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In Captain Macklin: His Memoirs, the fierce desire to
make a name collides with the unruly realities of revolution,
as a young American pursues honor and command in a land
not his own, testing whether courage, cunning, and charm
can turn chance and chaos into destiny, or whether the
same qualities expose the vanity of self-invention, the price
of loyalty, and the thin line between service and self-
seeking, all told by a narrator who understands that what
one writes about oneself may be the bravest act—or the
most dangerous gamble—of a soldier’s life.

Richard Harding Davis, a widely read American journalist
and fiction writer, casts this novel in the adventure tradition
while framing it as a personal record, a choice that blends
immediacy with retrospective judgment. Set largely in a
small, volatile Central American republic riven by coups and
campaigns, it draws on the era’s fascination with conflict at
the hemispheric crossroads. First appearing in the early
twentieth century, the book reflects a moment when
reportage shaped popular storytelling and when American
readers followed foreign revolutions with avid attention,
lending its scenes the crisp outlines and brisk tempo of
contemporary magazine fiction.

Presented as the self-told memoir of Captain Macklin, the
narrative begins with restless ambition and a search for
purpose, then moves into the charged atmosphere of a
nation on the brink, where military titles, shifting loyalties,



and public spectacle can be won—or lost—in a single
afternoon. The reading experience is swift and scene-driven:
barracks and boulevards, makeshift headquarters and
crowded plazas, orders barked and rescinded, triumphs
measured in heartbeats. Without revealing later turns, it is
safe to say that the path he chooses keeps testing his
appetite for risk, his sense of duty, and his capacity to
command.

Davis writes in a brisk, unfussy first person that borrows
the compression of dispatches while allowing for flashes of
self-assessment, so that action and afterthought sit side by
side. Sentences move cleanly, scenes open at the decisive
instant, and the momentum rarely slackens, yet the memoir
form admits pauses in which the narrator weighs impulse
against consequence. The tone is confident but not
unreflective, candid about bravado and about the hazards of
reading one’s own motives too generously. Readers will
recognize a style shaped by newspapers and magazines:
vivid, economical, attentive to logistics, and keenly aware of
public performance.

At its core, the book probes the seductions and perils of
ambition: the urge to test oneself against danger, the hope
of earning rank and reputation, and the uncertainty about
what those prizes finally mean. It tracks the ethics of
intervention, asking how an outsider justifies action in
struggles not his own, and what leadership looks like when
institutions totter. It explores loyalty as both ideal and
currency, and it treats memory as a battlefield, too, where
victories are narrated into being. Questions of masculinity,



honor, and responsibility animate the plot while never
smothering the pleasures of pace and surprise.

For contemporary readers, the novel offers a vivid
window onto the turn-of-the-century imagination, when
personal daring and geopolitical intrigue often mingled in
popular narratives. Its depiction of a Central American
setting is filtered through an outsider’s perspective, shaped
by the conventions and assumptions of its time;
approaching it critically can spark discussion about
representation, power, and the stories nations tell about one
another. At the same time, its practical interest in
organization, morale, and decision-making in unstable
conditions travels well, illuminating how authority is claimed
and contested and how individuals reconcile private
ambition with public consequence.

Captain Macklin: His Memoirs endures because it marries
velocity to reflection, delivering the satisfactions of an
adventure tale while inviting readers to interrogate the
making of a hero’s story. Its scenes of urgency and its clean,
reportorial style ensure momentum; its interest in self-
fashioning, duty, and the politics of place ensure substance.
Read as a historical artifact, it reveals how a celebrated
journalist translated the rhythms of the news into fiction.
Read as a novel, it offers a compelling study of character
under pressure. Either way, it remains a lively entry point
into a formative strain of American storytelling.
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Captain Macklin: His Memoirs, by American author
Richard Harding Davis, is an adventure told as a soldier’s
retrospective. Written in the early twentieth century, it
blends the speed of popular romance with a correspondent’s
eye for movement and place. The narrator, young and
fiercely self-reliant, opens by admitting misjudgments while
defending the impulses that propel him. Disenchanted with
polite success at home yet hungry for consequence, he sets
out to prove himself where events move quickly and
hierarchies are fluid. That search draws him south, into a
small, unstable republic, where revolutions flare, fortunes
pivot overnight, and a stranger's energies can find
immediate use.

His first steps in the new country bring him into contact
with exiles, officers of shifting allegiance, and practical men
who value initiative over pedigree. The memoir traces how
he earns a place among them, first by taking on humble
tasks and then by acting decisively when hesitation would
be safer. He discovers the price of speed: scant supplies,
unreliable pay, and loyalties contingent on results. Yet the
stripped-down urgency suits him. In a society divided by
faction and patronage, a foreigner’'s neutrality becomes an
asset, and his combination of nerve and adaptability quickly
gathers attention that opens doors to more dangerous
responsibilities.



As operations commence, the narrator learns soldiering
under fire rather than by drill. He moves between rough
encampments and improvised headquarters, absorbing
lessons about reconnaissance, transport, and the politics
behind orders. The memoir emphasizes practical craft—how
to move men through rain and dust, how to keep discipline
when promises outpace rations—while noting the theater of
banners, proclamations, and rumors that precede every
march. In this setting, he encounters comrades who provide
models and warnings: veterans hardened by reversals,
eager patriots, and hard dealers who trade loyalty for
advantage. Their influence sharpens his sense of leadership
as something earned in the moment.

A turning point arrives when the narrator receives
independent command and begins to carry responsibility
beyond his own bravado. Small victories and close escapes
demonstrate both the reach and limits of audacity. Logistics,
terrain, and the morale of men become the true obstacles;
courage, he finds, is necessary but insufficient. His rise to a
captaincy brings visibility that attracts allies, rivals, and
scrutiny from civilians whose hopes have outpaced reality.
The memoir remains brisk, but its voice deepens with the
weight of consequences, as he must read conflicting
reports, decide when to advance or refuse, and accept that
every choice closes other paths.

The political story entwines with personal entanglements
that complicate strategy with obligation. The narrator
describes  friendships  forged under  stress and
responsibilities to people who see in him either a reformer, a
shield, or a convenient instrument. Affection and ambition



press in from different sides, making success as perilous as
defeat. He must balance the claims of those who enabled
his ascent against what he believes the country needs, even
as opinions about that need diverge by class, region, and
foreign interest. The more he belongs to the cause, the less
he can pretend to be merely a spectator chasing adventure.

Tensions mount as competing factions seek legitimacy
through constitutions, elections, and the control of ports and
telegraphs. Foreign investors and diplomats hover at the
edge of the action, promising stability while angling for
leverage. The narrator’s reputation becomes a tool others
would use, and he faces the recurrent question of whether
ends justify means. Set-piece movements—defenses
improvised from almost nothing, long marches created from
rumor and resolve—build toward a campaign that demands
clarity about what he will accept in the name of victory. The
memoir maintains suspense by foregrounding process and
choice while sidestepping tidy assurances about outcomes.

In the end, Captain Macklin: His Memoirs stands as a
study of self-making under pressure and of the ambiguities
of intervention. Davis marries swift incident to a journalist’s
appetite for how things work, inviting reflection on
leadership, honor, and the bargains that arise when ideals
meet expedience. Without relying on mystery for its appeal,
the book withholds pat conclusions, asking readers to judge
the narrator’s growth by his willingness to accept costs he
once ignored. Its portrait of volatile politics and American
restlessness remains resonant, capturing the allure and
hazard of places where, for better or worse, ambition can
matter immediately.
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Captain Macklin: His Memoirs by Richard Harding Davis
was published in 1902. It is set in a fictional Central
American republic that resembles the small nations along
the isthmus at the turn of the twentieth century. During this
period, national institutions—presidencies, congresses, and
modest standing armies—operated amid frequent coups and
negotiated heavily with foreign diplomats. The United States
and European powers were intensifying attention to the
region. The Hay-Pauncefote Treaty of 1901 cleared the way
for a U.S.-built canal, and the 1889-90 Pan-American
Conference had institutionalized hemispheric dialogue. After
the 1898 Spanish-American War, the Caribbean and Central
America became strategic priorities.

The political environment Davis evokes mirrored real
regimes then ruling the isthmus. In Guatemala, Manuel
Estrada Cabrera took power in 1898 and built an
authoritarian system centered on the presidency. Nicaragua,
under José Santos Zelaya from 1893, pursued modernization
while suppressing rivals and provoking periodic conflicts.
Honduras experienced recurrent coups and border clashes
in the 1890s. Across the region, caudillismo shaped
governance despite written constitutions. Small national
armies, often poorly funded, relied on personal loyalty and
opportunistic alliances. Foreign legations and commercial
agents could tip the balance during crises, lending



plausibility to a narrative in which outsiders influence
military and political outcomes.

The turn-of-the-century economy of Central America
revolved around export commodities controlled through
concessions and transport monopolies. Bananas, coffee, and
timber bound local elites to foreign investors, who financed
railways, ports, and telegraph lines. In 1899 the United Fruit
Company formed, consolidating Minor C. Keith's Central
American interests with the Boston Fruit Company, and
rapidly expanded plantations and shipping in the region.
Such enterprises negotiated tax exemptions and land
grants, entangling corporate priorities with national politics.
Debt obligations to overseas creditors constrained
governments and invited diplomatic pressure. In this
climate, disputes over contracts or tariffs could trigger
cabinet upheavals or military mobilization, shaping the
novel’s backdrop.

After 1898, American policy combined commercial
ambition with strategic policing of the Caribbean. The Platt
Amendment of 1901 circumscribed Cuban sovereignty and
signaled a new U.S. readiness to condition regional politics.
Naval expansion, influenced by Alfred Thayer Mahan’s 1890
treatise on sea power, placed squadrons within rapid reach
of Central American ports. Earlier episodes, such as U.S. and
British landings at Bluefields, Nicaragua, in 1894 to protect
commercial interests, had foreshadowed this posture.
Negotiations over a canal route intensified after 1901,
focusing attention on the isthmus. This environment
normalized the presence of American officers, ships, and
entrepreneurs near local conflicts portrayed in the novel.



Richard Harding Davis was the most celebrated American
war correspondent of his generation, renowned for
dispatches from Cuba during the Spanish-American War and
from South Africa in the Second Boer War (1899-1902).
Mass-circulation magazines and illustrated weeklies turned
such reporters into national figures, and readers developed
an appetite for vivid accounts of foreign campaigns. The
same market nourished adventure fiction set in unstable
republics and colonial frontiers. Telegraph cables and fast
steamers accelerated news and travel, tightening the link
between journalism and narrative art. Captain Macklin
draws on this milieu, adopting brisk reportage rhythms while
dramatizing the hazards and allure of service in unfamiliar
armies.

The novel also invokes a longer North American tradition
of private military adventurism in Latin America. Mid-
century filibuster William Walker invaded Nicaragua in 1855,
briefly seizing the presidency before being expelled and
executed in 1860; his notoriety lingered in popular memory.
Although U.S. neutrality laws prohibited such expeditions,
enforcement was uneven, and individuals continued to seek
commissions abroad. Central American governments, facing
internal rivals and external threats, sometimes accepted
foreign officers as drillmasters or advisers. This historical
backdrop makes an American protagonist’s military role
plausible  without requiring formal U.S. sanction,
underscoring the porous boundary between private initiative
and state policy in the region.

American debates about empire formed a crucial
backdrop. The Anti-Imperialist League, organized in 1898



with members such as Mark Twain and Andrew Carnegie,
criticized annexation and interventions after the war with
Spain. At the same time, popular culture trafficked in
images of volatile tropical republics and decisive Anglo-
American heroes. O. Henry would coin the term banana
republic in 1904 to describe a fictionalized Honduras,
capturing a trope already familiar to readers. Captain
Macklin emerges from this contested field of meanings,
balancing fascination with foreign revolt against unease
about meddling, and appealing to audiences shaped by both
romantic adventure and political argument.

By casting a U.S. outsider in the uniform of a Central
American army, Davis channels the era’s entanglement of
private ambition, corporate capital, and strategic power. The
memoir form invites readers to weigh personal honor,
professional discipline, and opportunism without requiring
an explicit program for policy. While avoiding documentary
specificity, the book echoes contemporary revolutions,
diplomatic bargaining, and the shadow of canal politics. It
also anticipates the intensifying banana wars of the early
twentieth century, when U.S. forces intervened repeatedly
in the circum-Caribbean. As such, Captain Macklin both
reflects the exhilaration of American reach and quietly
exposes the fraqility of the settings that enabled it.
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It may seem presumptuous that so young a man as
myself should propose to write his life and memaoirs, for, as
a rule, one waits until he has accomplished something in the
world, or until he has reached old age, before he ventures to
tell of the times in which he has lived, and of his part in
them. But the profession to which | belong, which is that of a
soldier, and which is the noblest profession a man can
follow, is a hazardous one, and were | to delay until to-
morrow to write down what | have seen and done, these
memoirs might never be written, for, such being the fortune
of war, to-morrow might not come.

So | propose to tell now of the little | have accomplished
in the first twenty-three years of my life, and, from month to
month, to add to these memoirs in order that, should | be
suddenly taken off, my debit and credit pages may be found
carefully written up to date and carried forward. On the
other hand, should I live to be an old man, this record of my
career will furnish me with material for a more complete
autobiography, and will serve as a safeguard against a
failing memory.

In writing a personal narrative | take it that the most
important events to be chronicled in the life of a man are his



choice of a wife and his choice of a profession. As | am
unmarried, the chief event in my life is my choice of a
profession, and as to that, as a matter of fact, | was given
no choice, but from my earliest childhood was destined to
be a soldier. My education and my daily environment each
pointed to that career, and even if | had shown a remarkable
aptitude for any other calling, which | did not, | doubt if |
would have pursued it. | am confident that had my
education been directed in an entirely different channel, |
should have followed my destiny, and come out a soldier in
the end. For by inheritance as well as by instinct | was
foreordained to follow the fortunes of war, to delight in the
clash of arms and the smoke of battle; and | expect that
when | do hear the clash of arms and smell the smoke of
battle, the last of the Macklins will prove himself worthy of
his ancestors.

| call myself the last of the Macklins for the reason that
last year, on my twenty-second birthday, | determined |
should never marry. Women | respect and admire, several of
them, especially two of the young ladies at Miss Butler’s
Academy[1] | have deeply loved, but a soldier cannot
devote himself both to a woman and to his country. As one
of our young professors said, “The flag is a jealous
mistress[1q]l.”

The one who, in my earliest childhood, arranged that |
should follow the profession of arms, was my mother’s
father, and my only surviving grandparent. He was no less a
personage than Major-General John M. Hamilton[2]. | am not
a writer; my sword, | fear and hope, will always be easier in
my hand than my pen, but | wish for a brief moment | could



hold it with such skill, that I might tell of my grandfather
properly and gratefully, and describe him as the gentle and
brave man he was. | know he was gentle, for though | never
had a woman to care for me as a mother cares for a son, |
never missed that care; and | know how brave he was, for
that is part of the history of my country. During many years
he was my only parent or friend or companion; he taught
me my lessons by day and my prayers by night, and, when |
passed through all the absurd ailments to which a child is
heir, he sat beside my cot and lulled me to sleep, or told me
stories of the war. There was a childlike and simple quality
in his own nature, which made me reach out to him and
confide in him as | would have done to one of my own age.
Later, | scoffed at this virtue in him as something old-
fashioned and credulous. That was when | had reached the
age when | was older, | hope, than | shall ever be again.
There is no such certainty of knowledge on all subjects as
one holds at eighteen and at eighty[2q], and at eighteen |
found his care and solicitude irritating and irksome. With the
intolerance of youth, | could not see the love that was back
of his anxiety, and which should have softened it for me
with a halo and made me considerate and grateful. Now |
see it—I| see it now that it is too late. But surely he
understood, he knew how | looked up to him, how | loved
him, and how | tried to copy him, and, because | could not,
consoled myself inwardly by thinking that the reason | had
failed was because his way was the wrong one, and that my
way was the better. If he did not understand then, he
understands now; | cannot bear to think he does not
understand and forgive me.



Those were the best days of my life, the days | spent with
him as a child in his own home on the Hudson. It stands at
Dobbs Ferry, set in a grove of pines, with a garden about it,
and a box hedge that shuts it from the road. The room | best
remember is the one that overlooks the Hudson and the
Palisades. From its windows you can watch the great vessels
passing up and down the river, and the excursion steamers
flying many flags, and tiny pleasure-boats and great barges.
There is an open fireplace in this room, and in a corner
formed by the book-case, and next to the wood-box, was my
favorite seat. My grandfather’s place was in a great leather
chair beside the centre-table, and | used to sit cross-legged
on a cushion at his feet, with my back against his knees and
my face to the open hearth. | can still see the pages of
“Charles O'Malley” and “Midshipman Easy,” as | read them
by the lifting light of that wood fire, and | can hear the wind
roaring down the chimney and among the trees outside, and
the steamers signalling to each other as they pushed
through the ice and fog to the great city that lay below us. |
can feel the fire burning my face, and the cold shivers that
ran down my back, as my grandfather told me of the Indians
who had once hunted in the very woods back of our house,
and of those he had fought with on the plains. With the
imagination of a child, | could hear, mingled with the shrieks
of the wind as it dashed the branches against the roof, their
hideous war-cries as they rushed to some night attack, or
the howling of the wolves in the snow. When | think of
myself as | was then | am very fond of that little boy who sat
shivering with excitement, and staring with open eyes at the
pictures he saw in the firelight, a little boy who had made no



enemies, no failures, who had harmed no one, and who
knew nothing of the world outside the walls that sheltered
him, save the brave old soldier who was his law and his
example, his friend in trouble, and his playmate.

| knew nothing then, and | know very little now, either of
my father or my mother[3q]. Whenever | asked my
grandfather concerning them he always answered vaguely
that he would tell me some day, “when you are of age,” but
whether he meant when | was twenty-one or of an age when
| was best fitted to hear the truth, | shall never know. But |
guessed the truth from what he let fall, and from what |
have since heard from others, although that is but little, for |
could not ask strangers to tell me of my own people. For
some reason, soon after they were married my mother and
father separated and she brought me to live with her father,
and he entered the Southern army.

| like to think that | can remember my mother, and it
seems | must, for very dimly | recollect a young girl who
used to sit by the window looking out at the passing vessels.
There is a daguerreotype of my mother, and it may be that
my recollection of her is builded upon that portrait. She died
soon after we came to live with my grandfather, when | was
only three years old, but I am sure | remember her, for no
other woman was ever in the house, and the figure of the
young girl looking out across at the Palisades is very clear to
me.

My father was an Irish officer and gentleman, who came
to the States to better his fortunes. This was just before the
war; and as soon as it began, although he lived in the North,
in New York City, he joined the Southern army and was



killed. | believe, from what little | have learned of him, that
he was both wild and reckless, but the few who remember
him all say that he had many noble qualities, and was much
loved by men, and, | am afraid, by women. | do not know
more than that, except the one story of him, which my
grandfather often told me.

“Whatever a man may say of your father,” he would tell
me, “you need not believe; for they may not have
understood him, and all that you need to remember, until
when you are of age | shall tell you the whole truth, is how
he died.” It is a brief story. My father was occupying a trench
which for some hours his company had held under a heavy
fire. When the Yankees charged with the bayonet he rose to
meet them, but at the same moment the bugle sounded the
retreat, and half of his company broke and ran. My father
sprang to the top of the trench and called, “Come back,
boys, we’ll give them one more volley.” It may have been
that he had misunderstood the call of the bugle, and
disobeyed through ignorance, or it may have been that in
his education the signal to retreat had been omitted, for he
did not heed it, and stood outlined against the sky, looking
back and waving his hand to his men. But they did not come
to him, and the advancing troop fired, and he fell upon the
trench with his body stretched along its length. The Union
officer was far in advance of his own company, and when he
leaped upon the trench he found that it was empty and that
the Confederate troops were in retreat. He turned, and
shouted, laughing: “Come on! there’s only one man here—
and he’s dead!”



But my father reached up his hand, to where the officer
stood above him, and pulled at his scabbard.

“Not dead, but dying, Captain,” my father said. “And
that’s better than retreating, isn't it?”

“And that is the story,” my grandfather used to say to
me, “you must remember of your father, and whatever else
he did does not count.”

At the age of ten my grandfather sent me to a military
academy near Dobbs Ferry, where boys were prepared for
college and for West Point and Annapolis. | was a very poor
scholar, and, with the exception of what | learned in the
drill-hall and the gymnasium, the academy did me very little
good, and | certainly did not, at that time at least, reflect
any credit on the academy. Had | been able to take half the
interest in my studies my grandfather showed in them, |
would have won prizes in every branch; but even my desire
to please him could not make me understand the simplest
problems in long division; and later here at the Point, the
higher branches of mathematics, combined with other
causes, have nearly deprived the United States Army of a
gallant officer. | believe | have it in me to take a piece of
field artillery by assault, but I know | shall never be able to
work out the formula necessary to adjust its elevation.

With the exception, perhaps, of Caesar’s
“Commentaries,” | hated all of my studies, not only on their
own account, but because they cut me out of the talks with
which in the past my grandfather and | had been wont to
close each day. These talks, which were made up on my part
of demands for more stories, or for repetitions of those |
already knew by heart, did more than any other thing to



inspire me with a desire for military glory. My grandfather
had served through the Mexican War, in the Indian
campaigns on the plains, and during the War of the
Rebellion, and his memory recalled the most wonderful and
exciting of adventures. He was singularly modest, which is a
virtue | never could consider as a high one, for | find that the
world takes you at your own valuation, and unless “the
terrible trumpet of Fame” is sounded by yourself no one else
will blow your trumpet for you. Of that you may be sure. But
| can’t recall ever having heard my grandfather relate to
people of his own age any of the adventures which he told
me, and once | even caught him recounting a personal
experience which redounded greatly to his credit as having
happened to “a man in his regiment.” When with childish
delight | at once accused him of this he was visibly annoyed,
and blushed like a girl, and afterward corrected me for being
so forward in the presence of my elders. His modesty went
even to the length of his keeping hidden in his bedroom the
three presentation swords which had been given him at
different times for distinguished action on the field. One
came from the men of his regiment, one from his
townspeople after his return from the City of Mexico, and
one from the people of the State of New York; and nothing |
could say would induce him to bring them downstairs to our
sitting room, where visitors might see them. Personally, |
cannot understand what a presentation sword is for except
to show to your friends; for, as a rule, they are very badly
balanced and of no use for fighting.

Had it not been for the colored prints of the different
battles in Mexico which hung in our sitting room, and some



Indian war-bonnets and bows and arrows, and a box of
duelling pistols, no one would have supposed that our house
belonged to one of the most distinguished generals of his
day. You may be sure | always pointed these out to our
visitors, and one of my chief pleasures was to dress one of
my schoolmates in the Indian war bonnet, and then scalp
him with a carving knife. The duelling pistols were even a
greater delight to me. They were equipped with rifle barrels
and hair triggers, and were inlaid richly with silver, and
more than once had been used on the field of honor.
Whenever my grandfather went out for a walk, or to play
whist at the house of a neighbor, | would get down these
pistols and fight duels with myself in front of the looking-
glass. With my left hand | would hold the handkerchief
above my head, and with the other clutch the pistol at my
side, and then, at the word, and as the handkerchief
fluttered to the floor, | would take careful aim and pull the
trigger. Sometimes | died and made speeches before |
expired, and sometimes | killed my adversary and stood
smiling down at him.

My grandfather was a member of the Aztec Club[3],
which was organized during the occupation of the City of
Mexico by the American officers who had stormed the
capital; and on the occasion of one of its annual meetings,
which that year was held in Philadelphia, | was permitted to
accompany him to that city. It was the longest journey from
home | had ever taken, and each incident of it is still clearly
fixed in my mind. The event of the reunion was a dinner
given at the house of General Patterson, and on the morning
before the dinner the members of the club were invited to



assemble in the garden which surrounded his house. To this
meeting my grandfather conducted me, and | found myself
surrounded by the very men of whom he had so often
spoken. | was very frightened, and | confess | was surprised
and greatly disappointed also to find that they were old and
gray-haired men, and not the young and dashing warriors
he had described. General Patterson alone did not
disappoint me, for even at that late day he wore a blue coat
with brass buttons and a buff waistcoat and high black
stock. He had a strong, fine profile and was smooth shaven.
| remember | found him exactly my ideal of the Duke of
Wellington; for though | was only then ten or twelve years of
age, | had my own ideas about every soldier from Alexander
and Von Moltke to our own Captain Custer.

It was in the garden behind the Patterson house that we
met the General, and he alarmed me very much by pulling
my shoulders back and asking me my age, and whether or
not | expected to be as brave a soldier as my grandfather,
to which latter question | said, “Yes, General,” and then
could have cried with mortification, for all of the great
soldiers laughed at me. One of them turned, and said to the
only one who was seated, “That is Hamilton’s grandson.”
The man who was seated did not impress me very much. He
was younger than the others. He wore a black suit and a
black tie, and the three upper buttons of his waistcoat were
unfastened. His beard was close-cropped, like a blacking-
brush, and he was chewing on a cigar that had burned so far
down that | remember wondering why it did not scorch his
mustache. And then, as | stood staring up at him and he
down at me, it came over me who he was, and | can recall



even now how my heart seemed to jump, and | felt terribly
frightened and as though | were going to cry. My
grandfather bowed to the younger man in the courteous,
old-fashioned manner he always observed, and said:
“General, this is my grandchild, Captain Macklin’s boy. When
he grows up | want him to be able to say he has met you. |
am going to send him to West Point.”

The man in the chair nodded his head at my grandfather,
and took his cigar from his mouth and said, “When he’s
ready to enter, remind me, let me know,” and closed his lips
again on his cigar, as though he had missed it even during
that short space if time. But had he made a long oration
neither my grandfather nor | could have been more deeply
moved. My grandfather said: “Thank you, General. It is very
kind of you,” and led me away smiling so proudly that it was
beautiful to see him. When he had entered the house he
stopped, and bending over me, asked. “Do you know who
that was, Roy?” But with the awe of the moment still heavy
upon me | could only nod and gasp at him.

“That was General Grant[4],” my grandfather said.

“Yes, | know,” | whispered.

| am not particularly proud of the years that preceded my
entrance to West Point, and of the years | have spent here |
have still less reason to be content. | was an active boy, and
behaved as other young cubs of that age, no better and no
worse. Dobbs Ferry was not a place where temptations
beset one, and, though we were near New York, we were not
of it, and we seldom visited it. When we did, it was to go to
a matinee at some theatre, returning the same afternoon in
time for supper. My grandfather was very fond of the drama,



barrels operated by a crank and considered a precursor to
later machine guns used in the late 19th century.

8 A village on the east bank of the Hudson River in
Westchester County, New York; in 19th-century American
travel writing it was often used as a familiar local landmark
a short distance from New York City.

9 A 19th-century English name for the town now called
Colén at the Atlantic (Caribbean) entrance to the Panama
Canal; the name appears on period shipping schedules and
maps from the Isthmian transit era.

10 A Victorian culinary name for the fruit we now call the
avocado (Persea americana), so called for its rough,
alligator-like skin and pearlike shape and commonly eaten in
salads in the period.

11 U.S. gold coins with a face value of twenty dollars,
commonly called 'double eagles,' minted in the 19th and
early 20th centuries and used for large sums and
international payments.

12 The name of a steamer mentioned in the narrative,
described as having been seized by Laguerre; in the story it
functions as a coastal packet or ship involved in regional
conflicts.

13 A Wall Street banker named in the book and
described as president of the Isthmian Steamship Line;
presented in the narrative as a wealthy financier with
interests in Central American shipping.

14 A steamship company in the story that operated
between New Orleans and the Isthmus of Panama; in the
narrative it holds a fruit-carrying monopoly and figures in
the political and commercial disputes described.



15 Common name for the United States Military
Academy at West Point, New York, founded in 1802 to
educate and commission U.S. Army officers.

16 Refers to a well-known style of royal portrait by
Anthony van Dyck (1599-1641), the Flemish court painter to
Charles | of England; the author uses the name spelling 'Van
Dyke' and evokes that formal, aristocratic likeness.

17 An older English form of Puerto Cortés, a port on the
Caribbean coast of Honduras; historically a principal
Honduran Atlantic port and a common stopping point for
19th-century travel to the interior.

18 Here 'Isthmian' refers broadly to inhabitants or
officials of an isthmus-state in Central America (the term
can be used generically in 19th-century fiction); the text
may mean a specific local authority or a fictional Isthmian
line/company, so the exact political reference is uncertain.

19 A German officer in the narrative described as an
aide-de-camp and scarred by student duels; he appears to
be a fictional or composite character created for the story
rather than a clearly identifiable historical person.

20 The reigning sovereign of the Kingdom of Bavaria, a
German state that existed as a kingdom until 1918; the title
here situates von Ritter as formerly attached to a
19th-century German court or army.

21 Refers to the mid-19th-century filibustering
campaigns led by American adventurer William Walker
(most famously in Nicaragua around 1855-1857), in which
private forces attempted to seize and rule parts of Central
America.



22 The capital city of Honduras, located inland in the
central highlands; in the story it is the expedition’s objective
and a principal city in Honduran geography.

23 Reference to Francisco Morazan (1792-1842), a
Central American political and military leader often called
‘the Liberator’ for his role in efforts to unite the Central
American republics during the early 19th century.

24 A traditional Catholic title for the Virgin Mary, widely
venerated in Latin America; here it explains a local
superstition that night attacks are offensive to her (i.e.,
culturally taboo).

25 A strategic hill or crest mentioned as commanding
Tegucigalpa; in the narrative it functions as the artillery
position that controls the capital (exact modern
identification is uncertain but it is presented as a local high
ground).

26 A military bugle or trumpet call used to wake soldiers
and signal the start of the day, commonly sounded at dawn
in garrison.

27 A military or civil official responsible for maintaining
order, policing troops, and overseeing military prisons; in
the text the narrator is appointed to that office for the city.

28 The principal hotel in the capital within the story,
serving as the city’s main accommodation and a focal point
where opposing factions meet (a common name for
prominent hotels of the era).

29 A U.S. Navy cruiser referred to in the chapter as a
warship lying at Amapala; this likely alludes to a late
19th-century American naval vessel named Raleigh used to
protect American interests abroad.



