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PREFACE

You can see him in your mind’s eye. The khaki uniform and pressed pants, the gold-braided cap, the sunglasses, the corncob pipe firmly in his teeth and the ramrod-straight back.

In the mind’s eye we see him wading ashore in the Philippines, sitting in a jeep in Korea, or accepting the surrender of the empire of Japan on board the USS Missouri. As the years passed, Americans grew to see him as a pillar of strength—or a tower of vanity. A man ready to be the savior of his country—or a man the country needed to be saved from.

He was Douglas MacArthur, arguably the last American public figure to be worshiped unreservedly as a national hero—and arguably the last to bring the romantic stirrings of a Custer or a Robert E. Lee to the American military tradition. Yet he also foresaw the greatest geopolitical shift for his nation’s future since its founding, away from Europe and toward Asia and the Pacific Rim.

It’s not difficult to find polarizing figures in American history, but none is more intriguing, or more significant, than Douglas MacArthur. Was he prophet or anachronism? Romantic hero or vain mountebank? It’s what biographers and historians have debated back and forth in the half century since his death.

There are more than twenty-five separate biographies of Douglas MacArthur and many more books on his military campaigns, from World War One and the Philippines to Korea. Most, however, fall into two categories. There are the unrelenting critics like Richard Rovere and Arthur Schlesinger, Jr., The General and the President (New York, 1951), Gavin Long, MacArthur as Military Commander (London, 1969), Carol Petillo, Douglas MacArthur: The Philippine Years (Bloomington, IN, 1981), Michael Schaller, Douglas MacArthur: The Far Eastern General (Oxford, 1989), and, most recently, Russell Buhite, Douglas MacArthur: Statecraft and Stagecraft in America’s East Asian Policy (Lanham, MD, 2008). Then there’s the category of unashamed adulation, as in Frazier Hunt, The Untold Story of Douglas MacArthur (New York, 1964), Charles Willoughby and John Chamberlain, MacArthur: 1941–1951 (New York, 1954), Courtney Whitney, MacArthur: His Rendezvous with History (New York, 1955), and MacArthur’s own Reminiscences (New York, 1964).

As for the rest, the most scholarly biography, D. Clayton James’s The Years of MacArthur, 3 volumes (New York, 1970–1985), is balanced but exhausting to read, and has become increasingly out of date. The only single-volume biographies for general readers, William Manchester’s American Caesar: Douglas MacArthur 1880–1964 (Boston, 1978) and Geoffrey Perret, Old Soldiers Never Die: The Life of Douglas MacArthur (New York, 1996), both suffer from unevenly critical perspectives on their subject, and never fulfill the promise of their themes or their authors.

In short, it is time for a biography of MacArthur that gives this larger-than-life figure his full due by peeling back the layers of myth, both pro and con, and revealing the marrow of the man, and his career. By using available archive sources, including the huge collection of materials from the MacArthur Library in Norfolk, Virginia, as well as newly declassified materials from the National Archives and U.S. Center of Military History; and the scholarship of leading Japanese as well as Australian and Korean scholars, it is now possible to set one of the legends of American history—in many ways, an American Churchill—firmly in his time and place and profession. This volume will show how much of the man remained hidden from the public image, and how and why the emergence of Douglas MacArthur as an American hero was actually a process of conscious self-creation.

This is also the first biography to make use of new Soviet and Chinese archive sources, which shed considerable new light on the events leading up to the outbreak of the war in Korea, particularly the real facts behind China’s intervention in the conflict. In addition, it is the first to make full use of the complete 1998 oral interview with Jean MacArthur—the interview she swore she would never give—which is now safely ensconced in the archives of the MacArthur Memorial.

What readers will discover in these pages is that far from being a remote figure from the historical past, MacArthur was an individual whose life and career is very much one for our time. For example, more than any other American in the twentieth century, MacArthur understood the importance of Asia for his country’s future destiny. As readers will learn, he was a farsighted prophet who predicted the rise of the Pacific Rim after World War Two, and who remains a figure as significant in the history of Asia as in American history—possibly even more so.

“It was crystal clear to me,” MacArthur once wrote, “that the future and, indeed, the very existence of America, were irrevocably intertwined with Asia.”

He lived that conviction all his life. It motivated many of his key decisions, including in World War Two and Korea, and his impatience with American politicians who still saw Europe as the necessary focus of strategy and foreign policy was legendary.

By any measure, the man who warned John F. Kennedy not to get involved in Vietnam and who said “Anyone who starts a land war in Asia ought to have his head examined” deserves a fresh new look.

Indeed, from Vietnam and Nixon’s 1972 opening to China, to the current crisis in Europe—not to mention the emergence of postwar Japan and the “little dragons” including Taiwan, Singapore, and South Korea, and the rise of mainland China as the next great superpower—MacArthur’s life and career may be more relevant than ever for understanding our world today.

    —

    Certainly no one can deny the epic breadth of that life and career.

When MacArthur was born in the Little Rock army barracks, American soldiers were still reeling from the massacre at Little Bighorn four years before. When he died, American soldiers were deploying in Vietnam—the war he specifically warned President Kennedy to steer clear of.

When he entered West Point, generals who had commanded his father in the Civil War were still alive and Orville and Wilbur Wright’s first flight was four years away. When he spoke at West Point for the last time in 1962, Americans were headed into space, and jet bombers carrying nuclear weapons circled the North Pole.

Over that span of eighty-four years Douglas MacArthur spent his entire career in uniform; indeed, he knew no other life. He was born and died in military hospitals. His first memory, as he recounted in his autobiography, was “the sound of bugles” at his father’s tiny military post where he was born in 1880.

MacArthur’s death in 1964 was treated as a national event, with his funeral broadcast on network TV with the scale and solemnity befitting the passing of a great national hero—a hero comparable to another titanic figure who died the following year, namely Winston Churchill. Yet even during his lifetime, armies of critics (some of whom had served with him in the field) dismissed him as a second-rate soldier and a vain, pompous, arrogant publicity hound. Then, and later, they could point to his failed defense of the Philippines at the outset of America’s entry into the Second World War, which led to the biggest mass surrender in U.S. military history.

They pointed to the suppression of the Bonus Marchers during the Depression by troops under his command; his costly campaign in lives and treasure to retake the Philippines; and his disastrous march toward the Yalu after Inchon during the Korean War, which precipitated what MacArthur had assured everyone would never happen—China’s entry into the conflict. Then, as Korea grew into the biggest and most dangerous conflict of the Cold War, MacArthur stunned many by threatening to use nuclear weapons to win it, until a frustrated President Truman dismissed him from command. No wonder biographer William Manchester and others have compared MacArthur to a Greek tragic hero, brought down from the heights of power by his own pride and hubris—or even, some have argued, his incompetence.

His supporters and apologists, on the other hand, could point to his great success with the amphibious landings at Inchon in September 1950, which turned the tide of war and saved the U.S. Army and its NATO allies from being driven into the sea—and saved South Korea forever from the tyranny of its northern neighbor.

They could point to his campaign to retake New Guinea from the Japanese, with its brilliant use of land, sea, and air power. They were able to celebrate his bravery during World War One, which should have won him the Medal of Honor and which did make him the youngest brigadier general in American army history; his reorganization and modernization of West Point while superintendent in the twenties, and his tireless work in the thirties as army chief of staff trying to prevent the army’s total collapse under the weight of shrinking budgets, congressional neglect, and the Great Depression.

Above all, they proudly pointed to his role after Japan’s surrender in World War Two, when he used a combination of firmness and diplomatic skill to bring modern democracy and the traditions of an open society to that defeated country. Those years in Japan earned him the respect and admiration of an entire nation, which still reveres Douglas MacArthur as the equivalent of a modern Founding Father—the man whose actions and policies, as one Japanese historian has put it, “set the course of Japanese history in the second half of the twentieth century.”

So which version is true?

My hope is that by the end of this book, readers will know the answer.


PROLOGUE

TOKYO

AUGUST 23, 1950

Three men in uniform arrived at the airport looking tense and somber. They were America’s Joint Chiefs of Staff, the men in charge of the nation’s armed services, and they were there on a mission from the president. They were going to tell the supreme commander in the Far East, General Douglas MacArthur, to halt his plans to win the war in Korea.

At dawn on June 25, 90,000 North Korean soldiers backed by 150 Soviet-built tanks had poured across the border into a defenseless South Korea. Not even five years after the end of World War Two, the Cold War with the Soviet Union had suddenly turned hot.

The only troops available to repel the North Korean attack had been four undermanned, underequipped divisions in Japan under General Walton Walker. They faced a foe more than twice their number. Day by day, elements of the Twenty-fourth and Twenty-fifth Infantry Divisions and the First Cavalry went into battle, almost from the moment they arrived at Seoul airport. Tanks were in such short supply that M4 Shermans on display at Fort Knox were taken down from their concrete pedestals, had their engines reinstalled, and then were shipped overseas to join the fight.

By the end of July, 94,000 American and South Korean troops were clinging to a narrow perimeter around Pusan at the southern tip of Korea. The fighting was intense, sometimes hand to hand. General Walker told his men there was no retreat, because there was nowhere to go. “We must fight to the end.”

If they had to die, he said, “at least we die fighting together.”

From the moment General MacArthur had been named supreme commander in the Korean theater, he had been spending days and weeks trying to find a way not only to save his men at Pusan but also to reverse the tide of war and drive the Communists back. A bold amphibious landing far behind enemy lines, MacArthur believed, could allow him to liberate Seoul, relieve the pressure on Walker, and cut off the North Koreans’ line of retreat before they recovered. The place he had chosen was Inchon, a port city 150 miles northwest of Pusan and 30 miles east of Seoul, the Korean capital now in Communist hands.

Instead of the American and South Korean armies being cut off and isolated, it would be the Communists. A landing at Inchon, MacArthur predicted, would turn imminent defeat into decisive victory.

The moment the Joint Chiefs in Washington got wind of MacArthur’s plan, they were aghast. The army’s General Lawton Collins, who had commanded troops in landings in New Georgia during the Second World War, the navy’s Admiral Forrest Sherman, and the marines’ Lemuel Shepherd all remembered the uncertainties and perils of large amphibious operations during the last war—and the high casualties. Collins’s predecessor, General Omar Bradley, had told Congress that the army would never be part of a large amphibious landing again. President Truman and Secretary of Defense George Marshall were equally dubious.

Meanwhile, the more military experts studied the situation, the dicier it looked. “We drew up a list of nearly every natural and geographic handicap” an amphibious assault might face, one naval staff officer later remembered, “and Inchon had ’em all.”

And if MacArthur’s plan failed, everyone in Washington realized, it would mean catastrophe for the American cause in Asia.

So Truman had dispatched the Joint Chiefs to convince MacArthur to change his mind: no landing at Inchon. By mid-afternoon of July 23, they and their aides were jammed into a tiny conference room off MacArthur’s office in the Dai-ichi Insurance building in Tokyo, where he had been presiding as de facto ruler of Japan since its surrender five years before.

At the head of the table was MacArthur. Tall, handsome, ramrod straight in spite of his seventy years, he was the veteran of American wars in Mexico and the Philippines, decorated commander in two world conflicts, and son of a Civil War hero. In 1950 he was the most instantly recognizable American soldier in the world. Many thought it likely he would be the next president of the United States.

But not if he lost Korea.

He sat silent and expressionless, his pipe gripped tightly in his teeth, as the Joint Chiefs laid out their objections.

They pointed out that Inchon’s tides were among the largest and most unpredictable in Asia, and that a landing force might well find itself stranded on a series of mudbanks, becoming sitting ducks for Communist gunners.

They explained that the channel entering Inchon harbor was narrow and winding, and a ship sunk there by an enemy mine could block the entire channel, making the operation impossible.

They also protested that MacArthur’s plan meant stripping the Pusan perimeter of the First Marine Brigade, leaving General Walker’s men unnecessarily exposed to a sudden North Korean attack.

Finally, General Collins stated that even supposing the Inchon landing succeeded and MacArthur did drive on to Seoul, it was his personal belief that MacArthur would be too far away to link up with Walker at Pusan, and that if the Communists counterattacked he could easily find himself trapped with no hope of relief. The best plan, the Joint Chiefs had concluded, was for MacArthur to evacuate Pusan and resign himself, and America, to the fall of South Korea.

The conference room fell silent. MacArthur’s chief of staff, General Edward Almond, shifted uneasily in his chair. The tension and the temperature in the tiny space steadily rose.

Then MacArthur pulled his pipe from his mouth and spoke.

He said he understood the objections and the obstacles to an amphibious landing, and that although they were substantial, they were not “insuperable.”

He said, “My confidence in the Navy is complete, and in fact,” he added with a sly smile as he glanced over at Admiral Sherman, “I seem to have more confidence in the Navy than the Navy itself.”

MacArthur went on to explain that taking Inchon and Seoul would cut the enemy’s supply line and seal off the entire peninsula. “This in turn will paralyze the fighting power of the troops that now face Walker,” MacArthur predicted. “Without munitions and food they will soon be helpless, and can easily be overpowered by our smaller forces.”

Then with a sweep of his arm, MacArthur got to his final point.

“The prestige of the Western world hangs in the balance,” he said. “It is plainly apparent that here in Asia is where the Communist conspirators have elected to make their play for global conquest….Make the wrong decision here—the fatal decision of inertia—and we will be done.”

His eyes grew wide and more determined. “I can almost hear the ticking of the second hand of destiny. We must act now or die.”

MacArthur rose to his feet and glanced around the stunned and silent room. “Inchon will not fail,” he concluded. “Inchon will succeed. And it will save 100,000 lives.”

Then his voice dropped to almost a whisper.

“We shall land at Inchon, and I shall crush them!”

Three abashed Joint Chiefs went back to the Tokyo airport and returned to Washington. Six days later their telegram arrived on MacArthur’s desk, giving the go-ahead for his amphibious landing.

America’s most distinguished military leader had just made his boldest move ever. And with the landings at Inchon in September 1950 he would witness his greatest triumph in half a century in the U.S. Army.

And yet in less than three months it would only appear as prelude to his most spectacular failure, and set the stage for the greatest clash between America’s military and civilian leadership since the Civil War.


CHAPTER 1

SON OF THE FATHER

Nothing has stood longer than MacArthur, the hills, and the devil.

—SCOTTISH PROVERB

Anyone who wants to understand the life and career of Douglas MacArthur needs to start by understanding the father.

There is a photograph of Arthur MacArthur standing by a chair in his Civil War uniform. It’s a shock to realize we are looking at a lieutenant in the U.S. Army. He looks more like a boy in costume dress-up, until you look at the face. Under the whiskerless cheeks still running to baby fat you can detect the hardness of granite in the mouth as well as in the eyes: a granite he would pass on to his son.

Arthur MacArthur was born in Springfield, Massachusetts, on June 2, 1845. His father, also named Arthur, was a popular lawyer, as well as judge advocate for the militia in the state’s Western Military District. Judge Arthur MacArthur Senior had migrated to Massachusetts from Scotland in 1828. In America his considerable intelligence and even more considerable charm had won him a series of increasingly lucrative jobs. In little time he rose from teacher in a one-room school to law clerk in New York City. There he eventually opened his own law firm (in those days no one needed a formal law degree to pass the New York Bar) and found a wealthy wife, Aurelia Belcher, daughter of a Massachusetts iron manufacturer.1

Judge MacArthur, an accomplished storyteller and a delightful after-dinner speaker, was a hard man to dislike. People were irresistibly drawn to the man with dark, hooded eyes, tousled black hair, and quaint Scottish burr. But all the charm and smoothness that made the judge’s career a success stuck with him. What was left for his son, Arthur, was the same perceptive intelligence yoked to a ferocity—even a rigidity—of will and an emotional opaqueness that would characterize Arthur MacArthur’s entire career.

That ferocity certainly got him through America’s bloodiest war. He showed an unflinching heroism from his first battle at Perryville to Stones River in December 1862, and then to Missionary Ridge in November 1863, where he single-handedly led the Twenty-fourth Wisconsin up the steep slopes under heavy fire, carrying the regimental flag and shouting, “On Wisconsin!,” which would later become the state’s motto.

From there MacArthur and the Twenty-fourth would march south and fight on, along the long, bloody road to Atlanta, the hub of Confederate resistance in the west. He was still only eighteen when the regiment’s commanding officer was wounded and he took over command of the regiment. It was on the eve of fierce fighting at Resaca on the East Tennessee and Georgia Railroad line that passed through Atlanta—the first major hurdle in the North’s bid to capture the transportation hub of the Confederacy, Atlanta itself.

Everyone realized this was no ordinary eighteen-year-old. MacArthur, a fellow officer in the Twenty-fourth Wisconsin named Ed Parsons, and a divisional staff officer were out examining the earthworks that the Wisconsin men had built to MacArthur’s specifications. They looked sturdy enough, but the staff officer wondered if the Twenty-fourth had enough personnel to man them if the Confederates launched a full-scale attack. “Major,” he asked MacArthur, “suppose the Rebs should make a charge and attempt to capture this position? What would you do?”

MacArthur told him fiercely, “Fight like hell.”2

At the battle for Kennesaw Mountain, Major MacArthur took a bullet in the wrist and another in the chest, but miraculously continued to lead his troops in the fight, on to Peachtree Creek, and finally he and his men and the rest of the Army of the Cumberland marched into a smashed and deserted Atlanta. In 112 days the Army of the Cumberland had advanced 200 miles and fought thirteen major battles. It had cost the Twenty-fourth Wisconsin eight officers and ninety-two enlisted men killed and wounded—with the teenaged Arthur MacArthur in command almost all the way.3

Three months later, while the rest of Sherman’s army was marching south into Georgia, the Twenty-fourth saw even tougher fighting at the Battle of Franklin near Nashville on November 30. There the nineteen-year-old’s luck finally ran out. Two bullets, one in the knee and the other in the shoulder, finally laid him low in the battle that every survivor of the Twenty-fourth agreed was the worst they had ever fought, worse even than Missionary Ridge. When the last Confederate attack petered out around 9:00 P.M., MacArthur’s men loaded their critically wounded commander into an ambulance wagon while fires from the burning houses of Franklin lit up the night sky. His friend Ed Parsons was left in charge of the regiment while doctors struggled to save MacArthur’s leg (they did), and found to their relief that the bullet in the shoulder had passed clean through.4

So it was a relatively light price to pay for the slaughter at Franklin. When Parsons went to visit MacArthur in the hospital that evening, he remembered finding four blood-soaked generals lying side by side on the porch, all dead.

It wasn’t until mid-February 1865 that Arthur finally returned to his regiment after recuperating at home in Milwaukee, where his mother had died shortly before he arrived. By now, most veterans of the Civil War were sick of the war, including his former commanding officer and the man who had coined the phrase “war is hell,” General William Tecumseh Sherman himself.

“I confess without shame that I am tired of war,” Sherman wrote to a friend. “Its glory is all moonshine….Only those who have not heard a shot, nor heard the shrills and groans of the wounded and lacerated (friend or foe)…cry aloud for more blood and more vengeance [and] more desolation.”5 Another survivor of the same campaign, Lieutenant Oliver Wendell Holmes, had found the ordeal so shattering that he was never the same man again, even as Supreme Court justice.

Arthur MacArthur had the opposite experience. Far from being repelled by the violence, noise, and danger of war, he loved it, and he learned to close his mind and heart to the suffering it imposed. The supreme thrill of personally leading men through mortal peril to victory and glory would never leave him. In later years he came to wrap the experience of war and carnage around himself like an old friend—and he would pass that same thrill on to his son.

In April 1865 a beaten and battered Confederacy surrendered, and the Twenty-fourth Wisconsin was able to return home on June 5. Arthur MacArthur, now a lieutenant colonel by order of the Wisconsin state legislature, led his men in a triumphal dress parade down the streets of Milwaukee, while his father, along with the mayor and other dignitaries, proudly watched from their grandstand seats. Five days later the Twenty-fourth Wisconsin was officially disbanded, and Arthur was promoted to full colonel.

He was still not old enough to vote, but little more than a week after his twentieth birthday he was a war hero and a Wisconsin state legend. There was even talk of recommending him for the Medal of Honor for his bravery on Missionary Ridge. But the curtain of peacetime reality had now come down. Arthur MacArthur’s dream was to remain in the army, but as the army had shrunk from a million men to fewer than 55,000, and from 15,000 officers to only 3,400—with thousands of other veterans clamoring for the handful of remaining vacancies—commands were few and very far between, even for a war hero.

So Judge MacArthur, the most popular man in Milwaukee and a growing power in Wisconsin state politics, got into the act. He wrote to his friend Alexander Randall, former Wisconsin governor and now postmaster general, to see if Randall could help get a promotion for young Arthur (the best the army could come up with for the former lieutenant colonel of the Twenty-fourth Wisconsin was second lieutenant in the Seventeenth Infantry, which was being reorganized in New York City). Randall obligingly spoke to President Andrew Johnson, as did a Wisconsin senator and the congressman for Milwaukee’s district. On October 13, just as MacArthur’s regiment had completed training and was setting out for Texas, Arthur MacArthur found himself promoted to captain.6

It was not the first time a MacArthur furthered his military career with the help of political patronage, and it would definitely not be the last. Both father and son firmly believed that in the making of a successful military career, there was no substitute for courage and competence and experience. In their long careers, both would display plenty of all three—plus the other attribute Napoleon said was indispensable for a great general, namely, luck. MacArthur father and son also believed they had a kind of genius, a destiny, that would inevitably bring them the rewards they deserved. But why wait and do nothing when a brief but well-placed letter, a friendly meeting over lunch or after dinner, or a kind word from one powerful friend to another could help to speed up the inevitable?

“This fortunate promotion,” Arthur MacArthur wrote to Postmaster Randall, “[may] decide my life. The undeveloped events of the future may place it in my power to reciprocate.” Already he could see himself being in a position to one day return the favor.7

—

Arthur’s unexpected promotion did ruffle some feathers in the Seventeenth Infantry. It turned out there were no vacancies for captains, certainly none for MacArthur; so Captain MacArthur was reassigned to the Thirty-sixth Infantry instead, which was stationed in the Nebraska Territory, helping to protect Union Pacific Railroad crews building the Transcontinental Railroad from Indian attacks. It was not until November, however, that he reached the headquarters of the Thirty-sixth Infantry and his first post–Civil War army post, Fort Kearny. He would have to wait twenty-three long years before he would see his next promotion.

What followed for Arthur MacArthur were two decades in what would come to be called the Old Army, as he traveled from one far-flung army post to another in a series of scenes that could have been from a John Ford movie: the wooden stockade guarding a small collection of whitewashed buildings clustered around a flagpole and a dusty parade ground; the tedious patrols and monotonous fatigue duties played out in front of endless stretches of prairie and sagebrush desert with sandstone cliffs or dark snowcapped mountains framing the horizon; occasional shots traded with disgruntled bands of Indians while a steady procession of Cheyenne, Sioux, Comanche, and Kiowa as well as buffalo, antelope, elk, and characters from future westerns—“the unshaven buckskin-clad frontiersman, the trapper, trader, trooper, and pioneer homeseeker”—paraded past each post and each patrol, from Nebraska and Arkansas to Texas, New Mexico, Utah, and Wyoming.8

Above all, there was boredom. Everywhere there was the same routine, from 5:45 first bugle call and reveille followed by raising of the flag at 6:10, through breakfast and assembly, to setting out for work on building bridges and stringing telegraph wires, to roll call in the evening and lights-out at 11:00 P.M. For Arthur, this routine was broken only occasionally, by some memorable event. He would be present, for example, on May 10, 1869, when Leland Stanford drove in the golden spike joining the Union Pacific and Central Pacific railroads at Promontory Summit, Utah, as America’s Transcontinental Railroad was finally complete. In January 1871 he was given leave to attend the wedding of his father and his new wife, who was seven years the judge’s junior, in Washington, D.C., where his father now made his home (this wife, Judge MacArthur’s third, was the daughter of a highly successful congressman). But otherwise, those first eight years of army service were ones of brain-crushing tedium for an army officer with no vices except perhaps the occasional glass of whiskey during a game of whist for minor stakes.

To relieve the boredom, Arthur MacArthur mostly read. He would have the judge send books on to him at his various posts, in addition to stacks of journals like Harper’s Weekly, North American Review, and Blackwood’s Magazine. We know MacArthur had a fascination for economics and authors like Adam Smith, David Ricardo, John Stuart Mill, and Walter Bagehot, as well as works on ancient and modern history. There was also a growing shelf on China and Japan—not to mention everything and anything he could get his hands on regarding military strategy.9

But as he sat and read and pondered, or sat in the pew at his father’s wedding among the delighted guests and the orange blossoms, he must have wondered when, if ever, he would be married. He was nearing thirty when his new regiment, the Eighteenth Infantry, was transferred to Jackson Barracks outside New Orleans. There he would meet the woman who would transform his life, and serve as a pillar of strength both for Arthur and for his even more famous son.

—

Mary Pinckney Hardy was a true Southern belle. If Arthur MacArthur was John Wayne from a John Ford western, “Pinky” Hardy was Scarlett O’Hara from Gone with the Wind.

Headstrong, vivacious, and darkly beautiful, she was the daughter of a wealthy merchant from Norfolk. Her son Douglas, for whom she would become the single most important person in his life, described her heritage this way:


Mary Pinckney Hardy came from an old Virginia family dating back to Jamestown days. Her ancestors had fought under George Washington and Andrew Jackson, and her brothers, products of the Virginia Military Institute, had followed Robert E. Lee’s flag on Virginia’s bloody fields. A Hardy was at Stonewall Jackson’s elbow that dark night when he fell on the sodden Plank Road near Chancellorsville.10


Despite the associations with the South’s “lost cause,” her father, Thomas, was no slave-owning plantation owner and Riveredge, the family home outside Norfolk, was no Tara. As a businessman specializing in fertilizer rather than cotton, he had emerged from the Civil War with his fortune more or less intact. Mary, born in 1852, was the eleventh of fourteen children, and had grown up in North Carolina and then Baltimore while the family home was occupied by Union general Benjamin Butler and then rebuilt after being used as an army hospital. Summers during and after the war were spent at a house in Massachusetts.

Three of her older sisters had already married Northerners when she, on a visit to New Orleans, caught the eye of a handsome but imperious-looking young Union officer at a ball. Although the Eighteenth was in town as part of the Reconstruction occupation of the South by federal troops, animosity toward the victors by the vanquished was less fierce in New Orleans than any other Southern city. Captain Arthur MacArthur had found himself accepted as part of the normal social scene. When the vibrant young Miss Hardy crossed his path, he impetuously proposed. She impetuously accepted, and the Catholic wedding ceremony took place at Saint Mary’s church in Norfolk on May 19, 1875.11

Marrying Northerners was one thing in the Hardy family, but marrying a Yankee war hero was another. Two of Mary’s brothers refused to attend; Mary’s mother, already badly shaken by the war, fell deeper into a depression that hastened her death in 1881. But Mary refused to be daunted. She had chosen a man who represented the new American future, not the Southern past. She had chosen a man of no fortune except his talents and his brains, one whose career would inevitably take her to the remotest places in America. Yet her course was set—as was Arthur’s. They would be devoted to each other for the next thirty-seven years in a marriage, as their son Douglas noted, “of perfect union”—though he would live to know just the opposite.

—

For a year and a half the married couple lived in suspended bliss. With the help of Judge MacArthur, the army adjutant general arranged for Captain MacArthur to enjoy sixteen months of detached duty in Washington, D.C., where Pinky was able to attend parties, delight in the judge’s charming conversation at table with his influential friends, and on June 1, 1876, give birth to their first son, Arthur III. Even her husband’s recall to duty in New Orleans in December didn’t entirely disrupt the honeymoon, although life in Jackson Barracks was a rude introduction to the rigorous routine of army life. Pinky MacArthur took every opportunity to return to New England during the three years while her husband served as commander of K Company, Eighteenth Infantry, until October 1878, when a second son, Malcolm, was born in New Britain, Connecticut, while she was traveling with her mother.

The hammer fell in the spring of 1879 when, after rejoining her husband in New Orleans, an outbreak of yellow fever sent the Eighteenth Infantry fleeing north, first to Chattanooga (which must have been a grim reunion for the thirty-year-old Arthur) and then to Atlanta (ditto), until finally taking up quarters in Little Rock, Arkansas. Pinky was again pregnant. The plan was to have her bear her third child at Riveredge, but the baby came prematurely on January 26, 1880, while they were still settling in at the Little Rock barracks.

They named him Douglas. He was scrawny, small, and weak, like most premature babies. Some in her family wondered if he would be strong enough to survive. But Judge MacArthur was delighted. The boy had been born on his sixty-third birthday; Douglas would grow up to be his grandfather’s favorite, although his mother and father were devoted to his brothers, Arthur and Malcolm.

The way the Norfolk papers covered the birth, as MacArthur later recalled, was “Douglas MacArthur was born on January 26, while his parents were away.”12 He was in some ways a provisional baby, the male backup in case his two elder brothers didn’t survive (of the fourteen Hardy children, only ten had made it to adulthood). In fact, it was Douglas who would outlast and outshine them both, and become an army legend even exceeding his father’s fame—a source of pride, but also ambivalence, for the rest of his life.

That July, Captain MacArthur was ordered to join Company K at Fort Wingate in New Mexico to help guard workers building the Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fe Railway. Six-month-old Douglas was deemed strong enough to make the journey, so with the baby, four-year-old Arthur III, and nineteen-month-old Malcolm in tow, Pinky and her husband set out in the full heat of summer on a trek across Arkansas, Louisiana, and Texas, until they reached their destination, one hundred miles northwest from Albuquerque and a lifetime away from anywhere else.

The post was even worse than Pinky could have imagined. Set high in the Zuni Mountains along the Continental Divide, Wingate baked in summer and froze in winter. Rattlesnakes and Gila monsters haunted the nearby mesas and dry river basins. Their quarters were a small one-story adobe building with a flat dirt roof, with the inside ceiling lined with canvas to keep out the scorpions. The family of five shared two rooms and a kitchen, with a rough wooden floor. Quarters for the enlisted ranks did not even have that. No wonder that in 1881–82, 248 of the 440 enlisted men in the Thirteenth Infantry chose to desert.13

The same thought must have crossed Pinky’s mind, but she had her delicate hands full nursing two babies and caring for toddler Arthur while her husband focused on camp duties. There were few women at Fort Wingate and even fewer opportunities for socializing, and so it was in the evening at dinner that Pinky must have poured out her frustrations to her husband and urged him over and over to resign his commission and go into business like her father.

Arthur refused. He loved the army, and performed his duties with a competence and rectitude that impressed every officer who had contact with him.14 He was still convinced that he was destined for higher things. All he needed was the right opportunity, a lucky break, to show what he was meant to do—and take him and the family far away from the mesas, mountains, and the scorpions.

That break came in the autumn of 1881 following the death of Mary’s mother. Arthur applied for leave to take the family east, and they arrived in Norfolk in early May 1882. Days were spent dividing up the Hardy estate (Arthur and Pinky came away with $40,000, a minor fortune in those days), and then Arthur set off for Washington to visit his father and his new wife at their house on N Street. His father’s range of political contacts had grown to the highest levels of the government and included important figures in both political parties (there was even talk that the judge might be in the running for a seat on the U.S. Supreme Court).

One of those contacts was Ulysses S. Grant, Arthur’s former commander in chief at Missionary Ridge and now a former president. He was delighted to learn that in addition to military history, Captain MacArthur had an interest in Asia and China. As it happened, Grant had just returned from Asia, and he had been deeply impressed by what he had seen.

The trip had been part of a world tour that Grant and his wife and sons had conducted in 1877, starting in England, where they had met Queen Victoria, and moving on to France, Germany, Russia, and Egypt. Back in the United States, the former president found himself stalked by scandal and accusations of incompetence during his administration. But abroad he was treated as a hero and a celebrity by adoring crowds and awestruck politicians, and so after visiting the Pyramids, Grant had decided to extend their tour for another year and press on to the Far East.

Ever since Commodore Perry had first sailed into Yokohama Harbor in 1854, Americans had been fascinated and drawn to Asia and the Pacific. “There is the east; there is India,” proclaimed Thomas Hart Benton to an audience in St. Louis, as he pointed due west past the Rockies to California, which Americans of every political stripe saw as the gateway for American commerce and trade in Asia.15

The dream was that the networks of commerce flowing from the United States would free the East (what Walt Whitman called “venerable priestly Asia”) from the shackles of superstition, tyranny, and poverty—while completing America’s redemptive role as a beacon of freedom in the world.

In 1844 Secretary of State Caleb Cushing negotiated a most-favored-nation trading treaty with imperial China. In 1867 the United States purchased Alaska from Russia, in part to serve as a bridge to Asia; a year later America acquired a tiny atoll in the mid-Pacific that it dubbed Midway Island, since it sat midway between California and Japan. And in 1875 Grant himself had negotiated a reciprocity treaty with the independent kingdom of Hawaii, for shipping pineapples grown by American farmers in the islands to the United States.16

But Grant was also interested in something else. He spelled it out on his visit to China after spending several weeks in India, including touring the Taj Mahal. He told a large audience in Canton, “I am not prepared to justify the treatment the Chinese have received at the hands of the foreigner,” meaning European powers like Britain and Russia. He foresaw a possible future role for the United States in Asia besides trade: that of protecting the nations of the region from outside aggressors as Asia emerged into the modern world.17

It was a point he returned to when he and his wife sailed into Nagasaki Harbor on June 21, 1879, on the USS Richmond. Japanese naval vessels fired ceremonial twenty-one-gun salutes while other ships circled the harbor waving American flags, as crowds waved from the quays and cliffs and set up bonfires to light their way at night.

Japan had embarked on its crash program of modernization, the Meiji reforms, eleven years earlier, and Grant was impressed by everything he saw. “The country is beautifully cultivated,” he wrote to a friend. “[T]he scenery is grand, the people, from the highest to the lowest, the most kindly…in the world.”18

He was particularly impressed by Japan’s new railways and trains, as modern and up-to-date as anything on the Union Pacific line, and at the immense state dinner in his honor on June 23, he spoke to his rapt audience of his vision for the future of both Japan and America.

“America has great interests in the East. She is your next-door neighbor. She is more affected by the Eastern populations than any other Power,” he told the Japanese, a clear reference to the growing Chinese and Japanese immigrant populations in California and on the American West Coast.

“We have rejoiced over your progress,” he said. “We have watched you step by step. We have followed the unfolding of your old civilization and its absorbing the new. You have our profound sympathy in that work, and sympathy in the troubles which come with it, and our friendship. I hope it may continue—I hope it may long continue.”19

The highlight of the visit was Grant’s meeting with Japan’s emperor, the Tenno, on August 10. It was not an entirely ceremonial meeting. While in China, the Chinese emperor’s viceroy, General Li Hung-chang, had asked the former president if he would help negotiate a peace with Japan over some islands that both countries were claiming, the Ryukyus—the principal island of which was a twenty-square-mile rocky promontory called Okinawa. Grant had agreed, and during his meeting he managed to arrange the deal and secure a peace treaty, thus foreshadowing the role that Teddy Roosevelt would play in brokering an end to the Russo-Japanese War in 1905.

By the time he arrived back in San Francisco, Ulysses S. Grant had inaugurated a new era in U.S.-Asian relations. He would be eager to talk about it with the intelligent young army captain who seemed as enthusiastic about Asia as Grant was.

They spoke together over several days, with Grant describing his impressions of his visits with Chinese and Japanese politicians, and Captain MacArthur intently absorbing every detail. Grant was convinced that something extraordinary was happening, in both China and Japan. A new era in Asia’s relations with the world was under way, and that the United States needed to be part of it.

“America has much to gain in the East,” Grant was telling listeners. “No nation has greater interests—except America has nothing to gain except what insures them as much benefit as it does us. I’d be ashamed of my country,” Grant emphasized, “if its relations with other nations, especially with these ancient and most interesting empires in the East, were based on any other ideas,” and MacArthur no doubt would have enthusiastically agreed.20

Then Grant had an idea. Why didn’t MacArthur apply to the War Department to be sent to China as a military attaché? Grant promised he would use what influence he had with the department and with President Chester Arthur to try to get him the post.

MacArthur was thrilled at the offer. He immediately filled out the paperwork for an application, while also seeking a six-month extension of his leave. By then, he hoped, the War Department would have weighed his case, read Grant’s letters of recommendation (the ex-president wrote several), and he and Pinky and the boys would be bound for the exotic East.

It did not quite work out that way. First, his request for leave was denied and he was forced to make the 2,000-mile trip in just six days by himself—his wife absolutely refused to go and urged him to quit his commission rather than submit to the humiliation. It was not until October 1882 that he finally was granted leave to return to Norfolk and his family.

It was there that he put the final touches on what he considered his ace in the hole for securing the post in China. It was a forty-four-page manuscript that Arthur MacArthur had written and typed out himself, titled “Chinese Memorandum.” It was in fact a scholarly tour d’horizon of American foreign policy in Asia, which he had put together with his usual ferocious concentration of energy and focus, the same technique that would mark his son Douglas’s approach to any new or important task. He then sent it on to Grant, who forwarded it to President Arthur.

By any standard, it is an extraordinary document, especially considering it was written by someone who had never visited Asia. It did, however, reflect an intense reading of Oriental as well as European history, including the history of Russia; and although it antedates Alfred Thayer Mahan’s Influence of Sea Power Upon History, and future pronouncements by Senator Henry Cabot Lodge, Albert Beveridge, and Theodore Roosevelt by almost a decade, their basic theme that the future of America lies westward in the Pacific is all there.

Indeed, ten years before Professor Frederick Jackson Turner published a famous essay prophesying the end of the U.S. frontier, MacArthur (who was actually serving on that frontier) did the same. America’s overland expansion and settlement westward was all but over, MacArthur predicted. The nation would need a new challenge to mobilize its energies and peoples. That challenge, MacArthur announced, was Asia.21

Two nations in particular, he noted, “are making their way back into the old continent” where the Aryan race began. One was Great Britain, the other Russia.

MacArthur then described how in the past forty years Russia had annexed one swath of central Asia after another, until it now stood on the doorstep of imperial China. From the other end of the continent, Britain had advanced across the Indian subcontinent northward to Afghanistan and Nepal. Conventional wisdom had it that either Great Britain or Russia would dominate the future of Asia and particularly China which, despite long years of decadence and decline, was still “the richest Empire existing on the face of the Earth.”

Arthur MacArthur, however, had a third candidate: America. Indeed, “the United States cannot exist as a commanding and progressive nationality unless we secure and maintain the sovereignty of the Pacific.”22

It was a bold and daring proposition, one that—from the perspective of America’s relative place in the world and the technologies of 1882—must have seemed beyond ordinary comprehension. But MacArthur saw this American dominance arising not through conquest but through trade. He proposed creation of a vast trans-Pacific commercial network that would open China to American influence and extend that influence beyond the borders of China, including to Japan and the rest of eastern Asia.

Indeed, MacArthur saw the competition for dominance in not material but ideological terms. There are two, and only two kinds of polities in the world today, he announced—the Empire and the Republic. One was embodied by Russia: ruthless and autocratic, the embodiment of the drive for military power and acquisition of wealth and territory at any cost. The other was reflected by the United States, the modern embodiment of the virtues of self-government and the rule of law, whose expansionist urges sprang from the bottom up rather than imperial diktat. America as the fulfillment of mankind’s democratic impulses rather than its imperial ones, and the embodiment of a future built around commerce more than military might.

“It seems inevitable that the Empire and the Republic are destined to meet in Asia,” MacArthur wrote. The fate of the world, indeed of freedom, hung in the balance of which principle prevailed.23

It was as if he could see in a crystal ball his son and his army’s agonies on the Korean peninsula almost seventy years later.

America certainly had a material stake in expanding its markets into Asia. “The American Republic can never acquire its full complement of riches and power if it permits itself to be excluded from the field of Asiatic commerce,” he wrote. But in Arthur MacArthur’s mind, the issue went beyond commerce and moneymaking. American trade would serve as an opening for “the propagation of American ideas,” including the concepts of republican liberty and human freedom.24

In the later pages of his “Chinese Memorandum” MacArthur even foresaw a day when California and America’s West Coast would serve as a vast emporium of trade and influence spreading across the Pacific. In the process American trade would serve as a social and economic crucible in which the nations of Asia, including China, that seemed doomed to a state of decline and decadence might suddenly revive.

“Once let these torpid communities be set in motion,” he predicted, “once mix them again by travel and commerce, and the aspect of things might quickly change. Asia,” he wrote in a sentence that seems to leap gleaming off the page, “may yet be destined to exhibit the greatest of political wonders.”

Yet if the Russian imperial ideal prevailed, the opposite would happen. The hegemony of Russia would have disastrous consequences both for America’s future in geopolitical and ideological terms and also for the future enlightenment of China and the rest of Asia.

In short, “self-interest, sound economy, and pure morals, agree in their judgments,” Captain MacArthur opined, “and corroborate each other, and point us to the Orient as the field of our future labors. There we must contend for commercial power, and perhaps combat for political supremacy.”25 That momentous fight, he believed, would begin with China, where “the possibility of a rapid development of an effectual military spirit in the Chinese Empire is, perhaps, as interesting and important as any…that may hereafter affect the civilization of the world.” And he wanted to be part of that interesting and important mission, as military attaché.

In the end, it did not happen. Despite former president Grant’s best efforts, MacArthur never got an appointment. In fact, it would be six years before the United States appointed military attachés to any foreign country, and then largely in Europe and Latin America.26

Yet as a document, MacArthur’s “Chinese Memorandum” is also a personal landmark. From that date the future of the MacArthur family shifted decisively away from America or Europe and toward Asia. For both Arthur MacArthur and his son Douglas, Asia would be the arena in which their careers would take root and where they would earn their greatest laurels as military commanders. And for both father and son, the principles set forth in the 1882 memorandum would continue to influence their vision of America’s role in Asia and what Asia’s bright future could be with America’s help.

For the present, however, the disappointment of not getting the post was overshadowed by a shattering event that would change the MacArthur family dynamic, and Douglas MacArthur, forever.


CHAPTER 2

TURNING POINTS

Captain MacArthur signed the finished copy of his “Chinese Memorandum” on January 15, 1883. Less than three months later a devastating bout of measles swept through the MacArthur family as they were staying at the Hardy estate at Riveredge, and on April 12 four-and-a-half-year-old Malcolm died.

The grief-stricken captain, Pinky, and their two surviving boys watched as Malcolm’s little coffin was laid to rest in the Hardy family plot at Cedar Grove Cemetery. For Arthur MacArthur, the boy’s death confirmed him in his steady retreat into the routine of work and duty. He avoided attending social events, stopped playing cards, and maintained a stony silence in the face of his wife’s entreaties that he give up the army and start life over again in the civilian world.1

For three-year-old Douglas, the loss of the brother who had been his constant playmate must have been equally devastating, as well as frightening. As historian Carol Petillo, who has delved deeply into the MacArthur childhood, concluded, he suddenly found himself abandoned by his best friend, without understanding why.2

It was Pinky MacArthur for whom the death caused the greatest change, coming so soon after her mother’s death, and in the same house. “His loss was a terrible blow to my mother,” Douglas later admitted in his memoirs.3 Her grief became at times overwhelming, as well as life-transforming. “Sometimes I nearly go crazy over my loss,” she wrote to her sister Elizabeth, who had recently lost her husband. But she could take comfort that little Malcolm and Elizabeth’s husband were now “before Jesus…pleading for us.” It was a sad party that returned to Fort Wingate for that summer, fall, and winter. Only the news that Captain MacArthur had been reassigned to Fort Selden in far southern New Mexico, close to the Rio Grande—his first independent command—broke the routine of grief, silence, and collective misery.4

The three-hundred-mile trip to Selden involved considerable danger—Geronimo’s band of Apaches was preparing one last breakout from their reservation near the MacArthurs’ route—and hardship. But for three-year-old Douglas, it was filled with excitement, as well. In his memoirs, he records it as his first conscious memory. To him, the world of Fort Selden seemed like a Wild West story come to life. “It was here I learned to ride and shoot even before I could read or write,” he remembered later, “indeed, almost before I could walk and talk.” While his mother used to dress him in skirts and full blouses, and to curl his hair, which hung down to his shoulders, life at Fort Selden now introduced him to the world of masculine skills and duties and the romance of the West. It was “a land bright with promise scarred only by wind and weather—a land with unknown mountains to be climbed, alluring trails to be ridden, streams to be navigated by the strong and vigorous” and all of it guarded by strong men in blue, who marched out every day with their rifles on their shoulders into the blazing sun of summer or the freezing cold of winter and returned every night while “we would stand at attention as the bugle sounded the lowering of the flag.”

There was even one comic moment when they were out riding and their horses and mules panicked at a strange smell. Then something suddenly loomed on the horizon, “a shaggy ghost out of the page of wonderful.” It was an Egyptian camel, the pitiful survivor of the herd that Secretary of War Jeff Davis had bought for the army in 1855 as pack animals in the American desert—a clever experiment in cross-cultural exchange that never caught on.5

The memories of Fort Selden would become increasingly precious to Douglas MacArthur. They would contain the last distant echoes of an American frontier way of life that was vanishing even then, as his father had predicted. “Life was vivid and exciting for me,” he later wrote of those days, and his missing playmate, Malcolm, was soon all but forgotten.

But one person did not forget Malcolm. That was Pinky, who continued to nurse her grief and now directed all her love and attention on the one person who mattered most to her, her youngest son. After her husband left for work and her oldest son for school, she and Douglas would be alone for the entire day. Just as Arthur, the eldest, was increasingly a part of her husband’s orbit and his clear favorite, so Douglas now became the center of her life.

She also did something extraordinary for her time and place. As she wrote to her sister from Fort Selden, “Arthur is in command and I can do just as I want.” On one of her frequent trips east she had herself fitted with an early birth-control device called a pessary. The message to her husband was clear: there will be no more children. The four of them were now the only family they would have, and the emotional bond that her own mother had had to share with fourteen children, Pinky would focus on one in particular, her youngest son, Douglas.6

Until her death in 1935, she would be the single most important woman—indeed the most important person—in his life. When he was a boy she would be there to extricate him from dangers and build his self-confidence. When he was a man, she would reassure him at times of challenge and crisis, advise him at critical turning points in his military career, comfort him during times of loss, and share in moments of triumph. Nearly every day for the next fifty-two years, his mother would be his daily guide, support, and protector—and propel him forward to heights of accomplishment and fame that her husband, serving in the same profession, could only imagine.

—

The death of his brother Malcolm in 1883 was the first major turning point in Douglas MacArthur’s life. The second came six years later when his father finally won the promotion to major that he had sought for so long, and moved the family to Washington, D.C.—and Douglas finally got to know his grandfather.

The tousled black hair had turned white, and there was now a decided paunch around the judge’s middle. But the sparkling wit and beguiling charm that had won the hearts of three wives, won him a seat on the Supreme Court of the District of Columbia for seventeen years, and turned him from a down-at-the-heels Scottish immigrant into one of the most influential men in the nation’s capital was still there. For the boys, used to their stern, subdued father, their grandfather was like a deep draught of a life-giving elixir.

“I could listen to his anecdotes for hours,” Douglas later recalled. In their grandfather’s study amid the books and leather-bound chairs, Arthur and Douglas would sit spellbound for hours as the judge wove stories about famous law cases together with tales about Scotland and the MacArthur clan, a branch of Clan Campbell that claimed to trace its roots back to King Arthur and the knights of the Round Table.

Through their grandfather’s words they could visualize the MacArthur clan marching off to battle in the mists of the Highlands, wearing their tartans of green, black, and gold, and he could hear the clan motto, which the judge would repeat in his thickest Scottish burr:


Tis Green for the sheen o’ the pines

And Black for the gloom o’ of th’ glen

Tis Gold for the gleam of th’ gorse

The MacArtair tartan, ye ken.


Above all, Judge MacArthur told the boys about the battlefield exploits of their father. He recited for them by the hour the record of Arthur MacArthur’s heroism on Missionary Ridge and at the Battle of Franklin and on Kennesaw Mountain. Douglas had rarely heard his father say anything about the Civil War, except in a self-deprecating way. It was his grandfather who turned a rather stuffy and unapproachable father into a figure of heroic, even epic proportions. Certainly the description in MacArthur’s own autobiography of his father’s charge up Missionary Ridge—“Gasping breath from tortured lungs!…The charge is losing momentum! They falter!…And then suddenly, on the crest the flag!”—conveys some flavor of what those exciting afternoons in his grandfather’s study must have been like.7

Meanwhile, from his desk at the adjutant general’s office at the War Department, Major MacArthur was busy in securing the Medal of Honor that he believed was rightfully his, for his actions on Missionary Ridge almost thirty years earlier. For years he, like other officers, had been told that the newly created Congressional Medal of Honor was reserved for enlisted men, not officers. But in April 1890, he discovered that Congress had amended the law in 1863 to allow commissioned officers to receive the medal. The War Department had ignored the change, but three commissioned officers had received medals after the war, and one of them—Captain John C. Burke—had won it for conspicuous bravery at the Battle of Murfreesboro: the very same battle in which MacArthur had distinguished himself for the first time.

So Major MacArthur submitted an application for his own Medal of Honor, complete with testimonials from the generals who had commanded him at Murfreesboro, Missionary Ridge, Kennesaw Mountain, and the Battle of Franklin, and even from fellow officers who had been eyewitnesses to the fighting.8 The board was impressed, and on June 30, 1890, awarded him the Medal of Honor for conspicuous bravery at Missionary Ridge. They figured he deserved it equally well for his actions at Murfreesboro and Franklin, but Missionary Ridge was such a prominent example that it became the basis of the citation.

Persistence pays. Don’t let the bureaucrats keep you down. Keep asking the same question until you get the answer you want. These were the lessons Douglas MacArthur would learn from his father’s experience with the Medal of Honor. Indeed, winning the nation’s highest military award for himself would become his own obsession as a soldier—one that would cause him considerable turmoil and generate controversy more than once.

—

The next turning point in Douglas’s life was the move to San Antonio, Texas, when his father was assigned as assistant adjutant general to the military district there.

It was actually a happy time for the MacArthur family. His mother enjoyed the social life of San Antonio and the fort, where her husband was able to hire her a maid. She and other army wives were able to spend leisurely afternoons visiting the town’s shops and restaurants—a far cry from life at Fort Selden. The major himself settled into the Fort Houston routine, knowing that he was the master of his chosen work—“every duty assigned to you, you have performed thoroughly and conscientiously,” his commanding officer, General Kelton, wrote. “I regard your assignment to duty…a most fortunate circumstance for [this] office and the army”—and that he could count on new promotions as time went on.9

Douglas’s brother, meanwhile, had accepted a commission at the U.S. Naval Academy and with Arthur III now out of the picture and safely ensconced at Annapolis, Pinky could concentrate all her attention on her youngest son’s scholastic attainments.

Up until now they had been pitiful. Later Douglas confessed, “I was only an average student” at the various schools he had attended, including in Washington. Both his father and his mother shook their heads over his mediocre grades and wondered aloud why he couldn’t be more like his brother Arthur, who was not only an excellent scholar but also a brilliant athlete who broke the Annapolis record for the half-mile run.10

The place they chose for turning Douglas around was San Antonio’s West Texas Military Academy. It had been founded in 1893 by the Right Reverend James Steptoe Johnson, a veteran of the Eleventh Mississippi during the Civil War who fought in twelve engagements with the Army of Northern Virginia and believed that “in a military school a boy most readily acquires the habits of neatness, attention and obedience [and] which tend to make one upright in principles and morals, as well as in bearing.” His other goal was to develop “the Christian character amongst the rising generation,” and to teach them that “character is the only true wealth.”11

In any case, it was an environment that had an almost miraculous impact on their youngest son’s mind and spirit. “A transformation began to take place in my development,” he recorded seventy years later. “There came a desire to know, a seeking for the reason why, a search for truth.” His first year at West Texas he maintained a 96.3 average out of 100 possible points, which dipped to 95.15 the following year. His third year brought a 97.65 average and a citation for “superior excellence” in scholarship; the boy whose main interest had been sports was given a medal for the highest average in mathematics.12

What had happened? The impact of a strong, disciplined atmosphere with a healthy competition from other students, many of whom came from the San Antonio area and were, in the words of one graduate, “some of the meanest boys this side of hell,” may have had something to do with it. The presence of strong-minded teachers and administrators like Reverend Johnson and Allen Burleson, the school’s rector, probably helped. So did the hormonal boost of reaching the age when, as Dr. Johnson once said, the mind was most active and most retentive, and intellectual discovery becomes a thrill equal to scoring on the football field or—no doubt for some cadets—discovering girls.

Another part of it may simply have been the absence of an older brother who was accustomed to excelling and earning the approval of both parents while his younger sibling was forced to sit and listen. Now in the vacuum created by Arthur III’s departure for Annapolis, Douglas finally had the chance to shine. Whatever the cause, he took full advantage of it.

“Abstruse mathematics began to appear as a challenge,” he remembered later, “dull Latin and Greek seemed a gateway to the moving words of the leaders of the past, laborious historical data led to the nerve-tingling battlefields of the great captains, Biblical lessons began to open the spiritual portals of a growing faith, literature to lay bare the souls of men.” As one of his awed classmates remembered, MacArthur “was doing Conic Sections when the rest of us were struggling with Elementary Algebra,” and another said, “His ability to analyze a problem and arrive at a sound conclusion [is] just out of this world.”13

At the same time, he was quarterback of the football team, played shortstop for the baseball team, which won seven out of eight games, and won the school’s tennis championship.

Douglas’s transformation was a matter of family as well as personal pride. His grandfather the judge had authored seven books; his father had built a library of nearly four thousand volumes in everything from Chinese history to political economy. The MacArthur men admired intellectual attainment as much as winning on the battlefield or winning the presidency; and now Arthur MacArthur’s youngest son—Pinky’s darling baby—had earned his place in the same exalted company. At West Texas he learned a lifelong love of books and ideas, and the mind that analyzed conic sections would later devote itself to organizing military operations from assaults on German positions on the Hindenburg Line to the liberation of the Philippines—and contemplating the logistics of nuclear war with Communist China.

Looking back six decades later, he wrote, “My four years there were the happiest of my life. Texas will always be a second home to me.” Speaking of West Texas Military Academy to other graduates, he would always say, “This is where I started.”14

On June 8, 1897, his proud parents sat in the pew in the school chapel as Douglas MacArthur, class valedictorian, recited James Jeffrey Roche’s stirring poem “The Fight of the General Armstrong.” Their son had won the school’s highest honor, the Academy Gold Medal, as well as medals in Latin, mathematics, and public speaking. Reverend Burleson told them Douglas was “the most promising student that I have ever had in an experience of over ten years in schools both North and South.”15

Their lives had changed too. For the second






















































OEBPS/Herm_9780812994896_epub3_nav_r1.xhtml


		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Preface



		Prologue



		Chapter 1: Son of the Father



		Chapter 2: Turning Points



		Chapter 3: Glory Days



		Chapter 4: Young Man Going East



		Chapter 5: Countdown to War



		Chapter 6: Into the Fire



		Chapter 7: Fight to the Finish



		Chapter 8: Back to West Point



		Chapter 9: The Tumultuous Years



		Chapter 10: Saving the Army



		Chapter 11: Saving FDR



		Chapter 12: Mission to Manila



		Chapter 13: Waiting for the Enemy



		Chapter 14: Rat in the House



		Chapter 15: When Men Must Die



		Chapter 16: Back to the Wall



		Chapter 17: I Shall Return



		Chapter 18: Taking Supreme Command



		Chapter 19: Green Hell



		Chapter 20: Doing Cartwheel



		Chapter 21: Stepping-Stones to Victory



		Chapter 22: Liberation



		Chapter 23: On to Manila



		Chapter 24: Battleground



		Chapter 25: Downfall



		Chapter 26: Brief Encounters



		Chapter 27: Being Sir Boss



		Chapter 28: Headwinds



		Chapter 29: War Again



		Chapter 30: Inchon and Beyond



		Chapter 31: Reversal of Fortune



		Chapter 32: Endgame



		Chapter 33: Fading Away



		Conclusion



		Photo Insert




		Dedication



		Acknowledgments



		Notes



		Other Titles



		About the Author





		Cover


		Cover



		Title Page


		Contents


		Start




		v


		vi


		xi


		xii


		xiii


		xiv


		xv


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		425


		424


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		435


		436


		437


		438


		439


		440


		441


		442


		443


		444


		445


		446


		447


		448


		449


		450


		451


		452


		453


		454


		455


		456


		457


		458


		459


		460


		461


		462


		463


		464


		465


		466


		467


		468


		469


		470


		471


		472


		473


		474


		475


		476


		477


		478


		479


		480


		481


		482


		483


		484


		485


		486


		487


		488


		489


		490


		491


		492


		493


		494


		495


		496


		497


		498


		499


		500


		501


		502


		503


		504


		505


		506


		507


		508


		509


		510


		511


		512


		513


		514


		515


		516


		517


		518


		519


		520


		521


		522


		523


		524


		525


		526


		527


		528


		529


		530


		531


		532


		533


		534


		535


		536


		537


		538


		539


		540


		541


		542


		543


		544


		545


		546


		547


		548


		549


		550


		551


		552


		553


		554


		555


		556


		557


		558


		559


		560


		561


		562


		563


		564


		565


		566


		567


		568


		569


		570


		571


		572


		573


		574


		575


		576


		577


		578


		579


		580


		581


		582


		583


		584


		585


		586


		587


		588


		589


		590


		591


		592


		593


		594


		595


		596


		597


		598


		599


		600


		601


		602


		603


		604


		605


		606


		607


		608


		609


		610


		611


		612


		613


		614


		615


		616


		617


		618


		619


		620


		621


		622


		623


		624


		625


		626


		627


		628


		629


		630


		631


		632


		633


		634


		635


		636


		637


		638


		639


		640


		641


		642


		643


		644


		645


		646


		647


		648


		649


		650


		651


		652


		653


		654


		655


		656


		657


		658


		659


		660


		661


		662


		663


		664


		665


		666


		667


		668


		669


		670


		671


		672


		673


		674


		675


		676


		677


		678


		679


		680


		681


		682


		683


		684


		685


		686


		687


		688


		689


		690


		691


		692


		693


		694


		695


		696


		697


		698


		699


		700


		701


		702


		703


		704


		705


		706


		707


		708


		709


		710


		711


		712


		713


		714


		715


		716


		717


		718


		719


		720


		721


		722


		723


		724


		725


		726


		727


		728


		729


		730


		731


		732


		733


		734


		735


		736


		737


		738


		739


		740


		741


		742


		743


		744


		745


		746


		747


		748


		749


		750


		751


		752


		753


		754


		755


		756


		757


		758


		759


		760


		761


		762


		763


		764


		765


		766


		767


		768


		769


		770


		771


		772


		773


		774


		775


		776


		777


		778


		779


		780


		781


		782


		783


		784


		785


		786


		787


		788


		789


		790


		791


		792


		793


		794


		795


		796


		797


		798


		799


		800


		801


		802


		803


		804


		805


		806


		807


		808


		809


		810


		811


		812


		813


		814


		815


		816


		817


		818


		819


		820


		821


		822


		823


		824


		825


		826


		827


		828


		829


		830


		831


		832


		833


		834


		835


		836


		837


		838


		839


		840


		841


		842


		843


		844


		845


		846


		847


		848


		849


		850


		1


		2


		851


		852


		853


		854


		855


		856


		857


		858


		859


		860


		861


		862


		863


		864


		865


		866


		867


		868


		869


		870


		871


		872


		873


		874


		875


		876


		877


		878


		879


		880


		881


		882


		883


		884


		885


		886


		887


		888


		889


		890


		891


		892


		937


		938





OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifItalic.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifBoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/images/Herm_9780812994896_epub3_001_cvi.jpg
~ DOUGLAS
MACARTHUR

WARRIOR

ART UR HERMAN

FINALIST FOR THE PULITZER PRIZE






OEBPS/fonts/FreeMono.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoBoldOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSans.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansBoldOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerif.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansOblique.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Fort-Book.otf


OEBPS/images/Herm_9780812994896_epub3_001_r1.jpg
DOUGLAS
MACARTHUR

AMERICAN WARRIOR

Arthur Herman






