
TR's LAsT WAR 

I have been like an engine bucking a snow-drift . . .  and finally
I accumulated so much snow that I came to a halt and could not get
through .... 

I believe that there are a far larger number of men who would at
once sink every other purpose, no matter what their convictions mi'ght
be, for the purpose of smashing me once and for all . . .  I believe that
the bulk of our people would accept my candidacy as a proof of greedy
personal ambition on my part, and would be bitterly hostile to me
in consequence, and bitterly hostile therefore to the cause for which I
stood ... 

I think the people have made up their minds that they have had
all they want of me.100 

TR, 1906's Nobel Peace Prize winner, now longed for one last Rough
Rider charge-if not up San Juan Hill, then to a mud-and-blood, artil­lery-wracked French no-man's-land. That June, he confided to Britain'sArthur Hamilton Lee, "I only wish I and my boys were beside you in thetrenches. I am already planning to raise a division of mounted riflemensuch as our old regiment. (It will fight in the trenches or anywhere else.)
I have the brigade commanders and regimental commanders picked; butI do not believe Wilson can be kicked into war."101 

But if America could not be kicked into war, it might be kicked intoPreparedness. 
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"Pretty boys who know all 

of the latest tango steps" 

To RAISE ANY DIVISION OF "MOUNTED RIFLEMEN," TR FACED INNUMER­

able obstacles. How might they coordinate with British or French 
contingents? How might he cajole a decidedly uninterested Woodrow 
Wilson to grant his request? And last but, practically, not least, how 
would Theodore Roosevelt stay on his horse? 

The battered fifty-six-year-old Bull Moose of 1915 was not the 
jaunty Rough Rider of 1898. The years-and a foolhardy expedition into 
the Amazon jungle-had inflicted their toll. In May 1915, his children 
Ethel and Archie presented him with a new horse in honor of his splen­
did victory in the Barnes v. Roosevelt libel trial. 1 On Monday morning, 
May 27, it threw to him to the ground, breaking two of his ribs.2 

"I am practically over the effects of the accident," he ruefully wrote 
Arthur Hamilton Lee in mid-June. "Of course, they were a little painful 
for two or three weeks. The simple fact is that I tried to ride a horse that 
was too good for me. I might just as well admit that I am old and stiff; 
and while I can sit on a horse fairly well, I cannot mount him if he mis­
behaves. This horse threw me before I got my right foot into the stirrup, 
and I struck the ground a good deal as ifI had been a walrus."3 

If some of his dreams seemed too personal and fanciful for his own 
good, others did not. 

Prior to assuming the presidency, or even the vice presidency, TR had 
regularly employed the old West African proverb "Speak softly and carry 
a big stick."4 By 1915, he hadn't spoken softly for a long time, but he still 
deemed "a big stick'' necessary to national defense. 
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