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To our mothers, Evelyn Rueb and Kerstin Schweizer, who have taught us much;
and to our children, Jack and Hannah, from whom we continue to learn

INTRODUCTION
On election night, November 1994, governor-elect George W. was beaming in his hotel suite in Houston. Fourteen hundred miles to the east, younger brother Jeb was sitting dejectedly in his hotel suite in Miami.
Both men had decided to run for governor of their respective states of Texas and Florida in January 1993. They had not really consulted each other or coordinated their plans. “Maybe the Kennedys handle this part of the job better than we do,” Jeb Bush noted, “but it's just too complicated.”
Conventional wisdom in the family had it that Jebbie would win and W. would go down in defeat. Jebbie was, after all, the serious one, the one who had been meticulously planning to run for office for more than a decade, the one who really knew his stuff, and the one who would drop everything whenever his father needed him. He actually read those briefing papers put out by the think tanks in Washington and had headed up the local Republican Committee in Miami. And, if he won the governorship, he would probably run for president in 2000.
And his older brother? Well, W. was smart and shrewd. But he was also the rebel, edgy and unpredictable. His mother, Barbara, thought that his running for governor was a big mistake and had told her eldest son precisely that. Governor Ann Richards would likely come up with something during the campaign to set him off, and he would probably lose and lose big. Only a few years earlier, when a family history was being written, Marvin Bush, a younger brother, had described his oldest sibling as “the family clown.”
But on that election night, when the tallies came in, the results were stunning to most in the family. Jeb was going down to defeat in Florida and W. was beating Ann Richards big. When W. was finally over the top and Richards had conceded, he got a phone call in his hotel suite; it was his father.
Aunt Nancy Ellis was standing nearby as W. chatted with his dad. When he hung up the phone, a disappointed W. simply shook his head. Almost the entire conversation had apparently been about Jeb's loss, with barely a mention of his win. His aunt listened as he said, “Why do you feel bad about Jeb? Why don't you feel good about me?”
A little more than six years later, 274 members of the extended Bush family converged on the nation's capital. Washington, D.C., was cold and dreary. But that didn't matter to the group of Bushes, Walkers, Clements, Houses, and Ellises that had arrived from eighteen different states. They were there, after all, to help coronate the second member of the Bush clan to be elected president (“Two and counting . . .” cracked one of the young cousins).
The backgrounds of those family members covered a broad spectrum—young and old, Easterner and Midwesterner, partisan and apolitical, conservative and liberal. Some were staying in a large bloc of rooms at the elegant Jefferson Hotel while others were in the Marriott downtown, and buses had been hired to take them from venue to venue. This event was part inauguration, part family reunion. Former president George Herbert Walker Bush (“41” in the lexicon of the family) was making the rounds as he always did, graciously trying to greet everyone. On Thursday evening he met with his sister, Nancy Bush Ellis, and his brothers Bucky, Pres, Jr., and Johnny, to reminisce. They talked about the pending tenure of George W. Bush and swapped family gossip. But as they always do, they also talked about the past. They laughed quite a bit, but they all kept tearing up.
Two days later, many of them stood on the podium of the West Lawn of the Capitol Building as George W. Bush took the oath of office. The remarkable rise of the eldest son, the rebel, was now complete. The family's political fortunes, expected to be carried by Jeb, were instead now on his older brother's shoulders. “As in all things, it's always good to be the winner,” said cousin John Ellis. “So they saddled up with ol' George W.”
Tears welled up in the eyes of both George Bushes. On his wrists, the new president wore the cufflinks that his grandfather had worn in the Senate and that his father had worn in the White House. It is remarkable to think that had the electoral fortunes been in Jeb's favor in 1994, a Bush still might have been sworn in as president, only the first name would be different.
When the Bushes gathered in Kennebunkport, Maine, a few months later, the elder George Bush relinquished his seat at the head of the family table; that spot would now go to his eldest son. During the next several years, some of the most eventful in American history, W. would consult with his father regularly. Sometimes they would agree; at other times, over issues such as the war in Iraq, they would express differences. And as President George W. Bush conducted the affairs of the country, he would find himself at times dealing with foreign heads of state or international players in the Middle East and Asia who had business dealings with his family.
For more than a century the Bushes have been at or near the center of America's public life—as friends of presidents, captains of industry, capitalists, senators, congressmen, ambassadors, governors, federal judges, and two American presidents. While the Bushes lack the flamboyance of the Roosevelts or the enormous wealth of the Kennedys, they have surpassed those two great dynasties. There can be little question that the Bushes are now the most successful political family in American history. Yet precious little has been written about the Bushes in contrast to the hundreds of books about the Roosevelts and Kennedys.
Biographies have been written about both former president Bush and President George W. Bush, but details about the larger family are scant. To the extent that the family has been studied at all, it has emerged as a caricature. New York Times columnist Maureen Dowd has compared the Bushes with a sinister Mafia clan while at the same time declaring that they are a boring group of cutouts from a Brooks Brothers catalog. Michael Kinsley claims that he can find nothing serious about them. They are motivated, he claims, by a “preppy ethic that one should be serious about games and casual about life.” Journalist Evan Thomas of Newsweek is equally unimpressed. “The Kennedys flew too close to the sun. The Bushes just ask for more pork rinds.”
Why the caricature? Mystery often invites these kinds of labels. Unlike the Kennedys and even to some extent the Roosevelts, the Bushes have been famously disinterested over the years in speaking to the media about their family and the dynamics within the greater Bush clan. Time magazine has accurately dubbed them “the Quiet Dynasty” because they have quietly gone about their business, flying below much of the media radar.
Inside the family there is an unwritten code about dealing with the media, a code that is firmly enforced. “There is an inner circle in the family,” Bush cousin John Ellis explained. “If you haven't said anything bad to the press, you're in pretty good shape. But if you said anything bad, Barbara [Bush] kind of puts you in the deep freeze for a while. And then you have to work your way out. I think you could burn down the house in Kennebunkport and you'd be in less trouble than if you gave a bad quote to the New York Times.”
The family's distrust and at times disdain for the media has deep roots, running back some fifty years to when Prescott Bush was making his first bid for the U.S. Senate. That distrust runs particularly strong when it comes to writing about family matters.
“The public glare can be distorted, it can be mean,” Jeb Bush said. “You have the political press writing about nonpolitical issues. Most of these people are not the most brilliant people in the world, and when you get them out of their area, writing about the family, it can be a little bit scary.”
Even on the few occasions when these family walls were penetrated by journalists, they often came up dry. The simple fact is, members of the Bush family don't like to talk about themselves. The Bushes consider self-focus and self-analysis to be dangerously close to self-centeredness. In an era of media saturation and confessional politics, the Bushes have little interest in playing the game. Too much self-reflection, Jeb Bush says, “is self-absorption and it's part of our problem in this country. There needs to be a limit to constantly reflecting on yourself. You should keep your head up, help others, and be well versed in the world around you. My dad is not going to write a memoir; it would make him feel really uncomfortable. That is an odd thing in America today. Bill Clinton just signed up for $10 million for the book rights, and he'll love writing about himself. His editors will probably say, ‘You'll have to cut it in half.'”
The Bushes also have a disinterest in publicity because they consider themselves to be the “un-Kennedys.” When they talk about themselves both in public and private, they often use the Kennedys for comparative purposes.
Senator Prescott Bush maintained a cordial relationship with JFK during his political career. But he was quietly dismayed about their focus on publicity. “He thought that old Joe Kennedy was unseemly in the way he courted the media,” says Nancy Ellis. “The sort of imagery around Camelot, he just thought it was ridiculous.” So while the Kennedys often tried to Waspify themselves and play the aristocrats, the Bushes migrated in the opposite direction. While the socially ambitious Kennedys were giving white-glove teas, the aristocratic Bushes were barbecuing in Texas.
Prescott Bush was also proud of the fact that the Bush boys, unlike the Kennedys, were expected to go out and earn a living in the marketplace. Work was the great democratizer, an experience unfamiliar to the Kennedys.
But the Bushes also differ from other prominent families in their intense sense of loyalty. Their keen sense of self-identity runs deeper than in just about any other American dynasty. The Kennedys, for example, cultivated close relationships with a host of advisers and friends and made them, as Garry Wills has put it, “honorary Kennedys.” The Bushes have no such appendages. Marlin Fitzwater, who served as White House spokesman for President George H. W. Bush and remains a close family friend, noticed pretty quickly that even the closest of friends and advisers could not penetrate the family's inner circle. “The Bushes will never have their Ted Sorensen,” he told us. “They are just too close-knit for that.”
Bush cousin John Ellis saw this unique difference between the Bushes and a dynasty like the Kennedys close up as a young man. His summers were spent with the extended family, and he keeps close contact to this day. He also happened to forge a close relationship with Joe Kennedy, Jr., when the two roomed together at Milton Academy.
One Thanksgiving, the two boys headed to the Ellis home in Lincoln, Massachusetts. Sandy Ellis, John's father, came and greeted young Joe.
“What are you doing for Thanksgiving?”
“I'm going back home,” young Joe told him.
“That'll be great.”
“Well, I'll have to leave early from here to get home.”
“Why do you need to leave early?”
“To get a bed.”
“Excuse me. What?” asked the elder Ellis, raising his eyebrows.
“Yeah, when we have Thanksgiving at home,” Joe explained, “we have all these people come—Arthur Schlesinger, all these people—and if I don't get there in time to claim my room, mother just gives it away.”
Ellis concluded with a serious tone: “And that would never happen in a million years in our family.”
For the Bushes, blood runs thicker than politics or patronage. John Adams called it “family spirit,” a desire to promote the essence of our families. For the Bushes it is an idea deeply ingrained from their earliest youth. Longtime family friends note that they possess a strong tribal sense, a dynastic instinct, that drives them.
“They are a clan, pure and simple,” says Fitzgerald Bemiss, a family friend of more than sixty years who has known four generations of Bushes. “They think like a clan and act like a clan. Loyalty is very important and so is their sense of heritage. Everyone is independent but also part of the whole.”
Children are brought up with stories about past generations and taught to respect their elders and their contributions to both family and country. When Prescott Bush served in the United States Senate, he insisted that his grandsons call him not grandpa but “Senator.” They were also strongly encouraged to come to the Senate Gallery to watch the action, to listen, and to learn.
The family makes a conscious effort to pass along its heritage. Just as the young John Quincy Adams would listen in on his father's conversations with Thomas Jefferson, the Bushes make a conscious effort to train future generations as history is being made. When George H. W. Bush was president, he saw to it that not only his children but also his grandchildren became familiar with the White House and saw the pageantry of the presidency.
Bush kids are also encouraged to experience the same rites of passage that their ancestors did. When George H. W. Bush was a young man on vacation in Kennebunkport, he would be awakened in the early morning and encouraged to jump off the dock and swim in the cold waters off Walker Point. Several generations of Bush toddlers have skinny-dipped in the “Boony Wild Pool,” a small pool of water collected in the rugged rocks by the Atlantic. Even today these practices are encouraged among the Bush children, although today's generation is decidedly less interested in complying.
With the Bushes it really is true, as Oliver Wendell Holmes said, that a child's education begins 250 years before it is born. In the case of the Bushes, genes play a remarkable role in their success. According to genealogist Gary Boyd Roberts, the Bushes are related to fifteen former presidents including George Washington, Millard Fillmore, Franklin Pierce, Abraham Lincoln, Ulysses Grant, Rutherford B. Hayes, James Garfield, Grover Cleveland, Teddy Roosevelt, William Howard Taft, Calvin Coolidge, Herbert Hoover, Franklin D. Roosevelt, Richard Nixon, and Gerald Ford. The Bushes are also related to the Indian princess Pocahontas, who married colonist John Rolfe. (A Bush relative married the couple's only American great-grandchild.) A Bush ancestor completed Paul Revere's Midnight Ride in 1775. A passenger on the Mayflower, Thomas Mitchell, had two children, and through them the Bushes are related to the late Princess Diana. Indeed, according to Roberts, George W. Bush is distantly related to roughly half of the entire American population.
Over the course of their history the Bushes have forged thousands of friendships and alliances with both individuals and families. The Bushes try as best they can to see that these relationships are passed from one generation to another. Sometimes they fail. But during the past century the Bush family has proven remarkably adept at handing down relationships. It is not unusual for a young Bush to visit a close friend of his grandfather to ask for help or a favor.
This has translated into an enormous universe of friends, allies, and supporters. More than any other single factor, this informal network has allowed the family to develop and construct the largest network of supporters inside the Republican Party. They form what could be called a Bush caucus, individuals of diverse backgrounds and differing political views who are united by their respect and affection for the Bush family. George H. W. Bush used it when he ran for president. George W. accessed it in 2000. Should Gov. Jeb Bush choose to run in 2008, he will hope to tap into it as well.
“There are some thirty thousand people across the country who will raise money and work on campaigns,” says John Ellis. “That's the only real political network that exists in the Republican Party.”
IN EARLY 1999, WE BEGAN INTERVIEWING FAMILY MEMBERS FOR THIS BOOK. We spoke with three generations of the family. Some are at the center of the family's rise to power, including former president George H. W. Bush and Florida governor Jeb Bush. Others are part of the family's inner circle; still others are members of the extended family and longtime friends who have been deeply involved in the family's activities. In the course of these conversations we found the family members to be remarkably candid and observant about how the family works and what makes it tick as they provided stories and details about the family's past and present.
What follows is the untold story of the remarkable rise of America's most powerful family.


PART ONE
RISE
1880•1972



CHAPTER 1
IRON
FOR AN AMBITIOUS AND INDUSTRIOUS YOUNG MAN JUST BEFORE THE turn of the twentieth century, there were few better places to be than Columbus, Ohio. Next to the large coal-producing areas of Ohio, Columbus was not Cincinnati or Cleveland with their tall buildings and keen sense of culture. But, situated at the center of the great highways of commerce, it was well poised to explode into prominence.
Arriving by train from New Jersey, a tall, slender man named Samuel P. Bush saw the opportunity to be had in the great American Midwest. Not wanting to become an Episcopalian minister like his father, S. P. (as he was known) had balked at attending prestigious Yale University, the college of both his father and grandfather. Instead, he had enrolled at the less regal Stevens Institute of Technology on Long Island. While Stevens lacked the history and spires of Yale, it offered something S. P. was more interested in, namely, the new field of scientific management and engineering.
It was a novel concept in late-nineteenth-century America, applying the principles of science and mathematics to managing a business. One of his classmates was Frederick Taylor, who would later be considered the acknowledged father of scientific management. S. P. would apply many of those principles in his work, and great-grandson George W. Bush would study Taylor's organizational theories and use his case study approach in his business and political life.
While at Stevens, S. P. excelled not only in his studies but also in baseball and tennis. During the evenings he sang baritone in the glee club.
Shortly after leaving Stevens, S. P. joined the Pennsylvania Railroad and headed for the great railroad operations of the Midwest. Decades later he would regale his grandchildren with stories about his life on the railroad. “The work was hard,” his grandson Prescott Bush, Jr. recalls, “but he told stories about adventure and being free with a sparkle in his eye; so you knew he must have enjoyed it.”
In 1894, S. P. fell in love and married a local Columbus woman, Flora Sheldon, the daughter of a dry goods merchant and bank officer. Her family was not particularly wealthy, but her pedigree was pure: one ancestor was Robert Livingston, the Puritan dissenter who had left Scotland after the Stuart restoration and arrived in America in 1673. The Livingstons were deeply interwined with American history. Philip Livingston signed the Declaration of Independence, Robert R. Livingston, Jr. gave the oath of office to George Washington, and Edward Livingston negotiated the Louisiana Purchase while serving as minister to France.
Flora was slender, elegant, and loving, a woman of grace and beauty who was profoundly attached to her husband. As he traveled on business, she wrote to him constantly. “Let me know dear, what you are doing,” she would write, “the little details of your days and nights—for they are my greatest interest in life.”
Flora saw the marriage as a providential act. As she later wrote to her husband, “I went to church and sat where we usually sit together and read the words under which we were united—for as I sat in Emmanuel Church my thoughts were always of you and our life and love—our children and the beautiful blessings that we have known.”
S. P. applied himself diligently at the railroad, keeping accurate financial records and supplying plenty of suggestions to cut costs and boost profits. His work in middle management did not go unnoticed. But the Pennsylvania Railroad was a massive company with more than 110,000 employees. Rising through the ranks would be a long, arduous process. So when he was offered a job at Buckeye Malleable Iron and Coupler Company (later renamed Buckeye Steel) in Columbus, Ohio, he seized the opportunity.
Buckeye was far from a profitable venture when S. P. joined the company. Founded in 1894 by Col. W. F. Goodspeed, the company produced automatic couplers that joined railroad cars together. Instrumental in raising capital for Buckeye Steel was Cleveland-based financier Franklin Rockefeller, younger brother of John D. The two brothers had made a fortune together with Standard Oil, but later experienced a nasty falling out. Franklin Rockefeller was considered “genial, adventurous, quick to love and hate.” S. P. would grow to have a complex and at times awkward relationship with him, but it would serve the family well over the next century. When a young politician named George H. W. Bush met Nelson Rockefeller more than fifty years later, their families were already very familiar with each other.
Stockholders of the company agreed to give Rockefeller fifteen thousand dollars worth of stock and a share in any future increase in proportion to these holdings. In return, Rockefeller promised to use his influence to persuade the railroads to buy Buckeye couplers. Meanwhile, almost immediately after his arrival at Buckeye, S. P. began working feverishly to turn the firm around. Using some of the new, groundbreaking techniques he had learned at Stevens, S. P. figured in both indirect and overhead costs when calculating the cost of production. Most companies at the time ignored such expenses; but by meticulously watching them, S. P. was able to cut costs. For S. P. it was an extremely important responsibility. His ledger features broad cursive letters and finely crafted numbers tabulated down to the penny.
Producing couplers was dirty and dangerous work. But S. P. was often on the plant floor, keeping things moving and giving orders. Worker Albert Stock remembers S. P. as “a snorter . . . Everyone knew when he was around; when he issued orders, boy it went!”
Accidents were a common occurrence. Stock later recalled that one worker died after being caught in the ropes of the machinery; another was decapitated when an emery wheel flew off. But Buckeye paid a good living wage, considering the alternatives. Laborers at Buckeye put in twelve-hour days, and many worked seven days a week, just as workers did elsewhere.
S. P.'s passions went beyond home and work. During his time at Stevens he had been introduced to a strange new game. And when he arrived in Columbus, it was just catching on in Ohio. On the campus of Ohio State University, young men were gathering on a dusty field to play football. Unlike the more pastoral and skill-based game of baseball or the aristocratic pastime of tennis, football appealed to S. P. because of its raw energy. It was a game of strength, speed, and will.
S. P. had not only seen the game back east, he had participated in scrimmages. So when the first OSU team was assembled, S. P. signed on as an assistant coach.
The Buckeyes did not prove to be much of a team. In their first meeting with Michigan, the team was shellacked 34–0. Playing before a wooden grandstand that could seat seventeen thousand, OSU lost regularly to smaller Ohio schools. But S. P. and the other coaches were determined to win. Unable to recruit solid players like the surrounding schools, OSU became one of the first to integrate the football team. A speedy Ohio State flanker named Julius B. Tyler made the first touchdown by a black player in the history of college football.
S. P. coached with the team for five years, during which time it never had a winning season. But for S. P., that mattered little.
For S. P., sports was the great equalizer, offering universal rules, fair play, and measurable performance. Athletics also appealed to his idealized sense of honor and was a critical ingredient in the development of the complete man, which his Episcopalian faith led him to believe every man should strive to be. At Buckeye Steel he encouraged the workers to participate in sports because it was good for both body and soul. Later, when S. P. ran Buckeye, the company would boast eight bowling teams in the local YMCA and one of the first basketball teams in Ohio. The Buckeye track team and other sporting groups were racially integrated, a radical idea in turn-of-the-century America.
S. P. AND FLORA HAD FOUR CHILDREN. PRESCOTT, AS THE OLDEST, WAS expected to keep his siblings in line. S. P., busy as he was with his work and travel, nevertheless undertook to train his sons. There were Bible readings at home and lessons on etiquette. Recollections about the home, however, were not particularly warm. “He was a stern man, that's what my father always said,” says Teensie Bush Cole, daughter of James Bush. “It was that era of seen and not heard. He kept that attitude throughout his life.”
The one reprieve was sports. On Saturday afternoons in the late spring and summer, S. P. would bring his sons to the South Side Industrial Athletic Field directly east of the plant to see the Buckeye Steel team take the field against a rival squad from a nearby town or another plant in Columbus.
S. P. insisted that the boys attend public school rather than one of the elite private schools in and around Columbus. The Douglas School, in one of Columbus's middle-class neighborhoods, was an amalgamation of students from all sorts of backgrounds. S. P. wanted his sons to learn the rigors of life and not be isolated from its difficulties. For young Pres Bush, it opened up a new world. “We had a very large negro population,” Prescott recalled years later. “We had a very large German population. In fact, we had representatives of most every ethnic group in this public school.”
The Bush children got good marks at the Douglas School, but the real interest of the boys came after school. When the school bell tolled, they would rush off to Franklin Park, a stretch of green grass between East Broad Street and Franklin Avenue on Columbus's east side. Once the grounds of the state fair, the park by then was mostly made up of makeshift baseball diamonds. Boys from every neighborhood, rich and poor, black and white, would choose up sides for games. It didn't matter who your father was or what he did; it only mattered if you could hit and field. Young Pres was particularly adept at both.
In 1905, Frank Rockefeller was elected president of Buckeye. A man who certainly knew his way around investments, Rockefeller was nonetheless a bad manager. The company soon began to face more financial difficulties. At times bank loans became necessary to make payroll and retire other loans. But how do you tell a man like Frank Rockefeller that he's not up to the job?
Fortunately, that task fell to no one. In 1907, Rockefeller himself saw that Buckeye was in trouble, so he turned the company over to young S. P. Bush. He would run it for the next twenty years.
Rockefeller was critical to the success of the company. He had good contacts in the railroad industry and could help Buckeye win much-needed and coveted contracts. But Rockefeller's contentious family life was often a source of discomfort for S. P. At times Bush found himself in the awkward position of fending off Rockefeller family requests for company stock and cash that had not been authorized by Frank.
With his new role as company president, S. P. could now join the elite club of manufacturing industrialists dotting the American Midwest. He was well compensated for his efforts. His annual pay was $25,000 per year. (A survey by Harvard University at the time showed that CEOs of companies with similar capital and size received average salaries of $9,958 per year.) S. P. also began traveling more, negotiating deals from St. Paul, Minnesota, to Birmingham, Alabama. He was also responsible for dealing with Buckeye's investments, which meant making frequent trips to New York City. It was a place he didn't care for very much. New Yorkers, he wrote to his wife, “are not quick in their methods and we all have to wait on them.”
All his time away from home made it difficult for Flora to manage the teenage boys. She would ask for help in her letters, but there was little S. P. could do from a distance. After receiving one letter, he wrote back explaining that she needed to assert herself. Thus began a practice that would be carried out over four generations of the family: while the man was off making his way in the world, a strong and loving mother would raise the children and hold the family in place. As Jeb Bush has described it, the family has a strong “matriarchal” quality.
S. P. worked constantly and Flora worried openly. What he needed to do was to “find the courage to say no” to some of his responsibilities. But that was too much to ask of S. P. When his nonstop schedule continued and his health weakened, she expressed her concerns with gentle words. “I now want to send you my heart full of tender love . . . all the tenderness in my being goes out to you—without whom I could not live.”
The one reprieve for the family came when the hot winds of summer rolled across the Midwest. Like so many who were financially comfortable, the Bushes took refuge from the heat by heading for the rocky coasts of New England. They often went to Cape Cod and stayed at the East Bay Lodge near Osterville, Massachusetts.
S. P. would continue to keep up with business and often made trips to New York City. So during the day, Flora would visit with friends and play bridge while the children delighted in swimming, crabbing, rowing, and tennis.
As Pres reached adolescence, he became a particular frustration for the family. Perhaps it was because of the promise that his father saw in him. The boy was attractive, charming, and intelligent. But he seemed to lack the seriousness that S. P. expected from him. So the decision was made to send him away to school. Flora had misgivings but agreed that it was necessary.
The choice was St. George's, an Episcopal Church school in Newport, Rhode Island, that had a solid reputation for academics and a stern atmosphere. After his struggles in Columbus, young Prescott seemed to take to St. George's instantly.
But St. George's was a church school, and in addition to his regular course work, Pres read church doctrine and learned about Christian service. His grandfather was a member of the clergy, and young Pres began to think seriously about pursuing the same career.
Prescott participated in athletics, especially football, baseball, and basketball. He also joined the civics club. “We debated the issues of the moment on the national level,” he recalled. “Are we for or against the popular election of United States senators? How do we feel about a protective tariff versus a tariff for revenue only, and that type of question.”
He also worked as a caddy on the nearby golf course at Watch Hill. The experience not only put cash in his pocket and allowed him to play the course for free; it also brought him in contact with wealthy and glamorous people. At one point he caddied for Douglas Fairbanks, Hollywood's leading man, stimulating a brief interest in the theater.
Pres had to work for spending money because, despite his father's growing wealth, the old man was as frugal as could be. S. P. expected an accurate accounting of household expenses from Flora, much as was done at Buckeye. She would often catalog expenses in letters that he could read while traveling.
S. P.'s tastes, like his general demeanor, were anything but ostentatious. He was tight without being miserly, occasionally offering to buy something for Flora when he visited New York City. “Which would you rather have,” he wrote her, “a fur coat, a collar, a party wrap, a string of pearls or a pair of shoes?”
As for himself, however, S. P. remained a practical man. During one out-of-town trip he considered purchasing a billiards table. But after deliberating for a while, he decided against the extravagance. “I was afraid it would be throwing away money,” he later wrote to his wife.
Deeply influenced by his parents' brand of Episcopalianism, which bordered on Puritanism, S. P. saw thrift as a virtue unto itself. As president of Buckeye, he even created a Thrift Committee to instruct employees in the virtues of frugality. “Only fifteen percent of the American people are in the habit of saving, whereas from forty to sixty percent of foreigners living in our midst habitually save a considerable portion of their income,” read one company flyer. “Thrift is not meanness or stinginess, or the mere hoarding of money, but the intelligent conservation of our financial, physical and mental resources for development of fuller, broader, happier, and more efficient lives.”
During these prosperous years for S. P., Columbus was growing as well. In 1902, Columbus had a population of 136,000. Just four years later it was 160,000 and continuing at a rapid pace. The city that once possessed what one observer called “a nice balance between urbanity and solid farm philosophy” was becoming both more urban and diverse. And with its rapid expansion and growing industrialization, new problems emerged.
In 1910, Columbus was rocked by a bitter streetcar strike, the sort of violent labor confrontation that the city had never seen before. Men who worked on the Columbus municipal streetcars were organizing a union, and by the end of March, labor leaders were demanding increased pay and the right to organize. They also wanted a shorter workday and overtime pay. The workers went on strike, and the company tried to run the cars with nonunion workers under armed protection.
The next several weeks saw a series of clashes as strikers threw rocks and shots were fired. The rioters obtained dynamite, which they used to blow up some railway cars. Several business leaders, including S. P. Bush, offered rewards for the capture of the dynamiters. Blowing up the railway cars seemed to alienate many workers who had initially sympathized with the strikers. Four rioters were arrested and sent to the penitentiary. The strike ended with little gained by the workers.
As a result of the streetcar strike, fear of labor agitation grew. A socialist party was organized and garnered ten thousand votes in the 1912 mayoral election. Some in the business community advocated a firm response to stem the rising strength of “anarchists.” S. P. undoubtedly had mixed emotions. Violence was unacceptable in his mind, but he recognized the need for reforms. He had a paternalistic view toward labor based both on his view of the need for capital and labor to cooperate and his Episcopalian sense of the natural order of things. S. P. wrote to Buckeye board members that labor unrest was a serious problem requiring both firmness and a recognition that “industry in this country” needed to understand that a happy labor force was a critical ingredient in both social stability and profitability. “Labor will never be reasonably contented without a living wage that is economic . . . Everyone in a community must have decent living conditions as well as facilities and advantages for bringing up families, facilities for education and recreation, and these the average industrial community has not supplied and does not supply at the present time.”
The key was managing and directing such a balance. For S. P., it was the duty of the enlightened in the community to lead.
But leadership required guiding without reverting to paternalism. “Paternalism must be avoided but there is no reason why those responsible for the operation of industry should not educate and show the way, and assist its employees to help themselves.” This hierarchical view of society was not unusual at the time. S. P. was particularly outspoken regarding the duties and responsibilities of those in leadership positions. A close friend and business associate later wrote to him, summing up S. P.'s views of public service in classical terms, “I have always thought of you as a Spartan citizen, what may be termed a Roman senator of the finest type.”
But S. P. also believed in charity. Shortly after he became president of the company, he impressed on the board the need for “appropriations for charitable purposes.” It was the company's first commitment to philanthropy, and soon after, regular donations were being made to the South Side Settlement House, the Children's Hospital, the Knights of Columbus, and the Salvation Army. By far S. P.'s favorite charity appeared to be the YMCA, with its commitment to Christianity, education, and self-help.
Many of these efforts were aimed not simply at meeting the immediate needs of the poor, but toward their self-improvement. One charitable enterprise S. P. was a heavy supporter of was the “potato patch” initiative sponsored by Associated Charities of Columbus. Seventy-two acres were brought under cultivation, and more than twelve hundred families received food from the patches. The arrangement was simple. Associated Charities would pay for supervision of the plots, the seeds, and the plowing. But the families were expected to pick the potatoes themselves. This was the sort of endeavor that his great-grandson, President George W. Bush, might call a “faith-based initiative.”
Some people lived in squalor near the Buckeye plant, and S. P. took notice. Blacks were living in shacks near the facility, so in 1925 he directed the company to retain land along the Groveport Pike. He made this purchase to improve the land, he told the board, because “quite a number of our colored employees and those of other plants had located near the property,” and “it was desirable to provide suitable quarters for community gatherings, religious services and other public events.” A year later, concerned that “the plight among the colored people of Columbus is in many cases deplorable,” he pestered fellow directors into contributing money to fund a camp for blacks. Later he urged the company to fund construction of the Mount Carmel Baptist Church and Community Center to boost “the morale and efficiency of our colored employees.”
S. P. took his faith seriously, particularly the reading of Scripture and the teachings of the Episcopalian High Church. His upbringing had taught him that faith was a matter of introspection, a private covenant between the Lord and the Christian. Those views were challenged in December 1912 when it was announced that William A. “Billy” Sunday and a group of evangelists would be visiting Columbus at the request of local clergy. Soon a tabernacle was constructed at Goodale and Park Streets, with a seating capacity for 12,000. A choir of 1,200 was organized.
While many of the Baptists, Methodists, and other Protestant churches were enthused about the visit, the Lutherans were rather aloof. So, too, were Episcopalians like S. P., who disapproved of both Sunday's doctrines and methods. As anticipation built up for the visit, religion became the first topic of conversation all around Columbus. Business and social engagements were deferred, and everyone seemed intent on hearing and discussing the evangelist. It is unlikely that S. P. attended the event, but he did allow employees at Buckeye to attend. When Sunday left town, there were 18,333 conversions.
These were times of contentment for S. P., who took pride in his growing family and the growth of Buckeye Steel. The years from 1906 to 1914 were prosperous. Several companies, including the Pennsylvania Railroad, tried to lure him away with offers of better pay and less work, but to no avail.

CHAPTER 2
BONES
IN THE FALL OF 1913, PRESCOTT, FOLLOWING IN THE STEPS OF HIS grandfather and great-grandfather, enrolled at Yale University. Tall, handsome, and athletic, he found a campus both steeped in tradition and on the cusp of change. If in the nineteenth century Yale had been the preserve of an American aristocracy, students now included the sons of merchants and industrialists.
Yale's rejection of modernism, the very thing that had led S. P. Bush to go elsewhere for his education, was also beginning to change. If before Yalies had moved into the law, academe, or church service, now a future in business and industry inspired many of the students. It was much as Van Wyck Brooks characterized the era in America's Coming-of-Age: “The highest ambition of young America is to be—do I exaggerate?—the owner of a shoe factory.”
Pres Bush fell between two distinct groups that tended to dominate campus life. The wealthy Northeasterners from prominent bloodlines lived at a leisurely pace. They did not yearn to win at anything because they had, by definition, won already. At the same time, campus life included upper-middle-class sons who had made it into the university by virtue of their academic skills and intellectual gifts. Young Pres was awkwardly in the middle. He had more drive than the rich, but more wealth and style than the sons of the middle class; both accordingly viewed him with some level of suspicion. Later in life, Pres would try to align himself with the middle-class sons who attended Yale, misleadingly telling one interviewer that his father had “a modest income” and lacked the funds to send him to law school.
Pres studied history, literature, and politics. But he considered wearing Yale blue and white on the baseball diamond his most important accomplishment. With a powerful swing, he could muscle an inside pitch deep into the opposite field. He batted fourth on the 1917 Yale baseball team, and his exploits would be long remembered among the Eli coaches. Teammates found him affable and friendly. His greatest joy, based on his letters to his parents, was apparently his selection as team captain. When his son George played for Yale three decades later, coaches and trainers were still talking about his father.
It was Pres more than anyone who would make baseball and golf the games of choice for generations of Bushes. If life was prose, golf and baseball were poetry. Both games, he insisted, had an innate purity, and he spoke of them with reverence. “The appeal to him was the pace of the game and the skills involved,” says William Bush, his youngest son. “Neither game depended on your size or strength. And neither game ends at some predetermined time. It's over when the pitcher or the batter triumphs and the last out is made, or in golf when the last shot has gone in the hole.”
ON A GENTLE EARLY EVENING IN THE SPRING SEMESTER OF HIS JUNIOR YEAR, a Yale senior approached him from behind and tapped him on the shoulder. “Go to your room!”
Pres Bush complied. Even the young student from Ohio knew what this meant. Some young men at Yale hinged their success at the school entirely based on this night.
When Pres arrived at his small apartment, two other students were waiting for him.
“Skull and Bones—accept or reject?”
Pres nodded. “Yes.” He was then handed a message wrapped in a black ribbon sealed with black wax that had a skull and bones emblem and the mystical number 322 embossed on it. The message revealed the time and place to appear on initiation night.
None of Yale's secret societies were more legendary than this one. Bones had been memorialized in the classic 1902 American novel Dink Stover at Yale. F. Scott Fitzgerald would write about the society's mystique in The Beautiful and the Damned and This Side of Paradise.
Skull and Bones was an elite within an elite, an incubator for members of future generations who would rise to power in their respective areas of professional life. Where else could college students sit informally with former president Taft, a member and frequent attendee of Bones events? Where else might an ambitious young man suddenly find himself in a small, closed universe populated with planets that had names like Rockefeller, Pillsbury, Whitney, Wadsworth, and Adams?
Founded in 1833 by William Huntington Russell, the Skull and Bones Society is legally known as the Russell Trust Association. Each year, since its inception, fifteen Yale students are “tapped” for the society, which still owns an Egyptian-style crypt at the center of the college. Unlike other societies such as Scroll and Key, which chooses its members based on family background and prestige, Bones is a meritocracy; name helps, but members are chosen overwhelmingly because they are smart, ambitious, and bound for success.
Prescott attended at a time when Yale was the college of bankers, industrialists, intellectuals, and lawyers, professions in the vanguard of a burgeoning American society. That evening, when he attended the initiation rite, he would join a class of 1917 that included Roland Harriman, son of financier E. H. Harriman, and Percy Rockefeller, son of William, the treasurer of Standard Oil. He would soon meet other recent Bonesmen including Henry Stimson, Averell Harriman, and Henry Luce.
Why he was tapped is difficult to say. It might have been his father's connection with the Rockefellers; Percy Rockefeller was active in Bones. But more likely, he was simply selected on his own merits. The society drew its members from a combination of legacy candidates: those whose fathers were members, the intellectual leaders on campus, often including the editor of the school newspaper, and those with athletic prowess. Given Prescott's role as captain of the baseball team, it is probable that this was the reason for his choosing.
Despite the wealth and position evident among Skull and Bones members, the society prided itself on an irreverence toward both. Above the entrance to the crypt, a German inscription reads, “Who was a fool, who was the wise man, beggar or king? Whether poor or rich, all's the same in death.” The society alleges a mythical bond with the past, claiming that it possesses an ancient mission dating from 322 B.C., when, legend holds, the society was founded by Demosthenes in Athens.
At a ceremony held every April, as many alumni as possible attend to watch the young charges go through a ritualistic initiation. A Yale junior such as Pres is assigned a mentor, known as Uncle Toby. Members then dress in a costume and the pledges enter one by one into a room decorated with coffins and skeletons. As members chant mystical oaths, someone yells, “Who is it?” Then alumni and current members bellow the pledge's name. The aspiring member is then pushed toward the table where the secrecy oath has been placed. The alumni chant “Read! Read! Read!”
The pledge is then picked up and carried to a picture of Eulogia, the goddess of eloquence, and all assembled yell, “Eulogia! Eulogia! Eulogia!” After repeating the oath of secrecy once more, he is put in front of a portrait of a woman that the Bonesmen call Connubial Bliss. When they are finished, the newly minted member is declared a Knight of Eulogia and is now and forever a member of the secret society.
Every Thursday and Sunday evening of his senior year, Pres and the other Bonesmen would disappear into the windowless “tomb” on High Street. Each member was assigned a secret name. Long Devil went to the tallest member, Boz to the varsity football captain. Many names were drawn from myth, religion, and Shakespeare.
Bonesmen were infused with a strong sense that they had a unique obligation and duty to lead. Within the tomb, clocks were set at Skull and Bones time, which is five minutes ahead of the rest of the world; Bonesmen were ahead of the world, out front, in the name of the greater social good.
The group had plenty of social functions, but they included no outsiders. Pres might sit in the Firefly Room for dinner, its darkened atmosphere touched off with light fixtures shaped like skulls. Or he might gather with Bonesmen in another room to drink out of skull-shaped cups. Alcohol was never served; Skull and Bones was and is strictly dry.
Behind the crypt's padlocked iron doors, members could speak with complete candidness about everything. They were encouraged to strip bare any secrets so that their bonds might be strengthened. Frankness and secrecy bred trust, which encouraged greater secrecy and frankness. In this atmosphere, Pres forged a close bond with men who would remain his friends and allies for the rest of his life. Closest among them was Roland “Bunny” Harriman, younger brother of Averell Harriman and joint heir to the Harriman fortune.
Once the Bonesmen left Yale, they were expected to continue their active membership and show allegiance to their fellow Bonesmen. The society also owned Deer Island on the St. Lawrence River, in Alexandria Bay, a forty-acre retreat for alumni and current members. There, tennis courts and softball fields were surrounded by rhubarb plants and gooseberry bushes; stewards brought catered meals.
Pres was the first in what would become a long line of Bonesmen in the family. His future brothers-in-law George Herbert Walker, Jr. and Lou Walker would join, as would his own sons George and Jonathan. Following them was a third generation, including George W. Bush, George Herbert Walker III, and Ray Walker. No family could claim to have a longer and stronger bond with Bones than the Bushes.
IN MARCH OF THE YEAR BEFORE, FIFTEEN HUNDRED MEXICANS HAD INVADED American soil and attacked several villages in New Mexico, killing nineteen civilians. President Wilson ordered Gen. John J. Pershing to launch a military expedition deep into the Mexican countryside. Pershing pushed south of the Rio Grande but was hampered by logistical problems and the poor training of his men. Bloodied and defeated, he was forced to retreat. It was an embarrassment to many Americans, and in New Haven the young men of Yale were watching.
Former (and future) secretary of war Henry Stimson (Skull and Bones, class of 1888) called for America's best and finest to take up arms. He pushed for special training camps for Ivy Leaguers and appealed to his fellow Yalies to join the glorious crusade and win the war.
Young Pres enlisted in the Connecticut National Guard as a private. For three months that summer, he and fellow classmates received military training at U.S. Army facilities in Tobyhanna, Pennsylvania. When they had finished, they returned to campus and formed the Yale Battalion, hoping to head south for Texas and quite possibly action in Mexico. But the call never came; Yale University's President Hadley wrote to the War Department and encouraged them not to use the Yale Battalion.
One year later, when the United States entered the First World War, Pres and fellow members of the Yale Battalion got their chance. They were called up and soon on their way to Fort Sill, Oklahoma, the U.S. Army's artillery school. The unit was divided into four batteries of field artillery, with one hundred young men in each battery. Pres excelled during training, was given command of a battery, and commissioned as a captain in the field artillery.
During his brief stay at Fort Sill, Pres and a few coconspirators were said to have performed a deed that would go down in the annals of Skull and Bones. According to a private document published by Bones on June 17, 1933, Pres and fellow Bonesmen Ellery James and Neil Mallon sneaked off under cover of darkness and went to the grave site of the famed Apache chief Geronimo.
“An axe pried open the iron door of the tomb, and Pat[riarch] Bush entered and started to dig. We dug in turn, each on relief taking a turn on the road as guards . . . Finally Pat[riarch] Ellery James turned up a bridle, soon a saddle horn and rotten leathers followed, then wood and then, at the exact bottom of the small round hole, Pat[riarch] James dug deep and pried out the trophy itself . . . We quickly closed the grave, shut the door and sped home to Pat[riarch] Mallon's room, where we cleaned the bones.”
“The bones” were said to be the skull of Geronimo. Neil Mallon reportedly applied carbolic acid to the skull to clean it up. Later it was supposedly taken back to the society's tomb on campus, where it was displayed. Whether true or pure legend, the story soon spread and would echo seven decades later in the lives of Pres's children.
When Pres's son George was running for president in 1988, members of the Apache tribe tried to arrange a meeting with him to discuss the matter, hoping that the skull might be returned. Tribal leader Ned Anderson engaged in private discussions with Pres's son (and Bonesman) Jonathan Bush to determine whether the skull was indeed in the crypt. Later he raised the issue with his congressman, John McCain, who promised to approach Vice President Bush about the matter.
ALTHOUGH COLUMBUS WAS A CITY THAT PRIDED ITSELF ON ITS PATRIOTISM, IT was also home to a large German population. With more than seven thousand German-born citizens living in Columbus at the time and an even larger group of first-generation German-Americans, the outbreak of World War I divided the city in a mood of suspicion and fear. A fire at the American Chain Company plant was “officially believed to have been the result of a pro-German plot,” reported the local paper. Two employees of the Ralston Steel Car Company were indicted for allegedly attempting to destroy machinery in an effort to help the German cause. And several men were arrested for making derogatory remarks against Liberty Bonds.
The city's response was to make both literal and symbolic changes in the community. The study of German in the public schools was first restricted and later banished entirely. Unpatriotic actions by teachers were reported to the Board of Education, which adopted a resolution warning that anyone engaged in “disloyal acts and utterances” would be promptly investigated. Woodpiles were made at street corners, and German-language books were burned while members of the Columbus Reserve Guards stood by to see that no one interfered. The city council voted to change the names of Schiller Park to Washington Park and Germania Park to Mohawk Park. They also changed the names of some streets, such as Bismarck Avenue to Lansing Avenue. After sixty years of using German in its ritualistic work, the local branch of the Order of Druids substituted English. The First and Second German M.E. Churches dropped the word “German” from their names and substituted the word “Zion.”
While there is no record of where S. P. stood on these questions, he was plainly concerned about the divisions that the war was creating at Buckeye Steel, which employed a large proportion of German-American workers as well as other Europeans who were not pro-German. So he launched an ambitious “Americanization” effort to ensure greater unity.
“In the past many men of foreign birth have been employed at the plant,” read a Buckeye publication. “A systemic effort has been made to encourage them to attend night school, to take out naturalization papers, and to adopt American ideals and customs.” An Americanization Committee was formed to work with the foreign-born employees.
Like so many companies, Buckeye switched to war production. By the end of 1917 the Buckeye plant was producing thirty-four hundred tons of steel castings per month, which were used to forge 75mm guns. Buckeye also signed a lucrative contract with the Railroad Administration, the federal agency running the railroads during the war, to produce couplers and other railroad parts.
The First World War was not only a conflict on the battlefield but also a race in industrial mobilization, and it was widely assumed that whichever power could best harness its industrial might would be the victor. People like S. P. Bush, who spent their lives applying scientific management to industry, were no longer simply businessmen; they could be potent weapons in an industrial war.
Leading the effort to organize American industry was Wall Street financier Bernard Baruch. Gruff, opinionated, and demanding, Baruch had been asked to head the War Industries Board (WIB) and serve as a liaison between government and industry. Captains of industry were brought to Washington to oversee planning and production of war matériel. In the spring of 1918 a telegram arrived at Buckeye from Baruch; he wanted S. P. to become chief of the WIB's Ordnance, Small Arms and Ammunition Section. S. P. accepted the offer, and by June 1 he was in Washington.
Prior to the war the production of munitions was restricted to a small number of plants situated on the eastern seaboard—in Connecticut, Rhode Island, Massachusetts, and New York. By the spring of 1918 congestion and bottlenecks were a serious concern. Plants were behind schedule, and there was a shortage of power, fuel, and transportation; the most pressing concern was ammunition.
Much of S. P.'s time was spent haggling with Remington Arms, which supplied machine guns, Colt automatic pistols, and millions of rifles to the United States and the Allies. Samuel Pryor, head of the company, was a bombastic and aggressive negotiator.
S. P. effectively negotiated several large deals with Remington and tried to help harmonize the production and distribution of munitions.
The merging of business and war stirred controversy. With business executives and captains of industry serving in important board posts while they held large contracts with the government, there was a blurring of private and public purposes. Senator James A. Reed of Missouri assailed companies like the Aluminum Company of America. “Practically all the big trusts and monopolies” were benefiting from the collaborative efforts, he complained, “making contracts for their own use, enrichment and benefit.” In 1918, Mississippi senator James Vardaman urged that the WIB be disbanded because it “lends itself to favoritism, overcharge and graft.”
Buckeye prospered enormously during the war years. Company sales increased to $10 million per year and assets rose to $9.1 million. But much of it was the result of increased work. The contracts themselves were not particularly lucrative. While large companies such as U.S. Steel and Bethlehem Steel signed open-ended government contracts that could easily be abused, Buckeye placed caps on profit. Net earnings rose only slightly faster than sales.
S. P. spent the war years working at a frenetic pace; it was as if he were fighting the war himself. Dividing his time between Washington, D.C., and Columbus, he was rarely home. When he saw his family, he simply reminded them that this was about responsibility and duty. S. P.'s eldest daughter wrote some verses, expressing her supreme confidence in him. He was a distant giant in the eyes of his children.
Now I have figured out a way
That's clever and quite clear
To rid the world of its dismay
And do away with fear.
There is a man who's qualified
To rule all lands on earth
His training in all fields is wide,
He's worked quite hard since birth.
His father was a minister,
His mother was a Fay,
So there is nothing sinister
At home to spoil his play.
He worked and schooled and schooled and worked
At least he tells us so,
And he was never known to shirk
Good deeds for friend or foe.
An athlete of great renown
He proved that he could be
And there is not a man in town
So good to charity.
Among the men most everywhere
He has a lot of pals
The statement certainly is fair
He's first with all the gals.
An answer to the world's great need
My candidate would be,
So very fine in word and deed,
I'm sure you will agree.
Get all the nations' flags unfurled,
A plebiscite please push,
Elect the Moses of this world,
Whose name is S. P. Bush.
With S. P. engrossed in his work, it fell to Flora to hold the family together. She devoted her time and energies to the war effort, working on behalf of relief organizations and promoting campaigns that encouraged housewives to can fruits and vegetables. As chairwoman of the Women's Auxiliary, she instituted a drive to raise money to support young soldiers training near Columbus. The auxiliary held religious services, opened reading rooms, and provided entertainment for soldiers who were coming and going by the thousands. “At the end of the luncheon many played ald lang syne,” she wrote her husband about one event. “And then the Star Spangled Banner. What could be better than that?”
FOR PRES THE WAR BEGAN IN EARNEST IN JUNE 1918 WHEN HE SHIPPED OUT with the 158th Field Artillery Brigade bound for France. The so-called Yale Battalion was expected to see action soon as artillery was the great workhorse and destroyer of the war.
The trip to Europe was long and arduous. Quarters were cramped, with the threat of lurking German U-boats. Once on the Continent, Pres and his comrades found the days difficult and long. First they made the trek to the front. Drivers and horses would wait until dusk to begin moving since all vehicles were prohibited in forward areas during daylight. Once they reached the front near the French town of Meuse, a vigorous routine became their daily life. During the day, supplies were drawn from the depot and ammunition from the dump. Then at nightfall the caissons were loaded with shells, and they and other wagons filled with rations and supplies were moved forward. When night reached its darkest, the real action would begin.
Flares and rockets gleamed and faded in the darkness, and the sound of machine guns chattering nearby was common. Blasts from the big guns to the right and left could blow out an eardrum, and the flashes threw the column into sudden silhouette. Occasional bursts of enemy shells nearby had the men ducking for cover. But the explosions might lead the restive horses to bolt, which meant hunting them down all night.
When the orders came to fire, the cannoneers would unload the shells and carry them to the guns, stacking them in orderly rows. Forward spotters identified the targets and relayed the coordinates back to the crews. The full-throated booming of the guns would go on literally for hours.
IN EARLY SEPTEMBER 1918, GENERAL PERSHING, DETERMINED TO BREAK THE stalemate on the Western Front, moved more than 1 million American soldiers into action, including the Yale Battalion. Fighting was particularly fierce east of the River Meuse, which flowed between a dominating range of hills. Pershing's goal was simple, “to draw the best German divisions to our front and to consume them.” It was to be an inglorious battle of attrition.
Using seven double-size divisions against eight battle-weary German divisions, Pershing reduced the German position in four days. Then he quickly shifted his forces for a giant Allied thrust all along the Western Front. For the next five weeks the Americans slugged it out with the Germans. By late October, one-fourth of the German forces on the Western Front were crowded into one-tenth of the entire front to face the American army. Casualties on both sides were mounting at an alarming rate.
Captain Pres Bush and his men spent most of the time under enemy fire, which tried to knock out the American guns before they could wreak havoc on the German trenches. The guns of the 158th returned volleys onto the German positions. The actual weight of the ammunition fired by American forces during the battle was greater than that used by the Union Army during the entire American Civil War. More than 4.2 million artillery shells were fired before it was all over.
American casualties were high, more than 256,000.
When the German guns finally fell silent, Pres was jubilant with victory. Suddenly the mischievous and humorous side of the young man returned in a letter he wrote his parents. Describing what he claimed were his exploits during the battle, he wrote that as the Germans launched a great offensive on July 15, three Allied leaders—General Foch, Sir Douglas Haig, and General Pershing—were making an inspection of the American positions. Pres told his parents that he was guiding the three generals when a German 77mm artillery shell suddenly descended from the sky. As he described it, he drew his bolo knife, stuck it up as he would a baseball bat, and parried the blow, sending the shell off harmlessly to the right. He had saved the lives of the three great Allied generals and was to be rewarded with a chestful of medals and ribbons!
The letter was utterly fantastic. And yet he never indicated that it was a joke. When his proud mother finished reading it, she shared it with the local newspaper, the Ohio State Journal. “The three generals marveled at the exploit,” the Journal reported on its front page. “Apparently, they couldn't believe their eyes . . . Within 24 hours young Bush was notified of the signal recognition that was to be accorded him.” Captain Bush was to receive the Cross of the Legion of Honor from the French government, the Victoria Cross from the English, and the Distinguished Service Cross from the United States.
“Possession of either one of the three is in itself considered a notable distinction,” the paper wrote. “Conferring of the three decorations upon one man at one time implies recognition of a deed of rare valor and probably of great military importance as well.”
News of Prescott's exploits created a sensation in Columbus, where much of the reporting in the paper had been the endless casualty lists issued by the War Department. When Prescott received a clipping of the Journal article in France, he was sickened and devastated to see that his obvious joke had been mistaken for the truth. He immediately cabled his mother explaining that the letter had been written in humor. A brief notice of correction was published on the front page of the September 6, 1918, edition of the Journal.
For Flora and S. P., the sense of embarrassment must have been great. As prominent citizens of Columbus and possessing a strong sense of social honor, they were particularly troubled by the fact that the erroneous news report appeared in the Journal near long lists of dead and wounded.
After the war, when Pres returned from Europe, he would find that his relationship with his father was strained. In a way, it would never recover. He would never ask his father for help, and the two men would see each other only occasionally. As for the war years, Pres would leave them behind. According to his son Bucky, he never spoke about them later in life.

CHAPTER 3
WHISKEY
JAB TO THE HEAD, JAB TO THE HEAD, BODY BLOW, BODY  BLOW.
While Samuel P. Bush was studying statistics and mathematics at the Stevens Institute on Long Island as a young man, a strong, solidly built Bert Walker was pummeling his opponents as a heavyweight boxing champion in the state of Missouri. Large and powerful with a thick mop of sandy hair, Walker could deliver jabs with unbelievable speed. Yet his most devastating punches were the powerful body blows thrown at the abdomen. The sport was brutal as fighters squared off without gloves, often striking each other until only one was left standing. This was a test of stamina, cunning, and raw strength, and Walker rarely lost.
In a sport dominated by frontiersmen, the sons of poor immigrants, and young men from hard-soil farms seeking a better life, Bert Walker was an unlikely figure. A young man born to privilege, who had the attentions of both his own personal valet and a nurse, he reveled in the pure glory of besting his opponents. If the Bushes were self-contained, duty-bound, and steady, the Walkers were aggressive risk-takers who wanted to win at all costs. The fusion of these two families would make for a potent genetic cocktail.
Bert was the son of a prominent St. Louis family that owned a large stake in Ely and Walker, one of the biggest and most successful dry goods wholesalers in the Midwest. Unlike the restrained Presbyterian and Episcopalian Bushes, the Walkers were
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