ULYSSES S. GRANT.
From a portrait presented by Col. Frederick D. Grant to Col. D. M. Fox, of Des Moines.
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PREFATORY REMARKS.

If the reader of the following pagesshould
conclude that the writer is a partial his-
torian, I answer,—not more partial than a
careful study of “that man Grant” compels
the honest investigator to become.

The writer has
lived all his mature
life in the center of
the Mississippi Val-
ley, and within a few
miles of Grant’s
early Army life at
Jefferson Barracks,
Missouri, and his
home life as a farmer
in St. Louis County
before the late War,
and has lived in
touch with Grant
bimself and with
Grant's associates
and intimate friends,
in and out of the
Army. If, therefore,
forty years spent in
the region of the
Grant folk - lore,
within the range of
his privatelife and of his mightiest activities,
have produced in my mind, after all the
hearing. the sifting and weighing, the judi-
cial conclusion that Grant was one of the
greatest characters our clvilization has pro-
duced, I have no apology to make for my
conclusion.

Personal contact with Grant’s intimates,
neighbors and friends during all these years,
in and out of the Army, enables me to tell the
reader much that heretofore has never found
its way into print, facts in private life most
important in forming an all-around estimate
of the man. The author’s object has been to
present the factsof “ Grant's life in the West”
in so plain and simple a way that the Amer-
ican people may form a juster estimate of
Grant as a man and as a citizen.

Taking into consideration the quality of
much of the materials he has had to work

BREVET SECOND LIEUTENANT U. S. GRANT.
From a Portrait taken in St. Louis, in March, 1844.

with,—many of the portraits and views being
yellow and dingy with age,—the artist, Mrs.
E. Butler Johnson, has shown much skill and
industry in preparing the illustrations for
the engraver. Not a few of the portraits to
be used toillustrate the work are for the first
time given to the
public.
Altogether, the
work is submitted
with full knowledge
of its many imperfec-
tions, and yet in the
hope that the Amer-
ican people, and
especially the people
of the Middle-West,
who witnessed Gen-

eral Grant's rise
from obscurity to
fame, may not be

wholly indifferent to
a Western man’s at-
tempt to sketch the
career and estimate
the character of the
Western soldier
whose pathway to
imperishable renown
was trod here in this great ‘“ heart of the
world's heart ”’—the West of a quarter-cen-
tury ago, the Middle-West of our own time.
THE AUTHOR.

Grant!

Who was he? Is his story worth the
listening? Is the character worth the
study ?

An educated foreigner once said to the
writer: ‘‘ Washington, Lee, Wellington,
Napoleon, and other great historic char-
acters, I can understand, but that man
Grant I cannot comprehend. Your Grant
and your Lincoln! Wonderful! They
puzzle me. Can you define them?”’

““No,” I answered. ‘‘ They should be
regarded as studies which the ages have

[Copyrighted by Johnson Brigham, publisher, 1896. All rights reserved.]
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produced. With terms confessedly in-
adequate, I would define the one, Lincoln,
as Zhe man of all men; and the other,
Grant, the best type in history of that
genius which is the sum of all Common
Sense. Grant, the sphynx, whose speech
was action.”

“Ah,” said he, ‘I will try to compre-
hend.” Then, after a pause, he added :
‘““When I was at the University I found
more profit from lectures which began
with brief, general statement of the sub-
ject, before details were entered upon.

In this way I would study Grant. Can-

you give me a general estimate of his
character?”’

When we approach any bit of rare scen-
ery, or enter a great art gallery, it is the
general effect which first arrests our at-
tention. We wish to know how it a//
looks, then we are prepared to examine
details.

Let us, therefore, spend a few moments
in noting some of Grant’s leading traits
of character, taking a general measure-
ment of the man, considering a few of
his chief characteristics whereby we may
enter with more profit into details of his
life.

We may well say, as would be said of
Lincoln, he was an epochal man. He did
the work he was created to perform;
fought the battles of his country, rescued
the Union from imminent peril, success-
fully defended a nation struggling to in-
carnate into actuality the purest and
grandest ideals of human liberty and
popular government.

The story of Ulysses S. Grant is not
likely to prove uninteresting as long as
the present race of Anglo-Saxons exists
and dominates. The subject is recognized
by all thoughtful, unprejudiced Ameri-
cans, and by all classes in other lands, as
one of the greatest and most unique
characters that America has produced —
prolific as she has been in the production
and development of strong and forceful
men.

Grant stands out before us—before the
world—a surprise ; not as a meteor sweep-
ing and flashing through space ; not as a
Napoleon, to astonish and affright ; but
as a potential force, quietly appearing
and developing, shining out luminously
over the world, not because of any in-
herent desire to shine, but by reason of
the great work the man performed, the
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THE UNIQUE LITTLE CHAPEL AT JEFFERSON BARRACKS,
In which nearly all the renowned Warriors of the Couatry, both North and South, bave worshipped.
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8T. LOUIS IN 1830.

Never before engnved for publication. From a photo made from the only sketch dating back to 1830 now in existence.
kgtcg was found by the artist, Mrs. Johason, in the parlor of a St. Louis friend.

great ends he accomplished. These ends
were attained chiefly by reason of his own
inherent greatness. Seldom was he ever
assisted by favorable conditions or for-
tuitous circumstances.

Here in our own country, the popular
estimate of General Grant’s abilities,
high as it is, is much too low. In other
countries the measure of the man was,
and is, more nearly accurate. It is nat-
ural that it should be so, since foreign
estimates are from a disinterested stand-
point, while our home view is obscured
and colored by lingering prejudices aris-
ing chiefly from old political partisan-
ship. When these disappear, as they will
in coming years, he will be placed upon
a much higher pedestal than his fame in
this country has yet erected for him.

He was never a politician; he was
never a partisan. He was greater than
either, as we commonly apply the terms.
He was a patriot with whom love of
country and its institutions was the con-
trolling motive, and helpful service to his
country his supreme ambition.

Grant’s association with a great politi-
cal party during the later years of his life
was not from motives of personal prefer-
ment, aggrandizement or advantage. It
was not from any desire to advantage that
party as suck. Questions of national
policy, as he viewed them, alone shaped
his political action.

He believed he then saw in the general
trend of the policy of one party greater
hope of good results than he could see
in the policy announced by the opposing
party. Sincere in this belief, it was his
privilege, as it was his duty, to act for the
greatest good of his country as he saw it.
And it would be a very reckless adven-
ture for any man to attempt to show that
Ulysses S. Grant ever failed to go where
he saw duty beckoning him.

There is an additional reason why the
character and public services of General
Grant are underestimated in our country.
I refer to the incomparable modesty of
the man. He never posed for effect. If
he ever, in his military career, thought of
effect so far as he was personally con-
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cerned, the thought was never discovered
by any one of the army of his argus-eyed
critics. Wherever we see him,— as lieu-
tenant in the Mexican War, as colonel of
his old Twenty-first Illinois Regiment, as
brigadier - general, as major - general, as
lieutenant - general and commander-in -
chief of all the mighty Armies of the
Union,— he was always and under all
circumstances and situations the same
modest, silent, unobtrusive and unaffected
man the writer personally knew him to
be when he was cultivating his farm at
White Haven, in St. Louis County, or in
his father’s store at Galena, Illinois.

If Grant ever did an act while in the
military service, or wrote a word in any
official report, having for its object the
increase of his own glory or fame; if he
ever, during all the great and exciting
events which transpired during his mili-
tary career and in which he was the great
central figure, said a word to influence
any writer or news correspondent, to
color any event favorably to himself,
no one has ever made it known. In
truth, such a thing never occurred. The

IN THE WEST

reverse, rather, was the rule of his life.
Wherever he wrote of himself, he inclined
to magnify his own faults, failures and
mishaps.

How much this habit of his, this mod-
est estimate of himself, has influenced
the estimate of his countrymen, cannot
be ascertained, but that it has influenced
it much cannot be doubted.

He magnifies his want of shrewdness
and skill in a mule trade when a boy in
Ohio.

He chronicles in his remarkable Me-
moirs, in an artless and pleasing matter-
of-fact way, his want of prudence in at-
tempting to cross the swollen Gravois
Creek when on a courting expedition
while a lieutenant in the Fourth Infantry,
then stationed at Jefferson Barracks, near
St. Louis.

He tells, in an interesting way, of his
own rashness on the steamship Suviah,
off Corpus Christi, Texas, during the
Mexican War.

He deprecates his want of courage and
confidence in the same frank, open way.
When he was with General Taylor’s little

8T. LOUIS LATE IN THR FORTIES,
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army as it advanced upon the
battle-field of Palo Alto and was |
halted, waiting the final order to |
attack, he says, ‘“ What General
Taylor’s feelings were during this
suspense I do not know ; but as for
myself, a young second lieutenant
who had never heard a hostile gun
before, I felt sorry that I had en-
listed... As I looked down that
long line of about three thousand
armed men (!) advancing toward a
larger force also armed, I thought
what a fearful responsibility Gen-
eral Taylor must feel, commanding
such a host, and so far away from
friends !

Is there another man in America
who, after having commanded
mighty armies and fought great
battles, would have thus written of
himself ?

At the Battle of Monterey, Grant
was ordered to remain in camp in
charge of the train, but when he
learned that his regiment was or-
dered to charge in the attack on the
‘‘Black Fort,”” his ‘‘curiosity got the

CAPTAIN ROBERT E. LEB,

U. S. Engineers, when at Jefferson Barracks.
From an old Fortrait.

pe———

From a picture taken sometime during the
from the Army, following the close of the Black Hawk
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e SR
LIEUTENANT JEFFERSON DAVIS.
riod of his retirement
War, and his return to the Army at the opening
of the Mexican War.

better of him,” he says, and he ‘‘ mounted
his horse and rode to the front’’ and
joined in the charge through a storm ot
shot and shell that decimated the regi-
ment. He had no need to thus expose
himself, for he had been ordered to re-
main in camp with his train. Another
man than Grant would have regarded
and claimed this as an act of daring
prompted by courage and by zeal in the
service of his country. But his modesty
induces him to say that, having got to the
front, ‘‘I charged with the regiment be-
cause I was lacking in moral courage to
return to camp !’

Later, when the American Army ap-
proached the City of Mexico and was hotly
engaged at San Cosme, Lieutenant Grant,
with great courage and skill, and without
orders or the knowledge of his superiors,
managed with a few of his men to drag a
howitzer around to the flank of the en-
emy, elevate it into a church steeple
where it commanded the point of great-
est resistance, and used it with such en-
ergy that the position of the enemy was
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made untenable. He thus forced them
to retrcat, and the victory was won.
With his usual self-abnegation he claims
no credit for himself but assigns it to the
howitzer.

The habit of self-depreciation was not
abandoned when the late Civil War be-
gan and he was marching his regiment to

GRANT'S LIFE IN THE WEST

nois, but I had not the moral courage to
halt. I kept right on.”” Yes, he ‘‘ kept
right on!’’ Ever afterward when there
was an enemy within reach he ‘‘ kept right
on’’!

‘T had not the moral courage to halt,”
hesays. Fortunate was it for the country
that a man appeared upon the scene at

COLONEL STEPHEN KEARNEY,

when General Grant arrived in September, 1843.
From an old Portrait.

In C d at Jeff B 13

what he supposed was to be his first
battle. As he approached the place
where he expected to find the enemy in
line of battle, he says: *‘‘My heart kept
getting higher and higher, until it felt as
thoughit wasin my throat. Iwould have
given anything to have been back in Illi-

that critical time who ‘‘ had not the moral
courage to halt!”

This modest habit continued to char-
acterize Grant throughout his after career
as a civilian. ~ -

It was not at all unnatural that people
should conclude that a man so modest
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could have little merit, when he made no
claim to any for himself.

No wonder the educated foreigner ex-
claimed,—*‘ Your Grant and your. Lin-
coln! Wonderful! They puzzle me!”

But this modest, silent, courageous,
determined man, went on grasping vic-
tory after victory over a brave and skill-
ful enemy.

It was not unlike the secret forces of
nature which silently work, attracting
scarcely a notice from the busy world,
until great results compel attention.
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nessee, the Cumberland and the Ohio
Rivers.

Hosts of armed men were ready to de-
fend the Union and uphold the national
authority, but the military situation was
a species of organized chaos; and the
political situation a swiftly moving pano-
rama, wild, weird and uncertain.

General Frémont was making a great
commotion, but accomplishing little else.
General Prentiss at Cairo was heard far
and near,—on paper; but little work was
done, and no fighting, to stop or interfere

A MEMORY OF THE FORTIKS,
An Emigrant Traln starting West from the Missouri River.

There is something almost pathetic in
the military conditions existing in the
Central Mississippi Valley at the time
Grant entered upon his military career,
first as colonel, then as brigadier-gen-
eral.

Armed bands of Confederates marauded
the State of Missouri, and Confederate
armies were fast occupying every strat-
egic point with a firm grip in Southeastern
Missouri and Northwestern Kentucky,
with the intention of closing and control-
ling the great Mississippi, and the Ten-

with the fast-increasing, aggressive en-
croachments of the Confederates.

At this juncture, Grant modestly ap-
peared upon the scene. \Vherever he
was,—at Ironton, Jefferson City, Cape
Girardeau, Cairo,— there order reigned.
Courage, confidence and aggressive en-
ergy, combined with absolute freedom
from vain assumption, characterized his
every act.

Within a few days after he received his
commission as brigadier-general, at Iron-
ton, Missouri, he had plans matured for
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an enlarged campaign, to break through
the Confederate lines and open the Mis-
sissippi River! And with what swift on-
rush did he execute these plans! Plant-
ing himself at Cairo, how rapidly did he
move against Paducah and Belmont! He
menaced Columbus; he captured Fort
Henry and Fort Donelson, and then de-
feated Johnston and Beauregard at Shiloh!

The country awoke! It looked, list-
ened and applauded! Here atlastwasa
man who would fight! One who moved
quietly but swiftly, and gained victories
while waiting for uncertain permission
from his superiors to move at all !

And yet, with all his rapid and brilliant
achievements, he was simple in manner,
modest and unostentatious amidst all the
pomp and harmless pretensions and fan-
faranade by which he was surrounded.

This much by way of introduction and
generalization. May it help my readers
to a better comprehension of ‘‘ that man
Grant ' as they follow him in these pages,
from the time he bade adieu to his father’s
home for the then distant new West, to the
grand consummation of his career in the
West, his call to the command of all the
Armies of the Union.

CHAPTER I
CONDITIONS OF LIFE IN THE NEW WEST
IN 1843.

Let us look, with Grant, into this trans-
Mississippi country as it was in 1843.

The young lieutenant’s military educa-
tion had trained his naturally acute mind
to generalization,—to take broad views
of things as well as to grasp the tech-
nique of his profession. With a mind
filled with Western lore,—some of it true,
the rest wild, weird, half mythical,—what
were his thoughts as the prow of the
steamer turned westward toward his new
field of duty at Jefferson Barracks, Mis-
souri, in the late summer of 18437

During the two weeks spent in making
the journey, his mind —as he afterward
related to a friend — was full of contem-
plation of the future, and speculations as
to that partly unknown and mysterious
trans - Mississippi new-land, whither the
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busy paddle-wheels of his steamer were
carrying him.

He saw, first of all to the soldier’s
mind, that he was approaching the then
largest military post in the United States,
located in the very center of its territory,
and on the mightiest navigable stream on
the Continent, with more than ten thou-
sand miles of steamship waterway. If
he knew —and he probably did know —
the location of this Jefferson Barracks to
which he was hastening, with its gentle
slopes and shady, picturesque topography
and splendid strategic position, he could
see that, in this pre-railway era in the Far
West during the Forties, very much of the
young but vigorous and mighty commerce
of this new land, which was floated to and
from the sea, to and from every hamlet
on every stream, from the frigid north-
land to the sunny south, and from

Alleghany’s pine-clad crest,

T' the Rocky Mountains of the West,
was literally carried past, and within
pistol-shot of, this same military post.
He could see how this steamboat activity
completely dominated the commerce ot
the West. Towhs and cities were built
with reference to the steamboat landing.
‘“The levee’’ was the center of life and
attraction. The captains of the steam-
boats were as imperious and dictatorial
as the commander of a man-of war.

He could see that, as this commerce on
our Western rivers was then largely with
the South, these bright and swift and
fairy-like ships that flitted hither and
thither were controlled by sturdy, positive
men who were nearly all Southern or pro-
slavery in sentiment, tolerating no *‘non-
sense’’ that could create a prejudice, or
injuriously affect their trade,— and slaves
did most of the work on the boats wher-
ever the rivers washed the shores of a
Slave State.

There were more than a thousand ot
these busy steamers, and as many as a
hundred of them could be seen at one
time wedged in a compact line with their
prows against the sloping, well-paved
levee at that center of Mississippi Valley
commerce,— the ‘‘town of St. Louis.”
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He saw the towering form of the great
Benton, the most conspicuous figure in
the Far West, with his dreams of reaching
the ‘‘ East’’ by going west ; and with his
schemes for the acquisition of Texas.
The romantic plans of Frémont for ex-
ploration were exciting curious interest in
St. Louis and in all the central region of
the great West.

He could see, in his ‘‘mind’s eye,”’ the
Indians still roaming over, owning and
dominating, nearly all the State of Min-
nesota, and the entire country west of the
Missouri River and west of the western
boundary of Missouri and Arkansas,—
across the continent to the Pacific Ocean,
—much of it Zerra incognita, with its
fabled ‘*‘Great American Desert,” and
with many other mysterious conjectures
thrown in to make good measure of the
*‘superstitions and impossibilities.’’

He could see the fever for adventure
working itself out in slender lines of emi-
gration on the perilous way, through
many vicissitudes and dangers, to the far-
off Oregon; and another line more
formidable, and of a coarser and more
turbulent fiber, on *‘trade and commerce
bent,’’ developing itself in long lines of
‘ prairie schooners’’ over the smooth,
dusty road from Independence, Missouri,
to distant Sante Fé, then a foreign city of
the Mexican Empire. How little was
known, and how much to be learned, and
what a thirst there was for every attain-
able item of information about all that
vast unknown. R
" In this trans-Mississippi country were
men from every clime, and of every
nationality, from the negro to the most
cultured Anglo-Saxon. But most of the
population were of the pioneer element,
with their seething restlessness, their
thirst for change and adventure. With
this was mingled a small percentage of
the best representatives of American
civilization.

But as Grant had the trained eye and
mind of a soldier, he naturally saw beyond
and above all this teeming, restless, active
frontier life west of the Mississippi, from
Minnesota to the Gulf, the many hostile
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nations of Indians, yet to be fought and
subjugated,—a war alwaysready toorder,
on short notice, whenever an Indian
trader or an army sutler desired more
active trade and higher profits. ‘‘Indian
outrages '’ so easy to invite, still easier to
invent ; then a war ; the capture of terri-
tory enough for a State or two, and —.

In ‘‘the Forties,” there seemed to the
young soldier a limitless field for war.

Turning his eye to the Southwest
as he floated down the Ohio, thinking,
meditating, wondering about the possi-
bilities of the future, he could see the sky
lurid, and hear the portentous vibrations
rolling up in unmonotonous music from
the Sabine to the Rio Grande ! And there-
sponse to it was swelling out in sympa-
thetic tones throughout the Southwest,
whither our hero was idly, but with a
purpose, drifting. He could see —he did
see—that many of the fighting, turbulent,
restless spirits on our frontier had already
drifted into Texas and were fighting ;
that others were on their way, and that
still other thousands were waiting and
anxiously praying for the time to arrive
when they could share in the glory of
fighting under authority of the National
flag.

It was a panorama wild, weird, fascinat-
ing! What a strange condition and mix-
ture of peoples! What a strange, new
civilization, or semi-civilization! How
evanescent that particular period of it!
For the panorama had been moving, and
moving with ever-increasing rapidity,
since the American flag first floated over
the Louisiana Territory ; and it was easy
to see — and no doubt the contemplative
mind of the young soldier saw — that
the event then portending — the Texas
annexation — would start the panorama
on such a rapid movement that the scene
must soon end, giving place to new
events. The new Southwest rapidly ab-
sorbed the restless, the turbulent and the
fighting element. The refined, the edu-
cated, the orderly, from the North and
East, and from the South and East, came
pouring in, until a society as pure, refined
and elevated as any in the world filled
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the vast land from Minnesota to the Gulf
of Mexico ; and kept on overflowing into
Texas, until that land which, when Grant
was floating down the Ohio toward his
destiny in 1843, was the storm center of
the Continent, became the expression of
as perfectlaw and order, of as high Anglo-
Saxon civilization, as New York or Vir-
ginia.

Such was the aspect of the new West
when a brevet second lieutenant of the
Regular Army climbed up the west bank
of the Mississippi at Jefferson Barracks,
Missouri, on the 3oth day of September,
1843, with his horse, new uniform, untar-
nished sword, and — infinitely more im-
portant possession — the clear head, reso-
lute heart and determined purpose which
made up that marvelous entity, Grant.

Lieutenant Grant forthwith reported for
duty to Col. Stephen Kearney, who then
commanded this important military post.
The young man, in his quiet, business,
matter-of-fact way, was ready for any
duty and any fate that might await him
in his country’sservice. He was assigned
a comfortable apartment in the officers’
quarters, and entered upon the routine
garrison duties of an officer in the Fourth
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United States Infantry. There was, in
those early times on the frontier, enough
uncertainty as to what month, or day,
might usher in an Indian war to keep the
Army of the West ever expectant and
watchful, thorough in discipline, ready to
march at an hour’s notice to any field,
however remote. Colonel Kearney was
a strict disciplinarian who never relaxed
and never permitted an officer or soldier
under him to shirk any duty. Yet he was
the kindest and most considerate of offi-
cers.

Grant soon became popular with offi-
cers and men, and the Colonel was so
pleased with his character, his steady and
reliable habits, that every favor was shown
him which was possible without evincing
open or visible partiality.

These favors, later on, greatly facilitated
young Grant’s increasingly frequent visits
to a certain pretty farm-house at ‘‘ White-
Haven,"” five or six miles in the country
westward, about which the reader will
hear more as our story progresses.

Grant was passionately fond of a good
horse, and horses had been his favorite
companions since he was large enough
to climb on one from a stump or a rail-

JEFFERSON BARRACKS, IN 1844. AS THEY APPEARED WHEN GRANT ARRIVED ON THE SCENE.
There wer:-rwn ral buildings behind the elevation which are not shown in this sketch.

are some d up the river.

powder mag
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THE ARSENAL, JEFFERSON BARRACKS, NEAR S8T. LOUIS, MO.

fence corner. Indeed, there was not a
better horseman in the Army than he.
More showy and more pretentious there
were plenty, but the horse that could dis-
mount Grant had to be more expert and
*‘devilish in expedient’’ than the pro-
verbial ‘‘Texas Mustang.”” He bhad
brought his horse with him from his
father’s home 1n Ohio, and, as he was a
lover of nature, he soon explored the un-
dulating slopes and beautiful landscape-
views so charming on and around the
government reservation at Jeflerson Bar-
racks. Thetopographical sketches which
he made of the reservation during his
idle hours, without pretending to be ex-
actly correct because of absence of accu-
rate measurements, so pleased Colonel
Kearney that he gave them much praise
and forwarded them to Washington.
Meantime Grant had an ambition to
become a professor, or at least an ‘‘in-
structor,’’ at West Point, and with some
degree of persistency he pursued his
mathematical studies with a view of at-
taining the highest proficiency in that

science. A comprehensive course of his-
torical study was also pursued in addition
to the attentive performance of all official
military duties in a way that gained the
commendation of his superior officers.
His activity in exploring the surrounding
country, the making of topographical
maps, and the performance of his social
duties to his acquaintances made young
Grant about as busy during the seven
months which he was destined to spend at
this post,—September, 1843, to May, 1844,
— as he was during a like seven months
precisely eighteen years later, in the
““ District of Southeast Missouri,”” when
from August, 1861, at Ironton, to April
1862, at Shiloh, he had campaigned in
Southeast Missouri against Hardee and
Jeff Thompson; at Paducah, Belmont
and Columbus against Polk; at Forts
Henry and Donelson against Tilghman,
Floyd, Pillow and Buckner ; and at Shi-
loh against Johnston and Beauregard, de-
feating them all in terrific battles and
penetrating to the center of their terri-
tory —and this with a citizen army, fresh
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