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-



294 GRANT'S LIFE
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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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



296

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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from the office, the store, the shop and
the field!

CHAPTER IL
LIFE IN JEFFERSON BARRACKS.

This Jefferson Barracks, the first mili-
tary home of Grant, still occupies —and
always has occupied since its establish-
ment by the United States government as
a military post—too prominent a place
in the minds and affections of the people
of the West to be dismissed without
more adequate mention. It is historical.
It was established as a military post a few
years after the Louisiana Purchase in
1804, which territory embraced the entire
country west of the Mississippi River,
and it was then virtually surrounded by
‘“ the Indian country”’ filled with tribes
warlike and powerful. It was the one
military post of note between Fort Snel-
ling, Minnesota, and New Orleans, more
than eighteen hundred miles. From it
armed battalions could be thrown swiftly
into the very heart of the hostile country
on the shortest lines and in the least time ;
and, as danger was always imminent to
the new settlers and liable to burst upon
them with sudden fury unless restrained
by the presence and prestige of the Army,
every eye was turned toward, and every
hope and confidence of the early settlers
of the country rested upon, this central
and formidable military cantonment, for
safety and protection in times of danger.
Every man and woman in the West-Mis-
sissippi Valley knew its location. Very
many of the early trans-Mississippi settlers
passed its beautiful slopes and saluted its
flag as they moved by boat to their new
homes in the then Far West. Every
child who heard of Indians also heard of
Jefferson Barracks as a dispeller of fear.
And hence in the early days it came to
occupy a place of affection in the minds
of all Western people. And much of
that feeling still exists.

That great city of St. Louis, of more
than a half-million people, has grown
from a small town by its side —twelve
miles distant — and under its protection.
Always possessed of much aristocratic
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blood and refined society, St. Louis fam-
ilies are more extensively allied by mar-
riage with army officers than are those of
any other city in America. Inevery social
function the officers of Jefferson Barracks
have carte blanche, and there exists gener-
ally in the city an affection and regard for
the army not exceeded in any other city
or town in the country. The officers did
much in the early days to make the place
an attractive abode for the men. The
reservation covers about two thousand
acres. The post has been contemporan-
eous with every military event in the his-
tory of the nation since the Louisiana
Purchase.

In the midst of a country abundantly
supplied with provisions, the troops there
are supported at the least possible ex-
pense. When one talks of Jefferson Bar-
racks to a St. Louisian, or to any other
denizen of the Central Mississippi Valley,
he talks of an object that has been dear
to his father and mother, dear to all his
kinsmen, his earlier and later friends. To
this general sentiment is added the sig-
nificant fact that Jefferson Barracks by
reason of its location is destined tobecome
the most important, as it is the most cen-
tral, of all the military garrisons n
America.

General Albert Sidney Johnston, when
in command there in 1833, wrote,—*'‘The
position is a good one, and particularly
in a military point of view, because of the
facility of transporting troops to every
other position in the West. The site ot
the Barracks rises gradually from the
river and swells to a beautiful bluff cover-
ed with oak and hickory trees almost far
enough apart to permit military ma-
nceuvers, and with no undergrowth to in-
terrupt a ride on horseback in any direc-
tion.”

Atone time or another, in their younger
days, have here on its parade grounds
marched, drilled and deployed, many of
the most famous military characters that
our country has produced. Ulysses S.
Grant, we see, was one of them. Ewell,
who subsequently gained celebrity in the
Confederate Army, was there with Grant.
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Jefferson Davis had been there as a
lieutenant long before. He it was who
brought Black Hawk there a prisoner
from Wisconsin in 1833. Robert Ander-
son, of Fort Sumpter defense fame, was
there. Captain Robert E. Lee spent some
time at Jefferson Barracks, and at St.
Louis, in charge of the construction of
works on the east side of the river to pre-
vent the bank from abrading and force
the channel to continue along the west,
or St. Louis side. Joseph E. Johnston,
George H. Thomas, Mansfield, Lovell,
Beauregard, Bragg, Hardee, Van Dorn,
Kirby Smith, Stoneman and many other
officers of the army who figured during
the late War, have honored Jefferson Bar-
racks, and been honored by a sojourn
there ; and most of them have bowed in
humble worship in the unique little chapel
which our artist has elsewhere sketched.
The chapel still stands, as it has stood for
nearly three-quarters of a century, loved
and venerated.

Most of these old warriors have fought
their last battle, and have gone to the
bivouac of the dead, from which only the
last trumpet shall awaken them. They
sleep

“ Beneath the low green tent -
Whose curtain never outward swings ! "™

Jefferson Barracks, therefore, is'a his-
torical spot, around which many fond
memories cling. And dare we pause
long enough to sigh over the guere:
What of the events it shall witness, what
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its destiny, what part will it take in our
country’s history during the next thou-
sand years in the teeming life and swift
career of this our Western land ?

Under the old Spanish and French
regime St. Louis was always the military
center between the Gulf and the far North,
and of the entire Mississippi Valley.

Troops were always stationed in St.
Louis, and they occupied the Barracks en-
closed in a formidable stockade known as
‘‘the Fort on the Hill,” now within the city
limits. And this same ‘Fort on the
Hill”” was occupied by United States
forces after the cession of the country by
France in 1804. One thousand men were
usually quartered there.

The old town of St. Louis was protected
by the most remarkable stockades of any
city in America, and the English and In-
dians found it invulnerable against all
their assaults.

Lieutenant Grant frequently rode into
St. Louis, with other officers. Books that
were not to be had at the post were will-
ingly loaned him from the few social ac-
quaintances he had made. A book of
light literature,—Scott’s novels, Gold-
smith, Whittier, Longfellow and the like,
made an average week’s reading, in ad-
dition to his regular study of history and
mathematics.

[ 70 be Continued.)

The November installment of *“Grant’s
Life in the West ™ will tell-the story of Lieu-
tenant Grant's courtship.—ED.

THE CORN-FIELDS OF THE WEST.

WEET grapes in purple cluster
Dot the vine-clad hills of Spain,
The lemon’s yellow luster
Tints the islands off the main;
But there’s nothing has a fairer sheen,
By nature richer drest,
Than the waving fields of gold and green,—
The corn-fields of the West.

Wm. H. Nealon.
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CHAPTER III.

GRANT'S COURTSHIP BEGINS.

WHEN a cadet at West Point, Grant
had as one of his classmates —
and a portion of the time as room-mate
also—one F. T. Dent (later Brigadier-
General and afterwards United States
Minister to Denmark), whose father’s
family lived five miles west
from Jefferson Barracks on
a farm,—or plantation, as
large farms were usually
called in the South in those
days,— known as * White
Haven.”’” It was a beautiful
estate and the home of re-
finement and culture.

There were two unmarried
sons at home, and two
daughters, aged fifteen and
nine, respectively. There
was another daughter stiil
older — as Grant well knew
from the West Point brother ;
but when he made his ad-
vent at the Dent home soon
after his arrival at Jefferson
Barracks, armed with deli-
cately written and most cor-
dial credentials from young
Lieutenant Dent, ‘‘Miss
Dent” was not at home.
She was attending her finish-
ing term at a young ladies’
school in St. Louis. Early
in the spring of 1844, as the
warm winds from the south
opened the flowers, and the
melody of the birds awak-
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ened every refined and exalted emotion
of the soul, this young lady of sweet
seventeen returned to her White Haven
home.

Lieutenant Grant’s intercourse with the
family, during his frequent visits, had
gained him the esteem and confidence of
the elder Dents, as well as the four young
people at home. Hence, before the re-

ULYSSES 8. GRANT.

traits. The first and second
appeared im the October installment.
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turn of the accomplished Julia, a cordial
friendship had sprung into existence be-
tween the family and the young officer.
On being introduced to Lieutenant Grant,
Julia not only met her brother’s classmate
and friend,— of whom that brother had
often written her many favorable things
from West Point,— but also an esteemed
and welcome guest in her father’s family.

Here were two hearts, fresh, pure, true,
unappropriated ; refined, cultured, and
with high ideals and purposes; both
fresh from the halls of learning; both
fond of reading,—their ages, seventeen
and twenty-two,— why should there not
be friendship, mutual sympathy and ad-
miration? Then, Grant was a great horse-
man,— none better in the army,—and
Miss Dent was one of the most clever,
graceful and expert horsewomen in the
country,— a region then celebrated for its
superior horsemanship. An old colored
servant, relating recollections of that time
when, a small girl, she was all enthusiasm
about Miss Julia’s skill as a horsewoman,
said tome:
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*Oh, Massa, I tell yo’ she was the bes’
rider I eber see! Then yo’ orter see
Massa Cap’n Grant help her on her horse !
She touch her toe to Cap’n Grant's fingers
with his gloves on, an’ spring into the
saddle like a bird flittin’ from one limb
of a tree to anodder! Then Cap’n Grant
— Oh, Massa, yo' orter seen him git on
a horse! He neber spring, neber ben’
his back or neck, he jis’ put one foot in
stirrup an’ rise up easy an’ straight, an’
quick as a wink he would be a-settin’ in
his saddle straight as a general! Oh,
Massa, I tell yer I neber see two ride
like Cap'n Grant and Miss Julia!’’ And
she clapped her hands at the memory
of it.

And, too, Grant loved nature; was fond
of exploring the country. Miss Julia knew
everyfoot of it formilesaround her father’s
house. No bit of fascinating landscape
had escaped her quick observation and
appreciation, as she had often ridden
through its groves and over its gentle
undulations in the early momning and the
evening, with her trusty horse and dog,

THE OLD DENT MANSION NEAR ST. LOUIS, WHERE LIEUTENANT GRANT COURTED MI88 DENT;
AFTERWARDS THE HOME OF CAPTAIN AND MRS. GRANT.
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COLONEL DENT'S MANSION — VIEW FROM THE NORTHEAST.
The Dent Estate in 1844 included nearly a thousand acres of land within ten miles of St. Louls.

and the singing birds about her as com-
panions. Amid these scenes, in this per-
fection of nature, and with this refinement
and purity of home-life about her, Miss
Julia Dent developed into the ideal young
woman fit to become the life companion
of the great soldier.

In this refined, elevating and pure com-
panionship did Lieutenant Grant pass
much of his time during the early months
of 1844. If he came to know every high-
way and byway of the country for a dozen
miles around as intimately as a farmer
knows his farm, it was most natural, with
such a pilot and guide. Is it any surprise
that, with their book-lore, their mingling
with and study of nature during this de-
lightful spring, time should have fiown all
too swiftly ?

The coming battle-storm with Mexico
called Grant away before the young peo-
ple realized they entertained toward each
other any other than sentiments of sincere
friendship ?

In later life General Grant modestly
admitted that his visits to the home ot
the Dents were possibly a little more fre-
quent after Miss Dentarrived at her home;
and then he naively adds, ‘‘they certainly
became more enjoyable.”’

Their walks and talks were frequent.
Miss Dent was a botanist. She knew
where the rarest plants and the most
beautiful flowers grew. Grant had neg-
lected his botany in his greater love for
more practical studies, and surely he could
not now neglect this his first opportunity
to take lessons, and from so competent
and companionable a teacher as Miss
Dent, assisted very often by a younger
sister.

On this portion of the west bank of the
Mississippi are many charming valleys
opening towards the river, extending
back a few hundred yards, some of them
much farther. The gentle slopes were
covered with clean, park-like groves and
vines, and with grass and ferns and
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flowers. Rippling brooklets flashed and
laughed as they danced and leaped along
over white pebbles or clean ledges of
rocks to the great river. These ‘“coves”’
or little valleys were then as they had come
from the hand of the Creator. The rays
of the sun flashed into them from the east
in early morn, and continued to smile
upon them most of the day in early spring-
time, so that they were clothed with grass
and plants and flowers of many hues long
before spring had covered the uplands
with its mantle of new life. To these
charming spots frequent visits were neces-

sarily made with ‘‘botany '’ and glass and *

needles to analyze the flowers, while the
attendant would have ‘‘Lady of the Lake,”’
or some other book of poems, in his
pocket or lunch-basket, in case botaniz-
ing and exploration should grow tedious.

On one occasion while Miss Dent was
intent on unfolding and explaining the
intricate structure of a rare and beautiful
flower to young Grant, who was anxiously
peering into the recesses and marvels of
its structure, the sharp bark of a dog dis-
turbed their studies. Inamoment a deer
bounded lightly past them, almost directly
toward the dog. The yelping became
more rapid as the deer, with dog in
pursuit, flew away over the country on a
circle and back to the river two miles up
stream.

The deer was the mother of a little
spotted fawn only a few days old and this
cove was evidently her home, for as the
mother had run toward the dog to attract
its attention and induce the dog to follow
her away from the baby and thus save it,
the little thing came hopping alung and
hid under a small bush almost within
touch of Grant and Miss Dent. They
talked to it sympathetically and assured
it that the dog should not injure it if it
would stay close to them. They could
have caught it, but Grant thought it would
be cruel to rob its mother thus wantonly,
and Miss Dent agreed. He suggested
that the mother would be back again as
soon as she had ‘“led the dogs a dance”’
over the hills and could then free herself
from their pursuit by taking to the water.
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And so it happened. Not long after, the
cunning little mother came up out of the
river, having swam down stream from
where she had left the dogs, and she
came softly walking up to within a few
rods of the place where the botanists were
sitting. She stood looking at them for
some minutes, then gave a stamp with her
foot, and instantly the pretty little fawn
leaped away toits mother, and they trotted
off a few hundred yards and lay down en
the other slope, and watched the botanists
and their escort until the slanting rays of
the sun, as it painted in gold and crimson
and purple the young buds and leaves
and flowers about them, admonished
them to turn their faces homeward.

As Miss Dent arose and looked around
over nature’s brillant garden of wild
flowers, sherepeated the poet’s words :

** Gorgeous flowerets In the sunlight shining,

" Blossoms flaunting in the eye of day,

Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver Hnlng,
Buds that open only to decay.”

And Grant instantly replied, quoting
from the same poem which both had been
reading at Miss Julia's home, that very
morning :—

* Brilllant hopes all woven in golden tissues,
Flaunting xa{ly in the golden light: "
Large desires, with most uncertain issues,”—

And here his memory failed him, and
his listener came to the rescue with the
missing line.

Some choice flowers of Grant’s gather-
ing that had escaped the dissecting
needles found their way in quite a myster-
ious manner among the ribbons of a little
lady’s hat that lay near him. The ride
home was pleasant, but uneventful. And
when he bade her good-night at her
father’s door he carried back to the post
a few of the choicest flowers the little
lady had collected.

Adventurous horsemen and women do
sometimes meet with adventures, and
young Grant and Miss Dent did not
wholly escape.

When the water is high in the Missis-
sippi the current is swift, and it abrades
the banks quite rapidly where they are
of alluvial soil —it undermines them —
and they frequently *‘cave in”’ several
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yards or rods at a time. In the early
spring, in one of their afternoon explora-
tions, they were riding along the bank of
the river passing from one cove or valley
to the mouth of another. Miss Dent, was
nearest the water. The land was but a
few feet above the surface of the swift-
flowing, turbulent stream. Suddenly
Miss Dent’s horse began to sink. The
earth had given way under his hind feet.
Grant’s horse was close beside hers. In
an instant he saw that her horse was sink-
ing into the awful abyss! Grant’s cool
head and splendid horsemanship here had
opportunity to display itself. Quick as a
flash he leaned over, threw his right arm
around Miss Dent’s waist and drew her
to him as her horse instantly disappeared
in the seething and murky eddy that a
moment later boiled and surged in angry
tumult over the place where bank and
horse had vanished from sight !

It was a frightful moment!

Fortunately the earth parted between
the two animals, leaving Grant’s horse
on solid ground. Lifting and firmly hold-
ing Miss Dent, and applying spur to his
horse, he was on safe ground in a moment;
then he gently lowered her to the earth,
— all this without a word from ‘‘ the sjlent
man,’’ or a scream or murmur from her !

As he hastened back to rescue her
horse, she stood holding the bridle of his,
outwardly as composed as if nothing
had happened. Later, when she had
time to reflect upon the horror of the
situation, Miss Dent was somewhat ner-
vous, but she did not lose control of her-
self for a moment.

Her horse had totally disappeared.
Grant followed down stream and hailed
a boatman in a skiff, who found the horse
swimming along several hundred yards
below, amidst driftwood and debris. He
landed the animal at a place where it
could climb the bank, and it was soon
on safe ground, none the worse for the
fright and the bath. Grant liberally re-
warded the boatman for the rescue of the
horse, and in a short time triumphantly
led Miss Dent’s dripping steed back to
her! By this time their escort had
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appeared on the scene and the wet horse
and saddle were exchanged for dry ones.
It was agreed that ‘‘ the folks at home ”
would not be any the happier for a knowl-
edge of the adventure, and that for the
present nothing should be said on the
subject. My informant says that this was
the one event in Grant’s life to which he
ever afterwards reverted with a shudder.

The occurrence had no effect upon the
intimacy of the young people, unless it
was to strengthen the ties of friendship
between them. Grant was strictly atten-
tive to every duty. He assisted in en-
forcing the strictest discipline in the little
army at the post, and was diligent in the
pursuit of his studies. As Tyler’s ad-
ministration was making every effort,
against the protest of Mexico, to bring
about the annexation of Texas, with its
western boundary at the Rio Grande,
there was always present for discussion
in thearmy, as in the country, the question
of the possibilities of war.

Grant was decidedly opposed to the
annexation, and felt that a war thus
forced upon Mexico would be unjust.
He was, however, then as always, ready
to perform his duty and obey orders.

One evening in Apri], in one of Grant’s
rides through the country with Miss Dent;
they passed along a pretty road with
many windings on the top of one of the
gentle ridges which divide the small
streams and valleys. It was smooth, and
over-arched by grand old primeval oaks,
unmarred and untouched by the vandal
axeman. The afternoon was calm, the
road shady, the air balmy, and of that
temperature which makes one feel in per-
fect harmony with one’s environments.
Their horses had for a long time been
walking slowly. They had been chatting
about the fate of Mary Queen of Scots.
The subject led on to some of the most
interesting incidents in Scott’s novels, and
finally centered upon the Scottish clans.
Miss Dent ventured to suggest a guezre
about the Scotch Grants, but, as in later
years, he never cared to talk about any-
thing to his own credit or praise, so
then he had no desire to disclose the fact
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that he was of that renowned stock. He
deftly turned the conversation by asking
his companion if she had any idea how
the ridge they were riding upon, and
these valleys and undulations about them,
came to be as they were, and whether
she had read any of that other Scotch-
man’s works— Hugh Miller’'s. Before
any response came, their horses raised
their heads and their ears straightened
up and turned forward to catch a sound.
By the roadside two small boys and a
dog had treed a coon and a possum.
They stopped a moment to see the boys
belaboring the tree with clubs. Just then
a loud call of distress came from across
the valley bottom several hundred yards
distant. The call grew louder. They
could see through the open forest at the
far side of the valley a partial opening
or clearing. They turned their horses
and rode rapidly in the direction of the
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cries of distress. They found that an old
negro, while engaged in clearing the land
for corn-planting, had cut his foot severely
with his axe,—had severed an artery.
They found him holding the wound tightly
with his hand to stop the flow of blood
as much as possible.

They dismounted and Grant’s quick
action in emergency was again exhibited.
His pocket-handkerchief was folded and
pressed to the wound and then held there
by Miss Dent,—who seems to have beenon
all occasions Grant’s complement in cool-
ness and command of expedients, —while
the old darkey was made to press the
severed artery on each side the cut tostop
the flow of blood. Grant took the axe, cut
some clean oak bark and in a minute had
it bruised into a pulp, on the top of a
stump. The pulp was placed on the
wound, and Miss Dent’s pocket-handker-
chief and Grant’s, already saturated with

THE DENT MANSION A8 IT NOW APPEARS —THE VIEW I8 FROM THE SOUTEBA.T

It was an elegant residence for its time, of the old Maryland-Virginia Colonial style ot Archi Ci for
the Negro slaves were im the rear of the Mansion. The large rooms have massive, old-style ﬁre-plm all ot which
are still in use. Grant afterwards became owner of the estate, now called “Grant-wood,’* and fitted it up
with new fences and capacious barns and stables. Captain Conn, the present owner, and the
artist, Mrs. Johnson, stand in the foreground of the picture.
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FIRE-PLACE IN THE NORTH ROOM OF THE DENT-GRANT MANSION IN ST. LOUIS COUNTY.

blood, were bound over it. Then the
back of the man’s vest was torn out and
wrapped over these. These were held
in place by Miss Dent, while Grant peeled
a quantity of ‘‘leatherwood ” bark from
shrubs growing plentifully in the bottom-
lands, and carefully tied the improvised
bandages. The blood ceased to flow.
The man’s wife and two little girls
(and that is how these particulars came
to be revealed, for Grant never told a
story of his own good deeds) came on
the scene, but were so paralyzed with
terror that they could do nothing but
wring their hands and cry. The only
intelligible words the woman uttered
were in objection ‘to Grant’s tearing the
back out of the old man’s vest that lay
on a stump near by! He told her he
would bring her husband a new vest.
Grant carefully lifted the old darkey
upon his horse, took him to his cabin

near by, and admonished ‘him to lie still
until the next day when he would come
and see how his patient was getting on.

While binding up the wound Miss Dent
remarked to Grant that she had ‘“‘always
had the impression that it was the mis-
sion of the soldier to make wounds, not
to bind them up.’”’” Grant after a pause
said,— ‘' Perhaps it's both. But don’t
you think when one makes a wound, one
should try to heal it?’’—with a quiet
look at Miss Dent. Her eyes dropped
to the bandage, but she was silent.

The witness to this scene says, ‘‘ Mam-
mer said how that Miss Julia 'peared not
to understand what Cap’'n Grant meant,
but she said how she ’lowed she did,
cause she herself know’d, and Mammer
said how Miss Julia was the knowin'est
Miss she ever seen in her born days."’

Their bloody hands were washed and
after some facetiz between the two ama-
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teur surgeons, as to the propriety of
entering the profession of surgery, they
hastened home.

As he would have to make speed to
reach the post in time for dress-parade,
he bade Miss Dent a hasty good-night,
having arranged to be at the negro’s
cabin with a surgeon at 4 o’clock on the
morrow,— Miss Dent to see what she
could take to comfort the old man.

Late that evening, a visit was made the
cabin by Miss Dent and other members
of the Dent family, to see that the pa-
tient was safe from bleeding and was
resting comfortably, and to supply him
with necessaries and comforts. ’

That evening Lieutenant Grant related
the events of the day to the surgeon at
Jefferson Barracks, and that officer readily

consented to ride out the next afternoon .

and give the darkey’s foot thorough syr-
gical care. At 4 o’clock Lieutenant Grant
and the surgeon, with necessary appli-
ances, were at the cabin, and the wound
was dressed and bandaged in due form.
While it was progressing Miss Dent and
her attendant, with a basket, arrived, and
the surgeon, who had not before met her,
was introduced. While his hands were
busy with his task, his tongue was also
busy with compliments because of the
surgical expedients of Lieutenant Grant
and herself, the day before. Grant had
thoughtfully brought a new army vest to
replace the one he had torn into bandages
the day before, and the old darkey’s eyes
flashed with joy and pleasure. One of
the negro’s grandchildren lately brought
out from its hiding place and exhibited
one of the long-treasured buttons from
the celebrated ‘‘ Grant vest,” as they
called it.

The patient was left comfortable and
quite happy. Miss Dent said she would
be pleased to have the two officers go by
her home and see her father and mother,
who would be happy to welcome them.
They responded that they would be most
happy to comply with her suggestion,
She asked the surgeon if he would like
to go by a circuitous route and view
some scenery that had often delighted

GRANT’S LIFE IN THE WEST

Lieutenant Grant and herself, He ‘“would
be most pleased to act on the happy sug-
gestion,” and, with Lieutenant Grant’s
assistance, Miss Dent sprang lightly into
her saddle and their horses bounded
away.

At her father’s home the officers were
welcomed with that frank and cordial hos-
pitality ever characteristic of cultured
and refined people in the South and
West.

In a very short time,— for the officers
had but a few minutes to tarry if they
would reach the post at the appointed
hour,— Miss Dent, without stopping to
change her apparel, was serving tea and
cake with her own hands to the two
officers and her father and mother on the
wide and shady veranda. Then, bring-
ing her own little china cup, a relic of her
childhood days, she sat beside her mother
in her elegant riding habit and dainty
little hat with nodding plumes, and
laughed and chatted with the members
of the circle, especially defending the
surgical operation of Lieutenant Grant
and herself the day before. The surgeon
joined in praise of the operation. He
was inclined to think it was not suffi-
ciently scientific to gain for the operator
a medal in the London College of Sur-
geons, yet it was a great feat of genius,
accomplished as it was in the woods ! He
thought Miss Dent should in some way
belong to the army, she had stood her
baptism of blood so well!

She was silent; so was Grant. She
sipped her tea slowly, because her cup
and hand while doing so partly hid her
face. But the surgeon got no sign.
Grant, too, was placid.

The cups emptied, the officers arose,
badeall good-nightand bowed themselves
off the upper step ; then, mounting out-
side the enclosure, wheeled to the gate ;
saluted their entertainers again ; wheeled
their horses and galloped away at brisk
speed toward the post.

After a few minutes’ silence the surgeon
said,—‘‘ Grant, you son of Mars, under
what lucky star were you born? My
ability to diagnose is not confined to gun-
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shot wounds, or to wounds made by saber
or by axe. Now confess, you lucky dog
you, confess !’’ But Grantseemed not to
understand what the surgeon meant. He
did not know that he had been guilty ot
any wrong! True, he admitted, his sur-
gery of the day before was not as scientific
as the surgery to-day had been, but then!
—well, but,—but,—the surgeon’s talk
was all Latin to him! He could under-
stand a little French and German, but,—
well, the surgeon’s talk was beyond his
comprehension !

The surgeon had his opinion, but held
his peace,— and so did Grant.

Forty years later, in speaking about his
courtship, in his Memoirs,* General Grant
says: ‘‘It is possible this intercourse
with the Dent family and Miss Dent might
have continued for some years without
my finding out that there was anything
serious the matter with me.”” Butin May
events in the Southwest were culminating
rapidly and there were visible movements
of the army in that direction.

CHAPTER IV.

LIEUTENANT GRANT TAKES A SHORT
LEAVE OF ABSENCE.

In.May;. 1844, Grant obtained twenty
days’ leave of absence to visit his father's
home in Ohio. A day or two after he de-
parted on his trip, his regiment,—the
Fourth Infantry,— was ordered to pro-
ceed to Fort Jessup, Louisana, about
twenty-five miles east of the Texas line,
to ‘“ observe the frontier.”” They imme-
diately started on steamboats down the
Mississippi and up the Red River.

*In a letter dated New York, March 21, 1889,
Col. Frederick D. Grant wrote the author as
follows:

© M{: Dear Col. Emergon,—You are at per-
fect 11berty to use as much of the ** Personal
Memolrs'* as you please in your forthcoming
work.— ulso to print my letter of February
28th.” etc.

The letter of Kebruary 26th, above referred
to contains the following tribute to the value
of Col. Emerson's work: ‘“Iread yourarticle
and was so pleased with what you had to say,
and the waﬁ' in which you sald it. that'I
assembled the family together and reread it
to them. We all agreed that your lpn{;er
brings out and proves points which will give
the historical studenta hetter idea of General
Grant's character than any other similar
paper-that we have ever read,” etc.

[Signed] ** FREDERICK l). GRANT.”

-join my regiment in Louisiana.
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After reaching his old home, Grant
learned by a letter from a fellow officer
at Jefferson Barracks that his regiment
had been ordered to leave and was on the
eve of departure. Before his twenty days’
leave expired, he grew each day more
‘“anxious to get back to Jefferson Bar-
racks.” He says, “I now understood
the reason without explanation from any
one! My leave of absence required me
to report for duty at Jefferson Barracks
at the end of twenty days. I knew my
regiment had gone up the Red River,
but I was not disposed to break the letler
of my leave. Accordingly, at the end of
twenty days I reported for duty to Lieu-
tenant Ewell, commanding the post,chand-
ing him at the same time my leave of
absence..... He gave me an order to
I then
asked for a few days’ leave before start-
ing, which he readily granted.”

Grant’s horse had been shipped with
the regiment, but he was notlong in find-
ing another. He loved a horse and was
not altogether happy without one. When
he became President, ‘‘talking horse,”
as he termed it, was often his great re-
course against the office-hunters, who
swarmed around him and bewildered him
in the White House. ’

The Lieutenant Ewell who gave Grant
this additional leave ‘‘was the same
Ewell,’’ says Grant, * wlo acquired con-
siderable reputation as a Confederate
General during the Rebellion. He was
a man much esteemed, and deservedly
so, in the old army, and proved himself
a gallant and efficient officer in two wars
—both in my estimation unholy.”

When Ewell handed Grant the order to
join his regiment, and also a few days’
additional ‘‘leave,”” he remarked very
pleasantly that he had no doubt the re-
cipient would find the climate in the
country west of the river much more in-
spiring and elevating than he had found it
in any of his late wanderings in the East !
Lieutenant Grantthanked himandsmiled,
but said nothing.

During his absence, and with the pros-
pect of an indefinite separation from his
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White Haven friends,— the one friend of
all friends in particular,—Grant had made
the discovery that there was really some-
thing serious the matter with him. He
had provided himself with a new uniform,
he had the desired leave of absence, and
sympathizing brother officers had loaned
him a good horse ; and, with his mind at
ease on these points, he was about to start
off on the most momentous campaign of
his life — one more trying to his courage
than any of his later campaigns.

The prize, the object of his quest, was
greater than the conquest of a kingdom.
‘“Yet,” says the officer who was present
and gave the writer the minutest particu-
lars of the event, ‘‘ Grant made a confi-
dant of none of us; but we knew of his
courtship and so we suspected the object
of his present mission to the country, and
by many hints we let him understand our
suspicions ; but ke was silent.”’

CHAPTER V.
GRANT PROPOSES TO MISS DENT AND IS
OFF FOR THE WAR.
It was a charming May day when Lieu-
tenant Grant mounted his horse and rode
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out of the Barracks gate toward White
Haven. It had rained furiously the day
and night before, but there never was a
brighter or more balmy May moming
than that.

Forty years later General Grant in his
Memoirs tells so innocently and naturally
of that adventurous ride that, with full
permission of his literary executor, I
quote his own account of it.

‘“There is an insignificant creek — the
Gravois—between Jefferson Barracks and
the place to which I was going, and at
that day there was not a bridge over it
from its source to its mouth. There is
not water enough in the creek at ordinary
stages to run a coffee-mill, and at low
water there is none running whatever.
On this occasion it had been raining
heavily, and when the creek was reached
I found the banks full to overflowing and
the current rapid. I looked at it a mo-
ment to consider what to do. One of my

superstitions had always been when I
started to go anywhere or do anything
not to turn back or stop until the thing
intended was accomplished.. ..So I struck
into the stream, and in an instant the

JEFFERSON BARRACKS, NEAR ST. LOUIS, AS IT LOOKED WHEN GRANT REVISITED THE SPOT IN 186I.
Compuare the view with that of the Barricks in 1844, as published in the October installment.
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THE OLD UNITED STATES ARSENAL IN 8T. LOUIS.
View from Lyon Park, looking East, showing the Western Gate through which Captain Lyon, U. S. A., and Colonel Blair marched
on their way to the capture of Camp Jackson. At this entrance Grant and Blair had a consultation while the men were
forming for the march, May 10, 186t. The Arsenal was one great source of supply for Grant's troops

during all his

horse was swimming and I being carried
down by the current. I headed myhorse
towards the other bank and soon reached
it, wet through and without other clothes
on that side-of the stream. I went on,
however, to my destination and borrowed
a dry suit from my future brother-in-law.
We were not of the same size, but the
clothes answered every purpose until I
got more of my own!"’

Of course, it would have been contrary
to Grant’s constitution of mind to retreat
or wait a few hours for the flood to sub-
side. With him then, as in all his mili-
tary movements in his later career, now
was the accepted time. ‘

A young colored person — now an old
woman — who was at the Dent house on
that occasion, gave the writer some inter-
esting glimpses of this visit,—to Grant
and Miss Dent a most momentous event.
Miss Dent did not know of Grant’s return
from Ohio, and his sudden advent was a

Valley C:

surprise to her. Besides, the streams
were a-flood and impassable !

The woman thus related what she saw :

‘“Cap’n Grant had swum through the
muddy creek and when he got down at
the gate the water was a-drippin’ from
'im, and his boots was full of water. But
he come right in! Miss Julia was busy
fixin' up flowers and plants that had been
put down by the storm and rain las’ night
afore, and I was a-helpin’ to hold ’em up.
When he come through the gate, I says,
‘ Lor’ me, Miss Julia ! der is Cap’n Grant
for sho'!’ He come right straight to us,
and she made a step or two to meet him.
Cap’n he took off his hat and bowed po-
lite and he hel’ her hand for a minute,
and no one said a word. He wer wet all
over ; then they both laughed, and I dist
laughed and laughed! Then Cap’n he
’splained to her how the creek was jis’
a-boomin’, but he wanted to come right
then, and so he jis’ come. Then they
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laughed agin, and then she asked him to
the house and told him her brother would
get him some dry clothes.” And the old
woman added, ‘I dis tell yo’, Colonel, I
dis b’lieve how Miss Julia felt mighty
proud that Cap’n would swim a creek to
get to see her so sudden after his comin’
back!”’

The observant eye of a bright darkey girl
misses no detail when lovers are abroad,
but I shall not linger over the few happy
days they were permitted to spend in
friendly intercourse at the Dent home
before Grant’s departure for what was felt
to be certain to become the seat of war.

If the reader has not personally expe-
rienced it, he or she can form but a very
inadequate conception of the real charm
and delight of the balmy and radiant May
climate of the jefferson Barracks region,
in Missouri. The air and sunlight are in-
spiring. All the elements of nature seem
to combine in the perfection of conditions
to make life joyous, yes, blissfully happy.
And the birds, realizing the charm of ex-
istence, come hither from their southern
winter resorts, and, inspired by the new
conditions and experiences of happy
spring-time, make the air redolent of
sweet music, as the wild flowers in infinite
variety fill it with their delicious odors.

It was amid such environments that
Grant and the little lady whom he was
timidly hoping to win passed these few
last days together. Their hearts were as
happy as all their surroundings were
beautiful and joyous; as true and pure as
the uncorrupted nature with which they
most loved to commune.

Stormy weather had delayed Miss
Dent’s lower gardening, and Grant was
happy that it had. The two young peo-
ple were industrious and vigilant, and
the brother and the father and mother
were sure White Haven lawn was never
before so artistically arranged and deco-
rated. If now and then during this flower-
planting young Grant slyly placed a rose-
bud or a pansy in the curls of Miss Dent’s
hair while her fingers were busy with
rootlet and clinging earth, it is not neces-
sary that it should be here chronicled.
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But the fiat of destiny seems to intro-
duce many interruptions into Edenic life.
The last planting bad been finished, and
on the one question of infinite importance
to him Grant still remained silent. He
was more silent than usual during those
last few precious hours as they worked on
together.

Grant had walked off by himself, and
around by the greenhouse, where he had
found a beautiful, partly-opened rose.
This he brought back and, placing a stool
near Miss Dent where she sat making a
final inspection of the flower-bed just
finished, he seated himself facing her.
He held the rose in his fingers slightly
extended toward her and asked if she
would accept it. She removed her glove
and took the rose from his fingers and
held it, looking at it, then at him. After
a moment’s silence, he ventured to say he
hoped she would wear it for the giver’s
sake. With trembling fingers she fast-
ened it in her corsage. Another silence ;
then Grant asked if he might return to
her,—if return he should from the wars,—
and—.

There was no other word spoken be-
tween the lovers but their eyes told the
story, each to the other,—the old yet
ever new story of true love.

After tea they rode over to visit the old
darkey on whose foot they had performed
the surgical operation a few weeks before.
Supremely happy themselves, they made
him happy with kind words and in more
substantial ways.

Next morning the hour of departure
arrived. Farewells were said to all the
family except Miss Dent, who accom-
panied her lover to the gate; then, he
leading his horse, they walked slowlyona
few hundred yards to an elevation off the
roadway, and stood looking in the direc-
tion of Jefferson Barracks whence he
would presently disappear on his long
journey to the far South. The farewells
then and there spoken no ear heard but
their own.

As Grant rode eastward over a depres-
sion and ascended another elevation be-
yond which he would be hid from view,
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he turned in his saddie and saw a white
handkerchief held in dainty fingers to the
lips of a fair little lady standing silent and
alone at the place of parting. He waved
a final salute, turned, rode rapidly, and
soon vanished from her sight. For
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some time she stood silent and motion-
less. Then turning, with resolute heart
and firm step she returned to her home,
there to resume her duties and responsi-
bilities and patiently wait the return of
her soldier lover.

(7o be Continued.)

JOAQUIN MILLER’S MOUNTAIN HOME.

By MARY Louisg PrRATT.

NE day in Oakland, California, joa-

quin Miller said, giving us directions

for reaching his home in the mountains,

** Drive out though Fruitvale and take the

road to the left, going two miles east and
one mile perpendicular.”’

We started early, driving through the
city and then following the narrow, wind-
ing trail that climbs the foot-hills to the
mountains. So narrow is this road that
two carriages cannot pass, except at the
places, every half mile, where niches are
cut in the rock to admit one team waiting
for another.

At last the road widened and came out
upon the summit of the hill owned by Mr.
Miller. Six years ago he bought a thou-
sand acres in the foot-hills for a sum al-
most nominal. Now, by his own hard
work this place has improved to such an
extent that he has been offered forty
thousand dollars for it, and in a few more
years it will be worth twice that sum.

As we left our carriage at the gate
(there being no drive up to the house) Mr.
Miller came running down the path to
meet us, himself the brightest figure in all
that bright landscape. He wore the gay-
est of colors, and, as I understood, was
dressed as he always is when at home on
the mountains : in light corduroy trousers,
a buff silk shirt, red sash and black velvet
vest, with a bear skin slung over his
shoulders. He looked like a true Span-
iard of the olden days. His long light
hair made a beautiful frame for a very
kind face. As he greeted us he turned

and waved his hand, taking in the whole
country round about,

“It is all yours,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ the
houses, flowers and fruit, and all I ask of
you is to be happy.”

A small thing, we thought, but one that
means much to him, as he cannot bear to
have any unhappiness near him.

He took us up the path to three small
cottages, standing side by side, called
Spring, Summer and Autumn. I only
peeped into the first —the walls of which
were gay with childish pictures, the whole
room, in fact, furnished for a child —his
little daughter Jaunita, who, with her
mother, came on from New York a year
ago to spend the summer. ‘

As we started into the .next cottage,
‘‘Summer,’’ Mr. Miller bade us look up
over the door,saying, ** There are the three
religions ; you may take your choice.”

There, indeed, were the symbols over
the door,— the rising sun, the crescent
and the cross. This cottage consists of
one large square room—Mr. Miller's own.
Half of it is used for a sitting-room, fur-
nished in gay chintz, while the sloping
walls are one mass of photographs of
noted people and curious relics its owner
has brought from all parts of the world.
Curtains divide the room and make a
bed-room of the other half, — and here is
where Joaquin Miller, the “* Poet of the
Sierras,’’ does his writing.

He told me that he had coffee brought
to him at 11:00 o’clock in the morning,
and from that time until 1:00 he did what
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CHATER VL

GRANT AT FORT JESSUP.

IEUTENANT GRANT immediately

took steamer for Red River, where

he rejoined the Fourth Infantry at “Camp

Salubrity,” in the pine woods near Fort
Jessup.

The camp was on elevated ground
above the flight of mosquitoes andiother
pestilential insects which make life mis-
erable on the low lands of the South in

e
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From an old painting.

GENERAL ZACHARY TAYLOR IN CAMP,
*Covered by Copyright. All rights reserved.
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the hot season. Cool springs furnished
abundant water. Grant had his own
horse, and constant intercourse was kept
up between the officers of the Fort and
of Camp Salubrity, and the social ele-.
ment in the neighboring villages.

The young soldier’s ambition to qual-
ify himself for a professorship at West
Point had prompted him to a studious
life, and his studies were constantly pur-
sued until active preparations for the
Mexican War interrupted them.

Texas had been one of the
States of Mexico and the
threatened war was, as the
reader will recall, the cul-
mination of a controversy be-
tween the United States and
Mexico touching the inde-
pendence of Texas, and the
annexation of that State to
this country, and of a long
contention as to the boun-
dary between the two,—
Mexico insisting that the
Nueces River was the west-
ern line of Texas, while the
United States and Texas
contended for the Rio
Grande as the boundary.

Lieutenant Grant was at
that time far from robust, and
his studies, - since he entered
the Military Academy at
West Point, had been a
severe strain on his vitality.
There was consumption in
the family line, and he had
fears that he might become
a victim. But, with his love
of horseback riding, his con-
stant outdoor exercise in the
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dry and balmy air ot
Texas and Mexico for the
_four years now ensuing
so fully restored his vigor
" that the danger disap-
peared forever.

CHAPTER VII.

GRANT RETURNS TO ASK
THE CONSENT OF MISS
DENT’S PARENTS.

About the 1st of May,
1845, before the Army
had made further ad-
vance, and during a tem- .
porary lull in the Texas-
Mexico excitement, Lieu-
tenant Grant ‘‘ obtained
a leave of absence for
twenty days for the pur-
pose of visiting SZ. Louis,”’
he says. But he else-
where admits that the real
object of his visit was *‘ to
obtain the consent of
Miss Dent’s parents to the
union,which had not been
asked for before.”

An incident occurred
on his steambeat trip up
the Mississippi that illus-
trates Grant’s ready re-
sources in emergencies.

In those days the steamboat was the
aristocratic mode of travel. Money was
plenty with planters in the South, and
they spent it freely. The magnificent
boats were the rendezvous of the profes-
sional and accomplished gambler. Al-
most any afternoon or evening men could
be seen at the tables, with piles of money,
and not infrequently beside it their bowie-
knives and revolvers. When the latter
were not in sight, it was always known
that they were within instant reach in
case of a disagreement. This was a part of
the gamblers’ code on the Lower Missis-
sippi steamers. On this occasion gam-
bling was in progress as usual. The
young husband of a beautiful and accom-
plished lady was playing at one of the
tables with an elderly man who was evi-

From an old engraving,

GENERAL WINFIELD SCOTT,

Commander-in-chief of the Army, under whom Grant served after his transfer
from General *l

ylor's Command, in 1847.

dently a “ professional.” The young
wife was anxious. She walked in and
out of the cabin repeatedly to attract her
husband’s attention, but he was too ab-
sorbed to notice her. Grant observed
that he was losing, and that the stakes
increased at every game. The wife
walked the deck, in front of the cabin
where the play was progressing, in the
utmost agony. She entered the cabin
again, brushed past her husband’s chair
and touched him, then came out on the
open deck, but the husband was com-
pletely absorbed in a venture that meant
his ruin. Tears rolled from her beautiful
eyes, and she sank into a chair near
where Grant sat with a book in his hand
which he had been reading, and in tones
as agonizing as they were despairing and
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pathetic, sobbed out the inquiry, directed
to no one in particular, * Oh, can noth-
ing be done to save him from ruin, from
destruction !’’ Others were sitting there
who knew as well as Grant did what was
transpiring. But he quickly responded,
‘ Madam, you must make a diversion, a
strategic movement, and help or force
your husband to retreat before the game
is concluded ; do something desperate,
create some excitement.’’

The little woman was equal to the
emergency, and was as prompt to act as
was any one of Grant’s most trusty gen-
erals on a hint from him during his later
career. She promptly sprang upon a
chair, put her foot on the railing and
jumped over before any one could say
a word! Every one set up a cry of
horror. Grant, who knew the husband’s
name, put his head into the cabin door
and shouted to him that his wife was
overboard! Everybody cried to the
Captain, on the deck above, to *Stop
the boat! A woman overboard "’ The
husband sprang up, scraped his own
money into his sack amidst the thunder-
ing protests of the gambler (for the game
was not quite finished) and flew to the
scene of the excitement. The steamer

2 IR T SR
From an old drawing,
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was stopped. One of the aft boats was
lowered by deck hands, not waiting for
orders !

The reader can imagine how thorough
the *‘ diversion’’ was, and how *‘strate-
gic.”” The young husband was in a state
of terror and agony. He threw his sack
of money on the floor, and someone car-
ried it to the clerk, who put it in his safe.
It took two or three strong men to hold
him and prevent him plunging down into
the murky water in search of his wife.
Grant silently hoped that they would let
him do so. ‘‘It would cool him off and
bring him to his senses,’’ he said in a low
tone to a friend. The captain seemed to
learn in a very few minutes (probably
through a tube from an officer on the
lower deck) that there was no need of
waiting longer, for he rang to the engin-
eer, and away the boat steamed again.
This more than ever excited the hus-
band, and in his frenzy he had to be
disarmed and prevented from shooting
the Captain for steaming ahead without
stopping longer to fish his wife out of the
depths !

Grant stood, meantime, silent and un-
perturbed. He knew exactly what had
happened, but he meant that the reckless

THE OLD CHOUTRAU MANSION IN ST. LOUIS,
Where the officers of Jefferson Barracks frequently met the elite of St. Louis society in soclal iatsrcourse.
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THE DINING ROOM FIRE-PLACE IN THE GRANT-DENT FARM HOUSE, NEAR ST. LOUIS.

husband should remain ignorant of it as
long as possible.

Several moments elapsed, during which
time the infuriated husband had to be
held by several stalwart men to prevent
him from killing the Captain or jumping
into the river. The passengers moved to
the lower deck and around the locality
where the lady must have gone over-
board. Soon another excitement arose
amongst them. Then a cheer went up!
Grant, who still stood at the upper rail
without having moved a step, smiled, but
uttered not a word. The husband mean-
time had been forced into a chair and
held there. Then a voice shouted from
below, loud above the din of excited
cheers, ‘‘ Here she is ! here sheis!”’

With a bound the husband tore loose
from his guards, went over the front rail
and alighted on some cotton bales piled
up on the lower deck — exactly where his
wife had jumped down!—and there be-
hind the bales lay his wite, with a couple
of old darkey women trying to resuscitate

her with cold water and fans, and crying
that ‘‘ Missus mus’ be a-dyin’!”’ He had
her in his arms in a moment, himself in a
frenzy of joy.

If she had not actually fainted, her act-
ing was magnificent, for she had now and
then a relapse for several hours, during
which time the distressed husband was
told by her, with her arms about his neck
as he knelt beside her couch, that his
gambling was the cause of it all! And
thereupon he plighted his troth anew and
vowed forever afterward to abstain from
the vice.

The lady appeared on deck before the
boat reached St. Louis, and she managed
to smilingly say to Lieutenant Grant that
she thanked him for his suggestion, and
she did hope that his ‘‘strategy '’ might
be as successful in war as it had been in
peace.

Grant had quite forgotten this incident,
but when his victorious legions were
sweeping through Mississippi,—this same
lady, now a widow, suddenly found her-
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COLONEL JOHN O’FALLON, SR., OF 8T. LOUIS,

‘Who came from Maryland with Colonel Dent lnd family soon after Mis-
sourl's admission into the Union. The O’Fallon family was one
The

ot the wealthiest and most noted in St, Louis,
* Fallons and the Dents were very intimate and
Miss Julia Dent and Licutenant Graat were
often entertained at the O'Falloa home.

self and her plantation within his lines,
and some of his foragers were making
large draughts on her supplies,— she
came to his headquarters to ask protec-
tion, and recognized in the plain, unpre-
tentious General the slender Lieutenant
who, eighteen years before, had given
her the ‘‘strategic’ hint on the steamboat !
She related the incident, to the amuse-
ment of Grant and those about him. She
added,—*1 am rather sorry now, Gen-
eral, that I then wished your strategy
might be as successful in war as it had
been in peace.”

Whether Lieutenant Grant had to re-
sort to any strategy to succeed in his
mission to White Haven, the writer has
gained nowhere any word of intelligence ;
but as he and Miss Dent had plighted
their troth, and he was so unexceptionable
a suitor, it is to be presumed that the
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father and mother yielded to the
joint wishes of the young people
without further pleading. The ten
days which Grant had at his dis-
posal were spent in that fullness of
joy that comes to two hearts in per-
fect harmony in every emotion, in
every aspiration and in every hope.
Never were two natures in more
absolute and perfect accord than
thoseof Ulysses Simpson Grant and
Julia Dent. Each was the perfect
complement of the other in thought
and habit and act. And this contin- °
ued without change or variableness
through their entire wedded life.

The occupation of the two was
much the same during this visit as
it had been in May, 1844. Social
visits were made to friends in St.
Louis, prominent among whom
were the O’Fallons,— Col. and Mrs.
John O’Fallon and their beautiful
daughter-in-law, Mrs. James F.
O'Fallon, to army friends at Jeffer-
son Barracks; also trips to the
many localities of interest in the
country around the Dent home.
The historic old Chouteau Mansion,
of St. Louis, was at the time a
famous gathering-place for young
officers and the young ladies of the city
and the country round about. The two
were frequent visitors at this historic
mansion. They againrodeoverto see the
old darkey, who remembered with grati-
tude their surgery. They visited other
poor and humble folk in the country
around. The flower garden had made
progress this year before Grant’s arrival,
but he helped to do whatever needed to
be done in that regard, and so time sped
all too swiftly. Now he was ready —in
the fullness of the joy that filled both
hearts in their recognized relations —to
depart again to the war that was to be.
Unrestrained joy and mutual confidence,
love and affection, excluded all fear. And
so, looking with prophetic anticipation
to a happy future reunion that would be
the final consummation of their hopes
and aspirations, they parted.
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CHAPTER VIIL

GRANT REJOINS HIS REGIMENT AND
ADVANCES INTO TEXAS.

Grant soon found himself with the
regiment in New Orleans, where the
Army was then being concentrated. The
yellow fever was raging and some parts of
the city were as deserted and silent as
the streets of an old-time Puritan New
England village on the Sabbath day.

The rough, coarse, hullying swagger
and violence of levee life, with the for-
eign shipping melange,— these were new
to him and contrary to his taste and to
his high regard for law, discipline and
order. Every day there were shootings
and stabbings. Then the code duello
prevailed, and duels were frequent.
Writing to a friend at the time, Grant
describes a duel that occurred in un-
pleasant proximity to him. He says:

‘“About daylight one morning I heard
sharp rifle reports close by. Look-
ing out I saw two groups of men
not far apart. Presently they dis-
appeared and I did not understand
it. On inquiry, I was told after-
wards that,—‘Oh, it was nothing ;
only a couple of gentlemen de-
ciding a difference of opinion with
rifles at twenty paces.’"”’

He always denounced ‘‘the
code’’ as barbarous and the height
of moral cowardice.

The young lieutenant spent his
leisure time studying the Spanish
language, and mastered quite a
vocabulary of Spanish words in
anticipation of a prolonged stay in
Mexico. He studied the shipping
and commerce of New Orleans with
such success, during the few weeks
they remained, that he was able to
tell for years after every particular
about the shipping, its nationality,
its tonnage, the imports and ex-
ports, and almost every phase of
the social structure and history of
the city. Frequently afterwards,
in discussions on these subjects,
the other officers would appeal to
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Lieutenant Grant as the ‘‘ New Orleans
Statistician.”” Yet he never obtruded
his knowledge. It had to be drawn out,
and then it was always communicated in
the most respectful and modest way.

It might have been manifest at an early
day in his career that it was to be by
deeds, not words, that Grant was to im-
press himself upon the world.

In September, 1845, his regiment was
ordered to Corpus Christi, Texas, whither
they were carried in sailing vessels.
There was quite a fleet, as the vessels
were not of large size. The days spent
on the trip were not idle days with Grant.
The officers and men generally amused
themselves with cards, and with athletic
sports on deck, in hearing ‘‘sailors’
yarns ’ of adventure, and in lounging at
their ease. But Lieutenant Grant had
procured in New Orleans the best map
then known of Mexico and the Coast,
and some essays on Mexico, and Santa

MRS. JOHN O’'FALLON, SR.,
‘The intimate friend of Mrs, Grant’s mother, Mrs. Dent.
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Anna, the Mexican chief, and these he
studied each day. The captain of the
vessel was attracted by this habit of study,
and remarked to another officer that ‘* if
that young man was a little older I would
expect to see him return General of the
Amy!”

The result of his careful work, search-
ing out knowledge useful to the Army
should it invade Mexico, was that young
Grant was one of the best posted officers
in the Army as to the roads, the cities,
the mountain ranges and the accessible
passes throughout all that part of Mexico
in which the Army would probably op-
erate. This fact became known to the
commanding officers later on asthe Army
penetrated Mexico, and many were the
interviews and consultations had between
them and Grant, in which he imparted to
them the valuable knowledge he had ac-
quired, and their maps contained many
marks made by the pencil of Grant. Be-
sides this, Grant, with his practical turn
of mind in all things military, had made
the acquaintance of a Mexican-Texan in
New Orleans,— one Sabella,—who had
been engaged since boyhood in traveling
through Mexico with teams and caravans,
freighting goods from Vera Cruz to the
City of Mexico, and from the mouth of
the Rio Grande to interior cities, and
had also been engaged in wars and revo-
lutions in Mexico and Texas, and con-
sequently knew the country minutely.
Grant had made a friend of him and
gained from him a fund of detailed in-
formation about the topography of the
country, the towns and people of Mexico,
which would have fitted him then to lead
an army intelligently through the country
had he been in command. All this in-
formation was, when asked for by his
superior officers, freely but modestly
communicated to them.

Had he not been too young for promo-
tion to a commanding position, no doubt
his practical knowledge of those details
necessary to success in army operations
would have raised Lieutenant Grant well
up in military grade before the end of the
War.
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Poor Sabella! he would have served as
guide with the Army, but he was killed —
stabbed to death —in a brawl in New Or-
leans before the Army left.

The trip down the coast seems to have
been made withoutincident. The vessels
had to anchor miles from shore because
of shallow water off the mouth of the
Nueces River, and, with the aid of light-
ers, a landing was made, after much
delay, on Shell Island in the mouth of the
river.

The Mexican Army was not present in
force, but its scouts could be seen occa-
sionally taking observations in the dis-
tance.

After spending a few days in settling
things in camp, and providing against sur-
prise, Grant came down to the steamer
‘ Suviah '’ which bad just arrived with
transports and was anchored near them.

He says: “‘I had occasion for some
reason or other to go on board.” Of
course, for some reason or other! Pos-
sibly when General Grant wrote his Me-
moirs he had forgotten the real reason or
occasion of that visit, but a brother officer
who was with him at the time was able to
tell the writer what that reason was.

He had been some time from New Or-
leans and the steamer was the first to
arrive with mail for the Army. There was
a little lady back in the White Haven
home near Jefferson Barracks, Missouri,
from whom he was very anxious to hear,
and some of the other young officers were
in the same anxious state of mind. Hence
it was that they hastened out to the big
ship on the only little light-draft steamer
which this great government had conde-
scended to supply for the landing and use
of an army.

Grant had finished reading a delicately-
written note bearing the St. Louis post-
mark, and was busily engaged in writing
a reply when he was interrupted. He
suddenly heard ‘‘a tremendous racket at
the other end of the ship, and much ex-
cited sailor language, such as * Damn your
eyes,”” etc. In a moment or two the
Captain, who was an excitable little man,
dying with consumption, and not weigh-
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ing over a hundred pounds, came running
out carrving a saber nearly as large and
heavy as he was, and crying out that his
men had mutinied. It was necessary to
sustain the Captain without question ; and
Grant hastened to his aid and, inafew min-
utes, without resistance by the sailors,
they were all in irons. Grant says he al-
ways doubted that the poor fellows knew
they had mutinied. It was probably only
a little row amongst the sailors, and not
a ‘“mutiny”’ against authority. Before
leaving the ship he quietly intimated this
to the Captain, and the men were released
after two days’ confinement on bread and
water.

During his sailing experience, Grant
studied and tried to master the intricacies
and complications of sailors’ knots, of
ropes and coils and pulleys, and hoisting
blocks and swinging cranes, by which
sails are moved and small boats and men
and material are lowered into lightersand
thus moved landward.

One of these pulleys for light work was
hanging from a swinging crane ready for
any use, and, when he was about to depart,
he concluded he would let himself down
without assistance. He always tells any
joke on himself with such frank and inno-
cent disingeniousness that I will quote the
incident as he relates it : *

‘ Without saying anything of my inten-
tions to anyone, I mounted the railing,
and taking hold of the center rope just
below the upper block, I put my feet on
the hook below, and stepped off. Justas
I did so, some one called out, ‘ Holdon !’
It was too late. I tried to ‘hold on’ with
all my might, but my heels went up and
my head went down so rapidly that my
hold broke, and I plunged head foremost
into the water some twenty-five feet below,
.with such velocity that it seemed to me I
never would stop. When I came to the
surface again, being a fair swimmer, and
not having lost my presence of mind, I
swam around until a bucket was let down
to me, and I was drawn up without a
scratch or injury. I do not believe there

* Memoirs, vol. 1, p. 63,
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was a man on board who sympathized
with me in the least when they found me
uninjured. Irather enjoyed the joke my-
self.”

The distance from the camp at Shell
Island was about eighteen miles from the
village of Corpus Christi, and the water
was so shallow—only two or three feet
deep — that the landing of the Army and
material was slow and tedious:

Gradually the “Army of Occupation’
assembled. It consisted of infantry, ar-
tillery and cavalry, not more than four
thousand strong, commanded by General
Zachary Taylor. Grant says of that little
army :

‘“The men engaged in the Mexican
War were brave, and the officers of the
Regular Army, from the highest to the
lowest, were educated in their profession.
A more efficient army, for its numbers
and armament, I do- not believe ever
fought a battle than the one commanded
by General Taylorin his first two engage-
ments on Mexican, or Texas, soil.”

The Mexican Army did not molest our
Army at Corpus Christi. Grant says :

‘* We were sent to provoke a fight, but
it was essential that Mexico should com-
mence it, as it was very doubtful whether
Congress would declare war ; but if Mex-
ico should attack our troops the Execu-
tive could announce that war existed &y
the acts of Mexico and then prosecute
it with vigor! Therefore;’’ he continues,
‘‘ Mexico showing no willingness to come
to the Nueces to drive the invaders from
her soil, it became necessary for the ‘in-
vaders’ to approach to within a conven-
ient distance to be struck. Accordingly,
preparations were begun for removing
the Army to the Rio Grande at a point
near Matamoras.”’

This meant a move across the country
one hundred and fifty miles. The Army
was without land transportation. Wag-
ons and harness could be shipped from
the North, but horses and mules had to
be procured in the country.

Grant was soon promoted from a brevet
to a full second lieutenantcy, and then to
regimental quartermaster. To transport
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all the supplies for an
army through a barren
and totally uninhab-
ited country required
an immense train, and
Grant’s knowledge of
horses and mules was
here of great value.
Between the Nueces
and the Rio Grande
rivers were immense
herds of wild horses,
and, farther up coun-
try, plenty of mules.
They were worth thirty
to forty dollars a
dozen, but the govern-
ment had to pay sev-
eral times that sum to
the Mexican traders Theiad

friend and

i

COLONEL JAMES J. O'FALLON,
of St. Louis,
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N six dollar;’ worth of
horses the other day!”’
he replied.

But Grant insisted
that that was aslander;
for, said he, *‘My
horses were broken to
the saddle when I got
them, and actually
cost near fwenty dol-
lars?”

The would-be team-
sters or drivers were
frontiersmen, Texans, .
Mexicans, and as wild
and untamable as the
mules and horses they
had to subdue.

The mode of break-

of Genenl Gnnt.  iDE in a team was

and thieves who cap-
tured and brought them to the corrals.
These wild horses were strong and ser-
viceable and were easily subjugated for
riding, but resisted with stubborn per-
tinacity the slavish work of hauling
wagons under the lash. Nearly all the
officers were mounted on horses of this
kind. Grant had three or four and had
them broken,— one for his servant, and
the others to loan friends who might be
without horses. One day his darkey boy
rode one and led the others to water.
They pulled or threw him off, ran away,
and were never heard of more. Some-
one told Captain Bliss, General Taylor’s
adjutant - general, about Grant’s misfor-
tune. ‘‘ Yes, I heard Grant lost five or

something like this:
A whole company of teamsters would join
in the undertaking. They would enter the
corral with ropes; one would throw a
lasso over a mule’s head; as he kicked
and reared other lassoes would soon be
thrown around his legs, and that mule
would speedily find himself pulied by stal-
wart men in several directions at the same
time, until he rolled and tumbled about
and was stamped upon and humiliated
into a less belligerent state of mind. A
half-dozen mules would be thus treated,
making up a team. Then,withtwo lassoes
around each mule's neck—to pull in
opposite directions — they were led out,
and, with a dozen or more men around
each mule —keeping as clear of his heels

LOOKING NORTH FROM JEFFERRON BARRACKS, IN 1861,
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as possible—he was hammessed. He
might be thrown down a few times in the
process should he prove to be too ener-
getic in his opposition. Finally the mules
were buckled and strapped together and
securely hitched to the wagon.

Grant then says : ** Two men remained
on either side of the leaders with lassoes
about their necks, and one man retained
the same restraining influence on each of
the others. All being ready, the hold
would be slackened and the team
started. The first motion was gen-
erally five or six mules in the air at
one time, backs bowed, hind feet
extended to the rear. After re-
peating this movement a few times,
the leaders would start to run.

This would bring the breeching
tight against the mules at the
wheels, which ' these last would
seem to regard as a most unwar-
rantable attempt at coercion!
They would sometimes take a seat,
sometimes lie down.” But even-
tually order would come out of
chaos, and submission follow re-
bellion. *‘ But there never was a
time during the war,’”’ says Grant,
‘‘when it was safe to let a Mexican
mule get entirely loose.”’

CHAPTER IX.

GRANT GOES WITH MAJOR DIX TO
SAN ANTONIO AND AUSTIN.

While preparations were thus
progressing for an advance, a pay-
master’s train was made ready
(December, 1845) under Major
(afterward General) Dix, to go to
San Antonio and Austin to pay off
detachments of the United States Army
stationed there. Beside the cavalry
escort, a volunteer escort of young officers
was desired. Lieutenant Grant was one
of the volunteers. ‘‘There was not a
minute during any day of the trip,”’ says
Grant, “ when deer or antelope could not
be seen in great numbers.” Each offi-
cer carried a shotgun and every evening,
after going into camp, some would go out
and soon return with venison and wild
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turkeys enough for the entire camp.
Lieutenant Grant himself was no sports-
man and did not have occasion to fire his
gun during the entire trip.

By the route then traveled, the distance

-from Corpus Christi to San Antonio was

one hundred and fifty miles; from San
Antonio to Austin, was one hundred and
ten miles; and the return trip by the
most direct route from Austin to Corpus
Christi was over two hundred miles.

MRS. JAMES J. O'FALLON, OF S8T. LOUIS,

The early friend and companion of Mrs. Julia Dent Grant, and Mrs. Grant's

hostess in 1895.

On reaching San Antonioall the young
officers constituting the volunteer escort,
except Lieutenants Grant, Benjamin and
Augur, concluded to spend their allotted
time at that place, but these three went
on to Austin with the paymaster’s train.

Major Dix, the paymaster, was detained
at Austin a few days longer than was ex-
pected, and Grant was determined to
reach the Army promptly on the day
appointed for their return before their de-
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parture from the sea-coast. He there-
fore induced the two other Lieutenants,
Augur and Benjamin, to join him and
make the long and hazardous journey
alone.

Grant tells this joke on himself. One
evening, on their return journey from
Austin, he and Lieutenant Benjamin con-
cluded to go down to the creek and get
some turkeys. He says: ‘‘We had
scarcely reached the edge of the timber
when I heard the flutter of wings over-
head, and in an instant I saw two or three
turkeys flying away. These were soon
followed by more, and more, until a flock
of twenty or thirty had flown from just
over my head. All this time I stood
watching to see where the turkeys flew —
with my gun on my shoulder — and never
once thought of leveling it at the birds !
I reflected, anid came to the conclusion
that as a sportsman I was a failure, and
I went back to the house. Benjamin
remained out and soon returned with as
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many turkeys as he wanted to carry
back.”

If the turkeys had been an armed en-
emy for whom Grant had been in search,
or was pursuing, there would have been
no forgetfulness on his part. It seemed
to be only some great object or purpose,
some impending emergency, that called
forth Grant’s energies and latent powers.

The trip was a weary and lonely one.
They had only such supplies as they car-
ried on their horses, and the horses fed
on the dry grass. They camped out at
night, with howling wolves, hostile In-
dians and dangerous freebooters prowl-
ing over the country. One evening they
were belated in reaching a desirable
camping place, and Grant says, ‘“‘We
heard the most unearthly howling of
wolves directly in front of us. The sound
indicated that they were near. To my
untrained ear it appeared as if there must
be enough to devour us and our horses!
Benjamin was in the lead and he kept

THE LONE CABIN BETWEEN AUSTIN AND CORPUS CHRISTI, TEXAS,
At which Lieutenants Grant, Benjamin and Augur stopped on their return from Austin, and where Augur was taken lll

was then more than fifty miles trom any other habitation.

‘This sketch was made by

‘This Cabis

It was occupied by one man and his slave,

eutenant Benjamin on the corner of an army blank

and by him sent home from Corpus Christi.
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right on towards the noise. I followed,
because I had not the moral courage to
turn back ! He had been raised in Indi-
ana and knew the capacity of a few to
make believe there was an unlimited
number of them. Benjamin asked me
how many wolves I thought there were
in that pack. Knowing where he was
from, and suspecting that he thought I
would overestimate the number, I deter-
mined to show my acquaintance with the
animal by putting my estimate below
what could possibly be correct, and an-
swered, ‘Oh, about twenty,’ very indif-
ferently. He smiled and rodeon. Ina
minute we were close upon them before
they saw us. There were just two of
them ! Seated upon their haunches, with
their mouths close together, they had
made all the noise we had been hearing
for the last ten minutes !’

And then Grant draws a moral from
this. He adds: ‘I have often thought of
this incident since, when I have heard the
noise of a few disappointed politicians
who had deserted their associates. There
are always more of them before they are
counted.”

On one hundred and fifty miles of this
journey there was but one solitary habita-
tion ; a lone cabin in a wilderness of wide
expanse. On approaching the cabin,
Lieutenant Augur (late General Augur)
was very sick, and they were rejoiced to
find that the man who occupied it with
his slave was one they had known near
Fort Jessup, La. He had emigrated in
advance of his family to build a home for
them.

Augur was unable to proceed on the
journey. They therefore arranged with
their Louisiana friend to take care of
their sick companion until Major Dix
should pass in a few days with his train;
and then Grant and Benjamin alone re-
sumed the wild and dangerous journey.
Fortunately they reached the Armyat Cor-
pus Christi safely — foot-sore and travel-
stained —on the day their ‘‘leave’’ ex-
pired.
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I think Grant was never known to be
‘‘absent without leave,”” and am certain
that when in independent command he
was never ‘‘ too late.”’ If he had been a
week later at Donelson the works might
have been unassailable. A Confederate
General, who had observed Grant’s ener-
getic campaigning in 1862, was urging
his men in the construction of some forti-
fications at a very remote point, when
some of his officers protested against
making the men work too hard, saying,
‘“The Feds can't be here in a month."”
He replied, ‘*Oh, if Grant is there,
damn him, he may be here before morn-
ing!”

Soon after their return to Corpus Christi,
the Army advanced towards Mexico.

After a few days’ march they came in
sight of a great herd of wild horses. The
column was halted and Grant and several
other officers rode out to see the extent
of the herd. It was a clear, open, undu-
lating prairie, with nothing to obstruct
the view. He says, ‘‘As far as the eye
could reach to our right, and to our left,
and in front of us, the herd extended.
There was no estimating the number of
animals in it; I have no idea that they
could all have been corralled in the State
of Rhode Island or Delaware at one time.

. If they could they would have been so

thick that the pasture would have given
out the first day !’

When the Army reached the Colorado
River the Mexican buglers, concealed in
the brush on the opposite bank, sounded
the ‘‘assembly,” and other military
calls, and made the impression that—
like the wolves — there were great num-
bers of them. *‘If their troops had been
in proportion to their noise,”’ says Grant,
‘“they were sufficient to devour General
Taylor and his Army..... A few of our
cavalry dashed in and swam or forded
the stream, and — there was not an enemy
visible! Not a shot was fired.”’

The January Installment of “ Grant’s Life
in the West ' willdescribe the battles of Palo

Alto and Resaca de la Palma and Grant's
part in those engagements.— Ep.

[ 70 be Continued.]
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CHAPTER X (Continued.)

LIEUTENANT GRANT'S FIRST “BAPTISM
OF FIRE" AT PALO ALTO AND RES-
ACA DE LA PALMA.

By the first of March, 1846, the army
was on the Rio Grande, opposite Mata-
moras. Fortifications were rapidly thrown
up. The Mexicans captured two eom-
panieg of our dragoons commanded by
Captains Thornton and Hardee (the latter
the late General Hardee, who figured in
the Confederate army, and who was the
author of the tactics first used by both
armies in the war of the Rebellion).

A small garrison was left to hold the
fort, while General Taylor marched with
the rest of the army and his wagon-train
to the mouth of the river for supplies
which had been sent forward to that point
by sea. Grant was with him, and it was
on their return march that he received his
first “baptism of fire.’

As they lay in their tents waiting for
the supplies to be landed from the ships
to load their train, they cou]d hear the
artillery at the fort twenty-five miles up
the river.

The return march to the fort was re-
sumed as soon as supplies could be
loaded; and at a point called Palo Alto,
six or eight miles from the fort,the Mexi-
can army was seen in line of battle at the
edge of the woods skirting the river bot-
toms. ,

It was early afternoon and the enemy’s
line looked brilliant, and their bayonets
and spear-heads formidably glistened in
the sunlight. Their force was composed
largely of cavalry armed with lances.
The appearance of the Mexican army at
that time was very impressive and impos-
ing to the mind of an American soldier,
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used to the tame colors and quiet display
of the American army in its dress and
equipments. There was probably no
army in the world that was adorned with
brighter and more varied colors, and more
glittering tinsel than that of Mexico in
1846. The uniforms of the different arms
of their service included white and crim-
son, green and gold, yellow and blue, all
of the most faultless hues.

A brigade of cavalry in its rapid evo-
lutions— perfect on lines of beauty and
symmetrical harmony, with all this va-
riety of bright colors, their sashes, belts
and tassels —made a dazzling spectacle.
To this were added numerous little pen-
nants of white and green and purple and
gold, fluttering with every move, supple-
mented by polished spear-heads and bur-
nished lances, and the glittering trap-
pings of their horses. In battle array
and in swift evolution, all this made a
display which might well impress the
young beholder with the reality: *Ter-
rible as an army with banners.”

Grant stated in a conversation with his
friend Judge Long, while on his farm, re-
lating his Mexican War experiences, that
the appearance of the Mexican army
on that bright, sunny afternoon, as it
wheeled and moved and stood in battle
array, was the most brilliant and impos-
ing spectacle of war he had ever seen or
ever imagined. As he stood gazing at
that pageant, Byron’s Assyrian picture
was spread out before him:—*“His co-
horts all gleaming in purple and gold.”

But, like so much else in this world
that is tinsel and show,—when tested as
to practical usefulness,—it proved to be
largely superficial; and yet this Mexican
cavalry did much creditable fighting later
on in the war.
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General Taylor’s army was drawn up
in line in the high grass. The general
promptly formed a line of battle, and, as
the canteens were being filled with water,
Grant says he looked down that long line
of three thousand men, “advancing to-
wards a larger force also armed, and
thought what a fearful responsibility
General Taylor must feel commanding
such a host and so far away from friends!”

It is interesting to know Grant's feel-
ings and conduct on this his first actual
contact with the stern realities of war.
Not a word does he utter as to his bravery.
On the contrary he tells us with modest
frankness that he was afraid,—at least
nervous,—at the situation. He says:
“What General Taylor's feelings were
during this suspense 1 do not know, but
for myself, a young Second Lieutenant
who had never heard a hostile gun be-
fore, I felt sorry that 1 had enlisted.”*

There was an artillery duel and some
musketry firing. The army was armed
with flint-lock muskets and used paper
cartridges of ball and buckshot; and
Grant says that “at the distance of a few
hundred yards a man might fire at you all
day without you finding it out.”

Toward evening the Mexicans retreat-
ed, and the battle of Palo Alto, which
aroused the nation by its brilliancy and
magnitude, was won. Our loss was only
nine killed and forty-seven wounded!

Thus introduced to actual war, the
army of General Taylor was ready for
serious business.

The next day, March ¢, the army moved
on. The captain of Grant's company was
sent forward with skirmishers to find out
where the enemy was. Lieutenant Grant
was thus left in command of his company
during the coming battle of Resaca, which
he acknowledges he felt to be a great
responsibility, as well as honor. He was
with the right wing. They had to work
their way through chaparral, and Grant
led his company through the thickets
wherever a penetrable opening could be
found, taking advantage of every clear
spot that would take him and his men

* Memoirs, Vol. 1, p. 92.

nearer to the enemy. The top of the
brush was being cut and torn with shot
and shell over their heads, but he was de-
termined not to allow his part of the line
to be the last to reach the ranks of the
enemy, and he urged his men on. Be-
yond an opening between two ponds, he
saw the enemy. He charged them with
his company, capturing a Mexican colo-
nel and a number of his men.

The prisoners were promptly sent to the
rear under guard, and a further advance
was ordered. As his company was mak-
ing a *“double quick,” they came up to a
wounded American officer. The whole
Mexican line had given way and was in

GENERAL WORTH,

In whose Division Grant served in the Valley of Mexico,
in 1847.
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retreat. Grant says: * The ground had
been charged over before. My exploit
was equal to that of the soldier who
boasted that he had cut off the leg of one
of the enemy. When asked why he had
not cut off his head, he replied: ‘Some
one had done that before." This left no
doubt in my mind but that the battle of
Resaca de la Palma would have been
won, just as it was, if I had not been
there.”

“The battles of Palo Alto and Resaca
de la Palma seemed to us, engaged, as
pretty important affairs; but,” says Grant,
“we had only a faint conception of their
magnitude until they were fought over
in the North by the press and the reports
came back to us!

The defeat of the Mexicans in these

——
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battles compelled them to raise the siege
of Fort Brown, a few miles distant from
the battle-field.

CHAPTER X.

GRANT ENTERS MEXICO-—HIS BUSY AND

SYSTEMATIC LIFE THERE — HE LOSES

A FRIEND — PROMOTED AGAINST
HIS WILL.

General Taylor soon moved his army
across to the west bank of the Rio Grande
and took possession of the city of Mata-
moras, and thus began the invasion of
Mexico.

Here the army went into cantonment,
and awaited reinforcements from the
North, and such equipments and sup-
plies as were indispensable to an army
which was destined to penetrate into the

D. ANTONIO LOPEZ DE SANTA ANNA,

General-in-chief of the Mexican army at the time of the Mexican War.
Frum a portrait in the National Gallery, City of Mexico.
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interior of a well-armed and hostile coun-
try. It was not until August that Taylor
felt himself in a condition to move up the
west bank of the Rio Grande River to
Camargo at the head of navigation for
small steamers.

During the stay at Matamoras, Grant
was not idle. He did not content him-
self with the performance of routine
duty and enforcing discipline, but he
pursued his studies, and gained such a
knowledge of Spanish as to enable him
to converse to some extent with Mexi-
cans. He got possession of a map of
Mexico which a Mexican teamster had
plundered from an abandoned aristo-
cratic abode near town. It had evidently
belonged to a Mexican army officer of
high grade, and been left or lost in
the haste of retreat. This he carefully
studied, comprehending its immense
value. He induced a Mexican to trans-
late its tables of distances and remarks
about water and roads, etc., and these
translations he carefully wrote out under
the originals. This map and the data on it
enabled him to reconstruct and perfect
his other map which he had acquired in
New Orleans. He clung to this Mexican
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THE CITY OF MONTEREY, MEXICO.

map until he was induced to surrender it
to General Scott after the capture of
Vera Cruz.

Grant’s improved map, thus perfected
by his persistent attention to those details
S0 necessary to secure military success,
was soon known to the officers as zke
map that was worth studying, and which
could be relied on. He had also care-
fully compiled on the map such informa-
tion of value as he had acquired from
Sabella in New Orleans, and others at
Matamoras. His information was in de-
mand, and much of his spare time at
Matamoras was spent in transferring
from his map to the maps of other
officers, the corrections and additions he
was able to make. General Taylor and
all his staff officers, and all his division
and brigade commanders, were thus sup-
plied by Lieutenant Grant with a cor-
rected map.

Captain Robert E. Lee, one of the engi-
neers of the army, was supplied with one,
and on several occasions, in the subse-
quent movements and operations of the
army, Lee consulted with Grant in his
tent, or by a camp-fire, over his map, as
to the best way to avoid difficuities on
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the route, or how best to approach or
assail some position of the enemy. And
so did the commanding officers. This
did not happen because of any special
confidence the superior officers had in
Lieutenant Grant’s military ability, but
because they recognized the fact that he
had persistently devoted himself to ac-
quiring a line of information and a knowl-
edge of important detail on a subject of
vital importance to success; and that, on
this particular branch at least, young
Grant had made himself the best in-
formed officer in the army.

In studying Grant’s character and
career, the writer has often been con-
fronted with the guwaere, as to how much
of his marvelous success in his later mili-
tary career resulted from this habit
of persistent attention to those details
which all could afterwards see were the
very elements and essentials of military
success. In thiscase we can readily under-
stand how a commander’s knowledge of
the existence of a ravine, or small stream,
or the intersection of a road, might mark
the difference between a great victory
and a crushing defeat.

While waiting at Matamoras, the vol-
unteer regiments began to arrive,—
amongst others,one from Ohio; and many
of its men were from the region of Grant's
old home.

The major of the regiment was his old
friend, Hon. Thomas L. Hamer, who had
secured young Grant his appointment to
West Point. Though he was much Grant'’s
senior, they became intimate and confi-
dential friends. He understood Grant's
retiring, unobtrusive and studious nature,
and came to love him as a younger
brother. Major Hamer did not possess a
military education, but because of his
great ability and influential political posi-
tion in Ohio, it was understood that the
President was to appoint him brigadier-
general, and he was anxious to perfect
himself as rapidly as possible in military
knowledge. Young Grant was bright and
fresh from the schools; they were confi-
dential friends and he could be trusted.
The result was that on many a night

while others were slumbering, or passing
the hours in amusements, Major Hamer
and Lieutenant Grant were together,
receiving and imparting military infor-
mation.

Major Hamer wrote from Camargo to
a friend, saying:

I have found in Lieutenant Grant a most re-
markable and valuable voung soldier. I anticipate
for him a brilliant future, if he should have an op-
portunity to display his powers when they mature.
Young as he is, he has been of great value and
service to me. To-day, after being freed from the
duty of wrestling with the problem of reducing a
train of refractory mules and their drivers to sub-
missive order, we rode into the country several
miles, and taking our position upon an elevated
mound. he explained to me many army evolutions;
and, supposing ourselves to be generals command-
ing opposing armies, and a battle to be in progress,
he explained suppositious maneuvers of the oppos-
ing forces in a most instructive way; and when 1
thought his imaginary force had my army routed,
he suddenly suggested a stragetic move for my
forces which crowned them with triumphant vic-
tory, and himself with defeat, and he ended by
gracefully offering to surrender his sword! Of
course, Lieutenant Grant is too young for com-
mand, but his capacity for future military useful-
ness is undoubted.

Grant had infinite faith in the ability
and future destiny of Major Hamer. He
even believed that his friend would some
day be president, little dreaming that the
presidency would a few years later be
tendered to himsélf.

They continued intimate as brothers.
Hamer was the picture of manly health
and vigor, and had every promise of long
life, but, to Grant’s infinite sorrow, he
sickened, and in a few days died, in front
of Monterey. Grant’s heart was touched
as never before.

Every moment Grant was free from
imperative duties he was with his friend
in his struggle with that enemy whose
eventual triumph is always certain. No
kindness was omitted. His own hands
ministered to his dying comrade. Grant
returned from a charge through shot and
shell, black and besmeared with smoke
and dust and blood, and hastened to the
tent and cot of the dying Hamer. The
earth was trembling, and the air reverber-
ating with the thunder of artillery,and the
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shrieck and explosion of shells; and the
maans of the wounded were sounding on
every ear as men limped, or crawled, or
were carried to the rear. With this music,
the dirge of woe and death about them,
Grant stood bent over the cot of his dying
friend, holding his hand, looking into his
eves as their light slowly faded away and
the pallor of death touched the parted
but speechless lips. Tears came into
the eves of the young soldier; the rays of
the receding sun struggled at the tent
door with the smoke of battle that covered
the scene, and in the dull gloom of even-

soldier’s burial. As soon as possible
Grant wrote Major Hamer’s family:

When Major Hamer wrote, three days before his
death, noone expected a fatal ending. But neither
the skill of our surgeons, nor the loving attention
of friends, availed to save him. He died as a
soldier dies, without fear and without a murmur.
His regret was that, if death must come, it should
not come to him on the field of battle.

He was mindful the last of all of those at home
who would most suffer.

Hedied within the sound of battle. and that was
a pleasure to him as a ‘brave soldier. He was
buried with the *‘honors of war,”” and with the
flag of his beloved country around him.

All things will be forwarded in due course of

A TYPICAL MEXICAN FAMILY AT HOME.
As they were fifty years ago, are now, and will be fifty years hence

tide, thus surrounded, Hamer died.
There was no time during Grant’s life
when the tender sensibilities of his heart
were not in some way struggling with
his sense of duty. He would devote all
his time to serve a friend, if duty did not
demand that time; he would give to a
friend in distress his last dollar, did not
duty tell him it was needed for his family.
He would have carried his dead friend
back to his home in Ohio, but duty de-
manded his presence in the field. His
tender sentiments could only be exhibited
in devoted care for the details of a

regulations.
Personally. his death is a loss to me which no
words can express.
Respectfully, your obedient servant,
U. S. GRANT,
Sectmd Lieutenant and Quartermaster.
When the march into Mexico began,
Lieutenant Grant was assigned to duty as
Quartermaster and Commissary of the
Fourth Infantry; and as the wagon-train
was deficient, Mexican pack-mules and
Mexicans to pack and drive or lead them
were hired by him. It was this new ag-
gregation of turbulent and pestiferous
men, obstreperous and refractory mules,
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that was to test Grant's skill, patience
and persistency.

He objected to this assignment of duty,
although it was regarded as a promotion
for the new duty carried with it additional
pay, and relieved him from the dangers
of fighting in the line. He sent to the
superior officer the following protest:

1 respectfully protest against being assigned to
a duty which removes me from sharing in the
dangers and honors of service with my company
at the front, and respectfully ask to be permitted
to resume my place in line. Respectfully sub-
mitted. U. S. GRANT.

2nd Lt. gth Inft.

His protest came back to him at once
with the following endorsement:

in emergencies, had been observed, and
pointed him out as the best officer of the
regiment to master the difficulties of
transporting the supplies of an army in the
field on pack-mules, without a man at his
disposal who was trained in that new and
strange service.

General Grant, in his Memoirs (Vol. I,
p. 105), describes this new service so
characteristically and admirably that I
quote his words:

“Mules were hired with Mexicans to
pack and drive them. There were not
men enough in the army to manage that
train without Mexicans who had learned
how. As it was, the difficulties were

The same yesterday, to-day and, apparently, forever.

Lt. Grant is respectfully informed that his pro-
test can not be considered.

Lt. Grant was assigned to duty as Quartermaster
and Commissary because of his observed ability,
skill and persistency in the line of duty. The
commanding officer is confident that Lt. Grant
can best serve his country in present emergencies
under this assignment. Lt. Grant will continue
to perform the assigned duties.

LT. CoL. GARLAND,
¢th Inft. Comdg. Brigade.

Grant thereupon resumed his new duties
without further question.

There is no doubt whatever that the
reason why the former Quartermaster was
relieved and Grant appointed was the
recognized difficulties of the position,and
the fact that Grant’s attention to details,
his provident forethought, and readiness

great enough. The troops would take up
their march at an early hour each day.
After they had started, the tents and
cooking utensils had to be made into
packages so that they could be lashed to
the backs of the mules. Sheet iron ket-
tles, tent-poles and mess chests were in-
convenient articles to transport on mules.
It took several hours to get ready to
start each morning, and by the time we
were ready some of the mules first loaded
would be tired of standing so long with
their loads on their backs. Sometimes
one would start to run, bowing up his
back and kicking until he scattered his
load; others would lie down and try to
disarrange their loads by rolling over
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and getting on top of them; others with
tent-poles for part of their loads would
manage to run a tent-pole on one side of
a sapling while they would take the
other.

“I am not aware of ever having used a
profane expletive in my life; but I would
have the charity to excuse those who may
have done so if they were in charge of a
train of Mexican pack-mules at the time.”

GRANT AT THE BATTLE OF MONTEREY.

On the 19th day of September, 1846,
General Taylor’s army, six thousand five
hundred strong, was encamped at Walnut
Springs, only three miles from Monterey.
Lieutenant Grant, as quartermaster and
commissary, was ordered—and it was his
duty—to remain in charge of his quarter-
master's train and the army supplies.
The train was packed, and the camp
guarded jand protected by a few com-
panies detailed for that duty.

They 'were now up in the foot-hills of
the Sierre Madre Mountains, more than
two thousand feet above the sea. A pass
in the mountains, through which the main
road leading to the City of Mexico ran,
opened between the high, rocky battle-
ments of this formidable barrier. Out
from these mountains and through this
pass, flowed the cool, bright waters of the
Rio San Juan de Monterey river. On
this stream, at the entrance to this pass
and under the shadow of these moun-
tains, stands the beautiful city of Monte-
rey.

On those bright September days the
cathedral spires, the bright colors of the
public buildings, and the shimmer from
metal roof and gilded crosses on the
bishop’s palace, made Monterey, in the
eyes of the invaders, a delightful and
dazzling spectacle.

Polished cannon frowned from forts on
every height around the city and swept
every approach with shot and shell, grape
and canister; and though it was defended
by ten thousand menjunder the brave
and intrepid General Ampudia, yet it
must be attacked and captured, if there
was bravery enough in the American

army to perform so daring a deed.

Batteries were planted by our engi-
neers, and the army moved into position
to attack.

The next'morning the batteries opened
upon the forts, and volleys of musketry,
and shot and shell, belched forth from
every frowning fort, and from every im-
provised attacking battery, until the earth
shook with its thunders and the heavens
were lurid with its blaze.

The infantry was creeping up into every
point of vantage for the coming assault.
The enemy's frowning “ Black Fort” was
alike the formidable defense and the
dangerous object of attack. Grant's
Fourth Infantry was in position inlfront
of, and awaiting orders to assault, this
fort, in defiance of its terrific and death-
dealing fire. He was on duty in camp
with his train of precious supplies, out of
danger, and where it was technically his
duty to remain.

But the fury of the cannonade aroused
the Scotch blood in young Grant, and
he buckled on his sword, threw his pistol
holsters over the saddle, mounted his
horse and went galloping over that three
miles of separating distance between his
safe camp and the battle-torn slope in
front of Monterey. “Sheridan’s Ride” was
not more swift or determined. He rode
into the storm of missiles that were sweep-
ing the slope, and, as the bugle sounded
the charge, he flew on with the brave
Fourth. Assoonasthey emerged from the
depression, their ranks were torn by the
fire from the “ Black Fort"”; and, as they
advanced, they were decimated by a very
storm of leaden hail from other enfilading
batteries and musketry; and a third of

‘that brave attacking force were left dead

or bleeding on that fatal field. The sur-
vivors wheeled to the left and escaped
annijhilation. Lieutenant Grant was the
only mounted officer in the attack.
The charge had been improvidently
ordered. But though
**Some one had blunder'd,
Theirs not to make reply,

Theirs not to reason why,
Theirs but to do and die.”
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The adjutant of the regiment was ex-
hausted in marching and running, and
Grant gave him his horse, but he was
soon killed and Grant was ordered to as-
sume the duties of adjutant.

Observe how it happened. Grant al-
ways appeared in demand to supply
emergencies, to fill positions where high
soldierly qualities were needed. Now
he filled three most responsible positions
requiring a clear head, great executive
ability, and prompt and decisive quali-
ties, namely, adjutant, quartermaster and
commissary; and yet here he was away
from his snug quartermaster’s tent, and,
as a volunteer, storming onward with his
men, sharing in the dangers and fury of
battle! Genera/ Grant tells us in his
Memoirs that “ Lieutenant Grant did it
because he was lacking in the moral
courage to return to camp — where he
had been ordered to stay —so he charged
with the regiment.” But that explana-
tion will not do. General Grant’s verac-
ity is not to be questioned except where
he speaks in derogation of the courage
or good qualities of Lieutenant Grant.
Here we must draw the line and protest.
He did not know nearly as well forty years
after the battle of Monterey what were
the impulses that impelled Lientenant
Grant to make that charge, as Lieutenant
Grant knew when it was made!

He came bounding into that charge —
he shared in that battle — not because of
a “want of moral courage,” but because
he had courage; because he wanted
to share in the duties and dangers of bat-
tle with his command; because he could
not stay behind in a place of safety,
where he was ordered to stay, while his
comrades were engaged in deadly com-
bat.

The battle-storm continued, and sev-
eral points of vantage were gained that
day by our army.

Grant did not return to the security of
his train-camp at the end of this first day
of desperate fighting, as he might, and on
general principles should have done; he
remained, determined to share with the
remnant of his regiment whatever might

be in store for it of success or disaster.

Next day there was a suspension of
vigorous fighting. The following night
these murderous forts at the east end of
the city were evacuated, and our forces
pushed into the city. But they were
everywhere met by a terrific fire from
house-tops, and from artillery planted on
the Plaza, which swept the streets with
its desolating fury. Our loss in these at-
tacks through the streets was severe. At
every attempt to cross a street a dis-
charge of grape-shot and a volley of
musketry were invariably encountered.

.The Fourth regiment—or what was left
of it from the charge two days before —
made an advance almost to the center of
the city and found itself in a perilous po-
sition either to advance or retreat. To
increase the peril it was discovered that
their ammunition was nearly exhausted.

General Garland wished to send a mes-
sage to General Twiggs or General Tay-
lor, explaining his danger, and asking to
have ammunition or reinforcements sent
to him. To venture out with the message
was so near an approach to certain death
that he did not like to order any one to
carry it, so he called for a volunteer.
Lieutenant Grant offered his services,
which were accepted.

Was this because he *“had not the moral
courage” to decline (as General/ Grant
would probably have said of Lieutenant
Grant), or was it because of his fearless
bravery?

General Grant, in his Memoirs, Vol. 1,
p. 116, tells us of this perilous ride on this
desperate mission. He says:

“We were at this time occupying ground
off from the street in the rear of houses.
My ride back was an exposed one.

“ Before starting 1 adjusted myself on
the side of my horse furthest from the
enemy, and with one foot holding to the
canticle of the saddle, and an arm over
the neck of the horse exposed, I started
at full run. It was only at street cross-
ings that my horse was under fire, but
these I crossed at such a flying rate that
generally I was past and under cover of
the next block of houses before the en-
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emy fired.” But the fire was repeated
as he appeared, and as swiftly disap-
peared, at every crossing; and the streets
were torn, and brick and mortar scat-
tered around as the shot and shell rattled
and screeched and exploded at the heels
of his flying steed. The ride was as ex-
citing as it was brave and dangerous.
His eyes and ears were filled with the
flying dust and mortar sent whirling by
the shot and shell of the enemy.

“At one place on my ride I saw asentry
walking in front of a house and stopped
to inquire what
he was doing
there. Finding
that the house
was full of
wounded Amer-
ican officers and
soldiers, 1 dis-
mounted and
went in.”

He found a
number of
wounded and
mangled offi-
cers and men
unable to es-
cape, partly be-
cause of wounds
and partly be-
cause of the in-
cessant fire of
the enemy from
every housetop
and barricade.
Promising to re-
port their condi-
tion if he escaped these storm-swept
streets, he remounted, adjusted himself
on the horse as before, and renewed the
race, though at every step his life was in
danger. He finally got beyond the en-
emy’s fire, and reached General Taylor's
lines at the east end of the city. Before
ammunition could be sent to the belea-
guered force which Grant had left, it
evacuated the advanced and dangerous
position which it held too far in the in-
terior, and came back to the lines of the
army outside the city, and the poor

A MEXICAN GIRL.

The present United States Consul-General at the City of Mexico regards
this picture as typical and very fine.

wounded officers and men whom Grant
had found as he came out fell into the
hands of the enemy.

The fighting at other points of attack
progressed so favorably that next day
General Ampudia surrendered the city,
and was allowed to march out with his
army and private property.

General Grant says his “pity was
aroused at the sight of the Mexican army
marching out as prisoners. Many of the
prisoners were cavalry, armed with
lances.” The martial spirit exhibited by

Grant in volun-
| teering to ad-
- vance with his
regiment into
S e the heart of the
city during the
battle, his many
acts of bravery,
his prudent sug-
gestions for the
safety and pro-
tection of the
men during that
terrible ordeal,
and the heroism
displayed by
him in volun-
teering tobe the
messenger in
the “forlorn
hope” for the
relief of his
comrades,—
running the
gauntlet of the
fire of quite a
section of the Mexican army to hasten suc-
cor to hisbeleaguered companions, and his
volunteer charge on the “ Black Fort,”—
all won for him much praise. And when
we remember that his entire exposure
and participation in the battle was of his
own desire and inclination, and against
the orders which required him to remain
in charge of his quartermaster’s train in
a safe and secure place, we must accord
to him the highest admiration for his per-
sonal courage and daring intrepidity.
Lieutenant Benjamin, in a letter to a
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friend at home, written the next day after
the surrender of Monterey, says:

“Nearly all night after we made the
desperate and bloody charge on the
*Black Fort’ and were so slaughtered and
cut up by the furious fire of the enemy,
we were groping over the battle-field in
the dark for our dead and wounded.
Wherever a light was uncovered, the Mex-
icans opened a furious fire with grape and
canister, hence we had to work in dark-
ness. It sickens me to think of the
blunder of that charge whereby we lost
a third of our regiment, as is supposed,
though some may recover.

“The most pathetic experience of the
night was at a point on the route of our
retreat after our chargehad been repulsed.
In the darkness as our party with stretch-
ers was moving along in search for bodies,
we came upon one uninjured officer, and
one dead, and another badly wounded.
The well one was sitting or kneeling hold-
ing the head of the wounded officer on his
knee, giving him waterfrom a canteen and
wiping his face with his moistened hand-
kerchief. He had straightened out the
arms and the legs of the dead man. He

had wandered there alone in the dark on
that awful battle-field, as yet dotted over
with dead and dying. Thkat officer was
my dear friend, Lieutenant Grant. He
had remembered the place where the
poor fellow — Lieutenant Haskins —fell,
and had come up all the way from the
death-bed of his friend, Major Hamer,
and gone out alone over the weird and
ghastly field to seek his other friend, the
dead Haskins! Is it any wonder that I
am attached to such a man?”

One does not know which to admire
the more,—the intrepid bravery or the
gentleness and kindness of heart of young
Lieutenant Grant.

Thus ended the brilliant and sanguin-
ary battle of Monterey.

Carnage and strife having ceased,
order at once reigned in the shattered
and rended city, and silence brooded
over the bestrewn plains around it, only
broken by the moans of the wounded and
the dying.

The dead were speedily gathered,
graves were made, and, with the music
of muffled drum and the requiem of

VISIT OF CORTEZ TO MONTEZUMA.
From a painting in the National Gallery, City of Mexico,
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musketry fire over their graves, they
were buried.

Hospitals were speedily arranged in
buildings most suitable and the wounded
were well cared for.

Our army took possession of the city at
once. Grant secured favorable quarters
for regimental quartermaster’s stores and
equipage. .

In their speedy mingling with the peo-
ple of the beautiful city of Monterey, of-
ficers and men of General Taylor's army
soon forgot the horrors and sufferings in-
cident to its conquest.

All the wealthy and aristocratic portion
of the population fled from the city, car-
rving with them such household and per-
sonal treasures as they could find means
of removing amid the general conster-
nation of battle and assault. But the
mass of the population remained, and
when they perceived that the strictest
order and discipline were observed, and
that the soldiers were not allowed to pil-
lage, or in any way disturb them, or en-
croach upon their rights, they speedily
fraternized with the invaders and entered
mto trade and friendly relations with
them. Supplies for the army were read-
ily furnished by the people of the city and
swrrounding country.

The officers interested themselves in
mamieying and making elaborate plans of
Mefoets and defences of the city; in cata-
Jogding and examining, and reporting
wpam, the cannon and other arms cap-
tared.

The city was a revelation to officers
snd men. The little hamlet ot Mata-

moras was very unlike the bright and
pretty city of Monterey up in the purer
air of the mountains.

There were probably not a half dozen
men in General Taylor's army who had
ever seen a typical Mexican city, and
hence, for weeks and even months, its
exploration served to interest. Adobé
houses were unknown in the damper
climate of the United States.

The shimmer and sparkle from mina-
rets and church spires in that dry and
translucent atmosphere, mingled with
touches of bright colors here and there,
made a pleasing and surprising contrast
to the brown and gray of the adobé houses
on many of the streets of the city.

Then, too, the beautiful stream that

-flowed out through the gap in the moun-

tains where Monterey stood was diverted
by ditches and canals above the city, and
a hundred little sparkling rivulets came
dancing and bubbling down beside the
streets, serving to cool the parched soil
and air, and irrigate gardens and lawns.

This effect may now be seen in Denver,
Salt Lake City, and other mountain towns
in the United States, but then it was to
Americans, indeed, “something new un-
der the sun.”

While the aristocratic and wealthy citi-
zens fled the city, before and during the
battle, many remained who were in good
standing, and who, by their culture and
refinement, gave our officers, for the first
time, an actual knowledge of the refined
and elegant manners that came down
from Castilian days.

(To be continued.)

WHEN DEATH IS FAIR.

W HEN the heart is numb with aching,

And a sickness fills the brain,
And the spirit’s nigh to breaking
With the endless round of pain,
Then it is the dread death angel,
With his icy, numbing breath,
Seems to us a sweet evangel,
And we shudder not at death,
But we listen for his coming
And his knocking at the gate,
Like the children at the lattice

For the father who is late.

Clarence Hawbkes.
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CHAPTER XI.
QUARTERMASTER GRANT AS A FORAGER.

UR officers, with troops, or squads of
cavalry, made frequent incursions
from Monterey into the adjacent country
and villages, and as quartermaster and
commissary supplies were in constant re-
quisition, Lieutenant Grant was on most
occasions the leader of the party. Many
were the collisions with squads of Mexi-
canrangers who were ever on the watch to
swoop down upon an inferior force. Spir-
ited hand to hand encounters occurred
where the saber on one side and the spear
or lance on the other gave a fine exhibition
of prowess and skill. For this kind of
combat the Mexican troopers of that day
had no superiors, for their horsemanship
was unsurpassed, though they were usu-
ally mounted on horses inferior to those of
our officers and our cavalry.

In a fair proportion of these small com-
bats or encounters our soldiers were vic-
torious, and brought into camp captured
horses and Mexican troopers as trophies.

Grant was in more than a dozen of these

skirmishes and was the leader in several
of them; some of them desperate and
bloody and others full of laughable epi-
sodes.
»<He seldom mentioned any of these inci-
dents that were personal to himself, but,
now and then, when in a social mood with
his chums or with old soldiers of the Mex-
ican War, he would be drawn into relating
them; but he most enjoyed anecdotes re-
lated by others.

Lieutenant Grant was always on the
lookout for anything good for the Fourth
Infantry which the army regulations would
allow, and hence he felt it not only a priv-
ilege but a duty to “prowl around,” not

as recklessly as Sherman’s “bummers” on
their “March to the Sea,” yet with consid-
erable daring and unremitting industry.
On many occasions Lieutenant Grant re-
turned to camp with wagon loads of sup-
plies, gathered from the country and
honestly paid for; also with several Mex-
ican troopers and their mounts, captured
in some mad dash.

On one of his trips to a neighboring
village with an escort of five men, he and
three of his men dismounted, leaving the
other two to hold the horses, and entered
a largebuilding where he had heard grain
was stored. Presently a half-dozen Mex-
ican troopers came charging over an ele-
vation only a few hundred yards distant.
As soon as the two orderlies saw the en-
emy they gave the alarm and started at full
speed through an alley passing to the rear
of the premises which Grant and his three
men had entered. Grant heard the tu-
mult, saw his men with their horses pass
through the alley to the rear, and he and
his comrades flew out through the yard
and over the wall, mounted and were
galloping down a back street by the time
the Mexicans had reached thedoor. The
Mexicans halted, dismounted and hast-
ened into the house in search of the
“Yankee officers,” leaving one man to
hold their horses.

By this time Grant learned from his or-
derly that there were only a half-dozen of
the Mexicans, and he instantly wheeled
about, charged up the back street, turned
through the alley and reached the front
door with drawn sabers, captured the
Mexican horses and orderly just as the
Mexican officer and troopers emerged
from the house. The dismounted troop-
ers were instantly covered by the for-
midable looking old cavalry “holster” or
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“horse pistols,” and, with the muzzles of
such ponderous looking weapons thrust
close to their heads, surrender was decid-
ed to be the better part of valor.

Most young officers would have started
instantly back to camp with the lucky
capture — for one of the men captured
was a Mexican Captain —but Grant had
come out to investigate the contents of
that building and he meant to do it, un-
less a comsiderable contingent of the
Mexican army should appear and drive
him away.

He disarmed his prisoners, marched
them to the middle of the street, left two
of his men to guard them, sent another
to the top of the hill to watch the ap-
proach to the house, took the two other
men and reéntered the building, search-
ed and found a quantity of grain, and,
taking one of the inmates of the house a
prisoner to hold as a hostage for the safe-
keeping of the grain until his return for
it, marched back to camp with his pris-
oners.

Next day Grant's wagon-train, escorted
by a company of the Fourth Infantry,
appeared at the store-house, the grain
was measured, paid for and brought to
camp.

On another occasion Grant was out
with a small scouting party — always with
two eyes open, one for feed for the army
and the other for Mexican troopers. He
fell in with a superior force of Mexicans
and lost one of his men, and had a horse
wounded. On his return to camp Gen-
eral Garland sent for him and Lieutenant
Benjamin, who was usually with him, and
asked Grant if he was not risking more
than the regulations required. Grant
answered — Lieutenant benjamin wrote
—“] lost one man and had a horse
wounded. We captured three of the
enemy, three horses and a flag, and we
bhad a handsome fight.” “General Gar-
land replied: ‘Yes, that speaks well for
your bravery, but remember we are in an
enemy's country, that enemy alert and
enterprising; be careful to always temper
bravery with prudence and caution.
Gentlemen, return to your quarters,’ and
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saluting the General we retired. On our
way back, after a silence, Grant said to
me, ‘Yes, caution I will observe, but
when there’s not more than two of 4im
to one of me, we'll have a fight; that’s
what we are here for."”

Owing to these energetic habits of
Grant, complaints were audible from
other regiments that the Fourth Infantry
had an undue share of fresh rations; but
as investigation always showed that this
resulted from the efforts of an energetic
Quartermaster and Commissary, and not
from any partiality, the complaints ended
in silence, and Grant was not interfered
with in his efforts.

CHAPTER XIL

GENERAL SCOTT TAKES COMMAND IN
PERSON.

The autumn calendar moved on apace;
the army activities consisted of drills,
parades and reviews, and the scouting
and skirmishing of squads and small de-
tachments. Other events of interest were
the occasional arrival of mails and rein-
forcements from *“the States,” and the re-
ceipt of news of political intrigues and
jealousies at Washington.

The gay and buoyant-spirited Mexi-
cans of Monterey did not fail to make
life as bright and happy for the Ameri-
can soldiers during their stay as it usually
had been tor themselves. And, tothisend,
bull fights, hurdle races, games, dances,
theatrical performances, and every other
amusement which that vivacious and
picturesque people could invent, were
indulged.

The winter of 1846-7 approached, only to
make life to General Taylor’s army more
charming than ever in that delightfu] cli-
mate. The delay in operations seemed,
however, insufferable to the more ener-
getic of the army officers.

Lieutenant Grant wrote, as Christmas
approached: ‘Here we are, playing
war a thousand miles from home, mak-
ing show and parades, but not doing
enough fighting to much amuse either the
enemy or ourselves, consuming rations
enough to have carried us to the capital
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of Mexico. If our mission is to occupy
the enemy's country, it is a success, for
we are inertly here; but if to conquer, it
seems to some of us who have no control
that we might as well be performing the
job with greater energy. While the
authorities at Washington are at sea as to
who shall lead the army, the enterprise
ought and could be accomplished.”

Lieutenant Benjamin wrote that, “ the
army is impatient to move on. That
cabals are behind this delay, we suspect,
but know not, at this distance.”

But about the 20th of December the
explanation came. General Scott was
the Senior General of the army, and
hence was entitled to command in the
field. He was at Washington. It seems
there had grown up in President Polk’s
mind and in the mind of his Secretary
of War, a jealous prejudice against Gen-
eral Scott. Their friends hinted that
Scott was haughty, arbitrary, dictatorial.
The opponents of the administration
answered that it was not true;that if it
were, these qualities are, to a certain
extent, necessary in a general; that he
possessed undoubted military genius;
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that the real cause of opposition was the
fear that Scott might gain such military
fame as would make him a dangerous
candidate for the Presidency.

When the invasion of Mexico was
determined upon at Washington, General
Scott prepared a plan of campaign quite
different from that which General Taylor
was pursuing under direction of the Pres-
ident and his Secretary of War. He was
opposed to their plan of invasion by way
of the Rio Grande. His plan was to at-
tack and capture Vera Cruz, the principal
seaport city of Mexico, the nearest avail-
able landing to the capital; and from
that point lead his army on the shortest
lines to the heart of the republic.
Every old soldier, and other intelligent
person, can see, by a moment'’s inspec-
tion of the map, how unanswerable Gen-
eral Scott’s position was, from a military
standpoint. Why it was rejected or
ignored by the administration during the
whole of the year 1846, at least up to late
in November, has never been explained;
nor does it seem capable of explanation,
except on the heretofore mentioned the-
ory of political jealousy.

THE CITY OF VERA CRUZ,

Showing the Forts and Walls at the time of the Siege and Bombardment by General Scott.
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MAP SHOWING THE LINE OF INVESTMENT AND POSITION OF GENLERAL SCOTT'S

BATTERIES, ABOUT VERA CRUZ.

Still, great bodies move slowly, and it
may be that the “big wigs" of those
days had other ponderous problems to
solve, and did not get fairly down to a
study of the question until the cries of
“On to Mexico” began to disturb their
repose.

Certain it is that after ignoring Gen-
eral Scott’s plan for many months, and
making him angry to the point of telling
them, if not in literal words yet in implied
terms, that * the shoemaker should stick
to his last,” and that if a soldier’s opin-
ions were not to be respected by the ad-
ministration, military success could not
be expected, they finally came to his
way of thinking, directed him to assume
command in the field and follow his own
plan of campaign. The Christmas holi-
days were nearing when Scott and his
staff appeared off the mouth of the Rio
Grande, and steamed up to Comargo to
communicate with General Taylor at
Moanterey.

Taylor, not having been informed of
Scott’s coming, had gone with a small
force to establish a military post at Tam-
pico, too distant for recall in time to meet

Scott before his departure. There was,
therefore, no personal consultation be-
tween the two Generals. General Scott
issued his orders, directing the larger
part of Taylor’s army to proceed at once
under Gen. William Worth, to Point Isa-
bel, at the mouth of the river, and em-
bark for an attack on Vera Cruz.

Grant’s Fourth Infantry was included
in this division, and it began the march
immediately.

When General Taylor heard of the
withdrawal of so important a contingent
of his force, consisting largely of the reg-
ular army under his command, his pro-
tests were as audible and vigorous as
“old rough-and-ready” could make them,
but they were unavailing.

If his military success had already
earned for him a dangerous political prom-
inence in the country as a member of the
opposition party, this was a quiet and ef-
fective way of clipping his wings and
diverting attention in quite anotherdirec-
tion.

However, a considerable volunteer
force of raw troops soon reached him,
largely recruited from the border states,

I'd

Digitized by GOOg [C



142 GRANT'S LIFE IN THE WEST,

every man at home with his gun, a good
marksman, and knowing no fear. With
such substitutes General Taylor had little
to regret in the loss of the division under
General Worth. This fact was fully
demonstrated in the terrible battie of
Buena Vista which Taylor fought in the
following February, in which, after three
days’ severe fighting, our arms were
crowned with complete victory, though
at very severe loss. This last stroke of
Taylor's genius at once raised his star to
the zenith, where it remained until the
popular spirit of hero worship swept him
into the Presidency in 1848.

Nothing of special importance to Grant
occurred in the march from Monterey to
the Gulf of Mexico. The roads were dry
and dusty and the trip was dreary and
trying to men and animals. It was made
worse by the nervous and inconsiderate
orders of General Worth, who, though a
good fighter, seemed destitute of those
qualities which make a commander capa-
ble of conserving the strength of his men
and keeping up their courage and enthu-
siasm. Worn out by excessively long
marches, by irritating orders, by want of
rest amid dust and heat as they marched
through the low country, the force reached
the exposed sands of the sea coast only
to lie idle in the broiling sun for several
weeks, awaiting the assembling of suffi-
cient shipping to transport the army to
Vera Cruz.

That considerable delay would neces-
sarily occur was well known before the
march began. There was not the slight-
est occasion for forced, irritating and
exhausting marches. The army could
as well have halted a few hours’ march
from the sea-shore, in the groves of Res-
aca de la Palma, and remained in com-
fort until shipping arrived. Instead, the
inconsiderate handling of the forces,
their strained marches, and their long
exposure on the sands of the gulf, under
an unclouded southern sun, resulted in

much unnecessary sickness and suffering.

At length vessels began to arrive, and
the work of embarkation began. The
channel into the mouth of the Rio

Grande was not of sufficient depth to al-
low ships to enter, and the water was too
shallow along the coast to permit vessels
to anchor nearer shore than one to two
miles, according to their draft. They
were exposed to the winds and storms of
the gulf, hence rolled and tossed about,
making the work of loading perilous and
very difficult. Often the work had to be
suspended for a day or two, waiting for
calmer seas.

Unless one has seen vessels at anchor
in open roadsteads, pitching and rolling
and plunging as the great swells torment
them, one cannot fully understand the
difficulty of loading them. Every man
and horse, every cannon, every wagon,
every pound of material, bad to be
floated out to the ships in small boats of
every nondescript pattern, and then
hoisted on deck and let down into their
holds by blocks and ropes and swinging
cranes,

The poor horses suffered most in this
embarkation. Strapped around their
bodies, front and rear, and swinging up
and about between earth and sky, bump-
ed and thumped, theirs was not an ex-
perience to be acquiesced in without vig-
orous protests.

At length enough ships were assem-
bled, all was afloat, anchors were raised,
sails were hoisted —for nearly all were
sailing vessels in those days —and aftera
delay of over a month from the time em-
barkation began at Point Isabel, the fleet
reached the poor harbor of Anton Lizardo,
about fifteen miles south of Vera Cruz.

Lieutenant Grant, before embarking
had gone up to Matamoras, and pur-
chased a dozen sacks of oranges and
lemons, knowing from a considerate
study of climatic conditions that these
would be greatly needed by his regiment
before they could again escape the sickly
region of the coast lowlands. It was well
that he did so, for the voyage from Point
Isabel to Vera Cruz was a most uncom-
fortable experience.

The ships were all “freighters,” and had
no accommodations for passengers. The
officers and ‘'men were stored away in
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every conceivable corner, the decks usu-
ally being well covered with them at
night.

Grant, and several other officers of the
Fourth Infantry, constructed an awning
over a small portion of the deck where
the captain of the vessel considered it
would be the least obstruction to the sail-
ors in their movements of sails. The
heat was oppressive to men from the
North, and everything that breathed be-
low deck, both man and beast, suffered
intensely; but, while far from comfortable,
Grant managed, he said, to get through
without special incident or suffering.

The fleet consisted of nearly a hundred
vessels, great and small. One night a gale
sprang up and Grant's ship and two
others were im collision. It was quite
severe, but fortunately all were moving
in the same general direction and no
break or leakage resulted; but in the
darkness of night, the pandemonium pro-
duced by the concussion,the raking of sails
and spars, the tumbling down and neigh-
ing of horses in the holds, the hallooing
and screaming of freightened men, the
loud commands of the captains of the

ships to their sailors, Grant said was in- .

finitely more appalling than the charge
on “The Black Fort” at Monterey.

Then he knew where he was; but here
on the deck of his ship, in a storm, in col-
lision, in dense darkness, surrounded by
noises the most discordant and terrifying,
and with no certainty whether the next
minute would find their ship afloat or at
the bottom of the sea—well, as for Aim,
he preferred the combat and charge on
solid ground.

Of course, there was not a pound of ice
to be had, except a scanty supply for the
hospitals on ship and on shore. Under
these conditions Grant's lemons and or-
anges added much to the comfort of
the officers and men of his regiment.

Strange to say, there was not a troop-
ship in the fleet that had been supplied
with this needed acid fruit, except the
one Grant was on, and it was but a few
days after the fleet assembled near Vera
Cruz when the rest of Grant's stock was
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taken from him by the medical staff, for
use in the fever hospitals.

The more we penetrate the inner life
of Grant, and study the quiet, unostenta-
tious acts which characterize the man’s
whole make-up, his rounded usefulness
and strength of character as a soldier, the
more we see why he succeeded when the
opportunity came for the application of
all his powers.

It was not an “accident,” it was not
“chance,” and it was not mere *“good
luck” (as so many have said of his later
military career) that caused Grant to go
up to Matamoras and procure a dozen
sacks of lemons and oranges before em-
barking. It was what he had quietly
thought out as one of the needs of the
situation. Amongst the dozens of quar-
termasters and commissaries in the army,
why was it that not one of the others had
thought to make this provision for the
health of their men?

How many men were kept from fever
by them, and how many fever-distracted
and suffering men were saved from death
in the hospitals on ship and shore at
Anton Lizardo, we may never know. But,
at all events, this was one of the quiet
little acts characteristic of Grant: —fore-
thought in providing for all contingen-
cies—which through all history, and on
the world’s countless battle-fields, have
marked the difference between success
and failure.

Numerous large vessels had arrived
from New York and other Northern cities,
loaded with siege guns, munitions of war,
and other army supplies, and the addi-
tional forces which were to make up
Scott's army of invasion, all numbering
less than 12,000 men.

This was the army with which the ad-
ministration had supplied General Scott,
and with which he was expected to make
a landing in a hostile country, capture the
city of Vera Cruz, supposed to be one of
the strongest fortified cities in America,
well armed and garrisoned; then invade a
country full of natural obstacles, with
many strong lines of defense, and finally
reach the enemy's capital two hundred



144 GRANT'S LIFE IN TITE WEST,

GENERAL GRANT,

On his arrival in San Francisco from his tour round the world.
Fourth of THE MIDLAND'S series of Grant Portraits.

and fifty miles in the interior; and that
country possessing a population of eight
million active and war-like people, hav-
ing an army in the field of fifty thousand
or more!

Probably the fighting qualities of the
Mexican army had been over estimated
prior to its collision with the American
forces, but certainly the undertaking
jooked formidable, if not reckless.

CHAPTER XIII
THE LANDING AT VERA CRUZ.
Scott expected to have an army of
twenty totwenty-five thousand men before
penetrating the interior, but his fighting
force seldom exceeded the number pres-
ent when he effected his landing during
the first week in March, 1847,about three
miles south of the city of Vera Cruz,



AND HIS MISSISSIPPI VALLEY CAMPAIGNS. 145

scarcely out of range of the heaviest Mex-
ican guns then mounted on the fortifica-
tions.

The landing was as dangerous and dif-
ficult as the embarkation had been at
Point Isabel, but it was much facilitated by
the presence of several small steam tugs
and dispatch boats of considerable power
and speed, sent down from New York.

These had here for the first time made
their advent amongst the fleet. They
were a new thing in the world, and very
few of the officers or men had ever before
seen these swift bird-like little vessels
darting about hither and thither from ship
w ship, pulling and pushing, sounding
their shrill whistles with an assertion of
authority that commanded the respect
and admiration of thousands of curious
observers.

Here the fleet of General Scott rode on
the placid waters. Over there a littie
way, just out of cannon range, stood the
imposing and magnificent fortress of San
Juan de Ulloa, with its frowning guns
sow and then trying their range in a vain
endeavor to reach the fleet.

Over to the north a little farther was
the city of Vera Cruz, spread out in all
its southern beauty, with its glittering
towers and its strong walls and well-
armed and well-defended forts. '

Lifting the eyes a little higher as one
stood on this fleet, the sight rested on the
distant peak of Orizaba. Few sightsever
beheld are more sublime and inspiring
than this beautiful and imposing moun-
tain as seen from the sea. It forms a
magnificent distant background, and rises
17,400 feet, with nearly 3,000 feet of its

summit perpetually covered with snow.’

There has been no eruption of this vol-
cano for nearly three hundred years.

Here, then, was the picture spread out
before General Scott and his little army
as preparations for disembarkation pro-
gressed.

It was here, too, on almost this very
spot, that Cortez and his little army
landed nearly three hundred years before.
Would the new invasion be as successful ?
Would the land of the Montezumas and
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of Iturbide again change its masters and
its flag?

Whatever fate might await these invad-
ers, they were strong of purpose and
would do their duty.

The character and strength of the
fortifications of the city, and their arma-
ment, were known with considerable
detail. What was the strength of the
Mexican army of observation which might
resist the landing was a totally unknown
quantity. The Mexicans had the habit
in those days of appearing in several
places very uncomfortably near the same
time. They frequently moved in light
order, fifty to seventy miles in twenty-four
hours, in great contempt for our more pon-
derous and orderly tactics. Hence, what
fleet-footed battalions, all radiant with
bright colors, with spear and lance, mus-

‘ket and cannon, might appear at the fatal
‘moment to resist the landing, and to

welcome the invaders “with bloody
hands to hospitable graves,” was one of

.the uncertainties and contingencies inci-

dent to military operations in an enemy’s
country. '

If even one-half the four to five thou-
sand soldiers then in the city had
appeared on shore with a few guns, to
resist the landing of our army, they could
have made the undertaking very difficult,
for the water was too shallow to permit
the war-ships approaching near enough
to the land to use their guns effectively.

But on this occasion the Mexicans were
not enterprising; they were obliging! Not
a squad or troop appeared to repel the
invasion.

On the 7th of March, 1847, the fleet of
transports, with such of the sloops and
armed vessels of the nmavy as could
find sufficient depth of water, were in
line inside the little island of Sacrificios.
The morning was bright, and the sea was
calm. There was not sufficient ripple to
break the deep reflections of a hundred
vessels with their flags and pennants,
ropes and spars, reproduced in shadowy
specter on the glassy surface of the deep
blue waters of the gulf from end to end
of the silent fleet. The faint murmur of
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the awakening bost floated out over the
calm waters as the first rays of the morn-
ing sun came streaming over the restful
surtace.

An hour later that fleet was the scene
of vital forces awakened to intensest
activity. :

The vessels had been anchored in as
perfect a line as was possible.

There were more than five hundred
small boats and floats at the sides of the
ships. Into these was rapidly lowered
ammunition for a possible battle; two of
the lightest batteries, and tools for rapid
intrenching when the landing should be
effected. Then the boats rapidly filled
with officers and men. Each man with
cartridge box full, and with two days’ ra-
tions in his haversack, and his blanket,
ready for the contingency of their com-
munications with the fleet being cut off or
suspended for several days. By g o’clock
this array of boats, bristling with muskets
and bayonets and burnished sabers, and
the flags of every regiment and brigade
floating listlessly over them, were ready;
the oarsmen were in their seats; and the
long line waited in silence the signal to
“let go.”

Grant having his Quartermaster and
Commissary duties to perform, was yet
on the deck of his ship, buckling on his
sword. He sprang upon the bulwarks
high above his small boat and its waiting
crew, and clung to a hanging rope as he
leaned over to look to right and left along
the line of ships a mile long, and the
bundreds of small boats with their loads
of armed men and naterial resting in
perfect order. As he lingered a moment
to gaze, he was filled with a sense of
the grandeur of the scene. It was bril-
liant and impressive. The shimmer of
early sunbeams on the water, on the
flags, on the brilliant uniforms, on mus-
kets and bayonets and sabers, produced
a dazzling spectacle. As he viewed it
from that high outlook he was awed with
thoughts of its portents. Here was the
largest army he had ever seen assem-
bled in one body, sitting silently in that
long line of boats, waiting the signal gun
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to sweep swiftly landward and spring
from the sea upon the enemy’s territory.

These sights, and these sensations
were of short duration, for while Grant
thus clung to the rope, leaned out, and
looked, a puff of white smoke shot out
from the side of the flag-ship, and a keen
report reverberated over the calm sea.
Grant went down the rope with the agil-
ity of a young sailor, and was in his boat
as the oars began to dip, and in a
moment that line was moving in steady
order toward land. The movement sup-
plied the absence of breeze and the flags
now floated out and displayed their bril-
liant colors. A few of the musicians were
on board, and presently the sound of mu-
sic floated over the waters, but, save this
and the dipping of oars, not a sound dis-
turbed the calm, until, as they neared
land, some of the heavy guns in the forts
of the city three miles distant opened
loud protests, but their shells fell short,
and there was no response. The boats
ran until they touched bottom many rods
from shore; the men sprang out and
waded to land, and moved rapidly to a
position far enough from the water to
protect the landing in case of attack, and
threw up temporary lines of defense.
These were not necessary for the invad-
ers were not molested by the Mexicans.

Grant was one of the first to reach land,
and the flag of the Fourth Infantry was
the first to be planted on the coast of Vera
Cruz.

Details of soldiers assisted the sailors
in the further debarkation of the army

“and its guns, munitions and equipage.

This continued for days, sometimes amid
winds and heavy seas that forced tem-
porary suspensions. All material had to
be protected from sea water. The men
could wade to their waists to the laden
boats, but the material, the ammunition,
the quartermaster and commissary stores
had to be carried dry to land. This was
a tedious and laborious proceeding, but it
progressed with all possible dispatch.
Day after day this work went on, with
earnest, almost impetuous energy. By
abounding zeal,soldier and sailorachieved
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the work of weeks in as many days. They
did not work as men who were merely
obeying, or content to perform a perfunc-
tory duty. No officer of ship, or army, or
navy stood looking on as if he were mere-
ly commanding. Although there existed
order, discipline and concert, yet every
man seemed to labor with the whole
strength of his own will. All this toil
went on with strange good humor, and
with hilarity and laughter far heard.

The officers were generally carried
ashore, dry-shod, by the men.
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The landing of the heavy siege-guns,
weighing several thousand pounds each,
on a shallow, open sea-shore was a her-
culean task. But they were floated, and
then rolled, and then dragged with ropes

. by hundreds of men, until, wet and filled

with sand and sea-weed, they finally lay
on solid ground, ready to be cleaned, and
hoisted by the army engineers, withblocks
and tackle, on heavy wheels, and hauled
and mounted on the lines of investment
which were soon to surround the forts of
the doomed city.

(70 be continued.)

A PIONEER EDITOR’S EXPERIENCES.

By Joun M.

HE newspaper press of lowa to-day

is an acknowledged factor in the
material, moral and intellectual develop-
ment of the State. Not to speak of its
leading daily papers,
every county seat and
every important town
in the State is supplied
with offices which, no
less in editorial abil-
ity than in material
equipment, rival those
of much older states.
Almost every hamlet
even has its news-
paper, to aid in the
spread of general
intelligence and to
advocate its interests. l
This was not always
so. The newspaper of |
Iowa had its pioneer
days, and it may not I;
beamiss to recall some
of its early environ-
ments before the men [

re

BRAINARD.

of existence. This particular reminis-
cence is of the dates 185962, the locality
one of the counties midway between the
two great rivers “whose waters run to an
inseparable union,”
1 and close under the
| Minnesota line. Cerro
| Gordo county then had
| but a few hundred set-
tlers. Between its
only towns—Mason
City and Clear Lake —
stretched an unbroken
prairie, in eight miles
| of which there was not
adwelling and the wild
grasses grew unvexed
by the plow.

The conjunction of
four county corners
made Clear Lake a
“natural center” for
“tax-lists.” The pre-
ceding legislature had
been liberal in its en-
couragement to strug-
gling newspapers and

L

who can speak as a
part thereof shall have
passed from the stage

HON. JOHN M. BRAINARD,
OF BOONE, IOWA,

had increased the com-
pensation for publish.
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CHAPTER XIV.
GRANT AT THE SIEGE OF VERA CRUZ.

RANT'S devotion to duty as Quar-
termaster and Commissary, and
his ambition to serve in the line with his
regiment in any fighting in which it
might engage, imposed upon him double
duty, or, rather, a double burden. It is
true skat part of it was self-imposed
which related to his duty in line, for as
Quartermaster and Commissary of the
regiment he was relieved from duty in
line, or from participating in battle. In-
deed, technically, it was his duty to look
after the property and supplies of the
regiment, and, if he left that duty and
went off with his regiment into battle (as
he did at Monterey), and any disaster be-
fell the property in his official custody,
he was liable to court-martial. But Lieu-
tenant Grant was as stubborn and de-
termined as General Grant was afterwards
found to be. So energetic was he in the
care of the property in his charge, that,
notwithstanding he was absent from it
while in battle, the records in the War
Department show that Gramz lost less
Government propertly during the Mexi-
can War than any other regimental
Quartermaster in the army.

Before nightfall on the day of disem-
barkation at Vera Cruz, Grant had the
tents, camp equipage and stores of his
regiment safely landed. It was not his
duty to select camp-ground and lay out
camp, but he seemed to have such an apt
eye to location, that the commanding of-
ficer had heretofore directed him to lo-
cate and make camp. On this occasion,
as soon as the regimental impedimenta
were ashore, Grant reported to his Colo-
nel at the front, and, there being no

indication of any attack by the enemy,
fifty men were detailed to bring forward
the tents and such supplies as were in
immediate need. Before darkness had
hidden the view, the tents of the Fourth
Regiment were stretched and the coffee
kettles were steaming. Not another tent
had as yet appeared on the entire line of
the army. Before midnight a few officers’
tents were stretched in the rear of two or
three other brigades; but it was not until
the second and third days that other reg-
iments were thus supplied.

Grant never seemed in a hurry; but he
was so methodical that he knew, and
made his help know, precisely where
everything was. No time was lost, and
no two steps were ever taken where one
step would suffice. It was this charac-
teristic which left his affairs always in
order, nothing ever behind, and he ready
at the first sound of battle to go charging
into the thickest of it, and when the bat-
tle was over, to return again as suddenly
to his other duties.

And then, after the other duties for the
day were performed, he on more than
one occasion reappeared on the battle-
field in the darkness, ministering to the
suffering. All this never seemed super-
erogation to Grant. To him it seemed
only the natural thing to do. The regu-
lations were to be respected and obeyed,
but to him duty was not bounded or
measured by them. With him all must
be done that the good of the service, or
the good of his fellows, needed to be
done. Less than this he esteemed a
failure. And no officer in the service
tried harder than he, and with less osten-
tation and pretense, to fill the full meas-
ure of soldierly responsibility embodied
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in the words of Nelson at Trafalgar—
“England expects every man to do his
duty.”

Now when the army and its arms and
supplies were safely landed and ready for
active hostilities, Grant felt the restraints
and burden of Quartermaster and Com-
missary unbearable. His determination
to be at the front in case of fighting was in
conflict with his duty to care for and pro-
tect the public property under his charge.
He therefore once more asked to be re-
lieved from duty as Quartermaster and
Commissary; but was again refused.
“Your services are satisfactory and can-
not be dispensed with,” was the Colonel’s
answer. Grant then made a personal ap-
peal to his Brigade Commander, but he
would take no action without consent of
the commanding officer of the regiment.
Next day he called upon General Worth,
his Division Commander, and urged his
request, but met with no success. “Of
course, such a request must come through
your Regimental Headquarters,” added
General Worth.

Then Grant wrote a formal resignation
as Quartermaster and Commissary, and
delivered it to his Colonel, but it was
soon returned to him with this indorse-
ment:

I. The resi tion of Lieutenant Grant is not
accepted, and Lieutenant Grant js informed that
the duty of Quartermaster and Commissary is an
assigned duty, and not an office that can be re-

i As this duty was imposed by a military
of from a superior officer, the duty cannot be
evaded except by a like order relieving Lieutenant
Grant from the ut.y.

11. The good of the service requires that Lieu-
tenant Grant continue to perform the duties of
?nartcrmaster Commissary in the Fourth In-
aotry. However valuable his services might be,
and certainly v;gu;d be, in Im«‘!.bl:sdservicg;dinih;‘s
present assi uties canno ispensed with,
and Liente:':;n' Grant will continue El’: their dis-

To this Grant objected. He indorsed

on the paper:

I should be permitted to resign the position of
Qunel?master gxexd Commissary. Why should I be

i ign my positioninthe Army in order
r':q e‘;lcr::emtgi? g:t ;y 1 msest and will accompany

i t i attle, and 1 am amenable to
;:nr::"tei:l s’hl:)uld any loss occur to the public
property in my charge by reason of my absence
'hxf:in action.

This protest was forwarded to Brigade
Headquarters where the decision of his
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Regimental Commander was “approved,”
and with a like indorsement of “ap-
proved,” at Division and General Head-
quarters, it finally found its way into the
War Department at Washington.

Finding no way by which he could be
relieved he notified his superiors that
while he would take all possible precau-
tions to protect the property under his
care, they might rely upon it that he
would be in line with his regiment in
every engagement; that it was as much
his privilege as an officer to fight as it
was his duty as Quartermaster to protect
the public property.

The contention thus ended, and Grant
went on to the end of the war, perform-
ing double duty.

As soon as the effective fighting force
of the army, its siege guns, field artillery
and supplies needed for immediate use,
were in hand, a force was sent out under
the engineer corps and staff, to recon-
noiter the defenses of Vera Cruz, and pre-
pare for the investment and siege.*

At that time it was a walled city from
shore to shore, with formidable forts at
every salient*point and angle, in which
were mounted nearly four hundred can-
non, many of them of heavy calibre.

The most formidable fort was San Juan
de Ulloa, which stands on a small island,
a thousand yards or more from shore, in
front of the city. In those days this was
an enclosed fortress of great strength,
with many heavy guns —so strong indeed
that our men of war did not care to seri-
ously attack it; certainly not until other
efforts should fail.

One of the earliest shots fired from the
fort took off the head of Colonel Albertis.
The army soon drew a cordon around the
city, and entrenched as near as possible
without too great exposure to the formid-
able fire from the enemy’s artillery.

Under cover of darkness earthworks
were thrown up, batteries were en-
trenched and siege guns placed in posi-
tion to be opened against the walls. Rifle-
pits and trenches were made for the

*See view of Vera Cruz and map of the city’s for-
tifications in the February MIDLAND,
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sharpshooters, and to cover such infantry
supports as might be needed to repel any
attempted sortie from the forts; at the
same time the main army was within sup-
porting distance, should the siege bat-
teries be attacked by infantry.

Strange to say, though the place was
defended by 5,000 Mexican troops, no at-
tempt was made to capture the batteries
or to repulse our army.

The change of the position of the army,
from the seashore to the line of invest-
ment, made it necessary for Grant to
move his quartermaster and commissary
quarters around to the new line. By this
time he had his wagons and horses and
mules on land, the wagons set up and
loaded, and his supplies again on hand
at the rear of his regiment, so the men
did not have to go untented a single
night; and this, too, notwithstanding he
had himself marched with the line, an-
ticipating a possible battle before the in-
vestment was effected. But no combat
occurred, and Grant returned and
hastened up his train. Some of the reg-
iments did not get their tents during the
entire siege, which lasted three weeks,
owing to the confusion resulting from
want of system in the management by
their quartermasters. Of course it re-
quired executive ability, fine system,

much care and watchfulness amid the
turmoil of such a disembarkation to
avoid the mixing and misplacement of
goods, involving great loss of time in re-
covering them.

After the investment was complete,
and General Scott had his land batteries
in position to bombard the city, he sent
a courteous letter to the Governor or
commandant, demanding its surrender,
and notifying the foreign consuls of his
intended attack, and giving them per-
mission to leave. To this he received
the following characteristic reply, which
is still to be seen in the War Department
in Washington:

GOD AND LIBERTY.

VERA CRruz, March 22, 1847.

To MAJOR GENERAL ScorT—The undersigned,
Commanding General of the free and soverei
State of Vera Cruz, has informed himself of the
contents of the note which Major General Scott,
General-in-Chief of the forces of the United States,
has addressed to him under date of to-day, de-
manding the surrender of this place and Castle of
San Juan de Ulloa, and in answer has to say that
the above named fortress, as well as the city
depends on his authority; and it being his prin-
cipal duty, in order to prove worthy the confidence
glaced in him by the government of the nation, to

efend both points at all cost, to which he counts
upon the nccessary elements, and will make it
good to the last: therefore, his Excellency can
commence his operations of war in a manner which
he may consider most advantageous.

The undersigned has the honor to return to the
General-in-Chief of the forces of the United States
the demonstrations of esteem he may be pleased
to honor him with. JUAN MORALES.

ANCIENT MOUND OF CHOLULA, NEAR THE CITY OF PUEBLA, MEXICO. VISITED BY GRANT IN 184;.
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Immediately after the receipt of this
refusal to surrender, orders were issued
for the batteries to open fire, and they
did so at four p. M.

That evening a number of additional
heavy guns were landed from the navy,
also several mortars, and they were also
speedily placed in battery.

The siege progressed with great vigor.
The fire of General Scott’s batteries was
incessant, and soon began to show effects
on the strong walls.

Grant was as much interested in the
work of the engineers, in the placing and
operation of the batteries, as he would

along the line to observe the effect of the
fire of a new battery. They had gone to
an elevated point, had dismounted and
were using their glasses. Grant and
Beauregard concluded they would go to
a small abandoned adobe building fifty
yards in advance and look through an
opening.

They had not been many minutes gaz-
ing cityward when a shell came circling
through the air, dashed down through
the roof and penetrated some distance
into the earth floor, exploding and pul-
verizing the walls and roof in one mass
of ruin, burying the two young officers in

THE ANCIENT MOUND SURMOUNTED WITH MODERN SPANISH-MEXICAN SHRINE.

have been had he been in charge of the
work. Not a day passed in which Grant
did not find time to ride with some of the
engineer officers to some portions of the
lines. Sometimes their efforts to take
close observations put them in perilous
situations.

On one occasion, Grant fell in with
Captain Robert E. Lee * and Lieutenants
Beauregard, McClellan and G. W. Smith,
of the Engineer Corps, who were riding

* A portrait of Robert E. Lee, taken just before
the Mexican War, appears in THE MIDLAND of
October, 1896,

the debris, and filling the air with the dry
dust of the powdered clay.

Captain Lee and other officers ran for-
ward to rescue the two who had so
quickly been put kors de combat ; but be-
fore they reached the place where the
hut had stood, the two were vigorously
scrambling out of their burial place, cov-
ered with dirt, and their eyes, ears and
nostrils so filled that they were nearly
suffocated. But after a little coughing
and sneezing they found they were not
otherwise injured and they betook them-
selves to safer points of observation.
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A few mornings later, several officers
of the engineer corps were passing
along the line of investment on a tour
of inspection of the batteries. Grant's
regiment was on the infantry line some
distance in the rear, but he saw the offi-
cers as they were passing from one bat-
tery to another, and galloped off to join
them that he might know what was going
on at the extreme front. He had just
overtaken them when a round shot from
one of the forts came circling over an in-
tervening elevation, and cut off the head
of Lieutenant Foster’s horse, not two feet
in advance of Grant’s. Grant dismounted,
loosened the saddle from the dead animal,
threw it on a horse behind an orderly,
and the two Lieutenants mounted Grant’s
horse and quietly proceeded along the
lines with their inspection as if noth-
thing had occurred. These incidents
were of such frequent occurrence that
they attracted very little comment in the
army at the time, at least not enough to
find their way into the methodical and
technical histories of the war.

On the 24th, the foreign consuls sent
a petition to General Scott asking a sus-
pension of hostilities and an opportunity
for themselves and the women and chil-
dren to leave the city. This he declined,
reminding them that he had given them
due notice and ample time before the
bombardment began and they had not
availed themselves of the opportunity.

All night and next day the batteries
were in “awful activity.” All the war
ships that could float within range,
poured a ceaseless shower of shot and
shell into the fort or Castle of San Juan
de Ulloa, and shot and shell rained into
the doomed city from the land batteries.
The scene was frightful. The darkness
of night was illuminated. The roar of ar-
tillery on sea and land, the rattle of falling
shot and the screeching and explosion of
shells resounded in every recess of the be-
sieged city. The streets weretornupinto
caverns and craters where huge shells ex-
ploded, and buildings came tumbling in
ruined heaps. Roofs were set on fire.
Church steeples were pierced and shat-
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tered. People were torn in pieces, or
buried under the ruins of their homes, and
there were shouts and cries of distress on
every side. The sea was reddened with
blaze of flashing guns from the ships,
from the forts, and from circling and ex-
ploding shells.

The great guns in San Juan de Ulloa
were ablaze night and day—a sheet
of flame streaming out from every em-
brasure, making night luminous and hid-
eous with deafening explosions and
circling streams of fire through the
heavens; and thus the work of death and
destruction ceased not, nor slackened
until the evening of the 25th, of March.
Then the devastation had become so
terrible that the foreign consuls pre-
vailed upon General Morales to propose
to General Scott a truce, with the view
of arranging terms, of surrender; and
thereupon firing ceased.

On the twenty-sixth, commissioners
were appointed on both sides, and, on
the twenty-seventh, terms of capitulation
were agreed upon.

Active hostilities had continued for
fifteen days. During this time our army
had thrown more than 3,000 ten-inch
shells, 300 howitzer shells, 1,200 paixhan
shot and 3,000 round shot, weighing not
less than 500,000 pounds.

The destruction and devastation which
they caused within the city were terrible.
Breaches had been effected in the walls,
and General Scott would have stormed
the city had it held out a day longer.
The castle of San Juan de Ulloa might
have held out a few days longer, but the
city would have been a heap of ruins,
and the final result was inevitable.

The terms of capitulation were in sub-
stance, that the Mexican army should
march out with the honors of war and be
paroled, and their colors, when lowered,
should be saluted.

Absolute protection was guaranteed to
citizens and all private property. All
arms and munitions were given up to the
captors. About §,000 prisoners surren-
dered and were paroled, and nearly 500
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cannon, with some 20,000 small arms,
were taken.

At ten A. M., March 29, 1847, the ban-
ner of the United States was unfurled to
the breeze over the famous fortress of
San Juan de Ulloa, the land fortresses and
the city, amid the shouts and cheers of
our army on sea and shore.

This siege is regarded by military stu-
dents as a remarkable feat of arms and a
very brilliant achievement.

General Worth* was placed in com-
mand of the city and forts, and General
Scott instantly prepared to march into the
interior, in the vigorous prosecution of his
campaign against the City of Mexico.

Lieutenant Grant, at the time and after-
wards, told this anecdote of General Scott:

One day during the siege he went for-
ward to the siege batteries to see what
was goingon. The fire from the forts was
heavy. Scott came along the trenches on
bis daily inspection and saw some of the
men exposed. He instantly ordered,
“Down, down, men! Don’t expose your-
selves.” One of them answered, “But
General, you are exposed.” “Oh!” said
Scott, generals can be made now-a-days
out of most anybody, but men cannot be
made to order!"”

CHAPTER XV.
GRANT AT THE BATTLE OF CERRO GORDO.

A few days later, Scott's army con-
fronted the Mexicans again at Cerro
Gordo. Grant was promptly in [line of
march with his quartermaster and com-
missary stores complete: at the same time
be never failed in duty and helpfulness
in line with his regiment.

General Twiggs was in command of
the advanced forces, and moved forward
on the national road toward Jalapa, sixty
or seventy miles by the tortuous road and
perhaps a third of that distance on a di-
rect line. This city is high up in the
mountains, and the supposed impreg-
nable position of Cerro Gordo intervenes
in the mountain fastnesses.

¢ Portrait of General Worth appeared in the
January MIDLAND.
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The road then passed nearly the en-
tire distance to Jalapa throughthe estates
of Santa Anna, and his lands extended
for great distances on either side of it.
Much of this is of good quality; but little
of it was then in cultivation. Some of it
was rented for grazing cattle, but Santa
Anna owned immense herds of his own,
forty or fifty thousand it was estimated —
though probably a few less when the
American army retraced its steps a year
later.

General Twiggs soon reached the de-
files at Cerro Gordo. The little hamlet of
Plan Del Rio lay below and out of range
of the first line of Mexican batteries.

He found the Mexican army in strong
position in steep, inaccessible places, and
after making an ineffectual demonstration
in which he lost nearly one hundred men,
he retired and waited the arrival of Gen-
eral Patterson’s division.

This being reported to General Scott,
who had remained at Vera Cruz to hasten
forward reinforcements and supplies, he
ordered Worth's division to the front and
himself proceeded thither.

A reconnoissance convinced General
Scott of the immense difficulty of a direct
assault.

The engineers under Capt. R. E. Lee,
were therefore directed to find a route by
which the American army might reach
the rear of the Mexican position without
attacking them in front of their entrench-
ments.

After immense difficulties a road was
cut along the cliffs of the mountains, and
over deep ravines, and precipitous gorges,
hitherto never dreamed of by the Mexi-
cans as being accessible to an army, or
even to the most daring hunters. This
route passed around a spur of mountain
which completely shut off all view of the
movement of Scott’s army from the Mexi-
cans, until the road had been so completed
that it was made possible for the army to
move on it, and carry with it several
pieces of light artillery. This, however,
had to be taken to pieces, and pulled and
dragged by the men with ropes, let
down the declivities by holding it back,
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One of the three photographs of Grant taken by Hennin

return from his tour of the world.

and then passing over and climbing the
steep ascents and hauling the guns, and
carriages, and ammunition up after them.
The task was herculean, but, strange to
say, it was accomplished, and an entire
division of Scott's forces, with their artil-
lery, were marching into the roads in the
rear of the Mexican army before they
were discovered. Then instantly ensued
a fierce and terrible struggle. Santa
Anna,* whohad arrived from Buena Vista
only two or three days before, saw in a
moment that this attack in the rear meant
probable defeat with the possible loss of
his army, unless he could repel it.

*Santa Anna’s portrait appeared in the Novem-
ber MiDLAND,
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As the sound of Twiggs' battle in the
rear reached Scott’s ears at the front, he
ordered a general assault along the en-
tire lines. This would operate in one of
two ways: It would detain the Mexicans
in their entrenchments and prevent too
heavy reinforcements against Twiggs in
the rear, and thus enable the latter to
sweep down and capture the batteries in
reverse; or, if the force defending the
batteries should be drawn off or greatly
weakened to reinforce against Twiggs
(and thus weaken the defense at the
front), Scott's assaulting columns could
capture the fortifications and lines of the
enemy before Santa Anna could repul<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>