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    This collection gathers, in a single compass, the full range of Stephen Crane’s work across fiction, narrative prose, and verse, so that readers may encounter his imagination in every register he practiced. It assembles the complete novels and novellas, the major and minor short-story groupings, volumes of war writing and popular history, and both books of poems. The purpose is comprehensive: to present a body of work that, though produced in a brief career, altered the course of American prose and lyric expression. By bringing these texts together, the edition allows readers to trace recurring concerns and evolving methods across forms and subjects.

The novels and novellas included here chart Crane’s sustained experiments with narrative focus and moral inquiry. The Red Badge of Courage follows a young Union recruit whose initiation into battle tests his perceptions of fear and valor. Maggie: A Girl of the Streets presents a stark portrait of urban hardship. George’s Mother observes a family and neighborhood under pressure. The Third Violet explores art and society through the lens of a young painter. Active Service turns to the disruptions of a contemporary war. The Monster studies community and conscience. The O’Ruddy, left unfinished at Crane’s death, was completed for publication by Robert Barr.

Crane’s short fiction appears in both themed and miscellaneous groupings. The Little Regiment and Other Episodes from the American Civil War revisits the conflict that anchors his most famous novel, focusing on compact scenes of men under strain. The Open Boat and Other Stories gathers sea, city, and frontier episodes, including work rooted in an actual shipwreck he survived. Blue Hotel & His New Mittens brings together two widely read tales of peril and childhood trial. Whilomville Stories offers small-town vignettes of youth, authority, and mischief. Additional shorter pieces appear under Other Short Stories to complete the record of his shorter prose.

Two books reflect Crane’s close engagement with warfare from different angles. Wounds in the Rain: War Stories draws on his reporting during the Spanish–American War, transforming lived observation into concentrated tales of action, fatigue, and rumor. Great Battles of the World is not fiction but a sequence of popular-history sketches, staging renowned engagements in vivid scenes. Read together, these volumes show Crane moving between immediate, witness-shaped narratives and broader historical canvases, yet in both cases attending to the pressures that combat places on language, perception, and communal belief.

Last Words, issued posthumously, brings together pieces that do not fit neatly elsewhere, including short fiction, sketches, and other occasional writings. The volume captures Crane’s quickness of scene-setting, his appetite for incident, and his willingness to shuttle between reportage and imaginative reconstruction. Read alongside the more unified books, it suggests how readily he could distill a moment into a sharply angled vignette. As such, it extends the reach of the short-story volumes by including brief forms in which he tests voice, tone, and perspective under changing circumstances and scales.

Crane’s poetry, represented here by The Black Riders and Other Lines and War is Kind, distills his prose preoccupations into concentrated, epigrammatic forms. The poems habitually stage confrontations between the self and an implacable world, set moral pronouncements against lived contradiction, and deploy stark imagery to expose wishful thinking. Although concise, they echo the prose’s concerns with courage, fear, error, and the limits of understanding. Their gnomic clarity and irony complement the fiction’s impressionistic scenes, offering a second register in which Crane interrogates belief, violence, and the stubborn allure of consoling narratives.

Across genres, certain themes recur with striking consistency. Crane probes how individuals behave under duress—on battlefields, at sea, in streets and parlors—while also measuring the pressures exerted by crowds, rumor, and social codes. He returns to the friction between idealized self-concepts and the confusions of immediate experience, depicting courage and cowardice as mutable states rather than fixed traits. Chance and misunderstanding shape events as powerfully as intention. Nature appears indifferent; institutions are often procedural rather than protective. Within this austere frame, moments of loyalty and compassion gain rare intensity, precisely because they are hard-won.

Crane’s stylistic signatures are equally unifying. He favors swift, economical description; precise, often color-charged imagery; and a point of view that clings to sensation before abstracting judgment. Dialogue, sometimes cast in dialect, pushes scenes forward and exposes social hierarchies. He frequently composes chapters and stories as discrete tableaux, letting juxtaposition do structural work. This impressionistic method—compressing time, filtering perception, heightening contrast—lets him render confusion without surrendering clarity. The result is prose that feels immediate and provisional, faithful to how events strike consciousness before they are rationalized, yet exact in its selection of detail.

The urban fictions—particularly Maggie: A Girl of the Streets and George’s Mother—extend this method to tenement neighborhoods, music halls, and sidewalks. Here Crane’s reportorial acuity meets literary design: the environments are observed with the discipline of journalism, while characters are arranged to reveal the social patterns that govern aspiration and disappointment. Scenes of work, leisure, family quarrel, and public spectacle accumulate into an anatomy of pressure. The language is spare but not indifferent, animated by an irony that resists pitying simplification and by an ethical curiosity about how people justify themselves within tight constraints.

In the war writings, Crane resists grand strategy in favor of the felt texture of conflict—uncertainty, exhaustion, sudden daring, and the contagiousness of fear. The Red Badge of Courage, The Little Regiment, and Wounds in the Rain approach battle from inside a shifting fog of rumor and noise. Great Battles of the World, though historical, retains the same interest in the moment when resolve is tested. Taken together, these works track how narratives of honor are made or unmade by circumstance, and how language itself strains to make durable sense of panic, bravery, and collective action.

Crane’s sea tales and survival narratives hinge on contingency and shared endurance. The Open Boat, drawing on a shipwreck experience, explores the fragile compacts formed by people in extremity. Elsewhere, storms, deserts, and lonely roads serve as stages where ordinary resources—labor, attention, and humor—become lifelines. These settings strip away status and pretense, returning characters to elemental negotiations with chance. Such stories illuminate Crane’s larger conviction that significance arises not from fate’s design but from the meanings individuals construct together, moment by moment, under conditions they can barely control.

The small-town fictions—especially Whilomville Stories and The Monster—demonstrate Crane’s range beyond battles and cities. Childhood games, petty rivalries, and civic rituals disclose the norms by which communities judge and exclude. A mishap or act of rescue can unsettle those norms, revealing the cost of conformity and the difficulty of principled action. Humor softens the edges without erasing the stakes. Read across all sections—novels, stories, sketches, and poems—Crane appears as a writer of compressed intensity, unsentimental vision, and durable originality. This collection invites readers to see the coherence of that achievement in its full, various scope.
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    Stephen Crane (1871–1900) was an American novelist, short‑story writer, poet, and journalist whose compressed style and psychological realism reshaped late nineteenth‑century literature. Emerging during the transition from American Realism to Naturalism, he fused impressionistic description with ironic understatement to portray war, urban poverty, and moral ambiguity. The Red Badge of Courage made him famous for its innovative treatment of fear and courage, while Maggie: A Girl of the Streets and The Open Boat revealed the breadth of his social and experiential range. Though he died young, Crane’s influence radiated across twentieth‑century prose and poetry, anticipating modernist concision, skepticism, and tonal complexity.

Crane’s education was brief but formative. He attended Lafayette College and later Syracuse University in the early 1890s, leaving without a degree as journalism drew him more strongly than classroom work. Reporting in New York City exposed him to the Bowery’s hardships and the cadences of street speech, shaping his observational method and ethical concerns. The prevailing literary climate—debates about realism, naturalism, and the limits of sentimentality—sharpened his determination to render experience with stark immediacy. In newspapers and sketches he learned to cut to essentials, a discipline that would inform his fiction’s clipped rhythms, suggestive imagery, and preference for scene over authorial explanation.

Crane’s first major work, Maggie: A Girl of the Streets (1893), was published at his own expense and initially met resistance for its unsparing portrait of slum life. Over time it was recognized for its stylistic daring and social candor, a judgment reinforced by George’s Mother (1896), which revisited urban struggle with nuanced sympathy. His breakthrough came with The Red Badge of Courage (1895), acclaimed in the United States and Britain for its impressionistic rendering of a soldier’s inner turmoil. The Little Regiment and Other Episodes from the American Civil War (1896) extended his exploration of battle’s fractured perceptions, cementing his reputation as a writer of unusual psychological acuity.

Crane’s experience as a reporter and traveler shaped his finest short prose. After surviving a shipwreck, he transformed ordeal into art with The Open Boat, collected in The Open Boat and Other Stories (1898), a study in fellowship, contingency, and indifferent nature. As a war correspondent he observed conflicts, including the Spanish‑American War, distilling frontline impressions into Wounds in the Rain: War Stories (1900). Great Battles of the World, issued posthumously, offered historical vignettes that complemented his field‑honed reportage. Across these works, Crane pioneered a lean, cinematic approach to action and consequence, favoring sensory fragments and shifting perspectives over heroic simplification.

The late 1890s brought a varied run of fiction. The Third Violet (1897) explored artistic ambition and social performance, while The Monster (1898), set in the fictional town of Whilomville, examined communal fear and exclusion; Whilomville Stories (1900) broadened that local universe. Active Service (1899) dramatized the pressures of the Greco‑Turkish War on civilians and volunteers. The O’Ruddy, completed and published after his death, extended his interest in adventure modes. Among the shorter tales, The Blue Hotel—often collected with His New Mittens—showcased Crane’s mastery of menace, misinterpretation, and atmosphere, revealing how ordinary settings intensify moral uncertainty.

Crane’s poetry was radical for its day. The Black Riders and Other Lines (1895) offered brief, unrhymed, epigrammatic pieces that challenged Victorian decorum with stark allegory and paradox. War is Kind (1899) refined the method, juxtaposing martial imagery with bitterly ironic refrains to interrogate public rhetoric and private pain. Contemporary readers were divided, but later critics noted how his concentrated lines anticipate modernist brevity and the imagistic impulse. In the late 1890s he settled in England, moving among prominent writers such as Joseph Conrad and Henry James; the exchange of ideas reinforced his formal daring across genres and his commitment to experiential truth.

Crane’s final years were strained by illness and financial pressure, yet his productivity remained striking. He died in 1900 in Germany, still in his late twenties. Posthumous volumes, including Last Words as well as Great Battles of the World and The O’Ruddy, preserved uncollected pieces and expanded his readership. Crane’s legacy lies in the bridge he built between realism, naturalism, and early modernism: terse prose, shifting focalization, and moral irony that influenced writers from Ernest Hemingway onward. The Red Badge of Courage remains central to war literature, while his short stories and poems continue to illuminate the tensions between individual perception and an often indifferent world.
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    Stephen Crane’s career unfolded at the hinge between the Gilded Age and the Progressive Era, roughly the 1890s through 1900. The United States was urbanizing at breakneck speed, immigration was reshaping city streets, and national debates about race, labor, and empire intensified. Industrial capitalism created vast fortunes and new forms of poverty; mass newspapers spread stories at unprecedented velocity. Crane’s fiction, journalism, and poetry absorb these pressures. Written quickly across a short life (1871–1900) and a transatlantic existence that eventually situated him in England, his works register the social transformations of Reconstruction memory, the Panic of 1893, the Spanish–American War, and the shifting moral vocabularies of reform and spectacle.

Crane worked as both novelist and reporter in an era when mass-circulation newspapers, syndicated features, and illustrated magazines were recalibrating literary careers. His prose reflects realist and naturalist currents then prominent in American letters, while his compressed imagery and ironic stance anticipate modernist tendencies. Journalism supplied him with material and a nervous, observational tempo; fiction refined it into impressionistic scene-making. The new information economy—telegraph networks, transatlantic cables, rapid trains, half-tone image reproduction—encouraged immediacy and emotional intensity. At the same time, the period’s skepticism toward inherited pieties enabled the laconic, anti-rhetorical voice that runs through his war writing, urban sketches, and poems.

The Red Badge of Courage (1895) emerged amid an 1890s revival of Civil War memory, when veterans’ organizations, battlefield commemorations, and popular reminiscences shaped public understanding of the conflict. Written decades after Appomattox by a novelist without combat experience, it rejected triumphal narrative in favor of psychological immediacy and uncertainty. The novel’s focus on fear, rumor, and fragmented perception speaks to contemporary debates about heroism and identity in an era anxious about mass society. Its wide newspaper and book circulation also demonstrated how postbellum memory was being reconstructed by a generation removed from the war yet fascinated by its meanings.

The Little Regiment and Other Episodes from the American Civil War (1896) extends that inquiry into small-unit experience and the ordinary texture of campaigning. In the 1890s, public ceremonies often promoted sectional reconciliation while eliding emancipation’s legacy; Crane’s compressed vignettes, with their emphasis on anonymity and confusion, sidestep grand teleologies. The collection participates in an international appetite for battlefield realism, encouraged by illustrated journalism and photography. It also anticipates later readers’ interest—especially during World War I—in depictions of soldiers’ mental states under fire, rather than in strategic narratives, mirroring a moment when technology and mass armies were changing the felt nature of combat.

Maggie: A Girl of the Streets (first issued 1893; revised 1896) arises from New York’s Lower East Side and Bowery, where overcrowding, casual labor, and entertainment industries collided. The book belongs to a decade in which Jacob Riis’s How the Other Half Lives (1890) exposed tenement conditions and reformers agitated for housing and sanitation reforms culminating in the New York Tenement House Act of 1901. The Panic of 1893 intensified unemployment and desperation. Crane’s unsentimental portrayal of poverty, violence, and respectability’s hypocrisies reflects contemporary debates over charity, “slum tourism,” and the limits of moral suasion in the face of structural deprivation.

George’s Mother (1896) develops allied concerns of working-class precariousness and the temperance movement’s social reach. In a period when the Woman’s Christian Temperance Union (founded 1874) pressed for sobriety as a path to domestic stability and civic virtue, Crane dramatizes the tensions among maternal piety, neighborhood street life, and wage-earning pressures. Urban saloons functioned as social and political hubs; reformers cast them as engines of vice. The novel captures that contested milieu without sermonizing, situating individual missteps within broader patterns of casual labor, overcrowded housing, and volatile masculine codes—issues crystallized by economic downturns and the fragility of urban kinship networks.

The Third Violet (1897) reflects New York’s fin-de-siècle artistic economies, in which illustrators and writers negotiated magazine markets dominated by venues like Harper’s and Scribner’s. As the leisure industry expanded—resort hotels, summer colonies, and commuter railways—class boundaries were publicly staged in sites of vacation and display. The novel’s attention to bohemian aspiration, professional mobility, and genteel expectations maps the cultural geography of the 1890s city, when artistic labor moved between newsroom deadlines and society parlors. It offers a social cross-section of the period’s media ecology, including the informal patronage systems that governed access to publication and reputation.

Crane’s Whilomville cycle, culminating in Whilomville Stories (1900), returns to small-town upstate New York to observe childhood, gossip, and local authority. Pieces such as His New Mittens present juvenile experience within communities reshaped by compulsory schooling laws, Sunday-school moralism, and the diffusion of print culture into parlor and classroom. The stories watch how rumor, punishment, and neighborly surveillance regulate conduct outside urban anonymity. They also record a transitional America, where railroads and mail-order goods linked provincial towns to metropolitan styles, yet religious meetinghouses, volunteer fire companies, and courthouse squares still organized civic life and memory.

The Blue Hotel (often collected with late 1890s tales) tests the myth of the American West against the realities of railroad towns on the plains. By 1890, the U.S. Census had declared the frontier “closed,” even as dime novels and Wild West shows popularized a violent, heroic legend. Crane instead stages immigrant fear, winter weather, saloon ritual, and communal complicity to probe how stories about danger produce danger. The setting evokes the cultural ecology of depot towns—transient labor, gambling, and boardinghouses—where national narratives met local fact. The result interrogates frontier exceptionalism as a product of talk, chance, and social pressure.

The Monster (1898) confronts race, science, and community in the Jim Crow era. After Plessy v. Ferguson (1896) legalized “separate but equal,” segregation hardened and lynching terrorized Black Americans; anti-lynching campaigns, including those led by Ida B. Wells, met fierce resistance. Crane situates a Black character’s vulnerability within a Northern town, challenging complacent regional myths. The story explores how medical discourse, charity, and respectability politics intersect with racial stigma and ostracism. Its portrait of neighborly sanction highlights the national breadth of racism in the 1890s, complicating any neat division between a prejudiced South and a putatively liberal North.

Crane’s war correspondence placed him amid the Spanish–American War (1898), whose campaigns in Cuba and Puerto Rico followed years of Cuban insurgency and intense U.S. newspaper coverage. Wounds in the Rain (1900) gathers fiction grounded in that experience. The conflict unfolded alongside “yellow journalism,” censorship regimes, and rapid telegraphy that sped dispatches home. Disease, especially yellow fever and malaria, killed many more than combat. Crane’s pieces document not grand strategy but fatigue, rumor, and bureaucratic friction—features of modern war that mass logistics, smokeless powder, and new small arms intensified, even in a relatively brief, asymmetrical conflict.

The Open Boat and Other Stories (1898) includes the signature sea tale rooted in Crane’s 1897 shipwreck off the Florida coast, when the steamer Commodore foundered en route to waters near Cuba. The narrative draws on the U.S. Life-Saving Service’s world—the precursors of the Coast Guard—and the hazards of coastal shipping in an era of expanding steam commerce. Its austere attention to currents, wind, and human insignificance resonates with contemporary scientific naturalism. In a decade fascinated by survival narratives and technological mastery, Crane emphasizes contingency and indifference, challenging triumphalist accounts of progress with a humbled maritime realism.

Active Service (1899) addresses the Greco–Turkish War of 1897, a short conflict shaped by Balkan nationalism, Ottoman decline, and Great Power diplomacy. American correspondents and adventurers flocked to the theater, aided by steamship routes and cable news. The novel tracks the period’s transatlantic philhellenism—sympathy for Greek independence narratives—while undercutting romantic expectations with logistical friction and civilian vulnerability. In doing so, it broadens Crane’s war canvas beyond U.S. history, situating his interests in a global frame where journalism, relief work, and soldiering overlapped, and where the spectacle of war met the slower movements of refugees and supply.

Great Battles of the World (1901) belongs to a fin-de-siècle market for popular military history that condensed scholarship into vivid episodes for general readers. Appearing after a decade of imperial conflicts and national commemorations, the volume surveys engagements across eras and continents, abstracting lessons about leadership, morale, and terrain. Its impressionistic method reflects both Crane’s narrative instincts and a publishing moment that presented history as dramatic tableaux. The book also registers technological change—industrial firepower and modern staff work—by juxtaposing earlier warfare with recent experience, inviting readers to compare inherited heroics to contemporary, more mechanized forms of battle.

Crane’s poetry converses with the same era’s rhetoric, but at a slant. The Black Riders and Other Lines (1895) cast untitled, epigrammatic stanzas that echo biblical cadences while dismantling cant. War Is Kind (1899), designed in striking Art Nouveau forms by Will Bradley, pairs ironic title and images with poems that question patriotic and sentimental speech. In a culture saturated by oratory—from pulpit to parade ground—Crane’s compressed, skeptical verse disputes consoling idioms. The result aligns with broader fin-de-siècle experiments in free rhythms and symbolic intensities, anticipating modernist austerities while remaining grounded in the decade’s debates over sacrifice and spectacle.

Crane’s late career unfolded in England, where he formed ties with writers such as Joseph Conrad, Henry James, and H. G. Wells. This expatriate vantage widened his transatlantic outlook while illness shortened his life. Last Words (published posthumously in 1902) gathered uncollected stories and sketches, reflecting the miscellany typical of newspaper-trained authors. The O’Ruddy (1903), completed from Crane’s materials by Robert Barr, channels the vogue for historical romance then popular on both sides of the Atlantic. Together they show Crane’s range at the century’s turn: from grim realism and war reporting to playful engagements with earlier adventure traditions.

Crane’s short fiction outside the major groupings—pieces dispersed across magazines and later collections—mirrors a culture of syndication and the short form’s prestige in the 1890s. The half-tone revolution brought images to news pages; short narratives offered portable shocks of recognition to commuters and parlor readers. Whether sketching reporters, soldiers, children, or drifters, Crane uses the brief tale to anatomize crowd psychology, rumor, and the misfires of communication in a wired age. These stories belong to a moment when the newspaper both documented and manufactured experience, and when the line between witnessed event and shaped narrative grew thin but newly revealing of social habits.
Crane’s Civil War writings appeared as the United States negotiated memory during a surge of veterans’ reunions, monument building, and reconciliation rhetoric. His focus on fear and error departed from official pageantry while still appealing to a readership accustomed to campfire reminiscences. This tension—between ceremony and skepticism—marks the 1890s’ historical imagination. Simultaneously, the rise of professional historiography and the circulation of battlefield photographs encouraged exacting readers. Crane’s work sits between these modes: literary yet empirical in effect, descriptive rather than argumentative, and attuned to how institutions, weather, and chance bend individual intention on fields remembered but not fully understood.
Urban-set works in the collection register the immigrant metropolis shaped by steamship arrivals, sweatshops, and leisure industries like dance halls and vaudeville. Charitable organizations and municipal reformers tried to impose order through settlement houses, sanitary laws, and moral campaigns, while political machines mediated services. Crane avoids treating vice districts as exotic spectacle; instead, he situates individuals within housing stock, wages, and street geographies that constrain choice. This approach reflects contemporary investigative reporting and social surveys that replaced abstract moralism with mapped realities. The fiction’s clipped, observational style echoes such documentation while keeping focus on how language—boasts, threats, gossip—structures urban possibility.
Crane’s war-centered volumes intersect with the professionalization of the correspondent and the hazards of field reporting. Editors demanded immediacy; censors and logistics imposed delays; disease and weather did their own editorial work. In Cuba and Puerto Rico, correspondents rode with columns or waited at ports for cable access, producing a literature of bivouacs, blockhouses, and rumor. Crane’s scenes emphasize the friction of matériel, the uncertainties of intelligence, and the soldier’s bodily risk amid technological transition: smokeless powder, improved rifles, and rapid-fire guns altered visibility and lethality. His accounts, however shaped as fiction, register the contingent, unheroic mechanics of campaigns that a triumphalist press often simplified.
The collection also traces evolving ideas of community responsibility and scapegoating. Small-town narratives observe volunteer institutions—fire companies, churches, civic clubs—as they maintain order and sometimes enforce cruelty. Stories of racialized exclusion and children’s punishments occur against a background of scientific discourse and eugenic talk that, by the late 1890s, began to circulate widely. Crane records how ordinary people internalize official language—medical, legal, military—and use it to rationalize shunning or violence. In doing so, his fiction aligns with Progressive Era concerns about crowd behavior and social psychology, yet resists reformist confidence that codified rules alone could redeem communal failures.
Taken together, the volumes show how turn-of-the-century readers consumed history as drama but lived it as logistics: tickets and timetables, telegraphs and rumors, wages and weather. Technology compresses distance in the sea stories; ideology stretches it in the war tales; class and race police it in the city sketches. Later audiences have revisited Crane through subsequent conflicts—especially World War I—and through modernist studies, reading in his work a critique of heroic speech, a sensitivity to institutional blind spots, and an ear for the massed voices of new democracies. The collection thus functions as both artifact of its decade and commentary on its enduring dilemmas.
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    The Red Badge of Courage
A young volunteer in the American Civil War confronts fear and the gulf between imagined glory and the chaos of battle. Through shifting impressions and intense sensory detail, the narrative tracks his changing self-image as he measures himself against comrades and rumor. The tone is unsentimental and probing, marrying battlefield realism to psychological inquiry.
Early Urban Novels: Maggie: A Girl of the Streets; George's Mother
These companion portraits of tenement life expose how poverty, social pressure, and moral posturing shape fragile choices. Maggie follows a young woman’s bid to escape brutality through romance, while George’s Mother studies a son’s drift and a mother’s fervent piety as domestic tensions harden. Both works use stark naturalism and sharp irony to test the limits of compassion under constraint.
The Third Violet; Active Service
The Third Violet follows a struggling painter moving between bohemia and polite society, where love, ambition, and performance collide. Active Service turns to a contemporary foreign conflict’s ripple effects on young civilians drawn into duty, spectacle, and reportage, contrasting idealism with practical costs. Together they display brisk dialogue and satiric observation, prying at the gap between romantic posture and lived reality.
The Monster; The O'Ruddy
The Monster is a small-town moral drama in which a heroic rescue leaves a man marked as an outsider, exposing communal fear, prejudice, and the price of standing by principle. The O’Ruddy offers a swashbuckling romantic adventure of identity and inheritance, buoyed by brisk action and wry humor. Read together, they show Crane ranging from ethical tragedy to playful pastiche while scrutinizing courage and reputation.
The Little Regiment and Other Episodes from the American Civil War
Linked tales portray soldiers in brief engagements and tense lulls, emphasizing camaraderie, rumor, and the fog of war. Focused on minute perceptions—smoke, color, sudden noise—the stories test fear and loyalty without easy heroics. The tone is spare and immediate, extending the author’s interest in how individuals read and misread battle.
The Open Boat and Other Stories
Centered on survival at sea after a shipwreck, the title piece watches castaways measure human will against an indifferent natural world. The collection turns crises into studies of perspective and fate, where irony quietly undercuts expectation. Language is precise and rhythmic, cultivating a calm surface that heightens the sense of precariousness.
Blue Hotel & His New Mittens
The Blue Hotel dissects suspicion and escalating bravado in a remote lodging, showing how personality, setting, and chance converge toward violence. His New Mittens, by contrast, is a comic domestic misadventure centered on childhood pride and embarrassment. Together they display Crane’s range from fatalistic western drama to intimate humor, unified by keen observation of social cues.
Whilomville Stories
Set in a small town, these episodes trace children’s rites of passage and adults’ ordinary entanglements, attentive to mischief, misunderstanding, and sudden flashes of empathy. The stories balance satire with tenderness, revealing community codes and the ways innocence shades into experience. Style remains taut and visual, even in quieter, homebound scenes.
Wounds in the Rain: War Stories
Stories of modern battlefields and those who witness them examine courage, error, and the machinery of conflict, often from the vantage of observers and volunteers. Action alternates with reportage-like detail, making weather, noise, and rumor palpable forces. The mood is skeptical yet humane, attentive to the gulf between slogans and lived danger.
Great Battles of the World
Sweeping narratives recreate historic engagements as living tableaux, highlighting command decisions and the crowd psychology of troops. Rather than technical analysis, the emphasis is on spectacle, momentum, and the emotional currents that decide outcomes. The prose is cinematic and declamatory, interested in how legend and terror are forged in conflict.
Last Words
A varied set of short pieces blends city sketch, battlefield vignette, and satiric parable, each compressed to a sharp image or turn. The collection prizes brevity and surprise, leaving conclusions open while crystallizing mood and idea. Its tone is unsentimental, often darkly amused, and preoccupied with perception.
Other Short Stories
Additional tales extend Crane’s preoccupations with chance, bravado, and social masks across streets, plains, rivers, and rooms. Experimenting with point of view and bold figurative language, these pieces treat small incidents as crucibles for character. Irony and swift pacing keep attention on how people interpret one another under pressure.
Poetry: The Black Riders and Other Lines; War is Kind
The Black Riders and Other Lines offers brief, stark poems that question faith, authority, and selfhood through jagged, aphoristic images. War is Kind pairs martial imagery with cutting refrains to expose the gulf between rhetoric and suffering, fusing pity with bitter irony. Across both volumes, stripped diction and incantatory rhythms shape a modern, skeptical lyric voice.



The Complete Works of Stephen Crane
Main Table of Contents







Novels and Novellas


The Red Badge of Courage

Maggie: A Girl of the Streets

George's Mother

The Third Violet

Active Service

The Monster

The O'Ruddy




Short Stories


The Little Regiment and Other Episodes from the American Civil War

The Open Boat and Other Stories

Blue Hotel & His New Mittens

Whilomville Stories

Wounds in the Rain: War Stories

Great Battles of the World

Last Words

Other Short Stories:




Poetry


The Black Riders and Other Lines

War is Kind


Novels and Novellas


Table of Contents



The Red Badge of Courage


Table of Contents


CHAPTER I.

CHAPTER II.

CHAPTER III.

CHAPTER IV.

CHAPTER V.

CHAPTER VI.

CHAPTER VII.

CHAPTER VIII.

CHAPTER IX.

CHAPTER X.

CHAPTER XI.

CHAPTER XII.

CHAPTER XIII.

CHAPTER XIV.

CHAPTER XV.

CHAPTER XVI.

CHAPTER XVII.

CHAPTER XVIII.

CHAPTER XIX.

CHAPTER XX.

CHAPTER XXI.

CHAPTER XXII.

CHAPTER XXIII.

CHAPTER XXIV.


CHAPTER I.


Table of Contents

The cold passed reluctantly from the earth, and the retiring fogs revealed an army stretched out on the hills, resting. As the landscape changed from brown to green, the army awakened, and began to tremble with eagerness at the noise of rumors. It cast its eyes upon the roads, which were growing from long troughs of liquid mud to proper thoroughfares. A river, amber-tinted in the shadow of its banks, purled at the army's feet; and at night, when the stream had become of a sorrowful blackness, one could see across it the red, eyelike gleam of hostile camp-fires set in the low brows of distant hills.

Once a certain tall soldier developed virtues and went resolutely to wash a shirt. He came flying back from a brook waving his garment bannerlike. He was swelled with a tale he had heard from a reliable friend, who had heard it from a truthful cavalryman, who had heard it from his trustworthy brother, one of the orderlies at division headquarters. He adopted the important air of a herald in red and gold. "We're goin' t' move t'morrah—sure," he said pompously to a group in the company street. "We're goin' 'way up the river, cut across, an' come around in behint 'em."

To his attentive audience he drew a loud and elaborate plan of a very brilliant campaign. When he had finished, the blue-clothed men scattered into small arguing groups between the rows of squat brown huts. A negro teamster who had been dancing upon a cracker box with the hilarious encouragement of twoscore soldiers was deserted. He sat mournfully down. Smoke drifted lazily from a multitude of quaint chimneys.

"It's a lie! that's all it is—a thunderin' lie!" said another private loudly. His smooth face was flushed, and his hands were thrust sulkily into his trousers' pockets. He took the matter as an affront to him. "I don't believe the derned old army's ever going to move. We're set. I've got ready to move eight times in the last two weeks, and we ain't moved yet."

The tall soldier felt called upon to defend the truth of a rumor he himself had introduced. He and the loud one came near to fighting over it.

A corporal began to swear before the assemblage. He had just put a costly board floor in his house, he said. During the early spring he had refrained from adding extensively to the comfort of his environment because he had felt that the army might start on the march at any moment. Of late, however, he had been impressed that they were in a sort of eternal camp.

Many of the men engaged in a spirited debate. One outlined in a peculiarly lucid manner all the plans of the commanding general. He was opposed by men who advocated that there were other plans of campaign. They clamored at each other, numbers making futile bids for the popular attention. Meanwhile, the soldier who had fetched the rumor bustled about with much importance. He was continually assailed by questions.

"What's up, Jim?"

"Th' army's goin' t' move."

"Ah, what yeh talkin' about? How yeh know it is?"

"Well, yeh kin b'lieve me er not, jest as yeh like. I don't care a hang."

There was much food for thought in the manner in which he replied. He came near to convincing them by disdaining to produce proofs. They grew excited over it.

There was a youthful private who listened with eager ears to the words of the tall soldier and to the varied comments of his comrades. After receiving a fill of discussions concerning marches and attacks, he went to his hut and crawled through an intricate hole that served it as a door. He wished to be alone with some new thoughts that had lately come to him.

He lay down on a wide bank that stretched across the end of the room. In the other end, cracker boxes were made to serve as furniture. They were grouped about the fireplace. A picture from an illustrated weekly was upon the log walls, and three rifles were paralleled on pegs. Equipments hunt on handy projections, and some tin dishes lay upon a small pile of firewood. A folded tent was serving as a roof. The sunlight, without, beating upon it, made it glow a light yellow shade. A small window shot an oblique square of whiter light upon the cluttered floor. The smoke from the fire at times neglected the clay chimney and wreathed into the room, and this flimsy chimney of clay and sticks made endless threats to set ablaze the whole establishment.

The youth was in a little trance of astonishment. So they were at last going to fight. On the morrow, perhaps, there would be a battle, and he would be in it. For a time he was obliged to labor to make himself believe. He could not accept with assurance an omen that he was about to mingle in one of those great affairs of the earth.

He had, of course, dreamed of battles all his life—of vague and bloody conflicts that had thrilled him with their sweep and fire. In visions he had seen himself in many struggles. He had imagined peoples secure in the shadow of his eagle-eyed prowess. But awake he had regarded battles as crimson blotches on the pages of the past. He had put them as things of the bygone with his thought-images of heavy crowns and high castles. There was a portion of the world's history which he had regarded as the time of wars, but it, he thought, had been long gone over the horizon and had disappeared forever.

From his home his youthful eyes had looked upon the war in his own country with distrust. It must be some sort of a play affair. He had long despaired of witnessing a Greeklike struggle. Such would be no more, he had said. Men were better, or more timid. Secular and religious education had effaced the throat-grappling instinct, or else firm finance held in check the passions.

He had burned several times to enlist. Tales of great movements shook the land. They might not be distinctly Homeric, but there seemed to be much glory in them. He had read of marches, sieges, conflicts, and he had longed to see it all. His busy mind had drawn for him large pictures extravagant in color, lurid with breathless deeds.

But his mother had discouraged him. She had affected to look with some contempt upon the quality of his war ardor and patriotism. She could calmly seat herself and with no apparent difficulty give him many hundreds of reasons why he was of vastly more importance on the farm than on the field of battle. She had had certain ways of expression that told him that her statements on the subject came from a deep conviction. Moreover, on her side, was his belief that her ethical motive in the argument was impregnable.

At last, however, he had made firm rebellion against this yellow light thrown upon the color of his ambitions. The newspapers, the gossip of the village, his own picturings had aroused him to an uncheckable degree. They were in truth fighting finely down there. Almost every day the newspapers printed accounts of a decisive victory.

One night, as he lay in bed, the winds had carried to him the clangoring of the church bell as some enthusiast jerked the rope frantically to tell the twisted news of a great battle. This voice of the people rejoicing in the night had made him shiver in a prolonged ecstasy of excitement. Later, he had gone down to his mother's room and had spoken thus: "Ma, I'm going to enlist."

"Henry, don't you be a fool," his mother had replied. She had then covered her face with the quilt. There was an end to the matter for that night.

Nevertheless, the next morning he had gone to a town that was near his mother's farm and had enlisted in a company that was forming there. When he had returned home his mother was milking the brindle cow. Four others stood waiting. "Ma, I've enlisted," he had said to her diffidently. There was a short silence. "The Lord's will be done, Henry," she had finally replied, and had then continued to milk the brindle cow.

When he had stood in the doorway with his soldier's clothes on his back, and with the light of excitement and expectancy in his eyes almost defeating the glow of regret for the home bonds, he had seen two tears leaving their trails on his mother's scarred cheeks.

Still, she had disappointed him by saying nothing whatever about returning with his shield or on it. He had privately primed himself for a beautiful scene. He had prepared certain sentences which he thought could be used with touching effect. But her words destroyed his plans. She had doggedly peeled potatoes and addressed him as follows: "You watch out, Henry, an' take good care of yerself in this here fighting business—you watch out, an' take good care of yerself. Don't go a-thinkin' you can lick the hull rebel army at the start, because yeh can't. Yer jest one little feller amongst a hull lot of others, and yeh've got to keep quiet an' do what they tell yeh. I know how you are, Henry.

"I've knet yeh eight pair of socks, Henry, and I've put in all yer best shirts, because I want my boy to be jest as warm and comf'able as anybody in the army. Whenever they get holes in 'em, I want yeh to send 'em right-away back to me, so's I kin dern 'em.

"An' allus be careful an' choose yer comp'ny. There's lots of bad men in the army, Henry. The army makes 'em wild, and they like nothing better than the job of leading off a young feller like you, as ain't never been away from home much and has allus had a mother, an' a-learning 'em to drink and swear. Keep clear of them folks, Henry. I don't want yeh to ever do anything, Henry, that yeh would be 'shamed to let me know about. Jest think as if I was a-watchin' yeh. If yeh keep that in yer mind allus, I guess yeh'll come out about right.

"Yeh must allus remember yer father, too, child, an' remember he never drunk a drop of licker in his life, and seldom swore a cross oath.

"I don't know what else to tell yeh, Henry, excepting that yeh must never do no shirking, child, on my account. If so be a time comes when yeh have to be kilt or do a mean thing, why, Henry, don't think of anything 'cept what's right, because there's many a woman has to bear up 'ginst sech things these times, and the Lord 'll take keer of us all.

"Don't forgit about the socks and the shirts, child; and I've put a cup of blackberry jam with yer bundle, because I know yeh like it above all things. Good-by, Henry. Watch out, and be a good boy."

He had, of course, been impatient under the ordeal of this speech. It had not been quite what he expected, and he had borne it with an air of irritation. He departed feeling vague relief.

Still, when he had looked back from the gate, he had seen his mother kneeling among the potato parings. Her brown face, upraised, was stained with tears, and her spare form was quivering. He bowed his head and went on, feeling suddenly ashamed of his purposes.

From his home he had gone to the seminary to bid adieu to many schoolmates. They had thronged about him with wonder and admiration. He had felt the gulf now between them and had swelled with calm pride. He and some of his fellows who had donned blue were quite overwhelmed with privileges for all of one afternoon, and it had been a very delicious thing. They had strutted.

A certain light-haired girl had made vivacious fun at his martial spirit, but there was another and darker girl whom he had gazed at steadfastly, and he thought she grew demure and sad at sight of his blue and brass. As he had walked down the path between the rows of oaks, he had turned his head and detected her at a window watching his departure. As he perceived her, she had immediately begun to stare up through the high tree branches at the sky. He had seen a good deal of flurry and haste in her movement as she changed her attitude. He often thought of it.

On the way to Washington his spirit had soared. The regiment was fed and caressed at station after station until the youth had believed that he must be a hero. There was a lavish expenditure of bread and cold meats, coffee, and pickles and cheese. As he basked in the smiles of the girls and was patted and complimented by the old men, he had felt growing within him the strength to do mighty deeds of arms.

After complicated journeyings with many pauses, there had come months of monotonous life in a camp. He had had the belief that real war was a series of death struggles with small time in between for sleep and meals; but since his regiment had come to the field the army had done little but sit still and try to keep warm.

He was brought then gradually back to his old ideas. Greeklike struggles would be no more. Men were better, or more timid. Secular and religious education had effaced the throat-grappling instinct, or else firm finance held in check the passions.

He had grown to regard himself merely as a part of a vast blue demonstration. His province was to look out, as far as he could, for his personal comfort. For recreation he could twiddle his thumbs and speculate on the thoughts which must agitate the minds of the generals. Also, he was drilled and drilled and reviewed, and drilled and drilled and reviewed.

The only foes he had seen were some pickets along the river bank. They were a sun-tanned, philosophical lot, who sometimes shot reflectively at the blue pickets. When reproached for this afterward, they usually expressed sorrow, and swore by their gods that the guns had exploded without their permission. The youth, on guard duty one night, conversed across the stream with one of them. He was a slightly ragged man, who spat skillfully between his shoes and possessed a great fund of bland and infantile assurance. The youth liked him personally.

"Yank," the other had informed him, "yer a right dum good feller." This sentiment, floating to him upon the still air, had made him temporarily regret war.

Various veterans had told him tales. Some talked of gray, bewhiskered hordes who were advancing with relentless curses and chewing tobacco with unspeakable valor; tremendous bodies of fierce soldiery who were sweeping along like the Huns. Others spoke of tattered and eternally hungry men who fired despondent powders. "They'll charge through hell's fire an' brimstone t' git a holt on a haversack, an' sech stomachs ain't a-lastin' long," he was told. From the stories, the youth imagined the red, live bones sticking out through slits in the faded uniforms.

Still, he could not put a whole faith in veterans' tales, for recruits were their prey. They talked much of smoke, fire, and blood, but he could not tell how much might be lies. They persistently yelled "Fresh fish!" at him, and were in no wise to be trusted.

However, he perceived now that it did not greatly matter what kind of soldiers he was going to fight, so long as they fought, which fact no one disputed. There was a more serious problem. He lay in his bunk pondering upon it. He tried to mathematically prove to himself that he would not run from a battle.

Previously he had never felt obliged to wrestle too seriously with this question. In his life he had taken certain things for granted, never challenging his belief in ultimate success, and bothering little about means and roads. But here he was confronted with a thing of moment. It had suddenly appeared to him that perhaps in a battle he might run. He was forced to admit that as far as war was concerned he knew nothing of himself.

A sufficient time before he would have allowed the problem to kick its heels at the outer portals of his mind, but now he felt compelled to give serious attention to it.

A little panic-fear grew in his mind. As his imagination went forward to a fight, he saw hideous possibilities. He contemplated the lurking menaces of the future, and failed in an effort to see himself standing stoutly in the midst of them. He recalled his visions of broken-bladed glory, but in the shadow of the impending tumult he suspected them to be impossible pictures.

He sprang from the bunk and began to pace nervously to and fro. "Good Lord, what's th' matter with me?" he said aloud.

He felt that in this crisis his laws of life were useless. Whatever he had learned of himself was here of no avail. He was an unknown quantity. He saw that he would again be obliged to experiment as he had in early youth. He must accumulate information of himself, and meanwhile he resolved to remain close upon his guard lest those qualities of which he knew nothing should everlastingly disgrace him. "Good Lord!" he repeated in dismay.

After a time the tall soldier slid dexterously through the hole. The loud private followed. They were wrangling.

"That's all right," said the tall soldier as he entered. He waved his hand expressively. "You can believe me or not, jest as you like. All you got to do is to sit down and wait as quiet as you can. Then pretty soon you'll find out I was right."

His comrade grunted stubbornly. For a moment he seemed to be searching for a formidable reply. Finally he said: "Well, you don't know everything in the world, do you?"

"Didn't say I knew everything in the world," retorted the other sharply. He began to stow various articles snugly into his knapsack.

The youth, pausing in his nervous walk, looked down at the busy figure. "Going to be a battle, sure, is there, Jim?" he asked.

"Of course there is," replied the tall soldier. "Of course there is. You jest wait 'til to-morrow, and you'll see one of the biggest battles ever was. You jest wait."

"Thunder!" said the youth.

"Oh, you'll see fighting this time, my boy, what'll be regular out-and-out fighting," added the tall soldier, with the air of a man who is about to exhibit a battle for the benefit of his friends.

"Huh!" said the loud one from a corner.

"Well," remarked the youth, "like as not this story'll turn out jest like them others did."

"Not much it won't," replied the tall soldier, exasperated. "Not much it won't. Didn't the cavalry all start this morning?" He glared about him. No one denied his statement. "The cavalry started this morning," he continued. "They say there ain't hardly any cavalry left in camp. They're going to Richmond, or some place, while we fight all the Johnnies. It's some dodge like that. The regiment's got orders, too. A feller what seen 'em go to headquarters told me a little while ago. And they're raising blazes all over camp—anybody can see that."

"Shucks!" said the loud one.

The youth remained silent for a time. At last he spoke to the tall soldier. "Jim!"

"What?"

"How do you think the reg'ment 'll do?"

"Oh, they'll fight all right, I guess, after they once get into it," said the other with cold judgment. He made a fine use of the third person. "There's been heaps of fun poked at 'em because they're new, of course, and all that; but they'll fight all right, I guess."

"Think any of the boys 'll run?" persisted the youth.

"Oh, there may be a few of 'em run, but there's them kind in every regiment, 'specially when they first goes under fire," said the other in a tolerant way. "Of course it might happen that the hull kit-and-boodle might start and run, if some big fighting came first-off, and then again they might stay and fight like fun. But you can't bet on nothing. Of course they ain't never been under fire yet, and it ain't likely they'll lick the hull rebel army all-to-oncet the first time; but I think they'll fight better than some, if worse than others. That's the way I figger. They call the reg'ment 'Fresh fish' and everything; but the boys come of good stock, and most of 'em 'll fight like sin after they oncet git shootin'," he added, with a mighty emphasis on the last four words.

"Oh, you think you know—" began the loud soldier with scorn.

The other turned savagely upon him. They had a rapid altercation, in which they fastened upon each other various strange epithets.

The youth at last interrupted them. "Did you ever think you might run yourself, Jim?" he asked. On concluding the sentence he laughed as if he had meant to aim a joke. The loud soldier also giggled.

The tall private waved his hand. "Well," said he profoundly, "I've thought it might get too hot for Jim Conklin in some of them scrimmages, and if a whole lot of boys started and run, why, I s'pose I'd start and run. And if I once started to run, I'd run like the devil, and no mistake. But if everybody was a-standing and a-fighting, why, I'd stand and fight. Be jiminey, I would. I'll bet on it."

"Huh!" said the loud one.

The youth of this tale felt gratitude for these words of his comrade. He had feared that all of the untried men possessed a great and correct confidence. He now was in a measure reassured.
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The next morning the youth discovered that his tall comrade had been the fast-flying messenger of a mistake. There was much scoffing at the latter by those who had yesterday been firm adherents of his views, and there was even a little sneering by men who had never believed the rumor. The tall one fought with a man from Chatfield Corners and beat him severely.

The youth felt, however, that his problem was in no wise lifted from him. There was, on the contrary, an irritating prolongation. The tale had created in him a great concern for himself. Now, with the newborn question in his mind, he was compelled to sink back into his old place as part of a blue demonstration.

For days he made ceaseless calculations, but they were all wondrously unsatisfactory. He found that he could establish nothing. He finally concluded that the only way to prove himself was to go into the blaze, and then figuratively to watch his legs to discover their merits and faults. He reluctantly admitted that he could not sit still and with a mental slate and pencil derive an answer. To gain it, he must have blaze, blood, and danger, even as a chemist requires this, that, and the other. So he fretted for an opportunity.

Meanwhile he continually tried to measure himself by his comrades. The tall soldier, for one, gave him some assurance. This man's serene unconcern dealt him a measure of confidence, for he had known him since childhood, and from his intimate knowledge he did not see how he could be capable of anything that was beyond him, the youth. Still, he thought that his comrade might be mistaken about himself. Or, on the other hand, he might be a man heretofore doomed to peace and obscurity, but, in reality, made to shine in war.

The youth would have liked to have discovered another who suspected himself. A sympathetic comparison of mental notes would have been a joy to him.

He occasionally tried to fathom a comrade with seductive sentences. He looked about to find men in the proper mood. All attempts failed to bring forth any statement which looked in any way like a confession to those doubts which he privately acknowledged in himself. He was afraid to make an open declaration of his concern, because he dreaded to place some unscrupulous confidant upon the high plane of the unconfessed from which elevation he could be derided.

In regard to his companions his mind wavered between two opinions, according to his mood. Sometimes he inclined to believing them all heroes. In fact, he usually admitted in secret the superior development of the higher qualities in others. He could conceive of men going very insignificantly about the world bearing a load of courage unseen, and although he had known many of his comrades through boyhood, he began to fear that his judgment of them had been blind. Then, in other moments, he flouted these theories, and assured himself that his fellows were all privately wondering and quaking.

His emotions made him feel strange in the presence of men who talked excitedly of a prospective battle as of a drama they were about to witness, with nothing but eagerness and curiosity apparent in their faces. It was often that he suspected them to be liars.

He did not pass such thoughts without severe condemnation of himself. He dinned reproaches at times. He was convicted by himself of many shameful crimes against the gods of traditions.

In his great anxiety his heart was continually clamoring at what he considered the intolerable slowness of the generals. They seemed content to perch tranquilly on the river bank, and leave him bowed down by the weight of a great problem. He wanted it settled forthwith. He could not long bear such a load, he said. Sometimes his anger at the commanders reached an acute stage, and he grumbled about the camp like a veteran.

One morning, however, he found himself in the ranks of his prepared regiment. The men were whispering speculations and recounting the old rumors. In the gloom before the break of the day their uniforms glowed a deep purple hue. From across the river the red eyes were still peering. In the eastern sky there was a yellow patch like a rug laid for the feet of the coming sun; and against it, black and patternlike, loomed the gigantic figure of the colonel on a gigantic horse.

From off in the darkness came the trampling of feet. The youth could occasionally see dark shadows that moved like monsters. The regiment stood at rest for what seemed a long time. The youth grew impatient. It was unendurable the way these affairs were managed. He wondered how long they were to be kept waiting.

As he looked all about him and pondered upon the mystic gloom, he began to believe that at any moment the ominous distance might be aflare, and the rolling crashes of an engagement come to his ears. Staring once at the red eyes across the river, he conceived them to be growing larger, as the orbs of a row of dragons advancing. He turned toward the colonel and saw him lift his gigantic arm and calmly stroke his mustache.

At last he heard from along the road at the foot of the hill the clatter of a horse's galloping hoofs. It must be the coming of orders. He bent forward, scarce breathing. The exciting clickety-click, as it grew louder and louder, seemed to be beating upon his soul. Presently a horseman with jangling equipment drew rein before the colonel of the regiment. The two held a short, sharp-worded conversation. The men in the foremost ranks craned their necks.

As the horseman wheeled his animal and galloped away he turned to shout over his shoulder, "Don't forget that box of cigars!" The colonel mumbled in reply. The youth wondered what a box of cigars had to do with war.

A moment later the regiment went swinging off into the darkness. It was now like one of those moving monsters wending with many feet. The air was heavy, and cold with dew. A mass of wet grass, marched upon, rustled like silk.

There was an occasional flash and glimmer of steel from the backs of all these huge crawling reptiles. From the road came creakings and grumblings as some surly guns were dragged away.

The men stumbled along still muttering speculations. There was a subdued debate. Once a man fell down, and as he reached for his rifle a comrade, unseeing, trod upon his hand. He of the injured fingers swore bitterly and aloud. A low, tittering laugh went among his fellows.

Presently they passed into a roadway and marched forward with easy strides. A dark regiment moved before them, and from behind also came the tinkle of equipments on the bodies of marching men.

The rushing yellow of the developing day went on behind their backs. When the sunrays at last struck full and mellowingly upon the earth, the youth saw that the landscape was streaked with two long, thin, black columns which disappeared on the brow of a hill in front and rearward vanished in a wood. They were like two serpents crawling from the cavern of the night.

The river was not in view. The tall soldier burst into praises of what he thought to be his powers of perception.

Some of the tall one's companions cried with emphasis that they, too, had evolved the same thing, and they congratulated themselves upon it. But there were others who said that the tall one's plan was not the true one at all. They persisted with other theories. There was a vigorous discussion.

The youth took no part in them. As he walked along in careless line he was engaged with his own eternal debate. He could not hinder himself from dwelling upon it. He was despondent and sullen, and threw shifting glances about him. He looked ahead, often expecting to hear from the advance the rattle of firing.

But the long serpents crawled slowly from hill to hill without bluster of smoke. A dun-colored cloud of dust floated away to the right. The sky overhead was of a fairy blue.

The youth studied the faces of his companions, ever on the watch to detect kindred emotions. He suffered disappointment. Some ardor of the air which was causing the veteran commands to move with glee—almost with song—had infected the new regiment. The men began to speak of victory as of a thing they knew. Also, the tall soldier received his vindication. They were certainly going to come around in behind the enemy. They expressed commiseration for that part of the army which had been left upon the river bank, felicitating themselves upon being a part of a blasting host.

The youth, considering himself as separated from the others, was saddened by the blithe and merry speeches that went from rank to rank. The company wags all made their best endeavors. The regiment tramped to the tune of laughter.

The blatant soldier often convulsed whole files by his biting sarcasms aimed at the tall one.

And it was not long before all the men seemed to forget their mission. Whole brigades grinned in unison, and regiments laughed.

A rather fat soldier attempted to pilfer a horse from a dooryard. He planned to load his knap-sack upon it. He was escaping with his prize when a young girl rushed from the house and grabbed the animal's mane. There followed a wrangle. The young girl, with pink cheeks and shining eyes, stood like a dauntless statue.

The observant regiment, standing at rest in the roadway, whooped at once, and entered whole-souled upon the side of the maiden. The men became so engrossed in this affair that they entirely ceased to remember their own large war. They jeered the piratical private, and called attention to various defects in his personal appearance; and they were wildly enthusiastic in support of the young girl.

To her, from some distance, came bold advice. "Hit him with a stick."

There were crows and catcalls showered upon him when he retreated without the horse. The regiment rejoiced at his downfall. Loud and vociferous congratulations were showered upon the maiden, who stood panting and regarding the troops with defiance.

At nightfall the column broke into regimental pieces, and the fragments went into the fields to camp. Tents sprang up like strange plants. Camp fires, like red, peculiar blossoms, dotted the night.

The youth kept from intercourse with his companions as much as circumstances would allow him. In the evening he wandered a few paces into the gloom. From this little distance the many fires, with the black forms of men passing to and fro before the crimson rays, made weird and satanic effects.

He lay down in the grass. The blades pressed tenderly against his cheek. The moon had been lighted and was hung in a treetop. The liquid stillness of the night enveloping him made him feel vast pity for himself. There was a caress in the soft winds; and the whole mood of the darkness, he thought, was one of sympathy for himself in his distress.

He wished, without reserve, that he was at home again making the endless rounds from the house to the barn, from the barn to the fields, from the fields to the barn, from the barn to the house. He remembered he had often cursed the brindle cow and her mates, and had sometimes flung milking stools. But, from his present point of view, there was a halo of happiness about each of their heads, and he would have sacrificed all the brass buttons on the continent to have been enabled to return to them. He told himself that he was not formed for a soldier. And he mused seriously upon the radical differences between himself and those men who were dodging imp-like around the fires.

As he mused thus he heard the rustle of grass, and, upon turning his head, discovered the loud soldier. He called out, "Oh, Wilson!"

The latter approached and looked down. "Why, hello, Henry; is it you? What you doing here?"

"Oh, thinking," said the youth.

The other sat down and carefully lighted his pipe. "You're getting blue, my boy. You're looking thundering peeked. What the dickens is wrong with you?"

"Oh, nothing," said the youth.

The loud soldier launched then into the subject of the anticipated fight. "Oh, we've got 'em now!" As he spoke his boyish face was wreathed in a gleeful smile, and his voice had an exultant ring. "We've got 'em now. At last, by the eternal thunders, we'll lick 'em good!"

"If the truth was known," he added, more soberly, "They've licked us about every clip up to now; but this time—this time—we'll lick 'em good!"

"I thought you was objecting to this march a little while ago," said the youth coldly.

"Oh, it wasn't that," explained the other. "I don't mind marching, if there's going to be fighting at the end of it. What I hate is this getting moved here and moved there, with no good coming of it, as far as I can see, excepting sore feet and damned short rations."

"Well, Jim Conklin says we'll get a plenty of fighting this time."

"He's right for once, I guess, though I can't see how it come. This time we're in for a big battle, and we've got the best end of it, certain sure. Gee rod! how we will thump 'em!"

He arose and began to pace to and fro excitedly. The thrill of his enthusiasm made him walk with an elastic step. He was sprightly, vigorous, fiery in his belief in success. He looked into the future with clear, proud eye, and he swore with the air of an old soldier.

The youth watched him for a moment in silence. When he finally spoke his voice was as bitter as dregs. "Oh, you're going to do great things, I s'pose!"

The loud soldier blew a thoughtful cloud of smoke from his pipe. "Oh, I don't know," he remarked with dignity; "I don't know. I s'pose I'll do as well as the rest. I'm going to try like thunder." He evidently complimented himself upon the modesty of this statement.

"How do you know you won't run when the time comes?" asked the youth.

"Run?" said the loud one; "run?—of course not!" He laughed.

"Well," continued the youth, "lots of good-a-'nough men have thought they was going to do great things before the fight, but when the time come they skedaddled."

"Oh, that's all true, I s'pose," replied the other; "but I'm not going to skedaddle. The man that bets on my running will lose his money, that's all." He nodded confidently.

"Oh, shucks!" said the youth. "You ain't the bravest man in the world, are you?"

"No, I ain't," exclaimed the loud soldier indignantly; "and I didn't say I was the bravest man in the world, neither. I said I was going to do my share of fighting—that's what I said. And I am, too. Who are you, anyhow. You talk as if you thought you was Napoleon Bonaparte." He glared at the youth for a moment, and then strode away.

The youth called in a savage voice after his comrade: "Well, you needn't git mad about it!" But the other continued on his way and made no reply.

He felt alone in space when his injured comrade had disappeared. His failure to discover any mite of resemblance in their view points made him more miserable than before. No one seemed to be wrestling with such a terrific personal problem. He was a mental outcast.

He went slowly to his tent and stretched himself on a blanket by the side of the snoring tall soldier. In the darkness he saw visions of a thousand-tongued fear that would babble at his back and cause him to flee, while others were going coolly about their country's business. He admitted that he would not be able to cope with this monster. He felt that every nerve in his body would be an ear to hear the voices, while other men would remain stolid and deaf.

And as he sweated with the pain of these thoughts, he could hear low, serene sentences. "I'll bid five." "Make it six." "Seven." "Seven goes."

He stared at the red, shivering reflection of a fire on the white wall of his tent until, exhausted and ill from the monotony of his suffering, he fell asleep.







CHAPTER III.
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WHEN another night came the columns, changed to purple streaks, filed across two pontoon bridges. A glaring fire wine-tinted the waters of the river. Its rays, shining upon the moving masses of troops, brought forth here and there sudden gleams of silver or gold. Upon the other shore a dark and mysterious range of hills was curved against the sky. The insect voices of the night sang solemnly.

After this crossing the youth assured himself that at any moment they might be suddenly and fearfully assaulted from the caves of the lowering woods. He kept his eyes watchfully upon the darkness.

But his regiment went unmolested to a camping place, and its soldiers slept the brave sleep of wearied men. In the morning they were routed out with early energy, and hustled along a narrow road that led deep into the forest.

It was during this rapid march that the regiment lost many of the marks of a new command.

The men had begun to count the miles upon their fingers, and they grew tired. "Sore feet an' damned short rations, that's all," said the loud soldier. There was perspiration and grumblings. After a time they began to shed their knapsacks. Some tossed them unconcernedly down; others hid them carefully, asserting their plans to return for them at some convenient time. Men extricated themselves from thick shirts. Presently few carried anything but their necessary clothing, blankets, haversacks, canteens, and arms and ammunition. "You can now eat and shoot," said the tall soldier to the youth. "That's all you want to do."

There was sudden change from the ponderous infantry of theory to the light and speedy infantry of practice. The regiment, relieved of a burden, received a new impetus. But there was much loss of valuable knapsacks, and, on the whole, very good shirts.

But the regiment was not yet veteranlike in appearance. Veteran regiments in the army were likely to be very small aggregations of men. Once, when the command had first come to the field, some perambulating veterans, noting the length of their column, had accosted them thus: "Hey, fellers, what brigade is that?" And when the men had replied that they formed a regiment and not a brigade, the older soldiers had laughed, and said, "O Gawd!"

Also, there was too great a similarity in the hats. The hats of a regiment should properly represent the history of headgear for a period of years. And, moreover, there were no letters of faded gold speaking from the colors. They were new and beautiful, and the color bearer habitually oiled the pole.

Presently the army again sat down to think. The odor of the peaceful pines was in the men's nostrils. The sound of monotonous axe blows rang through the forest, and the insects, nodding upon their perches, crooned like old women. The youth returned to his theory of a blue demonstration.

One gray dawn, however, he was kicked in the leg by the tall soldier, and then, before
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