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      Foreword

      
         
         
      

      
      Houston, Texas, my home since I retired from a twenty-two-year career in the U.S.
         Army, was recently recognized as the most diverse metropolis in the United States.
         America’s fourth-largest city, home to a global seaport, sits at the crossroads of
         Latin America, the Caribbean, the Deep American South, and its rugged West. The area’s
         vibrancy is apparent when walking the tidy footpaths of Memorial Park. Along the crushed
         pink granite trails, young families from every race, ethnicity, and faith stroll past
         native Texans whose roots go back centuries. An expansive arboretum abuts a manicured
         golf course. But beneath the surface of this picture-postcard public space for the
         Bayou City’s leisure class lays a far more interesting yet sinister story that few
         Houstonians even know about. The truth behind that account, which took place on August
         23, 1917, is painful, and its stain lingers to this day.
      

      
       Hidden in the park’s underbrush are the decaying ruins of what was once Camp Logan.
         Men with loaded rifles guarded this area, and many never returned from the Great War.
         The events described in Mutiny of Rage resulted in the largest single criminal trial in American history. The defendants
         were more than a hundred black soldiers of the 3rd Battalion, 24th Infantry, known
         from their frontier days as Buffalo Soldiers. But they may as well have been every
         black serviceman. Their only ambition was to serve their country in a time of war—yet
         their fate embodies one of the darkest chapters of America’s post-reconstruction history.
         
      

      
       Courage and honor are two character traits that define the profession of arms and
         have been at the very foundation of the U.S. Army since the Continental Congress created
         it on June 14, 1775. Since then, African Americans have demonstrated these traits
         and served with distinction in every war and theater of operation. The soldiers of
         the 3rd Battalion boasted an expansive campaign record, from policing the American
         western frontier to San Juan Hill in Cuba, to executing General “Black Jack” Pershing’s
         punitive raid against Pancho Villa in Mexico. And in 1917, they were ready, willing,
         and able to carry the burden of confronting the nation’s new enemies on the Western
         Front in France. That chance never came. Instead, they faced a far more formidable
         enemy: their own U.S. Army.
      

      
       The explosion of racially motivated violence that tore through Houston on a sweltering
         summer night pitted these soldiers against a local community. It resulted in numerous
         casualties, dozens of court-martial convictions, and nearly twenty death sentences.
         It also generated widespread discussion about the treatment of African American service
         members and the military justice process that was far more about “military” than it
         was about “justice.” 
      

      
       So why is so little known of this pivotal event in American history? I served in
         the army for twenty-two years, most of that time within the Judge Advocate General’s
         Corps (JAG). There I prosecuted and defended soldiers tried by court-martial for every
         conceivable offense. This remains among the experiences of which I am most proud,
         as I continue to believe that the system of military justice I operated within served
         the interests of good order and discipline by ensuring a fundamentally fair criminal
         justice process—one that reflected the values of the nation I swore to defend.
      

      
       But I also am painfully aware that the army did not always live up to its lofty mandate
         and often failed those who most needed the protection of a fair and credible process.
         This was the case for these servicemen, and the army they loved should have done better.
         The military justice system of today reflects a sea change that was a genuine result
         of the lessons learned from what happened to these soldiers. 
      

      
       This tragedy should not be an obscure blip in local history or the collective understanding
         of military justice. But only by confronting the injustices inherent in a segregated
         army, institutional prejudices in the highest echelons of government, the sad reality
         of the Jim Crow South, and the tragic consequences that result when men of honor reach
         a breaking point will meaning emerge from this misfortune. 
      

      
       Our nation failed to live up to the promise that “all men are created equal” during
         the Jim Crow era—the struggle for equality continues to this day. But it was especially
         dreadful for a nation to betray the men who pledged their lives to defend it and its
         constitution. This unvarnished story walks us through the chaos and fears these soldiers
         lived through when thrust into a hostile community and the wrenching moral and legal
         consequences of their actions. Mutiny of Rage does something few books have attempted before: it contributes to a present-day awareness
         of the tragic end that befell these soldiers. Written by one of my former law students,
         Jaime Salazar is a Mexican American and Indiana native, certainly not a person I expected
         to have a vested interest in this bit of African American military history. His only
         personal connection to this story was his devotion to the high American ideals of
         equal justice under the law. That is the most important testament to Mutiny of Rage. Salazar was compelled to bring this story out of the historical shadows.
      

      
       Nonetheless, the real final chapter of this narrative has not yet been written. At
         the time of this book’s publication, an initiative is ongoing to restore honor to
         these soldiers. I’m working with South Texas College of Law Houston faculty and students,
         several retired U.S. Army Judge Advocate officers, historians, and cadets at the U.S.
         Military Academy at West Point. We hope to someday restore the dignity of the innocents
         of the 3rd Battalion, 24th Infantry. At the very least, we must all understand these
         events and learn from this tragedy.
      

      
       

      
      —Geoffrey Corn, Gary A. Kuiper Distinguished Professor of National Security Law, South
         Texas College of Law Houston, Lieutenant Colonel, U.S. Army (Retired)
      

      
      
   
      Chapter 1

      Gallows and Unmarked Graves

      
         
         
         
         
      

      
      
         When a man knows he is to be hanged in a fortnight, it concentrates his mind wonderfully.—Samuel
            Johnson
         

      

      On December 10, 1917, the smell of freshly cut wood wafted about a grassy break surrounded
         by a mesquite bosk outside San Antonio, Texas. It was early in the morning and ominous
         dark clouds hovered above like omnipresent watchmen. A way off was the Alamo, where
         a century earlier, death arrived for a ragtag group of American frontiersmen before
         honor left. However, this day was different. Thirteen condemned Buffalo Soldiers—a
         number only one more than Christ’s demi-platoon of apostles—were brought to the gallows
         to be hung until dead. Dew had settled upon the blades of grass, dampening the black
         servicemen’s polished boots.[1]   Decades earlier, Virginia slave Nat Turner, the most infamous and mythical slave
         revolter, was sentenced to be “hung by the neck until you are dead! Dead! Dead!” Turner,
         a self-taught polymath and religious visionary, led a gang of escaped slaves on a
         rampage that left upward of sixty-five whites dead.[2]   “History doesn’t repeat itself, but it often rhymes,” quipped Mark Twain.
      

      
      The men were awakened at five in the morning, ordered to dress, and escorted to awaiting
         army trucks. The wheels of justice turned slowly. One sergeant, four corporals, and
         eight privates had been anticipating their fate for weeks, not knowing if each passing
         day would be their last. There they waited for word of their destiny. The men prayed.[3]   Several submitted themselves to Christ for the first time in their lives, “For
         by grace, you are saved through faith; and that not of yourselves.”[4]  
      

      
      Nevertheless, those prayers seemed to do them little worldly good. In this instance,
         what awaited them was what they feared the most. The men had requested the option
         to die by firing squad strongly, in line with their service as riflemen and warriors.[5]   Soldiers were meant to die in battle. However, the appearance of the wooden monstrosity
         that was the gallows made one thing clear—the army had instead opted for the most
         severe punishment possible under the military code of justice.[6]   A bonfire burned in the background. Their hearts sank like those of condemned Celtic
         prisoners when they realized that they would be dispatched as live burnt offerings.
         Had they been condemned centuries earlier and on a different continent, their grisly
         penalty would have been that of Guy Fawkes, Britain’s seventeenth-century Catholic
         insurgent. Dante designated the worst circles of punishment for traitors and mutineers.
      

      
      By 06:20, the procession of deputies, military officers, and convicts arrived at the
         site of execution.[7]   No friends or even family of the victims were allowed to witness. A more desolate
         spot could not have been selected. One hundred and twenty-five cavalry, one hundred
         infantrymen, and a black civilian minister accompanied them. The Army Corps of Engineers
         had already hastily built a large twelve-foot-high scaffold from the abundant but
         intractable mesquite wood. They worked the previous night feverishly by the light
         of bonfires.[8]   Thirteen ropes, six on one side, seven on the other, hung on a beam above two large
         trapdoors. Military guards wearing khaki greatcoats turned up their collars against
         the morning chill. They resembled medieval executioners.[9]  
      

      
      No notice was given to the media or public. The sentences of hanging would not be
         formally announced until after the fact. Weeks prior, the high-ranking army officers
         who comprised the court-martial panel secretly deliberated the guilt or innocence
         of each soldier. The president of the panel promptly communicated those decisions
         to Major General John Ruckman, commanding officer of the Southern Department, for
         his final review. The decision to execute the men or to incarcerate them was entirely
         in his hands. Because the United States was at war against the German Empire, the
         swiftness of the executions was backed by the Articles of War, and an appeal was not
         allowed.[10]  
      

      
      The condemned Private Thomas Hawkins took solace in knowing that his mother would
         eventually read the letter written and mailed to her the night before his execution.[11]   She would be blissfully asleep at the moment life escaped his body.
      

      
         When this letter reaches you, I will be beyond the veil of sorrow. I will be in heaven
            with the angels. I fear not death. Did not Jesus ask death “Where art thy sting?”
            Don’t regret my seat in heaven by mourning over me. I now can imagine seeing my dear
            Grandmother and the dear girl Miss Bessie Henderson that I once loved in this world
            standing at the river of Jordan beckoning to me to come and O!
         

         
         I am sentenced to be hanged for the trouble that happened in Houston, Texas. Although
            I am not guilty of the crime, but Mother, it is God’s will that I go now, and in this
            way, and Mother, I am going to look for you and meet you at the river. This is the
            happiest day I met with since Jesus spoke peace to my soul in Brookstone church.[12]  
         

      

      Some soldiers maintained that they were innocent.[13]   For them, there were no deathbed confessions. It would have been difficult to understand
         the reasoning or benefit of taking hidden guilt to the grave. With death being the
         ultimate equalizer, even the vilest criminals admitted fault out of respect to the
         victims’ families or as a means of expiating their conscience. Thirteen God-fearing
         men were about to meet their final judge, and indeed they wanted to stand at attention
         with an untainted soul. For these prodigal sons, animi cruciatus was the first step, through the Son of Man, toward ultimate reconciliation. The necessary
         components were repentance, a desire for God over sin, and faith in redemption. In
         the fourth century, ever-vigilant Saint Augustine was remorseful till his dying day
         over stealing pears from a neighbor’s tree as a youth.
      

      
      The Sons of Ham were calm as they were escorted to the gallows. The conductors took
         their places, and the men for the last time heard the command, “March!” As if on divine
         cue, they spontaneously broke into hymns. “Lord, I’m comin’ home,” sang Private Frank
         Johnson as ropes were fastened about the young men’s necks.[14]   The others joined him, their voices crooning in a rich, majestic tone. Tears welled
         up in the eyes of even the most battle-hardened men hearing this last farewell.[15]  
      

      
      As the conductors took their places, the troops had chairs placed before them, an
         increasingly ominous portent of their approaching death. The symmetry and precision
         of the affair contrasted with the random, violent act that was about to occur. Was
         the decorum a mocking gesture by a corps that operated on order and procedure or an
         attempt to give honor to the condemned? A black minister climbed up the platform and
         offered up a consolation in a short prayer.[16]   All present removed their hats. One prisoner whispered to the cleric that he hoped
         to meet him on the other side.[17]   Reminiscent of Christian defiance toward the Romans, Private Johnson declared that
         he was dying not for Uncle Sam, but God.[18]   As soon as the order was shouted, the condemned reflexively snapped to attention
         and stood obediently atop the trapdoors. Military discipline was maintained. The troops
         were well-kept and shaven, even for this last mission. After days of proximity, the
         men had befriended the white guards. The last exchange of words was the soldiers saying,
         “Goodbye boys of Company C.”[19]   In 1944, French schoolchildren tearfully bade “Au revoir père,” as the Gestapo arrested headmaster Father Jacques de Jésus. “Au revoir les enfants. I will see you soon,” he responded as he was led to his death.
      

      
      Thirty years prior, Civil War veteran and writer Ambrose Bierce wrote movingly of
         Peyton Farquhar, a plantation owner who was about to be hung from an Alabama bridge
         by Union troops. Beyond them, armed sentinels stood at attention. The protagonist
         reflected on his family but was interrupted by loud clanging—the ticking of his watch.
         The soldiers dropped Farquhar from the bridge, but then, miraculously, the rope around
         his neck broke. He freed his hands and rose to the surface, a distance away. His senses
         were now much attuned, and he started the long walk home through an endless and surreal
         forest. Farquhar then began to experience hallucinations of distant galaxies and heard
         voices in indecipherable languages. The next morning, he found himself at his home’s
         front door. He saw his family but then suddenly felt a heavy blow to the back of his
         neck, followed by a burst of white light. His life flashed before his eyes in an instant,
         and then all faded to quiet and darkness. He had imagined all the events during the
         split-second between falling through the overpass and the noose snapping his neck.
         His limp body swayed gently from the bridge.[20]  
      

      
      The rickety chairs were kicked out from beneath the Buffalo Soldiers, and the condemned
         dropped to their deaths.[21]   There was a loud thud, and the massive beams trembled. The men were dispatched
         simultaneously, at 07:17, precisely one minute before sunrise, or the Office of Prime
         for the monastic monks nearby engaging in morning prayer. “Amazing grace, how sweet
         the sound.”[22]   Not a word was spoken, as it was over in less than a minute. Those soldiers met
         death in a courageous, dignified manner, silently but defiantly deriding the army’s
         elaborate security measures.[23]   Not a single man wept or begged for mercy.[24]  
      

      
      In an act reminiscent of Judas Iscariot, the army quickly removed traces of the deed
         by hastily disassembling every piece of scaffolding and burning it.[25]   The intense purgatorial fire expiated the sins committed that day. Hidden from
         the view of the condemned, unpainted and unvarnished wooden coffins were placed alongside
         thirteen open graves. Mexican laborers performed the grizzlier tasks, such as removing
         the hangman’s knots, some of which were so tight that they took minutes to disentangle.[26]   The bodies were laid in coffins, each with a soda water bottle containing a typewritten
         slip of paper with name, rank, and date of death.[27]   Stone mile markers numbered one to thirteen were placed at the head of each grave,
         the only reminders of that event.[28]  
      

      
      As soon as word got out, Americans of all races and colors were aghast—the army had
         secretly executed thirteen men before the public knew, before even the American president
         or secretary of war had reviewed the order. Major General Ruckman had little to say
         and showed far less contrition. He had chosen the time and place for the executions
         and righteously declared that he had acted in complete conformity with the 1916 Articles
         of War.[29]   
      

      
      Many white Americans, particularly those in the steamy Texas port city of Houston
         two hundred miles away, greeted the news with satisfaction. Theirs was the city in
         which the soldiers rioted during what was known as the Camp Logan Mutiny. They were
         pleased that justice was served and that the severity of punishment matched the brutal
         outrages committed by Negro soldiers.[30]   The event shook race relations in Texas, birthed a regional surge of wartime racial
         activism, and inspired the black power movement decades later.[31]  
      

      
      In 430 BC, at the beginning of the Peloponnesian War with Sparta, Athens was hit by
         a plague that killed thousands of troops and a third of the city’s inhabitants. Similarly,
         by 1918, Camp Logan cared for seven hundred Spanish influenza pandemic victims. Tragically,
         nearly 110 soldiers would die there. The contagion made its way into the barracks
         and trenches of World War I. It killed more people than the conflict itself. Nearly
         forty thousand American doughboys died before ever reaching Europe, almost half perishing
         en route.[32]   More American service members died of the Spanish flu and pneumonia than from bullets
         and bombs.[33]   
      

      
      A century later, hardly a trace of Camp Logan remained. Adventurists and historians
         identified several concrete structures, most of them taken over by the surrounding
         vegetation. The crumbling skeletons seemed more at home in northern France, connecting
         an abandoned wing of the Maginot line. The aptly named Memorial Park was built on
         the same grounds. The contiguous high-rent area was subsequently referred to as Rice
         Military. Ghosts of the camp’s soldiers wandered aimlessly in the thick surrounding
         woods. Some carried red posies. Some were lost, searching helplessly for their units,
         while others were fleeing from gunshots. Many were pandemic victims. Still other spirits
         were children desperately seeking safety from a marauding mob of soldiers meant to
         protect them. In 1924, Houston bought the land and turned it into a park to honor
         the servicemen who died in World War I.[34]  
      

      
      A historical marker commemorated Camp Logan and the 1917 riot.[35]   It was initially to be placed near Memorial Park’s golf course clubhouse. Nevertheless,
         this was vehemently opposed by a prominent civic group. The city agreed that the marker
         would be better placed on the corner just outside the edge of the park.
      

      
         The black soldiers’ August 23, 1917, armed revolt in response to Houston’s Jim Crow
            laws and police harassment resulted in the camp’s most heralded incident, the “Houston
            Mutiny and Riot of 1917.”[36]  
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      Chapter 2

      Buffalo Soldiers

      
         
         
         
         
      

      
      
         We sleep peaceably in our beds at night only because rough men stand ready to do violence
            on our behalf.—George Orwell
         

      

      Henry Johnson, born June 11, 1850, was a member of the famed U.S. Army Buffalo Soldiers
         and a Medal of Honor recipient for his actions in the Indian Wars of the Wild West.
         He spent much of his life in its ranks. Johnson hailed from Boydton, Virginia, eighty
         miles from Southampton Country, where Nat Turner rampaged. His parents lived through
         that incident. Johnson was handsome, with pitch-black skin, and henceforth would become
         a motif for soldiers of fortune, romancers of war, and the likes of Che Guevara and
         Mad Mike Hoare a century later.
      

      
       In 1866, Johnson enlisted in the army as an original member of the 10th Cavalry.
         He fought against the Cheyenne tribe on the Republican River. Johnson’s unit patrolled
         southern Colorado just before the Meeker Massacre. On September 29, 1879, a group
         of Ute warriors ambushed a large group of soldiers and militiamen near Milk Creek.
         The troops along the creek created a perimeter around their wagons with their dead
         animals. After a week of fighting, only four wounded horses remained. The situation
         was fast becoming desperate. The enemy had the unit pinned, and its men had run out
         of water. Johnson was charged with securing the outposts. As he scrambled desperately,
         shots ricocheted off the rocks around him. He had to inspire his men and return with
         water. His death would have resulted in his men dying of thirst or at the hands of
         hostile tribes, notorious for their prolonged torture techniques.[1]   The Utes were eventually defeated and ceded much of Colorado to white settlers.
         Johnson’s Medal of Honor citation read: “Voluntarily left the fortified shelter and
         under heavy fire at close range made the rounds of the pits, fought his way to the
         creek and back to bring water to the wounded.”[2]   However, heroes are rarely saints. At the time of the award, he was merely a private.
         Johnson already had been promoted to sergeant three times but had been demoted most
         recently for brawling.
      

      
      Johnson never rested on his laurels. His thirst for adventure motivated him to fight
         the Apaches for the next two years. Not one to give up so easily, Johnson reenlisted
         two months after he was discharged in 1883 to serve with the 10th Cavalry and was
         once again fighting the Apaches. His enemy had by now won a begrudging admiration
         for this “black demon.” Again, after this five-year enlistment ended in 1888, he rejoined
         with the Ninth Cavalry. Johnson’s final enlistment ended in 1898, when his ripened
         body simply could not continue, just before his unit was packed off to fight in the
         Spanish-American War. He died shortly after, living the life of a hundred men, embodying
         the term “hard to kill.”[3]  
      

       

      Born in 1875, Buffalo Soldier David Fagen of Tampa, Florida, served in the 24th Infantry
         Regiment. He fought in the Philippine-American War.[4]   His unit marched for weeks, often in waist-deep mud and through impenetrable undergrowth
         to the region of Luzon. Tropical diseases plagued the Americans. Ill and exhausted
         by the time they reached their objective, they subdued the enemy, captured a thousand
         combatants, and even flipped the area to the pro-American overlords.
      

      
      Nevertheless, throughout the conflict, reports came of war crimes committed by American
         forces. Scathingly, the Philadelphia Ledger’s Manila correspondent wrote: “The present war is no bloodless engagement; our men
         have killed to exterminate men, women, children, prisoners, and captives . . . from
         lads of ten up.” It continued, “the idea prevailing that the Filipino was little better
         than a dog.”[5]   The war resulted in the deaths of at least two hundred thousand Filipino civilians,
         mostly due to famine and disease. Some estimates approached a million casualties.[6]  
      

      
      Fagen witnessed and possibly participated in at least one such atrocity. It weighed
         heavily upon him. He detested the second-class treatment by U.S. forces toward black
         soldiers. Furthermore, he sympathized with the native Filipinos, whom the Americans
         regularly referred to as “niggers” and “gugus.”[7]  
      

      
      He eventually defected to the Filipino army in 1899. There he acquired the rank of
         captain in the Philippine Revolutionary Army. He became a successful guerrilla leader,
         and his men called him General Fagen.[8]   Besides clashing several times with American troops, his most famous action occurred
         during the fearless capture of a river steamer in Central Luzon. His crew seized the
         vessel’s cargo of weapons and quickly melted into the jungle. By the time American
         forces arrived, not a trace of the marauders could be found. His exploits had begun
         to take on mythical proportions on both sides of the conflict. Fagen’s cult triggered
         fear among army brass of mass black defections and called into question the fidelity
         of “Negro troops.” White officers grew frustrated at their inability to capture Fagen,
         who became something of an Osama bin Laden–like figure of his time.
      

      
      Fagen’s elusiveness became an obsession with the U.S. military and the American public.
         A substantial reward was offered for his capture—“dead or alive.” The course of his
         later life is uncertain. Some reports claim that a Filipino defector brought forth
         to the Americans his decomposed head. However, it was most commonly believed that
         Fagen took a young local wife and retired peacefully to live with her in the mountains.[9]   His legend lives on in the jungle, his name whispered before smoldering campfires.
      

       

      Bob Scanlon was a black American war hero who never served a day in the U.S. forces.
         Born in 1886, he was a natural athlete from Mobile, Alabama. Scanlon’s options in
         life were limited at best. Being lynched simply for being a handsome black man was
         always a possibility. Yet, unlike most of his peers, he found a way out of poverty
         by becoming a prize-winning boxer, following the first black celebrity sportsman,
         heavyweight champion Jack Johnson. Making his way across the Atlantic in the years
         before the Great War, he fought in England and France. It was in Paris that Scanlon
         first experienced the freedom, acceptance, and opportunity denied him at home. When
         the call aux armes came, he paid his debt to France by joining the famed French Foreign
         Legion. He fought bravely in World War I, was wounded, and just managed to live to
         tell about it. After cheating death for years, either the Spanish flu or a jilted
         woman ended his colorful life.[10]  
      

       

      Buffalo Soldiers became an emblematic symbol of the American Wild West, depicted in
         comics and film as battling Native Americans and protecting settlers. They were originally
         members of the 10th Cavalry Regiment formed in 1866 at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. The
         Buffalo Soldiers were established by Congress as the first peacetime Negro regiments,
         mostly out of gratitude for how well blacks fought in the Civil War.[11]   Though they now had their own units, this allowance was seen as formalizing segregation
         in the army.[12]   The Cheyenne tribe coined their nickname, the actual translation being “wild buffalo.”
         The Apache refined the term, stating that the soldiers “had curly, kinky hair . .
         . like bison.”[13]  
      

      
      This corps consisted of five regiments: the 9th and 10th Cavalry and the 24th, 25th,
         and the Second 38th Infantry Regiments.[14]   From 1866 to the 1890s, Buffalo Soldiers served in the Southwest and Great Plains
         regions. They participated in most of the military campaigns in these areas and earned
         a reputation for excellence.[15]   Nineteen enlisted men and officers from these regiments earned the Medal of Honor
         during the Indian Wars. In New Mexico, Buffalo Soldiers gave chase to Chiefs Victorio
         and Nana and their Apache warriors in Victorio’s War. The 9th Cavalry spent the last
         months of 1890 guarding the Pine Ridge Reservation during the Wounded Knee Massacre.
         They removed Sooners from native lands before Oklahoma statehood. In 1918 Buffalo
         Soldiers fought in the last engagement of the Indian Wars, the small Battle of Bear
         Valley in Arizona against Yaqui natives. In total, Buffalo Soldiers disproportionately
         composed up to a fifth of all army infantry and cavalry personnel. To their detriment,
         they also served various undesirable morale-sapping roles, from building roads, guarding
         posts, to escorting U.S. mail.
      

      
      During the peacetime formation years, the regiments were commanded by white commissioned
         officers and black noncommissioned officers. General of the Armies John Pershing was
         a divisive leader of the Buffalo Soldiers. He served with the 10th Cavalry Regiment
         from 1895 to 1897. Pershing had served as an instructor at West Point, where he was
         known as a disciplinarian with high standards. Cadets took to calling him “Black Jack”
         due to his respect for Negro servicemen that he led. In 1877 Henry Flipper became
         the first black graduate of West Point and the first black commissioned officer to
         lead Buffalo Soldiers. On September 6, 2005, the oldest surviving Buffalo Soldier,
         Mark Matthews, died at the age of 111. He was buried at Arlington National Cemetery.[16]  
      

      
      After the Indian Wars ended, the regiments fought in the 1898 Spanish-American War
         in Cuba. On February 15, nearly three hundred American sailors were killed when the
         USS Maine  blew up and sank in Havana harbor. The fighting began when Major General William
         Shafter led an expeditionary battle force, including three thousand blacks, into Cuba.
      

      
       Up to five thousand black civilians volunteered to join the fight. Some units had
         all-Negro officers. Negro regiments were nicknamed “Immune Regiments” since blacks
         were selected for the war under the ignorant belief that the “Negro race” was somehow
         resistant to tropical diseases. Never mind that successive generations of blacks had
         lived in North America.[17]  
      

      
      To prepare for the invasion of Cuba, Buffalo Soldiers were posted to the southeast
         United States for the first time in their history. They were initially billeted near
         Tampa, Florida, where overt racial discrimination was commonplace. Nevertheless, the
         worst racist act was committed not by locals but by northern whites in uniform. Troops
         from the Ohio National Guard entertained themselves by coaxing a two-year-old black
         child into the open to serve as a firing practice target. Shots were fired. The child’s
         mother was in hysterics but powerless to intervene. The youngster was injured but
         not killed. In a response that would be repeated, incensed Buffalo Soldiers rampaged
         through the city, though nobody died.[18]  
      

      
      Called the most integrated corps of the nineteenth century, Buffalo Soldiers fought
         up the slope of San Juan Hill along with the famous Rough Riders led by then Lieutenant
         Colonel Theodore Roosevelt. Men from the 24th Infantry were the first to raise the
         American flag atop that hill. Roosevelt commented, “no one can tell whether it was
         the Rough Riders or the men of the 9th who came forward with the greater courage to
         offer their lives in the service of their country.”[19]   Twenty-six Buffalo Soldiers died that day. Lieutenant Pershing wrote, “They fought
         their way into the hearts of the American people.”[20]   The Buffalo Soldiers took solace in the notion, albeit disputed, that they were
         liberating an oppressed indigenous and black people from the European imperialists.
      

      
      During one landing at Tayabacoa, Cuba, 10th Cavalry Privates William Thompkins and
         three others voluntarily went ashore in the face of enemy fire to rescue wounded American
         and Cuban comrades. Each was awarded the Medal of Honor. Thompkins was laid to rest
         at the Presidio’s San Francisco National Cemetery, along with another 450 black volunteers.[21]  
      

      
      Despite their gallantry, Roosevelt turned his back on his men and wrote: “Negro troops
         were shirkers in their duties and would only go as far as they were led by white officers.”[22]   As the black bodies piled up in Cuba in his wake, there was little love toward
         the cavalier president from the blacks. Racial politics continued to downplay the
         black troops’ contribution to the war. Although the Buffalo Soldiers comprised 12
         percent of the army’s infantry force and 20 percent of the cavalry, they received
         less than 4 percent of the Medals of Honor awarded. Government bureaucracy impeded
         the awards process, and the posting of blacks to desolate outposts reduced their visibility
         to the public eye.[23]  
      

      
      However, many blacks hoped that their young men’s heroism in Cuba and later in the
         Philippines perhaps would lead to “a new era for the Negro race” in earning equal
         rights.[24]   The media, in large part, honored the Buffalo Soldiers’ service with books, pictures,
         and editorials. One newspaper editor stated, “We are proud of our colored troops,
         the heroes of the day.”[25]  
      

       

      In 1899, Filipino nationalists led by Emilio Aguinaldo resisted the American presence
         and began attacking U.S. forces. At the time, the 24th Infantry was based in the mostly
         Mormon Salt Lake City, Utah, breaking with the tradition of being garrisoned in far-flung
         outposts. Mormon theology at that time held tenuous beliefs about blacks, believing
         that they were cursed and thus given dark skin. Modern interpretations suggested that
         Canaan was punished through Ham, his father, and that Ham had sex with the wife of
         his father, Noah. 
      

      
      The regiment’s stay hinted at the troubles that followed in the years to come.[26]   An editorial in the Salt Lake Tribune claimed that black soldiers were likely to attack local whites. An eloquent rebuttal
         letter penned by an uneducated 24th Infantry soldier stated that the men had “enlisted
         to uphold the honor and dignity of their country as [did] their fathers.”[27]   In a sad plea, he and his comrades “object to being classed as lawless barbarians.
         We were men before we were soldiers. . . . We ask the people of Salt Lake to treat
         us as such.”[28]   His somber words changed the locals’ hearts more than any rifle. Soon, blacks were
         integrating into various facets of local society. Allen Allensworth, one of only two
         black chaplains in the army, became a popular figure in civic and religious institutions.
         At the Buffalo Soldiers’ hero’s send-off, with applause and flags, black and white
         crowds cheered for the unit’s band and baseball teams. Their departure from Salt Lake
         City en route to the Philippines was somewhat better than that in Florida. The home
         newspaper even offered a contrite public apology for the city’s previous attitude.
      

      
      Nevertheless, within the black community in the United States, there was considerable
         opposition to intervention in the Philippines. Some troops openly questioned whether
         blacks should fight for a white government that treated them as second-class citizens.
         Many black leaders and black newspapers supported the idea of Filipino independence.
         Editors felt that it was wrong for the United States to subjugate colored peoples
         in a quest for empire building. In the jungle, Filipino insurgents exposed soldiers
         to propaganda, encouraging blacks to desert. Posters and leaflets addressed to the
         “Colored American Soldier” described lynchings and rampant discrimination in their
         home country, discouraging them from being an instrument of their white masters.[29]   Black discontent with wars against brown-skinned peoples and the opposing side’s
         courting of black defection continued throughout the century, most notably during
         the Vietnam conflict.
      

      
      Filipino resistance finally collapsed with the capture of their independence leader
         and the gradual wearing down of the indigenous fighters by the better armed and skilled
         Americans. After the elation of victory, one black infantryman described the likely
         result of their service. Fed up with the endless guarding and road building, he said:
         “We’re only regulars and black ones at that; they will [eventually] detail us to garrison
         the islands. Most of us will find our graves there.”[30]  
      

      
      The American entry into World War I came in April 1917 after more than two and a half
         years of efforts by President Woodrow Wilson to keep America out. Apart from an Anglophile
         lobby urging early support for the British and an anti-Tsarist element sympathizing
         with Germany’s war against Russia, public opinion reflected that of the president.
         This sentiment for neutrality was particularly strong among those of Irish and German
         descent and black church leaders. Even before the war started, American opinion was
         slightly more negative toward Germany. Emperor Wilhelm II increasingly seemed the
         aggressor after reports of atrocities in Belgium and the sinking of the passenger
         liner Lusitania. Wilson made minimal preparations for a land war, but he did authorize a major ship-building
         program for the U.S. Navy. The president was narrowly reelected in 1916 on an antiwar
         ticket.
      

      
       In 1917, with Russia experiencing revolutionary upheaval, Germany made a secret offer
         to help Mexico regain territories lost in the Mexican-American War. An encoded message
         known as the Zimmermann Telegram was intercepted by British intelligence. Publication
         of that communiqué outraged Americans just as German U-boats began sinking American
         merchant ships in the North Atlantic. Texans were particularly incensed at the thought
         of ceding their
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