for you. You are a son of the Puritans, and a victim of that curious disease called conscientiousness.”51  Indeed, the assiduousness that would drive Bishop’s thirty-five-year journalistic career was undoubtedly bred on the Massachusetts farm in the 1860s in the face of demanding chores and paternal expectations.

				Hay did, in fact, depart after four years, but that was far from the end of their working lives together. In 1881 Hay returned to the Tribune for a temporary stint as editor in Reid’s absence and oversaw the Panama Canal treaties for Roosevelt. “It was a liberal education in the delights of the intellectual life . . . to sit in intimate companionship with John and watch the play of that well-stored and brilliant mind,”52  Bishop said. Notwithstanding their camaraderie at the Tribune, Bishop could not, at the time, foresee the pivotal role that Hay would play in his life in the years that lay ahead.

				At the time, though, the young Bishop, Hay, and the other editors would have gathered around a rickety conference table, formulating their commentary on the day’s events, which included the top local story of the time: the shenanigans of Boss Tweed. New York was choking in the grip of William Tweed, boss of the Tammany Hall political machine. Reform newspapers such as the Tribune denounced the kickbacks, phony contracts, and other trouble that routinely corrupted the people’s business.

				As head of the city’s Public Works department, Tweed daily handed out small favors to people in return for votes on behalf of machine politicians. Nothing was out of bounds, not even the sale of land for Central Park or the construction of the Brooklyn Bridge. “For a vote, the machine could offer them food when they were hungry, rent and clothing when they were down and out, legal help when they were in trouble, hot jazz to cheer them up, cold beer to help them forget, and now and then a good job to get them on their feet.”53  

				German-born cartoonist Thomas Nast was Boss Tweed’s unrelenting journalistic antagonist. In Harper’s Weekly, he regularly lampooned Tammany Hall with scathing drawings. Reeling under the sharp quill of Nast’s pen, the Tweed organization offered Nast a half-million-dollar bribe to back off and depart on a long, overseas vacation. Nast declined and intensified the attack. By the early 1870s the Boss was in jail, arrested for financial irregularities associated, ironically, with the Tweed Courthouse. He was later convicted of fraud, and the influence of his infamous machine declined.

				


				Although Bishop felt that Greeley was at the summit of his fame and influence in 1870, evidence indicates otherwise. The editor was growing old, drifting past his prime, and losing his grip on the paper. Reid was now in charge day-to-day while Greeley was writing fewer editorials, preferring to travel about the country on one or another of his eccentric crusades. The ramshackle headquarters continued to deteriorate, and “the aging could be seen, too, in the newspaper itself,” according to William Harlan Hale. “The Tribune and its staff showed distinct signs of weariness. Uncle Horace had let many sides of the management slip.”54  

				Greeley’s ultimate distraction was his determination to be elected president of the United States. He had soured on radical Republican Ulysses S. Grant, whose election he had supported editorially in 1868. Disheartened by continuing reports of administrative corruption and upset that the goals of Reconstruction had not been achieved, Greeley was egged on by liberal Republican reformers to challenge Grant within the Republican Party. Meeting in Cincinnati in 1872, a splinter group nominated Greeley for president on a platform of equal rights for blacks, amnesty for the South, and civil service reform. The nominee boldly asked for support from the same Democratic Party he had often criticized. Astonishingly, he received it.

				“How anyone who had been associated with Mr. Greeley, or was familiar with his personality, could think of him as fit to be president of the United States, is incomprehensible,” Bishop later wrote. “His nomination was simply the incredible first step in a pitiful tragedy.” Yet Bishop showed compassion for his editor. “If he had not been the most simple-minded of men, he would have realized it himself. But not only did he not realize it, he believed in his innermost soul that he was the best man in the country for the nomination at the time.”55  

				Greeley enthusiastically stumped the country in search of votes, often clad in black swallow-tail coat and trousers, a black velveteen waistcoat, and a white muslin string necktie. While Bishop judged his campaign “artificial” and “hopeless,” he gave Greeley credit for a series of speeches notable for their intellectual force and eloquence. Grant’s followers, however, showed the Democratic candidate little mercy, ridiculing Greeley as a fool and an extremist. With withering drawings in Harper’s Weekly, Nash ridiculed him and administered the political coup de grâce that sealed Greeley’s fate.

				A few days before Election Day, Greeley came off the stump in New York to be with his ailing wife. On October 30, at four in the morning, Mary Cheney Greeley died. In a letter to his Tribune business manager a few days later Greeley confessed, “I am not dead but I wish I were. My house is desolate, my future dark, my heart a stone.”56  In the end, he won electoral majorities in only six states and just 43 percent of the vote against the victorious Grant.

				Burdened by the loss of his wife and the humiliation of presidential defeat, the “greatest editor of his day” rapidly fell into despondency and delirium, checking himself into Dr. George Choate’s private sanitarium in Westchester County. There, on November 29, 1872, Horace Greeley died, well before the electoral votes were cast. By the time of the official count, he had lost even the sentimental support of his backers, and he received none of the few votes he had earned.
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					Joseph Bucklin Bishop, following his graduation from Brown University and about the time of his marriage to Harriet Hartwell (ca. 1872).  Author collection

				

				Bishop observed that Greeley went to his grave with the sad belief that many of his old friends had come to hate him. “This could not have been true,” Bishop wrote. “For no man, friend or foe, could hate that simple, honest soul.”57 

				


				A few weeks later, as the steam train shuddered along the Connecticut shoreline toward Providence, Bishop stared out at the passing chop of Long Island Sound. The grandiose Greeley funeral—staged by his daughters despite their father’s wishes for something simpler—no doubt played in his mind, but his thoughts soon turned to Harriet Hartwell, the young woman from Providence whom he had known at Brown and was to wed that Saturday.

				They had probably planned the wedding by exchange of letters since Bishop was stuck in New York, preoccupied with the fallout of the implausible Greeley campaign and the deaths of the editor and his wife. Harriet and the Hartwell family had arranged for a ceremony in the Newman Congregational Church, a historic, white-steepled edifice in the Rumford neighborhood of East Providence, a short distance from the farm where Bishop grew up. Bishop knew the old church well; he had often attended services there as a boy.
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					Harriet Hartwell Bishop, about the time of her marriage to Joseph Bucklin Bishop (ca. 1872).  Author collection

				

				On December 14, 1872, the usually unadorned church interior would have blushed with Christmas ornamentation, handmade grapevine wreaths, and rows of shimmering beeswax candles. Friends and neighbors ringed the old church in silent salute as the simple ceremony took place. Reverend James Barney performed the marriage rites for Bishop and Hartwell just as the ceremony had been performed for countless others since the 1640s, when Reverend Samuel Newman built the original church in the Seekonk wilderness. 

				In all probability it was her uncle John Bryant Hartwell who offered Harriet’s hand to Bishop. Her parents, Samuel and Lucy Hartwell, worked the land in scattered tiny villages near the Connecticut River in New Hampshire, raising five children, Harriet being the fourth. But Lucy had died in the spring of 1859, and Samuel followed a year and a half later.58  Harriet and her younger brother, Frederick, were eleven and ten respectively, and, within a year, they went to Providence to enter the care of her uncle John and his wife, also named Harriet.

				Shortly after their wedding, Joseph and Harriet Bishop bid farewell to their families and set out for New York City. Their union in time produced three children and endured for nearly half a century in New York City, Washington, D.C., and Panama. As the farmer’s daughter anxiously set up house in the bustling metropolis, Bishop returned to his editor’s desk at the Tribune. But it wasn’t long before he faced a crisis of confidence that would send him on a cross-country journey in a worried bid to salvage his career.

			

		

	
		
			
				Four

				Awakenings

				“I shall start tonight for the west,” Bishop wrote to Hay, “stopping to rest as my strength requires on the way.” At twenty-nine, after more than six years as a New York Tribune editor, he was in a funk. Feeling underappreciated, he was growing disenchanted with newspaper work. “If I were never to write another line for one of them, I should most fully satisfy my present disposition toward them,” he admitted. Hay, who had departed the Tribune a few years earlier, had urged Bishop to do the same, but the young editor was not yet inclined to follow his friend’s advice. “I am not disposed to let this setback break me. Its chief lesson to me will be to give up taking the field of human knowledge with so much ‘by-storm’ as I have been hitherto attempting.”59  

				Bishop planned to rest and sort things out during a cross-country train trip and a visit of a few weeks with his older brother, Thomas Benton Bishop, a prosperous San Francisco land attorney. The first leg of the journey took him from New York City to Buffalo where he rode the Lakeshore Road steam train around the Great Lakes to Chicago. Hay was unable to meet Bishop’s request for a rail pass and instead sent him a $20 check (about $400 in 2010) to cover the fare, along with a note of encouragement. 

				“Few things have ever touched me more deeply,” Bishop replied. “The tears in my wife’s eyes, when I read her your letter, frightened the baby, but they spoke the feelings of both our hearts.”60  The Bishops’ first child, Alice, was just over a year old, but Bishop was leaving them behind for eight self-searching weeks.

				Cross-country train travel in the 1870s was tolerable if not comfortable. Bishop’s steam-belching locomotive, outfitted with a giant snowplow, hauled a handful of passenger coaches and a coal car in its set. Since the golden spike had joined the Central Pacific and the Union Pacific railroads at Promontory Point, Utah, in the spring of 1869, railroads had largely replaced wagon trains and round-the-Horn sea travel as the preferred way to span the continent. West of Chicago, it was a six-day rail journey across endless miles of prairie and through treacherous mountain passes. Pullman sleepers and dining cars were rare at that time; travelers usually fed themselves at dining stops every hundred miles or so, usually at stations or nearby restaurants. The process was hardly leisurely: You had to order, wait, eat, pay, and get back to the train before its scheduled departure, or it left without you.

				Traveling alone in winter on a long journey, Bishop had abundant opportunity to reflect on his circumstances back in New York and also to engage fellow travelers in discussions of current events, some of which he had written about for the Tribune. There was, for example, the prior year’s triumphant Centennial Exposition in Philadelphia, the first world’s fair held in the U.S
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