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GENERAL YOUNG'S FIGHT AT LAS GUASIMAS

ing Tampa we

had been brigad-
ed with the First
(white) and Tenth
(colored) Regular
Cavalry under
Brigadier- General
5. B. M. Young.
We were the Sec-
ond Brigade, the
First Brigade con-
sisting of the Third
and Sixth (white),
and the Ninth (cal-
ored) Regular
Cavalry under
Brigadier - General
Sumner. The two
brigades of the
cavalry division
were under Major-
" General Joseph

" Wheeler, the gal-
lant old Confeder-
ate cavalry com-
mander.

General Young was—and is—as fine a
type of the American fighting soldier as a
man can hope to see. He had been in
command, as Colonel, of the Yellowstone
National Park, and I had seen a good
deal of Him in connection therewith, as I
was President of the Boone and Crockett

JUET before leav-
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Club, an organization devoted to humt-
ing big game, to its preservation, and to
forest preservation. During the preceding
winter, while he was in Washington, he
had lunched with me at the Metropolitan
Club, Wood being one of the other guests,
Of course, we talked of the war, which all
of us present believed to be impending,
and Wood and I told him we were going
to make every effort to get in, somehow
and he answered that we must be sure
to get into his brigade, if he had one, and
he would guarantee to show us fighting.
None of us forgot the conversation. As
soon as our regiment was raised General
Young applied for it to be put in his bri-
gade. We were put in ; and he made his
word good ; for he fought and won the
first fight on Cuban soil.

Yet, even though under him, we should
not have been in this fight at all if we had
not taken advantage of the chance to dis-
embark among the first troops, and if it
had not been for Wood's energy in push-
ing our regiment to the front.

On landing we spent some active hours
in marching our men a quarter of a mile
or so inland, as boat-load by boat-load
they disembarked. Meanwhile one of the
men, Knoblauch, a New Yorker, who was
a great athlete and a champion swimmer,
by diving in the surf off the dock, re-
covered most of the rifles which had been
lost when the boat-load of colored eavalry
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capsized. The country would have offered
very great difficulties to an attacking force
had there been resistance. It was little
but a mass of rugged and precipitous
hills, covered for the most part by dense
jungle. Five hundred resolute men could
have prevented the disembarkation at very
little cost to themselves. There had been
about that number of Spaniards at Dai-
quiri that morning, but they had fled even
before the ships began shelling. In their
place we found hun-

dreds of Cuban insur-
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ship, and succeeded in getting most of it
ashore, but were utterly unable to get
transportation for anything but a very
small guantity. The great shortcoming
throughout the campaign was the utterly
inadequate transportation. If we had
been allowed to take our mule-train, we
could have kept the whole cavalry divis-
ion supplied.

In the afternoon word came to us to
march. (General Wheeler, a regular game-
cock, was as anxious as
Lawton to get first

gents, a crew of as utter
tatterdemalions as hu-
man eyes ever looked
on, armed with every
kind of rifle in all stages
of dilapidation. Tt was
evident, at a glance,
that they would be no
use in serious fighting,
but it was hoped that
they might be of ser-
vice in scouting. From
a variety of causes,
however, they turned
out to be nearly useless,
even for this purpose,
so far as the Santiago
campaign wWas Con- ®

blood, and he was bent
upon putting the cav-
alry division to the
front as quickly as pos-
sible. Lawton's ad-
vance guard was in
touch with the Span-
iards, and there had
been a skirmish be-
tween the latter and
some Cabans, who
were repulsed. Gen-
eral Wheeler made a
reconnoissance in per-
son, found out where
the enemy was, and di-
rected General Young
to take our brigade and

cerned,

We were camped
on a dusty, brush-
covered flat, with jungle on one side, and
on the other a shallow, fetid pool fringed
with palm-trees. Huge land-crabs scut-
tled noisily through the underbrush, ex-
citing much interest among the men,
Camping was a simple matter, as each man
carried all he had, and the officers had
nothing, I took a light mackintosh and
a tooth-brush. Fortunately, that night it
did not rain; and from the palm-leaves
we built shelters from the sun.

General Lawton, a tall, fine-looking
man, had taken the advance. A thorough
soldier, he at once established outposts
and pushed reconnoitring parties ahead
on the trails, He had as litle baggage
as the rest of us. Our own Brigade-
Commander, General Young, had ex-
actly the same impedimenta that I had,
namely, a mackintosh and a tooth-brush.

Next morning we were hard at work
trying to get the stuff unloaded from the

Brigadier.General 5. B. M. Young.

move forward so as to
strike him next morn-
ing. He had the power
to do this, as when General Shafter was
afloat he had command ashore.

I had succeeded in finding Texas, my
surviving horse, much the worse for his
fortnight on the transport and his expe-
rience in getting off, but still able to carry
me.

It was mid-afternoon and the tropic sun
was beating fiercely down when Colonel
Wood started our regiment—the First and
Tenth Cavalry and some of the infantry
regiments having already marched. Colo-
nel Wood himself rode in advance, while
I led my squadron, and Major Brodie fol-
lowed with his. It was a hard march, the
hilly jungle trail being so narrow that often
we had to goin single file,¢ We marched
fast, for Wood was bound to get us ahead
of the other regiments, so as to be sure of
our place in the body that struck the en-
emy next morning. If it had not been for
his energy in pushing forward, we should
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Rough Riders’ Camp at Daiquin.

certainly have missed the fight. As it was,
we did not halt until we were at the ex-
treme front.

The men were not in very good shape
for marching, and morecover they were
really horsemen, the majority being cow-
boys who had never done much walking.
The heat was intense and their burdens
very heavy. Yet there was very little
straggling. Whenever we halted they in-
stantly took off their packs and threw
themselves on their backs. "Then at the
word to start they would spring into place
again. The captains and lieutenants
tramped along, encouraging the men by
example and word. A good part of the
time I was by Captain Llewellyn, and was
greatly pleased to see the way in which
he kept his men up to their work. He
never pitied or coddled his troopers, but
he always looked after them. He helped
them whenever he could, and took rather
more than his full share of hardship and
danger, so that his men naturally followed
him with entire devotion. Jack Greenway
was under him as lieutenant, and to him
the entire march was nothing but an en-
joyable outing, the chance of fight on the
morrow simply adding the needed spice
of excitement.
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It was long after nightfall when we
tramped through the darkness into the
squalid coast hamlet of Siboney. As usual
when we made a night camp, we simply
drew the men up in column of troops, and
then let each man lie down where he was.
Black thunder-clouds were gathering. Be-
fore they broke the fires were made and
the men cooked their coffee and pork,
some frying the hard-tack with the pork.
The officers, of course, fared just as the
men did. Hardly had we finished eating
when the rain came, a regular tropic down-
pour. We sat about, sheltering ourselves
as best we could, for the hour or two it
lasted ; then the fires were relighted and
we closed around them, the men taking
off their wet things to dry them, so far as
possible, by the blaze.

Wood had gone off to see General
Young, as General Wheeler had instructed
General Young to hit the Spaniards, who
were about four miles away, as soon after
daybreak as possible. Meanwhile I strolled
over to Captain Capron’s troop. He and
I, with his two lieutenants, Day and Thom-
as, stood around the fire, together with
two or three non-commissioned officers
and privates ; among the latter were Ser-
geant Hamilton Fish and Trooper Elliott
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Cowdin, both of New York. Cowdin,
together with two other troopers, Harry
Thorpe and Munre Ferguson, had been
on my Oyster Bay Polo Team some years
before. Hamilton Fish had already shown
himself one of the best non-commissioned
officers we had. A huge fellow, of enor-
mous strength and endurance and daunt-
less courage, he took naturally to a sol-
dier's life. He never complained and
never shirked any duty
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Colonel Wood was to lead our eight troops
along a hill-trail to the left, which joined
the valley road about four miles on, ata
point where the road went over a spur of
the mountain-chain and from thence went
down hill toward Santiago. The Spaniards
had their lines at the junction of the road
and the trail.

Before describing our part in the fight,
it is necessary to say a word about Gen-

of any kind, while his
power over his men was
great. So good a ser-
geant had he made that
Captain Capron, keen to
get the best men under
him, took him when he
left Tampa—for Fish's
troop remained behind.
As we stood around the
flickering blaze that night
I caught myself admir-
ing the splendid bodily
vigor of Capron and Fish
—the captain and the
sergeant, Their frames
seemed of steel, to with-
stand all fatigue ; they
were flushed with health;
in their eyes shone high
resolve and fiery desire,
Two finer types of the
fighting man, two better
representatives of the
American soldier, there
were not in the whole
army. Capron was go-
ing over his plans for the
fight when we should
meet the Spaniards on
the morrow, Fish occa-
sionally asking a ques-
tion. They were both filled with eager
longing to show their mettle, and both
were rightly confident that if they lived
they would win honorable renown and
would rise high in their chosen profession.
Within twelve hours they both were dead.

I had lain down when toward midnight
Wood returned. He had gone over the
whole plan with General Young. We
were to start by sunrise toward Santiago,
General Young taking four troops of the
Tenth and four troops of the First up the
road which led through the valley ; while

The Old Sun-dial at Sevilla.

eral Young's share, for, of course, the
whole fight was under his direction, and
the fight on the right wing under his im-
mediate supervision.  General Young had
obtained from General Castillo, the com-
mander of the Cuban forces, a full de-
scription of the country in front. Gen-
eral Castillo promised Young the aid of
eight hundred Cubans, if he made a re-
connoissance in force to find out exactly
what the Spanish strength was. This
promised Cuban aid did not, however,
materialize, the Cubans, who had been






