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THEODORE ROOSEVELT
1919
CHAPTER 31
ESTIMATES OF GEN. LEONARD WOOD—SEC. FRANKLIN K. LANE—REV. J. R. DAY
I WROTE Gen. Leonard Wood asking him for an estimate of his dear personal friend, Theodore Roosevelt, and received from him the following answer:
"I shall be glad to help.   I am sending you a brief statement which I sent George Wharton Pepper, of Philadelphia.   It is short and to the point, and I be​lieve will give you what you want.'' The following is the estimate:
Theodore Roosevelt's death has brought to many thou​sands a feeling of personal sorrow, and to all Americans a sense of great and irreparable loss to our country in this great crisis.
We have lost the great leader. Theodore Roosevelt's life was one of service for country, for humanity, and for right as he saw it. If he feared anything, it was duty undone.
Honest, upstanding, God-fearing, a man of vision, of wide experience, with a breadth of human sympathy which em​braced all races, all creeds and all lands, he was easily the most inspiring, and hence the most dominant figure in American life since Abraham Lincoln.
He is dead, but his influence lives after him. In the ex​ample of his life and work, in his ideals, we shall ever find inspiration for patriotic effort, and incentive to high en​deavor.
He loved the strenuous life with its fierce struggles. He knew that words alone are not sufficient and that we must at times meet the organized forces of wrong with the dis​ciplined strength of right.
He loved nature and the wild places of the world; the birds and the animals; and he understood these as few do. He had a clean soul. He loved home, family and friends— and above all, his country.
In war he offered his life freely for his country, his sons went into the world's war with his blessing, always thought​ful of those under him, and appreciative of the humblest service. He had the personal affection and devotion of thousands.
True patriot, best type of American, such was Theodore Roosevelt. His spirit will march in the van of our armies in war and strengthen our hearts in the hour of darkness and danger.
ESTIMATE OF SECRETARY LANE
Secretary Lane mailed me the following lines which he had sent to James A. Key, chairman of the Com​mittee of Pensions, House of Representatives, highly commending a pension of $5,000.00 for Mrs. Roose​velt, which pension was unanimously passed by both Houses of Congress. Secretary Lane says:
The impress that Theodore Roosevelt's personality has made upon the world does not need emphasis. Whatever his fame as a statesman, it can never outrun his fame as a man. However widely men may differ from him in mat​ters of national policy, this thing men in their hearts would all wish, that their sons might have within them the spirit, the will, the strength, the manliness, the Americanism of Roosevelt. He was made of that rugged and heroic stuff with which legend delights to play. The Idylls and the Sagas and the Iliads have been woven about men of his mold. We may surely expect to see developed a Roosevelt legend, a body of tales that will exalt the physical power and endurance of the -man and the boldness of his spirit, his robust capacity for blunt speech and his hearty com​radeship, his live interest in all things living—these will make our boys for the long future proud that they are of his race and his country. And no surer fame than this can come to any man—to live in the hearts of the boys of his land as one whose doings and sayings they would wish t° make their own.
ESTIMATE OF DR. DAY
One of the most masterful Roosevelt Memorial ad​dresses was that of Rev. James R. Day, D.D., LL.D., Chancellor of Syracuse University. Dr. Day, a giant in body and mind, at one time was one of the most powerful opponents of President Roosevelt's anti​trust policy. He was invited by the New York Legis​lature to make a memorial address before it. From it we quote the following:
If ten years ago any one had told me that on this 9th day of February I would be found in our State Capitol, by your request delivering a eulogy of Theodore Roosevelt, he would not have impressed me with his gift of prophecy!
But that is Theodore Roosevelt. He was an impossible man, doing impossible things, as no other man could do them. You differed with him deeply and radically, and you did not change your convictions, but you found that you had not been in conflict with him, but with something incidental to him. Some men's opinions are all there is of them. One opinion and you have the whole man. With Roosevelt a con​viction or a doctrine was an incident. While you were fight​ing that doctrine he was away into volumes of others, leav​ing you to go on with your contentions. He was infinitely more than an article of his economical or political creed. You could not contend with such a man. Tour controversy was not with him.
How to appreciate such a man In just proportions is an almost impossible task.
No man lived a life more exposed to the public eye. He never whispered but men were always blundering about his motives and the wisdom of his bold, uncompromising ut​terances. Where to stand to measure him is the question. There is a position among the Himalayas where vast moun​tains arise before you. One of them is so far distant that you see only Its summit. It is the highest of the mighty range, but you can see only its crown against the sky. You cannot see where It connects with the earth or what its bases are. Another is so near that it overwhelms you and you lose all power of measurement. The first is the highest mountain in all Asia, if not in the world. The second is but little less, but it fills the valley out of which it springs with a suddenness that confuses thought and is appalling.
Washington is that mountain now distant, with its base in tradition. Roosevelt is the mountain that fills the valley before you and is radiant with refracted and changing light. What he is will be the subject of varying opinions and dis​cussions as men see the earth connections all visible and the far summit towering above us in the clouds, refracting colors differing to each angle of vision.
There is too much of Roosevelt and too many vividly related phases of his unusual personality for one to discuss philosophically his great character, much less his work as a legislator, a soldier and the chief executive of his great State and the nation.
No one fully competent has presented Theodore Roosevelt to the world in outline. Certain traits were so bold and outstanding that all could discover them as he hurried past in the rush of his impetuous course. But it will be years before this marvelous man will stand out in the symmetry and harmony of all the traits of his character and activity that have seemed to many of us as sometimes conflicting and inconsistent.
To measure force requires most delicate instruments and great skill. To know men in themselves and in the influence of their education, companionship and surroundings is a task that often has to be handed over to generations.
Mr. Roosevelt was a man with whom no one could agree in all things and with whom many disagreed in everything. He outstrode thinking men. The conservative men could not keep pace with him. He violated traditions one minute and the next was the reverent defender of the men who created them. He renounced his party one hour and the next was at its head, the idolized leader and defender.
Sometimes he attacked constituted forms with violence, but he restrained his wrath when demagogues threatened disaster. He made no use of anything in his reformatory efforts for merely personal political purposes and sometimes went too far in defiance of temporizing politics.
Study Mr. Roosevelt over a space of sufficient breadth and length and the conflicts of his personality harmonize. There were certain traits that were high peaks in the range of his character. They must be studied above the common level. He had great force. And men like force. The timid man shrinks from It when it has no visible orbit or is not run​ning on steel rails bolted down to a secure roadway. But the average man likes force. That is why he chances the ditch and death in a motor car or a two thousand feet fall from an aeroplane. And force brings things to pass. It does not stop, fortunately does not, because of a wreck in the ditch or a fall from the clouds. But there is force in established orbits when it has taken form and retained energy, where it has come out of star mist and is a sun.
Colonel Roosevelt had force well in hand. It was an en​dowment. It was not idly exhausted if sometimes it seemed erratic. It did not exhaust those who came in contact with it. Its expression was greatest in himself.
But it was a tremendous magnet. No man drew such crowds without arts or tricks on all occasions. They rallied to him instinctively. Whether you agreed with him or not, he agreed with himself, and you found it difficult to get away from his forcible thinking.
He walked with a firm stride. He chopped a tree like a lumberjack on a wager. He liked a horse that would throw a good rider. You never heard of his hunting partridges. He hunted lions and tigers. The brook trout did not be​guile him. He fished for tarpon and shark. Is it a wonder that the virile manhood of America followed such a leader? They could disagree with him, but they were forced by force to follow him.
Had he been President when Germany threatened little heroic Belgium a challenge would have been hurled across the ocean that would have prevented the war, or if not, we would have closed it two years sooner.
Colonel Roosevelt was a courageous man and the people like courage. It was-not a blustering courage. It was not braggadocio. There was no swagger about it. Its highest test was in the face of dissenting public opinion. It never flinched in the face of the clamor of politics.
What is right? What ought to be done? That was enough. It is certain that men, whether in political agree​ment or political opposition, conceded his courage. He was incapable of making the mistake of the trimmer. He never cultivated his fortunes or popular favor at the expense of his manhood. It is a fatal mistake, which has defeated many a great man, who was great in all but his courage. The people are always sensitive to this characteristic. It is as useless as the habit of the ostrich in putting his head in the sand to escape his pursuers.
The people will excuse mistakes, but they have contempt for a coward.
The man who dodges his vote, who hides his convictions lest some one disagrees with him, is always detected and quickly relegated to the rear. Eespect a man who- honestly disagrees with you. Despise a man who is afraid of you.
Roosevelt's courage was an element of strength. It was courage to defend an opinion, and it was courage to correct a mistake. Moral courage is greater than physical courage. "You are scared," said a soldier to a fellow soldier whom he saw white and trembling as the battle began. "Yes," was the reply, "if you were as scared as I am you would run."
When Roosevelt was about to give an interview on the piratical sinking of the Lusitama, an intimate friend, who wanted him to answer deliberately, suggested that there were four hundred thousand German votes in this country. Aroused, he said: "If there were four million I would con​demn this fiendish act!" And he gave out that philippic which awoke the land to war.
He was clean. No bribe stuck to his hand. And the people like that. His domestic life required no apology. His per​sonal life required no explanation nor apology. When he was away from home his face was always set-homeward, and you could no more face him in the other direction than you could change the instinct of a carrier pigeon. And the people like that. The pure home is the foundation of civilization. The noblest thing about Roosevelt is his home life. It was a holy example.
Another trait was the buoyancy and fullness and exuber​ance of his' life. No man enjoyed life more. And the people like that. You may say that it was a radiancy of health. We might think, so but for the last two or three years of fatal illness. Coming or going from the hospital, wrenched with rheumatic pains, burning with fever, he was always feeling "bully." It is a great thing in this world of so many ills and misfortunes and sorrows if one can carry hope on the outside and let any remnant of happiness shine through.
No one can tell the agony of that solitary sorrow when a grave was made on a foreign battlefield. But he did not ask his fellowmen to help him carry it. He carried no emblem of death. He asked for more things to do, to think about and to say.
He said that he could not expect that four sons could go into war with the peril of high explosives, and all re​turn. It was the measure of his prompt sacrifice. He was driving on, giving his own life to force that war to its con​clusions by matching his pen against the sword.
He must be an intensely narrow partisan who does not feel the loss that has fallen upon his country by the death of ex-President Roosevelt. He could not be shut out of the counsels of his own country. He has sent over words that have burned into the brains of the most potent states​men at the peace conference. He was tremendously needed in his own land in a time when latent Bolshevism and slumbering red socialism could be held in restraint only by men of the type of Colonel Roosevelt and men of whom he was the acknowledged captain.
It is an hour that calls for brave men, wise men, Ameri​can men without a taint or a remote mixture in its loyalty and with consecration to the principles of our fathers and mothers. Never have we needed as now a recrudescence of the old-time Americanism that has been overgrown with the poison ivy of imported destructive thought and teach​ings of the ignorant that threaten to choke and destroy its life.
We had looked to Colonel Roosevelt as the man whom the remnant of thinking men would follow and whose clear voice would restrain the mad hordes plunging on behind the red flag they know not why, a man who would not sacrifice his flag to his personal ambition, a man whose words, weighed with the artisan and the working man because he never used them, but always served them, a man who in his one own personality would outnumber the thousands of riotous brutes, Hun-like in their instincts, seeking to apply the torch to the foundations of all government and law.

