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  A Jayhawk Adventurer


  Fred Funston’s boyhood ambition was to attend West Point. He failed to win an appointment. Yet sixteen years after that rejection, and having served in the U.S. military for only three years, he became a regular army brigadier general. He spent the final sixteen years of his life careening between military successes and professional setbacks often resulting from some intemperate remark, though another form of intemperance also harmed his army career. Short and—as he aged—increasingly stout, Funston was a bulldog compulsively charging into china shops.


  He was born on November 9, 1865, in his maternal grandparents’ Ohio inn, where Charles Dickens once stayed.1 The day after marrying Ann Eliza Mitchell in September 1861, Fred’s father, Edward Hogue Funston, left New Carlisle, Ohio, to serve as a Union artillery officer in the Civil War.2 Lida, as Fred’s mother was called, was 5 feet, 2 inches tall with a petite figure.3 Achingly beautiful as a young woman, she resembled Catherine Zeta-Jones in a bonnet. According to family lore, she was a great-grandniece of Daniel Boone, though the connection was probably apocryphal.4


  Edward Funston saw action in the 1863 siege of Vicksburg and 1864 Red River campaign in Louisiana.5 From December 16, 1864, until June 19, 1865, he served as a Union Army artillery instructor in the Pelican State. Given Fred’s birthdate, his parents must have been together at some point while Edward was assigned to that duty.


  When Fred was two, his father moved the family to a farm in the tiny town of Carlyle, Kansas, just north of Iola.6 Lida Funston had more refined tastes than might be expected of a pioneer woman. She arrived in Kansas, as her only daughter to survive childhood wrote, “attired in her Ohio finery, and bringing with her an extensive wardrobe of silks, hoops, skirts, poke bonnets, Dolman coats, Sable furs, and a green ‘watered silk’ opera cape.”7 She was “one of those dainty individuals who always sipped her tea with her little finger held upright, and who at all times strictly adhered to her Ohio code of correct table manners.”8 But Lida adapted to rural farm life surprisingly well. She liked to sing while cooking prairie chicken or cornmeal mush in a kitchen built by her husband with the help of the neighborhood schoolteacher.9 It was a musical household; Lida played a rosewood piano, accompanied by Edward on flute.10 The family, which grew to include five boys and a girl, worshiped at the Carlyle Presbyterian Church.11


  Despite being a relative newcomer, Edward Funston was elected as a Republican member of the Kansas House of Representatives in 1872.12 His booming voice earned him the nickname “Fog Horn Funston,”13 though he was also frequently called “Farmer Funston”14 and, by his political opponents, “mis-Representative Funston”15 and “Failure Funston.”16 He quickly advanced through a series of public offices: vice president of the Kansas State Board of Agriculture,17 Speaker of the Kansas House of Representatives,18 state senator, and state senate president pro tempore.19 In March 1884, he was elected to replace a congressman who died in office.20 He was reelected to Congress five times and served as chairman of the House Agriculture Committee from 1889 to 1891, the only years during his congressional tenure when Republicans controlled the House.21 For much of Edward Funston’s time in Washington, one of his fellow G.O.P. congressmen was William McKinley,22 who would later play an important role in Fred’s career.


  Edward Funston was forced out of Congress in 1894, when the House Democratic majority sustained an election challenge by Horace Ladd Moore, his Democratic opponent in the 1892 election.23 According to the election returns, Funston received eighty-one more votes than Moore.24 But the House adopted a report proclaiming his victory was tainted by “huge frauds in registration”; intimidation of Black Kansas City voters, who “generally despise Funston”; and other irregularities.25 The stridently partisan newspapers of the era portrayed his ouster as either legislative larceny26 or the righting of “a great wrong.”27 He obtained some measure of revenge by campaigning for the Republican candidate in the 1894 election, who reclaimed the seat from the Democrats.28


  Among Edward Funston’s principal political causes were protective tariffs and prohibition. He was a prominent supporter of an 1880 Kansas state constitutional amendment proclaiming that the “manufacture and sale of intoxicating liquors shall be forever prohibited in this state, except for medicinal, scientific and mechanical purposes.”29 His passion for prohibition led to his arrest in 1905 when, according to the arresting officer, Funston expressed approval after three Iola saloons were dynamited.30 The former congressman’s trial was held in Iola’s Grand Theatre to accommodate hundreds of spectators.31 A police court judge convicted him of disturbing the peace and carrying concealed weapons, resulting in a $10 fine plus $21.55 in court costs.32 But Funston appealed the case and the charges were ultimately dropped.33


  When Edward Funston died in 1911, one Kansas newspaper offered this assessment: “He never was a man of commanding ability but he had hard, common sense. He made bitter enemies, but he did not mind them much. He went his way. His services in Topeka were honorable and his services in Washington are equally so.”34


  Standing 6 foot, 2 inches and weighing 225 pounds, Edward Funston was physically formidable.35 His oldest son was not. As an adult, Fred Funston was 5 foot, 4 inches36—a third of a foot shorter than the average American man at the beginning of the twentieth century.37 A Kansas City newspaper joked that Fred “resembles his father about as much as a piccolo resembles a howitzer.”38


  Fred grew up a farm boy. After he finished his chores, he studied newspapers and books from his father’s well-stocked library, committing much of what he read to memory.39 He was particularly fond of poetry and could recite long passages of verse. But he also enjoyed the outdoors, making frequent hunting excursions into the woods.40 His childhood provided reminders that he lived in a frontier community. Carlyle was only about seventy miles from the part of Oklahoma then designated Indian Territory. Native Americans traveling along the road in front of the Funston homestead sometimes stopped in to be fed by Lida.41 Funston commuted to and from high school in Iola on the back of a Mexican pony that displayed, as described by one of his friends, a “most volcanic disposition.”42 Edward Funston offered this summary of Fred’s childhood: “he never was a bad boy, but never got into much trouble on account of being too good.”43


  Young Fred Funston yearned to attend the United States Military Academy at West Point.44 The sting of his failure to obtain admission was no doubt sharper because it was his father who denied him an appointment. One of Edward Funston’s perquisites as a congressman was the power to appoint a constituent as a West Point cadet. At that time, a congressman could place only one constituent in the entire Corps of Cadets, putting appointments on a four-year cycle.45 In 1884, Edward Funston had the opportunity to appoint a member of the class that would enter West Point the following year. It was his son Fred’s only chance; he would exceed West Point’s maximum admission age by the time his father could make another appointment.46 Congressman Funston staged a competitive examination to select his district’s appointee.47 His son passed the rigorous physical, but finished fourth of eleven applicants on the “academical examination.”48 The spot ultimately went to Charles Crawford, who graduated forty-first of forty-nine cadets in West Point’s Class of 1889.49 He and Fred Funston would later be assigned in the Philippines at the same time. Ironically, the officer who won the coveted spot at the United States Military Academy served there as a first lieutenant and captain,50 while the officer who never attended West Point significantly outranked him, arriving as a colonel and leaving as a brigadier general.


  Having failed to gain entrance to West Point, Funston enrolled at the University of Kansas in September 1886.51 At Lawrence, he joined a student body of about 500 young men and—somewhat surprisingly for the era—women.52 A college fraternity brother of Funston’s was William Allen White, who went on to become a Pulitzer Prize–winning news-paper editor known as the “Sage of Emporia.”53 White offered this vibrant description of his close friend Funston as a college student:



   He was a pudgy, apple-cheeked young fellow, just under five feet five, who seemed to have decided in his cradle to overcome his runty size by laughing at himself, clowning in short. He was clumsy but nimble. He walked swiftly but not too steadily, indulged in no athletic sports whatsoever, was a good rifle shot, had absolutely no sense of fear, physical or spiritual, was a poor to passable student, read widely, had vast areas of curious information, loved good clothes which he could not afford to buy, was methodical and rather meticulous in his habits, affectionate by nature; everyone in the fraternity loved him, and I clave to him like a brother.54




  Funston, he continued, “fell desperately in love every six months with a new girl.” His romantic quests “were always sincere, always decent, and always well directed. He never fell in love with a fool nor an ugly woman.” His affections, however, went unrequited. “Because of his size he could never hold the kind he loved. But he was perservering, and he never carried a broken heart after the first few days of surging sorrow when he was dismissed.”55


  Funston’s vocabulary included “unique and convincing profanity.”56 He deployed “a wide eclectic Spanish-Texan-Kansan-and-Old-English collection of oaths which he loved to juggle with in emotional moments.”57


  The son of one of Kansas’s leading prohibitionists was an avid drinker, a habit his fraternity brothers attempted to discourage because he “ just could not carry his liquor.”58 White explained, “One drink of hard cider at the liquor dives in the colored section of Lawrence would set him wild: his favorite diversion was to go around silently, solemnly, alone, overturning the board sidewalks of the town.”59 Alcohol transformed Funston from “a laughing man” into a suddenly serious misanthrope “solemnly doing strange, weird, unnecessary things.”


  Funston was an enthusiastic member of the Phi Delta Theta fraternity. There, as he later recounted, he found “congenial companionship and opportunities for social enjoyment,” though he had qualms about fraternities’ “regrettable” exclusivity.60 Funston didn’t find his school-work nearly as engaging. A professor characterized him as “never noisy, never self-assertive, nor particularly brilliant or studious, a little restless and uneasy.”61


  When Funston attended the University of Kansas, tuition was free; students’ financial contribution was limited to a $10 “contingent fee.”62 But the estimated total cost of attendance, including room and board, was $180 to $300 per year,63 equivalent to about $5,000 to $8,000 today. One faculty member later recalled that Funston “was entirely dependent upon his own resources.”64 There was some uncertainty as to whether Funston’s lack of financial support from then-Congressman Edward Funston was Fred’s choice or his father’s, though “the commonly received notion was that his father had told him if he thought a higher education worth getting he could go and get it.”65 After Fred became famous, his sister bristled at reports that their father had failed to fund his education, insisting they weren’t true.66 Whatever the reason, Fred worked as a K.U. tour guide while at Lawrence, shepherding visitors through the university’s museums and prominent sites.67


  One classmate described Funston during his university days as “homely as a rail fence and covered with freckles.”68 He would become more attractive in later years as he grew a close-cropped beard and, at least in his early military service, his physique and face thinned. Funston’s hair was chestnut and his eyes blue-gray, one iris darker than the other.69 His voice, as described by William Allen White, was “gentle” and “low-toned.”70


  Funston would later humorously recall his college years, noting “the weary hours I struggled over Caesar’s Commentaries, wondering how in one short life a man could find time to kill so many people and to write about it so voluminously.”71 After a year, Funston paused his studies for a succession of short-term jobs before returning to Lawrence in January 1889.72 But he remained only until mid-1890, when he left K.U. without either a degree or any particular plan for the rest of his life.73


  Funston’s father used his influence to land Fred a spot on an 1890 U.S. Department of Agriculture expedition collecting native grass seeds in North Dakota.74 Fred performed well enough to be selected for a botany collection expedition to California’s Death Valley and the surrounding mountain ranges the following year.75 Displaying his typical self-deprecating humor, he wrote to a friend that he was hired as an assistant botanist on the Death Valley expedition by “virtue of my ‘Pap’ being in Congress.”76 His duties included collecting plants, taking care of botanical specimens, and doing “the cussing for the outfit,” a task for which Fred considered himself “amply qualified.” He published accounts of the adventurous expedition in his hometown newspaper, a University of Kansas literary journal, and the New York Times.77


  After his Death Valley assignment, Fred journeyed to an even more remote location to continue his botany work: Yakutat Bay, Alaska.78 From May 19 to September 3, 1892, he collected 3,000 specimens of 154 different plant species while dispatching accounts of his exploits for publication in the Iola Register.79 The following year, he set off on an arduous seventeen-month USDA expedition during which he wintered in a secluded cabin in Canada’s Yukon Territory, where the temperature dropped to a low of 62 degrees below zero.80 The Iola Register once again published Funston’s dispatches from the great white north.81 One was written from McQuesten’s Post, which he described as “the farthest up river port of the great Alaska Commercial Company.”82 Funston mused that he wished “Mark Twain, Rudyard Kipling or some other of that ilk would drop in here some time and put in a season touching up the odd collection of white men who have drifted into this, the most northerly mining camp on the face of the earth.” Almost a decade later, Mark Twain would apply his prodigious skills to “touching up” Fred Funston himself. By the time he returned to what were then the Lower Forty-Four, Funston had traveled more than 3,500 miles through the Yukon Territory and Alaska.83


  More aimless employment followed, including a three-month lecture tour, a failed Mexican coffee plantation scheme, and a dreary job as an assistant auditor in the Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fe Railway Company’s New York City office.84 Then an evening at Madison Square Garden when Funston was thirty years old altered his life’s trajectory. Inspiration came in the unlikely form of a one-legged American scoundrel: Daniel E. Sickles.85


  F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote, “I once thought that there were no second acts in American lives.”86 Dan Sickles disproved that notion; his life included second, third, and fourth acts. In his varied career, Sickles was a congressman, general, ambassador, and murderer—though not in that order.


  Sickles first rose to prominence as a New York City lawyer. Despite a reputation for financial improprieties and flaunting his assignations with a Manhattan prostitute, he prospered through his connection to the Tammany Hall political machine.


  In 1852, at age thirty-three, he married fifteen-year-old Teresa Bagioli, who was probably already pregnant with their child.87 Seven years later, during his second term as a congressman from New York City, Sickles gunned down Philip Barton Key, the United States Attorney for the District of Columbia. The son of the “Star-Spangled Banner” author, Key had been carrying on a poorly concealed affair with Sickles’s wife. Tried for murder, Sickles was represented by a mid-nineteenth century legal dream team, including future secretary of war Edwin Stanton.88 His lawyers argued the killing was excused by temporary insanity. The jury acquitted him.89


  Sickles passed the rest of his congressional term relatively unobtrusively, though he scandalized polite society by resuming marital relations with Teresa after she had cuckolded him.90 As the New York World explained, after shooting “the alleged seducer of his wife,” Sickles “excited the loathing disgust of gentlemen and men of honor by creeping back to the bed which he had killed another man for defiling—cohabiting again with the dishonored wife whose shame he had published to the world and proved in a court of justice as a means of saving his neck from the gallows.”91


  After wisely declining to run for reelection, he raised a brigade—and became its brigadier general—to fight for the Union upon the outbreak of the Civil War.92 He improbably rose to command “Fighting Joe” Hooker’s Third Corps, making him the only corps commander on either side who wasn’t a West Point alumnus.93 Then came his blunder at Gettysburg, breaking the Union line by moving his corps half a mile out of position.94 But for the valiant defense of Little Round Top by Colonel Strong Vincent’s 3rd Brigade, Sickles might be remembered as the general who lost the Battle of Gettysburg. Instead, he’s remembered as the general who lost a leg there. While Sickles sat astride his horse during the battle’s second day, a cannonball struck his right knee.95 He was taken to an Army field hospital, where the leg was amputated.96 For the rest of his long life, Sickles took exceptional pride in his Civil War wound. His amputated leg was sent to the Army Medical Museum in Washington, where it was placed on display.97 He later made frequent pilgrimages to visit his lost limb at the museum.98 Mark Twain, who became Sickles’s neighbor in the early 1900s, observed that “the General valued his lost leg above the one that is left. I am perfectly sure that if he had to part with either of them he would part with the one he has got.”99 More than 150 years after the Battle of Gettysburg, the public can still view Sickles’s shattered right tibia and fibula at the National Museum of Health and Medicine.When Sickles’s friend and former commanding general Ulysses S. Grant became president in 1869, he appointed the wounded warrior as U.S. ambassador to Spain.100 His tenure in that post was filled with the scandalous drama that was Sickles’s hallmark.


  Still a Casanova as he turned fifty, and widowed since Teresa’s death of tuberculosis in 1867, he soon began an affair with Isabella II, the deposed Spanish queen.101 One of Sickles’s predecessors as U.S. ambassador to Spain described Queen Isabella as “a portly dame with a fat and unhandsome but good-natured looking face.”102 Sickles was dubbed the “Yankee King of Spain.”103 But in 1871, he suddenly married Carolina de Creagh, a close friend of his daughter’s.104 The twenty-year-old stepdaughter of a Spanish courtier was less than half her bridegroom’s age.105 After Sickles fathered two children with Carolina, they became estranged when she made a predictable discovery: “I learned that my husband had been untrue to me.”106


  In the spring of 1896, Sickles was seventy-six years old. Despite his age and missing appendage, he remained vigorous. The cause to which he now applied that vigor was Cuban independence from Spain. On May 25, 1896, a “Cuba Libre” fair opened at Madison Square Garden107—an opulent edifice designed by Stanford White that was, unlike its present-day namesake, on Madison Square.108 Sickles delivered the opening address. His remarks extolling the Cuban revolutionaries and denouncing Spain, the New York Sun reported, “set the crowd wild.”109 During “particularly gory” parts of his speech, hats “were thrown into the air, handkerchiefs were waved,” and the Cuban revolutionaries’ “flag with a single star was unfurled and shaken enthusiastically.”


  One member of that wild crowd was Fred Funston. He was, as he later recalled, impressed by Sickles’s “fiery and eloquent” speech.110 Even before attending the fair, Funston had “a vague sort of idea” that he might join the Cuban revolutionaries, though the notion arose “as much from a love of adventure and a desire to see some fighting as from any more worthy motive.” Sickles’s speech convinced him.111 After returning to the cheap boardinghouse that was his home, Funston “spent a sleepless night, as befits one who has just determined on going to his first war.”112 He would become a “filibuster”—a term then commonly used for a foreigner fighting in another country’s war.


  The next morning, Funston went to the Cuban revolutionary junta’s New York office and attempted to enlist.113 A junta attaché, no doubt skeptical of the unknown American’s motives, politely brushed him off. Funston belatedly realized that the junta might have feared he was “a fugitive from justice seeking a hiding-place, a worthless adventurer, or, worst of all, a spy in Spanish pay. It was evident that different tactics must be tried.”114


  Through a mutual friend, Funston obtained an appointment with Sickles at his Greenwich Village home.115 Mark Twain later described the general’s eccentric residence:


 
    It was a curious place. Two rooms of considerable size—parlors opening together with folding-doors—and the floors, the walls, the ceilings, cluttered up and overlaid with lion skins, tiger skins, leopard skins, elephant skins; photographs of the General at various times of life—photographs en civil; photographs in uniform; gushing sprays of swords fastened in trophy form against the wall; flags of various kinds stuck here and there and yonder; more animals; more skins; here and there and everywhere more and more skins; skins of wild creatures, always, I believe;—beautiful skins. You couldn’t walk across that floor anywhere without stumbling over the hard heads of lions and things. You couldn’t put out a hand anywhere without laying it upon a velvety, exquisite tiger skin or leopard skin and so on.




  Concluded Twain: “It was as if a menagerie had undressed in the place.”116


  Despite the odd furnishings and, as Twain noted, “a most decided and rather unpleasant odor,” Funston had an amiable visit with the septuagenarian general, leaving with a note from Sickles vouching for him.117 Sickles’s seal of approval won the trust of the junta’s leader—Tomás Estrada Palma—who agreed to arrange Funston’s transport to Cuba, where he could join the revolutionary forces.118


  Funston’s filibustering wasn’t just an adventure; it was a job. If the revolutionaries won independence, he would be paid $220 per month.119 He also planned to send articles chronicling his experiences to Harper’s Weekly.120


  While Funston awaited transportation to Cuba, the junta asked him to study artillery. Remembering his father’s stories of his Civil War artillery service, Funston relished the assignment.121 He visited the Cubans’ arms dealer, where an expert taught him “the mysteries of the Hotchkiss twelve-pounder breech-loading rifle.”122 Funston later recalled disassembling and reassembling the “ugly looking instrument of death to my heart’s content.” He perused the artillery piece’s instruction book and “a lot of formidable tables of velocities at various ranges.” Funston’s self-study impressed the junta members so much they asked him to train fif-teen Cuban expatriates on the use of a Hotchkiss stashed above a saloon on Third Avenue.


  While waiting in New York, Funston wrote a candid letter to his friend Charles Scott, the Iola Register’s publisher and later a five-term congressman, explaining his reasons for going to Cuba:



   I want to make some sort of reputation as war correspondent. I want to see a real live war for my own satisfaction. I want to go when I can for a time get away from some of my disappointments and bitterness against things in general. And I want to help in the task of boosting the unspeakable Spaniard body and breeches out of the unfortunate island that he has robbed and misgoverned for 400 long years.123




  Finally, in early August 1896, the junta notified Funston it was time for him to leave New York.124 After a ferry boat ride, three train trips, and a harrowing seaborne journey aboard a tugboat named Dauntless, Funston waded through the surf onto Cuba’s northeast coast on August 16, 1896, ready to begin his life’s next adventure as an insurrecto.125
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  Funston the Filibuster


  Awhale ship was Ishmael’s Yale and Harvard.1 Cuba was Funston’s West Point.


  During his seventeen months as an insurrecto, Fred Funston carefully studied the Cuban revolutionaries’ military tactics, which ranged from hit-and-run guerrilla engagements to massed attacks on fortified positions. He also scrutinized the leadership traits of the generals under whom he served. The most important aspect of Funston’s military education was his exposure to combat. By his own count, he fought in twenty-two battles and four sieges while in Cuba.2 He learned that he could maintain his composure in the swirl of confusion, stress, fear, adrenaline rush, and death of comrades on the battlefield. “I am not scared when the battle is on,” he discovered, “but I have the nervous jim-jams before it begins and I have nervous prostration after it is over.”3 He learned that he could kill the enemy with a soldier’s cool dispassion. Standing over the corpse of a Spanish sergeant he had gunned down, he felt no remorse. Instead, he likened the sensation to shooting a wolf or bear.4 His Cuban service trained him to accept the hardship of extended service in austere field conditions. He learned that success in battle depended on the logistics supplying the fighting force with food, water, forage, and ammunition. And he became fluent in Spanish, which would prove useful during his later service in the Philippines and Mexico. But Funston’s tuition for his education in Cuba was high. By the time he returned to the United States, he would characterize himself as “a battle-scarred and malaria-laden wreck of my old self,” adding, “I am only out of pain when asleep.”5


  When Funston arrived in Cuba, the war had been underway for almost eighteen months. It was the third—and final—Cuban revolution against Spanish rule during the second half of the nineteenth century. The Jayhawk filibuster was presented to Máximo Gómez, Generalísimo of El Ejército Libertador de Cuba—the Cuban Liberation Army. Funston described Gómez as “a thin, wiry man” whose “snow-white mustache and goatee” contrasted with his “swarthy complexion.”6 Then fifty-nine years old, the Generalísimo was a native of what is now the Dominican Republic.7 Ironically, Spain trained him in the art of war. As a Spanish cavalry officer, he fought against his own countrymen in the Dominican Annexation War before being relocated to Cuba when those hostilities ended in a Spanish defeat. After retiring from the Spanish Army, he joined the insurrectionists in the Ten Years’ War, an unsuccessful Cuban revolt against Spain fought from 1868 to 1878. Early in that conflict, he led a bloody assault on Spanish troops that culminated in a Cuban machete charge, resulting in his promotion to general. He demonstrated tremendous military acumen, rising to become the revolutionaries’ commander-in-chief by the war’s end. But he was once again forced into exile upon Spain’s victory in 1878. When Cubans launched another war for independence in 1895, he returned to reprise his role as the revolutionary forces’ commander-in-chief.


  Armed with what Funston described as a “Moorish scimitar,” Gómez was a “stern, hard-hearted man, with a violent temper.”8 But he was kindly toward the newly arrived American, thanking him through an interpreter and provisionally appointing him as an artillery officer. Funston wouldn’t receive an actual commission, Gómez explained, until he proved himself in combat. That opportunity came the following month at Cascorra, in central Cuba.


  At dawn on September 22, 1896, after aiming the same Hotchkiss twelve-pounder he had studied above the saloon on New York’s Third Avenue, Funston stood atop a parapet and yelled, “Fire!” to his gun crew below. Funston later described his first moment in combat: “I had forgotten to place my hands over my ears and was almost deafened by the crash within a few feet of my head. A fraction of a second later I saw a burst of flame and smoke from the upper part of the building” —a Spanish-occupied tavern that was his target—“and saw the bricks come tumbling down.”9 Funston then jumped down from his perch, landing “on the back of a Cuban patriot who was lying behind the parapet and put him out of that battle, the first casualty in the siege of Cascorra.”10 The first casualty of many, as the Cuban revolutionaries besieged the town for twelve days.11


  Funston and his gun crew soon came under fire. While being shot at for the first time, he noted the bullets’ “peculiar popping noises” overhead.12 As the Spaniards concentrated their fire on his artillery position, “the air was alive with bullets that buzzed like bumble bees gone mad.”13 He was soon struck by a bullet for the first time. “As I was aiming the gun for about the twelfth shot, I felt a hard blow on the sole of my left foot and made a fall,” Funston recalled. “A bullet had split the sole of my left shoe and knocked off the heel, but had inflicted no more severe injury than a considerable bruise.”14 Penning a letter during a break in the artillery barrage caused by the insurrectos’ shortage of shells, Funston noted that “there is something about the business that I like, it is so red hot and interesting.”15


  The revolutionaries ultimately abandoned the siege as a large Spanish relief force arrived at the embattled garrison.16 The next night, the Spaniards stealthily evacuated Cascorra.17 Gómez was eager to reengage. After a daylong forced march, the revolutionaries caught up to their enemies. The adversaries were positioned to clash early the next morning. With no artillery ammunition left, Funston asked for and received permission to participate in a cavalry charge that was to commence the insurrectos’ attack.


  “At four o’clock in the morning,” Funston recounted, “came the order á caballo (to horse), passed down the line in whispers.”18 By daybreak, 479 mounted revolutionaries formed on an estate called Desmayo19—soon to lend its name to the battle fought there. Along with his fellow American filibusters, Funston was on the cavalry formation’s right wing.20 He felt overwhelming trepidation as a thick fog obscured the landscape, limiting visibility to about ten yards.


  Finally, Funston and his fellow revolutionaries heard the sounds of an approaching army of “more than 2000 men splashing along the muddy road, with the accompanying jingle and rattle of their arms and equipment.”21 When a breeze cleared the fog, the revolutionaries saw the Spaniards formed in an imposing infantry square supported by two artillery pieces. After half a minute of indecision on both sides, Gómez’s bugler blew the signal to charge. “The effect was magical and instantaneous,” Funston recounted. “The moments that followed were, it seems to me, worth some years of humdrum existence, and it would be a mighty poor sort of man whose heart would not thrill as his mind went back to that wild charge across the Cuban savanna.” Advancing in a line, the insurrectos began at a trot, then sped to a gallop as they fired carbines over their horses’ heads. Amid “the terrific din rose the yells of Viva! Viva Cuba! Adelante, adelante! Arriba, arriba!”22


  When the cavalrymen had covered about forty yards, the Spaniards opened fire in a series of volleys. The air “seemed full of the spiteful crackling of Mauser bullets.”23 As the mounted insurrectos sped forward, Spanish artillery diminished their numbers with canister rounds. “Men and horses were falling on every side,” Funston continued, “while above the crash of rifle volleys and the booming of cannon rose the frantic cheers of the Cubans and the thunder of nearly two thousand hoofs.” Rather than charging into the Spanish formation, where their horses would be vulnerable to bayonets and machetes, the revolutionaries “rode furiously up and down the line at a distance of from twenty to forty yards, emptying carbines and revolvers into the faces of the Spanish infantry.” The Spaniards “were now shooting wildly,” most of their rounds passing over the cavalrymen’s heads. A crescendo of Remington rifle fire erupted on the horsemen’s right. Three hundred Cuban revolutionaries on foot were shooting into the Spanish infantry square. That attack forced the Spaniards into a well-ordered retreat.


  Only five minutes passed between the bugle call to charge and the battle’s end. But what a deadly five minutes. More than half the revolutionary cavalrymen were killed or wounded. And half of those who remained uninjured lost their mounts. Among the unhorsed was Funston. “My horse was shot dead under me forty yards from the Spanish lines and I cut my saddle off and got out,” he wrote soon after the battle.24 Funston was hazardous to horses’ health. During his Cuban service, he tallied nineteen mounts lost “in one way or another.”25 Having proven himself in combat, Funston was commissioned as a captain in the Cuban Liberation Army.26


  The cavalry charge at Desmayo was one of his few moments as a fili-buster that matched Funston’s romantic preconception of war. He later likened it to the charge of the Light Brigade, the “Noble six hundred” of Alfred, Lord Tennyson’s timeless poem.27 The rest of Funston’s Cuban service was an exhausting slog. He recounted that he and his fellow insurrectos were for weeks so famished that men often became delirious from hunger. Many a day the sole “ration” consisted of a few sticks of sugar cane which we chewed swallowing the juice, and I recall how often I waked from a troubled sleep in which my dreams had been of bacon and kindred things. There was not even a tent for the commanding general, and we simply ignored the weather. I was an officer, but only five nights in a year and a half did I sleep under cover, and I had no blanket, not even for my horse; for five months I had not a stitch of underwear. My outfit consisted of a hammock, a poncho, revolver, machete, pair of field glasses, the clothes on my person, and not one other thing.28


  Funston’s hardships were lightened somewhat by two servants, one who cooked for him and another who cared for his succession of horses.29


  Soon after the Cascorra campaign, Generalísimo Gómez’s command was consolidated with the revolutionary forces under Gen. Calixto García—he of “A Message to Garcia” fame. Like Gómez, García was a veteran of the Ten Years’ War. García, as described by Funston, “was a man of most striking appearance, being over six feet tall and rather heavy, and his hair and mustache were snow-white.”30 His most distinctive feature was a hole in the middle of his forehead, which he plugged with a wad of white cotton. In danger of imminent capture by the Spaniards during the Ten Years’ War, García placed a revolver under his jaw and pulled the trigger. A Spanish surgeon saved his life, but the suicide attempt left the wound to his forehead, which never fully healed. A solemn leader, García seldom smiled or laughed.31 Funston nevertheless described him as “a courteous and kindly gentleman. His bearing was dignified, but he was one of the most approachable of men.”32 While the American filibusters regarded Gómez “with something akin to awe or fear,” García inspired “a feeling of affection.”33 Funston explained, “He was always so just and so considerate, and though some of us must have exasperated him at times, so far as I know he never gave one of us a harsh word. When the provocation was sufficient, however, he could be terribly severe with his own people.”


  With the consolidation of Gómez’s and García’s armies, Funston found himself under the command of Maj. Winchester “Win” Osgood. A famous multisport college athlete, Osgood was best known for his prowess playing football first at Cornell and then for the University of Pennsylvania.34 He coached the Indiana University football team during the early part of the 1895 season, but was demoted after losing to DePauw University 14–0.35 He also continued to play football as a halfback for the Indianapolis Light Artillery athletic club.36 His team’s name proved prophetic; in April 1896, Osgood sailed to Cuba as a filibuster and was soon given command of Gen. García’s artillery.37


  In October 1896, the combined Gómez and García forces besieged a Spanish garrison at the town of Guáimaro in eastern Cuba.38 Early in the siege, the Cubans captured an enemy blockhouse and installed a twelve-pounder artillery piece inside, cutting out part of a wall to fire through.39 As the battle progressed, Osgood made an adjustment to the gun’s sights. Then, Funston recounted, the men in the blockhouse “heard a bullet strike him with a sound like a base-ball being thrown against a building.”40 A Spanish sniper had fired a round into Osgood’s head. The famous athlete “sank across the trail of the gun, unconscious, and was lifted from it by his horror-stricken comrades and hurried down the hill to one of the dressing-stations,” Funston continued. “He did not recover consciousness, and in four hours was dead.”41 Several American filibusters had been wounded in combat, but Osgood was the first killed.42 The remaining Americans sat dazed in the blockhouse, transfixed by Osgood’s blood spattered on the gun. Then came word from headquarters that Funston would assume Osgood’s position as Jefe de la Artillaría of the Departamento del Oriente. The Americans reentered the battle, resuming their artillery fire.43 After a siege lasting thirteen days, the Spanish garrison surrendered to the Cuban revolutionaries.44 Following the victory, Funston was promoted to “comandante,” the Spanish term for major.45 Osgood was buried without a casket under a mango tree.46


  More battles and skirmishes, more deaths of comrades and enemy soldiers, followed.47 The Cuban Liberation Army split, with all the artillery assigned to Gen. García, under whom Funston served for the rest of his time in Cuba.48


  An American journalist who met Funston in Cuba around that time provided this description: “His long, uncombed hair stuck through the holes of an old Panama hat; his beard, unkempt, half concealed his face; he wore a loose, faded cotton shirt; his trousers were torn in shreds and hung in dangling strips below his knees; his shoes were mere sandals, and he had no socks.”49 Stooping over a fire as he used a stick for a fork and a banana leaf as a plate, Funston griped, “The same food—always the same food—yams—how I hate yams!”


  During much of Funston’s service, the Cuban revolutionaries were near defeat.50 They sustained heavy casualties during an unsuccessful attack on a large Spanish garrison at Jiguaní, in eastern Cuba, on March 14, 1897.51 Among the wounded was Funston, one of his arms broken by a fragment from a Spanish artillery shell.52 As he later described the incident, “I saw a dark object coming toward me. Involuntarily I threw my hands to my eyes. There was a dull explosion, and my left arm fell mangled to my side.”53


  By May 1897, the Jayhawk filibuster had grown morose. After trying to send a couple of articles to Harper’s Weekly early in his Cuban service, he had abandoned his plan to simultaneously fight the war and report on it.54 He confessed in a letter to his friend Charles Scott that he “shed some unmanly tears” while contemplating his situation.55 He worried that the “best of my life is behind me” and felt “nothing can ever occur that can make me thoroughly happy.”56 He mused, “Would it be such an awful thing after all if I met the fate of my predecessor, Osgood, who in half a second went from the full vigor of manhood into Eternity.”


  Funston almost met that fate during a battle on June 20. A bullet went through his torso, piercing both lungs and missing his heart by less than an inch.57 Funston believed the Mauser round’s unique characteristics saved his life. The Mauser was a high-velocity German-made bolt-action rifle whose magazine could hold five rounds of steel-tipped ammunition.58 Funston explained, “A lead bullet will flatten itself against a bone, and inflict a terrible tearing wound. But the Mauser bullet penetrates the bone and leaves a hole just the size of the bullet.”59 While in a jungle hospital receiving medical care for his wound, Funston contracted typhoid, impeding his recovery.60 But he returned to duty in time to participate in the revolutionaries’ greatest victory during his service in Cuba.


  At the end of August 1897, the insurrectos fought a fifty-one-hour battle at Las Tunas in eastern Cuba.61 Funston and his artillerists played an important role, including their effective use of a newly received weapon: a Sims-Dudley dynamite gun.62 The low-velocity artillery piece fired a shell containing five pounds of nitrogelatin. A shot from the dynamite gun began the battle. “When the lanyard was pulled the gun gave what sounded like a loud cough, and jumped a little,” Funston reminisced. The artillerists weren’t sure the gun had fired its projectile until they looked at a Spanish cavalry barracks 500 yards away and saw what Funston called “a most astounding spectacle.” Part of the barracks’ “brick wall was blown in, making a hole large enough to have admitted a good-sized truck, while the sound of a dull explosion was borne to our ears. A cloud of dust and fragments of the wall rose fifty feet in air and descended in a shower on the roof.”63 The dynamite gun, Funston soon learned, “was not of much use” against earthworks or well-constructed buildings “other than for its terrifying effect, but it blew blockhouses and the weaker class of buildings to rubbish in a few shots.”64


  Funston missed some of the fighting when a severe malaria attack rendered him alternately delirious and unconscious.65 Recovering before the battle’s end, he was on hand for the Spaniards’ ultimate surrender. As the Cuban revolutionaries took control of a Spanish infantry barracks, the famished Funston rushed to the building’s kitchen, where he slashed open a can of sausages with his machete. Gorging on the sausages “in the most primitive way imaginable,” he recounted, “I saw two Spanish officers looking at me with disgust plainly evident on their features, but feeling sure that I would never meet them socially, went on appeasing my hunger.”66


  Recognizing his gunners’ crucial role in the battle, Gen. García promoted all the surviving artillery officers one grade, elevating Funston to teniente coronel—lieutenant colonel.67 The victory, however, had been costly. Two of Funston’s nine artillery officers died and another three were wounded, while half his enlisted soldiers were killed or disabled.68 Funston estimated the overall casualty rates as a third for the Cubans and 40 percent for the Spaniards.69 But one group of fighters suffered 100 percent fatalities. The Cuban forces took pride in their humane treatment of Spanish soldiers captured in battle.70 They made an exception, however, for loyalist Cuban guerrilleros fighting for their Spanish colonizers. The guerrilleros were infamous for killing helpless revolutionaries, including those lying prostrate in field hospitals.71 So in combat between Cuban guerrilleros and insurrectos, Funston noted, “it was a fight to the death, quarter being neither asked nor given.”72 Upon the fall of the Las Tunas infantry barracks, the guerrillero detachment’s captain asked what terms his men would be given. The battle’s victors replied: “The same that you have given the helpless wounded in our hospitals.” The guerrilleros then displayed what Funston considered commendable courage by marching out of their barracks and throwing down their arms before being “cut down with the machete.” The slaughter was “a shocking spectacle,” Funston explained, “but it was retributive justice if there is such a thing, for these men never knew what mercy was.”73


  Just after that battle, Funston typed a letter to Charles Scott confiding that he would soon return to the United States. “I have been so broken down by the hardships that I have undergone that I am coming home for good thinking that I have done my share for Cuban independence,” Funston wrote.74 “In a few weeks I shall ask for my leave and shall be home for Christmas, possibly before.” He added, “I don’t like to quit now, but a man who has fought through four sieges and twenty-two battles ought to rest a bit.” But before leaving Cuba, Funston would receive another serious wound—though this time not in combat. While trying to ride away from a rainstorm in October 1897, he later explained, “my horse slipped on a high bank and fell on me. My hip was contused between the weight of the horse and a gnarled stick,” leading to chronic inflammation. “It gives me infinitely more trouble than the shot through the lungs. That healed up in a few weeks.”75


  The month after injuring his hip, Funston engaged in what proved to be his final skirmish of the Cuban revolution. He provided a typically self-effacing account: “I distinguished myself greatly by running my horse into a barb wire fence in the mad attempt to increase the distance between myself and a body of pursuing Spanish cavalry. I was not mentioned in the official report.”76


  Near the end of November 1897, Funston asked Gen. García for leave to seek medical care in the United States, promising to return to Cuba when his health improved.77 García agreed, but permission from the revolutionaries’ civil authorities was also required. Carrying a pass from García, Funston rode out of the revolutionaries’ camp with Lt. James Pennie, an 1893 graduate of St. John’s College in Annapolis who arrived in Cuba a few months before Funston.78 Presenting themselves to the revolutionary civil authorities, they asked for permission to return to the United States.79 To their surprise, the secretary of war denied the request.80 Funston and Pennie decided to desert.81


  As they made their way toward Cuba’s north coast, Funston—riding ahead of his countryman—was captured by a group of six Spanish soldiers, though he managed to warn Pennie, who escaped.82 Funston told the Spaniards his name was Bernard Malloy and he had left the Cuban revolutionaries to accept amnesty.83 As he later explained, “I chewed and swallowed the only incriminating paper I had,”84 his pass from Gen. García. He was court-martialed under the fake name he gave the Spanish soldiers, but was released after swearing he would never again fight against Spain.85 He wrote to Charles Scott:



   The cold, hard facts are that I lied to that court martial in a way that ought to stultify me forever. It is not a handsome thing to say that I did, but just after my acquittal I borrowed a copy of the Statutes of Mesopotamia and found the following paragraph. “Lying is bad business. But it is better that a string of whoppers be told than that a Kansas man should spend many months in a Spanish jail.”86




  On New Year’s Day 1898, a Spanish general gave “Bernard Malloy” a pass to proceed to Havana.87 The U.S. consul there was Fitzhugh Lee. A former Confederate cavalry general, Lee was the progeny of two of Virginia’s most prominent families. On his father’s side, he was Light-Horse Harry Lee’s grandson and Robert E. Lee’s nephew, while on his mother’s, he was a great-great-grandson of George Mason.88 Lee graduated from West Point in 1856 and fought against the Comanche before resigning his commission upon Virginia’s secession.89 He was soon serving as a Confederate cavalry officer under J. E. B. Stuart.90 Gen. Joseph E. Johnston lauded him as “an officer of rare merit, capacity, and courage,” from “a family in which military genius seems an heirloom.”91 By the time his uncle surrendered at Appomattox, Fitz Lee was a major general in command of the Army of Northern Virginia’s cavalry remnants.92 He went on to serve four years as Virginia’s governor in the 1880s.93


  In 1896, President Grover Cleveland appointed the former rebel—now a corpulent sixty-year-old with a walrus mustache—as U.S. consul-general in Cuba, then still a Spanish possession.94 Excelling in the post, Lee was retained as consul when William McKinley became president the following year. Lee was particularly successful in securing the release of American prisoners in Spanish custody.95 He negotiated a regime under which, he explained, Americans “captured in the insurgent ranks were invariably turned over to me and I sent them to the United States.”96 That well-established practice likely saved Funston from a more dire fate following his capture by Spanish soldiers.


  Lee described Funston as “a hungry, hunted-looking chap” when he arrived at the American consulate on January 4, 1898.97 “As he entered he glanced around as though he was expecting a policeman to arrest him any minute.”98 In Funston’s self-description, “Dressed in a torn and dirty Cuban uniform, I looked like a relic of some battle.”99 Lee—whose zealous defense of American interests in Cuba had provoked death threats—was suspicious of the stranger.100 But Funston soon relieved his concern, describing his grueling service with the insurrectos. Lee remarked, “Well, you look like a rebel.” Funston replied, “That’s what I am.” With a chuckle, Lee told his visitor, “I was a rebel once, too, but damn me if I was as bad a looking rebel as you are.”101


  Returning Funston to the United States was urgent. Lee feared that if the Spaniards learned that “Bernard Malloy” was actually Gen. García’s former artillery chief, “they would arrest him and take him to Morro Castle, where he would be placed against a wall and a volley of musketry would end him.”102 Lee provided the bedraggled filibuster with new clothes, buying them off the rack to avoid a possibly fatal delay to have a suit tailored. The consul also bought Funston a ticket on a U.S.-bound steamship.103


  SS City of Washington docked at New York City on January 10, 1898, returning Funston to the place where his adventure began seventeen months earlier.104 Upon disembarking on a chilly 39-degree day, Funston was interviewed by reporters, one of whom described him as “shivering without an overcoat and shaking with malaria on the Ward Line dock.”105 Another reporter noted Funston’s yellowed skin, his hands and arms “as thin as a mummy’s.”106


  Funston wrote to Charles Scott that he couldn’t go home to Kansas for several weeks because “I have to go into a hospital and be cut into small slices, then lie in bed until I grow together again.”107 Becoming more serious, Funston acknowledged that “I am in a bad fix physically. People here who knew me say I have aged ten years and I certainly feel pretty old.” He concluded, “It is a rank shame that I can’t go home right away, but there is no doubt that the only way for me to come out of this thing is to be treated in a good hospital.”


  Writing again to Scott eleven days later, Funston humorously described the operations he had endured:



   A large rude surgeon who when a small boy no doubt amused himself pulling the legs off of grasshoppers and skinning rabbits alive, has been around here stirring up my anatomy with a lot of stuff from a hard ware store. I think he had knives, saws, monkey wrenches, crowbars and two or three things which I do not know the name of. Whew, I can taste that cold steel yet.108




  Funston recuperated sufficiently to return to his parents’ Kansas home on February 8, 1898.109 His cousin Burton J. “Bert” Mitchell was among those who greeted him.110 Bert and Fred had a longstanding close relationship. When Fred went on a lecture tour in 1895 following his return from Alaska, Bert worked as his traveling advance agent.111 By 1896, Bert was in the real estate business in Iola.112 That same year, he served as vice president of a committee supporting William McKinley’s successful presidential campaign.113 In 1897, he added an insurance company to his business portfolio.114 Upon their reunion, the two cousins, as described by the local newspaper, “acted like girls and talked away into the night.”115


  The week after Funston’s return to Kansas, a massive explosion ripped through the USS Maine’s hull in Havana’s harbor. Two officers and 264 crewmembers died.116 Funston offered his opinion—almost certainly correct in hindsight117—that the explosion resulted not from some nefarious Spanish plot, but rather from an accident.118 A Navy court of inquiry would soon erroneously blame the explosion on “a submarine mine,” while declining to identify the guilty party.119 Still, the official conclusion that a mine sank the ship was sufficient to propel the United States to war with Spain.


  Just after the Maine’s sinking, Funston launched a commercially successful lecture tour of Kansas.120 Tickets to one of his presentations, which typically lasted about two hours,121 cost 25 cents, with another 10 cents added for a reserved seat.122


  One of Funston’s lectures proved especially significant. On March 3, 1898, he spoke to an audience of 600 at a fundraising event for the Topeka Brotherhood Protective Order of Elks.123 Among the dignitaries seated onstage was Kansas Governor John W. Leedy. According to one account of the evening, “Funston was not a good lecturer. He simply narrated the events of the Cuban war. Owing to the bullet holes through his lungs his voice was very weak, but his remarks were intensely interesting.”124 After the lecture, at a reception lasting well past midnight, Governor Leedy heard even more about Funston’s Cuban exploits.125 The next month, shortly before declaring war against Spain, Congress passed a law authorizing President McKinley to raise a Volunteer force to augment the Regular Army.126 McKinley issued a proclamation calling for each state and the District of Columbia to provide its proportionate share of 125,000 temporary citizen-soldiers.127 Governor Leedy appointed Funston as a colonel in command of the first Volunteer regiment to be raised in the state, soon to be designated the 20th Kansas.128


  The wandering adventurer had finally found his calling. Funston would spend the rest of his life as a U.S. Army officer.



  

  3


  

  The Fighting Twentieth


  Both Col. Fred Funston and the Kansans he would soon lead in battle made poor first impressions on the U.S. Army. They ignored Polo-nius’s precept that “the apparel oft proclaims the man.”1


  After assuming command of the 20th Kansas, Funston was summoned to Tampa, where a U.S. Army expeditionary force was preparing to invade Cuba.2 That invasion would be led by William Rufus Shafter. A Civil War veteran, Shafter was awarded the Medal of Honor for his valor during the Peninsula Campaign.3 He spent much of his Army career leading Buffalo Soldiers in the American West, where he was nicknamed “Pecos Bill.”4 But by 1898, Shafter had decayed into a gout-ridden sixty-two-year-old brigadier general in command of the Department of California.5 One subordinate officer described him as “just beastly obese.”6 He was, nevertheless, well-connected with the War Department’s leadership, resulting in his selection to command the U.S. Army’s V Corps in the war against Spain.7


  Shafter weighed roughly three times as much as the diminutive colonel who arrived at Tampa to share his knowledge of Cuba and the Spanish forces there. His size wasn’t the only unimpressive thing about Funston. Self-conscious about outranking so many officers who had served in the Army for decades, he declined to don his colonel’s uniform, reporting for duty in civilian clothes instead.8 He finally put on his uniform at the urging of Shafter’s headquarters.9 Even when properly attired, Funston perplexed the V Corps staff. His account of the battles he fought in Cuba seemed bizarre.10 It wasn’t U.S. Army doctrine to establish artillery positions within easy rifle range of the enemy, as the insurrectos regularly did during Funston’s service with them.


  While Funston was underwhelming the V Corps’ leadership in Florida, the 20th Kansas was dispatched to California, where it became part of the U.S. Army’s newly established VIII Corps.11 The Kansans had expected to be supplied with uniforms from Fort Leavenworth when they mustered in Topeka. So new recruits who hadn’t previously served in the National Guard were told to report wearing old clothes to be discarded once they received their Army uniforms. “The result,” as described by Funston, “was that about seven hundred men of my regiment reached Topeka clad in a fearful and wonderful aggregation of seersucker coats, linen dusters, and ‘ice-cream’ trousers.”12 Contrary to expectations, the regiment was issued enough uniforms for only about a third of its soldiers. When the eccentrically accoutered 20th Kansas arrived in California, Funston conceded, the regiment became “the laughing stock of the whole Pacific coast.”13


  The Kansans didn’t expect to remain in San Francisco long; they anticipated quickly shipping out to the Philippines to fight the Spaniards. It wasn’t to be. The regiment initially bivouacked at an abandoned racetrack west of the city dubbed “Camp Merritt” in honor of the upcoming expedition’s commanding general.14 The site, originally a swamp, had been filled with sand, manure, and debris
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  Post-Palanan


  The Captors


  Russell Hazzard


  Russell Hazzard followed up his success in the Palanan Expedition by leading a dangerous snatch-and-grab operation. He and a small group of commandos surreptitiously penetrated a Philippine Army camp on the island of Mindoro, where they captured a notorious U.S. Army deserter turned high-level enemy officer.1 But as his army career continued, Hazzard deteriorated into a self-destructive alcoholic. Continuing a trend since he was first commissioned, he constantly failed to pay his debts to numerous creditors.2 He also suffered from an extraordinary assortment of health problems, including acute rheumatism, dysentery, acute gastritis, recurrent malaria, and—particularly inconvenient for a cavalry officer—acute hemorrhoids.3 A fight with another officer left him unconscious, his nose broken.4 In 1905, a court of inquiry held him responsible for the loss of $565 in post exchange funds at Fort Clark, Texas.5 The following year, despite voluminous evidence of Hazzard’s guilt, a court-martial acquitted him of being absent without leave.6 In 1907, he added broken ribs and gonorrhea to his long list of medical maladies.7 Soon he faced yet another court-martial, this time for offenses including embezzlement and bigamy.8 The bigamy charge resulted from the forty-one-year-old Hazzard’s marriage to May Maseth, a twenty-four-year-old Detroit resident.9 She was reportedly “an accomplished pianist,” while Hazzard was “a pretty good vocalist.”10 Regardless of the couple’s musical compatibility, the wedding exacerbated Hazzard’s legal woes. While he told his new bride he was divorced, in fact he remained married to the same wife he left behind when he first deployed to the Philippines in 1898.11


  Hazzard’s trial was called off almost immediately after it began. Governor George Curry of the New Mexico Territory had been a Rough Rider officer under Theodore Roosevelt’s command in Cuba before serving with the Hazzard brothers in the Philippines. He used his influence to divert Hazzard’s case from a court-martial to a retirement board.12 The resulting board found that Hazzard suffered from “Mental deterioration (Psychogenic paranoid condition) apparently the result of worry and anxiety on a mind enfeebled by chronic alcoholism.”13 Crucially, the board concluded that Hazzard’s condition didn’t result from his army duties14—essentially holding him morally responsible for his medical problems and misconduct. If approved, the finding would deprive him of an army pension. The secretary of war at the time was Luke Wright, who fought against the U.S. Army as a Confederate soldier four and a half decades before being appointed to lead it.15 Secretary Wright provided an epitaph to Hazzard’s army service: “He was undoubtedly enterprising and brave, but, like a good many other men whom I have known, he seems to have always craved excitement and to have lacked moral stamina.”16 President Theodore Roosevelt personally approved his discharge without a pension.17


  Hazzard volunteered to reenter the army during World War I, an offer the War Department wisely ignored.18 In 1921, following an interstate check bouncing spree, Hazzard killed himself in a Seattle hotel room.19


  O.P.M. “Happy” Hazzard


  Russell Hazzard’s younger brother had a far more successful post-Palanan army career. Of the American officers who participated in the expedition, only Happy Hazzard served in combat during World War I. As a lieutenant colonel, he led a mounted cavalry squadron in France. His unit’s main contribution to the war effort was demonstrating the unsuitability of horsemen for the twentieth-century battlefield.20 He later commanded the 39th Infantry Regiment during the Argonne-Meuse offensive.21


  In 1924, Hazzard was retroactively awarded three Silver Star citations for his Philippine-American War service, including one for “gallantry in action against Insurgent forces in the capture of General Emilio Aguinaldo.”22 He retired from the army as a colonel in 1931.23


  Despite being sixty-five years old when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor, Col. Hazzard returned to active duty during World War II.24 Stationed at the Presidio in San Francisco, he helped the Western Defense Command exclude Japanese subjects and American citizens of Japanese descent from the West Coast.25 His duties included training army officers who sat on hearing boards considering individual cases, indoctrinating them with racist pseudoscience.26 “Some psychologists and students of the human brain say the Japanese are considered a very primitive people so far as racial characteristics are concerned and so far as brain development is concerned,” he lectured.27 Col. Hazzard warned that even those who are American citizens “belong to an alien race, an alien enemy race.”28 Failure to evaluate them differently than Westerners, Col. Hazzard admonished the hearing board members, would “not be faithful to your own obligation, to your oath as an officer of the United States.”29 A little more than two months after V-J Day, Hazzard re-retired.30 He died in 1960 at the age of eighty-three.31


  Harry Newton


  Harry Newton suffered an injury and killed a man during World War I, but not in combat. As a colonel stationed at Fort MacArthur in San Pedro, California, in October 1917, Newton drove off a highway. The car rolled over twice as it slid down the side of a canyon.32 While Newton survived the crash, his passenger—the publisher of the San Pedro News—did not.33


  A year later, Newton came under investigation for graft.34 He was tried by a general court-martial and somehow acquitted despite overwhelming evidence that he took kickbacks from army contractors and misused funds entrusted to him. His defense counsel made sure to remind the court-martial members of Newton’s role in capturing Aguinaldo.35 The following year, the fifty-three-year-old Newton was retired due to physical disability incident to service36—a status that, unlike Russell Hazzard’s, entitled him to a pension. He lived another twenty-six years.37


  Burton J. “Bert” Mitchell


  After marrying a woman from western New York, 1st Lt. Bert Mitchell resigned his commission in 1910 to pursue a business career there.38 He returned to the army during World War I, though his duties were considerably less dramatic than his Philippine service. After an assignment in the inspector general’s office in Washington, DC, Maj. Mitchell became Maj. Gen. J. Franklin Bell’s aide-de-camp at Governor’s Island, New York.39 After the war, Mitchell ran a building supply company in Niagara Falls. Following a lengthy decline in health, he died in 1941 at the age of sixty-nine.40


  Lazaro Segovia


  Considering how many people Lazaro Segovia double-crossed during his service in three armies, it isn’t surprising that a 1925 Infantry Journal article by retired army Col. Will Brown reported that the Spaniard “was assassinated about 1910 by some of his old enemies.”41 Not surprising, but also not true. While it is unlikely Segovia ever saw the article, the man who took such impish delight in spreading false rumors aboard the Vicksburg probably would have enjoyed the exaggerated report of his own death.


  Segovia remained in the Philippines after the war, raising a family while earning a living as a farmer and businessman.42 He died a peaceful death in his adopted homeland at the age of fifty.43


  Hilario Tal Placido


  Near the end of 1902, Hilario Tal Placido was convicted of murder in Nueva Ecija and sentenced to confinement for life.44 The killing occurred in 1900, the year before he took part in the Palanan Expedition.45 A Philippine nationalist leader named Pedro de la Cruz was captured and then released on parole. An American officer with the 22nd Infantry Regiment—1st Lt. David P. Wheeler, an 1898 West Point graduate46—reportedly urged Tal Placido to track down de la Cruz and kill him.47 Another Filipino was convicted of shooting de la Cruz through the back of the neck, the bullet exiting through his right eye.48 Tal Placido was apparently found guilty of murder for his involvement in the scheme. Following the conviction, Funston urged his release.49 Almost four years later, Governor General Henry Clay Ide granted Tal Placido a full pardon.50 By then, Lt. Wheeler—the murder’s orchestrator—was dead, stabbed through the heart by a Moro warrior on the southern Philippine island of Mindanao in 1904.51


  The Captives


  Dr. Santiago Barcelona


  Dr. Santiago Barcelona led a largely quiet, peaceful, private life in the aftermath of the Philippine-American War. One rare mention of Barcelona in a post-insurrection public document raises the question of whether he was, in essence, a modern slave owner. According to an American who worked for the Philippine Bureau of Agriculture in the early 1900s, it was a custom among the “Negritos” living in the Zam-bales Mountains to kill orphaned children who were too young to care for themselves.52 But sometimes an “adult Negrito interposes, seizes the orphans, runs them down into the [Pampanga] valley, and, for a few pesos, sells them into bondage to some Filipino family who utilize them as house servants.”53 A 1902 Philippine Supreme Court decision concerned a transaction that sounds suspiciously similar to that described by the American horticulturalist. A man named Custodio Payog delivered a young “Negrito girl” to Dr. Barcelona, who paid him ₱55, worth $27.50 in 1902 or about $800 today.54 Payog was convicted of child abandonment and fined the minimum authorized amount of ₱65.55 Another defendant in the case, Domingo Garcia, was sentenced to the maximum authorized fine of ₱650.56 Dr. Barcelona apparently wasn’t charged with a criminal offense.


  Barcelona attempted a return to public life in 1916, running for the North Manila seat in the Philippine Assembly. He finished a distant third.57


  The former Treasurer of the Philippine Republic died in 1937 at the age of seventy-four.58 He was survived by a wife and two sons, both of whom—like their father—were physicians.59 Barcelona was also survived by his former patient Emilio Aguinaldo, who rushed to comfort Barcelona’s family following the doctor’s death.60 Aguinaldo fondly remembered his friend, saying that “had it not been for Dr. Barcelona I would probably not be alive today. I owe my life to him.”61


  Dr. Simeon Villa


  Six months after Col. Simeon Villa’s release from his brief imprisonment in Malacañan Palace, a warrant was issued for his arrest. The crime with which he was charged predated the Philippine-American War. In the fall of 1898—when the United States and Aguinaldo’s forces were allied against Spain—then-Maj. Villa was the commander of Philippine Revolutionary Army forces in Isabela Province.62 There, Villa and two other Philippine officers—Isidro Guzman and Jose Guzman—brutalized Lt. Salvador Piera, a Spanish prisoner of war.63 After kicking Piera and clubbing him with their rifles, they tied the Spaniard’s arms behind his back, hanged him from a roof, and repeatedly crashed him to the ground by cutting the rope.64 At one point, Villa had a piece of flesh cut off Lt. Piera’s leg and held it to the famished prisoner’s mouth, telling him, “Eat your own flesh.”65 The Spanish officer died while being tortured by his captors.66 The October 1901 warrant charged Villa with Piera’s murder. Aguinaldo’s former chief of staff fled to Japan to avoid being taken into custody.67 The Guzmans, on the other hand, were apprehended, convicted of murdering Lt. Piera, and sentenced to confinement for life.68


  On July 4, 1902, President Theodore Roosevelt issued a pardon and amnesty for participants in the Philippine insurrections against Spain and the United States.69 Three months later, the Philippine Supreme Court set aside the Guzmans’ convictions based on President Roosevelt’s pardon proclamation.70


  Despite the Guzmans’ legal victory, in August 1903, Villa was arrested in Manila for the same murder.71 Villa’s attorney sought a writ of habeas corpus from the Philippine Supreme Court.72 But by a five-to-one vote, the court denied the petition, unconvincingly reasoning that the decision in the Guzmans’ case didn’t apply directly to Villa, requiring him to litigate his entitlement to amnesty in the Court of First Instance for Isabela Province.73 Perhaps recognizing the inevitable outcome of further litigation, the prosecution apparently dropped its case against Villa.


  For a time, Dr. Villa resumed his role as a prominent member of Philippine society. He married Maria Guia Garcia, the daughter of a wealthy Filipino family.74 In 1908, he ran for a seat on the Manila Municipal Council.75 American sentiment strongly opposed Villa, who reportedly gave campaign speeches boasting about sanctioning Lt. Piera’s execution.76 When the ballots were counted, Villa had won 37 percent of the vote, with his next closest competitor trailing by 9 percentage points.77 But an American judge ruled that 601 votes cast for Villa were fraudulent, handing the election to a conservative candidate far more acceptable to U.S. officials.78 Governor General Luke Wright upheld the ruling, depriving Villa of his seat on the Municipal Council.79


  Following the election controversy, Villa retreated from public view. He was, as described by a leading Filipino journalist, “a thin, austere gentleman of the old school, very stiff, very formal, very stern.”80 While Villa’s wife had once been renowned for reciting poetry, the family became reclusive.81 Despite his medical training, Villa ran a delicatessen in Manila.82 In what must have been a particularly galling arrangement, he rented the first floor of his house to an American family.83


  One of Villa’s sons—Jose Garcia Villa—became an acclaimed poet. Jose moved to the United States, where he later served as the director of a New York City college’s poetry workshop, among other prestigious positions.84 Dr. Villa and Jose, however, were estranged. Jose once said that if he were to visit his father’s grave, “it would only be to spit on it!”85 He would never have the chance. In February 1945, during the hellacious Battle of Manila, seventy-year-old Simeon Villa bravely ventured out in an attempt to rescue one of his daughters.86 He was never seen again. Not even his corpse was recovered.87
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