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In the spring of 1884 Ulysses S. Grant heeded the advice of Mark Twain and finally agreed to
write his memoirs. Little did Grant or Twain realize that this seemingly straightforward decision
would profoundly alter not only both their lives but the course of American literature. Over the
next fifteen months, as the two men became close friends and intimate collaborators, Grant
raced against the spread of cancer to compose a triumphant account of his life and times—while
Twain struggled to complete and publish his greatest novel, Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.In
this deeply moving and meticulously researched book, veteran writer Mark Perry reconstructs
the heady months when Grant and Twain inspired and cajoled each other to create two
quintessentially American masterpieces.In a bold and colorful narrative, Perry recounts the early
careers of these two giants, traces their quest for fame and elusive fortunes, and then follows the
series of events that brought them together as friends. The reason Grant let Twain talk him into
writing his memoirs was simple: He was bankrupt and needed the money. Twain promised Grant
princely returns in exchange for the right to edit and publish the book—and though the writer’s
own finances were tottering, he kept his word to the general and his family.Mortally ill and
battling debts, magazine editors, and a constant crush of reporters, Grant fought bravely to get
the story of his life and his Civil War victories down on paper. Twain, meanwhile, staked all his
hopes, both financial and literary, on the tale of a ragged boy and a runaway slave that he had
been unable to finish for decades. As Perry delves into the story of the men’s deepening
friendship and mutual influence, he arrives at the startling discovery of the true model for the
character of Huckleberry Finn.With a cast of fascinating characters, including General William T.
Sherman, William Dean Howells, William Henry Vanderbilt, and Abraham Lincoln, Perry’s
narrative takes in the whole sweep of a glittering, unscrupulous age. A story of friendship and
history, inspiration and desperation, genius and ruin, Grant and Twain captures a pivotal moment
in the lives of two towering Americans and the age they epitomized.

"An incredible story with powerful lessons for startups and CEOs on growth hacking, marketing,
and innovation from one of the smartest founders I know."-Andrew Weinreich, Inventor of Social
Networking Running a startup is filled with highs and lows. Most don't succeed - and those that
do encounter numerous potholes along the way. In 'Explosive Growth,' Cliff Lerner takes you
along on the journey of one of the biggest early success stories in the Facebook App
ecosystem.- Michael Lazerow, Founder of Buddy Media, Sold to Salesforce for $700m+. Over
$2 billion in exits."Explosive Growth is without question one of the most useful and entertaining
business books I have ever read. Cliff gives you a roadmap to massively grow your startup with
specific tactical lessons made memorable through engaging stories. This book is a must-read."-
David Perry, Sales & Business Development Expert at Google, Adobe, and Ebook Library"A



must read for founders and CEOs who want to achieve rapid growth while also building a great
product and company." - Payal Kadakia, Founder & Executive Chairman of ClassPassFrom the
AuthorForeward Excerpt: Explosive Growth isn't about an uninterrupted rise to success, and it
isn't a book that simply lists a bunch of growth strategies without context or practical application--
anyone can do that. The marketing strategies, PR hacks, and viral expertise that helped us
accumulate 100 million users are all in here. But what's perhaps more valuable are the lessons
learned from hard times and a real-time window into the decision making as things were
exploding.From the Inside FlapFrom The Foreward: Imagine waking up one morning to find your
previously unknown start-up all over the news. After years of hard work and unsuccessful
investor pitches, your valuation has increased tenfold overnight and investors are suddenly
acknowledging your success and banging down your door to throw money at you. Within a few
weeks, you've raised nearly $10 million on the basis of just a few phone calls, and every media
outlet in the world wants to talk to you.Sounds like something out of a dream or a movie, right?
Well, this crazy story is entirely true. As SNAP Interactive's cofounder and Cliff 's brother, I was
fortunate enough to be there for nearly all of it.Explosive Growth isn't about an uninterrupted rise
to success, and it isn't a book that simply lists a bunch of growth strategies without context or
practical application--anyone can do that. The marketing strategies, PR hacks, and viral growth
tactics that helped us accumulate 100 million users are all in here. But what's perhaps more
valuable are the lessons learned from hard times and a real-time window into the decision
making as things were exploding.Read more
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and soft-spoken. Girth did not come with fame: This tanner’s son from Georgetown, Ohio, by way
of Galena, Illinois, weighed all of 117 pounds when he entered West Point, in 1839; 140 pounds
when the Confederates fired on Fort Sumter, in 1861; and not much more when he accepted
Robert E. Lee’s surrender, in 1865. When his wife saw him at the end of the war, he was so
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epaulets.”Still, there was something about Grant that people noticed. The tanner’s son had a



hard-nosed quality that allowed him to get his way and a quiet ambition that, as his friend
William Tecumseh Sherman had once said, was like a little engine, churning ceaselessly. When
he left Galena, carrying a carpetbag in the wake of the resplendently blue-clad and recently
recruited boys of the Twenty-first Illinois Volunteers, the townsfolk tittered at his appearance:
There is Sam Grant, they said, going off to war. God help us. Four years later these same people
celebrated his return with a parade, speeches, and a new $16,000 home. In the intervening four
years he received the surrender of three rebel armies (including, of course, Robert E. Lee’s),
captured Vicksburg, Chattanooga, and Richmond, and reached the rank of lieutenant general
(once reserved only for Washington). Soon he would be rewarded for his triumph by a landslide
victory as the Republican Party’s candidate for president. The people of Galena said then what
historians have said about him ever since: His was a quintessentially American story, of a poor
pioneer boy who led the nation and mastered the world. But it was that other pioneer boy,
Abraham Lincoln, who described him best: “He fights.”There were other things. Back during the
Wilderness Campaign—the tangled slaughter that he had inaugurated exactly twenty years
before the day he alighted from his Wall Street carriage—a common soldier marching south in
the hushed Virginia moonlight noticed Grant riding nearby. “He looks as if he meant it,” the
private said. A more expansive declaration was offered by a man who attended a White House
reception in Grant’s honor, just after he was placed in command of the Union armies: “He
habitually wears an expression as if he had determined to drive his head through a brick wall,
and was about to do it.” James Longstreet would have agreed. The commander of the First
Corps of the rebel Army of Northern Virginia, Robert E. Lee’s vaunted “warhorse,” and Grant’s
best man at his wedding to Julia Dent was once asked what the rebels could expect from Grant.
Longstreet knew Grant well and hesitated for only a moment before answering: “We must make
up our minds to get into line of battle and stay there,” he said, “for that man will fight us every day
and every hour till the end of the war.”That was Grant: a fighter. As the blood of thousands was
spilled in the underbrush of the Wilderness and Robert E. Lee assailed both of his flanks with
headlong charges, he sat—with his staff standing uneasily nearby—on a tree stump, whittling
and whittling. When the battle lagged and Lee moved off, Grant, who should have known he was
beaten and should have retreated (as so many of his predecessors had done before), mounted
his horse and trotted off south—to fight again. His staff followed, wondering when he would
issue the orders for a retreat. “Ulysses don’t scare worth a damn,” one Union soldier commented.
Indeed, the man would not quit. Which is exactly the one quality that he needed now, on May 5,
1884, as he walked slowly into No. 2 Wall Street, the building housing the offices of the
investment firm that carried his family’s name. Now his personal appearance, his reputation, and
his past made not one whit of difference; Grant needed all the tenacity he could muster. For on
the previous morning, a bright New York Sunday, he had been visited at his home on 66th Street
by the head of the firm, Ferdinand Ward, and told that they (Grant, Ward, Grant’s son “Buck,” and
investor James Fish—the firm’s four partners) desperately needed $150,000 to keep their
business solvent. Grant was worried, but Ward’s feigned indifference reassured him. Grant



borrowed the money but soon found that Ward was lying. Grant & Ward did not need $150,000;
the firm needed more than that, much more than that. In fact, Grant learned, Grant & Ward was
bankrupt. He awakened the next morning determined to ask Ward what had happened. But
Ward was nowhere to be found.ULYSSES S. GRANT’S financial partner Ferdinand Ward was
one of Wall Street’s rising tycoons who epitomized the go-for-broke character of what was
already known as “the Gilded Age.” After arriving in New York City from the small upstate town of
Genesco in 1875, he met and married the daughter of the head of New York’s prestigious
Marine Bank. His new family introduced him to his father-in-law’s boss, the Marine Bank’s
president, James D. Fish, who was a highly respected New York financier. Ward cultivated Fish’s
friendship, and the two were soon inseparable. When Fish recommended that Ward buy a seat
on the lucrative produce exchange, Ward was only too happy to comply, and, as they said then,
“the young man made a great success.” Ward’s cut was impressive: easy-going, handsome,
personable, and now powerful (with his marriage to the vivacious Henriette Green and his
burgeoning friendship with Fish), Ward invested in transportation securities. He quickly made a
tidy sum for himself and his new wife. By 1881 he was known as “the Young Napoleon of
finance.”Ulysses S. Grant Jr.—Buck to family and friends—was quite different. While less
dashing than the evanescent Ward, Buck had brains. Rotund but tall, Buck was always smiling;
he had none of his father’s guile, but all his ambition. Of all Grant’s children, he was the best
educated. He attended Exeter, then Harvard, received his law degree from Columbia University,
and married Fannie Josephine Chaffee, the daughter of Jerome B. Chaffee of Colorado, an
imposing, gruff westerner inured to the rough-and-tumble of frontier politics. Chaffee made
millions from his investments in Colorado’s silver mines, which he then translated into a seat in
the U.S. Senate. Buck’s marriage to Fannie sealed the Grant family’s future: They could now take
their place in New York society as rich, powerful, and prestigious—something not necessarily
assured by the fact that Buck just happened to be the son of America’s greatest general.The
financial marriage between Buck Grant and Ferdinand Ward seemed just as auspicious. Buck
was entranced by Ward, as was the former president. For them, Ward symbolized America itself:
self-made, outgoing, confident, relentlessly expansive, and experienced in the ways of Wall
Street. Ward had an unerringly keen sense, Grant and Buck believed, of when to buy low and
sell high. “There’s millions in it,” the hero of Mark Twain’s The Gilded Age repeated in a phrase
that came to symbolize America’s fast-money mentality. It was a phrase Ward himself might have
repeated—and often. Everything he touched turned to gold. “Some men worship rank,” Twain
had once written, “some worship heroes, some worship power, some worship God, and over
these ideals they dispute and cannot unite—but they all worship money.”Ward worshiped money.
It was precisely with this in mind that Ward courted Buck Grant, finally proposing to him that
together they open a Wall Street investment house. Buck had the brains and the name, Ward
said, and Ward would invest his own hard-earned millions to make the firm successful. With his
experience and connections, Grant & Ward would be the most successful firm in American
financial history. Ward proposed that they add two additional partners: Buck’s father, Ulysses S.



Grant, and Ward’s longtime colleague James B. Fish, president of the Marine Bank. After several
days of discussions, Buck and his father agreed: They would be equal partners with Ward and
Fish, both of whom they trusted.Fish had underwritten part of Grant’s postpresidency world tour,
was a respected businessman, and could cover any shortfalls the firm might incur. Of course,
neither Buck nor his father thought this would ever be necessary, but just to be sure, Grant
invested $100,00 of his own money in the business, Buck borrowed $100,000 from his father-in-
law to ensure that he was Ward’s partner, and the aging Senator Chaffee, in a sign of confidence
in his son-in-law, invested a further $400,000. Together, with Ward and the Marine Bank, the
initial investments would more than capitalize any shortfalls in the highly unlikely event (Ward
said expansively) there were any. Ward was also betting that the Grant name would bring
business to the firm—and if investors did not realize that the “Grant” of Grant & Ward was
Ulysses S. Grant Jr. and not his father, it hardly mattered: The former general and president had
his own offices on the second floor and arrived at work promptly each day to lend his weight,
and handshake, to Ward’s numerous transactions. This is just what Grant, at the age of sixty-
two, had always wanted. Having been a captain of armies, he was now a captain of industry,
mimicking in his dress and demeanor the worldly mien of those he admired most. He was finally,
as William Henry Vanderbilt (that scion of Wall Street, that pillar of New York finance, that builder
of financial empires) described it, “one of us.”The arrangement worked well. Within three years,
Grant’s initial investments were worth $750,000 and he could indulge his tastes. They were
modest enough. Grant gave his wife, Julia, $1,000 a month (an enormous sum for the time) to
spend in any way she saw fit. He kept a lavish home on East 66th Street, bought boxes of
expensive cigars, and purchased and rode the best horses. If he had any questions on Grant &
Ward’s investments, or if ever a nervous investor approached him with worrying questions, Ward
was ever present, smiling and helpful, leading Grant and the customer through the maze of
investments he had made and which, he continually pledged, were making Grant rich. In truth,
Grant came to expect such results. Since his retirement from the presidency he had been
showered with gifts: the $16,000 home in Galena, a home given him by the people of
Philadelphia, a home on “Eye” Street in Washington, D.C., and, finally, the New York home—
given to him by an old friend, George Childs of Philadelphia, who raised a subscription ($1,000
from each of twenty millionaires) on his behalf. A portion of the mortgage was paid by the
subscription, but, as Grant decided, the remaining money would buy “premium” securities
offered by Grant & Ward.There was in all of this, however, a whiff of deceit, of easy money made
too easily. By the beginning of 1884, there were rumors on Wall Street that Ward was
mishandling his investors’ money and that Grant & Ward, far from being the meteoric success
that Ward claimed, was fast failing. The firm’s profits, Grant’s profits, were not worth the teetering
pile of gilded paper they were printed on. If Grant noticed the eyes that followed him on the
street, the titterings and whispers (not unlike those that had once followed him as he trailed the
Twenty-first Illinois Volunteers through the streets of Galena), he did not show it. Ward, he told
his friends and family, had a sure eye for investments, and the firm was sound—which is pretty



much what Ward had told him. In all, Ulysses S. Grant remained what he had always been:
modest, proud, and confident. All of that changed, however, on May 4, when Ward visited him at
his home on 66th Street.WARD ARRIVED AT THE Grant home at midmorning on May 4 and
stayed for just over one hour. His message was a strange combination of hope and dread: Grant
& Ward was solvent and healthy, he reassured Grant, but the Marine Bank was not. The city
chamberlain of New York, Ward explained, had made a sudden and unexpected withdrawal from
the bank. Since Grant & Ward’s cash reserves were held by the bank, the withdrawal imperiled
their investments. The bank needed an immediate cash infusion of $150,000—“and only for one
day”—to meet its debts. Could Grant help?The former president listened closely to Ward and
sensed the dread in his voice. The firm was in the midst of a crisis, his good name was in
question, and he needed to act. Immediately. That afternoon, Grant visited the home of an old
friend and political supporter, the president of the Pennsylvania Railroad—William Henry
Vanderbilt. The plain-speaking self-made financial titan shook his head knowingly; he had
warned Grant that Ward’s business practices were risky. But he was willing to help. “I care
nothing for the Marine Bank, General Grant,” he said. “To tell the truth I care very little about
Grant and Ward. But to accommodate you personally, I will draw the check for the amount you
ask. I consider it a personal loan to you and not to any other party.”The next morning Grant
delivered the check to Ward, and the crisis seemed to pass. But that afternoon, Ward told Buck
that the $150,000 secured from Vanderbilt was not nearly enough to ensure the firm’s survival.
Grant & Ward needed $600,000 to meet its creditors’ demands, he said. Buck, a good lawyer
and a dutiful and loving son, did not tell his father about this new crisis but instead visited the
redoubtable Jay Gould, New York’s leading financial tycoon and the nation’s most admired
business mind. Gould looked over a list of Grant & Ward’s holdings, then issued his judgment.
The securities were virtually worthless, he said. Knowing now that Grant & Ward was facing
bankruptcy, Buck visited the offices of his law partner Stanley D. Elkins, who also represented
his father-in-law, Senator Jerome Chaffee. Elkins, a lawyer with a rapier mind, acted swiftly. He
told Buck that they should pay a visit to Mr. Ward to hear his explanation of why the redoubtable
Jay Gould would think his securities worthless.That evening, Elkins and Buck Grant arrived,
uninvited, at the Ward home at 181 Pierrepont Street in Brooklyn. Henriette Ward answered the
door and told them that her husband was not at home and would not arrive for some time. “We’ll
wait,” Elkins said, and he and Buck deposited their hats and coats and were seated. Five hours
later, just after midnight, Ward appeared, suddenly, to confront his guests. He waved aside their
concerns: The firm was solvent, the crisis was temporary, the securities of the firm were not
worthless, he said. Elkins was not impressed. He said that while he appreciated Ward’s candor,
it would be helpful if he wrote a check to his client, Senator Jerome Chaffee, to cover the
$400,000 investment the senator had made. Ward was irritated but said that if this was
absolutely necessary, he would comply with the request. The check would be available in the
morning, he said. With that Buck and Elkins thanked Ward for his hospitality and left. Outside, in
the chill New York spring, Elkins turned to Buck. “The whole thing is suspicious,” he said. “Did



you observe Ward had his slippers on? He was in the house all the time and was afraid to come
down and see us.”The next morning Buck wrote a check in the firm’s name for $400,000 and
sent it to the Marine Bank. He intended to give the money to his father-in-law as reimbursement
for his investment in the firm. The bank refused to honor the check and, later that morning,
closed its doors. A bank official announced that the institution had suspended all payments. An
angry crowd gathered at the bank, demanding admittance. Trouble was averted, finally, with the
appearance of the police. One hour after this, the First National Bank followed the Marine Bank’s
lead and announced that it would not honor any checks drawn on Ferdinand Ward’s account.
Checks in the amount of $85,000, $80,000, and $25,000 were not honored. Furthermore, a bank
officer announced, Ferdinand Ward had a total of $1,000 in his account.Shortly before noon,
General Grant arrived at No. 2 Wall Street to begin his day. An angry crowd—depositors at the
Marine Bank—greeted him on the street, demanding their money. Grant surveyed the scene and
walked slowly into the firm’s offices. “The Marine Bank closed this morning,” his son told him.
“Ward has fled. We cannot find our securities.” Grant nodded, looked around for a moment, then
wordlessly made his way through the crowd to the elevator and ascended to his office. Later that
afternoon, he listened as Buck briefed him on Grant & Ward’s future. The firm’s securities were
worthless, Buck confirmed. The firm could not pay its debts and would have to close its doors.
They were broke. Visibly shaken, Grant turned to the firm’s bookkeeper. “Spencer, how is it that
man has deceived us in this manner?” he asked, but he did not wait for an answer. “I have made
it a rule of life to trust a man long after other people gave up on him. I don’t see how I can trust
any human being again.”ON THE SUNDAY MORNING that Ferdinand Ward was asking Ulysses
S. Grant to find $150,000 for Brooklyn’s Marine Bank, Samuel Clemens (“Sam” to his closest
friends, “Mark” to his admirers, and “Mark Twain” to his readers) was at home in Hartford,
Connecticut, planning yet another grand speaking tour—and cursing fellow author George
Washington Cable. Like Grant, Twain felt the irresistible pull of wealth and was forever
concocting schemes that would line his pockets. Just months before, he had urged Cable to join
him in a lecture tour that would publicize their books and add to their bank accounts. It was to be
a grand event, national in scope, that would be a celebration “of our great century.” Cable readily
agreed, in part because he was no longer welcome in the South (where his views on black
emancipation made him a pariah) and in part because, like Twain, he badly needed the
reinvigoration such a tour offered. So the two had planned and planned. But they never planned
on a Sunday. The Sabbath had a special meaning for the devout Cable, who would not go
anywhere on the day of rest, let alone plan a tour that bowed to mammon. Cable’s devotion more
than annoyed Twain. “He has taught me to abhor and detest the Sabbath-day,” he harrumphed to
coauthor William Dean Howells, “and hunt up new and troublesome ways to dishonor it.”Given to
exaggeration, Twain would later tire of Cable’s eccentricities, calling him “that louse” while
admitting privately to his wife, his “beloved Livy,” that Cable had taught him much over the years.
For while Twain struggled with the issue of race, Cable attacked it head-on, writing and speaking
about black equality before audiences that booed him regularly. It was for this reason alone that



Twain remained Cable’s friend and admirer. They had even seen Grant together, paying him a
visit on a cold winter’s day just months before Grant’s bankruptcy, to obtain his blessing for their
tour and to delicately suggest that perhaps he would add his endorsement to a special project
they had concocted “for the relief of the Ohio River overflow sufferers.” Cable was properly
impressed by Twain’s friendship with Grant (“whom Mark knows well,” Cable had portentously
written to his family), and he basked in the glow of Grant’s fame. As did Twain.Twain worshiped
Grant. In the words of biographer Justin Kaplan, he was “a Grant-intoxicated man.” While
seemingly so different in temperament and outlook, they had much in common. Like Grant,
Twain grew up on the frontier, the son of a successful father who expected much. Like Grant, he
had failed, at least in his early years, to live up to those expectations. What Clemens said of his
father might have been said by Grant of his. “My father and I,” Clemens wrote, “were always on
the most distant terms when I was a boy—a sort of armed neutrality, so to speak.” Not much was
expected of either Sam Clemens or Sam Grant. They were just boys with dreams. And if the
tittering crowd in Galena had prayed that Sam, the son of the town tanner, would not do anything
to embarrass them, so too the people of that other river town—Hannibal, Missouri—had hoped
that their Sam, the son of the town judge, would never embarrass them. Sam Clemens an
author? God help us.So Sam Clemens struck out on his own, as Sam Grant had, and struggled
to find his way. Though much younger, Clemens had yet to find his first great success when
Grant was already celebrating his. Grant and Clemens first shook hands at a Washington
reception in the winter of 1866, but they did not exchange a word. Both remembered the
handshake and commented on it during a second meeting, which took place at the White House
during the first term of Grant’s presidency. Twain, under the guidance of Nevada senator Bill
Stewart, greeted the president politely, and then they stood, awkwardly, searching for something
to talk about. “I shook hands and then there was a pause and silence,” Twain later recounted. “I
couldn’t think of anything to say. So I merely looked into the General’s grim, immovable
countenance a moment or two in silence and then I said: ‘Mr. President, I am embarrassed. Are
you?’ He smiled a smile which would have done no discredit to a cast-iron image and I got away
under the smoke of my volley.”Twain was then “very thoroughly notorious,” as he said, to the
point where, ten years after his first meetings with Grant in the White House, he was asked to
prepare a toast to honor Grant at the Palmer House in Chicago. As Grant sat, impassively,
listening to the round of testimonials, Twain vowed to break his iron demeanor. He accomplished
his mission by recalling a poignant moment in Grant’s infancy when “the future illustrious
commander-in-chief of the American armies” gave his entire attention “to trying to find some way
to get his big toe into his mouth.” The crowded room, pale with the clouds of cigar smoke and
raucous just a moment before, was stunned by this. All present knew that Grant was returning a
hero from a world tour that had been a kind of exile. After all, some of his political enemies
noted, Grant had spent as much time as president trying to pull his foot out of his mouth as he
had as a baby (as Twain would have it) trying to get it in. But Twain had taken Grant’s measure
and broke the embarrassed silence by finishing with a flourish: “And if the child is but the father



of the man there are mighty few who will doubt that he succeeded.”The joke has paled over the
years, but in 1879 it was the talk of Chicago and the nation. Twain was exuberant. “I fetched him
up,” he wrote to his wife, “I broke him up entirely. The audience saw that for once in his life he had
been knocked out of his iron serenity.” Unable to contain himself, Twain next scribbled off a note
to Howells, describing the speech, the crowd, and the banquet. “Grand times, my boy,” he wrote,
“grand times.” Twain’s triumph over Grant complete, the two worked diligently to cement their
friendship; they stayed in close touch after the Palmer House banquet, and when Grant moved
to New York, Twain came often to see him and they spent a number of afternoons talking about
the war, mutual friends, and Twain’s writing career. Twain brought his friends to see Grant, as
much to entertain Grant as to show off to them that he could call the former general a friend. Like
Cable, William Dean Howells (then the most powerful arbiter of American literature) was awed
by Grant when Twain introduced him at Grant’s New York home in October 1881. Howells
requested the meeting because he wanted Grant to help his father gain appointment as
American consul in Toronto. Grant said he would forward a recommendation to President
Chester A. Arthur.Howells was suitably grateful, but Grant was modest. He said that he was
more than happy to do what he could, and he started to talk about the war. It was his favorite
topic. He went on for many minutes, with Twain and Howells listening politely, and he might have
gone on for many more, but Twain had other ideas. During a pause in the conversation, he
turned the subject to writing. Intrigued by this, Grant suggested the three continue their
discussion over lunch, and he ushered them into a nearby family room to enjoy ample helpings
of bacon, baked beans, and coffee—battlefield food. Twain would later cite this conversation as
the first he had ever had with Grant about Grant’s own writing, about his need to set down on
paper the story of his life, his battles, and his presidency. Twain was blunt, argumentative. It was
time for Grant to write his memoirs, he said. Grant listened silently and politely, but he shook his
head.Grant “wouldn’t listen to the suggestion” and added that he had no confidence in his ability
to write. He was “sure that the book would have no sale,” and he would feel embarrassed to see
a book published under his name. Twain attempted to dampen these fears. “I argued that the
book would have an enormous sale,” he recounted, “and that out of my experience I could save
him from making unwise contracts with publishers, and would have the contract arranged in
such a way that they could not swindle him, but he said he had no necessity for any addition to
his income.” Grant would not be swayed. No, he said, he would not write his memoirs, and he
changed the subject.But that was in 1881, three years before Grant’s bankruptcy. We cannot
know for certain when the former general and president began to rethink his position on writing
his memoirs, but it would not be surprising if the thought first occurred to him on the morning of
May 5, 1884, when his son told him that they were bankrupt and that the man who had swindled
them was nowhere to be found. Deceived and downcast, Grant called his carriage and returned
home. There, on the front table, lay the daily newspapers. The New York Sun recounted the
firm’s collapse with a headline that slapped at its most public partner: IS GRANT GUILTY? The
New York Post was even more biting. “The conclusion is irresistible,” the paper editorialized, “that



a large number of persons were drawn into the maelstrom by a belief held out to them that
General Grant’s influence was used in some highly improper way to the detriment of the
government and the benefit of Grant and Ward.”This was not true, but the criticism hit hard. After
reading the papers, Grant vowed that he would repay every penny of the debt he owed and
pledged that before his death, he would find a way to provide for his wife and children. He
started by taking account of everything he owned: a farm in Missouri, his remaining homes in
Galena and Philadelphia, and two undeveloped parcels of land in Chicago. He needed
$150,000 to repay William Henry Vanderbilt, and all of the properties he owned would not come
near to doing that or begin to repay the debts owed by Grant & Ward. So Grant collected his
wartime mementos—his swords, campaign maps, cigar boxes, gold medals, honorary
commemorations, letters, notebooks, papers, uniforms, and boots—and put them all in a pile. It
was still not enough. So Grant and his wife, Julia, added to the pile: all of the cabinets, gold
coins, jade, porcelain vases, teakwood cabinets, jewelry, and mementos (including two elephant
tusks, gifts from the king of Siam) they had received during their world tour.All of this was piled
high in the front room at Grant’s 66th Street home and shipped off to Vanderbilt the next
morning. This embarrassment of riches (calculated at precisely $155,417.20—that is, $150,000
plus interest) greeted Vanderbilt when he returned from a trip to Europe. Horrified and annoyed,
Vanderbilt insisted that all of it be returned. Instead, Grant demanded that Vanderbilt lodge a
judgment against him for the amount of the loan. Vanderbilt grudgingly agreed, but more to
satisfy the former president’s honor than to honor the debt. The two appeared in court, and the
judgment was entered. Vanderbilt was more embarrassed than Grant: He would much rather
have forgiven the loan than have Grant repay it. Which is what he told Julia Grant in a letter
dated shortly thereafter. “Now that I am at liberty to treat these things as my own,” he said, “the
disposition of the whole matter in accord with my feelings is this: I present to you as your
separate estate the debt and judgment I hold against Grant; also the mortgages upon his real
estate and all the household furniture and ornaments coupled only with the condition that the
swords, commissions, medals, gifts from the United States, cities and foreign governments and
all articles of historical value and interest shall, at the General’s death, or if you desire it sooner,
be presented to the United States government at Washington where they will remain as
perpetual memorials of his fame and of the history of his times.” So it was done. Grant had at
least satisfied his friend and debtor William Henry Vanderbilt. All that was now left to do was to
retrieve his personal fortune.Vanderbilt’s generosity showed Grant that he had friends who
remembered his service, who celebrated his modest judgment, who valued his companionship.
But what was most stunning to Grant was not that a person like Vanderbilt would come to his aid
in time of need, but that people he had never met, from every part of the country, would interrupt
their lives to remember what he had done. In the midst of his financial crisis, Charles Wood, an
aging veteran who had fought with Grant in Virginia, sent him $1,000 from his home in
Lansingburgh, New York, “on account of my share for services ending April, 1865.” Grant was
overwhelmed and vowed that he would repay Wood. For now, the money was needed, and



desperately. An old friend closer to Grant, Mexican ambassador Mathias Romero, left $1,000 in
neatly stacked bills on the front bureau of Grant’s home on 66th Street. Romero knew that if he
presented the money to him in person, Grant would have rejected the generosity. Romero had
been overwhelmed, in 1866, when Grant befriended him. As a new ambassador in Washington,
Romero was regularly snubbed by other diplomats until Grant introduced him to Washington’s
social and diplomatic community. Grant took Romero’s money, but hesitantly. Other friends also
helped: Julia sold the two small homes they owned in Washington to a family friend, W. J.
McClean, who paid their full value—$3,000 each.Watching this from afar, from his ornate
steamboat-shaped home on Farmington Avenue in Hartford, Mark Twain was saddened by the
precipitous fall in his friend’s personal fortunes. It was not just the loss of money that obsessed
Grant. The president’s pride had suffered a grievous wound. That he could be shown to be so
gullible, so eager, to have so willingly pranced and prattled with the barons of Wall Street, to
have pretended to be one of them, and to have fulfilled his dream of being not simply a
successful soldier but now a man of means . . . to have accomplished this and then, at the
pinnacle, to see the eyes of those he admired averted when he appeared on the street—this,
more than any debt, was a wound that would not heal.Twain knew this about Grant, perhaps,
better than anyone. For while these two men were so different in appearance and so seemingly
different in interests, they had this in common: They both believed that when all the books were
written and the battles fought, it was the men of means—the financial barons of the Gilded Age
(those whom Twain lampooned but admired)—who mattered most. Both believed that in the
America of the 1880s it was money (and men of money) that ruled the world. Both Grant and
Twain had said this themselves. So it was that Twain, while saddened by Grant’s fall, began
plotting to reengage him in a discussion of how he might retrieve his fortune and pride. What
Twain had in mind was a return to the discussion that he and Howells had had with Grant back in
1881—“before Ward.” Grant would write his memoirs and retrieve his fortune; of that, Twain was
certain. The only question that remained was whether Twain would publish them or not.THIS IS
THE STORY of a friendship. Over a period of just fifteen months, from Grant’s bankruptcy in May
1884 until the former general and ex-president died in July 1885, Ulysses S. “Sam” Grant and
Mark Twain—Samuel Clemens—became the best of friends. Seemingly so different and yet with
so much in common, Grant and Twain would, in that short time, transform the world of American
writing. For as Grant was struggling to write the story of his life, he was helped in his final battle
by a man who had just completed the story of his. Within that single fifteen-month period—
perhaps the most creative in American literary history—Grant would not only write his Personal
Memoirs, Twain would reach the peak of his career with the publication of Adventures of
Huckleberry Finn. Those two books, perhaps the finest work of American nonfiction ever written
and the greatest of all American novels, defined their legacy. In the end, the struggle of both men
—Grant’s struggle to retrieve his fortune and Twain’s to make his—was not about wars or books
or even money. Over a period of fifteen months, Grant and Twain wrote the story of their country
and ours.GRANT AND TWAIN: A CHRONOLOGY1822: Hirum Ulysses Grant is born on April



22, in Point Pleasant, Ohio.1835: Samuel Clemens is born on November 30 in Florida,
Missouri.1839: Grant is appointed to West Point as Ulysses Simpson Grant.1839: The Clemens
family moves to Hannibal, Missouri.1843: Grant graduates from West Point—twenty-first in a
class of thirty-nine.1847: Grant is recognized for bravery during the Mexican War and promoted
to captain.Clemens leaves home and begins a career as a printer.1848: Grant marries Julia Dent
on August 22.1852: Grant’s unit is transferred to the West, and Grant and Julia are
separated.1854: Grant resigns from the army on April 11 and begins life as a farmer in
Missouri.1859: Clemens receives his license as a pilot of steamboats on the Mississippi.1860:
Near bankruptcy, Grant moves to Galena, Illinois, where he works in his father’s store.1861:
Grant organizes Illinois volunteer units to fight for the Union.1862: On February 7, Grant
captures Fort Henry; on February 16 he captures Fort Donelson.Grant fights and wins the Battle
of Shiloh, April 6 and 7.Samuel Clemens works as a miner and reporter in Nevada, and adopts
the name Mark Twain.1863: Grant accepts the surrender of Vicksburg on July 4. Grant lifts
the siege of Chattanooga in late November. He is promoted to lieutenant general and given
command of all the Union armies.1864: Grant commences the Battle of the Wilderness, May 5
to 7, 1864.1865: Grant accepts Lee’s surrender of the Army of Northern Virginia on April 9.1866:
Twain meets Grant, for the first time, at the White House.1867: Twain publishes The Celebrated
Jumping Frog of Calaveras County.1868: Grant is elected president of the United States in a
landslide victory.1869: Twain publishes The Innocents Abroad.1870: Twain marries Olivia
Langdon on February 2.1871: Twain moves, with Livy, to Hartford and lives next door to Harriet
Beecher Stowe.1872: Twain publishes Roughing It.Grant is elected to a second term as
president of the United States.1873: Twain publishes The Gilded Age.1876: Twain publishes The
Adventures of Tom Sawyer.Twain begins Adventures of Huckleberry Finn but, after chapter
sixteen, lays the manuscript aside.1877: Grant and his family begin his two-year world tour.1879:
Twain toasts Grant in his “to the babies” speech in Chicago on November 13.1882: Twain revisits
the Mississippi, his tour beginning on April 17. He visits Vicksburg and completes “Old Times on
the Mississippi” upon his return.1883: In midsummer, Mark Twain once again begins work on
Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.1884: The firm of Grant & Ward collapses and Grant is
bankrupted on May 4.In June, Grant notices a sharp pain in his throat.Twain completes writing
Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.In July and August, Grant discusses publishing his memoirs
with the Century Company.In October, Grant is diagnosed with cancer.On November 5, Twain
begins his “Twins of Genius” tour, with George Washington Cable.On November 19, Twain offers
to publish Grant’s memoirs.Adventures of Huckleberry Finn is published in December, but the
first copies are not circulated until February of 1885.In December, William T. Sherman visits
Grant and attempts to raise a subscription for his financial relief.1885: In January, reports
circulate on Grant’s poor health and reporters mount a death watch outside of his New York
home.On February 21, Grant signs a publishing contract with Twain for Charles L. Webster and
Company to publish his memoirs. On that same day, New York newspapers report, incorrectly,
that Grant does not have cancer.Grant’s health deteriorates and, on April 1, he is close to death,



but recovers and continues to write his memoirs.On April 29, the New York World reports that
Grant is not the author of his memoirs. In the days that follow Grant repudiates the report.On
June 8, Grant tells Twain that he has completed volume two of his memoirsIn mid-June, Grant’s
health deteriorates and, on June 16, Grant and his family travel to Mt. McGregor, in northern
New York, to spend the summer.Ulysses S. Grant dies at 8:08 on the morning of July 23.Ulysses
S. Grant is buried, in Riverside Park in New York City, on August 8.Personal Memoirs of U. S.
Grant is published on December 10. It sells 312,000 copies over the next three years and saves
the Grant family from penury.1889: Mark Twain publishes A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s
Court.1894: Mark Twain publishes Pudd’nhead Wilson.1896: In August, Susy Clemens dies
while Twain is returning from a European tour.1897: Mark Twain publishes Following the
Equator.1904: Olivia “Livy” Langdon Clemens dies on June 5.1910: Mark Twain dies on April 21
and is buried in Elmira, New York.ONE“A MAN WITH FIRE”Ulysses S. Grant never understood
how to handle money. That was not true of his father, Jesse, who understood it so well that he
became a successful and affluent businessman. A tanner by trade, Jesse Grant came to the
Ohio country and opened a business in Point Pleasant, a small trading town on the Ohio River.
Tanning is a dirty and bloody business, but it’s honorable and ancient: The apostle Paul was a
tanner, a fact undoubtedly pointed out repeatedly by Jesse’s devout and dour Methodist wife,
Hannah. Hannah Simpson was a strong-willed Pennsylvania woman who believed that work
could save souls and who told people (apparently with some repetition) that she wanted to live
“unspotted from the world.” People noted that she meant what she said. Hannah worked from
sunrise to sunset, like her husband, Jesse, whose face was pockmarked by tannic acid but
whose biceps were as hard as iron cannon—the result of throwing ungainly pickled hides out to
dry.Ulysses was Jesse and Hannah’s first child, born with the name Hiram Ulysses Grant in a
single-room clapboard shack at Point Pleasant on April 27, 1822. Jesse worked hard for his new
family, and eight months later the shack was replaced by a two-room house at Georgetown,
twenty-five miles to the east. The move reflected Jesse Grant’s rising status and unerring
business sense. Georgetown was not only on a major highway leading from Pittsburgh west into
the rich farmlands of Illinois and Wisconsin, it was also in the middle of one of Ohio’s most
expansive oak forests; oak bark, when mixed with water, makes tannic acid, the potion that
produces tanned hides. Within five years, Jesse Grant had transformed his business from a
small one-man operation into a burgeoning enterprise employing five workers and dozens of
returning satisfied customers. With his profits Jesse acquired fifty acres of prime forest land, two
small farms, and a two-story brick house. The house was sparsely furnished, as Hannah
insisted, and over the next years she gave birth to five more children, two boys and three girls:
Simpson, Clara, Virginia, Orvil, and Mary.Just five years after coming to Ohio, Jesse Grant was a
success. He not only owned a profitable tanning business, he was one of Georgetown’s most
important citizens. He ran for office (as an abolitionist), participated in town meetings, and was a
regular and outspoken contributor to the town newspaper, the Castigator. He designed and built
the town jail and even started another business, opening a carriage service to western Ohio and



points south. But Jesse was not well liked: He argued heatedly with Georgetown’s pro-southern
elite (who were enriched by the region’s slave-dependent tobacco-trading industry), became a
“Clay man” (and voted repeatedly for Henry Clay, that most eloquent of voices for the Union),
shouted down his opponents at town meetings, and regularly and vocally proselytized for the
Whig Party. As his employees were busy slinging hides, Jesse Grant stood in front of his store
and argued about slavery. Jesse hated slavery: Before he came to Ohio, he was an apprentice
tanner in Kentucky but left the state because, as he said proudly, it was poisoned by “the
slavocracy.” It was his obsession with slavery and his sour personality that made Jesse disliked:
His first son once commented that in that part of Ohio, antiabolitionist sentiment was so strong
that Jefferson Davis might have been elected president.That Jesse Grant could see the coming
conflict was certain. He was ahead of his time. Though the nation was not yet divided by the
slave question, the first cracks in the foundation of the Union were beginning to show. In the year
that Ulysses S. Grant was born, Denmark Vesey was put on trial and executed in Charleston for
plotting a slave uprising. Two years before, Henry Clay—then a rising young politician from the
same Kentucky that Jesse abhorred—authored the Missouri Compromise, which saved the
Union. The debate over slavery deepened in 1828, when Ulysses was just six, when John
Quincy Adams signed the “Tariff of Abominations,” which favored the business interests of the
North and the West over those of the South. South Carolina threatened secession. Two years
later, Daniel Webster of Massachusetts and Robert Y. Hayne of South Carolina debated the
question of slavery on the Senate floor. The compromises and debates of the 1820s carried over
into the next decade. In 1831, Nat Turner launched a bloody and unsuccessful slave rebellion in
Virginia. In the years that followed, new “slave laws” were enacted throughout the South, and the
trickle of African Americans that traversed the underground railroad, many of them through Ohio,
became a torrent.Jesse Grant was proud of his son Ulysses and showed him off to anyone who
came into his store. The boy was strong and smart and understood more about horses than
anyone Jesse knew. Horses came to Ulysses like money to Jesse. Throughout his life, Grant had
an affinity for horses and could gentle the wildest in any herd. His gift with horses was obvious
from an early age. When his mother was warned that her three-year-old son was crawling in the
yard beneath horses’ hooves, she dismissed the danger. He will take care of himself, she said,
and went back to her washing. Ulysses Grant found in horses a silent trust and compassion that
was nonexistent at home. His mother never kissed or hugged him (“Well, Ulysses, you’ve
become quite a great man, haven’t you,” she said coldly after his return from the war—and then
went back to her work), and his father, while bragging about his son’s strength and spirit, rarely
showed any affection. Jesse was self-made, pugnacious, outspoken, and hardworking, and he
expected his son to be the same, so he demanded that Ulysses help in the shop at a very early
age. Ulysses abhorred the backbreaking work and the animal blood, but he did it. At the age of
fifteen, after his father suggested that he might follow him in the business, Ulysses told him he
never would. “I’ll work at it though, if you wish me to, until I am twenty-one. But you may depend
on it, I’ll never work a day longer at it after that,” he said.Grant’s personality was formed in



opposition to his father. Where Jesse was outgoing and outspoken, Ulysses was shy and
contained. He grew up to be a man of few words, though those few, when spoken, were well
chosen. His beliefs were held deeply, like his father’s, but his aversion to argument was
developed at a very young age. While he served two terms as president, he was arguably the
least political of any of our presidents, and while he enjoyed those most common of pleasures,
smoking cigars and reading, he was nearly an ascetic. He bore the casual hooting and
indiscreet bullyings of childhood, most of them the result of his father’s outspoken (and often
obnoxious) personality, without complaint, as he would later bear the privations of soldiering. He
was as fearless in battle as he was beneath the hooves of those horses in his mother’s yard, and
several times during the Civil War he would look up, surprised, to see his staff scattering before
the onslaught of an artillery barrage.All of this might have come from his mother, Hannah
Simpson, except that unlike her, he was never devout and viewed religion as he might have
looked at cannonballs—a curious nuisance that caused more fear than harm and simply had to
be tolerated. That he was intelligent was never in doubt, but he lacked scholarly brilliance. He
mastered mathematics, as a child, simply by working at it. He worked diligently, but without
remarkable insight. That perhaps was Grant’s most sterling quality. While not the tallest, or
strongest, or brightest, or even the most insightful of men or generals, Grant brought a singular
concentration to everything he did. When he failed, he would pick himself up and start again. As
a child and later as a soldier, he was undeterred, unfazed, and unafraid. This might well have
come from working in his father’s business, with older and stronger men, or perhaps from those
he met on the road—as he drove his father’s hides to Cincinnati or farther south or west. His only
truly unique and eccentric quality was his inability to turn back, to literally retrace his steps. If
lost, he plunged on rather than retrace where he had been, and he sometimes went miles out of
his way rather than return along a well-worn road. He commented on this himself, often, and
admitted that it was an obsessive quirk that he simply could not correct. That oddity defined his
life: He would set out to do something and would not stop until he got it done—and he would go
someplace and get there.If Jesse and Hannah were unaffectionate, they still placed great hope
in their oldest son. His mother insisted that he receive a better education than his playmates,
and while Ulysses was in his teens, Jesse told him that he would be expected to go to college, a
privilege reserved for only the most well-educated, and affluent, children. Jesse made enough
money to enroll his son in a number of private schools, including a “village school” run by
Thomas White, a strict disciplinarian who gave his students a book, a desk, and little else. White
expected his pupils to teach themselves, emphasizing the point by keeping at hand a switch
made of hard cane bundled together. At the insistence of his parents, Grant next attended a
private school in Maysville, Kentucky. He left home for Maysville at the age of thirteen and lived
there with an aunt. He attended school during the day and studied at night. One year later, he
was enrolled by his father at a private academy in Ripley, on the Ohio River, where the academic
work was more difficult than any he had ever had. “They taught me that a noun was the name of
a person, place or thing so often that I came to believe it,” he later said.Jesse Grant’s son had



big ideas. From the moment he began to lead his father’s buckboards out of Georgetown, Grant
dreamed of becoming a river trader. He admired the well-dressed men striding onto the
steamboats of Cincinnati, bound for those exotic river towns of St. Louis, Natchez, and New
Orleans. He also thought of becoming a farmer, though this was far less romantic. But farming
was a thing he could do, and it didn’t involve dipping his hands in animal blood. And that was
good enough for him. It was not good enough for Jesse, however, or for Hannah, who had
definite opinions about what their son could become. Downriver traders, Jesse thought, were
thoroughly disreputable. Being one would not likely bring honor to the Grant family, and as for
being a farmer, well, anyone could be a farmer—and most people were. The Grants, as Jesse
would say, were not most people. In 1838, Jesse wrote to Ohio senator Thomas Morris about
Ulysses, asking that Morris appoint his son to the U.S. Military Academy at West Point. Morris
replied that he did not then have an appointment to give, but that Congressman Thomas Hamer
did, if Jesse was willing to write to him.It was an audacious request. Jesse had not thought of
sending his son to West Point until his wife had suggested it, and she did so only after hearing
that a neighbor’s son had failed the entrance examination. More important, Hamer and Jesse
Grant were political enemies. While Jesse had campaigned for Hamer when Hamer ran for a
seat in Ohio’s legislature, the two had had a bitter argument over President Andrew Jackson’s
fiscal policies and had not spoken since. But Jesse swallowed his pride and wrote to Hamer,
hoping that his former friend would remember how close they had once been. Hamer received
Jesse’s letter on the last day of his term and immediately filled out the application for Grant’s
admission. The application was to have lifelong ramifications for Grant: Struggling to remember
the boy’s full name, Hamer appointed him to West Point as Ulysses S. Grant, using his mother’s
maiden name as his middle initial. He then wrote to Jesse, burying the bitter feud: “I received
your letter and have asked for the appointment of your son which will doubtless be made. Why
didn’t you apply to me sooner?”But being appointed to West Point was one thing, passing the
entrance examination was another. The people of Georgetown, many of them offended by Jesse
Grant’s presumption, believed that his son would never attend. “I’m astonished Hamer did not
appoint someone with intellect enough to do credit to our district,” one of the townsmen told
Jesse. Ulysses knew none of this and protested the appointment when he heard of it. He told his
father that he thought he would not go. But, as he later recounted, “My father said he thought I
would, and I thought so too, if he did.” Grant passed the entrance exam and, vowing secretly that
he would never like West Point and that he would never be a soldier (no matter what his father
thought), left for New York on May 15, 1839. He arrived, a little more than one week later, on the
bluffs above the Hudson, to see his name posted with those of the others of the class of 1843.IT
WAS THEN, and still is, a tradition at West Point that entering plebes receive a nickname. The
West Point of Grant’s era is famous for such names. William Tecumseh Sherman (one class
ahead of Grant) became “Cump,” while William Rosecrans (a devoted Catholic, gifted
mathematician, and average general) became “Rosie.” Winfield Scott Hancock (who was named
for the old general, and who repelled Pickett’s charge at Gettysburg) became “Win.” All of that is



predictable, but how do you explain James Longstreet, who was known ever after as “Pete,” or
George Pickett (a Virginian appointed by a then little-known congressman from Illinois named
Abraham Lincoln), who was so dandified that he had no nickname at all (and who graduated
dead last in his class), or Lewis Armistead, who became “Lo”—for “Lothario”—and who died in
the charge that Pickett commanded? As Hiram Ulysses Grant became Ulysses Simpson Grant,
so Ulysses Simpson Grant now became U. S. Grant or, more simply, “Sam.” No protests that he
(Hiram, or Ulysses, or even U. S. Grant) would ever issue would change that name. Among his
closest friends, from his plebe year forward, Ulysses S. Grant was “Sam” Grant, and so he would
forever remain.Grant entered West Point as the smallest cadet in his class. He stood barely five
feet one, and he weighed just 117 pounds. He was issued a uniform that, in using language his
father would understand, he described as being “as tight to my skin as bark to a tree.” It would
have been easy to underestimate Grant. He struggled with his studies, but he rarely broke the
academy rules, and he seemed to get along well with the upperclass officers. His class of
seventy-seven comprised mostly boys from the South and the Northeast, with only a scattering
of midwesterners. Grant endured his plebe year and stood aside when others protested, or
openly rebelled, or were expelled for fighting or complaining. In that first year he never once
received a demerit for disobedience or disrespect, a rarity among cadets in any age. He was
well liked, but years later (when it would have been in people’s interest to regale listeners with
stories of the famous cadet Ulysses S. “Sam” Grant), he was not well remembered. Pickett,
Rosecrans, Longstreet, Sherman, and even future Confederate general Jubal Early (called “my
bad old man” during the war by Robert E. Lee were legends at West Point. Grant was a plodding
enigma.Grant finished his first year near the bottom of his class, but he had come further than
anyone dared imagine. While the people of Georgetown, Kentucky, might well have protested
Grant’s appointment, no one could argue with his ability to concentrate, to apply himself single-
mindedly to his weaknesses and master them. All the while, amid the sometimes vicious
physical hazing and challenges of West Point mathematics, Grant read the newspapers,
carefully following the congressional bill aimed at closing the academy. The legislation was
authored by those who thought the military academy an institution for the education of the effete
and unmanly, a “breeding ground for snobbery and a waste of money.” This would have shocked
those who saw Grant, a slightly bow-legged rustic from the backcountry of Ohio with a shy
streak. Grant hoped the bill would pass and that West Point would be closed. All he wanted to do
his first year, as he later remembered, was go back to Ohio to become a farmer or, better yet,
one of those worldly traders on a Mississippi steamboat.This fantasy aside, by the end of his first
year as a cadet, Grant was beginning to like West Point. When General Winfield Scott came to
visit, Grant was impressed, writing effusively about the medal-bedecked American hero, and
imagined himself in his place, reviewing the Corps of Cadets. While he found the constant drill
and discipline “very wearisome and uninteresting,” he discovered that he had a facility for
mathematics, which was often the one course most likely to lead cadets to failure. Longstreet
struggled with the academy’s mathematics course (the primary reason he graduated so low in



his class) and swallowed his considerable pride long enough to agree to after-hours tutoring
from William Rosecrans. Grant did not need help (it is unlikely he would have asked for it if he
had), and by the end of his first year he was mastering the course and rising through the class
ranks. “The subject was so easy to me as to come almost by intuition,” he later remembered. As
a result of his strong academic standing, Grant could now and then take some time to reflect on
his surroundings and the history that filled the Hudson Valley, whose river shone from his room.
“I do love the place,” he wrote in one letter home. “It seems as though I could live here forever if
my friends would only come too.” Ulysses S. Grant was not his father; he was lonely, but he
wasn’t shunned. Rather, his natural shyness meant that he had trouble making close friends, so
he spent much of his free time reading novels from the academy library—an eclectic mix of
James Fenimore Cooper, Washington Irving, and Walter Scott.Grant survived his first year and
entered his second year at the midpoint of his class. He excelled at mathematics and he
discovered art. His talent in this came as the result of his instruction in technical drafting, a
requirement in the engineering-focused academy where cadets were expected to know the
minute details of constructing and maintaining battlements. Grant loved drafting and converted
that love into drawings and watercolors. He was an adept artist with a keen eye. He struggled in
French, but he made it through the course as best he could, knowing that his scores in math
would keep him near the middle of his class. By the end of his second year, it was apparent to
everyone at West Point that while Grant did not stand out in any single subject, he was a solid
cadet with an adept mind. He was also an exceptional horseman; he may well have been the
best horseman to have ever graduated from West Point. His talent with horses became apparent
his sophomore year, and his reputation grew, so that by the time he was an upperclassman, he
would be called on repeatedly to show his skills. He held the West Point high-jumping record for
twenty-five years. His classmates would later recall how Grant so mastered horses that it
seemed as if “man and beast had been welded together.”Grant rose in his class during his third
year, and he finally made some close friends, including future Civil War generals Samuel French
(a Mississippian who fought at the Battle of Atlanta), William B. Franklin (who graduated first in
Grant’s class and commanded a part of the disastrously bloody federal attack on rebel lines at
the Battle of Fredericksburg), Frank Gardner (a New Yorker who married into a Louisiana family;
he later commanded the attack on Grant’s lines at the Battle of Shiloh), and Frederick Dent, a
Missourian and Grant’s roommate. Grant and Dent became good friends, in spite of their often
bitter arguments about slavery, and Dent invited Grant to visit him and his family after they
graduated. Grant’s academic standing continued to improve during his junior and senior years,
but, surprisingly, his military standing deteriorated. The once shy boy from Ohio began to rebel
and at one point was confined to his quarters for two weeks for disrespect. This only deepened
his doubts about leading a military life, and he pledged that while he would fulfill his
commitment, he would not stay in the military. Now, he said, he would quit the army and return to
West Point as a professor of mathematics.Grant welcomed the end of his time at the academy,
and while his class is forever remembered for graduating the greatest leader of the Civil War



(and two-time president), Grant himself later commented on the remarkable plebes who came to
the academy when he was a senior. The class of 1846, which graduated four years after Grant,
included among their number some of the most storied of Union commanders: General George
McClellan (who fought the Battle of Antietam), Jesse Reno (who died leading his men at the
Battle of South Mountain), Darius Couch (a corps commander in the Union Army), Truman
Seymour (taken prisoner by the Confederates during the Battle of the Wilderness), and cavalry
commander George Stoneman (who laid waste to large swathes of Alabama and Georgia). The
southern contingent was nearly as legendary: George Pickett, John Adams (a brigadier general
at the Battle of Franklin, where he died), Dabney Maury (who was dismissed from the army in
1861 for having Confederate sympathies and went on to become the Confederacy’s greatest
diplomat), Cadmus Wilcox (a division commander in Lee’s army during the Wilderness
Campaign), William Gardner (a Confederate commander at Bull Run, where his leg was
shattered), and a lanky Virginian by the name of Thomas Jonathan Jackson, who became
“Stonewall” Jackson and nearly destroyed the Union Army at Chancellorsville—where he was
fatally wounded.But all of this was in the future. For now, Grant had to be satisfied with a simple
commission in the infantry. While he graduated twenty-first in his class, an extraordinary
accomplishment for an undersized and indifferently educated boy from Ohio, Grant did not stand
high enough in the class ranks to be able to choose his branch of service. He would have
preferred the cavalry and requested that he be assigned as an officer in the dragoons but, in
1843, was ordered to serve as a brevet second lieutenant in the Fourth Infantry, which was
commanded by Richard S. Ewell, a future corps commander in Robert E. Lee’s Army of Northern
Virginia. After a short time at home (Jesse had since moved his family from Georgetown to
Bethel, a short distance away), he reported for duty at Jefferson Barracks, a sprawling and dusty
military reservation just outside St. Louis. He had his sights set on the future, but it was not the
future that the army intended: All through these first years in uniform, he pined for a simpler life—
as a professor, or farmer, or river trader.
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Glynn Young, “The story a significant publishing collcboration. Author Mark Perry tells the story
of the publishing collaboration between Ulysses S. Grant and Mark Twain in “Grant and Twain:
The Story of a Friendship That Changed America” (2004). The subtitle may sound a bit
overstated, but it’s not; as large as each of them loom in American military and literary history
respectively, their friendship resulted in something of almost mythic proportions.Grant’s work
would come to be seen as the best military memoir since Caesar’s “Gallic Wars;” its
straightforward, concise style would set the example for every military memoir that came after.
And it was the Grant-Twain friendship that helped Twain to finally break the writer’s block on a
story he had started and then set aside a decade earlier, one called “The Adventures of
Huckleberry Finn.” The story of Grant and Twain’s friendship and collaboration is a significant
and remarkable chapter of American literary history. And Perry tells it a lively, highly readable,
and intriguing fashion.“Grant and Twain” provides the basic story of the lives of both men. Grant,
several years older, was born and raised in Ohio, attended West Point, and served in the U.S.
Army during the Mexican-American War. He left military service and lived in St. Louis, where his
in-laws resided (right next to the suburban St. Louis biking trail I’ve traveled hundreds of times).
He wasn’t much of a success at farming, and he re-enlists when the Civil War began. He was in
command at some of the bloodiest engagements in the western theater of war – Shiloh and
Vicksburg. President Lincoln appointed him commander of the Northern armies and he began to
doggedly tear away at Robert E. Lee’s position in Virginia.After the Confederate defeat, Grant
was elected President twice. His administrations were marked by horrible scandals and
corruption, but none ever touched Grant himself. He moved to New York City and became a
partner in an investment house partially owned by his son.Twain was born and raised in
northeastern Missouri, with a biography inevitably tied to the Mississippi River. At the outbreak of
the Civil War, he joined a rather irregular Confederate unit, but he soon realized he wanted no
part of military life. His brother was appointed to a federal post in Nevada, and Twain
accompanied him, trying prospecting and other activities before settling in on one in which he
excelled – newspaper reporting. He returned east after the end of the war, continued writing,
married, and settled in Hartford, Connecticut. Twain was always on the lookout for money-
making ventures, virtually all of which lost money, and often major amounts of money. And so, he
would take to the lecture circuit, becoming one of the best-known public speakers in
America.Grant’s investment house collapsed in 1883, and the former general and American
hero faced bankruptcy. Worse still, he was diagnosed with tongue and throat cancer, and he
faced the prospect of death and having nothing to provide his wife Julia and family with. He
reluctantly accepted what had been urged upon him for years – to write his memoirs. He found a
publisher and began the work.Twain knew something about publishing in the Gilded Age, and he
realized that Grant’s publisher knew nothing about the important role serialization could play,
both to provide income and to set the stage for the entire edition of the memoirs. He convinced



Grant, shortly before he was to sign his publishing contract, to switch to the publishing firm
operated by Twain’s nephew. It was a wise move. Grant’s first publisher thought the memoirs
could bring Grant as much as #25,000 or even $30,000. Twain saw that as a ridiculously low
number, and he was right; Grant’s family would realize more than $300,000 from the serialization
and publication.And thus began a race against time – for Grant to finish his manuscript before
his medical condition incapacitated him. Twain served as one of the editors, but he made
virtually no changes; Grant had a natural writing style that almost seemed to edit itself. And in
the process, Twain was inspired to resurrect that story he had put away years before, because
he couldn’t figure out how to get Jim the runaway slave and Huck Finn to go south to find
freedom for Jim.It's a stirring story. Everyone involved became convinced that the only thing that
kept Grant alive as long as he did was the intense focus on the writing.Perry received degrees
from the Northwestern Military and Naval Academy and Boston University. He has written
extensively on military history, foreign affairs, and intelligence and security.“Grant and Twain”
tells the story of how two men became friends, fellow writers, and business partners to the
benefit of both – but especially to the benefit of posterity.”

Susan E. Schaffner, “Historic Friendship. After reading numerous biographies on Grant I was
intrigued to know more about the writing of his memoirs. This book covers the convergence of
two great writers of the nineteenth century, one writing a military masterpiece, the other perhaps
the best fiction for all time.Twain, fascinated with Grant, manipulates a deal to publish his
memoir. As the urgency of the project proceeds due to Grant's illness the men become closer
friends. We will not know their intimate conversations, but as Twain spent time with the general
he became intoxicated Grant's distinctive personality. Fighting through the grim reality of a
terminal disease, Grant wrote for hours, while Twain had his own challenge with Huckleberry
Finn.This book relates the story of a brief but remarkable friendship between two men who
struggled to write the works which in the end defined their lives.Well done, and for admirers of
both Ulysses S. Grant and Mark Twain a poignant read.”

Lane, “An Extraordinary Insight Into Two American Heroes. I gave my thoughts on this in my
review of Grant's two volume Memoirs, so the brevity of this review is not a reflection on my
admiration. This is an insight into Grant, especially his last agonizing days of writing his
memoirs while dying of an extremely painful cancer; of the personality of Grant reflected in his
response to being swindled of his entire fortune by a swindler; of the side(s) of Twain not so
noticeable in his historically important writings. I will just say if you want to know more about
Grant and more about Twain read this book.”

N. J. Powell, “These men influenced each other to write their classic books.. Mark Twain had no
love for politicians, but he loved Ulysses Grant because Grant was an honest person and
politician. His administration was marked by corruption, but it never involved Grant. He was



loved by the people and they wanted to read his memoirs. Twain knew this and signed up as
Grants publisher because he knew it would make him money. The hero of the story, though, is
Grant who, although he didn't consider himself a writer, wrote one of the best Presidential
memoirs while he was dying of throat cancer.”

Bonnie Ludlow, “The Grant we Never Knew. I learned a lot more about Grant than I had
previously known---especially his later life. There was very little about Twain---in fact I wondered
why they were ever linked in the book. Grant was fully flushed out; not so much Mark Twain.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Wonderful way to read a History Book. This was a wonderful read.
History, Biography and a first class insight to the American Civil War. It was very well written in
an easy style that kept your interest through both men’s life story. This is no heavy read nor is it
a light read; it lets you see both men as interesting, determined and human beings. I would
recommend this as a book to hard a winter’s night or even a warm beach in summer, go on give
it a go.”

Devere Wolfe, “Two of a Kind. Whilst i have not followed the life of Grant to the same extent,
Mark Twain is my favourite author. I found this book fascinating not least because of the
'friendship' they shared but of the period in American history it covers. I recommend this book.”

The book by Mark Perry has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 184 people have provided feedback.
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