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ACCLAIM FOR WILLIAM MANCHESTER’S

American Caesar

Douglas MacArthur 1880-1964

“A great biography! A balanced, forthright account of the life and accomplishments of the most controversial General in American history.”

— William L. Shirer, author of The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich

“A blockbuster of a book. . . . It reads like a novel, but all of it is based firmly on the complex but fascinating record.”

— Edwin O. Reischauer, New York

“Superb. . . . A tremendous book, and the research behind it is awesome.”

— Lt. General James M. Gavin, New Republic

“A perfectly splendid book. As fine a piece of American military biography as anything in our history.”

—Josiah Bunting, Chicago Sun-Times

“Highly readable. MacArthur bestrides this book like a colossus.”

— Leonard Bushkoff, Washington Post

“Manchester brings the General alive as few have been able to render him. We see both the public and the private man.”

— Los Angeles Times

“Manchester chisels away the myths and misunderstandings. The MacArthur that remains is a man of granite, a vital, continually surprising, larger-than-life figure.”

— Publishers Weekly

“A moving reading experience. . . . American Caesar is William Manchester’s finest book.”

—Boston Herald-American

“Definitive. . . . A magnificent biography. . . . The personal, the political, and the familial episodes are as engrossing as the military.”

— United Press International

“Stunning. . . .The author has tackled the colossal story with a dash and courage matching MacArthur’s own.”

— Burke Wilkinson, Christian Science Monitor
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        TO THE 29TH MARINES
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Go tell the Spartans, thou who passest by, That here, obedient to their laws, we lie.

— SIMONIDES AT THERMOPYLAE



Author’s Note

Officers’ ranks change during their military careers, and attempts to keep track of their promotions merely confuse the reader. In this work, therefore, ranks are omitted unless essential to an understanding of a passage. In the absence of designations to the contrary, “the General,” when thus capitalized, always refers to Douglas MacArthur. George C. Marshall’s Christian name is used to distinguish him from Richard J. Marshall, MacArthur’s World War II deputy chief of staff.

Tenses present a similar problem of clarity. To avoid tortuous excursions into the miasmas of the pluperfect, the text occasionally reads, “he recalls” and “he remembers” when a specific recollection may in fact have occurred years earlier, often in published memoirs. The present tense enhances lucidity and heightens the sense of immediacy. Citations in the chapter notes, of course, pinpoint the date of each reference.



Chronology

1825  Arthur MacArthur, Sr., arrives in United States from Scotland.

1845  Arthur MacArthur, Jr., born.

1862  Arthur Jr. commissioned as first lieutenant in Union army.

1863  Arthur Jr. wins Congressional Medal of Honor.

1864  Aged nineteen, Arthur Jr. becomes a full colonel.

1866  Arthur Jr. begins Indian fighting on frontier.

1870  President Grant appoints Arthur Sr. a federal judge.

1875  Arthur Jr. marries Pinky Hardy.

1880  Douglas MacArthur (hereinafter MacArthur) born January 26 on army post; his frontier childhood begins.

1893  MacArthur a cadet at West Texas Military Academy.

1896  Judge Arthur MacArthur dies.

1898  General Arthur MacArthur, Jr., fights in Spanish-American War.

1900  Arthur Jr. named military governor of the Philippines.

1901  MacArthur testifies before congressional committee while still a West Point cadet. Arthur Jr. relieved for insubordination to William Howard Taft.

1903  MacArthur graduates from West Point; first captain, first in class. As a second lieutenant, he comes under fire in the Philippines.

1904  Promoted to first lieutenant.

1905  Tours Far East with his parents.

1906  Appointed aide to President Theodore Roosevelt.

1908  Reprimanded twice for insubordination.

1911  Promoted to captain.

1912  Arthur MacArthur, Jr., dies.

1913  MacArthur appointed to general staff.

1914  His daring April Vera Cruz raid; recommended for Congressional Medal of Honor.

1915  Promoted to major.

1917  As a colonel, assigned to Rainbow Division as chief of staff.

1918  Fighting in France, is decorated nine times for heroism. Pinky demands that he be promoted.

    Aged thirty-eight, MacArthur becomes a general, commands Rainbow Division.

1919  Becomes superintendent of West Point.

1922  Marries Louise Brooks.

1925  MacArthur serves on Billy Mitchell court-martial.

1929  Louise divorces him.

1930  He takes a Eurasian mistress. He becomes army Chief of Staff.

1932  Bonus army incident.

1934  $15,000 buys off his mistress.

1935  Pinky dies in Manila.

1936  MacArthur becomes Philippine Field Marshal.

1937  He marries Jean Marie Faircloth.

1938  Arthur MacArthur IV born in Manila.

1941  FDR recalls MacArthur to active duty as U.S. Far East commander.

    Japanese attack; MacArthur’s air force is destroyed on the ground.

    He withdraws to Bataan and Corregidor.

1942  The MacArthur’ escape to Australia. MacArthur awarded Congressional Medal of Honor. He defends Australia in New Guinea.

1943  MacArthur bypasses Rabaul.

1944  Hollandia: a MacArthur masterpiece.

    FDR-MacArthur meeting in Honolulu.

    MacArthur becomes a five-star general.

1945  Manila, Bataan, and Corregidor recaptured.

    MacArthur defies the Joint Chiefs, retakes central and southern Philippines.

    He flies into Yokohama—unarmed.

    Japanese surrender to him on battleship Missouri.

    As SCAP, he becomes ruler of 83 million Japanese.

1946  Execution of Homma and Yamashita, both innocent. MacArthur constitution becomes law of the land in Japan.

       He introduces Nipponese to women’s right, labor unions, land reform, and civil liberties.

1950  North Korea invades South Korea.

       MacArthur becomes first United Nations commander. He visits Formosa.

1950  MacArthur’s letter to VFW; Truman orders it withdrawn. Inchon, MacArthur’s greatest victory; Seoul recaptured. UN General Assembly votes, 47 to 5, to order him to conquer North Korea; he therefore crosses the 38th Parallel.

       MacArthur-Truman conference on Wake.

       Chinese enter the Korean War.

    MacArthur forbidden to attack

    Chinese bases in Manchuria.

    White House rejects

    MacArthur’s four-point plan to widen the war.

1951  MacArthur torpedoes Truman’s truce appeal.

  His letter to Joe Martin.

  Truman strips him of all commands.

  Nationwide acclaim for MacArthur.

  Senate hearings on his dismissal.

  Acheson bars MacArthur from U.S.-Japanese peace treaty conference.

1952  MacArthur delivers keynote address at GOP national convention.

  He tries to deprive Eisenhower of presidential nomination.

1955  He proposes that war be outlawed.

1961  The MacArthur’’ sentimental journey to the Philippines.

1962  MacArthur’s farewell to West Point.

1964  He begs President Johnson to stay out of Vietnam, then dies at Walter Reed Hospital.

  Entombment of MacArthur in Norfolk, Virginia.



  Caesar was not and is not lovable. His generosity to defeated opponents, magnanimous though it was, did not win their affection. He won his soldiers’ devotion by the victories that his intellectual ability, applied to warfare, brought them. Yet, though not lovable, Caesar was and is attractive, indeed fascinating. His political achievement required ability, in effect amounting to genius, in several different fields, including administration and generalship, besides the minor arts of wire pulling and propaganda. In all these, Caesar was a supreme virtuoso.

— ARNOLD TOYNBEE

“Not a simple man!”

— said of MacArthur by a Japanese statesman to John Gunther, 1950




PREAMBLE

Reveille

He was a great thundering paradox of a man, noble and ignoble, inspiring and outrageous, arrogant and shy, the best of men and the worst of men, the most protean, most ridiculous, and most sublime. No more baffling, exasperating soldier ever wore a uniform. Flamboyant, imperious, and apocalyptic, he carried the plumage of a flamingo, could not acknowledge errors, and tried to cover up his mistakes with sly, childish tricks. Yet he was also endowed with great personal charm, a will of iron, and a soaring intellect. Unquestionably he was the most gifted man-at-arms this nation has produced. He was also extraordinarily brave. His twenty-two medals—thirteen of them for heroism—probably exceeded those of any other figure in American history. He seemed to seek death on battlefields. Repeatedly he deliberately exposed himself to enemy snipers, first as a lieutenant in the Philippines shortly after the turn of the century, then as a captain in Mexico, and finally as a general in three great wars. At the age of seventy he ordered his pilot to fly him in an unarmed plane through Chinese flak over the length of the bleak Yalu. Nevertheless, his troops scorned him as “Dugout Doug.”1

   His belief in an Episcopal, merciful God was genuine, yet he seemed to worship only at the altar of himself. He never went to church, but he read the Bible every day and regarded himself as one of the world’s two great defenders of Christendom. (The other was the pope.) For every MacArthur strength there was a corresponding MacArthur weakness. Behind his bravura and his stern Roman front he was restive and high-strung, an embodiment of machismo who frequently wept. He yearned for public adulation. His treatment of the press guaranteed that he wouldn’t get it. After World War II he was generous toward vanquished Dai Nippon—and executed two Nipponese generals whose only offense was that they had fought against him. He emerged from the 1940s as a national hero in Canberra, Manila, and Tokyo—but not in Washington, D.C. He loathed injustice—and freed Filipino patricians who had collaborated with the enemy. He refused to send an expedition against the Hukbalahap insurgents on the ground that if he were a Philippine peasant, he would be a Huk himself. Continuing his sidestepping to the left, during his years as American viceroy in Japan he introduced the Japanese to civil liberties, labor unions, equal rights for women, and land reforms which were more thorough, in the opinion of Edwin O. Reischauer, than Mao Tse-tung’s. Meanwhile, he became a cat’s-paw for reactionaries at home. The army was his whole life, yet at the end of it he said, “I am a one hundred percent disbeliever in war.” In his campaigns he was remarkably economical of human life—his total casualties from Australia to V-J Day were fewer than those in the Battle of the Bulge—but his GIs, unimpressed, continued to mock him cruelly.2

   His paranoia was almost certifiable. He hated an entire continent: Europe. Europeans could not understand why. They knew he was immensely proud of his Scots lineage. He had made his name as a fighting general in France in 1918. His statecraft was Bismarckian; his style in battle, closer to Sandhurst’s and Saint-Cyr-l’Ecole’s than to West Point’s. Charles de Gaulle understood him as no American could, and the British were dazzled by him. To Churchill he was “the glorious commander,” to Montgomery the United States’ “best soldier” of World War II, to Lord Alanbrooke “the greatest general and the best strategist that the war produced.” Nevertheless, obsessed with emerging Asia (which he regarded as his) he was almost insanely jealous of Washington’s partiality toward the Continent. Given his suspicious nature, this led to the conviction that Europeans in general, and the English in particular, were conspiring against him. He believed that the Pentagon was party to their intrigues. George Marshall—who disliked him personally but called him “our most brilliant general”—seemed to be the prime suspect, though with MacArthur you could never be sure. One moment he would be malicious, and in the next, tolerant. He was, among other things, extremely devious.3

   He appeared to need enemies the way other men need friends, and his conduct assured that he would always have plenty of them. But his craving for love was immense, too. In his youth he idolized his father, a general like him, and, like him, a winner of the Congressional Medal of Honor. His relationship with his autocratic Southern mother was more complex. Like Franklin Roosevelt and Adlai Stevenson, he was a wellborn victim of Uberdngstlichkeit, a mama’s boy who reached his fullest dimensions in following maternal orders to be mercilessly ambitious. Pinky MacArthur moved to the U.S. Military Academy when he enrolled there—from Craney’s Hotel she could see the lamp in her son’s room and tell whether or not he was studying—and later she mortified him by writing ludicrous letters to his superiors, demanding that he be promoted. 

His one open flicker of revolt against her was his first marriage, to a sexy divorcee. Pinky refused to attend the wedding, and the union ended, predictably, in divorce. Between marriages he kept an exquisitely beautiful Eurasian mistress, first in the Philippines and then in a hotel apartment on Washington’s Sixteenth Street. He showered her with presents and bought her many lacy tea gowns, but no raincoat. She didn’t need one, he told her; her duty lay in bed. Finally she mutinied. Terrified that his mother would find out about her—he was fifty-four years old and a four-star general at the time—he sent another officer to buy the girl off with a sheaf of hundred-dollar bills, in the mezzanine of the Willard Hotel on Christmas Eve, 1934. Then, after these two shattering romantic defeats (and immediately after his mother’s death) he waged a brilliant campaign for the hand of his second wife, a poem of womanhood. She and their only child became the sources of his greatest happiness. MacArthur, being MacArthur, became the total father, but, being MacArthur, he couldn’t let go. In the end his suffocating adoration enshrouded his son’s soul.4

  “Very few people,” said George C. Kenney, “really know Douglas MacArthur. Those who do, or think they do, either admire him or dislike him. They are never neutral on the subject.” Certainly no other American commander, and possibly no other American, has been more controversial. MacArthur first testified before a congressional committee while still a cadet at West Point. He was an insubordinate junior officer; thrice in those early years he flirted with courts-martial. Dis aliter visum. At Leavenworth they gave him troops, and that made all the difference. Tall, lean, athletic, gentlemanly but firm, calm in crises, with tremendous reserves of physical and nervous energy, he became the apotheosis of leadership. Thereafter most of those closest to him would venerate him, some of them comparing him to Alexander the Great—with Alexander a poor second—or saying, as George E. Stratemeyer did, that he was “the greatest leader, the greatest commander, the greatest hero in American history. “ Perhaps the most striking evidence of his charismatic appeal was provided by Jonathan M. Wainwright, whom he left behind in the Philippines and who therefore spent four harrowing years in POW camps. Freed, Wainwright said of MacArthur: “I’d follow that man—anywhere—blindfolded.” Then he devoted his remaining years to supporting MacArthur for President.5

  There were exceptions. To some he appeared to be too remote, so far above his subordinates that he was unapproachable. Daniel E. Barbey, the admiral who served as his amphibious commander in World War II, wrote: “MacArthur was never able to develop a feeling of warmth and comradeship with those about him. He had their respect but not their sympathetic understanding or their affection. . . . He was too aloof and too correct in manner, speech, and dress.” Steve M. Mellnik, a coast artillery officer on Corregidor, resented the fact that the General “wrapped himself in a cloak of dignified aloofness” and “never tried to be ‘one of the boys.’ “ (Philip LaFollette thought he knew why—he said that MacArthur’s mind, “a beautiful piece of almost perfect machinery,” had to be “stimulated almost exclusively by reading,” because he never had “the benefit of daily rubbing elbows with his intellectual equals—let alone his superiors.”) To such men he was inhuman. Robert L. Eichelberger sardonically wrote his wife from the front: “We have difficulty in following the satellites of MacArthur, for like those of Jupiter, we cannot see the moons on account of the brilliance of the planet. . . . Even the gods were alleged to have their weaknesses.”6

  Such feelings were rare, and in fact Eichelberger, highly ambivalent toward his chief, was constantly torn between disillusion and encomiums to him, but it is remarkable that anyone capable of criticism remained in this Jupiter’s presence. Once he put up general’s stars—he was still only in his thirties—almost all of those who were permitted to stay with him were blindly subservient, even obsequious. “None of MacArthur’s men,” one of the few of whom this was untrue told a writer, “can risk being first-rate.” They catered to his peacockery, genuflected to his viceregal whims, and shared his conviction that plotters were bent upon stabbing him in the back. Some of the sycophants were weird. His World War II chief of staff thought America should be ruled by a right-wing dictatorship. His intelligence officer admired Franco extravagantly. A third member of his staff spied on the others like an inquisitor, searching for signs of heresy. Clare Boothe Luce recalls: “MacArthur’s temperament was flawed by an egotism that demanded obedience not only to his orders, but to his ideas and his person as well. He plainly relished idolatry.”7

  On the other side were those, far from his headquarters, who disparaged everything about him: his religion, his rhetoric, even his cap. They doubted his sincerity, his motives, his courage. Nothing detrimental to him was too absurd to be believed by them. One could fill a volume with MacArthur apocrypha. He used rouge, they said; he dyed his hair; he wore corsets and a wig. It was rumored that he had drowned his first wife’s lover in a Philippine swimming pool, and reported that in escaping from flaming, weeping Corregidor in 1942, he had brought with him his furniture, a refrigerator, and a mattress stuffed with gold coins. Because he owned the Manila Hotel, it was said, artillerymen (fliers) had been forbidden to shell (bomb) it. Gossip had it that pictures of him wading ashore at Leyte were faked. In New Guinea, it was bruited about, he kept a private cow while GIs went without milk, and built a million-dollar mansion at Hollandia. The catalogue of myths about him is endless. Men who fought in the Pacific and are skeptical on every other topic will swear that some or all of these stories are true, though research exposes every one of them as a lie.

  One of his difficulties was that he wasn’t a modern man. Like Churchill and Roosevelt, both distant cousins of his, he was a Victorian, a nineteenth-century figure who spoke in the elevated manner but who, unlike them, never learned to mask his zeal with wit and grace. Nobility has been unfashionable for some time. “Alas,” wrote Carlyle, “the hero of old has had to cramp himself into strange places: the world knows not well at any time what to do with him, so foreign is his aspect in the world!” Egalitarianism did not become the triumphant passion of Western society until about the middle of this century, however. Veterans of World War I and World War II saw MacArthur very differently. Doughboys were proud to have fought under the General. GIs weren’t; by the 1940s antiauthoritarianism had become dominant. MacArthur’s turgid communiques, and his love of braid and ceremony, evoked malicious laughter all across the Pacific. His contemporaries then were far more impressed by his former aide, Eisenhower, with his friendly nickname, his infectious grin, and his filling-station-attendant’s tunic. Ike asked to be liked, and he was; MacArthur demanded that he be revered, and he wasn’t. He had no diminutive. Even his wife addressed him as “General.” Paul V. McNutt, U.S. high commissioner to the Philippines in the 1930s, said, “I wouldn’t hesitate to call President Quezon ‘Manuel,’ but I never called the General ‘Doug.’ “ Had anyone done so, the response would doubtless have been arctic. An officer who was a cadet when he was superintendent of West Point remembers: “He’s the only man in the world who could walk into a room full of drunks and all would be stone-sober within five minutes.” But only levelers will think this pejorative. John Gunther’s chief impression was of his “loftiness and sense of justice. He is that rare thing in the modern world, a genuinely high person.”8

  His own heroes were Lincoln and Washington, and in some ways he resembled them. Like them, he was slandered and misunderstood. Lincoln is still misjudged. As Edmund Wilson has pointed out, the Civil War figure to whom Americans are introduced as children, and whom Carl Sandburg did so much to perpetuate, has little in common with the cool, aloof dictator who ruled this country unflinchingly as the sixteenth President of the United States. MacArthur shared Lincoln’s monumental will to win, but in other ways he was more like Washington. By all accounts the Father of Our Country was a haughty officer. David Meade noted that he lacked “personal suavity” and was “of a saturnine temperament . . . reserved and austere, and better endowed by nature and habit for an eastern monarch, than a republican general.” Count Axel Fersen observed: “He looks the hero; speaks little, but is courteous and frank. A shade of sadness overshadows his countenance, which is not becoming.” Like MacArthur, Washington was joined in the field by his wife; like him, he defied enemy sharpshooters. Washington’s staff deplored, one member of it wrote, “the little care he takes of himself in any action.” Both Washington and MacArthur were respected, like Pershing; not beloved, like Lee.9

  But to find closer parallels to MacArthur, one must look—though this would have horrified him—across the Atlantic. He was as conceited and ostentatious as the Earl of Essex, another viceroy, in Ireland. Like Clive of Plassey, whom the Earl of Chatham called the “heaven-sent general,” he was a mystical orator who thought in cosmic terms. It may be said of MacArthur, as the Durants said of Napoleon, that “all the qualities of Renaissance Italy appeared in him: artist and warrior, philosopher and despot; unified in instincts and purposes, quick and penetrating in thought, direct and overwhelming in action, but unable to stop. . . . Tocqueville put it well: he was as great as a man can be without virtue, and he was as wise as a man can be without modesty.” Most of all, however, MacArthur was like Julius Caesar: bold, aloof, austere, egotistical, willful. The two generals surrounded themselves with servile aides-de-camp; remained long abroad, one as proconsul and the other as shogun, leading captive peoples in unparalleled growth; loved history; were fiercely grandiose and spectacularly fearless; and reigned as benevolent autocrats.10

  They were also possessed of first-class brains. Sophisticates in the last quarter of the twentieth century are disdainful of military intellect, but great captains have always been men of genius. Goethe thought that Napoleon’s mind was the greatest that the world had ever produced; Lord Acton agreed. That century rated warriors higher than this one does. Walt Whitman wrote: “Knowest thou not there is but one theme for ever-enduring bards? And that is the theme of War, the fortune of battles, the making of perfect soldiers.” Bonaparte’s analytical gifts and his phenomenal memory were recognized in his time as signs of his massive cerebral powers. MacArthur matched them. The man who wrote the Japanese constitution, like the creator of the Napoleonic Code, was clearly a prodigy. His knowledge of history and law was astounding. And he never forgot anything. Once he reminisced, blow by blow, about a boxing match he and a visitor, reunited with him after forty-seven years, had watched the evening that they had parted. Meeting John Gunther in 1950, he picked up the thread, exactly where it had broken off, of a conversation they had held at their last meeting, in 1938. He knew the history of every Japanese unit he faced in the field: where it had fought in China during the 1930s, its role in the conquest of Malaya, the reputation of its commander, and intelligence appraisals of its morale. During a planning conference for the invasion of Honshu in 1945, a briefing officer said that the surf on a certain beach was treacherous. “Certainly,” the General said; “I remember seeing it when I came out to Japan with my father in 1905.” Then he reeled off tidal details. The incredulous officer, checking them, found them correct in almost every particular.11

  Harry Truman called him “a counterfeit,” and most intellectuals, wincing at his William Jennings Bryan speeches, thought him a ham. It is true that despite occasional gleams of Churchillian eloquence he usually spoke poorly. He was far more effective in conversations a deux. But those who dismiss him as shallow because his rhetoric was fustian err. They fail to see behind the outer mask to the inner identity that informs it. If you question them, you almost always find that they were offended by his surface histrionics. That was undeniably there. He had the Cyrano gift for feeling the pulse of an audience; his ornate hat, his sunglasses, and his corncob pipe were props; he knew how to use his profile, his hands, his resonant voice. Unposed pictures of him are almost impossible to find. Like King David, Alexander, and Joan of Arc—like virtually all of history’s immortal commanders—he was always performing.12

  Yet there was something disturbing about MacArthur’s thespianism. Probably no other commander in chief relished the spotlight so much or enjoyed applause more. In a word, he was vain. Like every other creature of vanity, he convinced himself that his drives were in fact selfless. Asked what he believed in most, he snapped: “The defense of the United States.” Many shrewd observers took him at his word. Vincent Sheean wrote: “Unwavering patriotism is, I concluded from my talks with him, the key to his character.” It was one key, but not the chief one. What Douglas MacArthur believed in most was Douglas MacArthur. To an even greater degree than Lord Nelson (who acknowledged it) he was a seeker of glory. Only once did the General approach a similar admission. Addressing a reunion of his World War I Rainbow Division in 1935, he quoted Dionysius: “It is a law of nature, common to all mankind, which time shall neither annul nor destroy, that those who have greater strength and power shall bear rule over those who have less.” He had the strength and power, he meant to bear rule over others, and he expected tributes from them. If he didn’t get them he sulked. Marshall described him as “supersensitive about everything’; Kenney noted that he was “extremely sensitive to criticism.” This yearning for adulation was his great flaw. He had others, notably mendacity and overoptimism, based on his conviction that he was a man of destiny, which repeatedly led him to announce “mopping-up” operations before battles had been won. As Wellington said of Pitt the Younger, he was “too sanguine. . . . He conceives a project and then imagines it is done.” But it was his manifest self-regard, his complete lack of humility, which lay like a deep fissure at his very core. In the end it split wide open and destroyed him.13

  Men have always been inconsistent in their attitudes toward immodest paladins. Hubris was the classic defect of doomed characters in Aeschylean drama, yet haughtiness was essential in Aristotle’s ideal man. Medieval Christianity ranked pride as the deadliest of the seven deadly sins, but chivalry was nothing if not prideful. MacArthur’s hauteur was a tremendous asset in the rule of Nippon. His relationship with his subjects there was to some extent sadomasochistic; a part of the Japanese wanted to taste the whip of someone like him, just as a part of him enjoyed holding the whip. It was his relationship with the administration in Washington which became poisoned by his egomania. Link upon link the bond between events on the battlefield and his own ruin was forged, and, as is essential in genuine tragedy, the gods used the victim himself to forge the links. The Greeks would have had a better grasp of MacArthur than MacArthur had of Dionysius.

  They would also have understood Truman, who, as faithful to his own star as MacArthur was to his, joined him in disfavor as the curtain fell upon their dramatic confrontation. The President was undone by another of the deadly sins: anger. It had led him to humiliate the General publicly, and on November 4, 1952, the ravening Furies, outraged, turned upon the humiliator to wreak vengeance at the polls on his anointed successor. What adds to the poignance of this is that each of the two protagonists, acting in behalf of the first established international community, questioned the other’s loyalty, not to the United Nations, but to the United States. Neither recognized that patriotism, vitiated by the growing global diaspora, has become parochial, a tarnished, disappearing virtue. Toynbee held that the concept of the nation-state began to decline in the 1870s, before either Truman or MacArthur had been born. To Toynbee, nationalism was “a sour ferment of the new wine of democracy in the old bottles of tribalism.” Since the Korean War, it has become clear that mankind is slowly becoming soberer, that the Germans, for example, are less Teutonic, the English less British, the French less Gallic—that chauvinism is on the way out everywhere except among the newest of the underdeveloped nations, where it is recognized as a sign of immaturity.

  The Korean campaign lay half in one era and half in the other. It was one of those events which are inscrutable during the moment of action and become comprehensible only long afterward. In Washington in the early 1950s the outcome was acclaimed as a triumph of collective security. Omar Bradley assured a Senate committee that Korea meant American troops would be joined by those of allies in any future Asian land war. Actually—and MacArthur saw this—the conflict had been an adventure in traditional coalition warfare, with the United States dominating the coalition. On his deathbed in Walter Reed Hospital the General begged Lyndon Johnson to stay out of Vietnam.14

  That was his last official act. He had lived and fought by H. H. Frost’s maxim that “every mistake in war is excusable except inactivity and refusal to take risks,” but he recognized a bad risk when he saw it. He had come a long way from the frontier forts of his childhood, and in a sense his career had traced the history of conflict between armies. In MacArthur martial ontogeny had recapitulated martial phylogeny. During his infancy Indians attacked his father’s troops with bows and arrows; in his last years—when he proposed that war be outlawed—superpowers were brandishing nuclear weapons. He recognized the implications of the great sea change and changed with it, because if he was the most infuriating member of his profession, he was also among the wisest. But judgment of him cannot end there. There was more to him than soldiering. On the level of folklore he had shown Americans how a champion’s life should be lived, had invested new meanings in the concepts of honor, intrepidity, and idealism. The five stars that rode on his shoulders, like the stars in the Southern Cross that shone over the green hell in which so many of us served, had witnessed deeds which should eclipse the pettiness and self-centeredness of the General at his purplish worst. At his best, which is how he deserves to be remembered, he provided us with a legend which spans more than a century, for it germinated on an embattled Tennessee slope in the red year of 1863, seventeen years before Douglas MacArthur first blinked at the world and began his eighty-four-year journey under the colors, from reveille to taps.15




PROLOGUE

First Call

Missionary Ridge overlooks Chattanooga, and few will envy it. The vast crescent of peaks on the horizon is undeniably majestic, but the city itself, as seen from the ridge, is flat and drab. The tainted coils of the Tennessee River wind sluggishly through the downtown area. Squat bridges span them. Switch engines shuttle in the railroad yards, cutting strings of boxcars, collecting trains. Tall chimneys emit dense smoke, for Chattanooga has become an important industrial center; standing on the brow of the ridge one sees the soaring Jaycees Tower, the Quaker Oats and Central Soya mills, three banks, a factory manufacturing electrical components for nuclear-reactor systems, and many ugly water towers. The residential neighborhoods visible below are shabby, for those who can afford better homes have built on the uplands, including Missionary Ridge itself, which, though bisected at one point by the six lanes of interstate Route 75, is for the most part pleasant and serene.1

  The prospect was very different on the drizzly evening of Tuesday, November 24, 1863. The ridge, then a tangle of rock, thick vines, pine, and oak, was in the possession of Braxton Bragg’s Confederate Army of the Tennessee, 46,165 strong. A continuous chain of gray-clad sentries in forage caps walked the crest; the muzzles of their bronze cannon, defended by two lines of works, looked down on the city, a thousand feet below, where the 59,359 men of the Union Army of the Cumberland had pitched their tents. The federal troops were under siege. Though led by Lincoln’s best generals—Grant, Sherman, Sheridan, Hooker, Thomas—they seemed to be at Bragg’s mercy. Threatened with starvation, the besieged had lost so many horses for lack of food that there were not enough of them to take a battery into action. The best the frustrated Grant could do was to order his men to “feel” the Confederate position the next morning.2

Around midnight the sky cleared, a moon appeared, and Wednesday dawned bright. An intricate series of maneuvers by Sherman ended in a ravine on Bragg’s right. Stalled, Sherman asked for a demonstration elsewhere to relieve the pressure on him. The only Northern troops not engaged lay behind breastworks in the city. They had been awaiting instructions since morning. At 3:30 P.M. Grant sent them word to sieze the Confederate rifle pits at the base of the ridge—the very center of Bragg’s line. Sallying out of Chattanooga, they deployed in line for the attack. Among their regiments was the 24th Wisconsin. Among the 24th’s officers was its wiry adjutant, eighteen-year-old Arthur MacArthur of Milwaukee.3

  By 4:15 P.M. the men were ready. At 4:20 the signal guns were heard—six cannon shots fired at intervals of two seconds—and the assault began. It was still meant to be no more than a feint, drawing off some of the graycoats facing Sherman, but events swiftly acquired a momentum of their own; after the pits had been taken at bayonet point there occurred what James M. Merrill later called “one of the most dramatic moves in the entire war.” The situation at the base of the cliff had become impossible. Exposed to plunging fire from above, the demonstrators were trapped, an exigency unanticipated by their commanders. Logic suggested immediate retreat; they had fulfilled their mission. Instead the troops advanced upward. Legend has it that Phil Sheridan drained a half-pint of whiskey, hurled the bottle up the slope, yelled, “Here’s how!” and climbed after it. According to another account, he raised his hat, a gesture interpreted by the soldiers as a command to charge. But when a staff officer rode up to find out what was happening, Sheridan said he had done nothing and was mystified. The truth is that they were witnessing an act of magnificent insubordination; eighteen thousand blue-clad boys, infuriated by the musketry scything their ranks, had sprung at the heights on their own.4

  Grant, watching the advancing white line of musket fire from Orchard Knob, turned in his saddle and asked angrily, “Thomas, who ordered those men up the ridge?” Thomas said he didn’t know; he certainly hadn’t. Then Grant wheeled on General Gordon Granger: “Did you order them up?” Granger answered, “No, they started up without orders.” Fuming, Grant muttered, “Well, it will be all right if it turns out all right.”5

  By now sixty Union battle flags were rising toward the crest, among them the banner of the 24th Wisconsin. Meanwhile the Confederate defenders on the summit were taking a murderous toll. A Union bugler, losing his leg to a cannonball, sat on an outcrop of rock, blowing the call to charge until he collapsed. In one regiment six color-bearers fell. The 24th’s first color-bearer was bayoneted; the second was decapitated by a shell; then young MacArthur grasped the flagstaff and leaped upward, crying, “On, Wisconsin!” His face blackened with smoke, his muddy uniform tattered and bloodstained, he reached the top of the precipice, and there—silhouetted against the sky, where the whole regiment could see him—he planted the standard. Other blue-clad troops gained the crest at about the same time, thus winning the battle and clearing the way for Sherman’s march through Georgia. There was glory for all; nevertheless, as Major Carl von Baumbach reported afterward, “I am satisfied that no standard crested the ridge sooner than that of the 24th Wisconsin.” The feat was largely the work of one youth. As MacArthur’s commanding officer said of him in his report, “I think it is no disparagement of others to declare that he was the most distinguished in action on a field where many of the regiment displayed conspicuous gallantry, worthy of the highest praise.”6

  Today an inconspicuous stone, a few hundred feet above the I-75 freeway and sixty-five feet from the site of Bragg’s headquarters, marks the place:
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  A few minutes after five o’clock Sheridan arrived on the scene. As Douglas MacArthur told the story a century afterward, the general embraced the teenaged adjutant and said to the young man’s comrades in a broken voice, “Take care of him. He has just won the Medal of Honor.” If true, this would bespeak an extraordinary prescience, since the award, owing to red tape, was not made until twenty-seven years later. It was deserved, for all that. The boy’s courage was genuine, and that charge was not his only example of it in those cruel years. Aged seventeen at the outbreak of the war, he had wanted to join up at once. As a MacArthur, and the son of a judge, he naturally felt entitled to a commission. His father wrote Lincoln, asking that the youth be appointed to the U.S. Military Academy, and Senator James R. Doolittle took young Arthur to the White House. There the President regretfully explained that there were no present openings in the West Point cadet corps. The judge then flexed his political muscle in Milwaukee, and on August 4, 1862, Arthur was named first lieutenant and adjutant of the regiment he would later lead.8

  He was not an immediate success. A pale-faced stripling of small stature, whose roosterlike voice broke repeatedly during his first parade formation, he was instantly dubbed “the little adjutant.” His infuriated commander shouted, “I’ll write the governor and ask him to send me a man for an adjutant, instead of a boy!” Combat, however, was another matter. At Perryville Sheridan cited him for gallantry and made him a brevet captain. At Murfreesboro, where the 24th was sorely tested, Major Elisha C. Hibbard reported that Arthur “at once grasped the situation, and being the only mounted officer in sight, for the moment assumed command, and by his ringing orders and perfect coolness checking the impending panic, restored confidence, rallied and held the regiment in line.” Missionary Ridge followed. After it, Captain Edwin B. Parsons wrote the adjutant’s father: “Arthur was magnificent. He seems to be afraid of nothing. He’d fight a pack of tigers in a jungle. He has become the hero of the regiment. As you know, vacancies among the officers are now filled by vote and Arthur, by unanimous agreement, has been elevated to the rank of Major.”9

  At Kennesaw Mountain his eve-of-battle reconnaissance was praised by Colonel A. L. Wagner as “brilliantly handled,” furnishing “an exception to the general rule of severe losses on special reconnaissance.” MacArthur was wounded twice during that battle—another casualty was Lieutenant Ambrose Bierce—but he was back in action the following week. Over a four-month period during Sherman’s drive toward Atlanta, the young major fought in thirteen battles. After the Georgia capital fell, Sherman sent the 24th into the Battle of Franklin. Though wounded twice more there, Major MacArthur, as his brigadier wrote Secretary of War Edwin M. Stanton, “bore himself heroically . . . with a most fearless spirit.” Citing the regiment and its commander, a superior officer reported: “It is rare in history that one can say a certain unit saved the day. But this was the case at Franklin when the 24th Wisconsin, with no orders from higher up, by its spontaneous action, repelled the enemy and rectified our lines. In this it was bravely led by . . . Arthur MacArthur.” For “gallant and meritorious services in the Battle of Franklin, Tenn., and in the Atlanta campaign,” he was brevetted again, this time to the rank of full colonel, thus becoming, at nineteen, the youngest officer of that rank in the Union army. Henceforth he would be known throughout Wisconsin as “the boy Colonel.”10

  His experience had been extraordinary, even in those stirring times, but its chief historical significance lies in the lesson he drew from it. The keystone of all his achievements, Arthur concluded after the war, had been those forty minutes when he had climbed the strategic heights overlooking Chattanooga—in defiance of orders. The moral, he would later tell his adoring son Douglas, was that there are times when a truly remarkable soldier must resort to unorthodox behavior, disobeying his superiors to gain the greater glory.11

  The boy colonel was actually Arthur MacArthur, Jr. The family’s Christian names are somewhat confusing. Douglas MacArthur II, the diplomat, is the son of Arthur HI, and Arthur IV is the son of the first Douglas, the most famous bearer of the family name. Put another way, the grandfather, father, brother, and son of General Douglas MacArthur were all christened Arthur. The MacArthur’ are a venerable line—“There is nothing older,” runs a Scottish aphorism, “except the hills, MacArtair, and the devil”—but the present branch may be said to have put down roots in 1825, when the first Arthur, then ten years old, arrived in Chicopee Falls, Massachusetts, accompanied by his widowed mother. Behind them they left the mists of Glasgow, where the child was born, and a number of equally foggy Scottish myths, some of which persist to this day.12

  According to one of them, the MacArthur’ (MacArtair is the Gaelic spelling) are part of the Arthurian legend, being descended from the sixth-century Briton who, though no king and the possessor of no Round Table, did lead Christian warriors against invading Saxons. A second folktale traces them back to another Arthur, the son of one King Aedan MacGrabhran of Argyll, and his queen, a princess of the medieval Celtic kingdom of Strath-clyde. This would put the MacArtairs in the Highlands during the eighth or ninth century and conflicts with a third account, the most improbable of all, which identifies Charlemagne as an ancestor of Douglas MacArthur.13

  These are fantasies, but there are said to be half-buried stones in existence which commemorate MacArtairs who died in the Crusades during the eleventh and twelfth centuries, and we know that some of the men returned to Scotland, because by the thirteenth century the clan held extensive estates in the old earldom of Garmoran. By now they had a tartan, comprising shades of green with a thin yellow stripe; a badge, wild myrtle; an armorial motto, Fide et Opera (with faith and by work); and a battle cry, “Eisd O Eisd” (“Listen, O Listen”), which may be found in the ancient Scottish lyric:

O the bags they are piping on the banks of Loch Awe,

And a voice on Cruachau calls the Lairds of Lochaw;

“MacArtair, most high, where the wild myrtles glisten,

Come, buckle your sword belt, and Listen! O Listen!”14

  Loch Awe’s shores were the stronghold of the MacArtairs in the years following the Crusades. In the beginning they prospered. As allies of Robert the Bruce, their lairds held the chieftainship of the great Campbell clan in the 1200s and 1300s, dominating another of the clan’s warring factions, the Argylls. In 1427 their luck ran out. John MacArtair, leader of some one thousand kinsmen, was adjudged insubordinate by King James I of Scotland, who summoned him to Inverness and had him beheaded. The Argylls took over the Campbell chieftainship and John’s grieving relatives moved forty-three miles to Glasgow, whence the discouraged among them ultimately emigrated to the United States. Still, if bloodlines mean anything, theirs was good stock. It was enhanced in the New World; Sarah Barney Belcher of Taunton, Massachusetts, the boy colonel’s great-grandmother, became a common ancestor of Douglas MacArthur, Winston Churchill, and Franklin D. Roosevelt—Douglas was an eighth cousin of Churchill and a sixth cousin, once removed, of FDR—and three of World War II’s great leaders were thus linked by American intermarriages.15

  After growing up in Chicopee Falls, the first Arthur MacArthur attended Wesleyan University and Amherst College, studied law in New York, and was admitted to the Massachusetts Bar in 1840. In 1844 he married Sarah Belcher’s granddaughter Aurelia; Arthur Jr. was born in Springfield the following June. Meanwhile Arthur Sr.’s law practice was flourishing. He sparred with Daniel Webster and Rufus Choate; he became public administrator of Hampden County and judge advocate of the Western Military District of Massachusetts. Four years after the birth of his first son he moved his family to Milwaukee, where, in 1851, he was elected city attorney. Becoming an ornament of the Democratic party, he was elected lieutenant governor of Wisconsin at the age of forty. It was an untidy election; the governor was convicted of fraud at the polls, and for five days his lieutenant governor presided over the Madison state house—“probably the record,” Douglas MacArthur observed late in life, reaching as always for superlatives, “for the shortest term ever served by a governor of one of our states.”16

  Curiously, the electoral scandal did not rub off on Arthur Sr. Four years before Fort Sumter he was elected a judge of Wisconsin’s second judicial circuit; the year of Gettysburg he was reelected. After Lee’s surrender, Andrew Johnson chose him leader of the U.S. delegation to Louis Napoleon’s Paris exposition of 1868, and the year of the Franco-Prussian War President Grant named him to the bench of the District of Columbia Supreme Court. For eighteen years he presided in the capital, and after he stepped down he continued to be an active scholar, publishing, before his death, ten books on law, linguistics, history, spiritualism, and education, including a defense of Mary, Queen of Scots, and The Biography of the English Language. In addition he served as a law school regent and saw his second son, Frank, graduate from Harvard (‘76) and follow in his footsteps as an attorney.17

  To his grandchildren the first Arthur was a bewhiskered, heroic figure, “a large, handsome man,” as Douglas would later recall, “of genial disposition and possessed of untiring energy. He was noted for his dry wit and I could listen to his anecdotes for hours.” He could, but apparently he didn’t; even then the future five-star general was apt to forget the clan’s ancient war cry, and the old man would admonish his precocious grandson: “Never talk more than is necessary.” Once he gave him another word of advice. They were playing poker—the judge had taught him how—and Douglas staked every chip he had on four queens. Laying down four kings, his grandfather murmured, “My dear boy, nothing is sure in this life. Everything is relative.”18

  Wintering at the Hotel Indian River in Rockledge, Florida, and summering in Atlantic City, Judge and Aurelia MacArthur spent their busiest months at 1201 N Street in Washington. There, as an impressionable adolescent, Douglas witnessed an endless parade of powerful, frock-coated men who called to confer with the old man: industrialists, professors, congressmen, senators, cabinet members, Supreme Court justices. The mahogany-paneled and red-rep-covered walls looked down on the glitter of old silver, gold watch-chains, and highly polished brass fittings; the rooms were filled with the aroma of expensive cigars and the confident baritones of the ruling class; the dining room gleamed with immaculate linen and leather-cushioned chairs; the women who swept out past the tubbed ferns and the marble-topped tables when the cut-glass brandy decanter was passed were elegant, handsomely coiffed, and exquisitely gowned in the height of Godey’s fashions. And when the judge cleared his throat, his guests fell silent. That, the boy learned, was how those privileged to dine at a MacArthur’s table responded to their host. Long before he died on August 24, 1896, while watching the surf at Atlantic City, the first Arthur had taught his grandchildren that while everything else in life might be relative, the family’s membership in a hereditary patriciate was close to being a constant. It was a lesson which had been driven home during their childhoods by the example of his son, the boy colonel, who was, however, no longer a boy and no longer a colonel.19
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Sarah Barney Belcher, common ancestor of Douglas MacArthur, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, and Winston Churchill
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Arthur MacArthur, Sr., grandfather of Douglas MacArthur

  Twenty years after the judge’s death, Douglas’s brother, Arthur III, wrote to the daughter of one of their father’s contemporaries: “That he was one of those who fearlessly faced the issue and played a man’s part in that great epic, the Rebellion, must always be a source of pride to you. To me, of a generation which reaps the result of their manhood, it is always a source of envy.” That was in 1916, the year of Jutland. Arthur III was an American naval officer, and the world was witnessing the greatest challenge, till then, that the military profession had ever known. Yet to the writer of those lines the struggle of 1861—1865 was still the apotheosis of warfare, invested with indescribable color and romance. There is no doubt whose views Arthur III was reflecting; they had been those of his father.20

  Appomattox had meant a shattering readjustment for Arthur Jr. In June 1865 he had led the gallant remnants of the 24th Wisconsin through downtown Milwaukee and then tried to settle down and read law. He couldn’t stick it. Peace was boring. Eight months later he was back in a blue kersey uniform—this time as a second lieutenant in the regular army. He was immediately jumped to first lieutenant, and on July 28, 1866, he received captain’s bars, but there he remained for twenty-three exasperating years, stuck behind the Civil War promotion hump. His foes, moreover, were no longer disciplined columns of Southern gray, worthy of a MacArthur’s steel. He was, as Douglas MacArthur would put it a century later, “engaged in the onerous task of pushing Indians into the arid recesses of the Southwest and of bringing the white man’s brand of law and order to the Western frontier.”21

  Putting the best face on it, the army in those years was a professional police force refereeing disputes between cattle and sheep ranchers over grazing grounds and protecting settlers from resentful bands of Navahos, Pueblos, Pawnees, Crows, Blackfeet, Cheyennes, Comanches, and Apaches. Putting on the worst face, the troops were engaged in a nineteenth-century colonial war indistinguishable from those of empire-building Europeans in Asia and Africa. This was the West of Custer, Billy the Kid, Calamity Jane, Buffalo. Bill, and Wild Bill Hickok, the last two of whom Arthur knew, but it was not as exciting as that roll call of folk heroes suggests; even Frederic Remington misrepresented it. Although the forces deployed by Generals-in-Chief Grant (till 1869), Sherman (till 1883), and Sheridan (till 1888) engaged the Indians in thirty or more actions each year, the role of any one fort was largely passive and unsung. As William A. Ganoe was to point out in his History of the United States Army, in the East the army was “unseen, unknown and unpopular. It was difficult for the service to get even the most mediocre recruits. . . . And the country seldom looked beyond the Mississippi to hear the ominous sounds of massacre and depredation that the troops were trying vainly to suppress.” As we shall see, much of it was great fun for officers’ small sons, who thrilled to the warning in the November 1880 Las Vegas Gazette that “New Mexico has been for years the asylum of desperadoes” where “we jostle against murderers, bank robbers, forgers, and other fugitives in the post office and on the platform at the depot,” but it was enormously frustrating for their ambitious fathers. Except for brief periods of court-martial duty, Captain MacArthur spent most of those early postwar years in lonely sagebrush garrisons separated by trackless expanses of the Great Plains or the Rockies, remote outposts with names like Fort Wingate, Fort Rawlins, Fort Sanders, Fort Bridger, Fort Kearny, Fort Selden, Camp Stambaugh, Fort Fred Steele, Fort Bliss, and Camp Robinson. When a silver sledge drove a gold-headed spike into a laurel railroad tie, joining the Union Pacific and Central Pacific lines at Promontory Point, Utah, the captain was stationed a few miles to the east at Fort Bridger, but he didn’t witness the ceremony. Geronimo led the Chiricahua Apaches on a celebrated rampage not far from Fort Selden, but MacArthur’s Company K of the 13th Infantry played no major role in quelling it. He never visited a dance hall in Virginia City or Deadwood or Tombstone. He was lucky to see a magic-lantern show about the exploration of the Grand Canyon, and there must have been times when he yearned for the comparative excitement of law books in Milwaukee. The end of the frontier in 1889 evoked sentimental sighs elsewhere in America. If Arthur mourned it, he left no record of his sorrow.22
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Colonel Arthur MacArthur, Jr., Douglas MacArthur’s father, at the end of the Civil War

  We picture him living in a two-room flat-roofed adobe house with a bare, hard, clay floor, a single square window, a bed, and a table fashioned from a plank. Candlelight provides the only illumination after dark. By day the sun is merciless; only the commanding officer’s quarters has a roofed porch. Across the parade ground enlisted men live in a long row of one-story barracks. There are frequent inspections, and periodic marches with a fifer and a snare drummer at the head of the dusty column. Occasionally a rider brings mail, or troopers stop to check their buckles, straps, canteens, and Krag rifles, but the chief event each day is retreat. It is unimpressive. On larger posts officers wear epaulets and swords; field musics are colorful in white pantaloons, buckskin gloves, and dress-blue tunics; a huge brass howitzer serves as the sunset gun. Here there is a lone trumpeter and a twelve-pounder mounted on a worn gun carriage. The gun is fired, all hands salute, the flag glides down. Then darkness and the long hours until taps.

  How does he fill them? He drinks—they all drink, far too much, and pay the price at reveille. He also eats a great deal. Provisions are plentiful. During these years a hundred million buffalo are slaughtered on the plains, and there is never any absence of cold biscuit, cold bacon, and canned apricots. Arthur puts on weight. (He also grows a mustache; by the end of the century, when he adds a pince-nez, he will bear an uncanny resemblance to young Theodore Roosevelt.) If officers’ wives are present, they may coax the men into doing imitations or organize community sings—“In the Evening by the Moonlight” and “Oh, Dem Golden Slippers” are favorites—or a game of tableaux vivants, in which players imitate the poses in statuary groups, such as The Soldier’s Return and The Wounded Scout, made by John Rogers, who has duplicated them in plaster by the thousands. A sergeant proficient in card tricks may be summoned. Most of the time, however, members of the garrison are thrown back on their own resources, which in Arthur’s case turn out to be considerable. He is not creative, like Major General Lew Wallace in Santa Fe, who spends these years writing The Fair God, Ben Hur, and The Prince of India, but he is a great reader of other men’s books, and sends for them by the trunkful. It is not light fare. An efficiency report filed in the Adjutant General’s Office the year after the closing of the frontier will note that MacArthur has pursued “investigations in political economy,” inquiries into “the colonial and revolutionary period of American history,” a “comparison of the American and English constitutions,” and an “extensive investigation into the civilization and institutions of China,” together with studies of the works of Gibbon, Macaulay, Samuel Johnson, Thomas Malthus, David Ricardo, John Stuart Mill, Henry Carey, Walter Bagehot, Thomas Leslie, and William Jevons. That spring he will receive a Doctor of Laws degree from the National Law School in Washington, and the fact that Judge MacArthur held an influential position as regent of the school cannot obscure the son’s extraordinary achievements in self-education despite the most discouraging handicaps.23

  Both the range of his knowledge and the isolation of his years on the frontier are important to an understanding of Arthur’s immense influence on his children. Douglas eventually inherited over four thousand books from his father. From him and them he acquired a remarkable vocabulary, a mastery of Victorian prose, a love of neo-Augustan rhetoric, and a ready grasp of theory. What was lacking was any direct contact with the central events of the time. An army officer’s life in the Southwest was monastic. For example, apart from a brief tour of strikebreaking duty Arthur knew nothing of the world of Gould, Fisk, the Pullman strike, the Haymarket massacre, Coxey’s Army, and Standard Oil. He even lacked any direct experience with the technological revolution whose gadgets were transforming the everyday life of Americans elsewhere: Elisha Otis’s elevator, George Pullman’s sleeping cars, George Westinghouse’s air brakes, Albert Pope’s bicycle, George Eastman’s Kodak, Bentley and Knight’s electric streetcars, Christopher Sholes’s typewriter, Thomas Edison’s incandescent lamp. In their place was an insular environment whose most familiar symbols were the post compound, the overland stage, the Texas Rangers, the buckboard, the Chisholm Trail. So rarefied an atmosphere intensified the significance of ideals, which were more important to most nineteenth-century Americans than they are today anyhow, and which, for the MacArthur boys, became dominant, even overwhelming. From their father they learned consecration to duty. Their mother, an Episcopalian, taught them devotion. Both parents believed in absolute triumph over all obstacles, a concept which was more realistic then than now.24

  Captain Arthur MacArthur was more austere than Judge MacArthur—he was, in fact, something of a stuffed shirt—but now and then he displayed flashes of wit. As Douglas told the story late in life, his father was serving on a military court in New Orleans when a cotton broker, urgently needing the loan of army transport facilities, attempted to suborn him. The bribe was to be a large sum of cash, which was left on his desk, and a night with an exquisite Southern girl. Wiring Washington the details, Arthur concluded: “I am depositing the money with the Treasury of the United States and request immediate relief from this command. They are getting close to my price.”25

  He didn’t capitulate then, but on his next visit to the city he fell in love with Mary Pinkney Hardy, a twenty-two-year-old belle who happened to be the daughter of a Norfolk, Virginia, cotton broker. After eight years in Beau Geste forts, the 13th Infantry had been ordered to New Orleans’s Jackson Barracks to protect carpetbag legislators. The couple met at a Mardi Gras ball, corresponded for a year, and were married in May of 1875 at the bride’s Norfolk home, “Riveredge,” on the Elizabeth River. Two of her brothers, graduates of the Virginia Military Institute who had fought under Lee, refused to attend the ceremony.26

  “Pinky” Hardy, as everyone called her, was a strong-minded girl who was going to need all her fortitude in her new life. She had been raised to be a wife, but not an army wife. Physical attractions apart, her most notable accomplishments were proficiency in cotillion dancing, embroidery, watercolor painting, and the decoration of chinaware, none of which was very useful at the various posts to which her husband was assigned. Once they had to trek three hundred miles across New Mexico’s high desert plateau—eight pitilessly hot days and eight bleak nights in army wagons. When Arthur applied for a more comfortable station as a military attache, President Grant, though sympathetic, explained that “there is a sort of morbid sensitiveness on the part of Congress and the press generally against trusting soldiers anywhere except in front of the cannon or musket.” Pinky tried to be at Riveredge for the birth of each infant and was successful with the first two, Arthur III and Malcolm. Childhood and childbearing were often desperate in those days; Malcolm died of measles at the age of five, and her third son arrived early, on January 26, 1880, just as she was packing for Virginia. Thus Douglas MacArthur came to be born on army property at what was then Fort Dodge and is now part of Little Rock, Arkansas, where K Company was stationed at the time. The site was Officers Row, a towered arsenal which had been converted into two-family dwellings. Demonstrating that Norfolk could be just as parochial as any military station, a newspaper in the mother’s hometown reported that the child had arrived “while his parents were away.”27
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Pinky MacArthur, Douglas MacArthur’s mother, at the time of her marriage

  If Pinky’s later behavior requires justification—and it does—some allowance must be made for the rigors of her early years of marriage. Posts like Forts Wingate and Selden were trying enough for men; for women, and particularly women like her, they were Gethsemanes. Hot, primitive, and diseased in the summer, bitter in the winter, always under the threat of Indian raids, they were unlike anything she had ever imagined for herself and especially for her children. The fact that she stuck it at all is a tribute to her courage and, perhaps, to the strength of social discipline then. Long afterward a woman who knew Pinky then wrote that “in my picture of her there is a lot of white muslin dress swishing around and a blaze of white New Mexican sunlight, and in the midst of it this slender, vital creature that I have never forgotten,” but this is surely a romanticized recollection; muslin could not have been always white, and under those conditions vitality eventually ebbed. For ten desperate years she toiled bravely, watching her beauty fade and her skin roughen, yet resembling, as the same friend recalled, “a young falcon” with “her swift poise and the imperious way she held her head.”28

  In the autumn of 1885, the first dim shaft of hope penetrated her husband’s professional oblivion. After a routine examination of Fort Selden a departmental inspector reported to his superiors that “Captain MacArthur impresses me as an officer of more than ordinary ability, and very zealous in the performance of duty.” This recognition subsequently brought Company K’s assignment to Fort Leavenworth’s Infantry and Cavalry School, which had decent quarters for officers’ families and even teachers for their children. More important, the school commandant was a major general who had taken official note of the captain’s “great coolness and presence of mind” during the Battle of Murfreesboro twenty-three years earlier. Arthur now had a friend in a high place. In fact, he had two; Judge MacArthur, preparing to retire from the bench, had decided to intervene on behalf of his namesake.29

One evening the captain returned home distraught. Pinky inquired what was wrong, and he replied, “Well, I have just been assigned to lead the discussion at next week’s Lyceum.” Puzzled, she observed that that was an honor and asked what the topic was. “That’s just the trouble,” he answered. “The subject is, ‘The Spirit of the Age: What Is It?’ “ The minutes of the following week’s meeting have not survived, but one spirit of the 1880s was the unabashed use of political pull. Pinky knew it; indeed, she never forgot it, and one reason for her lifelong faith in the fix was its efficiency in rescuing her husband from military obscurity. The judge was quietly soliciting support from his N Street guests during his son’s Leavenworth years, promoting him for assignment either with the inspector general of the army or to a post in the Adjutant General’s Office. Eventually a confidential request for an appraisal of the captain’s abilities reached Leavenworth. The commandant replied that Arthur “is beyond question the most distinguished captain in the army of the United States for gallantry and good conduct. . . . He is a student; is a master of his profession . . . is unexceptional in habit; temperate in all things, yet modest withal.” The judge acquired a copy of this, printed a handout quoting the report, and circulated it among his friends. On July 1, 1889, Arthur was promoted to major and assigned to Washington as assistant adjutant general.30
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Arthur Jr., Pinky, and their children, c. 1885
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Major Arthur MacArthur, Jr., (far left), and other officers, 1894

  Four happy years in the capital followed for the major, Pinky, and the boys, climaxed by a letter to Major MacArthur from the adjutant general which said in part, “I wish to tell you that I regard your assignment . . . a most fortunate circumstance for the office and the army. Every duty assigned to you you have performed thoroughly and conscientiously. Every recommendation you have made has been consistent and without color of prejudice or favor, but solely for the good of the army.” About the only suggestion of the major’s which was vetoed was his request that seventeen-year-old Arthur III be appointed to the U.S. Military Academy, and even that turned out well. West Point rejected him but Annapolis accepted him. The skies were very blue for the family now, and when Arthur was reassigned to the West in the autumn of 1893, he was posted to Fort Sam Houston in San Antonio, “Fort Sam,” the pleasantest post in the Department of Texas, with maid service for Pinky, a study for the major, and a military academy for thirteen-year-old Douglas, now the only child still with his parents. Three months before the judge’s death he saw his son promoted to lieutenant colonel, and in October 1897 the rising officer was posted to the Department of the Dakotas in Saint Paul, Minnesota. With Arthur III just out of the naval academy and Douglas graduated from preparatory school, Arthur and Pinky’s nest was empty. Now a graying officer of fifty-two, the new half-colonel was ready for a fresh challenge. Thus the outbreak of the Spanish-American War six months later came at a convenient time for him.31

  His first thought, once he had restrained his younger son from enlisting impulsively, was that he might regain the rank of full colonel, which he had last held thirty-three years earlier. As it happened, he skipped right over it and became a brigadier general. On June 1, 1898, a telegram arrived from Washington: YOU HAVE BEEN CONFIRMED AND COMMISSION SIGNED BY PRESIDENT SECRETARY WAR DIRECTS YOU REPORT GENERAL MERRITT SAN FRANCISCO FOR DUTY WITH EXPEDITION FOR PHILIPPINES. Arthur read it and reread it, completely baffled. He had expected to lead troops in Cuba. He didn’t even know where the Philippines was. Dewey’s stunning victory in Manila Bay ten thousand miles away, opening hostilities, had seemed almost irrelevant to him. Summoning his orderly, Arthur called for a map.32

  Cuba fell in July 1898, and on August 4 Brigadier General MacArthur led forty-eight hundred volunteers ashore at Cavite, south of Manila. They were the spearhead of an eleven-thousand-man expeditionary force commanded by Major General Wesley Merritt, which, with their allies, Filipino rebels commanded by Emilio Aguinaldo, immediately invested the capital. When the Spanish captain-general capitulated nine days later—U.S. casualties had been thirteen killed and fifty-seven wounded—Merritt praised the “outstanding” work of the striking force and the “gallantry and excellent judgment” of its brigadier. He then named Arthur provost marshal general and military governor of Manila, an appointment which was received with vast pride by the MacArthur family, including Ensign Arthur III, who had fought on the gunboat Vixen at Santiago and who was now stationed on a warship off Luzon.33

  Manila’s new governor’s first act was to proclaim that “this city, its inhabitants, its churches and religious worship, and its private property of all descriptions are placed under the special safeguard of the faith and honor of the American army.” That excluded Filipino forces, and intentionally so. American commanders had discovered that they were fighting a strange war, in which allies were potential enemies and enemies were semiallies. The Spaniards, succumbing to defeatism, merely wanted to get out with minimal bloodshed. The captain-general’s surrender terms had stipulated that the Americans would prevent the rebels from entering the city until their former colonial masters had departed. Aguinaldo seethed, and though MacArthur sent him a plea for patience, it was coldly received.34

  By now the insurrectos were quickly occupying forts and cities elsewhere in the archipelago as the Spaniards fled. A Spanish general was slain while evacuating his troops from Zamboanga; Dewey’s gunboats intervened to prevent further slaughter. When Spain and the United States signed a peace treaty in Paris on December 10, 1898, Aguinaldo began mobilizing against the new gringos, whom he no longer regarded as liberators. MacArthur was now begging his new commanding officer, Major General Ewell S. Otis, to be forbearing, but Otis insisted that nothing could be discussed until the insurgents had laid down their arms. The stage was set for a new, gorier war between the “goddamns,” as GIs of that era called themselves, and the “gugus,” their word for natives, a precursor of “gooks.”35

  On February 4, 1899, the Filipinos attacked Manila. MacArthur, now a major general, threw them back. As a field commander he proved exemplary, defeating the rebels in a dozen vicious campaigns and personally leading his men at the front, where he escaped death by a hairbreadth several times. By early spring he had swept the insurrectos from the southern half of the central Luzon plain and become a newspaper hero at home. That summer Aguinaldo holed up in Tarlac. Moving in concert with other Americans who landed at Lingayen Gulf, MacArthur took that stronghold in November and signaled Otis in Manila that “the so-called Filipino republic is destroyed.” He recommended amnesty to all rebels and thirty pesos to each who turned in his rifle. Again Otis ignored his suggestion, and Aguinaldo withdrew into a peninsula called Bataan.36

  Otis was unpopular, indecisive, and so comfortable in Manila that he refused to leave it for field inspections. Once, receiving vague instructions from him, MacArthur flung down his campaign hat and yelled, “Otis is a locomotive bottom-side up, with the wheels revolving at full speed!” MacArthur himself was not without his critics—Colonel Enoch H. Crowder, his aide, later said, “Arthur MacArthur was the most flamboyantly egotistical man I had ever seen, until I met his son”—but his bravery under fire, his mastery of the assault tactics he had learned under Sherman, and his brilliant maneuver of advancing by echelon, first from one flank and then from the other, won him the admiration of his junior officers. That, and his generosity with promotions and decorations, meant that many members of the rising generation of army leaders were in his debt and would be sympathetic to his son’s aspirations when they became general officers. On Luzon at the turn of the century they included Lieutenants Peyton C. March, Charles P. Summerall, and Frederick Funston, and Captain John J. Pershing. A Signal Corps lieutenant in whom Arthur took special interest was “Billy” Mitchell of Milwaukee, whose father, John Lendrum Mitchell, then a U.S. senator, had served beside him in the 24th Wisconsin.37

  On May 6, 1900, Otis was relieved; MacArthur was appointed his replacement and invested with the title of Philippines military governor. The war continued to drag on. Filipinos made superb guerrilleros — it took 150,000 goddamns 28 months to catch Aguinaldo—and when MacArthur offered him amnesty it was rejected. Still, MacArthur approached his task imaginatively. The harsh Spanish code was revised, habeas corpus introduced, a tariff system organized, schools and hospitals built, artesian wells dug. American officers and wives who drew the color line were rebuked. Aguinaldo was befriended by MacArthur, and so was his aide, Major Manuel L. Quezon, the fiery, nineteen-year-old mestizo of mixed Spanish and Malayan blood whose surrender General MacArthur received in person. The general founded the Philippine Scouts as a branch of the U.S. Army and encouraged antiguerrilla Filipinos to join it. He allowed Filipino societies to meet provided they gave him their word that they would not become “centers of insurrection,” and placed a standing order with Kelly’s, the Hong Kong bookshop, for every book published “on Far Eastern matters, particularly those devoted to colonial administration.”38
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Major General Arthur MacArthur, Jr., in the Philippines, 1899
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Major General Arthur MacArthur, Jr., (second from left), 1905

  Nothing worked, and in December he publicly called for “precise observance of the laws of war,” promising Draconian penalties for Filipinos caught helping the guerrilleros. Privately he had become convinced that his enemies were not confined to the hills, that he faced a nation in arms. The previous autumn he had sent Washington a report to that effect. President McKinley had received it skeptically, partly because his advisers were assuring him that the archipelago yearned for American guidance but also because of MacArthur’s incredible prose. The vocabulary built up during all those years of study in frontier outposts had burst forth like a purple skyrocket. In one passage the President was warned that “the adhesive principle comes from ethnological homogeneity, which induces men to respond for a time to the appeals of consanguineous leadership.” In another the general charged that the Filipinos had been “maddened by rhetorical sophistry,” an accusation which the President may have felt might have been leveled against the man who was trying to subdue them.39

  The effect of this bombast was not what Arthur had intended. If the islands’ inhabitants had been antagonized, the men around McKinley reasoned, the antagonizes had been Americans wearing army uniforms. What was needed, therefore, was a wise civilian in Manila, a man who would understand the aspirations of the people and would, at the same time, have the administration’s best interests at heart. As it happened, such a proconsul was available. He was already in Manila, having arrived the previous June as president of the U.S. Philippine Commission, which in September would become part of the archipelago’s government. It would be hard to miss him, since he weighed 326 pounds and spent much of his time complaining about the heat. This elephantine figure, who would become the nemesis of Major General Arthur MacArthur, was William Howard Taft.40

  “The Philippines for Filipinos,” Taft had been saying, and he liked to refer to the natives as his “little brown brothers.” That did not endear him to the goddamns, who composed a lewd ballad which began, “He may be a brother of William Howard Taft, but he ain’t no brother of mine.” MacArthur’s sympathies were with his men. He was doing everything he could think of to pacify the Philippines, but reading the daily casualty lists he could summon no brotherly feelings toward those responsible for them. He also disliked meddlesome civilians. Already he had censored the dispatches of correspondents critical of his stewardship, and in an astonishing ipse dixit he observed that in sending Taft, McKinley had been guilty of “an unconstitutional interference” with his own prerogatives as “military commander in these islands.”41

  That hadn’t been his first reaction. “Cordial greeting and warm welcome await the Commission,” he had wired Taft and his colleagues when their steamer, the Hancock, paused at Hong Kong on its way toward him. There had been an omen when the Hancock reached Manila; instead of greeting the commissioners himself, MacArthur had sent an officer in a launch, and when he did receive Taft at Malacañan Palace, which would soon be known as “the Philippine White House,” the civilian noted that the general’s hand “dripped icicles” to such an extent that he momentarily stopped perspiring. Still, the Ohio judge was an affable man, always willing to overlook minor slights. He thought his host “a pleasant man, very self-contained,” and wrote his brother that “I find him a very satisfactory man to do business with.”42

  Slowly he came to reconsider that impression. For one thing, the general made no allowances for the judge’s huge stomach. He established the commissioners and their five secretaries in a room so small that Taft had trouble struggling past the desks. Then there was his vocabulary. MacArthur said he felt the commission had “mediatized” him, and Taft, although a Yale man, had to fetch a dictionary to learn that the general believed Taft was reducing him to a vassal. These matters were trivial, but symptomatic; MacArthur was extremely jealous of his prerogatives, ready to take offense at any contradiction of his insistence that the Philippines needed a decade of military rule. By the end of Taft’s first month on Luzon he was writing his wife that he doubted that the general was politically “keen-witted” or “clear-headed.” MacArthur was undeniably “a very courtly, kindly man,” Taft declared, but he was also “lacking somewhat in a sense of humor; rather fond of profound generalizations on the psychological conditions of the people; politely lacking in any great consideration for the views of anyone as to the real situation who is a civilian and who has been here only a comparatively short period of time, and firmly convinced of the necessity for maintaining military etiquette in civil matters and civil government.”43

  To Secretary of War Elihu Root, Taft wrote that MacArthur trusted only “the strong hand of the military” and regarded his task “as one of conquering eight millions of recalcitrant, treacherous and sullen people.” He did not regard fraternization with his civilian rivals as part of that task, and presently Taft was grumbling that he had to conduct what business he had with the general “through the medium of formal correspondence.” Though several of the commissioners invited MacArthur to dinner, he himself entertained only what Taft called “a select military circle” at Malacañan Palace. The civilians were offended. It seemed to them that the general was behaving like a man on horseback, or even a petty sovereign; when he postponed a palace ball upon receiving news of Queen Victoria’s death, Commissioner L. E. Wright said dryly, “In view of the death of a royal sister, he must pay her memory proper respect.”44

  Washington was responsible for some of the friction in Manila. Secretary Root hadn’t clarified the line between MacArthur’s authority and Taft’s. The general held executive power, for example, while the commission held the purse strings. Both men asked Root for guidance but received none. Another part of the problem lay in the character of MacArthur’s previous military service. If he was behaving more like a viceroy than a soldier, that was because he was accustomed to a magisterial role. In the 1870s and 1880s officers like him, not hanging judges like Roy Bean, had been the real law west of the Pecos. In New Orleans during the Reconstruction and in Pennsylvania during the labor violence of 1877 Captain MacArthur had arbitrated dozens of civilian disputes. He seems to have regarded the Philippine commissioners as cut from the same cloth as frontier traders, cotton brokers, and Molly Maguires, all trespassers on army property.

  But the chief abrasive in Manila was the irreconcilable difference between a prosaic Ohio politician and an imperious, grandiloquent professional soldier. There was no way these two could mesh. Taft appears to have tried harder. In his letters to Root, Charles P. Taft, and Helen Taft he generously acknowledged the general’s eagerness to cultivate the goodwill of the Filipinos, his apparent lack of racial prejudice, and, above all, his military skill. Nevertheless Taft’s hostility toward MacArthur was genuine, and growing. He thought him “pseudo-profound,” a “military martinet who was “very set in his opinions.” His editing of journalists’ stories was “revolting” and “utterly un-American.” To Helen, Taft wrote that “the more I have to do with M. the smaller man of affairs I think he is. His experience and his ability as a statesman or politician are nothing. He has all the angularity of military etiquette and discipline, and he takes himself with the greatest seriousness.” In a bitter letter to Root, Taft complained:

It is not at all too strong an expression to say that he is sore at our coming. He is sore at the diminution of his authority . . . and his nerves are so tense on the subject that the slightest inadvertence on the part of any one of the Commission leads to correspondence which shows it only too clearly. . . . General MacArthur in his correspondence assumes the position of lecturing us every time he gets an opportunity on the military necessities, and the obligation we feel under courteously to answer his communications involves a great waste of time and energy . . . . It would seem as if he were as sensitive about maintaining the exact line of communication between the Commission and himself as about winning a battle or suppressing the insurrection.45

  Clearly this could not go on, and MacArthur seems to have been the first to realize it. He told subordinates that he felt personally humiliated, that he couldn’t stand the strain much longer. The Boxer rebellion briefly seemed to offer a way out; learning of plans to send an expeditionary force to Peking, he cabled Washington: “As paramount situation has for time being developed in China, request permission to proceed thereto in person to command field operations until crisis has passed.” Instead Root sent Major General Adna R. Chaffee against the Boxers and, despite MacArthur’s apoplectic protests, reinforced the expedition with American troops from the Philippines. After a year of wrangling in Manila, Root took the only course he felt was open to him. He relieved General MacArthur of all commands. He ordered Chaffee to replace him, stressing the fact that the new general would be subordinate to Taft. “An officer who has exercised both civil and military power,” Root said of MacArthur, “and who is called upon to surrender a portion of his power to another cannot, unless he is free from the ordinary characteristics of human nature, altogether divorce himself from the habit of exercising civil power and the tendency to look with disfavor upon what seems to be a curtailing of his power.” On July 4, 1901, Taft moved into Malacañan Palace and MacArthur sailed home. “We have had a long, hard year with General MacArthur,” Taft wrote John Warrington. The New York Sun, speaking for newspapers which were outraged by the relief of the general, raged: “Now MacArthur, divested of every legitimate privilege of his rank and record, vanishes into the boscage of disfavor and neglect.”46

  But the old soldier wasn’t destined to fade away quite yet. Inevitably there was a Senate investigation. Both Taft and MacArthur testified. Among other things, the inquiry looked into the conduct of U.S. troops stationed in the Philippines, and the general was given a clean bill. During his appearances before the committee he displayed global strategic vision, and in places the yellowing transcript foreshadows 1951 testimony after his son’s relief. Arthur suggested that the archipelago was

the finest group of islands in the world. Its strategic position is unexcelled by that of any other position on the globe. The China Sea, which separates it by something like 750 miles from the continent, is nothing more or less than a safety moat. It lies on the flank of what might be called a position of several thousand miles of coast line; it is in the center of that position. It is therefore relatively better placed than Japan, which is on a flank, and therefore remote from the other extremity; likewise, India, on another flank. The Philippines are in the center of that position. It affords a means of protecting American interests which, with the very least output of physical power, has the effect of a commanding position in itself to retard hostile action.47

  He saw his late command as the fulcrum of the U.S. future: “The presence of America in these islands is simply one of the results, in logical sequence, of great national prosperity, and in remote consequences is likely to transcend in importance anything recorded in the history of the world since the discovery of America. To doubt the wisdom of the United States remaining in the islands is to doubt the stability of republican institutions, and amounts to a declaration that a nation thus governed is incapable of successfully resisting strains that arise naturally from its own freedom, and from its own productive energy.” Despite his friendship with Aguinaldo and Quezon, and his disapproval of the color bar in Manila, there were overtones of racism in his conclusions. He felt that he had grasped the “psychological” and “ethnological” characteristics of the Filipinos and predicted that history would judge his stewardship there as a high point in the march of the “Aryan race,” introducing “republicanism” and “Americanism” among peoples less blessed than their masters. In short, he believed that he had opened a new U.S. frontier not much unlike the old one.48

  Taft saw things differently, and in retrospect his crystal ball appears to have been clearer than his adversary’s. In his opinion the conflict over who should occupy Malacañan Palace had planted “the seed of a controversy” between civil and military authority. The seed took a long time to flower—a half-century—but in the end its fruit would be extraordinary.49

  Dagupan was the last Filipino strongpoint seized by Arthur MacArthur. He may have thought he would be back there once he had explained the situation to the senators, but the next time a MacArthur would hear gunfire in that city was to be in 1944, when Dagupan became one of the first Luzon communities to be liberated by Douglas MacArthur. The reason that Arthur’s hopes were dashed was the precipitous decline in his fortunes after his relief, and that, in turn, may be attributed to the assassination of William McKinley by Leon Czolgosz. Theodore Roosevelt, the new President, was Tart’s friend and ally. He appointed him secretary of war and then anointed him as his successor in the White House. In Manila MacArthur may have thought he was crossing swords with an obscure Ohio jobholder. As it turned out, he was alienating the one man who would stand between him and a successful culmination of his career.50

  During the next eight years we see him as a familiar, depressing figure: the overqualified man serving in a series of posts beneath his talents. He commands the Departments of the Colorado, the Great Lakes, and the East; and the Division of the Pacific. War breaks out between Russia and Japan; he asks Washington to send him to Manchuria as an observer; his petition is snarled in red tape and then granted, but before he can reach Asia, Nipponese troops have won a decisive victory at Mukden and the heavy fighting is over. After the peace conference he is assigned to Tokyo as military attache—Pinky joins him there—and then Arthur, Pinky, and young Douglas, now a lieutenant and his father’s aide, set off on what the War Department vaguely describes as an extended “reconnaissance,” an eight-month grand tour of China, French Indochina, Malaya, Siam (Thailand), Burma, Ceylon, and India. General MacArthur is still a hero to Congress, which promotes him to lieutenant general, the highest rank in the army; he is the twelfth American to hold it, and the congressional measure stipulates that it be abolished after he steps down, but no one knows what to do with him, so he goes home to Milwaukee.*51

  Arthur’s reputation for bluntness and flamboyance grew during the twilight of his career. In San Francisco he managed to control his temper during a humiliating assignment—welcoming Taft home from Manila—and his design of an artificial harbor for Los Angeles was so successful that the fort protecting it was named after him, but when he dissipated this goodwill by interfering in local government, California businessmen protested to Taft that he was “taking upon himself the duties of administration in municipal affairs.” He simply could not refrain from speaking out of turn. This was awkward enough when he publicly criticized the War Department and the White House, which he often did; it became intolerable when he predicted war between the United States and other countries. Speaking in Milwaukee’s Old Settler’s Club on February 22, 1908, he warned: “It will be impossible for Americans to keep the sea unless we meet quickly the desperate attack which Japan is now organizing against us.” Another time he objected vehemently to accepting German-American recruits in the U.S. armed forces; war between Germany and the United States, he argued, was inevitable. This time Theodore Roosevelt intervened. The President wrote Taft, “Recently I had to rebuke MacArthur for speaking ill of the Germans. I would like a statement about this matter. Our army and navy officers must not comment about foreign powers in a way that will cause trouble.”52

  Although he was the army’s senior general, MacArthur was passed over for Chief of Staff. Protesting, he wrote Taft: “I have been painfully conscious for some time that my present assignment is not compatible with the traditions of the Lieutenant Generalcy,” a rank which, he said, was “now so much depressed that in effect it has become merely a title. By process of current events it has been mediatized”—that word again—“and divested of prestige, dignity and influence.” When Taft left the War Department for the White House, MacArthur knew he was beaten. Three months later, on June 2, 1909, he resigned his commission at the age of sixty-four. The New York Post hailed him as “an accomplished gentleman, an admirable officer, and a splendid general,” and the rest of the press was equally eulogistic. But he was bitter. He told Pinky that when he died he did not want to be buried in his uniform, did not want a grave in Arlington National Cemetery, and did not, in fact, want any military honors at all.53

  Still, he went out in style. So melodramatic was his exit, in fact, that it borders on the incredible; one’s skepticism is overcome only by the presence at the event of several newspapermen, whose accounts confirm one another. MacArthur had often said that much as he prized the Medal of Honor, what he really wanted was to die at the head of his regiment. The 24th Wisconsin’s annual reunion was to be held in Milwaukee on the evening of Thursday, September 5, 1912. Only ninety survivors of Missionary Ridge were still alive. Their commander was home ill, but when word reached him that Governor Francis E. McGovern would be unable to address them, MacArthur rose from his bed. His doctor and his wife protested—it was the hottest day of that summer—but he went, trudged to the lectern, and led their memories back through the early 1860s. He began his summation: “Your indomitable regiment . . .” Then he swayed and fell to the floor. Dr. William J. Cronyn, who had been the 24th’s surgeon, darted up and examined him. “Comrades,” he said, “the General is dying.” Led by the Reverend Paul B. Jenkins, who had been their chaplain, the ninety veterans knelt around MacArthur and recited the Lord’s Prayer. When they had finished, the doctor pronounced their leader dead. Captain Edwin Parsons slowly rose, took from the wall the tattered flag Arthur had carried to the heights over Chattanooga, and wrapped the body in it. Then Parsons faltered and fell across the general. Two weeks later he too was dead.54

  Pinky went into shock; her two sons arrived to arrange the funeral. While they were carrying out this sad duty, Arthur III learned that his destroyer had been awarded a navy pennant for excellence. “It came too late,” he sadly told Douglas, who understood; honors which could not be shared with their father seemed meaningless. Their mother, once she had recovered from her own grief, took another view. She expected her boys to be faithful to his memory and proud for her sake also. Henceforth she would be their chief inspiration, reminding them as long as she lived that they must be a credit to their father. And so they were. Before his premature death of appendicitis on December 2, 1923, Arthur III, handsome and mustachioed, would win a Navy Cross, a Distinguished Service Medal, a captain’s commission, and the command of a battleship. Douglas, of course, was destined to outshine everyone in the family, though there is reason to believe that he was never reconciled to his father’s death. To the end of his days he would be susceptible to flattery of every other sort, but any suggestion that his achievements surpassed those of the first General MacArthur—as they plainly did—would only anger him. Of his father’s collapse at that reunion he would say: “My whole world changed that night. Never have I been able to heal the wound in my heart.”55



ONE

Ruffles and Flourishes

1880-1917

“My first recollection,” Douglas MacArthur was fond of saying, “is that of a bugle call.” One wonders. It is too pat, too appropriate, too precisely what his first recollection should have been. Moreover, it conflicts with his Reminiscences, in which he writes that his “first memories” are of the three-hundred-mile march from Fort Selden to Fort Wingate, in which he “trudged” with “veteran First Sergeant Peter Ripley” at “the head of the column”—though this is even less likely, since he was just four years old at the time. The fact that his remembrances of his childhood are unreliable does not, however, mean that they are not valuable. Quite the contrary; they provide an excellent illustration of the rose-colored nimbus through which he always viewed the army, and particularly the frontier army of the 1880s, whose values and standards he would cherish to the end of his life. For him the hardship posts of the Southwest would always be inhabited by lanky men in dusty blue, by bearded scouts and sweating stallions exuding a pungent sweat, by noncoms counting cadence, by infantry marching in close-order drill. The sounds would be those of musketry and pounding hooves and trumpets and booming field guns and Indian tom-toms throbbing across the moonlit Jornada del Muerto; the backdrop, the beautiful, majestic desert; the sights, those of mule trains and riders reining in their splendid mounts and two little boys named MacArthur standing rigidly at attention during the twilight retreat ceremony. No wonder his favorite entertainment to the end of his life would be movie Westerns.1

  Of course, there was genuine romance there. To a small boy—he was nearly seven when Company K was posted to Leavenworth, and thus spent his formative preschool years in remote forts—the life was in many ways idyllic. His father might see it as professional stagnation, his mother as a time of Spartan housekeeping and childhood diseases, but other impressions naturally left a stronger mark on Douglas, then “Doug” to the captain and “Dougie” to Pinky. Apart from the lack of playmates—Billy Hughes, the son of the company’s first lieutenant, was the only other boy their age—Doug and his brother Arthur led the kind of life other children merely read of in Chatterbox. At Fort Selden they learned to ride and shoot before they could read or write. Each brother had his own spotted Navaho pony. Shoeless and shirtless, wearing only headbands and fringed leggings of tanned hide, they would ride off into open country taking potshots at rabbits. Once they encountered, but did not shoot, a solitary camel—a survivor of the herd Secretary of War Jefferson Davis had brought from Egypt by chartered ship in 1855. If they were on foot, they could hitch a ride home on a mule-drawn water wagon. Back on the post, they would play with the heliograph, watch their father command the daily parade, and later sit under the desert stars listening to soldiers yarn.2
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Douglas MacArthur as a baby
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MacArthur (left) and his brothers, Arthur III, 1884

  The storytelling was important, for children have an infinite capacity to respond to vicarious experience. It could only be vicarious; the closest the boys came to combat was a false alarm. Scouts reported that Indian raiders were headed toward Fort Wingate, and Pinky and a sergeant scooped up Doug, who was playing outside the stockade, and carried him into the compound. To Company K it was only a pointless scare, but when a cavalry squadron stopped by the next day with a description of the engagement, which had occurred at a nearby fort, the child felt that he had survived a great adventure. (Geronimo, he learned, had won a grudging admiration from the bluecoats because he kept Apache casualties low.) Nearly every man on the post had recollections of bloody Civil War battles, accounts which had improved with time, though Doug’s favorite, naturally, was one of his father’s. “Show them the letters!” he would plead when strangers came, and Captain MacArthur would fetch a wad of envelopes from Milwaukee which he had been carrying, crammed in a shirt pocket, when a Confederate bullet had hit him there. A charred hole showed where the lead had stopped just short of his heart. There it had remained, contained by paper, evidence that his life that day had been charmed.3

  Pinky interpreted it as divine intervention. As a proud Confederate Valkyrie she must have been distressed by tales in which Southerners were always losers, but with the Victorian lady’s gift for rationalization she transmuted all brave men into holy warriors. Patriotism, like piety, was an absolute virtue in its own right. The cause itself was almost irrelevant; what counted was unflinching loyalty to it. There was always a tremendous amount of saluting by the MacArthur children. She insisted on it. The occasion didn’t much matter—the ascent and descent of the flag, a visit by any adult, even a newspaper story about the arrival of the Statue of Liberty in New York—as long as it was done well. At bedtime her last words to Doug would be: “You must grow up to be a great man,” and she would add either “like your father” or “like Robert E. Lee.” The fact that his father and Lee had fought on opposite sides counted for nothing. The fact that both had fought well was everything.4

  At Selden, he would recall late in life, his mother began tutoring him in the three Rs, at the same time instilling in him “a sense of obligation.” He remembered: “We were to do what was right no matter what the personal sacrifice might be. Our country was always to come first. Two things we must never do: never lie, never tattle.” She also guided his reading. His father was a walking encyclopedia of political, military, and economic facts, but a small boy could not be expected to make head or tail of manifest destiny, Clausewitz, or J. S. Mill. He could understand heroism, however, and she saw to it that her sons never lacked books about martial heroes. In her lap they learned the virtue of physical courage and the disgrace of cowardice. Once she told Doug that men do not cry. He protested that his father’s eyes were often moist at the retreat ceremony. That was different, she quickly explained; that was from love of country; that was allowed. But tears of fear were forbidden.5

  His mother was to remain close to him until he was in his fifties, but her influence on him was naturally greatest in these early years. If his father provided him with an example of manliness and a love of language, Pinky contributed other qualities that would distinguish him to the end of his life. Some were superficial: the courtly manner he acquired and the fastidiousness which, she would later tell him, he had inherited from his plantation forebears. Others were more subtle, because she herself was a complex woman, being both meek and tough, petulant and sentimental, charming and emotional. Under her mannered, pretty exterior she was cool, practical, and absolutely determined that her children would not only match but surpass the achievements of her father-in-law and her husband. Americans of a later generation may find it hard to fathom a woman who could realize her ambitions through the exploits of her men, particularly when they wore a uniform she had hated in her youth. Nevertheless it remains true that in her own complicated way Mary Pinkney MacArthur was resolved to defeat the Yankees on a battleground of her own choosing, with her own weapons, under a flag she alone could see.6

  She dressed Doug in skirts and kept his hair in long curls until he was eight, thus extending his childhood and his dependence on her, but the primitive period ended two years earlier, with his father’s transfer to Leavenworth and his own entrance into the second grade there. By his own admission, he was a poor student. Although surrounded by children his age, he missed the freedom of the desert. The sole compensation, as he later wrote, was the “never-ending thrill” of watching parades on a larger post, with “the cavalry on their splendid mounts, the artillery with their long-barreled guns and caissons, and the infantry with its blaze of glittering bayonets. “ Even that was lacking when, six months after his ninth birthday, the MacArthur’ moved to Washington, took a house on Rhode Island Avenue, and entered him in the Force Public School. His academic performance continued to be indifferent; he had to wear spectacles to strengthen his eyesight; apart from his grandfather’s home he saw little that appealed to him. “Washington,” in his words, “was different from anything I had ever known. It was my first glimpse at that whirlpool of glitter and pomp, . . . of statesmanship and intrigue. I found it no substitute for the color and excitement of the frontier West.”7
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MacArthur as a small child
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MacArthur as a boy

  One afternoon in the autumn of 1893, when he was thirteen, he overheard his father remark to his mother, “I think there is the material of a soldier in that boy.” The fact that Arthur said it is unimportant; millions of men have dreamed that their sons would follow in their footsteps. What mattered is that this son swore never to forget it—and never did. No adolescent rebellion for him; all his life he would seek to be a man-at-arms in whom his father could have exulted. Introducing habeas corpus in Japan after World War II, he told his staff that he had been inspired by Arthurs example in the Philippines, and at the age of seventy he told a friend in Tokyo, “Whenever I perform a mission and think I have done it well, I feel I can stand up squarely to my dad and say, ‘Governor, how about it?’ ”8

  In that same fall of 1893 the governor brought home the news, welcome to his younger son if not to his wife, that after four years away from troops they would head westward again, to San Antonio. There Douglas entered the academy later to be known as the Texas Military Institute. Dark, wiry, and already handsome, he crossed Fort Sam’s lower parade ground at eight o’clock of an October morning and appeared on the school’s unprepossessing grounds, which in the words of a contemporary were “part grass and part dirt in good weather, all mud in rainy weather.” He was wearing a $13.50 braided gray cadet uniform and carrying, as required, a Bible, a prayer book, and a hymnal. The institution had been founded by an Episcopalian bishop, which pleased Pinky. Chapel was held at 8:25 A.M. every day in the ivy-covered stone Church of Saint Paul, where the boy was confirmed the following April, “Biblical lessons,” in his words, having opened “the spiritual portals of a growing faith.”9

  “This,” he would later say of the West Texas Military Academy, “is where I started.” It was not an easy start. Like most such schools, the institution had its share of youths who had been sent there because they were disciplinary problems at home—“some of the meanest boys this side of hell,” an alumnus later conceded. They were resentful of young MacArthur because his father was a major, scornful of him because he was a day student, and jealous because he was becoming, at last, an outstanding student. As he put it, there had come to him “a desire to know, a seeking for the reason why, a search for the truth. Abstruse mathematics began to appear as a challenge to analysis, dull Latin and Greek seemed a gateway to the moving words of the leaders of the past, laborious historical data led to the nerve-tingling battlefields of the great captains. . . . My studies enveloped me.” So did a burgeoning interest in foreign affairs—in Cuba, in Ethiopia, and in France’s Dreyfus affair—though this didn’t impress the rowdies, either.10

  Acceptance by his peers came in his third year, and was won on the playing fields. In some ways his exploits there are more impressive than his classroom accomplishments, for though he had a first-rate mind he was not a born athlete; what he achieved in sports he achieved by sheer stamina. He became the academy’s tennis champion despite weak form. On the diamond he lacked power at the plate, so he became a deft bunter, a swift shortstop, and the team’s manager. On the gridiron, according to Gahahl Walker, a classmate, “they made him quarterback, which did not require so much weight but brains and nerve. He held the job down. The scrimmages were hard on him. You could see his lips turn blue, but he would get up and fight again.”11

  His last year was an unbroken series of triumphs. Both the football and baseball teams were undefeated. He was chosen first sergeant of A Company, the highest rank a day student could attain. He organized and led a prizewinning drill squad and was one of four cadets to achieve perfect marks in deportment. For his recitation of J. J. Roche’s “Fight of the Privateer General Armstrong,” he was awarded the Lockwood Silver Medal in elocution. With an academic average of 97.33 he won the Academy Gold Medal and became valedictorian of the class of 1897. At San Antonio’s charity ball that spring he led the grand march; the girl on his arm, appropriately, was named Miss Houston. The legend of his invincibility had begun. Now he was ready for West Point—or so he thought.12

  He couldn’t get an appointment. The previous year Judge MacArthur had spent the last weeks of his life rounding up letters of recommendation for his grandson; Douglas’s father had been doing the same, and the result was an impressive dossier: endorsements from thirteen assorted governors, senators, congressmen, and bishops. Grover Cleveland was not persuaded; his four presidential appointments went to other applicants. So, the next year, did William McKinley’s. Worse, when the boy took a preliminary physical examination, he flunked it. He had curvature of the spine. Fate seemed to be against him. But his mother was for him, and she was a wily competitor. When her husband was posted to Saint Paul in October 1897, she and Douglas moved into Milwaukee’s Plankinton House, 330 miles away. Pinky was planning to envelop the West Point admissions office in a pincers, first by establishing a legal residence in the district of Congressman Theabold Otjen, who had been a crony of the judge’s, and second by having her son’s spinal defect corrected by Dr. Franz Pfister, a celebrated Milwaukee specialist.13

  In his eighties Dr. Pfister recalled that he and his patient “worked together for a year. He was one of the quickest fellows to obey orders I ever treated. He was tremendously interested in anatomy, biology, physiology, and everything that concerned health and medical science.” He was also determined to rid himself of the defect. Thus one of Pinky’s pincers groped toward her objective. The other was more difficult. Since Douglas was not the only youth who wanted to attend the Point, Otjen’s nominee would be decided by a competitive examination in City Hall. The congressman appointed three Milwaukee school principals to supervise it, whereupon Pinky hired a fourth, Principal “Mac” McLanagan of West End High, as her son’s tutor. “Every school day,” Douglas would recall, “I trudged there and back, the two miles from the hotel to the school. I never worked harder in my life. Chemistry and physics occupied him in the school laboratory; at the Plankinton House he studied algebra, English, and history, with his mother as a second tutor.14
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MacArthur, aged sixteen, at West Texas Military Academy
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Arthur III, MacArthur’s brother, as a naval officer

  The night before the examination, Douglas, for the first time in his life, could not sleep, and after breakfast he was nauseated. Pinky accompanied him to City Hall, on the steps of which she gave him a pep talk that might have been taken from one of Burt L. Standish’s dime novels about Frank Merriwell, then enjoying their first flush of popularity: “Doug, you’ll win if you don’t lose your nerve. You must believe in yourself, my son, or no one else will believe in you. Be self-confident, self-reliant, and even if you don’t make it, you will know you have done your best. Now, go to it.” The “cool words of my mother,” he said, “brought me around.” Dashing inside, he broke another record. The Milwaukee Journal’s yellowing edition of June 7, 1898, tells the story. Under the headline HE WILL GO TO WEST POINT, the paper reported that he had placed first among thirteen applicants. “Young MacArthur,” the story observed, “is a remarkably bright, clever, and determined boy. His standing was 99 1/3 against the next man’s 77.9. He scored 700 points out of a possible 750. He is eighteen years old and resides with his mother in the Plankinton House. He came to the examinations with the determination to win after studying very hard in preparation for the tests and gave the strictest attention while at work, and consequently, like Dewey and Hobson, put aside all possibility of failure in his undertaking. He accomplished his purpose with a big margin to spare.” The winner drew a Merriwell conclusion: “It was a lesson I never forgot. Preparedness is the key to success and victory.”15

  Exercise was the key to curing spinal curvature. That hurdle held him up for another year, but he cleared it then; according to Dr. Pfister, “when the time came for his final physical examination for West Point, Douglas MacArthur was perfection itself. That was in 1899—he was nineteen years old and you never saw a finer specimen of American manhood.” Pfister’s opinion, of course, was purely medical. One of Senator John Lendrum Mitchell’s daughters judged the youth by different standards and found him wanting. MacArthur had been hanging around the senator’s house, vainly trying to win her. He even wrote a poem:

Fair Western girl with life awhirl

Of love and fancy free

’Tis thee I love

All things above

Why wilt thou not love me?16

One reason was that there was a war on, and since his father had forbidden him to enlist, Douglas was not in uniform. The disadvantages of this became painfully clear when young officers, Mitchell’s son Billy among them, came home to Milwaukee on leave. The girls all flocked to them, and the wretched civilian in blazer and flannels skulked in the background like a Standish villain, fingering his straw boater and vowing that this would be the last war in his lifetime which did not find him serving at the front. It was.17

  On the glorious afternoon of Tuesday, June 13, 1899, a West Shore Railroad train three hours out of Weehawken paused at West Point to discharge a youth wearing a light gray stetson, and his small, severely dressed mother. The station (it still exists) was a tan brick building with a comical high-pitched roof, absurdly inappropriate to the occasion, but when the MacArthur’ puffed their way on foot up an almost vertical path, passing beneath a stone arch, they found themselves in one of America’s most dramatic natural settings. They were standing on the U.S. Military Academy “plain,” a broad shelf of land overlooking the Hudson which was itself overlooked by towering, thickly forested heights: Anthony’s Nose, Storm King, Brackanack, and Bear mountains. Facing the plain were various buildings and monuments. The superintendent’s mansion gleamed whitely. Gothic walls of gray granite, as grim as those of a penitentiary, enclosed the cadet barracks. Near Trophy Point, where Flirtation Walk (“Flirty”) wended its way downward to the river, on a site occupied today by a parking lot, stood Craney’s Hotel, an antebellum structure of yellow brick with a broad green wooden veranda. Here Mrs. Arthur MacArthur would live for the next four years. Like Franklin Roosevelt at Harvard and Adlai Stevenson at Princeton, Douglas MacArthur would share much of his collegiate experience with an alert mother-in-residence.18

  Pinky excepted, Douglas MacArthur’s fellow cadets would have a better opportunity to observe him than anyone else in his lifetime. He was remote even then, but academy life at the turn of the century was extraordinarily intimate. Members of the cadet corps were ordinarily allowed off the post on just two occasions, for Army-Navy football games and the summer furlough at the end of the term year. There was no Christmas leave. If they rode beyond the plain on horseback, they were on their honor not to dismount, and they were not even allowed to carry money. Subaltern Winston Churchill of the Fourth Hussars noted that they were “cloistered almost to a monastic extent.” On his way to observe operations in Cuba, Churchill wrote his brother that Sandhurst graduates would be “horrified” by academy regulations: “The cadets enter from nineteen to twenty-two and stay four years. . . . They are not allowed to smoke . . . . In fact they have far less liberty than any public school boys in our country. . . . Young men of 24 or 25 who would resign their personal liberty to such an extent can never make good citizens or fine soldiers.”19
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MacArthur (right rear) as a young man with his family (Arthur III, his wife Mary, their son Douglas; Pinky and Arthur Jr.)

  On the plain that June there were 332 cadets, of the soldierly qualities of many of whom Churchill would later be more appreciative. The corps was less than a tenth the size of today’s, but then, as now, their insular world had its own traditions and rites, even its own language. Freshmen were “plebes,” sophomores, “yearlings”; after a junior year as “second classmen” they became “first classmen.” The leader of the entire corps, the first classman who best embodied the military ideal, was the “first captain.” Roommates were “wives.” Dates, who might be accompanied for a stroll on “Flirty,” were “drags.” A demerit was a “quill” because quill pens had once been used to record them; a reprimand which entailed walking post was a “slug.” Catsup was “growly,” milk “cow,” cream “calf,” and molasses “Sammy” because an old officer named Samuel Miles had decided that bread and molasses was a healthy diet for growing boys. A plebe detailed to carve meat was a “gunner”; one pouring coffee was a “coffee corporal.”20

  Wearing “tarbuckets” (full-dress hats) and forty-four-buttoned full-dress gray tunics, the corps marched across the plain’s parade ground in breathtaking splendor, white legs swishing together with infinite precision. The landmarks around them included the garden of Thaddeus Kosciusko, Lafayette’s Polish counterpart; the great links of the river boom chain lying on Trophy Point, so vital a stronghold in the Revolutionary War; and the black chapel memorial plate with the gouged-out name—that of Benedict Arnold, who tried to betray the Point to the British. Cadets came to know one another in barracks, under canvas, on horseback, in recitations, under whispering trees, sharing old coconut-shell dippers in wooden buckets by washstands—in thousands of homely contacts every day. Because the corps was small, everyone knew everyone else, and because Douglas MacArthur’s father was a famous general fighting in the Philippines, he was, from his first day as a plebe, scrutinized very carefully.21

What did his fellow cadets see?

  Robert E. Wood, who became a first classman that June, said afterward that the older members of the corps “recognized intuitively that MacArthur was born to be a real leader of men.” This may have been hindsight, but there is no doubt that the newcomer was physically prepossessing. Wood thought he was “without doubt the handsomest cadet that ever came into the academy, six-foot tall, and slender, with a fine body and dark flashing eyes.” Hugh S. “Sep” Johnson, a strapping plebe from Oklahoma who would become known to Washington in the 1930s as “Ironpants,” agreed that his classmate was “brilliant, absolutely fearless.” Chauncey L. Fenton would recall him as “a typical westerner” with “a ruddy, out-of-doors complexion.” “Handsome as a prince he was—six feet tall and weighing about 160, with dark hair and a ruddy, outdoors look,” Sergeant Marty Maher of the post garrison would afterward write of MacArthur; “you would know he was a soldier even in his swimming trunks.” A less smitten classmate concluded that he must have been “arrogant from the age of eight.” Various other cadets thought he seemed to be “brave as a lion and smart as hell,” a youth with “a mind like a sponge,” and one who would be “flogged alive without changing his mind” once it had been made up. Two were particularly perceptive. The first said, “To know MacArthur is to love him or to hate him—you can’t just like him.” The second, Robert C. Richardson, wrote: “He had style. There was never a cadet quite like him.”22

  Some of these memories were distorted by the prism of time—the new plebe weighed in at 133 pounds, and was five feet, eleven inches tall—but that, too, may be significant: even then, when other arrivals were shrinking under the glares of upperclassmen, Douglas MacArthur appeared to be larger than life. That, his father’s reputation, and his mother’s presence nearby made him a marked man. As a consequence, he was about to be subjected to an ordeal rare even at West Point, and still remembered there with awe.23

  “Beast Barracks,” a cadet’s first three weeks on the plain, are his most difficult. Plebes live in tents on Clinton Field, across the parade ground from Trophy Point. There, at the turn of the century, they were subjected to merciless hazing. It was often a dangerous business, and it was unavoidable; any newcomer who refused to cooperate was “called out” and subjected to a bare-knuckle beating by the huskiest prizefighter among the upperclassmen. Over a hundred methods of harassment were employed. Among the most popular were scalding steam baths, “crawling” (being insulted by an upperclassman whose jaw was one inch from the plebe’s nose), “bracing” (standing at rigid attention for long periods of time), “dipping” (push-ups), “eagling” (deep knee bends over broken glass), “hanging from a stretcher” (dangling by the hands from a tent pole), forced feeding, paddling, sliding naked on a splintered board, and running a gauntlet of upperclassmen who tossed buckets of cold water on the plebe.24

  MacArthur’s first tormentors were Southern cadets who forced him to recite, while braced, his father’s Civil War record. And again. And again. Next he was required to stand immobile for an hour. “Douglas MacArthur,” Maher tells us, “was still standing like a statue at the end of the sixty minutes.” Then the physical brutality began. According to Wood, he took it with “fortitude and dignity,” but if his spirit was willing, his flesh was not; forced to eagle by three separate groups of upperclassmen, he fainted. Back in his tent, he suffered a convulsion. With his pride, already immense, he was determined that no one know about it. During a lull in his spasms he asked his tentmate, Plebe Frederick H. Cunningham, to put a blanket under his feet so they could not be heard drumming on the floor and a second blanket in his mouth, to muffle his outcries.25

  When another plebe died, West Point hazing became a national scandal. Thus MacArthur, while still a cadet, made his first appearance before a congressional committee. Cunningham, who had resigned from the academy in disgust, testified to the convulsion. The victim was then summoned. As in Milwaukee, he was nauseated, and now, as then, his mother was there to advise him. During a recess in the hearings, she sent him a poem by messenger. It ended:

Remember the world will be quick with its blame

If shadow or shame ever darken your name. 

Like mother, like son, is saying so true

The world will judge largely of mother by you. . . . 

Be sure it will say, when its verdict you’ve won

She reaps as she sowed: “This man is her son!”26

  Then she reminded him in a postscript: “Never lie, never tattle.” And he didn’t. It is not true, as he wrote in his memoirs, that he named no names, but all those he identified had either confessed their guilt or resigned from the Point. And his aplomb, the New York Times reported, “startled” the committee members. At one point he fenced deftly with Congressman Edmund H. Driggs of New York:

DRIGGS: Did you expect when you came to West Point to be treated in this manner?

MACARTHUR: Not exactly in that manner; no, sir.

DRIGGS: Did you not consider it cruel at that time?

MACARTHUR: I was perhaps surprised to some extent.

DRIGGS: I wish you would answer my question; did you or did you not consider it cruel at that time?

MACARTHUR: I would like to have you define cruel.

DRIGGS: All right, sir. Disposed to inflict suffering; indifference in the presence of suffering; hard-hearted; inflicting pain mentally or suffering; causing suffering.

MACARTHUR: I should say perhaps it was cruel, then.

DRIGGS: You have qualified your answer. Was it or was it not cruel?

MACARTHUR: Yes, sir.27

  MacArthur’s conduct in Beast Barracks won him what was then called “a bootlick” from the whole corps—approval of his poise and courage. It also inspired a remarkable gesture from a first classman, Arthur P. S. Hyde, who later became an Episcopalian minister. At Clinton Field Hyde had been impressed by what he called MacArthur’s “attention to duty and his manifestation to make good as a cadet.” In Hyde’s words, “I therefore invited him to live with me. The invitation naturally came to him as a surprise.” To Hyde’s amusement, MacArthur “asked for time to run over to the hotel to ask his mother about my invitation.” In thirty minutes the plebe was back; Pinky had given her permission, and her son would spend his first year as Hyde’s wife.28

  This gave him a leg up on his classmates. Hyde, a senior lieutenant of the class of 00, was entitled to a third-floor tower room in the old first-division barracks, with a splendid view of the parade ground. But the great thing about rooming with a first classman was that his light needn’t be out until 11:00 P.M. Taps for other plebes was 10:00 P.M. Thus he could study an extra hour. Rising before reveille he added another hour, and some nights, according to Marty Maher, he “covered his windows with blankets and studied until dawn.” Maher said he “often wondered if he could ever become as great as his father, and he told me that if hard work had anything to do with it, he had a chance.” Hyde, too, would recall that his wife “often” spoke of Arthur MacArthur “with affection and pride” and felt a filial duty to become the general’s “worthy successor.”29

  In this he received almost daily encouragement from his mother, whose ambitions for him had been doubled by the discovery that a fellow guest at the hotel was Mrs. Frederic N. Grant, the mother of Plebe Ulysses S. Grant III. The two women were excessively polite to each other—cynical employees of Craney’s called their saccharine exchanges “hair-pullings”—but neither cadet had any illusions about the white knuckles under those velvet gloves. Douglas’s usual time with Pinky was the half hour before supper. In good weather they would stroll down Flirty while she interrogated him on the day’s events. Rainy evenings she would take him into the hotel, and if his report pleased her, she would reward him with fruit, usually oranges. Craney’s was a risky rendezvous; it was off limits to cadets without special passes, which he didn’t always have. As a veteran of life on frontier posts, however, Pinky was resourceful. Once she was entertaining Douglas and George W. Cocheu, one of his later roommates, when word arrived that an officer was headed their way. Gathering her skirts, she led the boys to the basement, whence, according to Cocheu, they escaped “by crawling out through the coal chute.”30

  To her indignation, a sculptor choosing a model for a heroic statue of a cadet picked the Grant youth. Afterward the two mothers were seen fawning on each other, and later in the day Pinky and Douglas were observed in a tense colloquy. That was the last triumph of the MacArthur’’ rival, however. At the end of the plebe year young Grant stood second in the class behind Douglas. Grant began to slip as a yearling and would finish the four-year course in sixth place. Meanwhile MacArthur was winning honor after honor. A photograph of mother and son, taken during his plebe year, has survived. Pinky is formidable in black satin and a white lace shirtwaist, her hair piled high in an intricate pompadour. She is staring evenly at the camera; her hands, tense at her sides, suggest that she would be very quick at the draw. Beside her Douglas is wearing a forage cap and an informal dress-gray uniform. He is erect but at ease, with his weight resting casually on his left hip. He holds a scroll. Gazing off toward the Hudson, he appears dutiful, assured, and rather preoccupied—the look of a climber who has conquered one peak and is confidently setting his sights on another.31

  There can be no doubt that he conquered the academy. Comparing West Point with civilian colleges and universities is difficult, because the Point did not offer degrees until 1933, and MacArthur was marked in such courses as target practice and horseback riding, which have no equivalents elsewhere. Nevertheless his academic achievements were stunning. In Cocheu’s words, “he did not seem to study hard, but his concentration was intense.” Clearly he was one of the most intelligent youths ever to arrive on the plain. Not only did he finish first in his class of ninety-four cadets; during his four years he earned 2,424.2 points out of a possible maximum of 2,470, or 98.14 percent, a record which has been surpassed only twice since the academy was founded in 1802—by an 1884 graduate with 99.78 and by Robert E. Lee of the class of 1829, with 98.33. MacArthur scored a perfect 100 in law, history, and English. He led his classmates in mathematics, drill regulations, and ordnance and gunnery. His lowest scores were in drawing and military engineering, and they may tell less about his proficiency than about the West Point of his time. Academy barracks at the turn of the century were ill-heated and ill-lit; because there was nowhere else to put them, cadets spent long winter days in class drawing bridges. MacArthur may have been simply bored.32

  Academic accomplishment was one of two ways the academy rated youths. The other was military demeanor. Here again he led ‘03. He had his share of quills, or skins, for such offenses as improper saluting, leaving an improper margin on a math paper, failing to return a library book on time, and, interestingly, “swinging arms excessively and marching to the front at parade.” Twice he was given demerits for being out of uniform. But most of the time, as William A. Ganoe observed, he was “spooned up like a clothing-store dummy, with his red sash just so and his trousers creased to a knife-edge.” When it was his turn to count cadence, he displayed what Ganoe called “an odd quickness of gesture, buoyancy of gait, and cheeriness of disposition”; watching him drill a squad of awkward plebes, the tactical officer of A Company, Captain Edmund A. Blake, said, “There’s the finest drill master I have ever seen.” Each year MacArthur achieved the highest rank available to him—senior corporal as a yearling, senior first sergeant as a second classman, and, as a first classman, the crowning glory: first captain, like Lee and Pershing before him.33

  Wearing a first captain’s gold stripes, he served as the superintendent’s representative, inspected the mess hall daily, and “drove the corps” to barracks with sharp, ringing commands each evening. He was, Cocheu said, first captain “in fact as well as in name.” When the mess-hall waiters went on strike just before the noon meal one day, cavalrymen from the academy stables were drafted to take their place. The result was chaos. Colonel Charles G. Treat, the commandant of cadets, implored the corps to be cooperative and patient until new waiters could be hired. Then MacArthur spoke. “He did not ask the corps to do anything,” Cocheu recalled. “He told them, in plain words, just what they would do. And they did it. Colonel Treat had pleaded; MacArthur commanded.”34
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MacArthur as a West Point plebe, 1899, with his mother

  The octagonal tower room he occupied as first captain—No. 1123 in the 120-year-old first-division barracks—may still be seen at West Point. It is equipped with a fireplace, and in his day a cadet leaning on the sill could clearly see a vigorous lady in black satin emerging from Craney’s, impatient for her daily rendezvous. She was proud of him now, though there had been a few bad moments along the way. In his third year on the plain, MacArthur’s passion for baseball had threatened his academic standing. Sep Johnson would later remember him as a “top-hole baseball player,” but this is untrue. He was still a weak hitter and was barely adequate in right field. Yet he loved to play. “Dauntless Doug,” as the other cadets called him, in the straight-arrow way they had then, was, the team captain remembered a half-century later, “a heady ball player. He was far from brilliant, but somehow he could manage to get on first. He’d outfox the pitcher, draw a base on balls . . . or outrun a bunt—and there he’d be on first.”35

  The high point of his athletic career came in Annapolis on Saturday, May 18, 1901. It was the first baseball game ever played between Army and Navy, and when Dauntless Doug came to bat, the midshipmen, who had been reading all about General MacArthur in the Philippines, sang:

Are you the Governor General or a hobo?

Who is the boss of this show?

Is it you or Emilio Aguinaldo? 36

  To their delight, he struck out. The next time up, he fouled out. But the third time he drew a walk. Later in the inning a cadet named John Hen-singled him home with what proved to be the decisive run; Army won, 4 to 3. MacArthur gave up baseball in his last year so he could hit the books harder, but he did manage the football team that fall. And all his life he would be fiercely proud of his varsity “A.” Aged seventy, he wore it on his bathrobe the night before the Inchon landing. When it became frayed during his retirement at the Waldorf Towers, a delegation of cadets rode down from the Point to present him with a new one, and high-school athletes being wooed by the academy in his twilight years would be invited to the Waldorf, where the five-star general would tell them how fine it would be if they, too, became dauntless Black Knights of the Hudson.37

Despite his attainments, he appears to have been neither prig nor martinet. The corps was transported to Washington for McKinley’s second inaugural, and MacArthur bunked with Sep Johnson on the top floor of the old Ebbet House. The night before the parade, while Douglas was out, Sep staged the battle scene from Macbeth for some friends and wound up pinning his roommate’s tarbucket to the door with a cadet saber. MacArthur said nothing; he wore the shako, hole and all. Another time he found Sep and his cronies shooting craps in a men’s room during a cadet hop. As first captain he could have put them on report. Instead he murmured, “I see you fellows prefer boning to dancing,” and strolled out.38
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MacArthur (second row, far right) with other members of the West Point baseball team
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MacArthur (in cadet uniform) as manager of the West Point football team
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MacArthur as a West Point second classman, 1902
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MacArthur in a dramatic West Point cadet pose

  More than once MacArthur himself flouted academy rules, and not just because he lacked a pass to Craney’s. When Superintendent Albert L. Mills permitted the corps to attend a New York horse show, Douglas and two classmates slipped away to Rector’s on Broadway, greeted “Diamond Jim” Brady, and downed three martinis apiece. “And then,” he recalled late in life, “we swanked out to a burlesque show. We loved it!” Marty Maher always believed, though he couldn’t prove it, that MacArthur was the brains behind a celebrated West Point prank: after taps one night an ingenious group of cadets rolled the reveille gun across the plain and hoisted it to the roof of the West Academic Building. A detachment of men working with block and tackle took the better part of a week to lower the cannon, and the culprits were never discovered. During MacArthur’s yearling year his name was mentioned in an inquiry into another reveille gun antic. On the night of April 16, 1901, several members of the corps moved the cannon to the superintendent’s lawn and pointed the muzzle at the front door. Nothing was proved against Douglas and he escaped discipline.39

  He came closest to a premature end of his military career in an incident which had nothing to do with high jinks. To him it was a matter of personal honor; others saw it as a warning that his character might be tragically flawed. Traditionally, cadets who had earned high grades in a course were not required to take the final examination in it. MacArthur had the highest mathematics average on the plain, but his name was posted on the “goat sheet” of those who would have to take a math exam. He stormed off to the home of the instructor, Lieutenant Colonel Wright P. Edgerton, who calmly told him that because illness had prevented him from taking several quizzes, he could not be excused. Fuming, MacArthur returned to his room. Cocheu asked him what he planned to do. Douglas said, “If my name is not off that list by nine in the morning, I’ll resign!” No one could dissuade him, not even his mother. Cocheu was awake all night, but his roommate slept soundly, and at 8:50 A.M. an orderly arrived with word from Edgerton that he would not be expected at the examination after all. The colonel lost face, of course, but he can’t be faulted; later the problem of MacArthur’s unflinching will would confound men more illustrious than he.40

Evenings the first classmen sang, to the tune of Aura Lee:

To the ladies who come up in June

We’ll bid our fond adieu

Here’s hoping they be married soon

And join the army, too. 

Army blue! Army blue! 

Hurrah for the army blue! 

We’ll bid farewell to cadet gray

And don the army blue.

If Pinky had been unsuccessful during the mathematics incident, she was more effective in shielding Douglas from romance. With his looks, his bearing, and his accomplishments, he inevitably attracted demure glances from the drags invading Craney’s for hops. Typically, one Bess Follansbee of Brooklyn confided to her diary: “I liked him immensely and thought him a splendid dancer. He is tall, slim, dark with a very bright, pleasant manner.” The bolder and more forward girls singled him out. He developed a line. One girl would begin, “Ooh, you’re the son of the general in the Philippines,” and he would reply, “Yes’m, General MacArthur has that proud distinction.” Nevertheless, he had a healthy sexual appetite; he knew Flirty wasn’t just for mothers. In later years he confessed that a tactical officer had once caught him there when Douglas’s limbs were entangled with a girl’s. It was an “awful moment,” he remembered, but the officer merely grinned and said, “Congratulations, Mr. MacArthur.” Cocheu says that MacArthur did not discuss his exploits with him, but later it was rumored that Douglas had set a corps record in 1903 by being affianced to eight girls at the same time. When this was mentioned to him he replied chauvinistically, “I do not recall that I was ever so hotly engaged by the enemy.” However many it was, Pinky took the field on each occasion, breaking off the action. At Craney’s, over tea, she would explain to those who thought themselves betrothed that it was all a mistake, that he was already married to his career. Doubtless there were tears and protests, but Douglas didn’t contradict his mother—yet.41

  On Thursday, June 11, 1903, that year’s class became full-fledged members of “the Long Gray Line”—the procession of academy graduates which had begun with the first class in 1802. “MacArthur!” the adjutant bawled, and the twenty-three-year-old head of the corps, the cadet whose classmates had voted him likeliest to succeed, received his certificate of graduation. He in turn handed it to his father, who had arrived from San Francisco for the occasion, and smiled down at his beaming mother. Then the band trooped the line playing “The Girl I Left Behind Me,” “Auld Lang Syne,” “Home, Sweet Home,” and “A Hot Time in the Old Town Tonight.”42

As a second lieutenant he preferred assignment to the cavalry, but because of his record on the plain he automatically went into the Corps of Engineers, where advancement was more rapid. It didn’t really matter; he would have risen anyhow, and whatever the branch, he would have been professionally unprepared for the twentieth century’s wars. He had never fired a machine gun. He knew nothing of barbwire, tanks, or amphibious warfare. All West Point had given him was a lodestar, the academy motto: “Duty, Honor, Country.” Nevertheless he regarded that as a great deal. To Cadet C. F. Severson he had confided that “next to my family, I love West Point,” and that he would always try to live up to the standards of the MacArthur’ and the Long Gray Line. Severson himself took a less romantic view of his friend. To classmates he noted that on the subject of the first captain the corps appeared to be divided into two groups: those who resented MacArthur’ high opinion of himself and those who felt that modesty, for so gifted a man, would be hypocrisy. That division would persist into another generation, eventually splitting the American nation in a historic schism.43

  It is difficult to think of Douglas MacArthur as a shavetail, and in fact he was not an ordinary one. In his early twenties he was already haughty, dashing, fearless, and consumed by the ambitions bequeathed him by his parents. Significantly, he spent his first two months as an army officer in San Francisco with his father, now on the political skids, and his mother. For a while Lieutenant MacArthur amused himself by stalking an escaped military prisoner, “a burly fellow armed with a scythe,” as he later described him, whose “hiding place was easy to locate . . . I had him covered before he had a chance to make a move. When I turned him over to the guard, he just spat at me and snarled, ‘You damn West Pointers!’ “ Already he possessed a sense of theater.44

  Most of his time in San Francisco was spent catching up with a world from whose evolutions he had been shielded during his four claustral years on the Hudson. Some grasp of the mood of 1903 is important to an understanding of MacArthur, for part of it would always be with him, a gauge by which he would measure later events. In some respects it was a year of technological harbingers, witnessing the appearance of the first feature movie, The Great Train Robbery; of Arthur D. Little’s rayon, the first synthetic fabric; of the first wireless transmission, between Old Point Comfort and Cape Charles, Virginia; of the Panama Canal; and, that December, of the Wrights’ historic fifty-nine-second flight over the wastes of Kitty Hawk. Elsewhere there were signs of stirring social consciences—the disclosures of the muckrakers were appearing in Cosmopolitan, Collier’s, Everybody’s, McClure’s, and the American. Ida M. Tarbell published her exposure of the Standard Oil Company, Lincoln Steffens was writing The Shame of the Cities, and David Graham Phillips was researching The Treason of the Senate.45

All these doubtless contributed to the liberal, progressive side of MacArthur, which would flower during his viceregal reformation of Japan in the late 1940s, but there was much more to 1903 than that. Culturally the country remained gyved to the horsey, sentimental nineteenth century. Theodore Dreiser’s brother Paul, composer of “On the Banks of the Wabash” and “My Gal Sal, “ was approaching the crest of his popularity. That was also the year of “Stars and Stripes Forever.” Small boys wore celluloid picture buttons of military heroes, warships, flags, and jingoistic mottoes. In the hammocks and deck chairs which were as symbolic of the time as mandolins and cigar-store Indians, literate Americans that summer were reading Kipling’s Just So Stories, George Barr McCutcheon’s Brewster’s Millions, Mrs. Humphrey Ward’s Lady Rose’s Daughter, and Harold Bell Wright’s That Printer of Udells. Well-to-do women read a great deal, partly because there was little else for them to do except play tennis or practice the two-step and the waltz. If they were unmarried, chaperons or maids escorted them everywhere. If widowed, they wore weeds for a year. If married, they sailed about in whalebone corsets, corset covers, chemises, drawers, shirtwaists, petticoats, and two-piece dresses, the whole ensemble topped by a hat featuring a dead bird of brilliant plumage. Pinky MacArthur was thus encumbered in all seasons—even during her tour of tropical Asia.46

  Women farther down the social scale were drudges. Only one in five had a job—for which she received six to eight dollars a week in exchange for sixty hours in a mill or, in a place of business, as a “typewriter’—but the housewife’s lot was even harder. Household gadgets, as the term is understood today, did not exist. Electricity brightened the lives of only the prosperous; the rest of America was gaslit. Gossiping on the telephone was out; there were only 1,335,911 phones in the country, most of them in offices, public places, and the homes of the well-to-do. No clever soaps assisted the wife tackling her husband’s cuspidor or the family’s painted cast-iron bathtub. And she was lucky if she had a tub to clean. Outside the cities, beyond the reach of water and sewer lines, bathrooms and indoor toilets were luxuries as rare as automobiles, of which, the last census had revealed, there were just 13,824 in the United States. Transportation was provided by railroads, by trolley and cable cars, and, most commonly, by horses. In 1903 horses were as common as internal-combustion engines are today. They pulled surreys, buggies, wagons, sleighs, plows, and, in teams of three, fire engines. Roads were unpaved, and mobility, by later standards, glacial. A five-mile shopping trip was a day’s excursion. To fathom the isolationist mind-set of MacArthur’s generation one must comprehend the parochialism of the America they first knew. For MacArthur, to adjust from that to the command of the first United Nations army was a tremendous hurdle, even for a long lifetime. It is hardly surprising that he didn’t quite clear it.

  Like their wives, the husbands of 1903 put in long hours in fields, shops, and offices. Since their average annual wage was five hundred dollars, and since a tycoon like Andrew Carnegie was making as much as twenty-eight million dollars in a year—without taxes—one might expect to find that a mass was flocking to the banner of Eugene Debs. Nothing of the sort happened. The typical American male was proud of the country’s “self-made men” and “captains of industry”; with pluck and gumption, he believed, his son could wind up like J. P. Morgan, sitting in the mahogany-paneled library of his brownstone mansion at the corner of Manhattan’s Madison Avenue and Thirty-sixth Street, counting his millions. A boy might grow up to hatch a brilliant scheme, like Ellsworth M. Statler of Buffalo, who was planning a hotel in which each room actually had its own private bath. Or he might design a skyscraper rivaling New York’s Ivins Syndicate Building, tallest in the United States, attaining a giddy height of twenty-nine stories. That was the dream, reinforced by Horatio Alger and W. H. McGuffey’s readers. Douglas MacArthur shared it, then and forever after. His glowing tributes to free enterprise, issued a half-century later, make sense only when one remembers that in a romantic cubicle of his heart, in a nostalgic compartment of his mind, it would always be 1903, when GAR veterans led patriotic torchlight parades, when lunch was a quarter and dinner fifty cents and a stein of beer a nickel, when men wore derbies and shaved with straight razors—a set of which his father had given him as a West Point graduation present—and when, in San Francisco, Second Lieutenant Douglas MacArthur boarded the liner Sherman with the 3rd Engineer Battalion for a thirty-eight-day voyage to the land which had broken his father and would be the making of the son: the Philippines.47

  [image: art]
MacArthur as a second lieutenant

  Landing in Manila, MacArthur inspected the old cannon, the stumps of ancient fortifications, and the rusting remains of Spanish ships at the naval base of Cavite. From Cavite he looked across the deep, blue-gray bay to a dark green, tadpole-shaped, volcanic island, the key to Manila’s defenses—Corregidor. Already he had fallen in love with the 7,083-island Philippine archipelago: “the languorous laze that seemed to glamorize even the most routine chores of life, the fun-loving men, the moonbeam delicacy of its lovely women, fastened me with a grip that has never relaxed.”48

  Posted first to the port of Iloilo on Panay and then to Tacloban on Leyte, he supervised the construction of a dock and led patrols. One afternoon he discovered that those who had warned him that not all the men there were fun-loving had been right. Some of the Visayan tribesmen were Yankee haters. That November, scorning their threat, he led a detachment into a jungle, which he knew to be dangerous, to obtain timber for piling and was ambushed by two guerrillas. A bullet tore through the crown of his campaign hat and into a sapling behind him. Drawing his .38 pistol, he shot both ambushers. An Irish sergeant inspected the bodies, saluted the twenty-three-year-old officer, and said: “Begging the lieutenant’s pardon, but all the rest of the lieutenant’s life is pure velvet.” In a letter to his mother MacArthur wrote, much like George Washington before him: “I heard the bullets whistle, and believe me, there is something charming in the sound.” Later, however, he admitted that after this baptism of fire he was pale and shaky.49

  Contracting malaria, he was transferred back to Manila, and there, in March 1904, he took his examinations for the rank of first lieutenant. One quiz was oral. A colonel described a hypothetical problem: the candidate was asked how he would defend a harbor with a given number of troops. After he had answered, the examiner changed the question. What would he do, he was asked, if all the troops were withdrawn? MacArthur replied: “First, I’d round up all the signpainters in the community and put them to work making signs reading: BEWARE—THIS HARBOR is MINED. These signs I’d float out in the mouth of the harbor. After that I’d get down on my knees and pray. Then I’d go out and fight like hell.” Apparently this reply was convincing; the following month he put up silver bars. Remaining in the capital, he served as disbursing officer and assistant to the chief engineer officer of the Philippine Division. Upon recovering from his fever he was ordered to survey Mariveles, the tip of Bataan—he concluded that Aguinaldo had been wise to make his last stand on the tangled peninsula—and back in Manila he dined at the Army-Navy Club one evening with Captain James G. Harbord, who introduced him to two young Filipinos, Manuel Quezon and Sergio Osmeña.50

  In October MacArthur returned to San Francisco aboard the transport Thomas, and there, for the first time since his tangle with the West Point mathematics instructor, he ran afoul of a superior officer. There were extenuating circumstances. Suffering a malarial relapse, he was on his back for two months and unsteady for some time thereafter. More important, his father was in Manchuria watching the windup of Russo-Japanese hostilities, and his mother was making exorbitant demands on his time. The officer, one Major William W. Harts, directed him to supervise excavations in a nearby California valley. “Lieutenant MacArthur,” the major reported to the chief of engineers, “. . . stated that his departure for so long a time would be impossible owing to his father’s absence and the necessity he was under of tending to some of his father’s affairs.” Harts observed that while the lieutenant was “usually prompt in complying with orders,” it was impossible to foresee “with what enthusiasm he would carry out work assigned to him.” But enthusiastic or otherwise, any task he tackled was exemplarily done. The major’s reservations notwithstanding, in July 1905 MacArthur was appointed acting chief engineer of the Division of the Pacific. It seems unlikely that his father’s position was a factor in this mandate, though that was not true of a directive which reached San Francisco three months later:

Special Order No. 222

War Department

Washington, D.C.

October 3, 1905

First Lieutenant Douglas MacArthur, corps of engineers, is relieved from present duties, and will proceed to Tokyo, Japan, and report in person to Major General Arthur MacArthur, U.S.A., for appointment as aide-de-camp on his staff.

By Order Secretary of War

J. C. BATES,

Major Genera,

Acting Chief of Staff51

  Arthur was about to leave on his grand inspection of the Orient, and he wanted his wife and younger son to accompany him. It was a matchless opportunity for the youth. On a rainy Sunday, October 29, he joined his parents in Yokohama’s Oriental Palace Hotel; on Wednesday they were off. First they toured Japanese military bases at Nagasaki, Kobe, and Kyoto; then they sailed for Shanghai, Hong Kong, and Java. Christmas found them in Singapore; New Year’s Day, in Burma. On January 14, 1906, they docked in Calcutta. Two months of India followed, a tour of the chief attractions of the Edwardian Raj at flood tide: Madras, Tuticorin, Quetta, Karachi, the Northwest Frontier, the Khyber Pass, Darjeeling. By April they were in Bangkok, attending a dinner given in their honor by King Rama V. Then they headed for Saigon and a journey through China which touched at Canton, Tsingtao, Peking, Tientsin, Hankow, and, once again, Shanghai. Late in June they returned to Japan.52

  We picture Douglas in a topee and white linen suit, a Charles Dana Gibson poster of what a young officer in mufti should look like, gazing at stirring Asia with the eyes of an impressionable American patrician. As aide to his father, he keeps the party’s travel vouchers, calculating that during the first twenty weeks they have covered 19,949 miles. During the Bangkok dinner the lights suddenly go out; his alacrity in replacing a fuse so impresses the Siamese king that His Majesty proposes to decorate him for conspicuous gallantry; to his mother’s consternation, the youth modestly declines the honor. He is impressed by the “warm professional hospitality” extended to the MacArthur’ by Britain’s pukka sahibs, but notes that the masses of Asia are less interested in their colonial overlords than in getting enough food to ward off starvation, enough clothing to protect them from the weather, and large enough huts to shelter their families. Before leaving California he has read Senator Albert J. Beveridge’s celebrated 1900 speech—“The power that rules the Pacific . . . is the power that rules the world”—and his own observations confirm it. Much later he will write that the trip “was without doubt the most important factor of preparation in my entire life . . . . It was crystal clear to me that the future and, indeed, the very existence of America, were irrevocably entwined with Asia and its island outposts. It was to be sixteen years before I returned to the Far East, but always was its mystic hold upon me.”53

  Before sailing home on July 17, father and son talked to Japanese generals and summed up their impressions of the new world power. Arthur MacArthur believed that Nippon’s imperialistic ambitions posed the central “problem of the Pacific”; he warned the secretary of war of the need for stronger Philippine defenses to prevent the archipelago’s “strategic position from becoming a liability rather than an asset to the United States.” Lieutenant MacArthur, while “deeply impressed” by “the thrift, courtesy, and friendliness of the ordinary citizen” of Japan, also distrusted the “feudalistic samurai.” He noted “the boldness and courage” of the Nipponese soldiers and the “iron character and unshakable purpose” of their commanders.54

  He noted something else. Cholera was thinning the ranks of the Japanese army. A puzzled Japanese general told the American lieutenant that each man had been given a supply of large capsules and told to take one every four hours, but that the medicine didn’t seem to be working. Douglas MacArthur burst into laughter. The angry general demanded an explanation.55

  “I intended no offense,” MacArthur replied. “I was just thinking what American soldiers would do if they were given capsules to take every four hours.”

“What would they do?”

  “Well, they would throw the capsules in the first ditch they came to and forget the whole thing.”

  “My soldiers will not do that!” the general said. “You wait and see! My orders will be carried out!”

  A few days later the boxes of medication bore a label: “The Emperor requests that each soldier take one capsule every four hours.” And that was the end of the problem. The cholera epidemic was over. MacArthur drew the obvious conclusion: the emperor’s instructions, however absurd they seemed to the men in the ranks, would be blindly obeyed.56

  At the time, the implications of the MacArthur’’ observations seemed remote, but Douglas was reminded of them in 1909, when an American named Homer Lea published a curious book of prophesy, The Valor of Ignorance. Lea wrote: “As the conquest of Cuba was accomplished by landing forces distant from any fortified port, so will the Philippines fall. Lingayen Gulf on the north coast of Luzon, or Polillo Bight on the east coast, will form the Guantanamo Bays of the Japanese . . . . If the American forces should remain behind their lines at Manila, they would, in two weeks after the declaration of war, be surrounded by overwhelming numbers.” The lieutenant scored his copy of the volume heavily and set it aside for future reference.57
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First Lieutenant MacArthur in 1906
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First Lieutenant MacArthur (second from right, front row) and fellow officers in full dress, 1909

  Nausea would continue to afflict MacArthur at critical moments in his career, and in the two years which followed his tour of the Orient he had several bouts of it. On the surface everything looked splendid. In the autumn of 1906 he was selected to attend an elite engineering school at Washington Barracks, now renamed Fort McNair. On December 4 he was also appointed aide-de-camp to Theodore Roosevelt, who solicited his views on the Far East—heady wine for a junior officer. He was not always successful as a White House social arbiter. (“Mr. Speaker, the President will receive you now,” he murmured to Joe Cannon, touching him on the sleeve. “The hell he will,” Cannon barked, blowing a cloud of smoke in MacArthur’s face.) Nevertheless he graduated from the school and, on August 10, 1907, was assigned to river and harbor duties at the engineering office in Milwaukee. There he lived with his parents in a comfortable three-story mansion at 575 North Marshall Street. He wasn’t a captain yet, but promotion seemed to be only a matter of time. His military star appeared to be rising.58

  Actually it was in danger of vanishing. Fascinated by the pomp of 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, he had been so cavalier in his attitude toward the courses at Washington Barracks that the school commandant, Major E. Eveleth Winslow, wrote the chief of engineers on August 7, 1908: “I am sorry to report that during this time Lieutenant MacArthur seemed to take but little interest in his course at the school and that the character of the work done by him was generally not equal to that of most of the other student officers and barely exceeded the minimum which would have been permitted. . . . Indeed, throughout the time Lieutenant MacArthur was under my observation, he displayed, on the whole, but little professional zeal and his work was far inferior to that which his West Point record shows him to be capable of.”59

  This black mark went on his record. But worse was to follow. In Milwaukee, where he was subject to the orders of Major William V. Judson, he encountered conflicting orders from his parents. His father, now without duties of his own, wanted to spend long hours with his son discussing the subtleties of Filipino politics, the mysteries of the Orient, the iniquities of William Howard Taft. Pinky was equally determined to have Douglas beside her during Milwaukee social functions. The lieutenant resolved virtually every conflict in his family’s favor. Judson fumed. Several times he spoke to MacArthur about his protracted absences from the drafting room and from field trips. At the end of three months the major entrusted him with the reconstruction of a Lake Michigan harbor sixty miles to the north. The lieutenant, Judson reported to Washington, “remonstrated and argued verbally and at length against assignment to this duty, which would take him away from Milwaukee for a considerable portion of time.” MacArthur said he “wished to be undisturbed for about eight months.”

  Complaining bitterly, he spent a month in the north. Then cold weather shut down the reconstruction. He was in Milwaukee until spring, letting his work slide and, in the major’s words, communicating “by word and manner his dissatisfaction” at the thought of returning to the harbor after the thaw. Clearly he was unhappy at this post. He was railing at his superior officer, but it seems likely that he felt repressed hostility toward his parents, for he was trying to escape them too; when he was rejected for a teaching vacancy at West Point, he made representations to his father’s old friends in the War Department, begging duty away from Wisconsin. Meanwhile Judson was framing a scathing efficiency report which concluded: “I am of the opinion that Lieutenant MacArthur, while on duty under my immediate orders, did not conduct himself in a way to meet commendation, and that his duties were not performed in a satisfactory manner.” MacArthur, receiving a copy of this, wrote out an angry denial, protesting “the ineradicable blemish Major Judson has seen fit to place upon my military record” and arguing that since “a large part of my time was unemployed I fell into the view that my presence in the office was not regarded as a matter of much practical importance.” He sent this piece of impertinence directly to the brigadier serving as chief of engineers, bypassing the major. The inevitable result was a rebuke from the brigadier, who icily observed that the lieutenant’s retort was “in itself justification of Major Judson’s statement, in view of Mr. MacArthur’s evident inclination to avoid work assigned to him elsewhere.” All officers, he added pointedly, were expected to display “promptness and alacrity in obeying orders, and faithful performance of duties assigned them.”60

  This reprimand silenced the lieutenant, but the lieutenant’s mother was enraged. Her wrath is the most plausible explanation for her bizarre attempt, in the spring of 1909, to get Douglas out of uniform and into a lucrative civilian job. On April 17 she wrote to E. H. Harriman, the railroad magnate:

My dear Mr. Harriman:

  At Ambassador Griscom’s in Tokio [sic] some three years ago, I had the good fortune to be seated next to you at luncheon. The amiable manner in which you then, listened to my talk, in behalf of a possible future for my son Douglas MacArthur outside the Army, encourages me now, to address you now in that connection; and more especially as I recall that first class men are always in demand, and that you frequently have occasion to seek them.

The son referred to is 29 years old. . . .61

  Pinky suggested that Harriman find a position for him somewhere in “your vast enterprises,” explaining that she felt she owed it “to maternal solicitude to make every possible effort in behalf of what I conceive to be his future welfare.” She did not, however, feel obliged to inform her son of her scheme, and when Harriman sent a Union Pacific agent to interview MacArthur—who by then had been transferred to Fort Leavenworth—Douglas was nonplussed. The agent reported that “Lieutenant MacArthur knew nothing whatever of any plans to get him into railroad service. Was much surprised and a little annoyed to think that we had been put to the trouble of coming down here. It is evidently a case where the mother wants to get her son out of the army, and not where the son is figuring on getting out himself, and you can say that Lieut. MacArthur, according to his own statement, is not desirous of making a change to any position that he feels we would be justified in offering him.”62

  It had been a comrade of Arthur’s, Major General J. Franklin Bell, who had posted Douglas to Kansas. If wire-pulling is ever justified, this was such an instance; Judson was rid of an insubordinate assistant and MacArthur, in command of troops for the first time, discovered his true vocation. Assigned command of Company K, the lowest ranked of the twenty-one companies on the post, he hiked his men twenty-five miles a day, showed them how to break speed records in building pontoon bridges, and taught them marksmanship, horsemanship, and the use of explosives. At the next general inspection they led all the other companies. “I could not have been happier,” he said later, “if they had made me a general.” Now he erupted in a paroxysm of activity, writing a demolitions field manual, teaching, and serving as the post’s quartermaster, commissary officer, engineer officer, and disbursing officer. His next efficiency report praised him as “a most excellent and efficient officer.” Watching him cross the parade ground, one Sergeant Major Corbett told his men: “Boys, there goes a soldier.”63

  Lieutenant Robert L. Eichelberger was impressed. Like Lieutenants Walter Krueger and George C. Marshall, Eichelberger was a fellow officer of MacArthur’s at Leavenworth. Later he vividly recalled him posing in front of a drugstore one evening, “standing a bit aloof from the rest of us and looking off in the distance with what I have always considered in other people to be a Napoleonic stance.” The only officer to stay at arm’s length from MacArthur was Marshall; even then the two future five-star generals rubbed each other the wrong way. Eichelberger thought the dandy from Milwaukee “a fine-looking, upstanding officer,’ with a reputation as a coming leader. Others remember him as a gregarious poker player and an enthusiastic performer on the post’s polo and baseball teams (although he still couldn’t hit, he was elected player-manager), one who was sufficiently active in barracks horseplay to turn up at sick call one morning with what the post doctor described as a fracture of the left hand “accidentally incurred while wrestling in quarters,” and who gloried in stag dinners, where, although he drank little, he loved to lead choruses of the ballad “Old Soldiers Never Die. “ Another future general, John C. H. Lee, whose quarters adjoined his, recalls MacArthur’s ingenious stratagems for defeating Leavenworth’s arch rivals in baseball, the Kansas City Country Club. Once he set a lavish feast before the visitors, who gorged themselves and then lost. Another time he introduced two strapping players as recent West Point stars. Actually they were Texas professionals he had hired for twenty dollars. The Kansas City team was trounced.64

  MacArthur remained at Leavenworth four years, but after his promotion to captain on February 11, 1911—he had been a first lieutenant nearly seven years—the army sent him off on various three-to-six-month tours of duty. One of these took him to Panama, where, as the guest of Robert E. Wood, he studied the engineering, supply, and sanitation problems of the Canal Zone. In mid-1911 he and Eichelberger joined soldiers participating in Texas maneuvers. After they had pitched tents outside San Antonio, MacArthur hurried to the West Texas Military Academy, hoping to recapture his youth. But the cadets mocked his campaign hat, the crown of which, under new regulations, was gathered in a pyramid rather than creased cowboy fashion. “Where did you get that hat? Where did you get that hat?” they chanted until he fled. That evening he returned to see his old home. It was, in his words, “a glorious night of moonshine, with the haunting melody of guitar and mandolin floating in the air, lending a tingle to the blood.” Then a blonde came out and accosted him. “What are you doing here?” she demanded sharply. “I believe you’re drunk. Get out or I’ll call the guard.” Again the captain retreated, and although he remained under canvas there for four more months, he never approached the campus again: “I had learned one of the bitter lessons of life: never try to regain the past, the fire will have become ashes.”65

  A much sharper break with his childhood came the following year, with the death of his father. It greatly exacerbated what had until now been a minor problem: the demands of his mother. Douglas and his brother remained in Milwaukee after the funeral, trying to comfort and reassure her. They failed. Exhibiting symptoms of a grief syndrome not unknown among the bereaved, she insisted—for the first but by no means the last time—that she was desperately ill. One of them would have to care for her. Since Arthur III was serving aboard ship, it would have to be his brother. Douglas asked the War Department to reassign him to Milwaukee, explaining that his mother’s condition was “alarming,” that she was “seriously ill,” that he was “fearful” of “fatality in this matter.” But Washington hadn’t forgotten the reports of Majors Winslow and Judson; the request was denied, and Douglas moved Pinky to Leavenworth, where, he reported in a new petition, he discovered that “the quarters to which my rank entitles me” were “totally inadequate for the housing of an invalid.” Plainly his mother’s complaints were distracting him. The post doctor noted that for two weeks he had been suffering from sleeplessness. He was exhausted, depressed, unable to eat. His dilemma seemed to be without a solution, his situation analogous to that of Robert E. Lee, who, C. Vann Woodward writes, had been bound to “the invalid mother to whom Robert became a devoted and adoring slave.”66

Then his father reached out from the grave to help him. Though old soldiers really do die, their memory lingers among their comrades. The present Chief of Staff, Major General Leonard Wood, had served with the first Captain MacArthur in Fort Wingate; he remembered Pinky and little Douglas, and learning of their dissatisfaction—the source of his information is unknown, but it may well have been Arthur’s widow—Wood persuaded the new secretary of war, Henry L. Stimson, that something must be done. Stimson urged the adjutant general to act “in view of the distinguished service of General Arthur MacArthur.” Thus it happened that three months after his father’s death Douglas MacArthur was transferred to Washington to work directly under Wood. By Christmas he and his mother, miraculously recovered, had moved into the Hadleigh apartment house at Sixteenth and U streets. It would be MacArthur’s second tour of duty in the capital. This time he would be stationed in the heart of the military establishment, with his father’s friend as his sponsor.67

  Within a month he had been assigned to temporary duty with the general staff. On May 3, 1913, he was appointed superintendent of the old State, War, and Navy Building—the present Executive Office Building, just across West Executive Avenue from the White House—and on September 25 he was named a member of the general staff. Still unmarried at thirty-three, graceful and trim at 140 pounds, he was among the most eligible bachelors in the capital, but he rarely left the Hadleigh after hours. If his mother hadn’t made it clear to him that he was expected to pick up his father’s fallen standard, he would doubtless have arrived at the same conclusion himself: the flame of zeal burned ever brighter in him; he awaited only an opportunity to prove himself the equal of the hero of Missionary Ridge. One came in the spring of 1914. The United States and Mexico were drifting close to war. The reactionary General Victoriano Huerta had insulted the American flag. On April 22 the secretary of war alerted Wood “to command a possible expeditionary force” if hostilities should break out between the two countries. That was a Wednesday. On Thursday Wood, badly in need of intelligence, decided that he needed a spy and that Captain MacArthur was the very man for the job. MacArthur was ordered “to obtain through reconnaissance and other means consistent with the existing situation all possible information which would be of value with possible operations.” The captain was recovering from acute tonsillitis, but his mother quickly got him out of bed and into uniform. Sailing on the U.S.S. Nebraska, he reached Vera Cruz on Friday, May 1.68

  The situation he found there called for both courage and skill. Vera Cruz had been seized by the navy on President Wilson’s orders. The city was occupied by a brigade under the command of Brigadier General Frederick Funston, once Arthur MacArthur’s subordinate in the Philippines. Funston’s troops, under siege, faced eleven thousand of Huerta’s men. If the Mexican commanders knew that the Americans were contemplating an advance, they would certainly attack, for their blood was up; one U.S. private wandering into their lines was executed, a warning of what might happen to MacArthur if his search for information delivered him into hostile hands. Should war break out, on the other hand, Wood would need to know what transportation, if any, the countryside could provide. To further complicate matters, Funston had not been told of MacArthur’s mission. This was for Funston’s own protection. As the brigadier noted in his diary on June 3, he was not “permitted to scout beyond outposts. . . . If a disaster should result from this condition, I must not be held responsible.” MacArthur was responsible to Washington and no one else. However, once he had sized up the problem and decided on a one-man patrol deep into Mexican territory, he confided in several of Funston’s subordinates, including Captain Constant Cordier of the 4th Infantry.69

  [image: art]
Captain MacArthur at the time of Vera Cruz, 1914

  Vera Cruz lacked horses, mules, and trucks. There was a railroad with plenty of cars but no engines. MacArthur decided to look for engines inland, covering the same ground investigated by another captain of engineers, forty-year-old Robert E. Lee, seventy-seven years earlier. Sobering up an engineer and approaching two railway firemen, he promised the three Mexicans $150 in gold if they would lead him to locomotives. Sending the firemen ahead, he searched the engineer, confiscating a .38-caliber revolver and a small knife. Then he had the engineer search him to prove that he was carrying no money—that murdering him would net the Mexican nothing except MacArthur’s identification tag and a small pistol. At sundown the party left sentinels of the 7th Infantry behind, then proceeded southeastward on a handcar. The handcar had to be abandoned on the shore of the Jamapa River because a railroad bridge there was down. Camouflaging the car, MacArthur and the engineer crossed in a canoe, mounted ponies they found near a small shack, detoured around one community, and, by prearrangement, met the two firemen, who were waiting with another handcar.70

  Deeper and deeper they penetrated Huerta country. Since MacArthur was in uniform, and obviously Anglo-Saxon anyway, he left the car as they approached each settlement, lashing one man to him as a guide while he circled the village and met the car with the other two men on the other side. At 1:00 A.M. they reached Alvarado, thirty-five miles beyond Funston’s outposts. There they found five locomotives, two of them useless switch engines but the other three “just what we needed—fine big road pullers in excellent condition except for a few minor parts which were missing. I made a careful inspection of them and then started back.”71

  According to him—and his report was largely confirmed by Cordier’s subsequent investigation—the return trip was a bloody affair. At Salinas five armed men opened fire on them. MacArthur dropped two of the attackers with his derringer. At Piedra, where their vision was impeded by a driving mist, they ran into fifteen mounted gunmen. The horsemen put three bullet holes through MacArthur’s clothes and wounded one of his Mexicans; he shot four of the assailants. Near Laguna, three more mounted men fired at them. Again lead tore MacArthur’s uniform; again he brought an attacker down. Recrossing the Jamapa, the canoe sank, and he carried the wounded Mexican to safety. At daybreak they found the concealed handcar and, later in the morning, reentered American lines. That afternoon MacArthur wrote Wood a brief account of his raid, adding: “General Funston is handling things well and there is little room for criticism, but I miss the inspiration, my dear general, of your own clear-cut, decisive methods. I hope sincerely that affairs will shape themselves so that you will shortly take the field for the campaign which, if death does not call you, can have but one ending—the White House.”72

  War was not declared, Wood did not take the field, and he never reached the White House, but the Vera Cruz incident discloses much about MacArthur: his ingenuity, his eye for terrain, his personal bravery, and his toadying to his superiors. Later he would bestow similar presidential benedictions on other men in a position to give him a leg up. The aftermath of the episode is revealing in another way. Wood recommended him for the Medal of Honor, noting that the expedition, which had been undertaken “at the risk of his life” and “on his own initiative,” showed “enterprise and courage worthy of high commendation.” An awards board rejected the recommendation on the ground that since Funston hadn’t known about the reconnaissance, decorating Captain MacArthur “might encourage any other staff officer, under similar conditions, to ignore the local commander, possibly interfering with the latter’s plans with reference to the enemy.” That was absurd, and the captain was entitled to resent it, but he went further, submitting an official memorandum protesting “the rigid narrow-mindedness and lack of imagination” of the awards board. It availed him nothing, merely strengthening the convictions of those who saw him as a temperamental special pleader.73

  He would always be his own worst enemy. Yet his gifts were so great that he repeatedly triumphed in spite of himself. Returning from Mexico he was reappointed to the general staff and, on December 11, 1915, promoted to major. As American participation in the European war became ever likelier, he worked on programs for national defense and on economic mobilization plans with Assistant Secretary of the Navy Franklin D. Roosevelt. The army’s new Chief of Staff, Hugh L. Scott, noted in an efficiency report that “Major MacArthur is a . . . high-minded, conscientious and unusually efficient officer, well fitted for positions requiring diplomacy and high-grade intelligence.” When he chose, he could be as engaging as, on other occasions, he was supercilious and headstrong, and it was his genial qualities which accounted for his rise in the last months of peace. With increasing frequency he was designated guide for visiting officers from other countries. After passage of the National Defense Act of 1916, which among other things provided for a 400,000-man National Guard, Secretary of War Newton D. Baker appointed MacArthur his military assistant, with special responsibility for a new bureau of information. In July he was named press censor and became, as he put it, “the liaison link with the newspaper men who covered the War Department”—in other words, a public-relations officer.74

  In that role he arranged interviews and issued press releases setting forth the department’s views on military policy, on bills before Congress, and on Brigadier General Pershing’s pursuit of Pancho Villa in Mexico. Nine months later, when America entered the war against Germany, twenty-nine reporters publicly expressed their appreciation for the manner in which their liaison officer had “dealt with us for all these months in his trying position of military censor. We feel no doubt of what the future holds for Major MacArthur. Rank and honors will come to him if merit can bring them to any man; but we wish to say our thanks to him for the unfailing kindness, patience and wise counsel we have received from him in the difficult days that are past. . . . If wise decisions are reached eventually as to the military policy of our country, we cannot but feel that the Major has helped, through us, to shape the public mind.”75

  The first big decision was to induct young men into the army by lottery. Here, too, MacArthur played a key part. In the later opinion of Colonel R. Ernest Dupuy, MacArthur’s actions “went far to condition the nation and the Congress for the seemingly impossible: a draft act. Make no mistake; it was the then Major Douglas MacArthur . . . who sold to the American people the selective service act that was passed on May 18, 1917. ”76

  Next came the question of whether National Guard formations should fight. A departmental study urged that the guard be bypassed—that a half-million men be drafted into the regular army instead. When the paper came to MacArthur, “I was tired from overwork and indiscreetly endorsed it saying that I completely disagreed with its conclusions, but would not attempt to detail my reasons, as I felt no one would give them the slightest attention.” He was right about the Chief of Staff, but wrong about Secretary Baker, who shared his faith in citizen soldiers. Calling him in, Baker said: “Get your cap. We are going to the White House to place the whole question before the President for his decision.” For over an hour the two men pressed their case upon Wilson, recommending “employment of the National Guard to its full capacity.” At the end the President said: “I am in general accord with your ideas. Baker, put them into effect. And thank you, Major, for your frankness.”77

  The guard was political, however, and required delicate treatment. Baker was aware, as he later said, that “public psychology was still an uncertain and mystifying factor.” Which state’s troops should be sent to France first? There seemed to be no way the War Department could win this one. Parents in the designated state might protest that their boys were being marked for early sacrifice. On the other hand, guardsmen in other states might resent not being given first crack at the Germans. The secretary laid the problem before MacArthur and Brigadier General William A. Mann, who headed the department’s militia bureau. MacArthur suggested forming a division of units from several states. The brigadier, agreeing, observed that troops might be drawn from as many as twenty-six states. Then, in Baker’s words, “Major MacArthur, who was standing alongside, said, ‘Fine, that will stretch over the whole country like a rainbow.’ The division thus got its name.”78
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Major MacArthur as a War Department public-relations man, 1916

  Mann was chosen commander of the Rainbow Division—officially the 42nd Division. Since the brigadier was approaching retirement, MacArthur suggested that the best colonel on the general staff be appointed his chief of staff. Baker said to him: “I have already made my selection for that post. It is you.” MacArthur diffidently pointed out that he was only a major and therefore ineligible. Baker, putting an arm on his shoulder, said, “You are wrong. You are now a colonel. I will sign your commission immediately. I take it you will want to be in the Engineer Corps.” MacArthur replied, “No, the infantry. “ Afterward he explained that he had been prompted by his father’s service in the old 24th Wisconsin. Others have suggested that he knew wartime promotions came more rapidly to officers of the line. At all events, Colonel William M. Black, the chief of engineers, was furious. Summoning MacArthur, he told him that the switch was improper. The new colonel politely told him he was wrong. Black warned him, “Beware, young man. You will be coming back to me before long.” Smiling, MacArthur shook his head and said: “Again you are wrong, Colonel. I shall never come back to you.”79
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