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A Quiet Boy from Ohio

Before Ulysses S. Grant became the general who accepted Robert E. Lee’s surrender at Appomattox, before he became the eighteenth president of the United States, before statues, biographies, monuments, scandals, myths, and arguments gathered around his name, he was a quiet boy from Ohio who did not look like history’s chosen instrument. Nothing about his earliest years announced greatness in the dramatic way people often expect from the childhoods of famous men. He was not a thunderous speaker, not a natural showman, not a child who seemed eager to dominate every room he entered. He did not possess the dazzling self-confidence of a born politician or the romantic swagger of a young military hero. He was reserved, practical, uncomfortable with boasting, and often more at ease with animals than with crowds.

That quietness is one of the most important keys to understanding him. Grant’s life is sometimes told as though it began in earnest only when the Civil War gave him a battlefield and a purpose. Yet the boy formed in rural Ohio did not disappear when the man rose to command armies. The patience, stubborn endurance, emotional restraint, physical courage, dislike of cruelty, and awkward social modesty that marked his youth remained with him throughout his life. They shaped his military leadership, his friendships, his errors, his presidency, and even the way he faced death. Grant’s childhood did not produce a polished hero. It produced something less theatrical and perhaps more durable: a man who could keep moving when others hesitated, complained, panicked, or collapsed under pressure.

He was born Hiram Ulysses Grant on April 27, 1822, in Point Pleasant, Ohio, a small settlement along the Ohio River. His parents, Jesse Root Grant and Hannah Simpson Grant, were not wealthy aristocrats, nor were they poor in a hopeless sense. They belonged to that broad, energetic world of early nineteenth-century American striving: families who believed in work, land, trade, mobility, self-improvement, and the possibility that a person might rise by discipline and effort. The United States in which Grant was born was still young, restless, expanding, and unresolved. It was a country full of ambition and contradiction, proud of liberty while tolerating slavery, celebrating democracy while often limiting its benefits, pushing westward while displacing Native peoples, and teaching its children that the future was open even when that future was violently contested.

Ohio itself mattered deeply to Grant’s formation. It was not just a setting; it was part of the atmosphere that shaped him. Ohio in the 1820s and 1830s stood between older eastern traditions and the expanding frontier. It was a place of farms, rivers, small towns, workshops, muddy roads, and self-made families. It was also a free state, positioned near the slaveholding South but legally outside it. The Ohio River was not merely a waterway. In many minds, it was a boundary between two systems, two moral worlds, and two visions of American life. Grant was too young to understand all of that in his earliest years, but geography has a way of educating people before they can explain what they have learned. He grew up in a region where debates over slavery, labor, freedom, and opportunity were not abstract issues floating far away. They were part of the country’s daily tension.

His father, Jesse Grant, was a tanner by trade, a businessman by instinct, and a man of strong opinions. Jesse had energy, ambition, and a willingness to argue. He was politically engaged, morally serious in his opposition to slavery, and proud of his ability to build a life through labor. He was also, by many accounts, difficult. He liked to talk, persuade, insist, and sometimes exaggerate. He admired success and wanted his children to rise. His personality was far more outward than his son’s. Where Jesse pushed himself into conversation, Ulysses often withdrew. Where Jesse enjoyed debate, Ulysses preferred action or silence. Where Jesse saw the world as a place in which a man had to assert himself loudly, Ulysses developed a style of command that was quiet, stubborn, and almost anti-theatrical.

His mother, Hannah Simpson Grant, was very different. She was reserved, steady, religious, and emotionally controlled. She did not speak extravagantly, did not display affection dramatically, and did not seek attention. In later years, observers sometimes struggled to understand her apparent lack of public excitement over her son’s fame. When Grant became one of the most celebrated men in America, Hannah did not transform into a sentimental public mother. She remained restrained. Some interpreted that restraint as coldness, but it may be more accurate to see in her a powerful model of emotional discipline. Grant inherited much from her. His stillness under pressure, his discomfort with dramatic expression, his ability to absorb shocks without theatrical reaction—these qualities seem closer to Hannah’s temperament than Jesse’s.

The contrast between his parents helps explain the unusual blend in Grant’s character. From Jesse, he inherited grit, antislavery feeling, and a belief in practical advancement. From Hannah, he inherited reserve, endurance, and a kind of inward privacy. He was neither exactly like his father nor exactly like his mother, but their opposing temperaments met inside him. He could be stubborn without being loud, determined without being flamboyant, emotional without displaying emotion easily. Later, on battlefields where thousands of men waited for orders, this mixture would become one of his greatest strengths. He did not need to roar to be obeyed. He did not need to ornament his decisions with speeches. He gave orders, absorbed consequences, and continued.

Grant’s family moved from Point Pleasant to Georgetown, Ohio, when he was still an infant. Georgetown became the real landscape of his childhood. It was a small town, modest but active, a place where people knew one another’s business and where a boy’s habits could be observed by neighbors, family, and customers. Jesse Grant’s tannery was central to the family economy, and it was assumed that young Ulysses would help. Tanneries, however, were unpleasant places. The work involved animal hides, chemicals, strong smells, soaking pits, scraping, and the transformation of raw skin into usable leather. It was necessary work, but it was not romantic. For a sensitive boy who loved animals, the tannery was especially disturbing.

Grant disliked the tannery intensely. This dislike was not laziness. He was willing to work. What troubled him was the nature of the labor. He hated the smell, the bloodiness, the association with slaughtered animals. His discomfort with cruelty toward animals was one of the earliest visible elements of his character. He could be physically brave and later capable of directing terrible violence in war, but he was never casual about suffering. As a boy, he preferred farm work, hauling, riding, and anything involving horses. The tannery represented confinement, filth, and a kind of brutality he instinctively resisted. Horses, by contrast, represented trust, skill, movement, and silent communication.

His gift with horses became legendary in the small world of his youth. Grant was not physically imposing as a child. He was not a swaggering roughneck. Yet on horseback he displayed confidence, balance, and almost uncanny calm. He could handle difficult horses, ride with grace, and understand the animal beneath him. This ability gave him a kind of identity before he had any public ambition. In a society where horses were essential to transportation, farming, hauling, and communication, horsemanship was not a decorative talent. It was practical, valuable, and admired. For Grant, it was also deeply personal. Horses responded to steadiness, not speeches. They required firmness without panic, patience without weakness, and courage without bluster. In many ways, they trained him in the same qualities that later made him effective with soldiers.

There is a famous story from Grant’s youth that captures both his horsemanship and his unusual honesty. As a boy, he was once sent to buy a horse, and his father instructed him on how to bargain. Young Ulysses was supposedly told to offer a lower price first, then increase if necessary. Instead, he bluntly told the seller that his father had authorized him to pay a higher amount if the first offer failed. The story is often repeated because it fits the Grant people later came to know: direct, honest to the point of awkwardness, and not naturally suited to clever manipulation. Whether every detail of the anecdote has been polished by memory or family storytelling, its survival says something important. Grant’s reputation from early life was not that of a schemer. He was plainspoken, sometimes too plainspoken for his own advantage.

That trait would follow him into adulthood. In politics, it could hurt him. In war, it often helped him. Soldiers do not always need elegance from a commander; they need clarity. Grant’s honesty did not mean he was naive in every situation. He could be strategically subtle and operationally bold. But he did not enjoy verbal games. He did not cultivate mystery for its own sake. His language was usually simple because his mind moved toward the practical question: What needs to be done? As a child, that quality could look like social awkwardness. As a general, it became a weapon.

Grant’s formal education was ordinary. He attended local schools in Georgetown, received basic instruction, and showed competence without brilliance. He was not a poor student, but neither did he appear to be a prodigy. He liked mathematics and practical subjects more than abstract display. He did not stand out as a future intellectual celebrity. This matters because later generations often want early genius to announce itself clearly. Grant’s childhood resists that pattern. He did not dazzle teachers. He did not dominate classmates. He did not seem consumed by a grand destiny. His intelligence was not theatrical. It was observational, spatial, practical, and calm under pressure.

The world around him valued work more than refinement. Georgetown was not a place designed to produce aristocrats. Boys learned chores, trades, responsibility, and the rhythms of small-town life. Grant absorbed the habits of a society in which usefulness mattered. He became accustomed to tasks, weather, animals, roads, tools, and money worries. Even when he later commanded vast armies, he retained a practical eye for logistics. War, to Grant, was not only glory, flags, and battlefield drama. It was movement, supply, transportation, timing, endurance, and the ability to make things happen despite mud, confusion, hunger, fear, and delay. The roots of that practicality can be seen in his Ohio childhood.

His relationship with his father was complicated. Jesse loved his son and wanted success for him, but he also pushed in ways that Ulysses did not always welcome. Jesse’s ambition for his son helped send Grant toward West Point, but the decision did not come from Ulysses’s own burning desire for a military career. This is one of the most striking features of Grant’s early story. The path that eventually made him famous began almost accidentally, shaped by his father’s initiative more than by the boy’s dream. Jesse saw opportunity in a military academy appointment. It offered education, status, and a profession. For a family of limited means, West Point could provide a future that might otherwise be difficult to secure.

Yet before West Point entered the picture, Grant was simply a boy trying to find where he fit. He was capable but not flashy, obedient but not passionate about every duty assigned to him, honest but not socially smooth, brave but not aggressive. He was the sort of child adults might respect without fully understanding. His quietness could be mistaken for lack of ambition. His modesty could be mistaken for dullness. His dislike of the tannery could be mistaken for softness. But beneath the surface, something powerful was forming: an ability to endure discomfort without making himself the center of attention.

That ability should not be underestimated. Grant’s later life would involve repeated humiliation, failure, criticism, and pressure. He would fail in business. He would struggle financially. He would be accused of drunkenness. He would be mocked as a butcher. He would preside over an administration stained by scandals. He would lose his fortune near the end of his life. Many men with more obvious brilliance would have been broken by such reversals. Grant bent, suffered, withdrew at times, but continued. The boy who learned to work without applause became the man who could survive without constant reassurance.

Grant grew up in a household connected to moral and political currents. Jesse Grant was antislavery, and that mattered. The Grant home was not a plantation household. It did not teach young Ulysses to regard slavery as natural or noble. Still, Grant’s later life would complicate any simple claim about moral purity. He would marry into a slaveholding family, spend time at White Haven, and for a period have direct personal contact with slavery’s domestic world. He would also, at one point, own an enslaved man, William Jones, whom he freed in 1859 rather than selling, despite his own financial distress. These contradictions belong to later chapters, but the roots of Grant’s moral world begin in Ohio. He was raised in a free state, by a father who opposed slavery, in a region where the presence of slavery across the river was impossible to ignore.

The moral atmosphere of his childhood was therefore not neutral. It gave him a basic orientation, even if that orientation developed slowly and imperfectly. Grant was not born as the fully formed champion of Black civil rights that some later admirers might wish to imagine. Nor was he indifferent to the great moral question of his age. Like many Americans of his generation, his views evolved under the pressure of experience. What makes Grant significant is not that he began with perfect clarity, but that he moved, over time, toward a stronger commitment to Union, emancipation, Reconstruction, and federal protection of Black citizenship. His Ohio beginnings helped make that movement possible.

The young Grant’s social personality was marked by reserve. He was not friendless, but he was not a dominating social presence. He preferred small circles to noisy gatherings. He was not a polished conversationalist. This quality remained visible throughout his life. Even at the height of fame, Grant could seem uncomfortable with adulation. He did not naturally perform greatness. In an age that admired oratory, he was not an orator. In an age that often associated leadership with dramatic public speech, Grant led through decision. That difference later affected how people judged him. Some found him unimpressive because he did not sound grand. Others came to trust him because he did not waste words.

His modesty was not the same as weakness. This distinction is essential. Grant was quiet, but he was not passive. He did not seek conflict unnecessarily, but when committed, he could be relentless. Many people who underestimated him did so because they confused gentleness of manner with softness of will. His childhood gives early evidence of this pattern. He did not love the rougher aspects of frontier masculinity. He disliked cruelty. He avoided unnecessary quarrels. Yet he was physically courageous, capable of hard work, and extraordinarily composed in situations involving danger. His courage did not announce itself loudly. It appeared when needed.

One of the more charming aspects of Grant’s youth is that his talents were so uneven. He was brilliant with horses, plain in speech, ordinary in school, morally sensitive around animals, sometimes awkward in bargaining, and uncomfortable with the expectations of his father’s trade. This unevenness makes him feel real. Historical figures often become flattened by fame. Their childhoods are turned into neat prophecies. Grant resists that treatment. His early years contain hints, not guarantees. The reader can see the future general in the boy’s calm horsemanship and persistence, but one can also see a child who might easily have lived an obscure life had history not intervened.

America in Grant’s youth was itself still forming. The country was expanding westward, building roads and canals, debating tariffs and banks, arguing over slavery, and creating the political cultures that would eventually fracture into Civil War. The generation born in the 1820s inherited the unresolved promises of the American Revolution. They were told that the United States represented liberty and self-government, yet they lived in a nation where millions were enslaved. They were taught to admire the Founders, but they would be forced to confront the compromises the Founders had left behind. Grant’s life would become one answer to that inheritance. He would fight to preserve the Union and, eventually, to destroy the system that had threatened it from within.

But none of that was obvious in Georgetown. There, life was more immediate. A boy learned to ride, haul, study, obey, and avoid the tannery when possible. He watched his father work and talk. He watched his mother endure and remain silent. He absorbed the landscape of small-town Ohio: the roads, the farms, the animals, the rivers, the seasonal rhythms. He learned the value of steadiness. He learned that work was not always pleasant. He learned that adults could be demanding, that money mattered, that reputation mattered, and that a person’s word had weight. These lessons were not glamorous, but they were foundational.

Grant’s name itself became part of his story. He was born Hiram Ulysses Grant, but he was known in the family as Ulysses. Later, when his appointment to West Point was arranged, a clerical mistake listed him as Ulysses S. Grant. The name stuck, and Grant accepted it. This accidental renaming has become one of the most famous curiosities of his life. It also feels symbolically fitting. Grant did not design his public identity with theatrical intention. It happened partly through error, partly through adaptation. The initials “U.S.” would later inspire the nickname “Unconditional Surrender” after Fort Donelson, and eventually they would seem almost providential to admirers. Yet the origin was plain and bureaucratic, like so much in Grant’s life: not mythic at first, but later transformed by events.

The mistaken name also reflects his flexibility in matters that did not touch his core principles. Grant could be stubborn where it mattered, but he was not vain about everything. If the paperwork called him Ulysses S. Grant, then Ulysses S. Grant he became. He did not launch a dramatic campaign to correct the world. There is something almost comic in the idea that one of the most consequential Americans of the nineteenth century carried a name shaped by administrative error. Yet history is full of such accidents. Grant’s life reminds us that destiny often enters through ordinary doors: a father’s ambition, a congressional appointment, a clerk’s mistake, a boy’s willingness to go where he had not planned to go.

His father’s decision to seek a West Point appointment was driven by practical concerns. Jesse did not want his son to remain trapped in limited prospects. He recognized that Ulysses was not suited to the tannery and needed another path. A military education offered room, board, instruction, and a professional future. For a family like the Grants, this was no small opportunity. Ulysses himself was not enthusiastic. He had no burning desire to become a soldier. In fact, he reportedly disliked the idea. But he accepted it. This acceptance, too, reveals something. Grant did not always choose the road at first, but once on it, he kept walking.

The image of young Grant leaving Ohio for West Point is powerful because it contains both reluctance and possibility. He was not a conquering young hero riding east in confidence. He was a modest, somewhat uncertain young man being sent into a world of discipline, hierarchy, and expectation. West Point would not instantly transform him into a military genius. He would remain, in many ways, unpolished. But it would give him training, exposure, friendships, and a place in the national military structure. It would also place him among men who would later stand on both sides of the Civil War. The quiet boy from Ohio would eventually confront former classmates and comrades across battle lines.

To understand the emotional texture of Grant’s youth, one must resist the temptation to exaggerate either hardship or privilege. He was not born into misery. He was not an orphan, not abandoned, not crushed by extreme poverty. His family had stability, ambition, and moral seriousness. At the same time, he was not born into ease or social grandeur. He knew work, discomfort, limited means, and the pressure of expectations. This middle condition helped shape his later appeal. Grant was not an aristocratic commander floating above ordinary soldiers. He understood common labor, failure, mud, fatigue, and the embarrassment of not quite fitting the role others assigned to him.

That connection to ordinary life became one of his quiet strengths during the Civil War. Soldiers could sense when commanders were performing for newspapers or politicians. Grant was not free of ego, but he did not command like a peacock. His plainness became part of his authority. He dressed simply, spoke directly, and focused on results. Some of that style was learned in war, but much of it came from the boyhood habits of Georgetown. He had grown up in a world where practical competence mattered more than polish. He carried that world with him.

Grant’s early dislike of bloodshed toward animals also offers an important lens through which to view the later accusation that he was indifferent to human casualties. His Civil War campaigns were undeniably bloody. The Overland Campaign, Cold Harbor, and other operations produced horrific losses. Critics called him a butcher. Yet the boy who could not bear tannery work and the man who treated defeated enemies with generosity at Appomattox do not fit the image of someone naturally cruel. Grant’s harshness in war came not from love of violence but from his understanding that the war had to be fought to a decisive conclusion. He accepted terrible costs, but acceptance is not the same as enjoyment. His childhood sensitivity complicates the caricature.

At the same time, his early life also helps explain one of his darker vulnerabilities: his tendency to trust people too much, especially those close to him. Grant’s honesty sometimes left him ill-prepared for deceit. He could recognize military danger with remarkable clarity, but in personal and political life, he often struggled to believe that men he trusted were corrupt, manipulative, or selfish. This weakness would damage his presidency and ruin him financially near the end of his life. Its roots may lie partly in his own straightforward nature. People who do not naturally deceive can be slow to understand deception in others. Grant was not stupid; he was, in certain relationships, dangerously loyal.

His childhood did not teach him the arts of suspicion. Jesse Grant was a bargainer and talker, but Ulysses did not inherit his father’s appetite for verbal maneuvering. Hannah Grant’s reserved moral seriousness may have reinforced in him the idea that character was inward and steady. In the small-town world of his youth, reputation mattered, and trust was woven into everyday exchange. Later, in the larger worlds of war, politics, finance, and patronage, trust could become a trap. The same plain dealing that made Grant admirable could make him vulnerable.

The boy from Ohio also grew up in a culture of masculine restraint. Emotional expression was often limited, especially among men. Grant learned not to dramatize pain. This could make him appear cold or indifferent. Yet those close to him knew he was capable of deep affection, especially for his wife, children, and friends. His love was often expressed through loyalty, presence, and practical care rather than elaborate language. As a child, raised by a reserved mother and a demanding father, he developed a guarded emotional style. He did not easily reveal himself. Even today, biographers must work carefully to understand him because Grant rarely performed his inner life for public consumption.

This inwardness contributes to his fascination. Some historical figures explain themselves constantly. Grant does not. He must be read through actions, decisions, silences, and the occasional clear sentence that opens a window into his mind. His later memoirs are admired partly because they are so direct. They do not drown the reader in ornament. They move with clarity, restraint, and force. That prose style, like his command style, seems connected to the habits of his youth. Grant trusted plain words. He did not need decoration when facts would do.

In Georgetown, young Ulysses also learned the physical geography of movement. He hauled goods, handled teams, rode horses, and traveled local roads. This may seem minor, but the Civil War would be a war of movement and supply. Grant’s later campaigns often showed an instinctive grasp of transportation networks, river systems, supply lines, and the relationship between geography and pressure. He was not merely a battlefield tactician. He understood that armies had to move, eat, coordinate, and keep moving even when conditions were miserable. The practical education of rural Ohio did not make him a general by itself, but it gave him habits of mind that formal military theory alone could not provide.

His love of horses also became a form of emotional refuge. Throughout his life, Grant seemed to find comfort in their company. Horses did not demand eloquence. They responded to calm authority. They allowed him to display mastery without performance. At West Point, his horsemanship would stand out. In war, horses would remain central to his daily life and image. The quiet boy who felt awkward in some human settings could become graceful and confident on horseback. This contrast is deeply human. Many people possess one area where they feel fully themselves before the world recognizes their broader abilities. For Grant, that area was horses.

The Grant household’s values were serious, disciplined, and shaped by Protestant moral culture. There was an expectation of responsibility, sobriety, work, and self-control. Ironically, Grant’s later reputation would be haunted by allegations of drinking. That issue belongs more fully to later chapters, but it is worth noting here that Grant did not grow up in a household that celebrated reckless indulgence. His struggles, whatever their exact scope at different moments, cannot be explained by a careless upbringing. They emerged from loneliness, stress, military life, separation from family, personal temperament, and perhaps physical susceptibility. The contrast between his disciplined origins and later rumors adds complexity rather than simplicity.

Grant’s childhood also reveals a man who did not crave domination for its own sake. He was not a bully. He did not seem to enjoy humiliating others. This quality would later appear at Appomattox, when he offered generous terms to Lee’s defeated army. The gesture was not weakness; it was controlled magnanimity. Grant knew the Confederacy had to be defeated, but once defeated, its soldiers did not need ritual humiliation. That instinct—to finish the necessary task without indulging cruelty—can be traced back to the boy who disliked needless suffering and never developed a taste for theatrical brutality.

Still, one must be careful not to turn young Grant into a saint. He was human, limited, sometimes passive, sometimes uncertain, and not always successful. He did not show early signs of moral perfection. He was a boy of his time, shaped by assumptions that modern readers may question. He would later participate in systems and decisions that deserve criticism, especially in relation to Native Americans and the limits of Reconstruction policy. A serious biography must avoid both worship and dismissal. The purpose of examining his childhood is not to prove that every later action was inevitable or justified. It is to understand the materials from which the man was built.

Those materials included humility, but also pride of a quiet kind. Grant did not boast much, yet he had a strong sense of personal dignity. He disliked being forced into roles that violated his nature. The tannery offended him not only because it was unpleasant, but because it seemed wrong for him. He did not yet know what he was meant to do, but he knew what he hated. Many lives begin that way. A person’s first clear self-knowledge may come not from a dream, but from revulsion: not this, not here, not this kind of work, not this version of myself. Grant’s path toward greatness began partly with that negative knowledge.

His father saw that Ulysses needed another route, even if father and son did not always understand each other easily. Jesse’s push toward West Point can be seen as both controlling and generous. He was imposing a future, but he was also opening a door. Ulysses walked through it reluctantly. That reluctance is important because it strips away the false idea that great lives always unfold according to early ambition. Grant did not chase glory from childhood. In fact, he often seemed to stumble into the very institutions that later revealed his strengths. West Point, the Mexican-American War, civilian failure, the Civil War—again and again, circumstances placed him where hidden capacities could emerge.

The boy from Ohio belonged to a generation that would be tested beyond anything its parents imagined. The United States of Grant’s childhood was confident but fragile. The compromises over slavery were already unstable. Expansion intensified conflict. Political language grew sharper. Religious and reform movements stirred moral debate. In small towns like Georgetown, national questions filtered through newspapers, conversations, churches, elections, and family opinions. Grant may not have been a young political theorist, but he breathed the air of a country moving toward crisis. His later greatness would come from action more than ideology, but action is never separate from the world that demands it.

Grant’s early years also offer a useful corrective to the myth that leadership must be charismatic in the obvious sense. He was not magnetic like some public men. He did not dazzle with speeches like Daniel Webster or command rooms with aristocratic elegance like certain military officers. His charisma, if one may call it that, was retrospective. People came to admire him after seeing what he did. His authority accumulated through performance. This kind of leadership is easy to overlook before crisis arrives. In peaceful times, a Grant may seem ordinary beside louder men. In crisis, his steadiness becomes priceless.

That lesson gives Chapter 1 its deeper meaning. The quiet boy from Ohio matters not because every childhood anecdote predicts a famous future, but because his early life teaches readers how greatness can hide in plain sight. Grant’s strengths were not always socially rewarded when he was young. He was not glamorous. He did not seem destined to become a national savior. He was good with horses, uncomfortable in the tannery, honest in bargaining, modest in manner, and shaped by parents whose temperaments pulled him in different directions. Yet when history later demanded endurance, clarity, and relentless pressure, those ordinary qualities became extraordinary.

As Grant approached adolescence and young adulthood, the question of his future remained unsettled. He did not want the tannery. He did not dream naturally of the parade ground. He had not yet found the field where his abilities would make sense. That uncertainty is one reason his story remains so compelling. Many people pass through years when their talents do not match their circumstances. Grant’s early life shows that a person may appear ill-fitted to one environment because he is being prepared, unknowingly, for another.

The Ohio boy’s world was narrow in some ways, but it gave him a durable foundation. He learned work without glamour. He learned restraint without coldness. He learned courage without boasting. He learned to handle powerful animals with calm hands. He learned the discomfort of being misunderstood. He learned that honesty could be costly. He learned that he was not made for every kind of labor his family expected of him. He learned, perhaps most importantly, how to endure.
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