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Dedication

To all those who try every day to bring the country together in

tense and partisan times. Those efforts, like Grant’s, will hopefully

lay the groundwork for a bright future for generations to come.
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Introduction

Ulysses Grant in Living History

The engineer adjusted the lights in my home studio as I got ready to go live. I put in my earpiece and patted some makeup on my nose and forehead. During the global Covid-19 pandemic, most anchors broadcast from studios like this, plugging in from home in order to limit personal interaction as much as possible. This day, January 6, 2021, was to mark the official certification of the electoral college vote on Capitol Hill.

President Donald Trump was wrapping up a speech on the National Mall challenging the election results and firing up the crowd. “Our country has had enough; we will not take it anymore! That’s what this is all about. And to use a favorite term that all of you people really came up with. We will ‘stop the steal,’” the president said as the crowd chanted in unison, “Stop the steal! Stop the steal!”

I explained on air that the reality was different than the president’s speech had indicated to the crowd now marching to the Capitol. There was zero chance that his vice president, Mike Pence, could overturn the results of the election during this certification process in Congress, and while several senators would rise to object to the vote in several different states, they wouldn’t have the votes to change the outcome.

Then the sights and sounds outside the Capitol Building changed. Amid the chanting and waving of Trump flags, some people in the crowd started pushing the barricades on the west front of the Capitol Building. Screams from the Capitol Police of “Pull them this way!” and “Get back” rang out as the police tried to hold the line—all these images and sounds playing out on live TV. I got on the phone with lawmakers and others inside the Capitol to get a sense of what they were seeing and hearing.

On the Senate floor, Senator James Lankford of Oklahoma rose to object to the vote count in Arizona.

“My challenge today is not about the good people of Arizona—” Then the sound of the gavel interrupted Lankford. Moments earlier, Vice President Pence had been whisked from the chamber. Presiding in the chair, Iowa senator Chuck Grassley, the Senate president pro tempore, nervously said, “The Senate will stand in recess until the call of the chair!” Stunned, senators started filing out of the chamber.

The crowd outside had swelled and the barricades had been breached. I waved to the camera, signaling to the control room that I had new information. Dana Perino was anchoring, and she came to me right away. “Our chief political anchor, Bret Baier, I understand you have some new details?”

“Protesters, Dana, have made their way inside the Capitol. You’re seeing the police presence increase on the outside, but there are people inside the actual Capitol Building, just outside the Senate chamber. And both the House and Senate have now adjourned or paused this entire process because of the security concerns.”

What was supposed to have been an orderly, even ceremonial, electoral college certification process had been suspended and was devolving into chaos inside the Capitol Building. I stayed in the chair commenting on the horrific images as they came in. We wouldn’t get a true sense of the scope of the breach until a few hours later, when cell-phone videos and other images started to surface. January 6, 2021, was a moment that will be in the history books—a sad chapter for our country.

At the time, I happened to be putting the finishing touches on this book, about another unsettling chapter of our country’s history. To Rescue the Republic is the story of Ulysses S. Grant’s resolve and heroism in times of unparalleled turmoil for our nation. Grant was perhaps best known as the commanding general of the Union armies during the Civil War. But he also showed his strength as a leader on Reconstruction after the war and during his presidency. In his final days as president he rose to the challenge of preserving the Republic during the contested election of 1876, when violence threatened to once again overwhelm the nation to the point of war. As president, he led the effort to craft a resolution that would be accepted by both sides and head off a potential second civil war. It so happened that this nineteenth-century election drama was the centerpiece of my book.

Now here I was, watching the violence unfold on Capitol Hill in reaction to the 2020 election, while writing about President Grant’s actions after the election of 1876. Two defining moments in history brought together on January 6, 2021.

The heartbeat of our Republic is the electoral process, in which the people declare their choice of president, freely and fairly. But what happens when the fairness of an election is in doubt, when the freedom of the people is constrained, and when the divisions on the public square strangle the process? This was the case in 1876 as the growing toll of the war and Reconstruction on the South began to undermine progress in several key states. Those states issued two sets of electoral votes—one for the Republican, Rutherford B. Hayes, and one for the Democrat, Samuel Tilden. Having won the war that almost destroyed the United States and cost over six hundred thousand lives, shattered the economy, and left four million freed slaves to an uncertain fate, Grant now faced the mission of healing the deep wounds in the body politic, which was in jeopardy.

I was drawn to the clear parallels between Grant’s time and our own, and in particular to the final drama of his presidency: at the one-hundred-year mark of our nation’s life, the fate of the United States was once again at stake, not on the bloody fields of war, where Grant had served so valiantly, but in the constitutional crisis of a disputed election.

In the midst of a real constitutional crisis in 2021, the story of Grant and 1876 took on new meaning. I could see across the landscape of our history that there had been those crucial times when everything we stood for was at risk—when divisions were so deep that there were two separate realities being experienced by the citizenry. What did we do in the past to survive such a moment? And what do we do now?

Since the publication of my first presidential biography, Three Days in January: Dwight Eisenhower’s Final Mission, I’ve been writing about American presidents at defining moments in our nation’s history. These presidential lives have been fully recorded by historians, and I’ve never tried to compete with their works. I like to say that I am a reporter of history, not a historian. I try to bring a fresh reporter’s perspective to the lives and times of US presidents—not only to look through a soda straw into singular events that changed history but also to find a parallel in our own times. In this way, I hope I’ve been able to give new meaning to what are considered familiar tales. As a reporter, I’m an observer of living history who believes that presidents long dead are not relics to observe from a distance, but ever-present in the lives of Americans.

My fascination with Grant began with reading his own writing. In the final years of his life, he penned his war memoir, which would be published by Mark Twain. Not only is it a riveting and elaborately detailed biography, but it also provides a rare inside view of a man’s character. It is so well written that many people at the time thought Twain had penned it himself. Grant was a stellar writer. After reading his memoir, along with the colorful memoir of his wife, the works of historians, and a rich library of documents (many in the recently opened Ulysses S. Grant Presidential Library at Mississippi State University), I knew Grant was the next presidential figure to explore—especially in today’s context.

Like Dwight Eisenhower, Ronald Reagan, and Franklin D. Roosevelt, the presidents I wrote about in the Three Days series, Grant was a complicated man, both more and less than what he seemed. A brilliant general who despised the battlefield, a controversial president who has often scored low in historians’ presidential rankings, a man of great self-control and vision who nonetheless stumbled—in many ways Grant reflected both the conflicts and aspirations of America itself after the war.

It is just the kind of story I love to tell—especially at a time when people are asking whether some wounds are too deep to heal. We are a nation divided, in part, by issues similar to those that plagued Grant’s era. If his story is in some respects our story, what can we learn from the healing mission of our eighteenth president that might show us a path toward union?

On January 6, 2021, the director counted me down to the end of the commercial break: “Three, two, one, cue.” I was ending my show, Special Report, on one of the darkest days on Capitol Hill in more than one hundred years. I had our staff put together a montage of all the compelling video clips and still photos we had collected through the day with the accompanying audio to end the show. “Now we take a look back at the sights and sounds of an historic day, a horrible day on Capitol Hill. But we’re a strong country, we’re a resilient country. We can get through this. That’s it for Special Report. ‘Fair, balanced, and still unafraid.’”




Prologue

A Dark Night in Philadelphia

In Philadelphia on the evening of November 8, 1876, President Ulysses S. Grant was comfortably settled in the elegant Walnut Street home of publisher George W. Childs, awaiting the results of a contentious election held the previous day. He was smoking a cigar in his customary calm manner, which he’d mastered in wartime, but inwardly he was churning. Never before had an electoral tally been so close and so uncertain. Whispers of irregularities had haunted this high-stakes election, which pitted the Republican Rutherford B. Hayes against the Democrat Samuel J. Tilden.

This was a moment with the same gravity as Grant had felt back when success and failure were meted out through cannon fire. For nearly twelve years, since the end of the terrible Civil War, he had made it his mission to heal the breach and to bring the nation together—North and South, white and Black. For a time, it had felt as though that goal was possible. He’d believed that his election to the presidency in 1868 had been a mandate for Reconstruction, and he’d seen the same optimism expressed in his easy reelection in 1872. But since 1874, the battle had resumed. Blood was being spilled in racial violence throughout the South, and he’d sent federal troops to restore order and protect the rights of Black citizens. Ultimately, however, sending in troops was an unsustainable solution. How could the Union survive if peace could only be maintained at gunpoint?

These days being a champion of Reconstruction was a lonely place. Even the Republicans who had been so dedicated to the cause were growing tired. Yet, while he was not certain that Hayes would be a faithful shepherd of the task of reunification, Grant was sure that the Democrat Tilden would not be. He shared the view of most Republican Northerners that it was too soon to turn the White House over to the party of the Confederacy.

Despite being troubled by the uncertainty, Grant was relieved to be out of the running. Many of his supporters had urged him to seek a third term and complete the unfinished business of his presidency. Leading the chorus was his wife, Julia. Julia had loved every minute of being in the White House. She would have happily accepted another four years. Knowing this, Grant didn’t tell her right away when he decided not to run. He quietly arranged a meeting with his cabinet and shared the news. Then he sat down and wrote a letter to the Republican Party chairman, informing him of his decision.

Julia didn’t miss a trick. Suspecting that something was up, she confronted Grant. “I want to know what is happening. I am sure there is something, and I must know.”

Grant sighed. He promised to speak to her as soon as he lit his cigar. That done, he confessed, “You know what a to-do the papers have been making about a third term. Well, I have never until now had any opportunity to answer.” Then he told her he had sent a letter to the head of the Republican Party informing him that he would not run.

Julia was upset. “Bring it and read it to me now,” she demanded.

He smiled apologetically. “No, it is already posted.”

“Oh, Ulys, was that kind to me?” she raged. “Was it just to me?”

Grant felt for his wife, but he knew his heart. “Well, I do not want to be here another four years. I do not think I could stand it,” he told her. He begged Julia to let it go, but for a while, she was inconsolable. He hated disappointing his wife, but he assured her that it was for the best. He was tired. He felt he hadn’t rested for a moment since the first shot had been fired at Fort Sumter at the beginning of the war in 1861. Now more than fifteen years had passed, and he’d pledged every one of them to the survival of the nation. It was time for another man to step up.

As he sat with Childs, puffing on his cigar, Grant felt himself relaxing. He’d always found that easy to do with his friend by his side. The two men had become close after the war, and Childs had helped the Grants purchase their Philadelphia house. In the first year of his presidency, when Grant had complained to Childs about the miserable Washington heat, Childs had intervened again, urging them to come to the beautiful beach in Long Branch, New Jersey, near his own family house, where they could escape Washington. The Grants’ two-story chalet, fronting the ocean, became known as the Ulysses S. Grant Cottage, or the Summer White House. Grant and Childs would spend every day of their vacations together, sitting on their porches playing cards, eating, or just talking. Childs held the unique position of being Grant’s only close friend who wasn’t a military associate. Grant could relate to this man of humble beginnings who had made something of himself, and he especially appreciated Childs’s generosity and self-effacing charm.

Childs brought out qualities in Grant that he hadn’t known he had—in particular, a creative spirit, which he would later express in his Memoirs. They shared a basic philosophy, including the principle that one needn’t be mean to be successful. It was fitting that Grant was spending this transitional election aftermath with his friend.

The early returns seemed to be predicting a Tilden victory. Having won the popular vote, he had won 184 of the 185 electoral votes needed, according to the initial count. The problem was that three states—South Carolina, Louisiana, and Florida—had yet to announce their results. In those states, both sides were claiming victory.

No one was surprised by that. The presidential campaign season in those states had looked a lot like warfare, as the anger and suspicion spilled over into the electoral process. All three states were led by Republican governors, who controlled the election boards and had pulled out all the stops to press for Hayes’s success. The other side believed that election fraud was possible, even probable, but it wasn’t just Democrats who were suspicious of Republicans. Republicans, too, made many claims of fraud, particularly around the suppression of the Black vote.

Grant’s allies were hopeful that Hayes would eke out a victory in the electoral college. As he examined the electoral map, Grant did not share their optimism, and he went to bed that night believing that Tilden would be elected. However, at daybreak, there was still no certainty about the outcome. Childs invited Grant to continue the vigil at his newspaper office. The men around him were optimistic that Hayes would prevail, but after watching for a time, Grant quietly observed, “It looks to me as if Mr. Tilden has been elected.”

However, the election was far from settled. South Carolina, Louisiana, and Florida had finally submitted disputed tallies, one from the Republican boards and another from self-appointed Democratic counters. “Everything now depends on a fair count,” Grant told reporters as he prepared to return to Washington.

No one could have predicted that the count would drag on for four months—or that a fair count seemed so maddeningly beyond reach. Grant, who had expected to symbolically pass the torch with the election, found himself facing an unexpected final act that involved once again rescuing the national promise he had won on the battlefield.

A man of common roots, a reluctant but heroic warrior, a flawed but resolute president, Grant lived his life by a moral code of respect for the worth of every individual. His habit in the heat of battle, be it bloody or bureaucratic, was to envelop himself in a cloak of calm, even while those around him panicked.

As news came that Southern militia were planning to march on Washington and forcibly install Tilden in the presidency, and as the two parties wrangled in Congress over the electoral count, Grant was faced with a choice about whether to insinuate himself into the drama. As president, he had no direct role in the election—that was Congress’s purview. But he had influence, and he decided to use it to expedite a fair result—even if that result required sacrificing his own achievements.

Grant had always been a conciliator. He knew when to hold firm and when to strike a bargain. Now, finally, he sensed that a grand bargain was called for, one that would shape the coming era with equal measures of pain and promise. He wondered if the two sides had the courage to strike that deal.

In the closing days of his presidency, Grant was called upon to summon the character and courage that had long been his hallmark. He had rescued the Republic once before, when it was endangered on the bloody fields of war. Now he had to rescue it again, on its troubled path to peace. His whole life had been preparing him for this moment.




Part One

Seasoned by Struggle




Chapter 1

The Making of Grant

We might envision him on a steed, tall and erect in the saddle—the classic portrait of a military leader. His uniform is sharply pressed, his beard flowing, his boots catching the light with their high polish. His eyes are shaded and his face is still, as if carved in granite. He is the greatest general in American history, save for George Washington.

But Ulysses S. Grant never looked the part. Ironically, the image just described better suits a different man, Grant’s Civil War nemesis Robert E. Lee. In Grant’s case, we have to look beyond the ideal to see the real man, whose bearing was a little rough around the edges.

Grant was a man of average height—five-foot-eight—and is always described as slightly stooped. At the peak of his wartime fame he weighed only 135 pounds. The snapshots of Grant at war show his slender frame, his rumpled uniform and muddy boots, his unthreatening demeanor, his dark, melancholy eyes.

He was, wrote biographer William S. McFeely, an “ordinary man,” which made him interesting. “I liked the way he looked,” McFeely wrote, “the picture of the mild, rather small person slouched comfortably in front of a tent suggested neither the fierce killing warrior nor the bumbling and perhaps crooked politician that I had often read about.” McFeely’s prose was not always so flattering to Grant, but he could find little fault with him for his ordinariness. In many respects, Grant symbolized a particularly American characteristic—the ability of ordinary people to accomplish the extraordinary.

Historians concur that Grant is an enigma. It’s hard to paint a portrait of a man so inner-focused. It’s challenging to stitch together the contradictory elements of his character to form a complete picture. Inevitably, the confusion leads to inaccuracies born of ill will and supposition.

Ron Chernow, whose important biography, Grant, captures Grant’s complex character as few have, tried valiantly to clear through the muck of a century and a half of false narratives. “Grant has been subjected to pernicious stereotypes that grossly impede our understanding of the man,” Chernow writes in his more satisfying reconstruction of the truth about Grant.

No doubt much of the confusion is due to Grant’s failure to conform to what we think is the nature of powerful men. Union Army commander George Meade, who was no great fan of Grant, described him as “ill at ease,” especially around strangers, a man who “has never mixed with the world.” Grant wasn’t shy so much as extremely reserved, with a dose of moral rigidity—he despised obscenity and had little patience for any of the vulgarities common among Army men.

Even as he achieved great victories on the battlefield and then attained the highest office in the land, Grant was consistent in his demeanor. When asked by a reporter if his father had changed when he took command of all the armies, Grant’s son Fred replied, “No, that was impossible. My father was always the same. He was always grave. He was always thoughtful. He was always gentle. He was always extraordinarily considerate of the feelings of others.”

His wartime correspondence with his beloved Julia reveals a romantic streak that would not have been apparent in his public behavior. His deepest feelings were reserved for private moments. Even those who knew him best had trouble divining his inner thoughts. His brother-in-arms, the great general William Tecumseh Sherman, said, “To me he is a mystery, and I believe he is a mystery to himself.”

Some of Grant’s Civil War opponents accused him of being a butcher, a characterization that is debated to this day. Yet, although he was unwavering in his strategic vision, he was kind in victory, heartsick about losses on both sides, and quick to forgive his enemies. His devoted military secretary, Adam Badeau, wrote that, after the war, “Grant was the most popular man in America”—in the North “because he had been victorious,” and in the South “because he had been magnanimous.”

A reluctant politician, Grant was prone to political stumbles while in the White House, yet he pursued the most ambitious campaign imaginable—Reconstruction of the South.

Through it all he was humble. “It is certain that nothing was farther from my father’s mind than thought of pomp or power,” wrote his son Jesse. Ulysses Grant had learned humility from his mother, Hannah, who believed that praise should be given to God alone for allowing humans to achieve. The purpose of life was not to gain personal glory, she preached to her children. It was, rather, to simply do one’s best. Because Hannah Grant had no concept of “pomp or power,” she never visited her son in the White House. On the day of his first inauguration, she was observed by a neighbor calmly sweeping her porch.

We often search for clues to the character of our heroes in the forces that shaped them. In his contemporaneous biography of Grant, written in 1885, the Honorable J. T. Headley noted that people look for the origins of the greatness of notable figures in their childhoods and, in the absence of early evidence, tend to invent romantic childhood tales about them. He cited Napoleon and Washington as examples. “But the truth is,” he concluded, “circumstances make men.”

That’s partly and maybe even largely true. But Grant’s character stands out, and the sheer unlikelihood of his rise adds a special dimension to his story. Had his father not secured a place for him at West Point without his knowledge, he might never have thought of being a soldier. He rose up in the ranks through skill and industry but never had the qualities often associated with great military leaders—brazenness, a dominating physical presence, an outsized ego, or an authoritarian nature. In light of that, his success on the battlefield is worthy of attention.

And so, this unremarkable man became America’s surprising hero. Because he wrote a war memoir and letters expressing his deepest thoughts, we are fortunate to have an inside view of his character and journey. Before the twentieth century, it was rare for a president to write an autobiography. But we can know Grant, not only through the recollections of others but through his own words. And it’s quite a story.

The one-level white frame cottage in Point Pleasant, Ohio, was square and squat, comprised of one large room measuring sixteen and a half feet by nineteen feet, which served as living room, bedroom, and kitchen. A fireplace was at the center. It was tight quarters. But it had the advantage of overlooking the Ohio River, a floating highway with its steady traffic and the promise of grand vistas beyond. Newlyweds Jesse and Hannah Grant paid $2 a month in rent for the privilege of a world-class view. In reality, they were chained to the earth. Jesse was the partner in a tannery right next door, and they lived in the billowing stench of its bloody commerce.

They’d been married only a month when Hannah became pregnant, and now their tiny abode would be accommodating a child. In the bloom of early spring, on April 27, 1822, Hannah went into labor and Jesse called for the doctor, a stern-faced abolitionist who dispatched the nervous father-to-be to the outdoors. As Jesse paced nervously, wearing a track in the dirt (they had no porch), he heard his son’s voice for the first time and was overcome with joy. Five more children later, he would never forget the feeling that at last his life had come to its fulfillment.

Within days the relatives had descended—specifically Hannah’s family—to convene a dramatic naming conference. Only the most majestic name would do for this precious offspring! Hannah’s father favored Hiram, the Old Testament king. Her mother and Jesse preferred Ulysses, a romantic name from their reading of the classics. Hannah liked Theodore. Her aunt favored Albert. The proposed names were put in a hat, leaving the decision to chance. Hannah reached in and drew the name. Ulysses.

She paused. Hannah saw the delight of her mother and husband, but she felt compelled to please her father. She announced that the child would be named Hiram Ulysses. But he was called Ulysses.

It was a big name, but he was a big boy, weighing in at ten and three-quarters pounds, with healthy pink cheeks, blue eyes, and reddish hair. During the long days of spring and summer, after the chores were completed, Hannah would sit with her son and watch the river. It wasn’t in her nature to whisper to him of the adventures he might have one day. She never dreamed of another life. But when Ulysses’s blue eyes lit up at the sight of tall steamers making their way east, he might have been imprinted with the sense of a quest.

If one were to choose a quality that most characterized Ulysses’s upbringing, it would be independence. And with that independence came a physical courage that was evident even in his earliest years.

In this he modeled his father, who nurtured his favorite son’s spirit. Jesse’s own youth had been one of great hardship and then abandonment. After his mother died when he was eleven, his father, Noah, an unstable wanderlust and sometime drunk, pulled up stakes and moved with his other two children to live with his older son Peter in Maysville, Kentucky. Jesse was left to his own devices. Noah, who had served in the Continental Army and fought in the Battle of Bunker Hill, could have been a sterling example to his impressionable son. Instead, he abandoned him.

Small and alone, Jesse worked as a hired hand at various farms until he was taken in by the family of Judge George Tod in Youngstown, Ohio. There he received room and board in exchange for helping Mrs. Tod with her five children while her husband was away on his circuit. Jesse was provided with a good home and the first formal schooling he’d ever received. He came to love Mrs. Tod, whom he found quite beautiful and kind. Missing his mother, he was comforted by her care. He was also determined not to become his father. Having had a taste of love and stability, he vowed to make it his pursuit. He set a plan for himself—to marry by age twenty-five and retire rich at sixty.

Mrs. Tod encouraged him to pursue a career as a tanner, and he decided to move to Maysville, where his half-brother Peter owned a tannery. There he became an apprentice. After his apprenticeship, Jesse returned to Ohio and got a job with a tanner named Owen Brown, who was an abolitionist. Jesse lived with the Browns, and under their influence he developed a passion for the antislavery cause.

Brown’s son John was as devoted to abolition as his father, but he chose a violent path. John Brown would become famous for his ultimate protest—an assault on the armory in Harper’s Ferry, Virginia, in 1859, for which he was hanged.

When Ulysses was a child, Jesse spoke admiringly of the Browns and their antislavery virtues, and he continued to do so even after John Brown’s death. “I have often heard my father speak of John Brown, particularly since the events at Harper’s Ferry,” Ulysses would later write. “Brown was a boy when they lived in the same house, but he knew him afterwards, and regarded him as a man of great purity of character, of high moral and physical courage, but a fanatic and extremist in whatever he advocated. It was certainly the act of an insane man to attempt the invasion of the South, and the overthrow of slavery, with less than twenty men.” In any case, Jesse would never flag in his devotion to the cause of abolition, which began in those early days at Owen Brown’s fireside.

As Jesse Grant approached his twenty-fifth year, he became a partner in a Ravenna tannery and felt truly on his way. It was time to carry out the second part of his plan—finding a wife.

He thought about the women he knew of in the area and concluded that none of them struck his fancy. But he had learned, he said, “that if I ever got a mate I must hunt her, for she would not hunt me.” On his birthday, his landlady saw him pacing and asked, “What are you thinking about so seriously?”

“About looking for a wife,” he replied honestly.

“Where are you going to look?”

“Well, I don’t know,” he said. “Somewhere where there are girls.”

But before he could fulfill his goal, he became deathly ill with malaria. Sickness and bad luck sidetracked him for a year and a half, but he righted himself, as he always had before, and secured a partnership in a tannery in Point Pleasant. And then he once again went looking for a wife.

He found Hannah Simpson, the daughter of a well-established farmer in the area. She was a slim, attractive twenty-three-year-old woman of medium height, with soft brown hair and rosy cheeks. His description of her seems to be a cool review and not very romantic, but for him it was the highest praise: “I discovered she was a person of good sense, neat in person, industrious in her habits, amiable in disposition, and quite handsome without the slightest appearance of vanity.”

For his part, Jesse brought the promise of stability to the union. Tanning was a respectable profession, if one did not mind the smell of dried blood, animal flesh remnants, and sulfuric acid that permeated everything. The labor was hard, but it allowed Jesse to rise above his troubled youth and stand out in the rugged frontier towns of the era by actually making a good and steady living. Were it not for this prospect of his solvency, Hannah’s parents would hardly have looked twice at Jesse as a mate for their daughter. He was poorly educated—something that mattered to her family—and his family connections were sketchy. He was entirely on his own. A tall, sober man who out-talked everybody in a room, he wasn’t handsome either—just average in looks. But the Simpsons respected his seriousness and admired his genuine desire for a wife and children. He also liked Hannah’s parents very much, and they bonded over their mutual love of books. The many occasions on which they would sit by the fire and talk about books revealed Jesse’s more thoughtful side and his desire to transcend his limited formal education.

Jesse was very much a product of his time, and what a time it was. Ohio was like the center of the universe, the gateway to the West in a nation that now stretched from sea to shining sea. In the years following the purchase of the Louisiana Territory, which doubled the landmass of the country, pioneers were on the move. Lured by the promise of opportunity and the wide-open expanses in the far West, they traveled by horse and covered wagon, passing through Ohio and continuing on. For Jesse, Ohio was far enough west and unsettled enough that a man could make his own way there.

The sounds of Ulysses’s early childhood were the mellow hum of his mother’s voice and the strident certainty of his father’s. Neighbors preferred Hannah’s quiet manner to Jesse’s bombast. He was a man of very strong opinions, which he didn’t hesitate to share at high volume. Drawn to controversy, especially when politics was involved, he was an outspoken member of the Whig Party.

In demeanor, Ulysses was more his mother’s child. Quiet and self-contained, he seemed much older than his years, like a small adult. According to the journalist and author Albert Deane Richardson, a contemporary of Grant’s, “Ulysses inherited many of his best traits from his mother. . . . She was amiable, serene, even-tempered, thoroughly self-forgetful, kind and considerate to all, and speaking ill of none.” Hannah adored her children but would not stand for boasting. A reporter who interviewed her noted that when Ulysses became a very famous and revered man, she couldn’t bear to hear people speak glowingly of him, “for it seems akin to hearing self-praise, which she regards with unmitigated horror.”

The rod was spared in the Grant household. In fact, as Grant remembered it, there was “never any scolding or punishing by my parents.” Even at a very young age, he was allowed remarkable freedom. As Jesse Grant prospered, more opportunities opened up to expand his horizons.

By the fall of 1823, Jesse had saved enough money to buy his own tannery in Georgetown, Ohio. He built a lovely two-story brick house down the street, and it became the family home for the remainder of Ulysses’s childhood. Over the years, as more children came, Jesse built additions onto the house, including a full kitchen. In this bucolic environment, Ulysses thrived.

In addition to the tannery, Jesse had an area of farmland, and this was Ulysses’s playground. He enjoyed farm work, and by the age of eight he was happily hauling chopped wood felled on the forest land and plowing the field with horse-drawn plows to plant and harvest corn and potatoes. And when the hard work was completed, Ulysses was free to go fishing or swimming and even to ride a horse to visit his grandparents fifteen miles away.

His true love was horses. Ulysses had his first encounter with the marvelous beasts when he was only two. A circus came to town, and he was delighted by the sight of a trained pony. He begged to ride it, and Jesse indulgently lifted him up and held on to him as the pony pranced around the ring. Ulysses was full of joy, and from then on horses were his obsession. He lived in his own quiet world with them and was content with the solitude.

He had a way with the animals that was a clue to his character. Calm, firm, and quiet, he could settle the most fractious beast. Once mounted, he could ride like the wind. Later, during his military service, Grant’s speed, dexterity, and fearlessness in the saddle would be his secret weapon.

Jesse was bursting with pride as he watched his son’s brave antics. At only five years old, the boy would mount a steed and balance himself on its bare back. His skill developed rapidly. “At eight or nine he would ride them at the top of their speed,” Jesse recalled, “he standing upon one foot and balancing himself by the bridle reins. . . . He always broke his own horses. I never knew one to balk with him.”

Eight-year-old Ulysses was obsessed with owning his own colt, and he set his sights on one owned by a Mr. Ralston in a nearby village. He begged his father to buy the horse for him, and Jesse indulgently agreed. However, the negotiation did not go well. Jesse offered $20, but Ralston asked for $25. They haggled back and forth and were unable to reach a deal.

Heartbroken, Ulysses pleaded with Jesse to reconsider. Jesse softened and agreed to let the boy approach Ralston himself. He instructed him this way: the pony was worth only $20 and he should offer that. If Ralston rejected the price, he should offer $22.50, and if that failed, finally he could offer $25. So Ulysses hopped on his horse and rode to Ralston’s house, where he announced innocently, “Papa says I may offer you twenty dollars for the colt, but if you won’t take that, I am to offer twenty-two and a half, and if you won’t take that, to give you twenty-five.” Twenty-five it was. This, according to Grant, was his father’s version of the story and only “nearly true.” But in the aftermath, he was subjected to ribbing by the other boys. “Boys enjoy the misery of their companions, at least village boys in that day did,” Grant wrote of the incident, adding that “in later life I have found that all adults are not free of the peculiarity.”

Ulysses may have been quiet like his mother, but he was very popular with his peers. His classmate James M. Sanderson recalled late in life, “Ulysses Grant was one of the quietest boys I ever knew, and yet he was liked by every boy in Georgetown who knew him, and that is saying a good deal, because we Western boys used to be as noisy and rollicking a lot of fellows as there ever was.”

Schools at the time were mostly by subscription, with children of all ages crammed together receiving the most rudimentary education. Jesse was quite passionate about his son’s studies. In spite of his own lack of formal education, he had what Ulysses called a “thirst for education.” Jesse read every book he could get his hands on and read the newspaper every day of his life until he died at eighty. This love of learning was behind his insistence that his son get a good education.

At the subscription school in Georgetown, Ulysses wasn’t a particularly impressive student, but Sanderson did cite one skill: “I remember that he especially liked problems in mental arithmetic. The teachers used to give us a lot of them, one after another, every other day during the term. Most of us hated them and would make all kinds of excuses to get out of the exercise, while young Grant was anxious to have the teacher fire them at him. His mind seemed exactly fitted for solving such problems on a moment’s notice.”

However, according to one of his teachers, Thomas Upham, Ulysses had no taste for spelling, grammar, or geography, and he hated writing essays. Public speaking was also a wash. Upham recalled him making a complete mess of a recitation of part of George Washington’s Farewell Address.

Over time Jesse became dissatisfied with the mediocrity of the subscription school. He was also offended by a practice that was never followed in the Grant home: the frequent use of a switch to whip kids into shape. “I can see John D. White—the teacher—now, with his long beech switch always in his hand,” he later wrote. “It was not always the same one, either. Switches were brought in bundles, from a beech wood near the school house, by the boys for whose benefit they were intended.”

Jesse wanted more for his son, and in 1836, when Ulysses was fourteen, he was sent to Maysville, Kentucky, where he attended the Maysville Academy run by W. W. Richeson and Jacob W. Rand, two prominent scholars. He lived with his uncle Peter’s widow. Overall, Ulysses was less than impressed with his new schooling. He wrote that most of the time was spent “going over the same old arithmetic which I knew every word of before, and repeating: ‘A noun is the name of a thing,’ which I had also heard my Georgetown teachers repeat, until I had come to believe it.”

After one winter at the school, Ulysses returned home for a year before attending a second private school in Ripley, Ohio. The Presbyterian Academy was run by Jon Rankin, a prominent abolitionist. There Grant made little impression and felt that he hadn’t made “progress enough to compensate for the outlay of board and tuition.”

Over the years, Ulysses had plenty of time alone on his horse to dream about the future, but there is little evidence of where those dreams took him. Perhaps he hoped to be a farmer surrounded by horses, or perhaps to work in the river trade, or to get an education. Being a soldier wasn’t on the list.

Neither was working in a tannery. Ulysses despised the tannery. He detested the sickening stench and ugliness of the tanning process. When he was sixteen, Ulysses informed Jesse, quite respectfully, that he would not be joining him in the family business, although he offered his services until he turned twenty-one.

Jesse, who loved his son above all and was quite aware of his distaste for tanning, replied, “My son, I don’t want you to work at it now if you don’t like it and don’t mean to stick it out. I want you to work at whatever you like and intend to follow.” Needless to say, seeking self-fulfillment in work was not common fatherly advice for that day. And Jesse did not exactly follow through. He wanted his son to have a good education, but lacking the funds to send him to college, he set his sights on the West Point Military Academy, a fine institution that had the added advantage of being tuition-free.

Set above the Hudson River, some fifty miles north of New York City, the setting had served as a military fortress during the Revolutionary War. Afterward, George Washington had the idea of creating an elite military training academy, but it wasn’t until 1802 that President Thomas Jefferson established the West Point Military Academy by law.

Having a West Point cadet in the family was a source of pride for the whole family and community, and Jesse believed that West Point would provide an excellent start for his son. There was only one stumbling block. Admission to West Point required the recommendation of a US senator or congressman from one’s state. When Jesse first wrote to his friend, Ohio senator Thomas Morris, no appointments to the academy were available. Then, in a stroke of luck (from Jesse’s perspective), a neighbor’s son, who was a friend of Ulysses’s, left West Point, opening up a slot.

Jesse quickly contacted his congressman, Thomas Hamer, a Democrat. The two men had once been very close friends, but Jesse had ended the friendship over a political dispute between Democrat and Whig. After that they never spoke again, as neither was willing to make the first move toward reconciliation. Now Hamer was the ticket to his son’s future, and Jesse decided to end the grudge. Graciously, Hamer, who was due to retire, agreed to nominate Ulysses as one of his last acts in office. From then on, he and Jesse were friends again.

Apart from George Washington, Grant would become the most celebrated military leader in American history. But when his father informed him that he had secured a place at West Point through an appeal to the local congressman, Ulysses was distraught. The conversation took place while he was home from Ripley for Christmas.

“Ulysses, I believe you are going to receive an appointment,” Jesse told him.

“What appointment?” Ulysses had no clue what he was talking about.

“To West Point. I have applied for it.”

“But I won’t go!”

His protests were short-lived. “He said he thought I would, and I thought so, too, if he did,” Grant wrote in his memoir. In other words, Jesse wanted him to follow his dream, but first he wanted him to follow Jesse’s dream, and there would be no argument about it.

His appointment disturbed some of the elite of the district, who felt that places at West Point should be reserved for those with social standing, not for a “short, stubby boy” (as one put it) who might embarrass the community.

A Philadelphia journalist who had known Ulysses as a youth recalled the common sentiment that he might not have the making of a soldier. “We well remember the stir created by the appointment of the tanner’s son to a cadetship at West Point. The surprise among the sons of our doctors, lawyers and storekeepers was something wonderful. Indeed, none of us boys, high or low, rich or poor, could clearly imagine how Uncle Sam’s schoolmasters were going to transform our somewhat outre-looking comrade into our beau ideal of dandyism—a West Pointer.”

Ulysses did not remember the riverfront view of his infancy, but the Ohio River always held power in his imagination. Now, aboard a steamer that would carry him east, he thrilled to the journey, even as he worried about what awaited him on the other side. As he stared dreamily at the water bubbling up in the steamer’s wake, he fantasized about an accident—not a serious one, just bad enough to injure him a little bit and force him to return home. That didn’t happen, and eventually he relaxed and enjoyed the adventure. In Harrisburg he boarded a train—the first railroad he had ever seen. He called the train, which traveled at twelve to eighteen miles an hour, “the perfection of rapid transit.” Lingering for a few days in Philadelphia, where he saw every sight, and then in New York City, he finally arrived at West Point at the end of May.

As he approached the entrance to the grand academy, Ulysses felt some dread over the unknown challenges he would face, but little excitement. “A military life had no charms for me,” he wrote of his feelings at the time. His main goal was to get through the training without humiliating himself and his family. He had no romantic visions of standing in fields of battle. He understood nothing of the companionship of fellow soldiers who would be friends for life—much less that these companions would come from all parts of the growing nation. He couldn’t have realized that the discipline, once learned, would become his constant companion. Or that this was the first moment of the great adventure of his adult life.

When Ulysses showed up to register, he discovered that Congressman Hamer had submitted his name as Ulysses S. Grant, not Hiram Ulysses Grant, perhaps assuming in his rush that Grant’s middle name was his mother’s maiden name, Simpson. Grant protested and asked that the record be corrected. To his astonishment, he was told this was impossible. West Point could only admit the person by the name registered in his nomination. So he became Ulysses S. Grant from that point on. His classmates teasingly called him “Uncle Sam” and “Sam.”

The seventeen-year-old Grant was not built to impress at only five-foot-one and 117 pounds. In the coming years, he would gain seven inches, but he was never a towering figure physically. Yet he was determined to make a decent showing. West Point was unlike any place he had ever been, and he was especially taken by the breathtaking setting. In a letter to his cousin McKinstrey Griffith, Grant was poetic in his description of West Point, though his spelling (as always) was poor:


I have put asaid [sic] my Algebra and French and am going to tell you a long story about this prettiest of places West Point. So far as it regards natural attractions it is decidedly the most beautiful place that I have ever seen; here are hills and dales, rocks and river; all pleasant to look upon. From the window near I can see the Hudson; that far famed, that beautiful river with its bosom studded with hundreds of snow [struck: white] sails. Again if I look another way I can see Fort Putnam frowning far above: a stern monument of a sterner age, which seems placed there on purpose to tell us of the glorious deeds of our fathers. and to bid us remember their sufferings—to follow their examples.



Those “fathers” were the nation’s first army, the soldiers who fought in the Revolutionary War—men such as the fort’s namesake Rufus Putnam, who was instrumental in the settlement and development of Ohio after the war.

But if Ulysses found the setting heavenly, daily life at West Point was another matter. Far from his benevolent household, Grant now learned a harsher way—rigorous physical and mental work and hard punishment for “crimes” of misconduct.

As biographer Lloyd Lewis described it, “From five o’clock in the morning until ten o’clock at night the drums were rolling, drumming Ulysses awake, drumming him to bed, to roll call, to inspection, to drill, to meals, to class, to study and to the sunset parade. And the drums were hard for Ulysses’ feet to follow—his small feet—small like his hands.”

Despite an aptitude for math and his impressive horsemanship, he was not gifted in military skills or discipline and would graduate twenty-first in a class of thirty-nine. He was notorious for the frequency of his demerits—fifty-nine in his first year, sixty-seven in his second, and sixty-six in his third. Adding to this lackluster performance was his tone-deafness, which caused him to hate both church music and military bands.

Even so, he managed. On a visit home in his final year, his mother observed approvingly, “You’ve grown much straighter and taller.”

“Yes, mother,” he said, “they teach us to be erect at West Point.”

Grant was popular at West Point and had a solid reputation. But as Richardson pointed out, “neither classmates nor professors fancied that he was born great, or going to achieve greatness, or likely to have greatness thrust upon him.”

Once again, he was noticed for his horsemanship. His fellow cadet James Longstreet called him “the most daring horseman at the Academy.” He proved his skill with a particularly wild dark bay named York. Only Grant was capable of taming him, and he amazed his classmates with a graduation demonstration involving a record-setting bar jump. Sailing high in the air, with seeming ease and calm, his slender body pressed to York’s flanks, he wowed the graduation crowd, who turned to each other in awe, wondering who that young man was.

Among Grant’s fellow cadets was one named William Tecumseh Sherman. Neither boy could have guessed the significance of their later relationship. Nor could they have known that the scribes of history would retrieve the story of their unimpressive West Point careers—perhaps as a lesson to the young that redemption is never out of reach. In an article that appeared in the Army and Navy Journal at the end of the Civil War, the two West Point grads were savaged in a critique of their time at West Point, neither achieving the status of “good boys” of the institute. Sherman was ranked 124th in the order of good behavior and Grant 147th—“So near the bottom, that he must at times have had visions of falling out altogether.” Neither distinguished himself in scholarship either.

Sherman took the critique in stride, and he wasn’t above poking at Grant’s inadequacies, telling a reporter later in life, “A more unpromising boy never entered the Military Academy. Let this be a lesson to all of us. Looks are deceiving.”

And yet, some saw the promise in Grant’s unusual qualities. Brigadier General Rufus Ingalls, who was in Grant’s West Point class, noted, “Grant was such a quiet, unassuming fellow when a cadet that nobody would have picked him out as one who was destined to occupy a place in history; and yet he had certain qualities which attracted attention and commanded the respect of all those in the corps with him. He was always frank, generous and manly. . . . He had enough marked characteristics to prevent him from being considered commonplace, and everyone associated with him was sure to remember him and retain a high regard for him.”

Grant was the first to say he wasn’t cut out for the military. “I had not the faintest idea of staying in the army even if I should be graduated, which I did not expect.” But he was loyal and responsible, so by the time he graduated, he’d decided he owed Uncle Sam at least a short service. What began as a brief bow to obligation became the work of his life. He found he had a talent for it.




Chapter 2

Conflicted Warrior

It was lonely at the St. Louis Jefferson Barracks, where Grant was cooling his heels as a newly minted brevet second lieutenant to the Fourth US Infantry awaiting an assignment. (The designation brevet was meant as an honorary rank higher than the one actually held, given to those who had distinguished themselves in some special way. In Grant’s case, likely his graduation from West Point.) He was saved from going stir-crazy by his West Point roommate Frederick Dent, who was from the area. Although Dent was headed west, he thought his friend would be less lonely if he could occasionally visit his large family. One day they rode out into the country to the Dent estate.

The large farmhouse, named White Haven, was not exactly a plantation in the expansive sense of the term, but a working farm with about thirty slaves, overseen by Frederick and Ellen Wrenshall Dent, who had eight children. As his roommate predicted, Grant felt right at home there. Dent’s favorite sister, Julia, was away at boarding school, but his two younger sisters—Nellie, sixteen, and Emma, eight—took to Grant instantly. They thought he was very handsome and very kind, and soon Grant was visiting the family on a weekly basis.

He first set eyes on Julia Dent after he had already become a regular at family dinners. One day he showed up at the farm and immediately sensed a different vibration. Its cause was soon apparent. Julia had returned from school. Ulysses was momentarily speechless in the presence of this petite wonder. Julia was not classically beautiful, but striking, with rich dark hair; lively, curious eyes; and a pleasant disposition. Better still, she loved to ride, and they began to ride often together—he on his dark horse Fashion, and she on her Arabian chestnut Psyche.

Julia had been coddled as a girl—as she herself admitted in her memoir, “Coming as I did to the family after the fourth great boy, I was necessarily something of a pet.” She was especially catered to by the household slaves. While Grant’s family was staunchly antislavery, the Dents were of the mind that a benevolent form of slavery was possible. They believed that freedom was little more than a technicality for slaves like theirs because they were so kindly treated and personally valued. Julia called the family’s male slaves “uncle,” and she described playing with the young females. She and Nellie “always had a dusky train of from eight to ten little colored girls of all hues, and these little colored girls were allowed to accompany us if they were very neat.”

However, as much as Julia enjoyed her playmates, it was inescapable that stark differences existed. While she was sent to boarding schools and educated, her playmates were trained in service—as Julia put it, they “attained the dignity of white aprons,” as if dignity could be found in slavery if one were neatly dressed. It’s notable that in her memoir, which was written late in her life, after being at her husband’s side through the Civil War and during his presidency, Julia still held this romantic notion of her family slaves, especially her personal slaves, who she insisted were more like friends to her. The closest of these, also named Julia and called Jule, escaped when she had an opportunity during the Civil War. Julia did not begrudge Jule her freedom at that point, although she had never made a move to offer it.

Besotted, Grant was willing to let this detail go. After only two months in Julia’s company, as he was preparing to go home to Ohio on leave, Grant sat with her and shyly asked if she would wear his class ring—an overture he equated with engagement.

Julia deflected. “Oh, no, Mama would not approve of my accepting a gift from a gentleman,” she told her deflated suitor. Grant was disappointed, and he left for Ohio with a heavy heart. At that point Julia did not view him romantically. “I, child that I was, never for a moment thought of him as a lover,” she wrote of her feelings at the time.

But in the absence of Grant, Julia began to realize how much she missed him, and how lonely she suddenly felt. By the time he returned from leave, she was beginning to see him with new eyes, and Grant, perhaps sensing it, felt emboldened by the strength of his feelings.

Later








































































Also by Bret Baier

Special Heart

Three Days in January

Three Days in Moscow

Three Days at the Brink




Copyright

TO RESCUE THE REPUBLIC. Copyright © 2021 by Bret Baier. All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

FIRST EDITION

Cover design by Richard L. Aquan

Cover photographs from the National Portrait Gallery, Smithsonian Institution (Ulysses S. Grant); from the Library of Congress (eagle)

Title page art by Georgios Kollidas/AdobeStock

Digital Edition OCTOBER 2021 ISBN: 978-0-06-303955-1

Version 08092021

Print ISBN: 978-0-06-303954-4


OEBPS/images/title.jpg
L B
TO RESCUE
THE REPUBLIC

UTLYSSES S. GRANT,
THE FRAGILE UNION, AND THE CRISIS OF 1876

BRET BAIER

WITH CATHERINE WHITNEY

ch.

CUSTOM
HOUSE






OEBPS/images/9780063039551_Cover.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

BRET BAIER

WITH CATHERINE WHITNEY

) 28 NI
r\;lh_)\/

IREPT ELIO

—

ULYSSES S. GRANT,

THE FRAGILE UNION, aNnD THE CRISIS ofF I876






OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Introduction: Ulysses Grant in Living History



		Prologue: A Dark Night in Philadelphia



		Part One: Seasoned by Struggle



		Chapter 1: The Making of Grant



		Chapter 2: Conflicted Warrior



		Chapter 3: The Lost Years









		Part Two: The Making of a General



		Chapter 4: The Union Cause



		Chapter 5: Lincoln’s General



		Chapter 6: Surrender









		Part Three: The Political Journey



		Chapter 7: Chaos



		Chapter 8: The Outlier President



		Chapter 9: The Battleground of Reconstruction









		Part Four: A Grand Bargain



		Chapter 10: The Bitter Divide



		Chapter 11: An Election in Doubt



		Chapter 12: The Presidency Saved









		Part Five: The Final Battle



		Chapter 13: The Search for Purpose



		Chapter 14: Grant’s Own Story



		Chapter 15: The Meaning of Grant’s Life . . . Then and Now









		Acknowledgments



		Notes



		Index



		Photo Section



		About the Authors



		Also by Bret Baier



		Copyright



		About the Publisher













Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Introduction: Ulysses Grant in Living History


















		iv



		v



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		xviii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		a



		b



		i



		ii



		iii



		vi














