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Stephen Crane

The Red Badge
of Courage

An Episode of
the American Civil War

by

Stephen Crane
CHAPTERI

THE coLp passeD reluctantly from the earth, and theretiring
fogsreveded anarmy stretched out onthehills, resting. Asthe
landscape changed from brown to green, thearmy awak-ened,
and began to tremblewith eagernessat the noise of rumors. It
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cast itseyesupon theroads, which were growing fromlong
troughs of liquid mud to proper thoroughfares. A river, am-
ber-tinted in the shadow of its banks, purled at thearmy’s
feet; and a night, when the stream had become of asorrowful
blackness, one could see acrossit thered, eyelike gleam of
hostile camp-firesset inthelow browsof distant hills.

Onceacertaintal soldier devel oped virtuesand went reso-
lutely towash ashirt. Hecameflying back from abrook wav-
ing hisgarment bannerlike. Hewas swelled with atale he had
heard from areliablefriend, who had heard it from atruthful
cavalryman, who had heard it from histrustworthy brother,
oneof theorder-liesat division headquarters. He adopted the
important air of aheraldinred and gold. “We regoin’ t move
t" morrah—sure,” he said pompousdly to agroup in the com-
pany street. “We' regoin’ ‘way up theriver, cut across, an’
comearoundinbehint ‘em.”

To hisattentive audience he drew aloud and el aborate plan
of avery 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 acracker box with the hilarious encouragement
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of twoscore soldierswas deserted. He sat mournfully down.
Smokedrifted lazily from amultitude of quaint chim-neys.

“It'saliel that'sal itis—athunderin’ liel” said another pri-
vateloudly. Hissmooth facewasflushed, and hishandswere
thrust sulkily into histrousers' pockets. Hetook the matter as
anaffronttohim. “1 don’t believethederned old army’sever
goingtomove. We're set. I’ ve got ready to move eight times
inthelast two weeks, and weain’t moved yet.”

Thetall soldier felt caled uponto defend thetruth of arumor
hehimself had intro-duced. Heand theloud one camenear to
fight-ing over it.

A corpora began to swear beforethe assem-blage. He had
just put acostly board floor in hishouse, hesaid. During the
early spring he had refrained from adding extensively to the
comfort of hisenvironment because he had felt that thearmy
might start on the march at any moment. Of late, however, he
had beenim-pressed that they werein asort of eternal camp.

Many of themen engaged in aspirited debate. One outlined
inapeculiarly lucid manner al the plans of the commanding
genera. Hewas op-posed by men who advocated that there
were other plansof campaign. They clamored at each other,

numbers making futilebidsfor the pop-ular attention. Mean-
while, thesoldier who had fetched therumor bustled about with
muchimportance. Hewascontinualy assalled by questions.

“What'sup, Jm?’

“Th” army’sgoin’ t move.”

“Ah, what yehtalkin’ about?How yeh know itis?’

“Well, yehkinb'lievemeer not, jest asyehlike. | don’'t care
ahang.”

Therewasmuch food for thought in the man-ner inwhich he
replied. He came near to con-vincing them by disdaining to
produce proofs. They grew excited over it.

Therewasayouthful privatewho listened with eager earsto
thewordsof thetall soldier and to the varied commentsof his
comrades. After receiving afill of discussions concerning
marchesand attacks, hewent to hishut and crawled through
an intricate hole that served it as a door. He wished to be
aonewith somenew thoughtsthat had lately cometo him.

Helay down on awide bank that stretched acrossthe end
of theroom. In the other end, cracker boxes were madeto
serveasfurniture. They were grouped about thefireplace. A
pic-turefrom anillustrated weekly wasupon thelog walls,
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and threerifleswere paralleled on pegs. Equipmentshunt on
handy projections, and sometindisheslay uponasmal pileof
firewood. A folded tent was serving asaroof. Thesunlight,
without, beating uponit, madeit glow alight yellow shade. A
smal window shot an oblique square of whiter light uponthe
cluttered floor. The smokefromthefireat timesneglected the
clay chimney and wreethed into theroom, and thisflimsy chim-
ney of clay and sticks made end-lessthreatsto set ablazethe
wholeestablishmen.

Theyouthwasin alittletrance of astonish-ment. So they
wereat |ast going tofight. Onthemorrow, perhaps, therewould
beabattle, and hewould beinit. For atimehewasobligedto
labor to make himself believe. He could not accept with as-
surance an omen that he was about to minglein one of those
great affairsof theearth.

Hehad, of course, dreamed of battlesall hislife—of vague
and bloody conflictsthat had thrilled himwith their sweep and
fire. Invisonshehad seen himsdlf in many struggles. Hehad
imagined peoplessecurein the shadow of hiseagle-eyed prow-
ess. But awake he had regarded battles as crimson blotches
on the pages of the past. He had put them as things of the
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bygone with histhought-images of heavy crownsand high
castles. Therewasaportion of theworld’ shistory which he
had regarded asthetime of wars, but it, hethought, had been
long gone over the horizon and had disappeared forever.

From hishomehisyouthful eyeshad |ooked uponthewar in
hisown country with distrust. It must be some sort of aplay
affair. Hehad long despaired of witnessng aGreeklikestruggle.
Such would be no more, he had said. Men were better, or
moretimid. Secular and religious education had effaced the
throat-grapplingin-stinct, or e sefirmfinanceheldin check the
passions.

Hehad burned severa timesto enlist. Talesof great move-
mentsshook theland. They might not bedistinctly Homeric,
but there seemed to be much glory inthem. He had read of
marches, sieges, conflicts, and hehad longed to seeit al. His
busy mind had drawnfor himlargepicturesextravagantincolor,
lurid with breathlessdeeds.

But hismother had discouraged him. She had affected to
look with some contempt upon the quality of hiswar ardor
and patriotism. She could calmly seat herself and with no ap-
parent difficulty give him many hundreds of reasonswhy he
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wasof vastly moreimportance on thefarm than on thefield of
battle. She had had certain ways of expression that told him
that her statements on the subject came from a deep con-
viction. Moreover, on her side, washisbelief that her ethical
motiveintheargument wasimpregnable.

At last, however, he had madefirm rebellion against this
ydlow light thrown uponthecolor of hisambitions. Thenews-
papers, thegossp of thevillage, hisown picturingshad aroused
himto anuncheckabledegree. They wereintruthfighting finely
down there. Almost every day the newspapers printed ac-
countsof adecisivevictory.

Onenight, ashelay in bed, thewinds had carried to him
the clangoring of the church bell assomeenthusiast jerked
theropefrantically totell thetwisted newsof agreat battle.
Thisvoiceof the peoplergoicing in the night had madehim
shiver inaprolonged ecstasy of ex-citement. Later, hehad
gone down to hismother’sroom and had spokenthus: “Ma,
I"'mgoingtoenlist.”

“Henry, don’'t you beafool,” hismother had replied. She
had then covered her facewith the quilt. Therewasanendto
thematter for that night.

Neverthel ess, the next morning he had goneto atown that
washear hismother’ sfarmand had enlisted inacompany that
wasforming there. When he had returned home hismother
wasmilking thebrindle cow. Four othersstood waiting. “Ma,
I’veenlisted,” hehad said to her diffidently. Therewasashort
dlence. “TheLord swill bedone, Henry,” shehadfinaly re-
plied, and had then continued to milk the brindle cow.

When hehad stood in the doorway with hissoldier’sclothes
on hisback, and with thelight of excitement and expectancy
inhiseyesamost defeating the glow of regret for the home
bonds, he had seen two tears leaving their trails on his
mother’sscarred cheeks.

Still, shehad disappointed him by saying nothing whatever
about returningwith hisshield or onit. Hehad privately primed
himself for abeautiful scene. He had prepared certain sen-
tenceswhich he thought could be used with touching effect.
But her wordsdestroyed his plans. Shehad doggedly peeled
potatoesand addressed him asfollows: “ Youwatch out, Henry,
an’ takegood care of yerself inthisherefighting 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
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yehcan't. Yer jest onelittlefeller amongst ahull lot of others,
and yeh' vegot tokeep quiet an’ dowhat they tell yeh. | know
how you are, Henry.

“I’veknet yeh eight pair of socks, Henry, and I’ veputinall
yer best shirts, because | want my boy to bejest aswarm and
comf’ ableasanybody inthearmy. Whenever they get holesin
‘em, | want yehto send ‘ emright-away back to me, so’sl kin
dern‘em.

“An’ allusbe careful an’ chooseyer comp’ ny. There'slots
of bad meninthearmy, Henry. Thearmy makes‘emwild, and
they like nothing better than the job of leading off ayoung
feller likeyou, asain’t never been away from homemuch and
hasalushad amother, an’ a-learning ‘emto drink and swear.
Keep clear of themfolks, Henry. | don’t want yehto ever do
any-thing, Henry, that yeh would be‘ shamed to let meknow
about. Jest think asif | wasawatchin’ yeh. If yehkeepthatin
yer mindalus, | guessyeh’ll comeout about right.

“Yeh must dlusremember yer father, too, child, an’ remem-
ber he never drunk adrop of licker in hislife, and seldom
sworeacrossoath.

“1 don’'t know what elseto tell yeh, Henry, excepting that

yeh must never do no shirking, child, on my account. If sobe
atime comeswhen yeh haveto bekilt or do amean thing,
why, Henry, don’t think of anything ‘ cept what'sright, be-
causethere’smany awoman hasto bear up ‘ gingt sech things
thesetimes, andtheLord ‘|| takekeer of usall.

“Don’t forgit about the socks and the shirts, child; and I’ ve
put acup of blackberry jam with yer bundle, because| know
yehlikeit aboveall things. Good-by, Henry. Watch out, and
beagood boy.”

Hehad, of course, been impatient under the ordeal of this
speech. It had not been quite what he expected, and he had
borneit withanair of irritation. He departed feeling vague
relief.

Still, when he had looked back from the gate, he had seen
hismother kneeling among the po-tato parings. Her brown
face, upraised, was stained with tears, and her spareformwas
quivering. He bowed hishead and went on, feeling suddenly
ashamed of hispurposes.

From hishome he had goneto the seminary to bid adieu to
many schoolmates. They had thronged about him with won-
der and admiration. He had felt the gulf now between them
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and had swelled with calm pride. Heand someof hisfellows
who had donned blue were quite over-whelmed with privi-
legesfor al of oneafternoon, andit had beenavery delicious
thing. They had strutted.

A certainlight-haired girl had madevivaciousfunat hismar-
tial spirit, but therewasanother and darker girl whom he had
gazed at steadfastly, and he thought she grew demure and sad
at sight of hisblueand brass. Ashe had walked down the path
between the rows of oaks, he had turned his head and de-
tected her at awindow watching his departure. As he per-
ceived her, she had im-mediately begun to stare up through
the high tree branchesat the sky. He had seen agood deal of
flurry and hastein her movement as she changed her attitude.
Heoftenthought of it.

Ontheway to Washington his spirit had soared. Theregi-
ment was fed and caressed at station after station until the
youth had believed that he must beahero. Therewasalavish
ex-penditure of bread and cold mests, coffee, and picklesand
cheese. Ashebasked inthe smilesof thegirlsand was patted
and complimented by the old men, he had felt growingwithin
him the strength to do mighty deedsof arms.

After complicated journeyingswith many pauses, therehad
come months of monotonouslifein acamp. He had had the
belief that real war wasaseriesof death struggleswith small
timein between for sleep and meals; but since hisregiment
had cometo thefield thearmy had donelittlebut sit still and
try to keep warm.

He was brought then gradually back to his old ideas.
Greeklike struggleswould be no more. Men were better, or
moretimid. Secular and religious education had effaced the
throat-grap-pling ingtinct, or e sefirmfinanceheldin check the
passions.

He had grown to regard himself merely asapart of avast
bluedemonstration. Hisprovincewasto look out, asfar ashe
could, for his per-sonal comfort. For recreation he could
twiddle histhumbsand specul ate on the thoughtswhich must
agitate the minds of the generals. Also, hewasdrilled and
drilled and reviewed, and drilled and drilled and reviewed.

Theonly foeshe had seen were some picketsalong theriver
bank. They were asun-tanned, philosophica |ot, who some-
timesshot reflectively at the blue pickets. When reproached
for thisafterward, they usually expressed sorrow, and swore
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by their godsthat the gunshad exploded without their permis-
sion. Theyouth, on guard duty onenight, conversed acrossthe
stream with one of them. Hewasadightly ragged man, who
gpat skillfully between hisshoesand possessed agreat fund of
bland andinfantileassurance. Theyouthliked him persondly.

“Yank,” theother had informed him, “yer aright dum good
feller.” Thissentiment, floating to him upon thestill air, had
made him tempo-rarily regret war.

Variousveterans had told him tales. Sometalked of gray,
bewhiskered hordeswho wereadvancing with relentlesscurses
and chewing tobacco with unspeakable valor; tremendous
bodies of fierce soldiery who were sweeping aong likethe
Huns. Othersspoke of tattered and eternaly hungry menwho
fired despondent powders. “They’ | chargethrough hdll’sfire
an’ brimstonet’ git aholt onahaversack, an’ sech ssomachs
ain'talastin’ long,” hewastold. Fromthe stories, theyouth
imagined thered, live bones sticking out through ditsinthe
faded uniforms.

Still, he could not put awholefaithin veter-ans' tales, for
recruitsweretheir prey. They talked much of smoke, fire, and
blood, but he could not tell how much might belies. They

persistently yelled* Freshfish!” a him, andwereinnowiseto
betrusted.

However, hepercelved now that it did not greatly matter what
kind of soldiershewasgoingtofight, solong asthey fought,
whichfact no onedisputed. Therewasamoreseriousproblem.
Helay inhisbunk pondering uponit. Hetried tomathematicaly
proveto himsdf that hewould not run from abattle.

Previoudy hehad never felt obliged to wrestletoo serioudy
withthisquestion. Inhislifehehad taken certainthingsfor granted,
never challeng-ing hisbdief inultimate success, and bothering
littleabout meansand roads. But herehewas confronted witha
thing of moment. It had sud-denly gppeared to him that perhaps
inabattle hemight run. Hewasforced to admit that asfar as
war was concerned heknew nothing of himsaif.

A sufficient time before hewoul d have all owed the problem
tokick itshedsat theouter portalsof hismind, but now hefelt
compelledto giveseriousattentiontoit.

A littlepanic-fear grew in hismind. Ashisimagination went
forward to afight, he saw hide-ouspossibilities. He contem-
plated thelurking menacesof thefuture, andfailedinan effort
toseehimsdf standing stoutly inthemidst of them. Herecdled
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hisvisions of broken-bladed glory, but in the shadow of the
impending tumult he suspected them to beimpossiblepictures.

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

Hefetthat inthiscrisishislawsof lifewere use ess. What-
ever hehad learned of himself washereof noavall. Hewasan
unknown quantity. He saw that hewould again be obliged to
experi-ment ashe had in early youth. He must accumu-late
information of himsdf, and meanwhilehere-solved toremain
close upon hisguard lest those qualities of which he knew
nothing should ever-lastingly disgracehim. “Good Lord!” he
re-peatedin dismay.

After atimethetal soldier did dexteroudy through thehole.
Theloud privatefollowed. They werewrangling.

“That'sdl right,” saidthetdl soldier asheentered. Hewaved
hishand expressively. “You can believemeor not, jest asyou
like. All yougot todoisto sit down and wait asquiet asyou
can. Then pretty soonyou' |l find out | wasright.”

Hiscomrade grunted stubbornly. For amo-ment he seemed
to besearching for aformidablereply. Finaly hesaid: “Waell,
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you don’t know everything in theworld, doyou?’

“Didn’t say | knew everythingintheworld,” retorted the
other sharply. Hebegan to stow variousarticlessnugly intohis
knapsack.

Theyouth, pausing in hisnervouswalk, looked down at the
busy figure. “ Goingto beabattle, sure, isthere, Im?’ heasked.

“Of coursethereis,” repliedthetdl soldier. “ Of coursethere
is. Youjest wait ‘til to-morrow, and you'’ |l seeone of thebig-
gest battlesever was. You jest wait.”

“Thunder!der!” saidtheyouth.

“Oh, you' Il seefighting thistime, my boy, what' Il beregular
out-and-out fighting,” added thetall soldier, withtheair of a
manwhoisabout to exhibit abattlefor thebenefit of hisfriends.

“Huh!” said theloud onefrom acorner.

“Well,” remarked theyouth, “likeasnot thisstory’ Il turn out
jest likethem othersdid.”

“Not muchitwon't,” replied thetall soldier, exasperated.
“Not muchitwon’t. Didn't thecavalry dl start thismorning?’
Heglared about him. No onedenied hisstatement. “ The cav-
ary startedthismorning,” hecontinued. “ They say thereain’t
hardly any cavalry leftin camp. They’ regoing to Richmond,
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or someplace, whilewefight al the Johnnies. It'ssomedodge
likethat. Theregiment’sgot orders, too. A feller what seen
‘em go to headquarterstold mealittiewhileago. Andthey're
raising blazesall over camp—anybody can seethat.”

“Shucks!” saidtheloud one.

Theyouth remained silent for atime. At last he spoketothe
tal soldier.“Im!”

“What?’

“How doyou think thereg’ ment ‘|l do?’

“Oh, they'll fight dl right, | guess, after they onceget intoit,”
said the other with cold judg-ment. He made afineuse of the
third person. “ There's been heaps of fun poked at ‘em be-
causethey’ renew, of course, and all that; but they’ll fight all
right, | guess.”

“Think any of theboys'Il run?’ persisted theyouth.

“Oh, theremay beafew of ‘emrun, but there' sthemkindin
every regiment, ‘ specidly whenthey first goesunder fire,” said
theother inatolerant way. “ Of courseit might happen that the
hull kit-and-boodle might start and run, if somebig fighting
camefirg-off, and then againthey might stay and fight likefun.
But you can't bet on nothing. Of coursethey ain’t never been
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under fireyet, anditan'tlikey they’ Il lick thehull rebd army dl-
to-oncet thefirst time; but | think they’ [ fight better than some, if
worsethan others That’ stheway | figger. They cal thereg’ ment
‘Freshfish’ and everything; but the boys come of good stock,
andmogt of ‘em‘|l fight likesin after they oncet git shootin’,” he
added, withamighty emphasisonthelast four words.

“Oh, you think you know—" began theloud soldier with
scorn.

Theother turned savagely upon him. They had arapid al-
tercation, in which they fastened upon each other various
strange epithets.

Theyouth at last interrupted them. “ Did you ever think you
might runyourself, JIm?’ he asked. On concluding the sen-
tence helaughed asif he had meant toaim ajoke. Theloud
soldier dsogiggled.

Thetdl privatewaved hishand. “Well,” said heprofoundly,
“I’ vethought it might get too hot for Jim Conklinin some of
them scrimmages, and if awholelot of boys started and run,
why, | s’ posel’d start and run. And if | once started to run,
I’drunlikethedevil, and no mistake. But if everybody wasa
standing and a-fighting, why, I’ d stand and fight. Bejiminey, |
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would. I'll bet onit.”

“Huh!” said theloud one.

Theyouth of thistalefelt gratitude for thesewords of his
comrade. Hehad feared that al of the untried men possessed
agreat and correct confidence. He now was in a measure
reassured.
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CHAPTERII

THe NEXT MORNING the youth discovered that histall comrade
had been thefast-flying messen-ger of amistake. Therewas
much scoffing at thelatter by those who had yesterday been
firmadherentsof hisviews, andtherewasevenalit-tlesneering
by menwho had never believed therumor. Thetall onefought
withaman from Chatfield Cornersand beat him severely.

Theyouthfdt, however, that hisproblemwasin nowiselifted
fromhim. Therewas, onthecontrary, anirritating prolongation.
Thetalehad created in him agreat concernfor himsalf. Now,
with the newborn questionin hismind, hewas compelled to
sink back into hisold placeaspart of ablue demonstration.

For days he made ceasel ess cal cul ations, but they wereall
wondrously unsatisfactory. Hefound that he could establish
nothing. Hefinal-ly concluded that the only way to prove him-
sdlf wasto gointotheblaze, and thenfiguratively to

18 watch hislegsto discover their meritsand faults. Here-
luctantly admitted that he could not sit till and withamenta
slate and pencil derive an answer. To gainit, he must have
blaze, blood, and danger, even asachemist requiresthis, that,
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and the other. So hefretted for an opportunity.

Meanwhile he continually tried to measure himself by his
comrades. Thetd| soldier, for one, gave him some assurance.
Thisman’s se-rene unconcern dealt him ameasure of con-
fidence, for he had known him since childhood, and from his
intimate knowledge hedid not see how he could be capable of
anything that wasbeyond him, theyouth. Still, hethought that
hiscomrade might be mistaken about himself. Or, ontheother
hand, he might be aman here-tofore doomed to peace and
obscurity, but, inreality, madeto shineinwar.

Theyouth would have liked to have discov-ered another
who suspected himsalf. A sympa-thetic comparison of mental
noteswould have beenajoy to him.

Heoccasionaly tried to fathom acomrade with seductive
sentences. Helooked about to find men in the proper mood.
All attemptsfailed to bring forth any statement which looked
in any way like aconfession to those doubts which he pri-
vately acknowledged in himself. Hewas afraid to make an
open declaration of hisconcern, because he dreaded to place
some unscrupul ous confidant upon the high plane of theun-
confessed from which el evation he could be derided.
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In regard to his companions his mind wa-vered between
two opinions, according to hismood. Sometimesheinclined
to believing them all heroes. Infact, heusually admittedin
secret the superior development of the higher qudlitiesin oth-
ers. He could conceive of men going very insgnificantly about
theworld bearing aload of courage unseen, and athough he
had known many of hiscomradesthrough boyhood, he be-
gantofear that hisjudgment of them had beenblind. Then, in
other moments, heflouted these theories, and assured himself
that hisfellowsweredl privately wondering and quaking.

Hisemotionsmade himfed strangeinthe presenceof men
who talked excitedly of apro-spective battle asof adrama
they were about to witness, with nothing but eagernessand
curiosity gpparent intheir faces. It wasoften that he sus-pected
themtobeliars.

Hedid not pass such thoughtswithout severe condemnation
of himsdlf. Hedinned reproachesat times. Hewasconvicted by
himsdf of many shameful crimesagaingt thegodsof traditions.

In hisgreat anxiety hisheart was continually clamoring at
what he considered theintol erable downess of the generals.
They seemed content to perch tranquilly on theriver bank,
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and leave him bowed down by theweight of agrest prob-lem.
Hewanted it settled forthwith. He could not long bear sucha
load, hesaid. Sometimeshisanger at thecommandersreached
an acute stage, and hegrumbled about the camp likeaveteran.

Onemorning, however, hefound himsdlf intheranksof his
prepared regiment. The menwerewhispering specul ationsand
recounting the old rumors. In the gloom before the break of
theday their uniformsglowed adeep purple hue. From across
theriver thered eyeswere till peering. In the eastern sky
therewasayel-low patch likearug laid for the feet of the
com-ing sun; and againgt it, black and patternlike, loomed the
giganticfigureof thecolond onagigantic horse.

From off in the darkness camethe trampling of feet. The
youth could occasionally seedark shadowsthat moved like
monsters. Theregi-ment stood at rest for what seemed along
time. Theyouth grew impatient. It was unendurabletheway
these affairswere managed. Hewon-dered how long they were
to be kept waiting.

Ashelooked all about him and pondered upon themystic
gloom, he began to believethat at any moment the ominous
distance might beaflare, and therolling crashes of an engage-
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ment cometo hisears. Staring once at thered eyesacrossthe
river, heconcelved themto begrow-ing larger, astheorbsof a
row of dragonsad-vancing. Heturned toward the colond and
saw himlift hisgiganticarm and camly strokehismustache.

Atlast heheard from aongtheroad at thefoot of thehill the
clatter of ahorse’'sgalloping hoofs. It must be the coming of
orders. He bent forward, scarce breathing. The exciting
clickety-click, asit grew louder and louder, seemed to be besat-
ing upon hissoul. Presently ahorseman with jangling equip-
ment drew rein be-forethe colonel of theregiment. Thetwo
held ashort, sharp-worded conversation. Themeninthefore-
most ranks craned their necks.

Asthehorseman wheel ed hisanimal and ga-loped avay he
turned to shout over hisshoulder, “Don’t forget that box of
cigars!” Thecolonel mumbledinreply. Theyouth wondered
what abox of cigarshad to dowith war.

A moment later theregiment went swinging off into thedark-
ness. It wasnow like one of those moving monsterswending
withmany feet. Theair washeavy, and cold with dew. A mass
of wet grass, marched upon, rustled likesilk.

Therewasan occasiond flash and glimmer of sted fromthe



Stephen Crane

backsof dl these huge crawl-ing reptiles. Fromtheroad came
creskingsand grumblingsassomesurly gunsweredragged avay.

Themen stumbled a ong still muttering specu-lations. There
was a subdued debate. Once a man fell down, and as he
reached for hisrifleacomrade, unseeing, trod upon hishand.
Heof theinjured fingers sworebitterly and aoud. A low, tit-
teringlaughwent among hisfellows.

Presently they passed into aroadway and marched forward
with easy strides. A dark regiment moved beforethem, and
from behind a so camethetinkleof equipmentsonthebodies
of marching men.

Therushing yellow of the devel oping day went on behind
their backs. Whenthesunraysat last struck full and melowingly
upon the earth, the youth saw that thelandscape was streaked
with two long, thin, black columnswhich disappeared onthe
brow of ahill infront and rearward vanished inawood. They
wereliketwo serpents crawling from the cavern of the night.

Theriver wasnotinview. Thetall soldier burst into praises
of what he thought to be hispowersof perception.

Someof thetall one'scompanionscried with emphasisthat
they, too, had evolved the samething, and they congratul ated
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themsalvesuponit. But therewere otherswho said thet thetall
one'splan was not thetrue one at all. They per-sisted with
other theories. Therewasavigorousdiscussion.

The youth took no part inthem. Ashewalked along in
carelessline he was engaged with hisown eternal debate.
He could not hin-der himself from dwelling uponit. Hewas
de-spondent and sullen, and threw shifting glancesabout him.
Helooked ahead, often expecting to hear from the advance
therattleof firing.

But thelong serpentscrawled dowly from hill to hill without
bluster of smoke. A dun-col-ored cloud of dust floated away
totheright. Thesky overhead wasof afairy blue.

Theyouth studied thefacesof hiscompan-ions, ever onthe
watch to detect kindred emo-tions. He suffered disappoint-
ment. Some ardor of the air which was causing the veteran
com-mandsto move with glee—amost with song—had in-
fected the new regiment. The men began to speak of victory
asof athingthey knew. Also, thetall soldier received hisvin-
dication. They were certainly going to comearound in behind
theenemy. They expressed commisera-tionfor that part of the
army which had been | eft upontheriver bank, felicitating them-
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selvesupon being apart of ablasting host.

Theyouth, consdering himsdlf asseparated fromtheothers,
was saddened by the blithe and merry speeches that went
from rank to rank. The company wags all made their best
endeav-ors. Theregiment tramped to the tune of laughter.

Theblatant soldier often convulsed wholefilesby hishiting
sarcasmsaimed at thetall one.

Andit wasnot long before all the men seemed to forget
their mission. Whole brigades grinned in unison, and regi-
mentslaughed.

A rather fat soldier attempted to pilfer a horse from a
dooryard. He planned to load hisknap-sack uponit. Hewas
escaping with hisprizewhenayoung girl rushed fromthehouse
and grabbed the animal’smane. Therefollowed awrangle.
Theyounggirl, with pink cheeksand shining eyes, stood likea
dauntlessstatue.

The observant regiment, standing at rest in the roadway,
whooped at once, and entered whol e-souled upon the side of
the maiden. The men became so engrossed inthisaffair that
they entirely ceased to remember their own largewar. They
jeeredthepiratical private, and called attentionto variousde-
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fectsin hispersona ap-pearance; and they werewildly enthu-
Sagticin support of theyounggirl.

To her, from some distance, came bold advice. “Hit him
withagtick.”

Therewere crows and catcall s showered upon him when
heretreated without the horse. Theregiment rejoiced at his
downfall. Loud and vociferous congratul ations were show-
ered upon the maiden, who stood panting and regard-ing the
troopswith defiance.

At nightfall the column brokeinto regimental pieces, and
the fragmentswent into the fieldsto camp. Tents sprang up
like strange plants. Camp fires, likered, peculiar blossoms,
dotted the night.

Theyouth kept fromintercoursewith hiscompanionsasmuch
ascircumstanceswould alow him. Inthe evening hewan-
dered afew pacesinto thegloom. Fromthislittle distancethe
many fires, with the black formsof men pass-ing to and fro
beforethe crimson rays, madeweird and satanic effects.

Helay downinthegrass. Theblades pressed tenderly against
hischeek. The moon had been lighted and washungin atree-
top. Theliquid stillness of the night enveloping him madehim
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fed vast pity for himsdlf. Therewasacaressin the soft winds,;
and thewhole mood of the darkness, he thought, was one of
sympathy for himself inhisdistress.

Hewished, without reserve, that hewasat homeagain mak-
ing theendlessroundsfrom the houseto thebarn, fromthebarn
tothefields, from thefieldsto the barn, fromthebarnto the
house. He remembered he had often cursed the brindle cow
and her mates, and had sometimesflung milking stools. But,
from hispresent point of view, therewasahal o of happiness
about each of their heads, and hewould have sacrificed dl the
brass buttons on the continent to have been enabled toreturnto
them. Hetold himsdf that hewasnot formed for asoldier. And
hemusead serioudy upontheradicd differencesbetween himself
and thosemenwho weredodging imp-likearound thefires,

As he mused thus he heard the rustle of grass, and, upon
turning hishead, discovered theloud soldier. He called out,
“Oh, Wilson!”

Thelatter gpproached andlooked down. “Why, hdllo, Henry;
isityou? What you do-ing here?’

“Oh, thinking,” said theyouth.

Theother sat down and carefully lighted hispipe. “You're
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getting blue, my boy. You' relooking thundering peeked. What
thedickensiswrongwithyou?’

“Oh, nothing,” said theyouth.

Theloud soldier launched then into the sub-ject of thean-
ticipated fight. “ Oh, we' vegot ‘em now!” Ashe spoke his
boyishfacewaswreathed in agleeful smile, and hisvoicehad
anexultant ring. “We' vegot ‘emnow. At last, by the eternal
thunders, we'll lick *em good!”

“If thetruthwasknown,” he added, more soberly, “They' ve
licked usabout every clip upto now; but thistime—thistime—
we'll lick *emgood!”

“I thought you wasobjecting tothismarch alittlewhileago,”
saidtheyouth coldly.

“Oh, itwas'tthat,” explained theother. “I don’t mind march-
ing, if there’'sgoing to befight-ing at theend of it. What | hate
isthisgetting moved hereand moved there, with no good com-
ing of it, asfar as| can see, excepting sorefeet and damned
shortrations.”

“Wel, ImConklinsayswe |l get aplenty of fighting thistime.”

“He'sright for once, | guess, though | can’t seehow it come.
Thistimewe reinfor abig battle, and we' vegot the best end
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of it, certain sure. Geerod! how wewill thump‘em!”

Hearoseand beganto paceto and fro excit-edly. Thethrill
of hisenthusiasm made himwalk with an elastic tep. Hewas
Sprightly, vigorous, fiery in hisbelief in success. Helooked into
thefuturewith clear, proud eye, and he sworewith theair of
anoldsoldier.

Theyouth watched him for amoment in silence. When he
finally spoke hisvoice was as bitter asdregs. “ Oh, you're
goingtodo great things, | S pose!”

Theloud soldier blew athoughtful cloud of smokefrom his
pipe. “Oh, | don’'t know,” heremarked with dignity; “1 don’t
know. | s posel’ll doaswell astherest. I’'mgoingtotry like
thunder.” He evidently complimented himsealf uponthemod-
esty of thisstatement.

“How do you know you won’t run when thetime comes?’
asked theyouth.

“Run?’ saidtheloud one; * run?—of coursenot!” Helaughed.

“WEell,” continued theyouth, “lots of good-a’ nough men
havethought they wasgoing to do greet thingsbeforethefight,
but when thetime comethey skedaddled.”

“Oh, that'sall true, | S pose,” replied theother; “but I’ m not
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going to skedaddle. Theman that betson my running will lose
hismoney, that'sall.” Henodded confidently.

“Oh, shucks!” said theyouth. “ Youain't thebravest manin
theworld, areyou?’

“No, l an't,” exclamedtheloud soldier in-dignantly; “and|
didn’'t say | wasthebravest manintheworld, neither. | said|
wasgoingto do my shareof fighting—that’swhat | said. And
| am, too. Who areyou, anyhow. You talk asif you thought
you was Napoleon Bonaparte.” Heglared at theyouth for a
moment, and then strode away.

Theyouth called inasavagevoice after hiscomrade: “Well,
you needn’t git mad about it!” But the other continued on his
way and madenoreply.

Hefdt aonein space when hisinjured com-rade had disap-
peared. Hisfallureto discover any miteof resemblanceinther
view points made him more miserable than before. No one
seemed to bewrestling with such aterrific per-sonal problem.
Hewasamenta outcast.

Hewent dowly to histent and stretched him-self onablan-
ket by the side of the snoring tall soldier. Inthe darknesshe
saw visionsof athou-sand-tongued fear that would babble at
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hisback and causehimto flee, while otherswere going coolly
about their country’ sbusiness. He admit-ted that he would
not beableto copewith thismonster. Hefelt that every nerve
in hisbody would be an ear to hear the voices, while other
menwould remain stolid and desf.

And ashe sweated with the pain of thesethoughts, he could
hear low, serene sentences. “I'll bid five.” “Make it six.”
“Seven.” “ Sevengoes.”

He stared at the red, shivering reflection of afire on the
whitewall of histent until, ex-hausted and ill from the mo-
notony of hissuf-fering, hefell adeep.

19

CHAPTER III

WHEN ANOTHER NIGHT came the columns, changed to purple
streeks, filed acrosstwo pon-toon bridges. A glaring firewine-
tinted thewatersof theriver. Itsrays, shining uponthemoving
masses of troops, brought forth here and there sudden gleams
of silver or gold. Upon the other shoreadark and mysterious
rangeof hillswascurved against the sky. Theinsect voicesof
thenight sang solemnly.

After thiscrossing theyouth assured himsdlf that at any mo-
ment they might be suddenly and fearfully assaulted fromthe
cavesof theloweringwoods. Hekept hiseyeswatchfully upon
thedarkness.

But hisregiment went unmolested to acamp-ing place, and
itssoldiersdept the brave deep of wearied men. Inthemorn-
ing they wererouted out with early energy, and hustleddonga
narrow road that led deep into theforest.

It wasduring thisrapid march that the regiment lost many of
the marksof anew com-mand.

Themen had begun to count the milesupon their fingers,
andthey grew tired. “ Sorefeet an’ damned short rations, that's
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al,” saidtheloud soldier. Therewasperspirationand grum-blings.
After atimethey began to shed their knapsacks. Sometossed
them unconcernedly down; othershid them carefully, asserting
ther planstoreturnfor them at Someconvenient time. Men extri-
cated themsdvesfromthick shirts. Presently few carried anything
but their necessary clothing, blankets, haversacks, canteens, and
armsand ammunition. “You cannow egt and shoot,” said thetdll
soldier totheyouth. “ That'sdl youwant todo.”

Therewas sudden change from the ponderousinfantry of
theory to thelight and speedy infantry of practice. Theregi-
ment, relieved of aburden, recelved anew impetus. But there
wasmuchlossof vauableknapsacks, and, onthewhole, very
good shirts.

But theregiment wasnot yet veteranlikein appearance. Vet-
eranregimentsinthearmy werelikely to bevery small aggre-
gations of men. Once, when the command had first cometo
thefield, some perambulating veterans, noting the length of
their column, had accosted them thus: “ Hey, fellers, what bri-
gadeisthat?’ And when themen had replied that they formed
aregiment and not abrigade, the older soldiershad laughed,
andsaid, “ O Gawd!”
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Also, therewastoo great asmilarity inthe hats. The hats of
aregiment should properly represent the history of headgear
for aperiod of years. And, moreover, therewereno | etters of
faded gold speaking fromthecolors. They werenew and beau-
tiful, and the col or bearer habitu-ally oiled thepole.

Presently thearmy again sat downto think. The odor of the
peaceful pineswasin the men’snostrils. The sound of mo-
notonous axe blowsrang through theforest, and theinsects,
nodding upon their perches, crooned like old women. The
youth returned to histheory of ablue dem-onstration.

Onegray dawn, however, hewaskicked intheleg by the
tall soldier, and then, before hewas entirely awake, hefound
himself running down awood road in the midst of menwho
were panting from the first effects of speed. His can-teen
banged rhythmicaly upon histhigh, and hishaversack bobbed
softly. Hismusket bounced atriflefrom hisshoulder at each
stride and made hiscap feel uncertain upon hishead.

He could hear the men whisper jerky sen-tences: “ Say—
what'sal this—about?’ “What th’ thunde—we—skedaddlin’
thisway fer?” “Billie—keep off m'’ feet. Yeh run—likeacow.”
Andtheloud soldier’sshrill voice could be heard: “What th’
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devil they inschahurry for?’

Theyouth thought the damp fog of early morning moved
from the rush of agreat body of troops. From the distance
cameasudden spatter of firing.

Hewasbewildered. Asheranwith hiscom-radeshe strenu-
oudly tried to think, but all he knew wasthat if hefell down
those coming behind would tread upon him. All hisfaculties
seemed to be needed to guide him over and past obstruc-
tions. Hefelt carried along by amob.

The sun spread disclosing rays, and, one by one, regiments
burst into view like armed men just born of the earth. The
youth perceived that the time had come. Hewas about to be
measured. For amoment hefdtinthefaceof hisgreat trid like
ababe, and theflesh over hisheart seemed very thin. Hesaized
timetolook about him calculatingly.

But heinstantly saw that it would beimpossi-blefor himto
escapefrom theregiment. It in-closed him. And therewere
iron laws of tradi-tion and law on four sides. Hewasin a
moving box.

Asheperceived thisfact it occurred to him that he had never
wished to cometo thewar. Hehad not enlisted of hisfreewill.
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He had been dragged by the mercilessgovernment. And now
they weretaking him out to be daughtered.

The regiment slid down a bank and wallowed across a
littlestream. Themournful current moved dowly on, and from
the water, shaded black, somewhite bubble eyes|ooked at
themen.

Asthey climbed thehill onthefarther sdeartillery beganto
boom. Heretheyouth forgot many thingsashefelt asudden
impulseof curi-osity. He scrambled up the bank with aspeed
that could not be exceeded by abloodthirsty man.

He expected abattle scene.

Therewere somelittlefieldsgirted and squeezed by afor-
est. Spread over the grass and in among the tree trunks, he
could see knots and waving lines of skirmisherswho were
running hither and thither and firing at thelandscape. A dark
battlelinelay upon asunstruck clearing that gleamed orange
color. A flag fluttered.

Other regimentsfloundered up the bank. The brigadewas
formedinlineof battle, and after apause started dowly through
thewoodsin therear of thereceding skirmishers, who were
con-tinually melting into the sceneto appear again farther on.
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They wereadwaysbusy asbees, deeply absorbed intheir little
combats.

Theyouth tried to observe everything. Hedid not use care
to avoid treesand branches, and hisforgotten feet were con-
stantly knocking against stonesor getting entangled in briers.
Hewasawarethat thesebattalionswith their commotionswere
wovenred and startling into the gentlefabric of softened greens
and browns. It looked to be awrong placefor abattlefield.

Theskirmishersin advancefascinated him. Their shotsinto
thicketsand at distant and prominent trees spoke to him of
tragedies—hid-den, mysterious, solemn.

Oncetheline encountered the body of adead soldier. He
lay upon his back staring at the sky. He was dressed in an
awkward suit of yellowish brown. Theyouth could seethat
the soles of hisshoeshad beenworn to thethinnessof writing
paper, and from agreat rent in one the dead foot projected
piteously. And it was asif fate had betrayed the soldier. In
death it exposed to hisenemiesthat poverty whichinlifehe
had perhaps concedled from hisfriends.

Theranksopened covertly to avoid thecorpse. Theinvulner-
able dead man forced away for him-self. The youth looked
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keenly at the ashen face. Thewind raised thetawny beard. It
moved asif ahand werestrokingit. Hevagudly desred towalk
around and around the body and stare; theimpulse of theliving
totry toread in dead eyesthe answer to the Question.

Duringthemarchtheardor whichtheyouth had acquired when
out of view of thefield rapidly faded to nothing. Hiscuriosity
wasquiteeasly satisfied. If an intense scene had caught him
withitswild swing ashe cameto thetop of the bank, hemight
have goneroaring on. Thisadvance upon Naturewastoo calm.
Hehad opportunity to reflect. Hehad timein whichtowonder
about himsdlf and to attempt to probe hissensartions.

Absurd ideastook hold upon him. Hethought that hedid
not relish thelandscape. It threatened him. A coldnessswept
over hisback, anditistruethat histrousersfelt to himthat they
werenofitfor hislegsatal.

A housestanding placidly indistant fieldshad to himan omi-
nous|ook. The shadows of thewoodswereformidable. He
was certain that in thisvistathere lurked fierce-eyed hosts.
The swift thought cameto him that the generalsdid not know
what they wereabout. It wasall atrap. Suddenly thoseclose
forestswould bristlewithriflebarrdls. Ironlike brigadeswould
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ap-pear intherear. They wereall going to be sacrificed. The
generalswere stupids. The enemy would presently swallow
thewhole com-mand. Heglared about him, expectingto see
the stealthy approach of hisdesth.

Hethought that he must break from theranksand harangue
hiscomrades. They must not al bekilledlikepigs, and hewas
sureit would cometo passunlessthey wereinformed of these
dangers. Thegeneraswereidiotsto send them marchinginto
aregular pen. Therewasbut one pair of eyesinthecorps. He
would step forth and make a speech. Shrill and passionate
wordscameto hislips.

Theline, brokeninto moving fragmentsby theground, went
camly onthrough fieldsand woods. Theyouth looked at the
men nearest him, and saw, for the most part, expressions of
deepinter-est, asif they wereinvestigating something that had
fascinated them. One or two stepped with overvaliant airsasif
they were already plunged into war. Otherswalked asupon
thinice. Thegreater part of the untested men appeared quiet
and absorbed. They were going to look at war, the red ani-
ma—uwar, the blood-swollen god. And they were deeply en-
grossedinthismarch.
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Ashelooked theyouth gripped hisoutcry at histhroat. He
saw that evenif the men weretottering with fear they would
laugh at hiswarn-ing. They wouldjeer him, and, if practicable,
pelt him with missiles. Admitting that he might bewrong, a
frenzied declamation of thekind would turn himinto aworm.

Heassumed, then, the demeanor of onewho knowsthat he
iIsdoomed aoneto unwrittenre-sponsibilities. Helagged, with
tragic glancesat the sky.

Hewas surprised presently by the young lieu-tenant of his
company, who began heartily to beat himwithasword, calling
out in aloud andinsolent voice: “ Come, young man, get up
into ranksthere. No skulking’ Il dohere.” Hemend-ed hispace
with suitable haste. And he hated thelieutenant, who had no
appreciation of fineminds. Hewasamerebrute.

After atimethebrigadewashalted inthecathedral light of a
forest. Thebusy skirmish-ersweretill popping. Throughthe
aldesof thewood could be seen thefl oating smokefrom their
rifles. Sometimesit went upinlittleballs, white and compact.

During thishat many menintheregiment begen erectingtiny
hillsinfront of them. They used stones, sticks, earth, and any-
thing they thought might turnabullet. Somebuilt com-paratively
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large ones, while others seemed con-tent with little ones.

Thisprocedure caused adiscussion among the men. Some
wishedtofight likedudists, believ-ingit to be correct to stand
erect and be, fromtheir feet to their foreheads, amark. They
said they scorned the devices of the cautious. But the others
scoffedinreply, and pointed to the veterans on the flankswho
weredigging at theground liketerriers. Inashort timethere
was quite abarricade along the regimental fronts. Directly,
however, they were ordered to with-draw from that place.

Thisastounded the youth. Heforgot his stewing over the
advance movement. “Well, then, what did they march usout
herefor?” hedemanded of thetal soldier. Thelatter withcalm
faith began aheavy explanation, although he had been com-
pelledto leavealittle protection of stonesand dirt towhich he
had devoted much careand skill.

Whentheregiment wasaignedinanother postioneachman's
regardfor hissafety caused another lineof small intrenchments.
They atetheir noon medl behind athird one. They weremoved
from thisone aso. They were marched from placeto place
with apparent aimlessness.

Theyouth had been taught that aman be-came another thing
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inabattle. Hesaw hissa-vationin such achange. Hencethis
waiting was an ordeal to him. Hewasin afever of im-pa-
tience. He considered that there was denoted alack of pur-
pose on the part of thegenerals. He began to complainto the
tall soldier. “I can’t stand thismuch longer,” hecried. “1 don't
seewhat good it doesto make uswear out our legsfor nothin'.”
Hewished to return to camp, knowing that thisaffair wasa
blue demonstration; or elseto go into abattle and discover
that he had been afool in hisdoubts, and was, intruth, aman
of traditional courage. Thestrain of present circumstanceshe
felttobeintolerable.

The philosophical tall soldier measured a sand-wich of
cracker and pork and swallowed it in anonchal ant manner.
“Oh, | supposewemust go reconnoitering around the country
jest tokeep * em from getting too close, or to develop ‘em, or
something.”

“Huh!” saidtheloud soldier.

“Wdl,” criedtheyouth, still fidgeting, “I’ drather do anything
“most than go tramping ‘ round the country all day doing no
good to nobody and jest tiring oursel vesout.”

“Sowouldl,” saidtheloud soldier. “Itain’tright. | tell youif
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anybody with any sensewasa-runnin’ thisarmy it—"

“Oh, shut up!” roared thetall private. “Youlittlefool. You
littledamn’ cuss. You ain't had that there coat and them pants
onfor six months, and yet you talk asif—"

“Well, | wantado somefighting anyway,” interrupted the
other. “1 didn’t come here to walk. | could ‘ave walked to
home—'round an’ ‘roundthebarn, if | jest wanted towalk.”

Thetall one, red-faced, swallowed another sandwich asif
taking poisonin despair.

But gradudlly, ashe chewed, hisfacebecameagain quiet and
contented. He could not rageinfierceargument inthe presence
of such sand-wiches. During hismealshedwaysworeanair of
blissful contempl ation of thefood he had swa-lowed. Hisspirit
seemed then to be communing withtheviands.

He accepted new environment and circum-stance with great
cool ness, eating from hishaver-sack at every opportunity. On
themarch hewent along with the stride of ahunter, object-ingto
neither gait nor distance. And he had not raised hisvoicewhen
he had been ordered away fromthreelittle protective piles of
earth and stone, each of which had been an engineer-ing feat
worthy of being made sacred to thenameof hisgrandmother.
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I ntheafternoon theregiment went out over thesameground
it had taken in the morn-ing. The landscape then ceased to
threaten the youth. He had been closeto it and becomefamil-
iar withit.

When, however, they began to passinto anew region, his
old fearsof stupidity and in-competencereassailed him, but
thistime hedog-gedly let them babble. Hewas occupied with
hisproblem, and in hisdesperation he concluded that the stu-
pidity did not greetly matter.

Once hethought he had concluded that it would be better to
get killed directly and end histroubles. Regarding desth thusout
of thecorner of hiseye, heconceivedit to benoth-ing but re<t,
and hewasfilled withamomen-tary astonishment that heshould
have made an extraordinary commotion over the mere matter
of getting killed. Hewould die; hewould goto someplacewhere
hewould beunderstood. It was usel essto expect appreciation
of his pro-found and fine senses from such men asthelieu-
tenant. Hemust | ook to the gravefor compre-hension.

Theskirmishfireincreased to along chatter-ing sound. With
itwasmingled far-away cheer-ing. A battery spoke.

Directly theyouth would seethe skirmishersrunning. They
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were pursued by the sound of musketry fire. After atimethe
hot, dangerousflashesof therifleswerevisible. Smokeclouds
went slowly and insolently acrossthefieldslike observant
phantoms. The din became crescendo, like theroar of an
oncomingtrain.

A brigade ahead of them and on the right went into action
witharending roar. It wasasif it had exploded. And thereefter
itlay stretched inthedistance behind along gray wall, that one
wasobligedtolook twiceat to make surethat it wassmoke.

Theyouth, forgetting hisneat plan of getting killed, gazed
spell bound. Hiseyesgrew wide and busy with the action of
the scene. Hismouth wasalittlewaysopen.

Of asudden hefelt aheavy and sad hand laid upon hisshoul-
der. Awakening from histrance of observation heturned and
beheld theloud soldier.

“It' smy first and last battle, old boy,” said thelatter, within-
tensegloom. Hewasquitepaleand hisgirlishlipwastrembling.

“Eh?’ murmured theyouth in great aston-ishment.

“It'smy first and | ast battle, old boy,” continued theloud
soldier. “ Something tellsme—"

“What?’
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“I’magone coon thisfirst timeand—and | w-want youto
takethese herethings—to—my—folks.” Heended inaqua
vering sob of pity for himself. He handed the youth alittle
packet doneup inayellow envelope.

“Why, what thedevil—" began theyouth again.

But the other gave him a glance as from the depths of a
tomb, and raised hislimp handin aprophetic manner and turned

away.
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CHAPTER IV

THE BRIGADE WAS halted in the fringe of agrove. The men
crouched among thetreesand pointed their restlessgunsout
at thefields. They tried tolook beyond the smoke.

Out of thishazethey could see running men. Some shouted
information and gestured asthey hurried.

Themen of thenew regiment watched and listened eagerly,
whilethelr tonguesran oningossip of thebattle. They mouthed
rumorsthat had flown like birdsout of the unknown.

“They say Perry hasbeendriveninwith bigloss.”

“Yes, Carrott went t' th’ hospital. He said hewassick. That
smart lieutenant iscommanding ‘G’ Company. Th’ boyssay
they won't be under Carrott no moreif they all havet’ desert.
They dlusknew hewasa—"

“Hannises batt'ry istook.”

“Itain’t either. | saw Hannises' batt’ry off onth’ left not
more nfifteen minutesago.”

“Well—

“Th’ general, hesesheisgoin’' t' taketh’ hull cammand of
th’ 304th when wego inteh action, an’ then heseswe’ll do
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sechfightin’ asnever another onereg’ ment done.”

“They say we'recatchin’ it over onth’ left. They say th’
enemy driv’ our lineintehadevil of asvampan’ took Hannises
batt'ry.”

“No sech thing. Hannises' batt’'ry was*long here‘ bout a
minuteago.”

“That young Hasbrouck, hemakesagood off’ cer. Heain't
afrad‘anothin’.”

“I metoneof th' 148thMaineboysan’ heseshisbrigadefit
th’ hull rebel army fer four hoursover onth’ turnpikeroad an’
killed about five thousand of ‘ em. He sesonemore sechfight
asthat an’ th’ war ‘Il beover.”

“Bill wasn't scared either. No, Sir! It wasn't that. Bill ain't a
gittin’ scared easy. Hewasjest mad, that’swhat hewas. When
that feller trod on hishand, heup an’ sed that hewaswillin’ t
givehishandt’ hiscountry, but hebedumbedif hewasgoin’
t' haveevery dumb bushwhacker inth’ kentry walkin® ‘round
onit. Sehewentt’ th’ hospital disregardiessof th' fight. Three
fingerswas crunched. Th’' dern doctor wanted t” amputate
‘m, an’ Bill, herasedahduvarow, | hear. He safunny feller.”

Thedininfront swelled to atremendous chorus. Theyouth
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and hisfellowswerefrozento silence. They could seeaflag
that tossed in the smoke angrily. Near it werethe blurred and
agitated formsof troops. There came aturbulent stream of
men acrossthefields. A battery chang-ing positionat afrantic
gdlop scattered the stragglersright and [ eft.

A shdl screaming likeastorm bansheewent over thehuddled
heads of thereserves. It landed inthe grove, and exploding
redly flung the brown earth. Therewasalittle shower of pine
needles.

Bulletsbegan to whistle among the branchesand nip at the
trees. Twigsand leavescamesailing down. It wasasif athou-
sand axes, wee and invisible, were being wielded. Many of
the men were constantly dodging and ducking their heads.

Thelieutenant of theyouth’scompany wasshot inthe hand.
Hebegan to swear so won-droudly that anervouslaugh went
aongtheregi-mentd line. Theofficer’sprofanity sounded con-
ventiond. It relieved thetightened senses of the new men. It
wasasif he had hit hisfingerswith atack hammer at home.

Heheld thewounded member carefully away fromhisside
so that the blood would not drip upon histrousers.

The captain of the company, tucking hissword under his
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arm, produced ahandkerchief and began to bind withiit the
lieutenant’swound. And they disputed asto how the binding
should bedone.

Thebattleflaginthe distancejerked about madly. It seemed
tobedrugglingtofreeitsdf fromanagony. Thebillowingsmoke
wasfilled with horizontal flashes.

Men running swiftly emerged fromit. They grew innumbers
until it was seen that thewhole command wasfleeing. Theflag
suddenly sank down asif dying. Itsmotion asit fell wasa
gestureof despair.

Wildydlscamefrom behind thewal lsof smoke. A ketchin
gray and red dissolved into amoblike body of menwho gal-
loped likewild horses.

Theveteran regimentson theright and left of the 304thim-
mediately began tojeer. With the passionate song of the bul-
letsand the banshee shrieks of shellsweremingled loud cat-
callsand bitsof facetious advice concerning places of safety.

But the new regiment was breathlesswith hor-ror. “ Gawd!
Saunders sgot crushed!” whis-pered theman at theyouth’s
elbow. They shrank back and crouched asif compelled to
await aflood.
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Theyouth shot aswift glance along the blue ranks of the
regiment. The profileswere motion-less, carven; and after-
ward he remembered that the color sergeant was standing with
hislegsapart, asif he expected to be pushed to the ground.

Thefollowing throng went whirling around theflank. Here
and therewere officerscarried d ong on the stream like exas-
perated chips. They weredtriking about themwiththeir svords
andwiththeir left fists, punching every head they could reach.
They cursed likehighway-men.

A mounted officer displayed thefuriousanger of aspoiled
child. Heraged with hishead, hisarms, and hislegs.

Another, thecommander of the brigade, was gall oping about
bawling. Hishat wasgoneand hisclotheswereawry. Here-
sembled aman who has comefrom bedtogoto afire. The
hoofsof hishorse often threatened the heads of the running
men, but they scampered with sin-gular fortune. Inthisrush
they were apparently all deaf and blind. They heeded not the
largest and longest of the cathsthat werethrown at them from
dl directions.

Frequently over thistumult could be heard the grim jokes of
thecritical veterans; but theretreating men apparently were
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not even con-sciousof the presence of an audience.

Thebattlereflection that shonefor aninstant inthefaceson
the mad current madetheyouth feel that forceful handsfrom
heaven would not have been ableto have held himin placeif
he could have got intelligent control of hislegs.

Therewasan gppallingimprint uponthesefaces. Thestruggle
in the smoke had pictured an exaggeration of itself on the
bleached cheeksand intheeyeswild with onedesire.

The sight of this stampede exerted afloodlike force that
seemed ableto drag sticksand stonesand men fromtheground.
They of thereserveshad to hold on. They grew paleand firm,
and red and quaking.

Theyouth achieved onelittlethought inthemidst of thischeos.
The composite monster which had caused the other troopsto
flee had not then appeared. Heresolved to get aview of it,
and then, hethought he might very likely run better than the
best of them.
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CHAPTERYV

THERE WERE MOMENTS Of waiting. The youth thought of the
village street at homebeforethearrival of thecircusparadeon
aday in the spring. He remembered how he had stood, a
small, thrillful boy, prepared tofollow thedingy lady uponthe
white horse, or theband initsfaded chariot. He saw the yel -
low road, thelines of expectant people, and the sober houses.
Heparticularly remembered an old felow who used to St upon
acracker box in front of the store and feign to despise such
exhibitions. A thousand detailsof color andform surgedinhis
mind. Theoldfdlow uponthecracker box ap-pearedinmiddie
prominence.

Someonecried, “Herethey come!”

Therewasrustling and muttering among themen. They dis-
played afeverish desreto have every possible cartridge ready
totheir hands. Theboxeswerepulled aroundinto variouspos-
tions, and adjusted with great care. It wasasif seven hundred
new bonnetswerebeing tried on.

Thetall soldier, having prepared hisrifle, pro-duced ared
handkerchief of somekind. Hewasengagedinknitting it about
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histhroat with ex-quisiteattentiontoitsposition, whenthecry
wasrepeated up and down thelinein amuffled roar of sound.

“Herethey come! Herethey come!” Gunlocksclicked.

Acrossthe smoke-infested fields came abrown swarm of
running menwhoweregiving shrill yels. They cameon, soop-
ingand swingingtheir riflesat dl angles. A flag, tilted forward,
sped near thefront.

Ashecaught Sght of themtheyouth wasmomentarily artled
by athought that perhaps hisgun was not loaded. He stood
tryingtorally hisfaltering intellect so that he might rec-ollect
the moment when he had | oaded, but he could not.

A hatlessgeneral pulled hisdripping horseto astand near
the colondl of the 304th. He shook hisfist inthe other’ sface.
“You ‘vegot to hold‘emback!” he shouted, savagely; “you
‘vegot to hold ‘ em back!”

In hisagitation the colondl began to stammer. “ A-all r-right,
Generd, al right, by Gawd! We-we' || do our—we-we' Il d-d-
do—do our best, Gen-eral.” The general made a passionate
gesture and galloped away. Thecolond, perchancetorelieve
hisfedlings, beganto scold likeawet parrot. Theyouth, turn-
ing swiftly to make surethat therear wasunmolested, saw the
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com-mander regarding hismeninahighly regretful manner, as
if heregretted above everything hisassociation with them.

Theman at theyouth’selbow wasmumbling, asif tohimsdf:
“Oh, we‘reinfor it now! oh, we‘reinfor it now!”

The captain of the company had been pacing excitedly to
andfrointherear. He coaxed in schoolmistressfashion, asto
acongregation of boyswith primers. Histak wasan endless
repetition. “Reserveyour fire, boys—don't shoot till | tell you—
saveyour fire—wait till they get close up—don’t be damned
fools—"

Perspiration streamed down the youth'sface, which was
soiled likethat of aweeping urchin. Hefrequently, with aner-
vousmovement, wiped hiseyeswith hiscoat deeve. Hismouth
wasdtill alittlewaysopen.

Hegot the one glance at thefoe-swarming field in front of
him, and instantly ceased to de-bate the question of hispiece
being loaded. Be-fore hewasready to begin—before he had
an-nounced to himself that hewas about to fight—hethrew
the obedient, well-balanced rifleinto position and fired afirst
wild shot. Directly hewasworking at hiswesgpon like an auto-
maticaffair.
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Hesuddenly lost concernfor himself, and for-got to look at
amenacing fate. He became not aman but amember. Hefelt
that something of which hewasapart—aregiment, anarmy, a
cause, or acountry—wasinacrisis. Hewaswelded into a
common personality whichwasdominated by asingledesire.
For some mo-ments he could not flee no morethan alittle
finger can commit arevolutionfromahand.

If he had thought the regiment was about to be annihi-
lated perhaps he could have amputated himself fromit. But
itsnoise gave him assur-ance. Theregiment waslikeafire-
work that, onceignited, proceeds superior to circumstances
until itsblazing vitality fades. It wheezed and banged witha
mighty power. He pictured the ground beforeit as strewn
with the discom-fited.

Therewas aconsciousness aways of the pres-ence of his
comradesabout him. Hefdt the subtle battle brotherhood more
potent even than the causefor which they werefighting. It was
amysteriousfraternity born of the smokeand dan-ger of death.

Hewas at atask. He waslike a carpenter who has made
many boxes, making still another box, only therewasfurious
hastein hismove-ments. He, in histhought, was careering off
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inother places, even asthe carpenter who asheworkswhistles
and thinksof hisfriend or hisenemy, hishome or asaloon.
Andthesejolted dreamswerenever perfect to him afterward,
but remained amass of blurred shapes.

Presently hebegantofed theeffectsof thewar amosphere—
ablistering swest, asensation that hiseyeballswere about to
crack likehot stones. A burning roar filled hisears.

Following thiscame ared rage. He devel -oped the acute
exasperation of apestered animal, awell-meaning cow wor-
ried by dogs. He had amad feeling against hisrifle, which
could only beused againgt onelifeat atime. Hewishedtorush
forward and stranglewith hisfingers. He craved apower that
would enablehimto makeaworld-sweeping gestureand brush
all back. Hisimpotency appeared to him, and made hisrage
into that of adriven beast.

Buriedinthe smoke of many rifleshisanger wasdirected
not so much against the men whom he knew were rushing
toward him asagaingt the swirling battle phantomswhich were
choking him, stuffing their smoke robes down his parched
throat. Hefought frantically for respitefor hissenses, for air,
asababe being smothered attacksthe deadly blankets.
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There was ablare of heated rage mingled with a certain
expression of intentnesson al faces. Many of themen were
making low-toned noi seswith their mouths, and these sub-
dued cheers, snarls, imprecations, prayers, madeawild, bar-
baric song that went asan undercurrent of sound, strangeand
chantlikewith the resounding chords of thewar march. The
man at theyouth’selbow wasbabbling. Init therewas some-
thing soft and tender like the monol ogue of ababe. Thetall
soldier was swearing in aloud voice. From hislipscamea
black procession of curious oaths. Of asudden another broke
out in aquerulousway likeaman who hasmislaid hishat.
“Well, why don'’t they support us?Why don’t they send sup-
ports? Do they think—"

Theyouthin hisbattle sleep heard this as one who dozes
hears.

Therewasasingular absenceof heroic poses. Themen bend-
ing and surging in their haste and ragewerein every impos-
sbleattitude. Thesteel ramrods clanked and clanged within-
cessant din asthe men pounded them furioudy intothe hot rifle
barrels. Theflapsof the cartridge boxeswere | unfastened,
and bobbed idiotically with each movement. Therifles, once
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loaded, were|jerked to the shoulder and fired without appar-
ent aim into the smoke or at one of the blurred and shift-ing
formswhichuponthefid dbeforetheregi-ment had been grow-
ing larger and larger like puppets under amagician’shand.
Theofficers, at ther intervals, rearward, neg-lected to stand
in picturesqueattitudes. They were bobbing to and froroaring
directionsand encouragements. Thedimensionsof their howls
wereextraordinary. They expended their lungswith prodigal
wills. And oftenthey nearly sood upontheir headsintheir anxi-
ety toobservetheenemy ontheother sdeof thetumbling smoke.
Thelieutenant of the youth’scompany had en-countered a
soldier who had fled screaming at thefirst volley of hiscom-
rades. Behind thelinesthese two were acting alittleisol ated
scene. Themanwas blubbering and staring with sheeplikeeyes
at the lieutenant, who had seized him by the collar and was
pommeling him. Hedrove him back into therankswith many
blows. The sol-dier went mechanically, dully, with hisanimal-
like eyesupon the officer. Perhapstherewasto him adivinity
expressed in thevoice of the other —stern, hard, withnore-
flection of fear init. Hetried to reload hisgun, but hisshaking
handspre-vented. Thelieutenant wasobliged to assist him.
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Themen dropped hereand therelike bundles. The captain
of theyouth’scompany had been killed in an early part of the
action. Hisbody lay stretched out inthe position of atired man
resting, but upon hisface there was an astonished and sor-
rowful look, asif hethought somefriend had donehim anill
turn. The babbling man was grazed by a shot that madethe
blood streamwidely down hisface. He clapped both handsto
hishead. “Oh!” hesaid, and ran. Another grunted suddenly as
if he had been struck by aclub in the stomach. He sat down
and gazed ruefully. In hiseyestherewas mute, indefinitere-
proach. Farther up thelineaman, standing behind atree, had
had hiskneejoint splintered by aball. Immediately he had
dropped hisrifle and gripped the tree with both arms. And
thereheremained, clinging desperately and crying for assis-
tance that he might withdraw hishold upon thetree.

Atlast an exultant yell went along the quiver-ingline. The
firing dwindled froman uproar to alast vindictivepopping. As
the smoke dowly eddied away, the youth saw that the charge
had been repul sed. The enemy were scattered into rel uctant
groups. Hesaw aman climb to thetop of thefence, straddle
therail, and fireapart-ing shot. Thewaveshad receded, leav-
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ing bitsof dark debrisupon the ground.

Somein theregiment began to whoop fren-ziedly. Many
weredlent. Apparently they weretrying to contemplatethem-
seves.

After thefever had left hisveins, the youth thought that at
last hewas going to suffocate. He became aware of thefoul
atmospherein which he had been struggling. Hewasgrimy
and dripping likealaborer inafoundry. He grasped hiscan-
teen and took along swallow of thewarmed water.

A sentencewith variationswent up and downtheline. “Well,
we ‘ve helt ‘em back. We *ve helt ‘ em back; derned if we
haven't.” Themensaidit blissfully, leering at each other with
dirty smiles.

Theyouth turned tolook behind him and off totheright and
off to theleft. He experienced the joy of aman who at last
findsleisureinwhichtolook about him.

Under foot therewereafew ghestly formsmoationless. They lay
twisted infantastic contor-tions. Armswere bent and headswere
turnedinincredibleways. It seemed that thedead men must have
fdlenfromsomegreat haght togetintosuch postions They looked
to bedumped out upontheground fromthesky.
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Fromapostionintherear of thegroveabat-tery wasthrow-
ing shellsover it. Theflash of the guns startled the youth at
first. Hethought they wereaimed directly at him. Throughthe
trees he watched the black figures of the gunners as they
worked swiftly and intently. Their [abor seemed acomplicated
thing. Hewondered how they could remember itsformulain
themidst of confusion.

Thegunssguatted in arow like savage chiefs. They argued
with abrupt violence. It wasagrim pow-wow. Their busy ser-
vantsran hither and thither.

A small procession of wounded men were go-ing drearily
towardtherear. It wasaflow of blood from thetorn body of
thebrigade.

Totheright and totheleft werethedark linesof other troops.
Far infront hethought he could seelighter massesprotruding
inpointsfrom theforest. They were suggestive of un-num-
bered thousands.

Oncehesaw atiny battery go dashing along theline of the
horizon. Thetiny riderswere beating thetiny horses.

Fromadoping hill camethesound of cheer-ingsand clashes.
Smokewelled dowly throughtheleaves.
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Batterieswere speaking with thunderousora-torical effort.
Here and therewereflags, theredin the stripes dominating.
They splashed bitsof warm color uponthedark linesof troops.

Theyouthfelt theoldthrill at thesight of theemblem. They
werelikebeautiful birdsstrangely undauntedinastorm.

Asheligened tothedinfromthehillsde, to adeep pulsating
thunder that camefrom afar to theleft, and to thelesser clam-
orswhich camefrom many directions, it occurred to him that
they werefighting, too, over there, and over there, and over
there. Heretofore he had sup-posed that all the battle was
directly under hisnose.

Ashegazed around him the youth felt aflash of astonish-
ment at the blue, pure sky and the sun gleamingson thetrees
andfields. It wassurprising that Nature had gonetranquilly on
with her golden processin the midst of so much devilment.

35

CHAPTER VI

THE YouTH AWAKENED Slowly. He came grad-ually back to a
position fromwhich he could re-gard himsealf. For momentshe
had been scruti-nizing his personin adazed way asif he had
never before seen himsalf. Then hepicked up hiscap fromthe
ground. Hewriggledin hisjacket to makeamore comfortable
fit, and knedl-ing relaced hisshoe. Hethoughtfully mopped his
reeking features.

Soitwasall over at last! Thesupremetria had been passed.
Thered, formidabledifficulties of war had been vanquished.

Hewent into an ecstasy of salf-satisfaction. Hehad themost
delightful sensationsof hislife. Standing asif apart fromhim-
sdf, heviewed that |ast scene. He perceived that the man who
had fought thuswas magnificent.

Hefdt that hewasafinefellow. He saw himself evenwith
thoseidealswhich he had con-sidered asfar beyond him. He
smiledindeep gratification.

Upon hisfdlowshe beamed tendernessand good will. “ Geel
an'tit hot, hey?’ hesaid affably to amanwho waspolishing
hisstream-ing facewith hiscoat deeves.
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“You bet!” said theother, grinning sociably. “| never seen
sech dumb hotness.” He sprawled out luxuriously on the
ground. “ Gee, yes! An’ | hopewedon't haveno morefightin’
till aweek fromMonday.”

Therewere somehandshakingsand deep speecheswith men
whosefeatureswerefamiliar, but with whom the youth now
felt the bonds of tied hearts. He helped acursing comradeto
bind up awound of theshin.

But, of asudden, cries of amazement broke out along the
ranksof the new regiment. “Herethey comeag’ in! Herethey
comeag’in!” The man who had sprawled upon the ground
started up and said, “ Gosh!”

Theyouth turned quick eyesupon thefield. Hediscerned
formsbeginto swell inmassesout of adistant wood. Heagain
saw thetilted flag speeding forward.

The shells, which had ceased to trouble the regiment for a
time, cameswirling again, and ex-plodedinthegrassor anong
theleavesof thetrees. They looked to be strangewar flowers
burgtingintofiercebloom.

Themen groaned. Theluster faded from their eyes. Their
smudged countenances now expressed aprofound dejection.

36

They moved their stiffened bodiesdowly, and watchedinsul-
len mood thefrantic gpproach of theenemy. Thedavestailingin
thetempleof thisgod begantofed rebellionat hisharshtasks.

They fretted and complained each to each. “Oh, say, this
iIstoo much of agood thing! Why can’t somebody send us
supports?’

“Weain't never goin’ to stand thissecond banging. | didn’t
comehereto fight the hull damn’ rebel army.”

Therewasonewhoraisedadoleful cry. “I wish Bill Smithers
had trod on my hand, in-steader metreddin’ onhis'n.” The
sorejointsof theregiment creaked asit painfully floundered
into positiontorepulse.

Theyouth stared. Surely, hethought, thisimpossiblething
was not about to happen. He waited as if he expected the
enemy to suddenly stop, apologize, and retirebowing. It was
al amistake.

But thefiring began somewhere ontheregi-mental lineand
ripped alongin both directions. Thelevel sheetsof flamede-
veloped great cloudsof smokethat tumbled and tossed inthe
mildwind near theground for amoment, and thenrolled through
theranksasthroughagate. Thecloudsweretinged an earthlike
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yellow in the sunrays and in the shadow were asorry blue.
Theflag was sometimes eaten and lost in thismass of vapor,
but more oftenit projected, sun-touched, resplendent.

Into theyouth’seyesthere camealook that one can seein
the orbsof ajaded horse. His neck was quivering with ner-
vous weakness and the muscles of hisarmsfelt numb and
bloodless. Hishands, too, seemed large and awkward asif he
waswearing invisiblemittens. And therewasagreat uncer-
tainty about hiskneejoints.

Thewordsthat comradeshad uttered previousto thefiring
began to recur to him. “ Oh, say, thisistoo much of agood
thing! What do they take usfor—why don'’t they send sup-
ports?I didn’'t comehereto fight the hull damned rebd army.”

He began to exaggerate the endurance, the skill, and the
vaor of thosewho were coming. Himsalf reding from exhaus-
tion, hewas aston-ished beyond measure at such persistency.
They must bemachinesof stedl. It wasvery gloomy struggling
againgt such affairs, wound up perhapsto fight until sundown.

He slowly lifted hisrifle and catching a glimpse of the
thickspread field he blazed at acantering cluster. He stopped
then and began to peer asbest he could through the smoke.
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He caught changing views of the ground covered with men
whowereall running like pursuedimps, and yelling.

Totheyouthit wasan ondaught of redoubt-abledragons. He
becamelikethemanwholost hislegsat the gpproach of thered
and green monster. Hewaited inasort of ahorrified, listening
attitude. He seemed to shut hiseyesand wait to be gobbled.

A man near himwho up to thistime had been working fe-
verighly at hisriflesuddenly stopped and ranwith howls. A lad
whoseface had borne an expression of exalted courage, the
ma esty of hewho daresgivehislife, was, at aninstant, smit-
ten abject. He blanched like onewho has cometo the edge of
acliff at midnight and issud-denly made aware. Therewasa
revelation. He, too, threw down hisgun and fled. Therewas
no shamein hisface. Heran likearabbit.

Others began to scamper away through the smoke. The
youth turned hishead, shaken from histrance by thismove-
ment asif the regiment wasleaving him behind. He saw the
few fleetingforms.

Heydled thenwith fright and swung about. For amoment, in
thegreat clamor, hewaslikeaproverbia chicken. Helost the
direction of safety. Destruction threstened himfromall points.
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Directly he began to speed toward therear in great |eaps.
Hisrifleand cap weregone. Hisunbuttoned coat bulgedinthe
wind. Theflap of hiscartridge box bobbed wildly, and his
canteen, by itsslender cord, swung out behind. On hisface
wasall thehorror of thosethingswhich heimagined.

Thelieutenant sprang forward bawling. Theyouth saw his
featureswrathfully red, and saw him make adab with his
sword. Hisonethought of theincident wasthat thelieutenant
was apecul-iar creatureto feel interested in such matters
uponthisoccasion.

Heran likeablind man. Two or threetimeshefell down.
Once heknocked hisshoulder so heavily against atreethat he
went headlong.

Since he had turned his back upon thefight hisfearshad
been wondrously magnified. Death about to thrust him be-
tween the shoul der bladeswasfar more dreadful than death
about to smite him between the eyes. When he thought of it
|ater, he conceived theimpressionthat it isbetter to view the
appalling than to be merely within hearing. The noisesof the
battlewerelikestones, hebeieved himsdlf liableto be crushed.

Asheran hemingled with others. Hedimly saw menon his
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right and on hisleft, and he heard footsteps behind him. He
thought that all the regiment wasfleeing, pursued by these
ominouscrashes.

In hisflight the sound of thesefollowing foot-stepsgavehim
hisone meager relief. Hefdt vaguely that death must makea
first choice of themenwho werenearest; theinitial morselsfor
thedragonswould bethen thosewho werefol-lowing him. So
he displayed the zeal of aninsane sprinter in hispurposeto
keepthemintherear. Therewasarace.

Ashe, leading, went acrossalittlefield, hefoundhimsdfina
region of shells. They hurtled over hishead withlong wild
screams. As helistened he imagined them to have rows of
cruel teeth that grinned at him. Onceonelit beforehimandthe
lividlightning of theexploson effectudly barred theway inhis
chosendirec-tion. Hegrove ed ontheground and then oringing
up went careering off through some bushes.

Heexperienced athrill of amazement when hecamewithin
view of abattery in action. The men there seemed to bein
conventional moods, altogether unaware of theimpending
annihila-tion. The battery wasdisputing with adistant antago-
nist and the gunnerswerewrapped in admiration of their shoot-
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ing. They were con-tinualy bending in coaxing posturesover
the guns. They seemed to be patting them on the back and
encouraging themwithwords. Theguns, stolid and undaunted,
spokewith dogged valor.

Theprecisegunnerswerecoolly enthusiagtic. They lifted ther
eyesevery chanceto thesmoke-wreathed hillock fromwhence
the hostile battery addressed them. Theyouth pitied them as
heran. Methodicd idiotsl Machine-likefools! Therefined joy
of planting shellsinthe midst of the other battery’sformation
would appear alittlething when theinfantry came swooping
out of thewoods.

Thefaceof ayouthful rider, whowasjerking hisfrantichorse
with an abandon of temper he might display inaplacid barn-
yard, wasim-pressed deeply upon hismind. Heknew that he
looked upon aman who would presently be dead.

Too, hefelt apity for theguns, standing, Six good comrades,
inaboldrow.

Hesaw abrigadegoingtotherelief of itspes-tered fellows.
He scrambled upon awee hill and watched it sweeping findly,
keeping formation in difficult places. Theblueof thelinewas
crusted with steel color, and the brilliant flags projected. Of -

39

ficerswereshouting.

Thissight dsofilled himwithwonder. The brigadewashur-
rying briskly to be gulped into theinfernal mouths of thewar
god. What man-ner of men werethey, anyhow?Ah, it was
somewondrous breed! Or elsethey didn’t compre-hend—
thefools.

A furiousorder caused commotionintheartil-lery. An of-
ficer on abounding horse made mani-acal motionswith his
arms. The teamswent swinging up from the rear, the guns
were whirled about, and the battery scampered away. The
cannonwiththeir nosespoked dantingly a theground grunted
and grumbled likestout men, brave but with objectionsto hurry.

Theyouth went on, moderating hispacesincehehad left the
place of noises.

L ater hecameupon agenerd of division seated uponahorse
that prickeditsearsin aninterested way at the battle. There
wasagreat gleaming of yellow and patent | eather about the
saddleand bridle. The quiet man astridelooked mouse-col-
ored upon such asplen-did charger.

Ajingling staff wasgalloping hither and thither. Sometimes
the general was surrounded by horsemen and at other times
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hewas quite alone. Helooked to be much harassed. He had
the appearance of abusinessman whose market isswinging
up and down.

Theyouth went slinking around thisspot. Hewent as near
ashedared trying to overhear words. Perhapsthe general,
unableto compre-hend chaos, might call upon himfor infor-
mation. And hecouldtell him. Heknew al concerningit. Of a
surety theforcewasin afix, and any fool could seethat if they
did not retreat whilethey had opportunity—why—

Hefelt that hewould liketo thrash thegen-erd, or at least
approach andtell himin plain wordsexactly what he thought
himto be. It wascrimina to stay camly in onespot and make
no effort to stay destruction. Heloitered in afever of eager-
nessfor thedivison commander to gpply tohim.

Ashewarily moved about, heheard thegen-erd cdll outirri-
tably: “Tompkins, goover an’ seeTaylor, an' tell himnott' bein
suchandl-fired hurry; tel himt' hat hisbrigadeinth’ edgeof
th’ woods; tell himt' detachareg’ ment—say | think th’ center
‘Il bregk if wedon't helpit out some; tell himt’ hurry up.”

A dimyouth on afinechestnut horse caught these swift words
from themouth of hissuperior. He made hishorse bound into
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agdlopamost fromawalk in hishasteto go uponhismission.
Therewasacloud of dust.

A moment later theyouth saw the general bounce excitedly
inhissaddle.

“Yes, by heavens, they have!” The officer leaned forward.
Hisfacewasaflamewith excite-ment. “ Yes, by heavens, they
‘veheld‘im! They ‘vehdd‘im!”

Hebegantoblithely roar at hisstaff: “We' Il walop ‘im now.
We'll wallop ‘im now. We'‘vegot ‘emsure.” Heturned sud-
denly upon anaid: “Here—you—Jones—quick—ride after
Tompkins—see Taylor—tell himt' goin—everlastingly—like
blazes—anything.”

Asanother officer sped hishorse after thefirst messenger,
the generad beamed upontheearthlikeasun. Inhiseyeswas
adesireto chant apaean. He kept repeating, “ They ‘veheld
‘em, by heavens!”

Hisexcitement madehishorse plunge, and hemerrily kicked
and sworeat it. Heheld alittle carnival of joy on horseback.
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CHAPTER VII

THE YouTH crINGED asif discovered inacrime. By heavens,
they had won after al! Theim-becilelinehad remained and
becomevictors. He could hear cheering.

Helifted himsalf upon histoesand|ooked inthedirection of
thefight. A yellow fog lay wal-lowing onthetreetops. From
beneath it camethe clatter of musketry. Hoarse criestold of
an advance.

Heturned away amazed and angry. Hefelt that he had been
wronged.

He had fled, he told himself, because annihila-tion ap-
proached. He had done agood part in saving himself, who
wasalittle piece of thearmy. He had considered thetime, he
said, to beoneinwhichit wasthe duty of every littlepieceto
res-cueitsalf if possible. Later the officerscouldfit thelittle
piecestogether again, and make abattlefront. If none of the
little pieces were wise enough to save themselvesfrom the
flurry of death a such atime, why, then, wherewould bethe
army?Itwasadl plainthat he had proceeded accordingto very
correct and commendablerules. Hisac-tions had been saga-
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ciousthings. They had been full of strategy. They werethe
work of amas-ter’slegs.

Thoughtsof hiscomradescameto him. Thebrittleblueline
had withstood the blows and won. He grew bitter over it. It
seemed that the blind ignorance and stupidity of thoselittle
pieceshad betrayed him. He had been overturned and crushed
by their lack of sensein holding thepo-sition, whenintelligent
deliberation would have convinced them that it wasimpos-
sible. He, theenlightened manwholooksafar in thedark, had
fled because of hissuperior perceptionsand knowledge. He
felt agreat anger against hiscomrades. Heknew it could be
proved that they had beenfools.

Hewondered what they would remark when later he gppeared
incamp. Hismind heard howlsof derison. Their density would
not en-ablethem to understand hissharper point of view.

Hebeganto pity himself acutely. Hewasill used. Hewas
trodden beneath thefeet of anironinjustice. He had proceeded
with wisdom and from the most righteous motives under
heaven'sblueonly to befrustrated by hateful circumstances.

A dull, animal-likerebdllion againgt hisfel-lows, war inthe
abstract, and fate grew within him. He shambled along with
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bowed head, hisbraininatumult of agony and despair. When
helooked loweringly up, quivering at each sound, hiseyeshad
theexpression of those of acriminal who thinkshisguilt and
hispun-ishment great, and knowsthat he can find nowords.

Hewent from thefieldsinto athick woods, asif resolved to
bury himself. Hewished to get out of hearing of the crackling
shotswhichwereto himlikevoices.

The ground was cluttered with vines and bushes, and the
treesgrew closeand spread out like bouquets. Hewasobliged
toforcehisway with muchnoise. Thecreepers, catchingagaing
hislegs, cried out harshly astheir spraysweretornfromthe
barksof trees. The swishing sap-lingstried to makeknown his
presenceto theworld. Hecould not conciliatetheforest. As
hemadehisway, it wasdwayscaling out prot-estations. When
he separated embraces of treesand vinesthedisturbed foli-
ageswaved their arms and turned their face leavestoward
him. He dreaded | est these noisy motions and cries should
bring mento look at him. So hewent far, seek-ing dark and
intricate places.

After atimethe sound of musketry grew faint and the can-
non boomed inthedistance. The sun, suddenly apparent, blazed
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among thetrees. Theinsectswere making rhythmical noises.
They seemed to be grinding their teeth in unison. A wood-
pecker stuck hisimpudent head around the side of atree. A
bird flew onlighthearted wing.

Off wastherumbleof death. It seemed now that Nature had
no ears.

Thislandscapegavehimassurance. A fair field holding life.
It wasthereligion of peace. Itwould dieif itstimid eyeswere
compelled to seeblood. He conceived Nature to beawoman
with adeep aversionto tragedy.

Hethrew apineconeat ajovia squirrel, and heranwith
chattering fear. High in atreetop he stopped, and, poking his
head cautioudy from behind abranch, looked downwith an
air of trepi-dation.

Theyouth felt triumphant at thisexhibition. Therewasthe
law, hesaid. Nature had givenhimasign. Thesquirrel, imme-
diately upon rec-ognizing danger, had taken to hislegswithout
ado. Hedid not stand stolidly baring hisfurry belly tothemis-
sile, and diewith an upward glance at the sympathetic heav-
ens. On the con-trary, he had fled asfast as hislegs could
carry him; and hewasbut an ordinary squirrel, too—doubt-
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lessno philosopher of hisrace. Theyouth wended, feding that
Nature was of hismind. Shere-enforced hisargument with
proofsthat lived where the sun shone.

Oncehefound himsdf amost into aswamp. Hewasobliged
towalk upon bog tuftsand watch hisfeet to kegp fromtheoily
mire. Paus-ing at onetimeto look about him he saw, out at
some black water, asmall animal pouncein and emergedi-
rectly withagleamingfish.

Theyouth went again into the deep thickets. The brushed
branches made a noi se that drowned the sounds of cannon.
Hewaked on, going from obscurity into promisesof agreater
obscurity.

At length hereached aplacewherethehigh, arching boughs
made achapel. He softly pushed the green doorsaside and
entered. Pine needleswereagentlebrown carpet. Therewas
ardi-gioushaf light.

Near thethreshold he stopped, horror-stricken at the sight
of athing.

He was being looked at by a dead man who was seated
with hisback againgt acolumnliketree. Thecorpsewasdressed
inauniform that once had been blue, but wasnow fadedto a
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mel-ancholy shade of green. Theeyes, staring at the youth,
had changed to the dull hueto be seen on the side of adead
fish. Themouth wasopen. Itsred had changed to an appalling
yellow. Over thegray skin of thefaceranlittleants. Onewas
trundling some sort of abundlea ong the upper lip.

Theyouth gave ashriek ashe confronted thething. Hewas
for momentsturned to stone be-foreit. Heremained staring
into theliquid-look-ing eyes. Thedead man and theliving man
ex-changed alonglook. Then the youth cautiously put one
hand behind him and brought it against atree. Leaning upon
thisheretreated, step by step, with hisface still toward the
thing. Hefeared that if heturned hisback thebody might spring
up and stedlthily pursuehim.

Thebranches, pushing againgt him, thregt-ened to throw him
over uponit. Hisunguided feet, too, caught aggravatingly in
brambles; and withit all he received asubtle suggestion to
touch the corpse. Ashethought of hishand upon it he shud-
dered profoundly.

At last he burst the bonds which had fastened him to the
spot and fled, unheeding the under-brush. Hewas pursued by
asght of theblack antsswarming greedily uponthegray face
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and venturing horribly near to theeyes.

After atimehe paused, and, breathlessand panting, listened.
Heimagined some strange voice would come from the dead
throat and squawk after himin horrible menaces.

Thetreesabout the porta of thechapel moved soughingly in
asoft wind. A sad slencewasupon thelittleguarding edifice.

CHAPTER VIII

THE TREES BEGAN SOftly to sing ahymn of twi-light. The sun
sank until slanted bronzeraysstruck theforest. Therewasa
lull inthe noises of insectsasif they had bowed their beaks
and were making adevotional pause. Therewasslencesave
for the chanted chorusof thetrees.

Then, uponthisstillness, there suddenly brokeatremendous
clangor of sounds. A crimson roar camefromthedistance.

Theyouth stopped. Hewastransfixed by thisterrific med-
ley of al noises. It wasasif worldswerebeing rended. There
wastherip-ping sound of musketry and the breaking crash
of theartillery.

Hismindflewinal directions. Heconcelved thetwo armies
to be at each other panther fashion. Helistened for atime.
Then hebeganto runinthedirection of thebattle. He saw that
itwasanironical thingfor himto berun-ning thustoward that
which hehad been at such painsto avoid. But hesaid, insub-
stance, to him-sdlf that if the earth and the moon were about to
clash, many persons would doubtless plan to get upon the
roofstowitnessthecollison.
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Asheran, hebecame awarethat theforest had stopped its
music, asif at last becoming capable of hearing theforeign
sounds. Thetreeshushed and stood motionless. Everything
seemed to belistening to the crackle and clatter and ear-shak-
ing thunder. The chorus pealed over the still earth.

It suddenly occurred to theyouth that thefight inwhich he
had been was, after dl, but perfunctory popping. Inthe hear-
ing of thispresent din hewasdoubtful if hehad seenred battle
scenes. Thisuproar explained aceles-tia battle; it wastum-
bling hordesa-struggleintheair.

Reflecting, he saw asort of ahumor inthe point of view of
himself and hisfellows during the late encounter. They had
taken themsel vesand theenemy very serioudy and hadimag-
ined that they were deciding thewar. Individualsmust have
supposed that they were cutting the letters of their names
deepinto everlasting tabletsof brass, or enshrining their repu-
tationsforever inthe heartsof their countrymen, while, asto
fact, theaffair would appear in printed reports under ameek
and immaterial title. But he saw that it was good, else, he
said, in battleevery onewould surely run saveforlorn hopes
andtherilk.
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Hewent rapidly on. He wished to cometo the edge of the
forest that he might peer out.

Ashehastened, there passed through hismind pictures of
stupendousconflicts. Hisaccumul ated thought upon such sub-
jectswas used to form scenes. The noisewasasthe voice of
aneloquent being, describing.

Sometimesthe bramblesformed chainsand tried to hold
him back. Trees, confronting him, stretched out their armsand
forbadehimto pass. After itsprevioushostility thisnew resis-
tanceof theforest filled him with afinebitterness. It seemed
that Nature could not be quiteready tokill him.

But he obstinately took roundabout ways, and presently he
waswhere he could seelong gray wallsof vapor wherelay
battlelines. Thevoicesof cannon shook him. The musketry
sounded inlongirregular surgesthat played havoc with his
ears. Hestood regardant for amoment. Hiseyeshad an awe-
struck expression. He gawked inthedirection of thefight.

Presently he proceeded again on hisforward way. Thebattle
waslikethegrinding of animmense and terrible machineto
him. Itscom-plexitiesand powers, itsgrim processes, fasci-
nated him. He must go close and seeit produce corpses.
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Hecameto afence and clambered over it. Onthefar side,
the ground waslittered with clothesand guns. A newspape,
folded up, lay inthedirt. A dead soldier wasstretched with his
facehiddenin hisarm. Farther off therewasagroup of four or
five corpseskeeping mournful company. A hot sun had blazed
upon the spot.

Inthisplacetheyouthfelt that hewasaninvader. Thisfor-
gotten part of the battle ground was owned by the dead men,
and hehurried, inthevaguegpprehensonthat oneof theswollen
formswouldriseandtell himto begone.

He camefinally to aroad from which he could seeinthe
distance dark and agitated bodies of troops, smoke-fringed.
In thelane was a blood-stained crowd streaming to therear.
Thewounded menwerecursing, groaning, andwailing. Inthe
air, dways, wasamighty swell of sound that it seemed could
sway the earth. With the courageouswordsof theartillery and
thespiteful sentencesof themusketry mingled red cheers. And
from this region of noises came the steady current of the
maimed.

One of thewounded men had ashoeful of blood. He hopped
likeaschoolboy inagame. Hewaslaughing hystericaly.
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Onewas swearing that he had been shot inthearm through
thecommanding general’ smisman-agement of thearmy. One
was marching with an air imitative of some sublimedrum ma-
jor. Upon hisfeatureswasan unholy mixtureof merriment and
agony. Ashemarched he sang abit of doggerel inahighand
quaveringvoice

“Singasong‘avic'try,

A pocketful ‘abullets,
Fivean’ twenty dead men
Bakedina—pie.”

Partsof the procession limped and staggered to thistune.

Another had the gray seal of death already upon hisface.
Hislipswerecurledin hard linesand histeeth were clinched.
Hishandswerebloody from where he had pressed them upon
hiswound. He seemed to be awaiting the moment when he
should pitch headlong. He stalked like the specter of asoldier,
hiseyesburning with the power of astareinto the unknown.

Thereweresomewho proceeded sullenly, full of anger a their
wounds, and ready to turn upon anything asan obscure cause.
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An officer wascarried along by two privates. Hewas pee-
vish. “Don'tjoggleso, Johnson, yehfool,” hecried. “Think m’
legismadeof iron?If yeh can't carry me decent, put medown
an' let someoneelsedoit.”

He bellowed at thetottering crowd who blocked the quick
march of hisbearers. “ Say, makeway there, can’'t yeh?Make
way, dickenstakeital.”

They sulkily parted and went to theroad-sides. Ashewas
carried past they made pert remarksto him. Whenheragedin
reply and threatened them, they told him to be damned.

Theshoulder of oneof thetramping bearersknocked heavily
againgt the spectra soldier who was staring into the unknown.

Theyouth joined thiscrowd and marched dongwithit. The
torn bodies expressed theawful machinery inwhichthemen
had been entangled.

Orderliesand couriersoccasi ondly brokethrough thethrong
intheroadway, scattering wounded menright and | eft, gall op-
ing onfol-lowed by howls. The melancholy march was con-
tinually disturbed by the messengers, and sometimesby bus-
tling batteriesthat came swing-ing and thumping down upon
them, the officersshouting ordersto clear theway.
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Therewasatattered man, fouled with dust, blood and pow-
der stainfrom hair to shoes, who trudged quietly at theyouth's
side. Hewaslis-tening with eagerness and much humility to
thelurid descriptions of abearded sergeant. Hislean features
wore an expression of awe and ad-miration. Hewaslikea
listener in acountry storeto wondroustalestold among the
sugar barrels. Heeyed the story-teller with unspeak-ablewon-
der. Hismouth wasagapeinyokel fashion.

The sergeant, taking note of this, gave pauseto hiselaborate
history whileheadministered asardonic comment. “ Bekeerful,
honey, you ‘Il bea-ketchin’ flies,” hesaid.

Thetattered man shrank back abashed.

After atime he began to sidle near to the youth, andina
different way try to make him afriend. Hisvoicewasgentleas
agirl’svoiceand hiseyeswere pleading. Theyouth saw with
surprise that the soldier had two wounds, one in the head,
bound with a blood-soaked rag, and the other in the arm,
making that member danglelike abroken bough.

After they had walked together for sometimethetattered
man mustered sufficient courageto speak. “ Was pretty good
fight, wa' n’tit?” hetimidly said. Theyouth, degpin thought,
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glanced up a thebloody and grimfigurewithitslamblikeeyes.
“What?’

“Was pretty good fight, wal n't it?

“Yes,” said theyouth shortly. He quick-ened his pace.

But the other hobbled industrioudy after him. Therewasan
air of apology in hismanner, but heevidently thought that he
needed only to talk for atime, and the youth would perceive
that hewasagood fellow.

“Waspretty goodfight, wa n'tit?’” hebeganinasmall voice,
and then he achieved theforti-tudeto continue. “Dernmeif |
ever seefdlersfight so. Laws, how they did fight! | knowed
th’ boys*dlikewhenthey onct got squareat it. Th’ boysain't
had nofair chanct upt’ now, but thistimethey showed what
they was. | knowed it ‘dturn out thisway. Yeh can'tlick them
boys. No, sir! They’refighters, they be.”

He breathed adeep breath of humble ad-miration. He had
looked at the youth for en-couragement severa times. Here-
ceived none, but gradually he seemed to get absorbed in his
subject.

“l wastakin’ ‘ crosspicketswith aboy from Georgie, onct,
an'’ that boy, heses, * Your fellers*Il dl runlike hell when they
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onct hearnagun,” heses. *Mebbethey will,’ | ses, *but | don't
b'lievenoneof it,’ | ses; ‘an’ b’jiminey,’ | sesback t’ ‘um,
‘mebbeyour fellers‘ll al runlikehell whenthey onct hearna
gun,’ | ses. Helarfed. Well, they didn’t runt’ day, did they,
hey?No, sir! They fit, an’ fit, an’ fit.”

Hishomely face was suffused with alight of lovefor the
army whichwasto himall thingsbeautiful and powerful.

After atimeheturnedtotheyouth. “Whereyeh hit, ol boy?’
heasked inabrotherly tone.

Theyouthfelt instant panic at thisquestion, although at first
itsfull import wasnot bornein upon him.

“What?’ heasked.
“Whereyeh hit?’ repeated thetattered man.
“Why,” begantheyouth, “|—|—that is—why—I—"

Heturned away suddenly and dlid through the crowd. His
brow was heavily flushed, and hisfingerswere picking ner-
voudy at oneof hisbuttons. Hebent hishead and fastened his
eyesstudioudy uponthebutton asif it werealittle problem.

Thetattered man looked after himin aston-ishment.
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CHAPTERIX

THEe YouTH FELL back inthe procession until thetattered soldier
wasnot insght. Then hestarted towak onwiththeothers.

But hewas amid wounds. The mob of men wasbleeding.
Because of thetattered soldier’squestion henow felt that his
shame could beviewed. Hewas continual ly casting sidelong
glancesto seeif the men were contempl ating thelettersof guilt
hefelt burned into hisbrow.

At times heregarded thewounded soldiersin an envious
way. He conceived personswith torn bodies to be pecu-
liarly happy. He wished that he, too, had awound, ared
badge of courage.

The spectral soldier wasat hissidelikeastalking reproach.
Theman'seyesweredtill fixed in astareinto the unknown.
Hisgray, appalling face had attracted attention in the crowd,
and men, dowingto hisdreary pace, werewaking with him.
They werediscussing hisplight, questioning him and giving
himadvice.

Inadogged way herepelled them, signing to themto goon
and leavehim done. Theshadowsof hisfacewere degpening
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and histight lips seemed holding in check the moan of great
despair. There could be seen acertain stiffnessin the move-
mentsof hisbody, asif heweretakinginfinitecarenot toarouse
the passion of hiswounds. Ashewent on, he seemed always
look-ing for aplace, like onewho goesto chooseagrave.

Somethinginthegesture of the man ashewaved the bloody
and pitying soldiersaway madetheyouth start asif bitten. He
yelledinhorror. Tottering forward helaid aquivering hand
upon the man’sarm. Asthelatter slowly turned hiswaxlike
featurestoward him, theyouth screamed:

“Gawd! Im Conklin!”

Thetall soldier madealittle commonplace smile. “Hello,
Henry,” hesaid.

Theyouth swayed on hislegsand glared strangely. He stut-
tered and stammered. “ Oh, im—oh, Jim—oh, Jm—"

Thetall soldier held out hisgory hand. Therewasacurious
red and black combination of new blood and old blood upon
it. “Where yeh been, Henry?’ he asked. He continuedina
monoto-nousvoice, “| thought mebbe yeh got keeled over.
There‘sbeenthunder t' pay t'-day. | wasworryin’ about it a
good dedl.”
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Theyouth still lamented. “ Oh, Jm—oh, im—oh, Jm—"

“Yehknow,” saidthetall soldier, “| wasout there.” Hemade
acareful gesture. “An’, Lord, what acircus! An', b’ jiminey, |
got shot—I got shot. Yes, b’ jiminey, | got shot.” Hereiterated
thisfact in abewildered way, asif he did not know how it
came about.

Theyouth put forth anxiousarmsto assist him, but thetall
soldier went firmly on asif pro-pelled. Sincetheyouth’sar-
rival asaguardian for hisfriend, the other wounded men had
ceased to display much interest. They occupied them-selves
againindragging their own tragediestoward therear.

Suddenly, asthetwo friends marched on, thetall soldier
seemed to beovercome by aterror. Hisfaceturnedto asem-
blance of gray paste. He clutched the youth’sarm and |ooked
al about him, asif dreading to beoverheard. Then hebeganto
speak inashaking whisper:

“I tel yehwhat I'm*fraid of, Henry—I ‘1l tell yehwhat | ‘m
‘fradof. 1 ‘m*fradl ‘Il fal down—an’ thenyeh know—them
damned artillery wagons—they likeasnot ‘Il run over me.
That ‘swhat | ‘m*fraid of—"

Theyouth cried out to him hysterically: “1 ‘1l take care of
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yeh, Jm! I'll takecareof yeh! | sweart’ Gawd | will!”

“Sure—will yeh, Henry?’ thetall soldier beseeched.

“Yes—yes—I tell yeh—I’ll takecareof yeh, Jm!” protested
the youth. He could not speak accurately because of the
gulpingsin histhroat.

But thetdl soldier continued to beginalowly way. Henow
hung babeliketo theyouth’sarm. Hiseyesrolled inthewild-
nessof histerror. “1 wasallusagood friendt’ yeh,wan'tl,
Henry?I ‘veadlusbeenapretty goodfeler,an’'t I?An itan't
mucht’ ask, isit?Jestt’ pull meaong outer th’ road?1 ‘d do
itfer you, Wouldn't1, Henry?’

Hepausedin piteousanxiety to await hisfriend’sreply.

Theyouth had reached an anguish where the sobs scorched
him. He stroveto expresshisloyaty, but he could only make
fantastic gestures.

However, thetall soldier seemed suddenly toforget all those
fears. Hebecameagain the grim, stalking specter of asoldier.
Hewent stonily forward. Theyouth wished hisfriend to lean
upon him, but the other ways shook hishead and strangely
protested. “No—no—no—Ileave mebe—leave mebe—"

Hislook wasfixed again upon the unknown. Hemoved with
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mysterious purpose, and all of theyouth’s offershe brushed
asde. “No—no—leave mebe—leavemebe—"

Theyouth hadtofollow.

Presently thelatter heard avoicetaking softly near hisshoul-
ders. Turning he saw that it belonged to the tattered sol dier.
“Ye'dbetter take‘im outath’ road, pardner. There‘ sabatt’ ry
comin’ helitywhoop downth’ road an’ he‘ll git runned over.
He'‘sagoner anyhow in about five minutes—yeh kin seethat.
Ye*d better take‘im outath’ road. Whereth’ blazesdoeshe
githisstren’thfrom?’

“Lordknows!” cried theyouth. Hewas shaking hishands
helpledy.

Heranforward presently and grasped thetall soldier by the
arm. “Jm! Jm!” hecoaxed, “ comewithme.”

Thetal soldier weskly tried towrench himsdlf free. “Huh,” he
said vacantly. He stared at the youth for amoment. At last he
gpookeasif dimly comprehending. “Oh! Intehth’ fidlds?Oh!”

Hestarted blindly through thegrass.

Theyouthturned oncetolook at thelashing ridersand jounc-
ing gunsof the battery. Hewas startled fromthisview by a
shrill outcry from thetattered man.
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“Gawd! He'srunnin’!”

Turning hishead swiftly, theyouth saw hisfriend runningina
staggering and stumbling way toward alittle clump of bushes.
Hisheart seemed to wrenchitself dmost freefrom hisbody at
thissight. Hemade anoise of pain. Heand the tattered man
began apursuit. Therewasasingular race.

When heovertook thetall soldier hebeganto plead with all
thewordshe couldfind. “ im—Jm—what are you doing—
what makesyou do thisway—you ‘Il hurt yersalf.”

The same purpose wasin thetall soldier’sface. He pro-
tested inadulled way, keeping hiseyesfastened onthemystic
placeof hisintentions. “No—no—don’t tech me—leaveme
be—leavemebe—"

Theyouth, aghast and filled with wonder at thetall soldier,
began quaveringly to question him. “Whereyeh goin’, Jim?
What you thinking about?Whereyou going? Tell me, won't
you, Jm?’

Thetall soldier faced about as upon relentless pursuers. In
hiseyestherewasagreat appedl. “Leave me be, can’'t yeh?
Leavemebefer aminnit.”

Theyouthrecoiled. “Why, Jim,” hesaid, in adazed way,
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“what’ sthematter with you?’

Thetall soldier turned and, lurching danger-oudy, went on.
Theyouth and the tattered soldier followed, sneaking asif
whipped, fedling unableto facethe stricken manif he should
again confront them. They beganto havethoughtsof asolemn
ceremony. Therewas something rite-likein these movements
of thedoomed soldier. And therewasaresemblanceinhimto
adevotee of amad religion, blood-sucking, muscle-wrench-
ing, bone-crushing. They were awed and afraid. They hung
back lest he have at command adreadful weapon.

Atlagt, they saw him stop and stand motion-less. Hastening
up, they perceived that hisfaceworean expressonteling that
hehad at |ast found the place for which he had struggled. His
sparefigurewas erect; hisbloody handswere quietly at his
side. Hewaswaiting with patience for something that he had
cometo meet. Hewas at the rendezvous. They paused and
stood, ex-pectant.

Therewasasilence.

Finally, the chest of the doomed soldier began to heave
with astrained motion. It increased in violence until it was
asif an animal waswithin and was kicking and tumbling
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furioudly to befree.

Thisspectacleof gradud strangulation madetheyouthwrithe,
and onceashisfriend rolled hiseyes, he saw somethingin
them that made him sink wailing to theground. Heraised his
voiceinalast supremecall.

“Im—Im—JIm—"

Thetall soldier opened hislipsand spoke. He madeages-
ture. “Leave mebe—don’'t tech me—leave mebe—"

Therewasanother silencewhile hewaited.

Suddenly, hisform stiffened and straightened. Thenit was
shaken by aprolonged ague. He stared into space. Tothetwo
watcherstherewasacuriousand profound dignity inthefirm
linesof hisawful face.

Hewasinvaded by acreeping strangenessthat slowly en-
veloped him. For amoment thetremor of hislegscaused him
to danceasort of hideoushornpipe. Hisarmshbeet wildly about
hisheadin expression of implikeenthusiasm.

Histall figure stretched itself toitsfull height. Therewasa
dlight rending sound. Thenit began to swing forward, slow
and straight, intheman-ner of afalling tree. A swift muscular
contortion madetheleft shoulder striketheground first.
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The body seemed to bounce alittle way from the earth.
“God!” saidthetattered soldier.

Theyouth had watched, spellbound, thisceremony at the
place of meseting. Hisface had beentwisted into an expression
of every agony hehad imagined for hisfriend.

Henow sprang to hisfeet and, going closer, gazed uponthe
pasteikeface. Themouth was open and theteeth showedina
laugh.

Astheflap of the bluejacket fell away from the body, he
could see that the side looked asiif it had been chewed by
wolves.

Theyouth turned, with sudden, livid rage, toward the battle-
fidd. Heshook hisfist. He seemed about to ddliver aphilippic.

“Hdl—"

Thered sunwas pasted inthe sky likeawafer.
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CHAPTER X

THE TATTERED MAN Stood musing.

“Well, hewasreg'lar jim-dandy fer nerve,wa n'the,” said
hefindly inalittleawestruck voice. “ Areg'lar jim-dandy.” He
thoughtfully poked one of the docile handswith hisfoot. “I
wonner wherehegot ‘isstren’thfrom?1 never seenamando
likethat before. It wasafunny thing. Well, hewasareg' lar
jim-dandy.”

Theyouth desired to screech out hisgrief. Hewas stabbed,
but histonguelay dead in thetomb of hismouth. Hethrew
himself agai n upon the ground and began to brood.

Thetattered man stood musing.

“Look-a-here, pardner,” hesaid, after atime. Heregarded
the corpse ashe spoke. “He‘sup an’ gone, ain't ‘e, an’ we
might aswell begint’ look out fer oI’ number one. Thishere
thingisall over. He‘supan’ gone, ain't‘€?An’ he‘sdl right
here. Nobody won't bother ‘im. An’ | must say | ain’t enjoy-
ing any great healthm’salf thesedays.”

Theyouth, awakened by thetattered soldier’ stone, looked
quickly up. He saw that hewas swinging uncertainly on his
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legsand that hisface had turned to ashade of blue.

“Good Lord!” hecried, “youain't goin’ t' —not you, too.”

Thetattered manwaved hishand. “Nary die,” hesaid. “All
| want issome peasoup an’ agood bed. Somepeasoup,” he
repeated dreamfully.

Theyouth arosefromtheground. “| wonder wherehe came
from. | left him over there.” Hepointed. “Andnow | find‘im
here. And hewas coming from over there, too.” Hein-dicated
anew direction. They both turned toward the body asif to ask
of itaquestion.

“Well,” at length spokethetattered man, “thereain’t no use
inour stayin’ herean’ tryin’ t' ask himanything.”

Theyouth nodded an assent wearily. They both turned to
gazefor amoment at the corpse.

Theyouth murmured something.

“Well, hewasajim-dandy, wa n't ‘€?’ said thetattered man
asifinresponse.

They turned their backsupon it and started away. For atime
they stolesoftly, treading with their toes. It remained laughing
thereinthegrass.

“I"'mcommencin’ t’ fed pretty bad,” said thetattered man,
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suddenly breaking oneof hislittlesilences. “I’m commencin’
t' fed pretty damn’ bad.”

Theyouth groaned. “O Lord!” Hewon-deredif hewasto
bethetortured witness of another grim encounter.

But hiscompanion waved hishand reassur-ingly. “Oh, I'm
notgoin' t' dieyit! Theretoo much dependin’ onmefer met’
dieyit. No, sr! Nary die! | can't! Y€ d oughtaseeth’ swad &
chil’renl’vegot, an’ dl likethat.”

Theyouth glancing at hiscompanion could seeby the shadow
of asmilethat hewasmaking somekind of fun.

Asthey plodded on thetattered soldier con-tinued to talk.
“Bedides, if | died, | wouldn't dieth’ way that feller did. That
wasth’ funniest thing. I’ djest flop down, | would. | never seen
afeller dieth’ way that feller did.

“Yeh know Tom Jamison, helivesnext door t” meup home.
He'saniceféler, heis, an’ wewasalusgood friends. Smart,
too. Smart asasteel trap. Well, when wewasa-fightin’ this
atternoon, al-of-a-sudden hebegint’ ripupan’ cussan’ beller
a me. ‘ Yer shot, yeh blamed infernal!’ —he swear horrible—
hesest’ me. | putupm’ handt’ m’ head an’ when| looked at
m'’ fingers, | seen, sure‘nough, | wasshot. | giveaholler an’
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begint’ run, but b’ forel could git away another onehit mein
th" arman’ whirl’ meclean ‘round. | got skeared when they
wasall ashootin’ b’ hindmean’ | runt’ beat al, but | cotchit
pretty bad. I'veanideel’d & beenfightin’ yit, if ' wasn’'t fer
Tom Jami-son.”

Then hemadeacam announcement: “ There'stwo of ‘em—
little ones—but they ‘rebeginnin’ t” have funwith menow. |
don'tb’lievel kinwak much furder.”

They went dowly oninsilence. “Yehlook pretty peek-ed
yerself,” said the tattered man at last. “1 bet yeh ‘ve got a
worser onethanyehthink. Ye' d better take keer of yer hurt. It
don'tdot’ let sechthingsgo. It might beinside mostly, an’
them playsthunder. Whereisit located?’ But he continued his
harangue with-out waiting for areply. “| see‘afeller git hit
pluminth’ head when my reg' ment wasa-standin’ at ease
onct. An’ everybody yelled out to ‘im: Hurt, John? Areyeh
hurt much?*No,” seshe. Helooked kinder surprised, an’ he
went ontellin’ ‘em how hefelt. Hesed hedidn’t fedl nothin’.
But, by dad, th’ first thing that feller knowed he was dead.
Yes, he was dead—stone dead. So, yeh wanta watch out.
Yeh might have some queer kind ‘ahurt yerself. Yeh can’t
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never tell. Whereisyour’ nlocated?’

Theyouth had beenwriggling sncetheintro-duction of this
topic. Henow gaveacry of ex-asperation and madeafurious
motionwith hishand. “Oh, don’t bother me!l” hesaid. Hewas
enraged againg thetattered man, and could have strangled him.
Hiscompanions seemed ever to play intolerable parts. They
were ever uprais-ing the ghost of shameon thestick of their
curiogity. Heturned toward thetattered man asoneat bay. “ Now,
don’t bother me,” here-peated with desperate menace.

“Well, Lord knows| don’t wantabother any-body,” said
theother. Therewasalittle accent of despair inhisvoiceashe
replied, “Lord knowsl ‘vegota‘noughm’ ownt’ tendto.”

Theyouth, who had been holding abitter de-batewith him-
self and casting glances of hatred and contempt at thetattered
man, here spokein ahard voice. “Good-by,” hesaid.

The tattered man looked at him in gaping amazement.
“Why—why, pardner, whereyeh goin’ ?” heasked unsteadily.
Theyouthlooking at him, could seethat he, too, likethat other
one, was beginning to act dumb and animal-like. Histhoughts
seemed to befloundering about in hishead. “Now—now—
| ook—a—here, you Tom Jamison—now—I won't havethis—
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thisherewon't do. Where—whereyeh goin’ ?’

Theyouth pointed vaguely. “ Over there,” hereplied.

“Well, now look—a—here—now,” said thetattered man,
rambling oninidiot fashion. Hishead washanging forward
and hiswordsweredurred. “ Thisthing won't do, now, Tom
Jami-son. [twon't do. | know yeh, yeh pig-headed devil. Yeh
wantago trompin’ off with abad hurt. It ain’t right—now—
Tom Jamison—it ain’t. Yeh wantaleave metakekeer of yeh,
TomJami-son. Itain't—right—it ain't—fer yeht' go—trompin’
off—withabad hurt—itain’'t—ain't—ain'tright—itain’'t.”

In reply the youth climbed afence and started away. He
could hear thetattered man bleating plaintively.

Oncehefaced about angrily. “What?’

“Look—a—here, now, Tom Jamison—now—it ain't—"

Theyouthwent on. Turning at adistance he saw thetattered
man wandering about helplesdy inthefield.

He now thought that he wished hewas dead. He believed
that he envied those men whose bodieslay strewn over the
grassof thefieldsand onthefallenleavesof theforest.

The simple questions of the tattered man had been knife
thruststo him. They asserted asociety that probespitilessly at
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secretsuntil all isapparent. Hislate companion’schance per-
sist-ency made himfeel that he could not keep hiscrime con-
cealedin hisbosom. It was sureto be brought plain by one of
thosearrowswhich cloud theair and are constantly pricking,
dis-covering, proclaiming thosethingswhich arewilled to be
forever hidden. He admitted that he could not defend himself
against thisagency. It wasnot within the power of vigilance.
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CHAPTER Xl

He BecamMEe AwaRE that thefurnaceroar of the battlewasgrow-
ing louder. Great brown clouds had floated to the till heights
of air beforehim. Thenoise, too, wasapproaching. Thewoods
filtered men and thefiel dsbecame dotted.

Asherounded ahillock, he perceived that the roadway was
now acrying massof wagons, teams, and men. From the heav-
ing tangleissued exhortations, commands, imprecations. Fear
wassweepingit all along. The cracking whipshbit and horses
plunged and tugged. The white-topped wagons strained and
sumbledintheir exertionslikefat sheep.

Theyouth felt comforted inameasure by thissight. They
wereall retreating. Perhaps, then, hewasnot so bad after all.
He seated himself and watched the terror-stricken wagons.
They fledlikesoft, ungainly animals. All theroarersand lashers
served to hel p him to magnify the dangersand horrorsof the
engagement that hemight try to proveto himsdlf that thething
withwhich men could chargehimwasin truthasymmetrical
act. Therewasan amount of pleas-ureto himinwatchingthe
wild marchof thisvindication.
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Presently the calm head of aforward-going column of infan-
try appearedintheroad. It came swiftly on. Avoiding the ob-
sructionsgaveit thesinuous movement of aserpent. Themen
at the head butted muleswith their musket stocks. They prod-
ded teamstersindifferent to all howls. Themenforced their
way through parts of the dense mass by strength. The blunt
head of the column pushed. Theraving team-sterssworemany
strange oaths.

The commandsto makeway had thering of agreat impor-
tanceinthem. Themenweregoing forwardto theheart of the
din. They wereto confront the eager rush of theenemy. They
felt the pride of their onward movement when the remainder
of thearmy seemed trying to dribble down thisroad. They
tumbled teamsabout with afinefeding that it wasno matter so
long astheir column got to thefront intime. Thisimportance
madetheir facesgrave and stern. And the backs of the offic-
erswerevery rigid.

Astheyouth looked at them the black weight of hiswoe
returned to him. Hefdt that hewasregarding aprocession of
chosen beings. The separation wasasgreat to him asif they
had marched with weapons of flameand bannersof sunlight.
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Hecould never belikethem. Hecould havewept inhislongings.

He searched about in hismind for an ade-quate maediction
for theindefinite cause, thething uponwhich menturnthewords
of find blame. It—whatever it was—wasrespongblefor him,
hesaid. Therelay thefauilt.

The haste of the column to reach the battle seemed to the
forlornyoung manto be some-thing much finer than stout fight-
ing. Heroes, hethought, could find excusesinthat long seeth-
ing lane. They could retirewith perfect self-respect and make
excusestothestars.

Hewondered what those men had eaten that they could be
insuch hasteto forcetheir way to grim chancesof death. As
hewatched hisenvy grew until hethought that hewished to
changeliveswith one of them. Hewould haveliked to have
used atremendousforce, he said, throw off himself and be-
comeabetter. Swift picturesof himself, apart, yet in himsdf,
cameto him—ablue desperatefigureleading lurid charges
with one kneeforward and abroken blade high—ablue, de-
termined figure standing before acrimson and steel assaullt,
getting calmly killed on ahigh place beforetheeyesof al. He
thought of the magnificent pathos of hisdead body.
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Thesethoughtsuplifted him. Hefelt the quiver of war de-
sire. In hisears, he heard thering of victory. He knew the
frenzy of arapid successful charge. The music of thetram-
pling feet, the sharp voices, the clanking arms of the column
near him made him soar on the red wings of war. For afew
momentshewas sublime.

Hethought that hewas about to start for thefront. Indeed,
he saw apicture of himself, dust-stained, haggard, panting,
flying to thefront at the proper moment to seizeand throttle
thedark, leeringwitch of calamity.

Then thedifficulties of thething began to drag at him. He
hesitated, balancing awkwardly on onefoot.

He had norifle; he could not fight with hishands, said he
resentfully to hisplan. Well, riflescould be had for the picking.
They wereextraordinarily profuse.

Also, he continued, it would beamiracleif hefound his
regiment. Well, hecouldfight with any regiment.

He started forward slowly. He stepped asif he expected
to tread upon some explosive thing. Doubts and he were
Sruggling.

Hewould truly beawormif any of hiscom-rades should
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seehimreturning thus, themarksof hisflight uponhim. There
wasareply that theintent fightersdid not carefor what hap-
pened rearward saving that no hostile bayonets ap-peared
there. Inthe battle-blur hisfacewould, in away be hidden,
liketheface of acowled man.

But then hesaid that histirelessfatewould bring forth, when
thegtrifelulled for amoment, aman to ask of himan explana
tion. Inimagina-tion hefelt the scrutiny of hiscompanionsas
he painfully labored through somelies.

Eventually, hiscourage expended itself upon these objec-
tions. Thedebatesdrained him of hisfire.

Hewas not cast down by thisdefeat of hisplan, for, upon
studying the affair carefully, he could not but admit that the
objectionswerevery formidable.

Furthermore, variousailmentshad begunto cry out. Intheir
presence he could not persistinflying high with thewings of
war; they rendered it almostimpossiblefor himto seehim-self
inaheroiclight. Hetumbled headlong.

Hediscovered that he had ascorching thirst. Hisfacewas
sodry and grimy that hethought hecould fed hisskin crackle.
Each bone of hisbody had an acheinit, and seemingly thresat-
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ened to break with each movement. Hisfeet wereliketwo
sores. Also, hisbody wascalling for food. It was more pow-
erful than adirect hunger. Therewasadull, weight likefeding
in hisstomach, and, when hetried to walk, hishead swayed
and hetottered. He could not see with distinct-ness. Small
patchesof green mist floated beforehisvision.

While he had been tossed by many emotions, he had not
been awareof allments. Now they beset him and made clamor.
Ashewasat |ast compelled to pay attention to them, hisca-
pacity for self-hatewasmultiplied. In despair, hedeclared that
hewas not like those others. He now conceded it to beim-
possiblethat he should ever becomeahero. Hewasacraven
loon. Those picturesof glory were piteousthings. He groaned
from hisheart and went staggering off.

A certainmothlikequaity withinhimkept himinthevicinity
of thebattle. He had agreat desireto see, and to get news. He
wished to know who waswinning.

Hetold himself that, despite hisunprecedented suffering, he
had never lost hisgreed for avictory, yet, hesaid, in ahalf-
apol ogetic manner to his conscience, he could not but know
that adefeat for the army thistime might mean many favor-
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ablethingsfor him. The blowsof the enemy would splinter
regimentsinto fragments. Thus, many men of courage, hecon-
sidered, would be obliged to desert the colorsand scurry like
chickens. Hewould appear as one of them. They would be
sullen brothersin distress, and he could then easily believehe
had not run any farther or faster than they. And if he himself
could bdievein hisvirtuousperfection, hecon-cevedthat there
would besmall troublein con-vincing al others.

Hesaid, asif in excusefor thishope, that previously the
army had encountered great defeatsand in afew months had
shaken off al blood and tradition of them, emerging asbright
and valiant asanew one; thrusting out of sight thememory of
disaster, and appearing with the val or and confidence of un-
conquered legions. Theshrilling voicesof the peopleat home
would pipedismaly for atime, but variousgeneralswereusu-
ally compelledto listen to theseditties. He of coursefelt no
compunctionsfor proposing agenera asasacrifice. He could
not tell who the chosen for the barbs might be, so he could
center no direct sympathy upon him. The peoplewere afar
and hedid not conceive public opinion to be accurate at long
range. It was quite probabl e they would hit thewrong man
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who, after he had recovered from hisamazement would per-
haps spend therest of hisdaysinwrit-ing repliesto the songs
of hisallegedfailure. It would be very unfortunate, no doulbt,
but inthiscase ageneral was of no consequenceto theyouth.

Inadefeat therewould be aroundabout vindication of him-
sdlf. Hethought it would prove, inamanner, that he had fled
early because of hissuperior powersof perception. A serious
prophet upon predicting aflood should bethefirst mantoclimb
atree. Thiswould demon-stratethat hewasindeed aseer.

A moral vindication wasregarded by theyouth asavery
important thing. Without salve, he could not, hethought, wear
the sore badge of hisdishonor through life. With hisheart con-
tinually assuring him that hewas despicable, hecould not exist
without making it, through hisactions, apparent to all men.

If thearmy had gonegloriously onhewould belost. If the
dinmeant that now hisarmy’sflagsweretilted forward hewas
acondemned wretch. Hewould be compelled to doom him-
sdlf toisolation. If the men were advancing, their indifferent
feet weretrampling upon hischancesfor asuccessful life.

Asthesethoughtswent rapidly through hismind, heturned
upon them and tried to thrust them away. He denounced him-
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sdf asavillain. Hesaid that hewasthemost unutterably selfish
man in existence. Hismind pictured the soldierswho would
placetheir defiant bodies before the spear of theyelling battle
fiend, and as he saw their dripping corpses on animagined
field, hesaid that hewastheir murderer.

Again hethought that he wished hewasdead. Hebelieved
that he envied acorpse. Thinking of thedain, heachieved a
great contempt for someof them, asif they wereguilty for thus
becominglifdess They might havebeenkilled by lucky chances,
hesad, beforethey had had opportunitiesto fleeor beforethey
had beenredly tested. Yet they would recelvelaurelsfromtra-
dition. Hecried out bitterly that their crownswere stolenand
their robesof glori-ousmemorieswere shams. However, hetill
saidthat it wasagrest pity hewasnot asthey.

A defeat of thearmy had suggested itsdlf tohim asameansof
escapefrom the consequencesof hisfal. Heconsidered, now,
however, that it was uselessto think of suchapossibility. His
education had been that successfor that mighty bluemachine
wascertain; that it would makevictoriesasacontrivanceturns
out buttons. He presently discarded al hisspeculationsinthe
other direction. Hereturned to the creed of soldiers.
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When he perceived again that it was not possiblefor the
army to be defeated, he tried to bethink him of afinetale
which he could take back to hisregiment, and with it turnthe
expected shaftsof derision.

But, ashemortaly feared these shafts, it becameimpossible
for nimtoinvent atalehefet he could trust. He experimented
with many schemes, but threw them aside oneby oneasflimsy.
Hewasquick to seevulnerableplacesinthemall.

Furthermore, hewas much afraid that somearrow of scorn
might lay him mentally low before he could raise his protect-
ingtae.

Heimagined thewholeregiment saying: “Where'sHenry
Fleming?Herun, didn't*€?Oh, my!” Herecdled variousper-
sonswho would be quite sureto leave him no peace about it.
They would doubtlessquestion him with sneers, and laugh at
hissammering hes-tation. In the next engagement they would
try to keep watch of him to discover when hewould run.

Wherever hewent in camp, he would en-counter insolent
and lingeringly cruel stares. Asheimagined himself passing
near acrowd of comrades, he could hear someonesay, “ There
hegoes!”
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Then, asif the heads were moved by one muscle, al the
faceswereturned toward himwithwide, derisivegrins. He
seemed to hear some one make ahumorousremark inalow
tone. At it theothersall crowed and cackled. Hewasaslang
phrase.
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CHAPTER XlI

THE coLumN THAT had butted stoutly at the obstaclesin the
roadway was barely out of the youth’s sight before he saw
dark waves of men come sweeping out of the woods and
down throughthefields. Heknew at oncethat the steel fibers
had been washed from their hearts. They werebursting from
their coatsand their equipmentsasfrom entanglements. They
charged down uponhimliketerrified buffal oes.

Behind them blue smoke curled and clouded abovethetree-
tops, and through the thicketshe could sometimes seeadis-
tant pink glare. The voicesof the cannonwereclamoringin
intermi-nablechorus.

Theyouthwashorrorstricken. Hestared inagony and amaze-
ment. Heforgot that he was engaged in combating the uni-
verse. Hethrew aside hismental pamphlets on the philoso-
phy of theretreated and rulesfor the guidance of the damned.

Thefight waslogt. Thedragonswerecom-ingwithinvincible
drides. Thearmy, helplessinthe matted thicketsand blinded by
the over-hanging night, was going to be swallowed. War, the
red animd, war, theblood-swollen god, would have bl oatedfill.
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Within him something badeto cry out. Hehad theimpulseto
make arallying speech, to sing abattle hymn, but he could
only get histongueto call intotheair: “Why—why—what—
what ‘ sth’” matter?’

Soon hewasin themidst of them. They wereleaping and
scampering all about him. Their blanched facesshoneinthe
dusk. They seemed, for the most part, to be very burly men.
Theyouth turned from oneto another of them asthey galloped
aong. Hisincoherent questionswerelost. They wereheedless
of hisappeals. They did not seemto seehim.

They sometimes gabbled insanely. One huge man was ask-
ing of the sky: “ Say, where de plank road? Where de plank
road!” It wasasif hehad lost achild. Hewept in hispain
and dismay.

Presently, menwererunning hither and thither inall ways.
Theartillery booming, forward, rearward, and on theflanks
made jumble of ideas of direction. Landmarkshad vanished
into the gathered gloom. Theyouth began to imaginethat he
had got into the center of thetremendousquarrel, and hecould
perceive noway out of it. From themouths of thefleeing men
cameathousand wild questions, but no one made answers.
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Theyouth, after rushing about and throwing interrogations
at the heedlessbands of retreating infantry, finally clutched a
man by thearm. They swung around facetoface.

“Why—why—" stammered theyouth strug-glingwith his
balking tongue.

Theman screamed: “Let go me! Let go me!” Hisfacewas
livid and hiseyeswereroll-ing uncontrolled. Hewasheaving
and panting. Hetill grasped hisrifle, perhapshaving for-gotten
toreleasehishold uponit. Hetugged frantically, and theyouth
being compelled tolean forward wasdragged severa paces.

“Letgome! Letgome!”

“Why—why—" stuttered theyouth.

“Well, then!” bawledthemaninaluridrage. Headroitly and
fiercely swung hisrifle. It crushed upontheyouth’shead. The
man ranon.

Theyouth’sfingers had turned to paste upon the other’s
arm. The energy was smitten from hismuscles. He saw the
flamingwingsof light-ning flash beforehisvison. Therewasa
deaf-ening rumbleof thunder within hishead.

Suddenly hislegs seemed to die. He sank writhing to the
ground. Hetried to arise. In hisefforts against the numbing
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pain hewaslikeaman wrestling with acreature of theair.

Therewasasinister struggle.

Sometimes hewould achieve aposition half erect, battle
withtheair for amoment, and then fall again, grabbing at the
grass. Hisfacewas of aclammy pallor. Deep groanswere
wrenched fromhim.

Atlagt, with atwisting movement, hegot upon hishandsand
knees, and from thence, likeababetrying towalk, to hisfeet.
Pressing hishandsto histempleshewent lurching over thegrass.

Hefought an intense battlewith hisbody. Hisdulled senses
wished him to swoon and he opposed them stubbornly, his
mind portraying unknown dangersand muitilationsif heshould
fall uponthefield. Hewent tall soldier fashion. Heimagined
secluded spots where he could fall and be unmolested. To
searchfor one hestrove against thetide of hispain.

Once he put his hand to the top of his head and timidly
touched thewound. The scratching pain of the contact made
him draw along breath through hisclinched teeth. Hisfingers
weredabbled with blood. Heregarded themwith afixed stare.

Around him he could hear the grumble of jolted cannon as
the scurrying horses werelashed toward the front. Once, a
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young officer on abesplashed charger nearly ran him down.
He turned and watched the mass of guns, men, and horses
sweepinginawidecurvetoward agap inafence. Theofficer
wasmaking excited motionswith agauntleted hand. Theguns
followed theteamswithanair of unwillingness, of being dragged
by thehedls.

Someofficersof thescattered infantry werecursngandrailing
likefishwives. Their scold-ing voicescould be heard above
thedin. Into the unspeakable jumblein theroadway rode a
sguadron of cavalry. Thefaded yellow of their facingsshone
bravely. Therewasamighty altercation.

Theartillery wereassembling asif for acon-ference.

Theblue haze of evening wasupon thefield. Thelinesof
forest were long purple shadows. One cloud lay along the
western sky partly smothering thered.

Astheyouth left the scene behind him, he heard the guns
suddenly roar out. Heimagined them shaking in black rage.
They belched and howled like brassdevilsguarding agate.
The soft air wasfilled with the tremendous remon-strance.
Withit camethe shattering peal of opposinginfantry. Turning
tolook behind him, he could see sheetsof orangelightillumine
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the shadowy distance. There were subtle and sudden light-
ningsinthefar air. At times he thought he could see heaving
masses of men.

Hehurried oninthedusk. Theday had faded until he could
barely distinguish placefor hisfeet. The purple darknesswas
filled with menwho lectured and jabbered. Sometimeshecould
seethem gesticulating against the blueand somber sky. There
seemed to beagreat ruck of men and munitions spread about
intheforest andinthefields.

Thelittlenarrow roadway now lay lifeless. Therewereover-
turned wagons|ike sun-dried bowlders. The bed of theformer
torrent was choked with the bodies of horsesand splintered
partsof war machines.

It had cometo passthat hiswound pained him but little. He
was afraid to moverapidly, how-ever, for adread of disturb-
ing it. Heheld hishead very till and took many precautions
againg sumbling. Hewasfilled with anxiety, and hisfacewas
pinched and drawn in anticipation of the pain of any sudden
mistake of hisfeetinthegloom.

Histhoughts, ashewaked, fixedintently upon hishurt. There
wasacoal, liquid feding about it and heimagined blood mov-
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ing dowly down under hishair. Hishead seemed swollentoa
sizethat made him think hisneck to beinadequate.

Thenew silence of hiswound made much worriment. The
littleblistering voicesof painthat had called out from hisscalp
were, hethought, definitein their expression of danger. By
them he believed that he could measure hisplight. But when
they remained ominoudy slent he becamefrightened andimag-
ined ter-riblefingersthat clutchedinto hisbrain.

Amidit hebegan to reflect upon variousincidentsand con-
ditions of the past. He be-thought him of certain mealshis
mother had cooked at home, in which those dishes of which
hewas particularly fond had occupi ed prominent positions.
He saw the spread table. The pinewallsof the kitchen were
glowinginthewarmlight fromthestove. Too, heremembered
how he and hiscompanionsused to go from the school-house
to thebank of ashaded pool. He saw hisclothesin disorderly
array upon the grass of the bank. He felt the swash of the
fragrant water upon hisbody. Theleavesof the overhanging
maplerustled with melody inthewind of youth-ful summer.

Hewas overcome presently by adragging weariness. His
head hung forward and his shoulderswere stooped asif he



TheRed Badge of Courage

werebearing agreat bundle. Hisfeet shuffled aong theground.

He held continuous arguments asto whether heshouldlie
down and deep at somenear spot, or forcehimsalf onuntil he
reached acertain haven. He often tried to dismissthe ques-
tion, but hisbody persistedinrebellion and hissensesnagged
at himlike pampered babies.

At last heheard acheery voicenear hisshoulder: “ Yeh seem
t' beinapretty bad way, boy?’

Theyouth did not look up, but heassented with thick tongue.
“Uh!”

The owner of the cheery voicetook him firmly by thearm.
“Well,” hesaid, witharound laugh, “I’mgoin’ your way. Th'
hull gangisgoin’ your way. An’ | guess| kingiveyehalift.”
They begantowalk likeadrunken man and hisfriend.

Asthey went a ong, the man questioned the youth and as-
ssted himwiththereplieslike onemanipulating themind of a
child. Sometimesheinterjected anecdotes. “What reg’ ment
do yeh b’'long teh? Eh? What's that? Th’ 304th N’ York?
Why, what corpsisthat in? Oh, itis? Why, | thought they
wasn't engaged t’ -day—they ‘re‘way over inth’ center. Oh,
they was, en?Well, pretty nearly everybody got their share‘a
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fightin' t’ -day. By dad, | givemyself up fer dead any number
‘atimes. There was shootin’ here an’ shootin’ there, an’
hollerin’ herean’ hollerin’ there, inth’ damn’ darkness, until |
couldn’t tell t’ savem’ soul which sidel wason. Sometimesl
thought | was sure‘ nough from Ohier, an’ other times| could
‘asworel wasfromth’ bitter end of Florida. It wasth’ most
mixed up dernthing | ever see. An’ thesehere hull woodsisa
reg’lar mess. It' [l beamiracleif wefind our reg’ mentst’ -night.
Pretty soon, though, we' |l meet a-plenty of guardsan’ pro-
vost-guards, an’ onething an’ another. Ho! therethey gowith
an off’ cer, | guess. Look at hishand a-draggin’. He*sgot all
th’ war hewants, | bet. Hewon't betalkin’ so big about his
reputationan’ al whenthey got’ sawin’ off hisleg. Poor feller!
My brother ‘s got whiskersjest like that. How did yeh git
‘way over here, anyhow?Your reg’ ment isalong way from
here, an'tit?Well, | guesswecanfindit. Yeh know therewas
aboy killedinmy comp’ ny t'-day that | thought th’ world an’
all of. Jack wasanicefeller. By ginger, it hurt likethunder t’
seeol’ Jack jest git knocked flat. We was a-standin’ purty
peaceablefer aspell, ‘though therewasmen runnin’ ev’ry
way al ‘round us, an’ whilewewasa-standin’ likethat, ‘long
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comeabhigfat feller. Hebegant’ peck at Jack’selbow, an’ he
ses: ‘ Say, where‘sth’ road t’ th’ river? An’ Jack, he never
paid no attention, an’ th’ feller kept on a-peckin’ at hiselbow
an’ sayin’: ‘* Say, where‘sth’ road t’ th’ river? Jack was a
lookin” ahead all th’ timetryin’ t' seeth’ Johnnies comin’
throughth’ woods, an’ henever paid no attentiont’ thisbig fat
feller fer along time, but at last heturned ‘round an’ he ses:
‘Ah,got’ hel an’ findth’ roadt’ th' river!” An’ jestthenashot
dapped himbang onth’ sdeth’ head. Hewasasergeant, too.
Them was his last words. Thunder, | wish wewas sure‘a
findin’ our reg’ mentst’-night. It*sgoin’ t' belong huntin’. But
| guesswekindoit.”

In the search which followed, the man of the cheery voice
seemed to the youth to possessawand of amagickind. He
threaded the mazes of the tangled forest with astrangefor-
tune. In encounterswith guards and patrolshe displayed the
keenness of adetective and the valor of agamin. Obstacles
fell before him and became of assistance. Theyouth, with his
chintill on hisbreast, stood woodenly by while hiscompan-
ion beat waysand meansout of sullenthings.

Theforest seemed avast hive of men buzzing about infran-
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tic circles, but the cheery man con-ducted the youth without
mistakes, until at last he began to chucklewith gleeand self-
satisfaction. “ Ah, thereyeh are! Seethat fire?’

Theyouth nodded stupidly.

“Well, there‘ swhereyour reg’ ment is. An’ now, good-by,
ol’ boy, good luck t’ yeh.”

A warm and strong hand clasped theyouth’slanguid fingers
for an instant, and then he heard a cheerful and audacious
whistling astheman strode away. Ashewho had so befriended
him wasthus passing out of hislife, it suddenly oc-curredto
theyouth that he had not once seen hisface.
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CHAPTER Xl11

THE youTH wenT slowly toward the firein-dicated by his
departed friend. Ashereeled, he bethought him of the wel-
come hiscomradeswould give him. He had aconvictionthat
hewould soon feel in his sore heart the barbed missiles of
ridicule. He had no strength to in-vent atale; hewould bea
soft target.

Hemade vague plansto go off into the degper darknessand
hide, but they wereall destroyed by the voi ces of exhaustion
and painfrom hisbody. Hisalments, clamoring, forcedhimto
seek the place of food and rest, at whatever cost.

Heswung ungteadily toward thefire. He could seetheforms
of men throwing black shadowsin thered light, and ashe
went nearer it became known to him in some way that the
ground was strewn with deeping men.

Of asudden he confronted ablack and monstrousfigure. A
riflebarrel caught someglinting beams. “Hat! halt!” Hewas
dismayed for amoment, but he presently thought that herec-
ognized the nervousvoice. As he stood tottering before the
riflebarrd, hecdled out: “Why, helo, Wilson, you—you here?’
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Theriflewaslowered to aposition of caution and theloud
soldier camedowly forward. He peered into theyouth'sface.
“Thatyou, Henry?’

“Yes, it's—it'sme.”

“Well, well, o’ boy,” said the other, “by ginger, I'mgladt’
seeyeh! | giveyeh up fer agoner. | thought yeh wasdead sure
enough.” Therewashusky emotioninhisvoice.

Theyouth found that now he could barely stand upon his
feet. Therewasasudden sinking of hisforces. Hethought he
must hasten to pro-duce histaleto protect him fromthemis-
slesdready at thelipsof hisredoubtable comrades. So, stag-
gering beforetheloud soldier, hebegan: * Yes, yes.|I've—I've
had an awful time. I’ ve been all over. Way over onth’ right.
Ter’blefightin’ over there. | had anawful time. | got separated
fromth’ reg' ment. Over onth’ right, | got shot. Inth’ head. |
never seesechfightin’. Awful time. | don’t seehow | could‘a
got separated fromth’ reg’ ment. | got shot, too.” Hisfriend
had stepped forward quickly. “What? Got shot? Why didn’t
yeh say so first? Poor ol’ boy, we must—hol’ on a minnit;
what am| doin’. I’ll call Smpson.”

Another figure at that moment loomed in the gloom. They
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could seethat it wasthe corporal. “Who yehtalkin’ to, Wil -
son?’ he demanded. Hisvoicewas anger-toned. “Who yeh
talkin’ to?Yehth' derndest sentine—why—nhello, Henry, you
here?Why, | thought you was dead four hours ago! Great
Jerusalem, they keep turnin’ up every ten minutesor so! We
thought we' d | ost forty-two men by straight count, but if they
keep on a-comin’ thisway, we'll gitth’ comp’ ny all back by
mornin’ yit. Wherewasyeh?’

“Over onth’ right. | got separated” —began the youth with
condderableglibness.

But hisfriend had interrupted hadtily. “ Yes, an’ hegot shot in
th’ head an’ he'sinafix, an’ wemust seet’ himright away.”
Herested hisrifleinthe hollow of hisleft arm and hisright
around theyouth’sshoul der.

“Geg, it must hurt likethunder!” hesaid.

Theyouthleaned heavily upon hisfriend. “ Yes it hurts—hurts
agoodded,” hereplied. Therewasafdteringinhisvoice.

“Oh,” said thecorpord. Helinked hisarmintheyouth’'sand
drew himforward. “ Comeon, Henry. Il take keer *‘ayeh.”

Asthey went on together the loud private called out after
them: “Put ‘imt’ degpinmy blanket, Smpson. An—hoal’ on
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aminnit—here’smy canteen. It'sfull ‘acoffee. Look at his
head by th’ firean’ seehow it looks. Maybeit’sapretty bad
un. When| gitrelievedinacouple‘aminnits, I'll beover an’
seet’ him.”

Theyouth’ssenseswere so deadened that hisfriend'svoice
sounded from afar and he could scarcely feel the pressure of
the corporal’sarm. He submitted passively to thelatter’sdi-
recting strength. Hishead wasin the old manner hang-ing for-
ward upon hisbreast. Hiskneeswobbled.

Thecorpord led himintotheglareof thefire. “Now, Henry,”
hesaid, “let’'shavelook at yer ol’ head.”

Theyouth sat down obediently and the cor-poral, laying
asidehisrifle, began to fumblein thebushy hair of hiscom-
rade. Hewas obliged to turn the other’ shead so that thefull
flush of thefirelight would beam uponit. He puckered his
mouth with acritical air. Hedrew back hislipsand whistled
through histeeth when hisfingers camein contact with the
splashed blood and the rarewound.

“Ah, hereweare!” he said. He awkwardly made further
investigations. “ Jest as| thought,” headded, presently. “Yeh've
been grazed by aball. It’sraised aqueer lump jest asif some
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feller had lammed yeh onth’ head with aclub. It stopped a
bleedin’ longtimeago. Th’ most about itisthat inth’ mornin’
yeh'll feel that anumber ten hat wouldn’t fit yeh. An’ your
head' Il bedl het upan’ fed asdry asburnt pork. An’ yeh may
gitalot ‘aother sicknesses, too, by mornin’. Yeh can't never
tell. Still, I don’t much think so. It'sjest adamn’ good belt on
th’ head, an’ nothin’ more. Now, you jest sit herean’ don’t
move, whilel gorout out th’ relief. Then I’ ll send Wilsont’
takekeer ‘ayeh.”

Thecorpora went avay. Theyouth re-mained ontheground
likeaparcel. Hestared with avacant look into thefire.

After atimehearoused, for some part, and the things about
him began to takeform. He saw that the ground in the deep
shadows was cluttered with men, sprawling in every con-
celvableposgture. Glancing narrowly into themoredistant dark-
ness, he caught occasional glimpses of visagesthat |oomed
pallid and ghostly, lit with aphosphorescent glow. Thesefaces
expressed intheir linesthe deep stupor of thetired soldiers.
They madethem appear like men drunk withwine. Thishit of
forest might have appeared to an etherea wanderer asascene
of theresult of somefrightful debauch.
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Ontheother side of thefirethe youth observed an officer
adeep, seated bolt upright, with hisback against atree. There
wassome-thing perilousin hisposition. Badgered by dreams,
perhaps, he swayed with little bouncesand starts, likean old
toddy-gtricken grandfather inachimney corner. Dust and sains
were upon hisface. Hislower jaw hung down asif lacking
strength to assumeitsnormal position. Hewasthe picture of
an exhausted soldier after afeast of war.

Hehad evidently goneto sleep with hisswordinhisarms.
Thesetwo had dumbered in an embrace, but the weapon had
been alowedintimetofal unheeded totheground. Thebrass-
mounted hilt lay in contact with somepartsof thefire.

Within thegleam of roseand orangelight from the burning
stickswereother soldiers, snoring and heaving, or lying death-
likein dumber. A few pairsof legswere stuck forth, rigidand
straight. Theshoesdisplayed themud or dust of marchesand
bitsof rounded trousers, protruding from the blankets, showed
rentsandtearsfrom hurried pitchingsthroughthedensebrambles

Thefirecrackled musically. Fromit swelled light smoke.
Overhead thefoliage moved softly. Theleaves, with their faces
turned toward the blaze, were col ored shifting hues of silver,
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often edged withred. Far off to theright, through awindow in
theforest could be seen ahandful of starslying, likeglittering
pebbles, ontheblack level of thenight.

Occasondly, inthislow-arched hall, asoldier would arouse
and turn his body to anew posi-tion, the experience of his
deep having taught him of uneven and objectionable places
upon theground under him. Or, perhaps, hewould lift himself
toagtting posture, blink at thefirefor an unintelligent moment,
throw aswift glanceat hisprostrate companion, andthencuddle
down againwith agrunt of deepy content.

Theyouth sat inaforlorn hegp until hisfriend theloud young
soldier came, singing two canteensby ther light strings. “Well,
now, Henry, ol’ boy,” said thelatter, “we' |l haveyeh fixed up
injest about aminnit.”

He had the bustling ways of an amateur nurse. He fussed
around thefireand stirred the sticksto brilliant exertions. He
made hispatient drink largely from the canteen that contained
the coffee. It wasto theyouth addiciousdraught. Hetilted his
head af ar back and held the canteenlong to hislips. Thecool
mixturewent caress-ingly down hisblistered throat. Having
finished, hesighed with comfortableddight.
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Theloud young soldier watched hiscomradewithanair of
sdtisfaction. Helater produced an extensive handkerchief from
hispocket. Hefolded it into amanner of bandage and soused
water from the other canteen uponthemiddleof it. Thiscrude
arrangement hebound over theyouth’shead, tying theendsin
aqueer knot at the back of the neck.

“There,” hesaid, moving off and surveying hisdeed, “yeh
look liketh’ devil, but | bet yeh feel better.”

Theyouth contemplated hisfriend with grate-ful eyes. Upon
hisaching and swelling head the cold cloth waslikeatender
woman'shand.

“Yeh don't holler ner say nothin’,” remarked hisfriend ap-
provingly. “1 know I’'m ablack-smith at takin’ keer ‘asick
folks, an’ yeh never squeaked. Yer agood un, Henry. Most ‘a
menwoulda beeninth’ hospital longago. A shotinth’ head
an'tfoolin’ busness”

Theyouth made no reply, but began to fumblewith the but-
tonsof hisjacket.

“Well, come, now,” continued hisfriend, “comeon. | must
put yeht' bed an’ seethat yeh git agood night'srest.”

Theother got carefully erect, and theloud young soldier led
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him among thedeeping formslyingin groupsand rows. Pres-
ently he stooped and picked up hisblankets. He spread the
rubber one upon the ground and placed thewoolen one about
theyouth’sshoulders.

“Therenow,” hesaid, “liedown an’ git somedeep.”

Theyouth, with hismanner of doglike obe-dience, got care-
fully down like a crone stoop-ing. He stretched out with a
murmur of relief and comfort. Theground felt like the softest
couch.

But of asudden hegaculated: “Hol’ onaminnit! Whereyou
goin' t' degp?’

Hisfriend waved hishandimpatiently. “ Right down there by
yeh”

“Well, but hol” onaminnit,” continued theyouth. “What yeh
goin’ t' deepin?l’vegot your—’

Theloud young soldier snarled: “ Shetupan’ goont’ deep.
Don't bemakin’ adamn’ fool ‘ayerself,” hesaid severely.

After the reproof the youth said no more. An exquisite
drowsinesshad spread through him. Thewarm comfort of the
blanket envel oped him and made agentlelanguor. Hishead
fell for-ward on hiscrooked arm and hisweighted lidswent
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softly down over hiseyes. Hearing asplatter of musketry from
the distance, hewondered indifferently if those men some-
timesdept. Hegavealong sgh, snuggled downinto hisblan-
ket, and inamoment waslike hiscom-rades.
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CHAPTER X1V

WHEN THE YouTH awoke it seemed to him that he had been
adeepfor athousand years, and hefdt surethat he opened his
eyesupon an unex-pected world. Gray mistsweredowly shift-
ing beforethefirg effortsof thesunrays. Anim-pending splen-
dor could be seeninthe eastern sky. Anicy dew had chilled
hisface, andim-mediatdy uponarousing hecurled farther down
into hisblanket. He stared for awhile at theleaves overhead,
movinginaheradicwind of theday.

Thedistance was splintering and blaring with the noi se of
fighting. Therewasin the sound an expression of adeadly
persistency, asif it had not begun and was not to cease.

About him were the rows and groups of men that he had
dimly seenthepreviousnight. They weregetting alast draught
of deep beforethe awakening. Thegaunt, careworn features
and dusty figureswere made plain by thisquaint light at the
dawning, but it dressed the skin of themenin corpselike hues
and madethetangled limbs appear pulselessand dead. The
youth started up with alittle cry when hiseyesfirst swept over
thismotionless mass of men, thick-spread upon the ground,
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palid, andinstrange postures. Hisdisordered mind interpreted
the hall of theforest asacharnel place. He believed for an
instant that he wasin the house of the dead, and he did not
dareto movelest these corpses start up, squalling and squawk-
ing. Inasecond, however, he achieved hisproper mind. He
sworeacomplicated oath at himself. He saw that this somber
picturewas not afact of the present, but amere prophecy.

Heheard thenthenoise of afirecrackling briskly inthecold
air, and, turning hishead, he saw hisfriend pottering busily
about asmall blaze. A few other figuresmovedinthefog, and
he heard the hard cracking of axeblows.

Suddenly therewas ahollow rumble of drums. A distant
buglesang faintly. Similar sounds, varying in strength, came
from near and far over theforest. The buglescalled to each
other like brazen gamecocks. The near thunder of theregi-
mental drumsrolled.

Thebody of meninthewoodsrustled. Therewasagenera
uplifting of heads. A murmuring of voicesbrokeupontheair.
Init therewas much bass of grumbling oaths. Strange gods
were addressed in condemnation of the early hours necessary
to correct war. An officer’s peremptory tenor rang out and
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quickened the stiffened movement of the men. Thetangled
limbsunraveled. The corpse-hued faceswere hidden behind
fiststhat twisted dowly inthe eye sockets.

Theyouth sat up and gavevent to anenormousyawn. “ Thun-
der!” heremarked petulantly. Herubbed hiseyes, and then put-
tingup hishand fdt carefully of thebandage over hiswound. His
friend, perceiving himto be awake, camefromthefire. “Waell,
Henry, oI’ man, how doyehfed thismornin’?” hedemanded.

Theyouth yawned again. Then he puckered hismouthto a
little pucker. Hishead, intruth, felt precisely likeamelon, and
therewas an un-pleasant sensation at hisstomach.

“Oh, Lord, | fed pretty bad,” hesaid.

“Thunder!” exclaimed theother. “I hoped ye dfed al right
thismornin’. Let’sseeth’ bandage—I guessit’sdipped.” He
beganto tinker at thewound inrather aclumsy way until the
youth exploded.

“Gosh-dern it!” he said in sharp irritation; “you’re the
hangdest man | ever saw! You wear muffs on your hands.
Why ingood thunderation can’t you bemore easy?1’ d rather
you' d stand off an’ throw gunsat it. Now, go low, an’ don’t
act asif youwasnailing down carpet.”
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Heglared with insolent command at hisfriend, but thelatter
answered soothingly. “Well, well, comenow, an’ git somegrub,”
hesaid. “Then, maybe, yel'll fed better.”

At the fireside the loud young soldier watched over his
comrade swantswith tender-nessand care. Hewasvery busy
marshaling thelittle black vagabonds of tin cupsand pour-ing
into them the streaming, iron colored mixturefromasmall and
sooty tin pail. He had some fresh meat, which heroasted hur-
riedly upon astick. He sat down then and contemplated the
youth’sappetitewith glee.

Theyouthtook note of aremarkable changein hiscomrade
sincethosedaysof camplifeupontheriver bank. Heseemed
no moreto be con-tinually regarding the proportions of his
personal prowess. He was not furious at small words that
pricked hisconceits. Hewas no morealoud young soldier.
Therewasabout him now afinerdiance. He showed aquiet
belief in hispurposesand hisabilities. And thisin-ward confi-
denceevidently enabled himto beindifferent tolittlewords of
other menaimed at him.

Theyouth reflected. Hehad been used to regarding hiscom-
radeasablatant child with an audacity grown fromhisinexpe-
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rience, thought-less, headstrong, jeal ous, andfilled with atin-
sel courage. A swaggering babe accustomed to strut in his
own dooryard. The youth wondered where had been born
these new eyes; when hiscomrade had madethe great dis-
covery that there were many men who would refuse to be
subjected by him. Apparently, the other had now climbed a
peak of wisdom from which he could perceive himself asa
very weething. And theyouth saw that ever after it would be
eader tolivein hisfriend’ sneighborhood.

His comrade balanced his ebony coffee-cup on hisknee.
“Well, Henry,” hesaid, “what d’ yeh think th’ chances are?
D’'yehthink we'll wal-lop‘em?’

Theyouth considered for amoment. “ Day-b’ fore-yester-
day,” hefindly replied, with boldness, “youwould‘a betyou' d
lick thehull kit-an’ -boodled| by yourself.”

Hisfriendlooked atrifleamazed. “Would |?” heasked. He
pondered. “Well, perhaps | would,” he decided at last. He
stared humbly at thefire.

Theyouth was quite disconcerted at thissur-prising recep-
tion of hisremarks. “Oh, no, youwouldn’t either,” hesaid,
hagtily tryingtore-trace.

75

But the other made adeprecating gesture. “ Oh, yeh needn’t
mind, Henry,” hesaid. “| be-lievel wasapretty bigfool in
thosedays.” He spoke as after alapse of years.

Therewasalittle pause.

“All th’ officerssay we' vegot th’ rebsin apretty tight box,”
sadthefriend, dearing histhroat inacommonplaceway. “ They
al seemt’ think we' vegot ‘em jest wherewewant ‘em.”

“1 don’'t know about that,” theyouth replied. “What | seen
over onth’ right makesmethink it wasth’ other way aboui.
From where | was, it looked as if we was gettin’ a good
poundin’ yestirday.”

“D’yehthink so?” inquired thefriend. 1 thought wehandled
‘em pretty rough yestir-day.”

“Not abit,” said theyouth. “Why, lord, man, you didn’t see
nothing of thefight. Why!” Then asudden thought cameto
him. “ Oh! Jim Conklin’sdead.”

Hisfriend arted. “What?Ishe?Jm Conklin?’

Theyouth spokedowly. “Yes. He'sdead. Shotinth’ side.”

“Yeh don't say so. Jim Conklin. . . . poor cuss!”

All about them were other small fires sur-rounded by men
withtheir little black utensils. From one of these near came



TheRed Badge of Courage

sudden sharp voicesinarow. It appeared that two light-footed
soldiershad beenteasing ahuge, bearded man, causnghimto
spill coffeeupon hisblueknees. Theman had goneinto arage
and had sworn comprehensively. Stung by hislanguage, histor-
mentorshad immediately bristled at himwith agreat show of
resenting unjust oaths. Possibly therewasgoing to beafight.

Thefriend arose and went over to them, mak-ing pacific
motionswith hisarms. “ Oh, here, now, boys, what'sth’ use?’
he said. “We'll be at th’ rebsin less'n an hour. What's th’
goodfightin’ ‘mong oursalves?’

One of thelight-footed soldiersturned upon him red-faced
andviolent. “ Yeh needn’'t comearound herewith yer preachin’.
| S poseyeh don’'t approve‘afightin’ since Charley Morgan
licked yeh; but | don’t seewhat businessthishereis*ayours
or anybody else.”

“Well,itain’t,” saidthefriend mildly. “ Still | hatet’ see—"

Therewasatangled argument.

“Well, he—,” said thetwo, indicating their opponent with
accusativeforefingers.

Thehugesoldier wasquite purplewith rage. Hepointed at the
twosoldierswithhisgreet hand, extended dawlike. “Well, they—"
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But during thisargumentativetimethede-sireto dedl blows
seemed to pass, dthough they said muchto each other. Findly
thefriend re-turned to hisold seat. Inashort whilethethree
antagonists could be seen together in an amiablebunch.

“JmmieRogersses!’ Il havet’ fight him after th’ battlet’ -
day,” announced thefriend ashe again seated himsdlf. “Heses
hedon’t allow nointerferin’ inhisbusiness. | hatet’ seeth’
boysfightin’ ‘ mong themsalves”

Theyouth laughed. “ Yer changed agood bit. Yenain'tat all
likeyehwas. | remember whenyouan’ that Irishfdler—" He
stopped and laughed again.

“No, | didn’'t uset’ bethat way,” said hisfriend thoughtfully.
“That'strue’ nough.”

“Well, | didn't mean—" begantheyouth.

The friend made another deprecatory gesture. “Oh, yeh
needn’t mind, Henry.”

Therewasanother little pause.

“Th' reg’ ment lost over half th’ menyestir-day,” remarked
thefriend eventually. “| thought acoursethey wasall dead,
but, laws, they kep’ a-comin’ back last night until it seems,
after al, wedidn't lose but afew. They’ d been scattered all
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over, wanderin’ around in th’ woods, fightin® with other
reg’ ments, an’ everything. Jest likeyou done.”
“So?’ saidtheyouth.
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CHAPTER XV

THe REGIMENT was Standing at order armsat theside of alane,
waliting for the command to march, when suddenly theyouth
remembered the little packet enwrapped in afaded yellow
envelopewhichtheloud young soldier with lugu-briouswords
had intrusted to him. It made him start. He uttered an excla-
mation and turned toward hiscomrade.

“Wilson!”

“What?’

Hisfriend, at hissideintheranks, wasthought-fully staring
down theroad. From some cause hisexpression was at that
moment very meek. Theyouth, regarding him with sdelong
glances, felt impelled to change hispurpose. “ Oh, noth-ing,”
hesaid.

Hisfriend turned hishead in somesurprise, “Why, what was
yehgoin' t’ say?’

“Oh, nothing,” repeated theyouth.

Heresolved not to deal thelittle blow. It was sufficient that
the fact made him glad. It was not necessary to knock his
friend on the head with the misguided packet.
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He had been possessed of much fear of hisfriend, for he
saw how easily questionings could make holesin hisfedings.
Lately, hehad as-sured himsdlf that thedtered comradewould
not tantalize himwith apersistent curiosity, but hefelt certain
that during thefirst period of leisurehisfriend would ask him
to relate hisadventuresof the previousday.

He now rejoiced in the possession of asmall weaponwith
which he could prostrate hiscom-rade at thefirst signsof a
cross-examination. Hewas master. It would now be hewho
could laugh and shoot the shafts of derision.

Thefriend had, inaweak hour, spokenwith sobsof hisown
death. Hehad delivered amel-ancholy oration previousto his
funeral, and had doubtlessin the packet of letters, presented
vari-ous keepsakesto relatives. But he had not died, and thus
he had ddlivered himself into the hands of theyouth.

Thelatter feltimmensely superior to hisfriend, but hein-
clined to condescension. He adopted toward him an air of
patronizing good humor.

His self-pride was now entirely restored. In the shade of
itsflourishing growth he stood with braced and self-confi-
dent legs, and since nothing could now be discovered hedid
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not shrink from an encounter with the eyes of judges, and
allowed no thoughts of hisown to keep him from an attitude
of manfulness. He had performed hismistakesin the dark,
so hewasstill aman.

I ndeed, when heremembered hisfortunesof yesterday, and
looked at them from adi stance he began to see something fine
there. He had license to be pompousand veteranlike.

Hispanting agoniesof the past he put out of hissight.

In the present, he declared to himself that it wasonly the
doomed and the damned who roared with Sincerity at circum-
stance. Few but they ever didit. A manwith afull stomach
and therespect of hisfellowshad no businessto scold about
anything that he might think to bewrong in thewaysof the
universe, or even with thewaysof society. L et the unfortu-
natesrail; the othersmay play marbles.

Hedid not giveagreat deal of thought to these battlesthat
lay directly beforehim. It wasnot essential that heshould plan
hiswaysin regard to them. He had been taught that many
obligationsof alifewere easily avoided. Thelessonsof yes-
terday had been that retribution wasalaggard and blind. With
thesefacts before him hedid not deem it necessary that he
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should becomefeverish over the possibilities of theensuing
twenty-four hours. He could leave muchto chance. Besdes, a
faithinhimsalf had secretly blossomed. Therewasalittleflower
of confidence growing within him. Hewasnow aman of ex-
perience. He had been out among thedragons, hesaid, and he
assured himself that they were not so hideousashe had imag-
ined them. Also, they wereinaccurate; they did not sting with
precision. A stout heart often defied, and defying, escaped.

And, furthermore, how could they kill himwhowasthecho-
sen of gods and doomed to greatness?

He remembered how some of the men had run from the
battle. Asherecalled their terror-struck faceshefelt ascorn
for them. They had surely been morefleet and morewildthan
was absolutely necessary. They wereweak mortals. Asfor
himsdlf, hehad fled with discretion and dignity.

Hewasaroused fromthisreverie by hisfriend, who, having
hitched about nervously and blinked at the treesfor atime,
suddenly coughed in anintroductory way, and spoke.

“Heming!”

“What?’

Thefriend put hishand up to hismouth and coughed again.
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Hefidgetedin hisjacket.

“Well,” hegulped, at lagt, “1 guessyeh might aswell giveme
back themletters.” Dark, prick-ling blood had flushedinto his
cheeksand brow.

“All right, Wilson,” said theyouth. Hel oosened two buttons of
hiscoat, thrust in hishand, and brought forth the packet. Ashe
ex-tendedittohisfriendthelatter’ sfacewasturned fromhim.

He had been slow in the act of producing the packet be-
causeduring it hehad beentryingtoinvent aremarkablecom-
ment upon the affair. He could conjure nothing of sufficient
point. Hewas compelled to allow hisfriend to escape unmo-
lested with hispacket. And for thishetook unto himself con-
Siderablecredit. It wasagenerousthing.

Hisfriend at hisside seemed suffering great shame. Ashe
contemplated him, the youth felt hisheart grow more strong
and stout. He had never been compelled to blushin such man-
ner for hisacts, hewasanindividual of extraordi-nary virtues.

Hereflected, with condescending pity: “ Too bad! Too bad!
The poor devil, it makeshimfedl tough!”

After thisincident, and ashereviewed the battle pictureshe
had seen, hefelt quite com-petent to return home and make
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the hearts of the people glow with storiesof war. He could see
himself inaroom of warmtintstelling talesto listeners. He
could exhibit laurels. They wereinggnificant; still, inadistrict
wherelaurelswereinfregquent, they might shine.

He saw hisgaping audience picturing him asthecentrd fig-
urein blazing scenes. And heimagined the consternation and
thegaculations of hismother and theyoung lady at the semi-
nary asthey drank hisrecitas. Their vaguefeminineformula
for beloved onesdoing brave deedsonthefield of battlewith-
out risk of lifewould be destroyed.
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CHAPTER XVI

A SPUTTERING OF MUSKETRY Was always to be heard. Later,
the cannon had entered the dis-pute. Inthefog-filled air their
voices made athudding sound. Thereverberationswere con-
tinued. Thispart of theworld led astrange, battleful existence.

Theyouth’sregiment wasmarched to relieveacommand
that had lainlong in somedamp trenches. Themen took posi-
tionsbehind acurv-ing line of rifle pitsthat had been turned
up, likealargefurrow, aong theline of woods. Beforethem
wasaleve gretch, peopled with short, deformed ssumps. From
thewoodsbeyond camethe dull popping of the skirmishers
and pickets, firing inthefog. Fromtheright camethe noise of
aterrificfracas.

Themen cuddled behind the small embank-ment and sat in
easy attitudesawaiting their turn. Many had their backstothe
firing. Theyouth'sfriend lay down, buried hisfaceinhisarms,
and almost ingtantly, it seemed, hewasin adeep deep.

Theyouthleaned hisbreast againgt the brown dirt and peered
over a thewoodsand up and down theline. Curtainsof trees
interfered with hiswaysof vison. He could seethelow line of
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trenchesbut for ashort distance. A few idleflagswere perched
onthedirt hills. Behind themwererowsof dark bodieswitha
few heads sticking curiously over thetop.

Alwaysthe noise of skirmisherscamefrom thewoodson
thefront and | eft, and thedin ontheright had grown to frightful
proportions. Thegunswereroaring without aninstant’s pause
for breath. It seemed that the cannon had comefrom al parts
and wereengaged inastupendouswrangle. It becameimpos-
sibleto make asen-tence heard.

Theyouthwished to launch ajoke—aquota-tionfromnews-
papers. Hedesired to say, “ All quiet on the Rappahannock,”
but the guns refused to permit even acomment upon their
uproar. Henever successfully concluded the sentence. But at
last the guns stopped, and among themen in therifle pitsru-
morsagain flew, like birds, but they were now for the most
part black creatureswho flapped their wingsdrearily near to
the ground and refused to rise on any wings of hope. The
men’sfacesgrew doleful from theinterpreting of omens. Tdes
of hesitation and uncertainty onthe part of thosehighin place
and responsibility cameto their ears. Storiesof disaster were
borneinto their mindswith many proofs. Thisdin of musketry
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ontheright, grow-ing likeare eased genie of sound, expressed
and emphasized thearmy’splight.

Themen weredisheartened and began to mutter. They made
gestures expressive of the sentence: “Ah, what morecanwe
do?’ Andit could awaysbe seen that they were bewildered
by the alleged newsand could not fully compre-hend adefest.

Beforethegray mistshad beentotally ob-literated by the sun
rays, theregiment wasmarch-ing in aspread column that was
retiring carefully through thewoods. Thedisordered, hurrying
linesof the enemy could sometimesbe seen down through the
grovesand littlefieds. They wereyeling, shrill and exultant.

At thissght theyouth forgot many persona mattersand be-
came greatly enraged. He ex-ploded in loud sentences.
“B’jiminey, we regeneraled by alot ‘ alunkheads.”

“Morethanonefédler hassaidthat t’'-day,” observed aman.

Hisfriend, recently aroused, wastill very drowsy. Helooked
behind himuntil hismind took inthemeaning of themovement.
Then he sighed. “Oh, well, | s'pose we got licked,” here-
marked sadly.

Theyouth had athought that it would not be handsomefor
himto freely condemn other men. Hemade an attempt tore-
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strain himsalf, but thewords upon histongue weretoo bitter.
He presently began along and intricate denunciation of the
commander of theforces.

“Mebbe, itwa n'tal hisfault—not al to-gether. Hedid th’
best heknowed. It'sour luck t’ git licked often,” said hisfriend
inaweary tone. Hewastrudging along with stooped shoul -
dersand shifting eyes like aman who has been caned and
kicked.

“Well, don't wefight likethedevil?Don’t wedo dl that men
can?’ demanded theyouth loudly.

Hewas secretly dumfounded at thissentiment when it came
from hislips. For amoment hisfacelogt itsva or and helooked
guiltily about him. But no one questioned hisright todeal in
suchwords, and presently herecovered hisair of courage. He
went onto repeat astatement he had heard going from group
togroup at thecamp that morning. “ Thebrigadier said henever
saw anew reg’ ment fight theway wefought yestirday, didn’t
he? Andwedidn’t do better than many another reg’ ment, did
we?Well, then, you can’'t say it'sth’ army’sfault, canyou?’

Inhisreply, thefriend’ svoicewasstern. ““ A coursenot,” he
said. “No man daresay wedon't fight liketh’ devil. Noman
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will ever daresay it. Th' boysfight likehell-roosters. But still—
still, wedon’t havenoluck.”

“Well, then, if wefight likethedevil an’ don’t ever whip, it
must bethegenera’sfault,” said theyouth grandly and deci-
svely. “And| don't seeany senseinfighting and fighting and
fighting, yet alwayslosing through somederned old lunkhead
of agenerd.”

A sarcastic man who wastramping at theyouth’sside, then
spokelazily. “Mebbeyehthink yehfitth’ hull battleyestirday,
Fleming,” heremarked.

The speech pierced theyouth. Inwardly hewasreduced to
an abject pulp by these chance words. Hislegs quaked pri-
vately. Hecast afrightened glance at the sarcastic man.

“Why, no,” he hastened to say inaconcili-ating voice, “I
don’t think I fought thewhol e battle yesterday.”

But the other seemed innocent of any deeper meaning. Ap-
parently, hehad noinformation. It wasmerely hishabit. “ Oh!”
herepliedinthesametoneof calmderision.

Theyouth, nevertheless, felt athreat. Hismind shrank from
going near to the danger, and thereafter hewas silent. The
significance of the sarcastic man’swordstook from himall
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loud moodsthat would make him appear prominent. He be-
came suddenly amodest person.

Therewas|ow-toned talk among thetroops. The officers
wereimpatient and snappy, their countenances clouded with
thetalesof misfor-tune. Thetroops, Sfting throughtheforest,
weresullen. Intheyouth’scompany onceaman’slaughrang
out. A dozen soldiersturned their faces quickly toward him
and frowned with vague displeasure.

Thenoise of firing dogged their footsteps. Sometimes, it
seemedto bedrivenalittleway, but it awaysreturned again
withincreasaed insolence. Themen muttered and cursed, throw-
ing black looksinitsdirection.

Inaclear spacethetroopswereat last halted. Regiments
and brigades, broken and detached through their encounters
with thickets, grew together again and lineswere faced to-
ward the pursuing bark of theenemy’sinfantry.

Thisnoise, following liketheydlingsof eager, metalichounds,
increased to aloud and joyous burst, and then, as the sun
went serenely up the sky, throwing illuminating raysinto the
gloomy thickets, it brokeforth into prolonged pealings. The
woodsbeganto crackleasif &fire.
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“Whoop-a-dadee,” said aman, “hereweare! Everybody
fightin'. Bloodan’ destruction.”

“I'waswillin’ t' bet they’ d attack assoon asth’ sungot fairly
up,” savagely asserted the lieutenant who commanded the
youth’scompany. Hejerked without mercy at hislittle mus-
tache. He strodeto and fro with dark dignity intherear of his
men, who werelying down behind whatever protection they
had collected.

A battery had trundled into position in the rear and was
thoughtfully shelling thedistance. Theregiment, unmolested as
yet, awaited the moment when the gray shadowsof thewoods
before them should be slashed by thelines of flame. There
wasmuch growling and swearing.

“Good Gawd,” theyouth grumbled, “we' reawaysbeing
chased around likerats! It makes me sick. Nobody seemsto
know where we go or why we go. Wejust get fired around
from pillar to post and get licked here and get licked there,
and nobody knowswhat it’'sdonefor. It makesamanfed like
adamn’ kitteninabag. Now, I’ d liketo know what the eter-
nal thunderswe was marched into these woodsfor anyhow,
unlessit wasto givetherebsaregular pot shot at us. WWecame
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inhereand got our legsal tangled upinthese cussed briers, and
thenwebegintofight and therebshad an easy timeof it. Don't
tell meit'sjust luck! | know better. It'sthisderned old—"

Thefriend seemed jaded, but heinterrupted hiscomrade
with avoiceof calm confidence. “It’' [l turnout al rightinth’
end,” hesaid.

“Oh, thedevil it will! You awaystak likeadog-hanged
parson. Don’t tell me! | know—"

Atthistimetherewasan interposition by the savage-minded
lieutenant, who wasobliged to vent someof hisinward dissatis-
faction uponhismen. “ You boysshut right up! Therenoneed‘a
your wastin' your bresthin long-winded argumentsabout this
an’ that an’ th’ other. You' vebeenjawin’ likealot *aold hens.
Allyou' vegott' doistofight, an’ you'll get plenty ‘athatt’ do
inabout tenminutes. Lesstakin’ an’ morefightin’ iswhat’ sbest
for youboys. | never saw sech gabbling jackasses.”

He paused, ready to pounce upon any manwho might have
the temerity to reply. No wordsbeing said, heresumed his
dignified pacing.

“Theré'stoomuchchinmuscan' toolittlefightin’ inthiswar,
anyhow,” hesaidto them, turning hishead for afina remark.
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Theday had grown morewhite, until the sun shed hisfull
radiance upon the thronged forest. A sort of agust of battle
camesweeping toward that part of thelinewherelay theyouth’'s
regi-ment. Thefront shifted atrifleto meet it square-ly. There
wasawait. In thispart of thefield there passed slowly the
intense momentsthat pre-cede the tempest.

A singlerifleflashedin athicket beforetheregiment. Inan
instant it wasjoined by many others. Therewasamighty song
of clashesand crashesthat went sweeping through thewoods.
Thegunsintherear, aroused and enraged by shellsthat had
beenthrown burlikeat them, suddenly involved themsdvesina
hideous alter-cation with another band of guns. Thebattleroar
settledtoarolling thunder, whichwasasingle, long explosion.

Inthe regiment therewasapeculiar kind of hesitation de-
noted in the attitudes of the men. They wereworn, exhausted,
having dept but lit-tleand labored much. They rolled their eyes
toward the advancing battle asthey stood await-ing the shock.
Some shrank and flinched. They stood asmen tied to stakes.
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CHAPTER XVII

THIS ADVANCE OF THE ENEMY had seemed to the youth like a
ruthless hunting. He began to fumewith rage and exaspera-
tion. He beat hisfoot upon the ground, and scowled with hate
at the swirling smoke that was approaching like aphan-tom
flood. Therewasamaddening quality in thisseeming resolu-
tion of thefoeto givehimnorest, to givehimnotimeto sit
downandthink. Yesterday he had fought and had fled rapidly.
There had been many adventures. For to-day hefelt that he
had earned opportunitiesfor contem-plativerepose. Hecould
have enjoyed portraying to uninitiated listenersvarious scenes
at which he had been awitness or ably discussing the pro-
cesses of war with other proved men. Too it wasimportant
that he should havetimefor physical recuperation. Hewas
soreand siff from hisex-periences. He had received hisfill of
all exer-tions, and hewished to rest.

But those other men seemed never to grow weary; they were
fighting withtheir old speed.

Hehad awild hatefor therelentlessfoe. Yester-day, when
he had imagined the universeto be against him, he had hated
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it, little godsand big gods, to-day he hated the army of thefoe
with the samegreat hatred. Hewas not going to be badgered
of hislife, likeakitten chased by boys, hesaid. It wasnot well
todrivemenintofina corners; at thosemomentsthey couldal
developteethand claws.

Heleaned and spokeinto hisfriend’sear. He menaced the
woodswith agesture. “ If they keep on chasing us, by Gawd,
they’ d better watch out. Can’t stand TOO much.”

Thefriend twisted hishead and madeacalmreply. “ If they
keep ona-chasin’ usthey’ll driveusal intenth’ river.”

Theyouth cried out savagely at thisstate-ment. He crouched
behind alittletree, with hiseyesburning hatefully and histeeth
setinacur-like snarl. Theawkward bandage was still about
hishead, and uponit, over hiswound, therewasaspot of dry
blood. Hishair waswondroudy toud ed, and somestraggling,
moving locks hung over the cloth of the bandage down to-
ward hisforehead. Hisjacket and shirt wereopen at thethroat,
and exposed hisyoung bronzed neck. There could be seen
spasmodic gulpingsat histhroat.

Hisfingerstwined nervoudy about hisrifle. Hewished that it
was an engine of annihilating power. Hefelt that heand his
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companions were being taunted and derided from sincere
convic-tionsthat they were poor and puny. Hisknowl-edge of
hisinability to take vengeancefor it madehisrageinto adark
and stormy specter, that pos-sessed him and made him dream
of abominablecrudties. Thetormentorswerefliessuckingin-
solently at hisblood, and hethought that hewould have given
hislifefor arevengeof seeing their facesin pitiful plights.

Thewindsof battle had swept all about the regiment, until
theonerifle, ingtantly followed by others, flashedinitsfront. A
moment later the regiment roared forthits sudden and valiant
retort. A densewall of smoke settled slowly down. It was
furioudy dit and dashed by theknifelikefirefromtherifles.

Totheyouth thefightersresembled anima stossed for adegth
struggleinto adark pit. Therewasasensation that heand his
fellows, at bay, were pushing back, dwayspushing fierceon-
daughtsof creatureswhoweredippery. Their beamsof crim-
son seemed to get no purchase upon the bodies of their foes;
thelatter scemed to evadethem with ease, and comethrough,
between, around, and about with unopposed skill.

When, inadream, it occurred to theyouth that hisriflewas
animpotent stick, helost sense of everything but hishate, his
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desireto smashinto pulp theglittering smileof victory which
he could fedl uponthefacesof hisenemies.

The blue smoke-swallowed line curled and writhed likea
snake stepped upon. It swung itsendsto and froin an agony
of fear andrage.

The youth was not conscious that he was erect upon his
feet. He did not know the direction of the ground. Indeed,
once heevenlost the habit of balanceand fell heavily. Hewas
up againimmediately. Onethought went through the chaos of
hisbrain at thetime. Hewondered if he had fallen becausehe
had been shot. But the suspicion flew away at once. Hedid
not think moreof it.

Hehad taken up afirst position behind thelit-tletree, witha
direct determination to hold it against theworld. He had not
deemed it possi-blethat hisarmy could that day succeed, and
fromthishefelt theability to fight harder. But thethrong had
surgedinal ways, until helost directionsand locations, save
that heknew wherelay the enemy.

Theflameshit him, and the hot smoke broiled hisskin. His
riflebarrel grew so hot that ordi-narily he could not haveborne
it upon hispams; but hekept on stuffing cartridgesintoit, and
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pounding themwith hisclanking, bending ram-rod. If heaimed
at some changing form through thesmoke, he pulled histrigger
withafiercegrunt, asif heweredeaing ablow of thefist with
al hisgtrength.

When the enemy seemed falling back before him and his
fellows, hewent instantly forward, likeadog who, seeing his
foeslagging, turnsand insistsupon being pursued. And when
hewas compelled toretireagain, hedid it owly, sul-lenly,
taking steps of wrathful despair.

Oncehe, inhisintent hate, wasamost aone, and wasfiring,
when al those near him had ceased. Hewas so engrossed in
his occupation that hewasnot awareof alull.

Hewasrecalled by ahoarselaugh and asen-tencethat came
to hisearsinavoiceof contempt and amazement. “ Yehinfer-
na fool, don’t yeh know enought’ quit whenthereain’t any-
thingt’ shoot at? Good Gawd!”

Heturned then and, pausing with hisriflethrown haf into po-
gtion, looked at the blueline of hiscomrades. During thismo-
ment of leisurethey seemed all to be engaged in staring with
astonishment at him. They had become specta-tors. Turning to
thefront again hesaw, under thelifted smoke, adeserted ground.
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Helooked bewildered for amoment. Then there appeared
upon theglazed vacancy of hiseyesadiamond point of intel-
ligence. “Oh,” hesaid, comprehending.

Hereturned to hiscomrades and threw him-self upon the
ground. He sprawled likeaman who had been thrashed. His
flesh seemed strange-ly on fire, and the sounds of the battle
continued in hisears. Hegroped blindly for hiscanteen.

Thelieutenant was crowing. He seemed drunk with fighting.
Hecalled out to theyouth: “By heavens, if | had tenthousand
wildcatslikeyoul couldtear th' somach outathiswarinlessn
aweek!” Hepuffed out hischest with largedignity ashesadit.

Some of the men muttered and looked at the youth in awe-
struck ways. It was plain that as he had gone onloading and
firing and cursing without the proper intermission, they had
foundtimeto regard him. And they now looked uponhimasa
war devil.

Thefriend camestaggeringtohim. Therewassomefright and
dismay inhisvoice. “Areyehdl right, Heming?Doyehfed al
right? Thereain’'t nothin’ th’ matter with yeh, Henry, isthere?’

“No,” saidtheyouthwith difficulty. Histhroat seemed full of
knobsand burs.
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Theseincidents made theyouth ponder. It wasrevealed to
him that he had been abarbarian, abeast. He had fought like
apaganwho de-fendshisreligion. Regardingit, he saw that it
wasfine, wild, and, in someways, easy. He had been atre-
mendousfigure, no doubt. By thisstruggle he had overcome
obstacleswhich he had admitted to be mountains. They had
fallen like paper peaks, and he was now what he called a
hero. And he had not been aware of the pro-cess. He had
dept and, awakening, found him-saf aknight.

Helay and basked in the occasiond staresof hiscomrades.
Their faces were varied in de-grees of blackness from the
burned powder. Somewere utterly smudged. They werereek-
ing with perspiration, and their breaths came hard and wheez-
ing. And from these soiled ex-pansesthey peered at him.

“Hot work! Hot work!” cried thelieu-tenant delirioudy. He
wa ked up and down, restlessand eager. Sometimeshisvoice
could be heardinawild, incomprehensblelaugh.

When hehad aparticularly profound thought uponthescience
of war heawaysunconscioudy addressed himsdf totheyouth.

Therewassomegrimrejoicing by themen. “ By thunder, | bet
thisarmy’ Il never seeancther new reg’ ment likeud” “ You bet!”
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“A dog, awoman, an’ awalnut tree, Th’ more yeh beat
‘em, th’ better they be!

That'slikeus.”

“Lost apiler men, they did. If an’ o’ woman swep’ up th’
woodsshe d git adustpanful.”

“Yes, an' if she'll comearoundag’'inin‘bout an’ hour she'll
gitapilemore.”

Theforest still boreitsburden of clamor. From off under the
treescametherolling clatter of the musketry. Each distant
thicket seemed astrange porcupinewith quillsof flame. A
cloud of dark smoke, asfrom smoldering ruins, went up to-
ward the sun now bright and gay in the blue, enameled sky.
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CHAPTER XVIII

THe RAGGED LINE had respitefor somemin-utes, but duringits
pausethe struggleintheforest becamemagnified until thetrees
seemed to quiver from thefiring and the ground to shakefrom
therushing of themen. Thevoicesof the cannonweremingled
inalong and interminablerow. It seemed difficult tolivein
such anatmos-phere. The chests of the men strained for abit
of freshness, and their throats craved water.

Therewas one shot through the body, who raised acry of
bitter lamentation when camethislull. Perhaps he had been
caling out during thefighting a so, but at that timeno onehad
heard him. But now the men turned at thewoe-ful complaints
of himupon theground.

“Whoisit?Whoisit?’

“It'simmieRogers. Jmmie Rogers.”

Whentheir eyesfirst encountered him therewasasudden
halt, asif they feared to go near. Hewasthrashing about in the
grass, twisting his shuddering body into many strange pos-
tures. He was screaming loudly. Thisinstant’s hesita-tion
seemed tofill himwith atremendous, fantas-tic contempt, and
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he damned them in shrieked sentences.

Theyouth'sfriend had ageographical illuson concerninga
stream, and he obtained permission to go for some water.
Immediately canteenswere showered upon him. “Fill mine,
will yeh?” “Bring mesome, too.” “ And me, too.” Hedeparted,
ladened. The youth went with hisfriend, feeling adesireto
throw his heated body onto the stream and, soaking there,
drink quarts.

They made ahurried search for the supposed stream, but
didnot findit. “Nowater here,” said theyouth. They turned
without delay and began toretracetheir steps.

From their position asthey again faced to-ward the place of
thefighting, they could of coursecomprehend agreater amount
of the bat-tlethan when their visionshad been blurred by the
hurling smokeof theline. They could seedark stretcheswind-
ing along theland, and on one cleared spacetherewasarow
of gunsmak-ing gray clouds, whichwerefilledwith largeflashes
of orange-colored flame. Over somefoli-agethey could see
the roof of ahouse. One win-dow, glowing adeep murder
red, shone squarely through theleaves. Fromtheedificeatall
lean-ing tower of smokewent far into the sky.
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Looking over their own troops, they saw mixed masses
dowly getting into regular form. Thesunlight madetwinkling
pointsof thebright steel. To therear therewasaglimpseof a
dis-tant roadway asit curved over aslope. It was crowded
with retreating infantry. From al theinterwoven forest arose
thesmoke and bluster of the battle. Theair wasawaysoccu-
pied by ablaring.

Near wherethey stood shellswereflip-flap-ping and hoot-
ing. Occasiond bulletsbuzzedintheair and spangedintotree
trunks. Wounded men and other stragglers were slinking
through thewoods.

L ooking down an aideof thegrove, theyouth and hiscom-
panion saw ajangling generd and hisstaff almost rideupon a
wounded man, who was crawling on his hands and knees.
Thegenerd reined strongly at hischarger’ sopened and foamy
mouth and guided it with dexteroushorsemanship past theman.
Thelatter scram-bled inwild and torturing haste. Hisstrength
evidently failed himashereached aplace of safety. Oneof his
armssuddenly weakened, and hefell, dliding over upon his
back. Helay stretched out, breathing gently.

A moment later thesmall, creaking cavalcadewasdirectly
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infront of thetwo soldiers. An-other officer, riding with the
skillful abandon of acowboy, galloped hishorseto aposition
directly beforethe general. Thetwo unnoticed foot sol-diers
made alittle show of going on, but they lingered near inthe
desireto overhear the con-versation. Perhaps, they thought,
somegresat inner historical thingswould besaid.

The general, whom the boys knew asthe com-mander of
thelr division, looked at the other officer and spokecoolly, as
iIf hewerecriticising hisclothes. “Th’ enemy’sformin’ over
therefor another charge,” hesaid. “It’ || be directed against
Whiterside, an’ | fear they’ll break through there unlesswe
work likethunder t' stopthem.”

Theother sworeat hisrestive horse, and then cleared his
throat. Hemade agesturetoward hiscap. “I1t’ [l behell t' pay
stoppin’ them,” hesaid shortly.

“1 presume so,” remarked the general. Then he began to
talk rapidly andin alower tone. Hefrequently illustrated his
wordswith apointing finger. Thetwo infantrymen could hear
nothing until finally he asked: “What troops can you spare?’

Theofficer who rodelike acowboy reflected for aninstant.
“Wel,” hesaid, “| hadto order inth’ 12thto help th’ 76th, an’
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| haven't really got any. But there'sth’ 304th. They fight likea
lot ‘“amuledrivers. | can sparethem best of any.”

Theyouth and hisfriend exchanged glances of astonishment.

Thegenera spokesharply. “ Get ‘emready, then. I’ Il watch
developmentsfrom here, an’ sendyouwordwhent’ start them.
It'll happeninfiveminutes.”

Asthe other officer tossed hisfingerstoward his cap and
whedling hishorse, started away, thegenerd cdled outtohim
inasober voice: “1 don't believe many of your muledrivers
will get back.”

The other shouted something inreply. Hesmiled.

With scared faces, the youth and hiscompan-ion hurried
back totheline.

These happenings had occupied an incredibly short time,
yet theyouth felt that in them he had been made aged. New
eyesweregivento him. And the most startling thing wasto
learn sud-denly that hewasvery inggnificant. Theofficer spoke
of theregiment asif hereferred to abroom. Some part of the
woods needed sweep-ing, perhaps, and hemerely indicated a
broominatoneproperly indifferent toitsfate. It waswar, no
doubt, but it appeared strange.
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Asthetwo boysagpproachedtheline, thelieu-tenant perceived
themand swdledwithwrath. “Heming—Wilson—how long does
it takeyehto git water, anyhow—whereyeh beento.”

But his oration ceased as he saw their eyes, which were
largewith greet tales. “We' regoin’ t’ charge—we' regoin’ t’
charge!” cried theyouth'sfriend, hastening with hisnews.

“Charge?’ sadthelieutenant. “ Charge? Well, by Gawd! Now,
thisisred fightin'.” Over hissoiled countenance therewent a
boastful smile. “ Charge?Well, b’ Gawd!”

A littlegroup of soldierssurrounded thetwo youths. “ Are
we, sure ‘nough? Well, I' [l be derned! Charge? What fer?
What at?Wilson, you'relyin'.”

“I hopetodie,” saidtheyouth, pitching histonesto the key
of angry remonstrance. “ Sureasshooting, | tell you.”

And hisfriend spokein re-enforcement. “Not by ablame
sght, heain’tlyin’. Weheard ‘emtalkin’.”

They caught sight of two mounted figuresashort distance
fromthem. Onewasthe colonel of theregiment and the other
wastheofficer who had received ordersfrom the commander
of thedivision. They weregesticulating at each other. Thesol-
dier, pointing at them, interpreted the scene.
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Oneman had afinal objection: “How could yeh hear ‘em
talkin’?’ But themen, for alarge part, nodded, admitting that
previoudy thetwo friends had spokentruth.

They settled back into reposeful attitudeswith arsof having
accepted the matter. And they mused upon it, with ahundred
varietiesof expresson. It wasan engrossing thing to think abouit.
Many tightened their beltscarefully and hitched at their trousers,

A moment | ater the officersbegan to bustleamong the men,
pushing them into amore com-pact mass and into a better
alignment. They chased thosethat straggled and fumed at a
few menwho seemed to show by thelr attitudesthat they had
decided toremain at that spot. They werelikecritical shep-
herdsstruggling with sheep.

Presently, the regiment seemed to draw itself up and heavea
deep breath. None of the men’s faces were mirrors of large
thoughts. The sol-dierswere bended and stooped like sprinters
beforeasgnd. Many parsof glinting eyespeeredfromthegrimy
facestoward the curtains of the degper woods. They seemedto
beengaged indeep calculaionsof timeand distance.

They were surrounded by the noises of the monstrousalter-
cation between thetwo armies. Theworld wasfully interested
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inother matters. Apparently, theregiment had itssmall affair
toitsdlf.

Theyouth, turning, shot aquick, inquiring glanceat hisfriend.
Thelatter returned to him the same manner of look. They were
theonly oneswho possessed aninner knowledge. “Muledriv-
ers—hell t' pay—don't believemany will get back.” It wasan
ironica secret. Still, they saw no hesitationin each other’ sfaces,
and they nod-ded amute and unprotesting assent when ashag-
gy mannear themsaidinameek voice: “We'll git swallowed.”
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CHAPTER XIX

THE youTH STARED at theland infront of him. Itsfoliagesnow
seemed to veil powersand hor-rors. Hewas unaware of the
machinery of ordersthat started the charge, although fromthe
cor-nersof hiseyeshesaw an officer, who looked likeaboy
arhorseback, comegaloping, waving hishat. Suddenly hefet
astraining and heaving among themen. Thelinefell dowly
forward likeatopplingwall, and, with aconvulsive gasp that
wasintended for acheer, theregiment beganitsjourney. The
youth was pushed and jostled for amoment before he under-
stood the move-ment at al, but directly helunged ahead and
begantorun.

Hefixed hiseye upon adistant and promi-nent clump of
treeswhere he had concluded the enemy wereto bemet, and
herantoward it astoward agoa . He had believed throughout
that it wasamere question of getting over an unpleas-ant mat-
ter asquickly aspossible, and heran desperately, asif pur-
sued for amurder. Hisfacewasdrawn hard and tight with the
stress of hisendeavor. Hiseyeswerefixed inalurid glare.
Andwith hissoiled and disordered dress, hisred and inflamed
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features surmounted by the dingy rag with its spot of blood,
hiswildly swinging rifleand banging accouterments, helooked
tobeaninsanesoldier.

Astheregiment siwung fromitsposition out into acleared
space the woods and thickets be-fore it awakened. Yellow
flameslegped toward it from many directions. Theforest made
atre-mendous objection.

Thelinelurched straight for amoment. Thentheright wing
swung forward; itinturnwassurpassed by theleft. Afterward
the center careered to thefront until theregiment wasawedge-
shaped mass, but aninstant later the opposition of the bushes,
trees, and uneven placesonthe ground split thecommand and
scattered it into detached clusters.

Theyouth, light-footed, wasunconscioudy in advance. His
eyesstill kept note of the clump of trees. Fromal placesnear
ittheclannishyell of theenemy could beheard. Thelittleflames
of riflesleaped fromit. The song of thebulletswasintheair
and shellssnarled among thetree-tops. Onetumbled directly
into the middle of ahurrying group and exploded in crimson
fury. Therewasaninstant’ s spectacle of aman, dmost over it,
throwing up hishandsto shield hiseyes.



TheRed Badge of Courage

Other men, punched by bullets, fell in gro-tesque agonies.
Theregiment left acoherent trail of bodies.

They had passed into aclearer atmosphere. Therewasan
effect likearevelationinthe new appearance of thelandscape.
Some men work-ing madly at abattery were plain to them,
andtheopposnginfantry’slinesweredefined by thegray wals
andfringesof smoke.

It seemed to theyouth that he saw every-thing. Each blade
of the green grasswas bold and clear. He thought that hewas
awareof every changeinthethin, trangparent vapor that floated
idly in sheets. The brown or gray trunks of the trees showed
each roughness of their sur-faces. And the men of theregi-
ment, withtheir garting eyesand sweeting faces, running medly,
or fdling, asif thrown headlong, to queer, heaped-up corpses—
all were comprehended. Hismind took amechanica but firm
impression, sothat afterward everything waspictured and ex-
plainedto him, savewhy he himsalf wasthere.

But therewasafrenzy madefromthisfuriousrush. Themen,
pitching forward insanely, had burst into cheerings, moblike
and barbaric, but tuned in strange keysthat can arouse the
dullard andthestoic. It madeamad enthusiasmthat, it seemed,
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would beincapableof checking itself beforegraniteand brass.
Therewasthedeli-rium that encounters despair and death,
and isheedless and blind to the odds. It isatemporary but
sublime absence of selfishness. And becauseit wasof this
order wasthereason, perhaps, why the youth wondered, af -
terward, what reasons he could have had for being there.

Presently the straining pace ate up the ener-gies of the men.
Asif by agreement, theleadersbegan to dacken their speed.
Thevolleysdi-rected againgt them had had aseeming windlike
effect. The regiment snorted and blew. Among some stolid
treesit begantofater and hesitate. Themen, staringintently,
began towait for someof the distant walls of smoketo move
and dis-closeto them the scene. Sincemuch of their strength
andtheir breath had vanished, they re-turned to caution. They
were become men again.

Theyouth had avaguebelief that he had run miles, and he
thought, inaway, that hewasnow in somenew and unknown
land.

The moment the regiment ceased itsadvancethe protesting
splutter of musketry became asteadied roar. Long and accu-
ratefringes of smoke spread out. From thetop of asmall hill
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cameleve belchingsof yelow flamethat caused aninhuman
whiglingintheair.

Themen, halted, had opportunity to see someof their com-
radesdropping with moansand shrieks. A few lay under foot,
dill or wailing. And now for aningant themen stood, their rifles
dack intheir hands, and watched theregiment dwindle. They
appeared dazed and stupid. Thisspectacleseemedto pardyze
them, overcomethemwith afad fascinaion. They saredwood-
enly a thesghts, and, lowering their eyes, looked fromfaceto
face. It wasastrange pause, and astrangesilence.

Then, above the sounds of the outside commo-tion, arose
theroar of thelieutenant. He strode suddenly forth, hisinfan-
tilefeaturesblack with rage.

“Comeon, yehfools!” hebellowed. “Comeon! Yehcan't
stay here. Yehmust comeon.” He said more, but much of it
could not be under-stood.

Hestarted rapidly forward, with hishead turned toward the
men. “Comeon,” hewasshouting. Themen stared with blank
andyokd-likeeyesat him. Hewasobliged to hat and retrace
hissteps. Hestood then with hisback to theenemy and deliv-
ered gigantic cursesinto thefaces of themen. Hisbody vibrated
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from theweight and force of hisimprecations. And hecould
string oathswith thefacility of amaidenwho stringsbeads.

Thefriend of theyouth aroused. L urching suddenly forward
and dropping to hisknees, hefired an angry shot at thepersis-
tent woods. Thisaction awakened themen. They huddled no
morelike sheep. They seemed suddenly to be-think them of
their weapons, and at once com-menced firing. Belabored by
thelr officers, they beganto moveforward. Theregiment, in-
volved likeacart involved in mud and muddle, started un-
evenly with many joltsand jerks. Themen stopped now every
few pacestofireand load, and in thismanner moved sowly
onfromtreestotrees.

Theflaming oppositionintherr front grew with their advance
until it seemed that al for-ward wayswerebarred by thethin
leaping tongues, and off to theright an ominousdemon-gtration
could sometimesbedimly discerned. Thesmokelately gener-
ated wasin confusing cloudsthat madeit difficult for theregi-
ment to proceed with intelligence. As he passed through each
curling massthe youth wondered what would confront himon
thefarther side.

The command went painfully forward until an open space
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interposed between them and thelurid lines. Here, crouching
and cowering be-hind sometrees, the men clung with des-
peration, asif threatened by awave. They looked wild-eyed,
and asif amazed at thisfuriousdisturbancethey had stirred. In
thestormtherewasan ironica expression of their importance.
Thefacesof themen, too, showed alack of acertainfeding of
respong bility for beingthere. It wasasif they had been driven.
It wasthedominant animd failing to remember inthesupreme
mo-mentstheforceful causesof varioussuperficia qualities.
Thewholeaffair seemedincompre-hensibleto many of them.

Asthey halted thusthe lieutenant again be-gan to bellow
profanely. Regardlessof thevin-dictivethreatsof thebullets,
hewent about coaxing, berating, and bedamning. Hislips, that
werehabitualy inasoft and childlike curve, werenow writhed
into unholy contortions. Hesworeby al possibledeities.

Once he grabbed the youth by the arm. “Come on, yeh
lunkhead!” heroared. “Comeon! WE Il dl gitkilledif westay
here. We'veon'y got t' go acrossthat lot. An’ then”—the
remainder of hisideadisappearedinablue haze of curses.

Theyouth stretched forth hisarm.  Crossthere?” Hismouth
was puckered in doubt and awe.
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“Certainly. Jest ‘ crossth’ lot! Wecan't stay here,” screamed
thelieutenant. He poked hisface closeto theyouth and waved
hisban-daged hand. “ Comeon!” Presently he grap-pled with
him asif for awrestling bout. It wasasif heplanned to drag
theyouth by the ear on to the assaullt.

Theprivatefelt asudden unspeakableindig-nation against
hisofficer. Hewrenched fiercely and shook him off.

“Comeon hersdf, then,” heyelled. Therewasabitter chd-
lengeinhisvoice,

They gdlopedtogether downtheregimenta front. Thefriend
scrambled after them. Infront of the colorsthethree men be-
gantobawl: “Comeon! comeon!” They danced and gy-rated
liketortured savages.

Theflag, obedient to these gpped's, bended itsglitteringform
and swept toward them. Themenwaveredinindecisionfor a
moment, and thenwithalong, wailful cry thedilapidated regi-
ment surged forward and began itsnew journey.

Over thefield went the scurrying mass. It wasahandful of
men splattered into thefacesof theenemy. Toward it instantly
sprang the yel-low tongues. A vast quantity of blue smoke
hung beforethem. A mighty banging made earsvaueless.
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Theyouth ranlike amadman to reach the woodsbeforea
bullet could discover him. Heducked hishead low, likeafoot-
ball player. In hishaste hiseyesalmost closed, and the scene
wasawild blur. Pulsating salivastood at the cornersof his
mouth.

Within him, ashe hurled himsalf forward, wasbornalove, a
despairing fondnessfor thisflag whichwasnear him. Itwasa
creation of beauty and invulnerability. It wasagoddess, radi-
ant, that bended itsform with animperiousgestureto him. It
wasawoman, red and white, hating and loving, that called him
withthevoice of hishopes. Because no harm could cometoit
he en-dowed it with power. He kept near, asif it could bea
saver of lives, and animploring cry went from hismind.

In the mad scramble he was aware that the color sergeant
flinched suddenly, asif struck by abludgeon. Hefdtered, and
then became motion-less, savefor hisquivering knees.

He made a spring and a clutch at the pole. At the same
instant hisfriend grabbed it fromtheother sde. They jerked at
it, stout and furious, but the col or sergeant was dead, and the
corpsewould not relinquishitstrust. For amoment therewas
agrim encounter. The dead man, swinging with bended back,
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seemedto beobsti-nately tugging, inludicrousand awful ways,
for the possession of theflag.

It was past in aninstant of time. They wrenched theflag
furioudly from the dead man, and, asthey turned again, the
corpse swayed for-ward with bowed head. One arm swung
high, and the curved hand fell with heavy protest onthefriend's
unheeding shoulder.
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CHAPTER XX

WHEN THE TwO YouTHs turned with the flag they saw that
much of the regiment had crum-bled away, and the dgjected
remnant wascoming dowly back. Themen, having hurledthem-
selvesin projectilefashion, had presently expended their forces.
They dowly retreated, with their faces still toward the splut-
tering woods, and their hot riflestill replying to thedin. Sev-
erd officersweregiving orders, their voiceskeyed to screams.

“Whereinhell yeh goin’?’ thelieutenant wasaskingina
sarcastic howl. And ared-bearded officer, whose voice of
triplebrasscould plainly be heard, was commanding: “ Shoot
into‘em! Shoot into ‘em, Gawd damntheir souls!” Therewas
amelee of screeches, in which the men were ordered to do
conflictingandimpossiblethings.

Theyouth and hisfriend had asmall scuffle over theflag.
“Giveitt’ me!” “No, let mekeepit!” Eachfelt satisfied with
the other’s pos-session of it, but each felt bound to declare,
by an offer to carry theemblem, hiswillingnessto further risk
himself. Theyouth roughly pushed hisfriend away.

Theregiment fell back to thestolid trees. Thereit halted for
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amoment to blaze at some dark formsthat had begunto steal
uponitstrack. Presently it resumeditsmarch again, curving
among thetreetrunks. By thetimethe depleted regiment had
again reached thefirst open spacethey werereceiving afast
and mercilessfire. There seemed to bemobsall about them.

Thegreater part of themen, discouraged, their spiritsworn
by theturmoil, acted asif stunned. They accepted the pelting
of the bul-lets with bowed and weary heads. It was of no
purposeto striveagaingt walls. It wasof no useto batter them-
selvesagaingt granite. And from this consciousnessthat they
had attempted to conquer an unconquerabl ething there seemed
to ariseafeding that they had been betrayed. They glowered
with bent brows, but danger-oudly, upon someof the officers,
more particu-larly uponthered-bearded onewith the voice of
triplebrass.

However, therear of the regiment wasfringed with men,
who continued to shoot irritably at the advancing foes. They
seemed resolved to makeevery trouble. Theyouthful lieuten-
ant was per-haps the last man in the disordered mass. His
forgotten back wastoward the enemy. He had been shot in
thearm. It hung Straight andrigid. Occasiondly hewould cease
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to remember it, and be about to emphasize an oath with a
sweeping gesture. The multiplied pain caused himto swear
withincredible power.

Theyouth went dong with dipping, uncertain feet. He kept
watchful eyesrearward. A scowl of mortification and rage
wasupon hisface. He had thought of afinerevengeuponthe
officer who had referred to him and hisfellowsasmuledriv-
ers. But hesaw that it could not cometo pass. Hisdreams had
collapsed when themuledrivers, dwindling rapidly, had wa
vered and hes-itated on thelittle clearing, and then had re-
coiled. And now theretreat of themuledriverswasamarch of
shametohim.

A dagger-pointed gaze from without his black-ened face
washeldtoward theenemy, but hisgreater hatred wasriveted
upon theman, who, not knowing him, had called himamule
driver.

When he knew that he and his comrades had failed to do
anything in successful waysthat might bring thelittlepangsof a
kind of remorse upon the officer, theyouth alowed therage of
the baf-fled to possess him. This cold officer upon amonu-
ment, who dropped epithets unconcernedly down, would be

99

finer asadead man, hethought. So grievousdid hethink it that
he could never possessthe secret right to taunt truly inanswe.

He had pictured red letters of curiousrevenge. “WeARE
muledrivers, arewe?’ And now hewas compelled to throw
them away.

He presently wrapped hisheart inthe cloak of hisprideand
kept theflag erect. Heha-rangued hisfellows, pushing againgt
their chestswith hisfree hand. To thoseheknew well hemade
frantic appeal s, beseeching them by name. Between himand
thelieutenant, scolding and near tolosing hismind with rage,
therewasfdt asubtlefdlowship and equality. They supported
each other in al manner of hoarse, howling pro-tests.

But the regiment was a machine run down. The two men
babbled at aforcelessthing. The soldierswho had heart to go
dowly werecon-tinualy shakenintheir resolvesby aknowl-
edgethat comradeswere dipping with speed back tothelines.
It wasdifficult tothink of reputationwhen otherswerethinking
of skins. Wounded menwereleft crying onthisblack journey.

Thesmokefringesand flamesblustered d-ways. Theyouth,
peering oncethrough asud-denrift in acloud, saw abrown
mass of troops, interwoven and magnified until they appeared
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to bethousands. A fierce-hued flag flashed beforehisvision.

Immediately, asif the uplifting of the smoke had been pre-
arranged, the discovered troopsburst into arasping yell, and
ahundred flamesjetted toward theretreating band. A rolling
gray cloud again interposed asthe regiment dog-gedly re-
plied. Theyouth had to depend again upon hismisused ears,
which weretrembling and buzzing from the mel ee of mus-
ketry and yells.

Theway seemed eternal. Inthe clouded haze men became
pani cstricken with the thought that the regiment had lost its
path, and was proceed-ing in aperilousdirection. Oncethe
men who headed thewild procession turned and came push-
ing back againgt their comrades, screaming that they werebeing
fired upon from pointswhich they had considered to beto-
wardtheir ownlines. At thiscry ahysterical fear and dismay
beset the troops. A soldier, who heretofore had been am-
bitiousto maketheregiment into awiselittle band that woul d
proceed ca mly amid the huge-appearing difficulties, suddenly
sank down and buried hisfacein hisarmswith an air of bow-
ingtoadoom. From another ashrill lamentation rang out filled
with profanedlusionstoagenerd. Menran hither and thither,

seeking withthelr eyesroadsof escape. With sereneregular-
ity, asif controlled by aschedule, bullets buffed into men.

Theyouth walked stolidly into the midst of the mob, and
with hisflag in his handstook astand asif he expected an
attempt to push himto theground. Heunconscioudy assumed
the atti-tude of the color bearer in thefight of the pre-ceding
day. He passed over hisbrow ahand that trembled. Hisbreath
did not comefreely. Hewaschoking during thissmall wait for
thecrigs.

Hisfriend cameto him. “Well, Henry, | guessthisisgood-
by—John.”

“Oh, shut up, you damned fool!” replied theyouth, and he
would not look at the other.

Theofficerslabored likepaliticiansto beat themassinto a
proper circleto face the men-aces. The ground wasuneven
and torn. Themen curled into depressions and fitted them-
selvessnugly behind whatever would frustrateabul let.

Theyouth noted with vague surprisethat thelieutenant was
standing mutely with hislegsfar apart and hissword heldinthe
manner of acane. Theyouth wondered what had happened to
hisvocal organsthat heno more cursed.
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Therewas something curiousinthislittlein-tent pause of the
lieutenant. Hewaslikeababewnhich, having wept itsfill, raises
itseyesand fixesupon adistant toy. Hewasengrossed inthis
contemplation, and the soft under lip quivered from self-whis-
pered words.

Somelazy and ignorant smoke curled dowly. Themen, hid-
ingfromthebullets, waited anx-ioudy forittolift and disclose
theplight of theregiment.

Theslent rankswere suddenly thrilled by the eager voiceof
theyouthful lieutenant bawling out: “ Herethey come! Right
onto us, b’ Gawd!” Hisfurther wordswerelost in aroar of
wicked thunder fromthemen’srifles.

Theyouth’seyeshad instantly turned in thedirection indi-
cated by the awakened and agitated lieutenant, and he had
seenthehaze of treachery disclosing abody of soldiersof the
enemy. They were so near that he could see their features.
There was arecognition as helooked at the types of faces.
Also heperceived with dim amazement that their uniformswere
rather gay in effect, being light gray, accented with abrilliant-
hued facing. Too, the clothes seemed new.

Thesetroops had apparently been going for-ward with cau-

tion, their rifleshe dinreadiness, when theyouthful lieutenant
had discovered them and their movement had been interrupted
by the volley from the blue regiment. From the moment’s
glimpse, it was derived that they had been unaware of the
proximity of their dark-suited foesor had mistakenthedirec-
tion. Al-most ingtantly they were shut utterly fromtheyouth’s
sght by thesmokefrom theenergeticriflesof hiscompanions.
Hestrained hisvision tolearn theaccomplishment of thevol-
ley, but the smoke hung before him.

Thetwo bodiesof troopsexchanged blowsin themanner of
apair of boxers. Thefast angry firingswent back and forth.
Themeninbluewereintent with the despair of their circum-
stances and they seized upon the revengeto be had at close
range. Their thunder swelled loud and valiant. Their curving
front bristled with flashes and the place resounded with the
clangor of their ramrods. Theyouth ducked and dodged for a
timeand achieved afew unsatisfactory views of the enemy.
There appeared to be many of them and they werereplying
swiftly. They seemed moving toward the blueregiment, step
by step. Heseated himself gloomily ontheground with hisflag
between hisknees.
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Ashenoted thevicious, wolfliketemper of hiscomradeshe
had a sweet thought that if the enemy was about to swallow
theregimental broom asalargeprisoner, it could at least have
the consol ation of going downwith bristlesfor-ward.

But the blows of the antagonist began to grow moreweak.
Fewer bulletsripped theair, and finaly, when the men dack-
ened to learn of thefight, they could see only dark, floating
smoke. The regiment lay still and gazed. Pres-ently some
chancewhim cameto the pestering blur, and it began to coil
heavily away. Themen saw aground vacant of fighters. It would
have been an empty stageif it werenot for afew corpsesthat
lay thrown and twisted into fantastic shapes upon the sward.

At sght of thistableau, many of themenin blue sprang from
behind their coversand made an ungainly danceof joy. Their
eyes burned and ahoarse cheer of elation broke fromtheir
drylips.

It had begun to seem to them that events were trying to
provethat they wereimpotent. Theselittle battleshad evi-
dently endeavored to demon-strate that the men could not
fight well. When ontheverge of submissionto theseopinions,
the small duel had showed them that the propor-tionswere

not impossible, and by it they had revenged themselvesupon
their misgivingsand upon thefoe.

Theimpetusof enthusasmwasthe rsagain. They gazed about
themwithlooksof uplifted pride, feding new trustinthegrim,
awaysconfident wegponsin their hands. And they weremen.
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CHAPTER XXI

PpreseNTLY THEY KNEW that no firing threat-ened them. All
ways seemed once more opened to them. Thedusty bluelines
of their friendswere disclosed ashort distance away. Inthe
distancethereweremany colossal noises, butinal thispart of
thefield therewasasudden stillness.

They perceived that they werefree. The depleted band drew
along breath of relief and gathered itsdlf into abunchto com-
pleteitstrip.

Inthislast length of journey the men beganto show strange
emotions. They hurried with nervousfear. Somewho had been
dark and un-fatering inthe grimmest momentsnow could not
concedl an anxiety that madethem frantic. It was perhapsthat
they dreaded to bekilled ininsignificant ways after thetimes
for proper military deathshad passed. Or, perhaps, they thought
it would betoo ironical to get killed at the portals of safety.
With backward |ooks of perturbation, they hastened.

Asthey approached their own linestherewas somesarcasm
exhibited onthe part of agaunt and bronzed regiment that |ay
restingin the shade of trees. Questionswerewafted to them.

“Whereth’ hell yeh been?’

“What yeh comin’ back fer?’

“Why didn’t yeh stay there?’

“Wasit warm out there, sonny?’

“Goin” home now, boys?’

One shouted intaunting mimicry: “ Oh, mother, comequick
an’ look at th’ sojers!”

There was no reply from the bruised and bat-tered regi-
ment, save that one man made broad-cast challengestofist
fightsand thered-bearded officer waked rather near and glared
ingreat swashbuckler styleat atall captainintheother regi-
ment. But the lieutenant suppressed the man who wished to
fistfight, andthetdl cap-tain, flushing at thelittlefanfare of the
red-bearded one, was obliged to look intently at sometrees.

Theyouth’'stender fleshwasdeeply stung by theseremarks.
From under his creased brows he glowered with hate at the
mockers. He meditated upon afew revenges. Still, many in
theregiment hung their heedsin crimind fashion, sothat it came
to passthat the men trudged with sudden heaviness, asif they
bore upon their bended shouldersthe coffin of their honor.
And theyouthful lieutenant, recollecting himself, be-ganto
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mutter softly inblack curses.

They turned when they arrived a their old positiontoregard
theground over which they had charged.

Theyouthinthiscontemplation wassmittenwithalargeas-
tonishment. Hediscovered that thedistances, ascompared with
thebrilliant measuringsof hismind, weretrivia andridicu-lous.
Thestolid trees, where much had taken place, seemed incred-
ibly near. Thetime, too, now that hereflected, hesaw to have
been short. Hewondered at the number of emotionsand events
that had been crowded into such little spaces. Elfin thoughts
must have exaggerated and enlarged everything, hesaid.

It seemed, then, that therewasitter justicein the speeches
of thegaunt and bronzed vet-erans. Heveiled aglanceof dis-
dain at hisfel-lowswho strewed the ground, choking with
dust, red from perspiration, misty-eyed, disheveled.

They weregulping at their canteens, fierceto wring every
mite of water from them, and they polished at their swollen
and watery featureswith coat deevesand bunchesof grass.

However, to theyouth therewasaconsder-ablejoy inmus-
ing upon hisperformancesduring the charge. Hehad had very
littletime pre-vioudly in which to appreciate himself, so that

therewasnow much satisfactioninquietly think-ing of hisac-
tions. Herecalled bitsof color that intheflurry had stamped
themselves unawares upon hisengaged senses.

Astheregiment lay heaving fromitshot exer-tionsthe of -
ficer who had named them asmuledrivers came galloping
alongtheline. Hehadlost hiscap. Histousled hair streamed
wildly, and hisface was dark with vexation and wrath. His
temper wasdisplayed with more clearnessby theway inwhich
he managed hishorse. Hejerked and wrenched savagely at
hisbridle, stop-ping the hard-breathing animal withafurious
pull near thecolond of theregiment. Heim-mediately exploded
in reproaches which came unbidden to the ears of the men.
They were suddenly alert, being always curious about black
words between officers.

“Oh, thunder, MacChesnay, what an awful bull you made of
thisthing!” began the officer. He attempted low tones, but his
indignation caused certain of themento learn thesenseof his
words. “What an awful messyou made! Good L ord, man,
you stopped about ahun-dred feet thisside of avery pretty
success If your men had goneahundred feet farther youwould
have made a great charge, but asit is—what alot of mud
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diggersyou vegot any-way!”

Themen, listening with bated breath, now turned their curi-
ouseyesupon the colonel. They had aragamuffininterestin
thiseffar.

The colonel was seen to straighten hisform and put one
handforthin oratorical fashion. Heworeaninjuredair; it was
asif adeacon had been accused of stealing. The menwere
wigglinginan ecstasy of excitement.

But of asudden the colonel’smanner changed fromthat of a
deacon to that of aFrenchman. He shrugged his shoulders.
“Oh, well, generd, wewent asfar aswecould,” hesaid calmly.

“Asfar asyou could?Didyou, b’ Gawd?’ snorted theother.
“Well, that wasn’t very far, wasit?’ headded, with aglance of
cold con-tempt into the other’seyes. “Not very far, | think.
You wereintended to makeadiversoninfavor of Whitersde.
How well you succeeded your own ears can now tell you.”
Hewheeled hishorseand rode stiffly away.

Thecolond, bidden to hear thejarring noisesof an engage-
ment in thewoodsto theleft, broke out in vague damnations.

Thelieutenant, who had listened with an air of impotent rage
to theinterview, spoke suddenly in firm and undaunted tones.

“I don’t carewhat amanis—whether heisagenerd or what—
if hesaysth’ boysdidn’t put up agood fight out therehe'sa
damnedfool.”

“Lieutenant,” beganthecolonel, severely, “thisismy own
affar,and!’ll troubleyou—"

Thelieutenant made an obedient gesture. “ All right, colond,
all right,” hesaid. He sat down with an air of being content
withhimsdf.

Thenewsthat theregiment had been re-proached went dong
theline. For atime the men were bewildered by it. “ Good
thunder!” they gaculated, staring at the vanishing form of the
generd . They conceived it to beahuge mistake.

Presently, however, they beganto bdievethat intruth their
effortshad been called light. Theyouth could seethisconvic-
tion weigh upon the entire regiment until themen werelike
cuffed and cursed animals, but withal rebellious.

Thefriend, withagrievancein hiseye, went totheyouth. “I
wonder what hedoeswant,” hesaid. “Hemust think wewent
out therean’ played marbles! | never see sechaman!”

Theyouth developed atranquil philosophy for these mo-
mentsof irritation. “Oh, well,” hergoined, “ heprobably didn't
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seenothing of it at al and got mad asblazes, and concluded
we were alot of sheep, just because we didn’t do what he
wanted done. It'sapity old GrandpaHender-son got killed
yestirday—he' d have known that we did our best and fought
good. It'sjust our awful luck, that’swhat.”

“I should say s0,” replied thefriend. Heseemed to bedeeply
wounded a aninjustice. “| should say wedid haveawful luck!
Theresnofuninfightin’ fer peoplewhen everything yeh do—
no matter what—ain’t doneright. | haveanotiont’ stay be-
hind next timean’ let ‘em taketheir ol’ chargean’ got’ th’
devil withit.”

Theyouth spoke soothingly to hiscomrade. “Well, weboth
didgood. I'dliketo seethefool what' d say weboth didn’t do
asgood aswecould!”

“Of coursewedid,” declared thefriend stoutly. “An’ I'd
break th’ feller’sneck if hewasashbig asachurch. But we're
al right, anyhow, for | heard onefeller say that wetwofit th’
bestinth’ reg’ ment, an’ they had agreat argument * bout it.
Another feller, ‘acourse, hehadt’ upan’ say itwasalie—he
seen all what was goin’ on an’ he never seen us from th’
beginnin’ t’ th’ end. An’ alot more struck inan’ sesit wasn't

alie—wedidfight likethunder, an’ they giveusquiteasend-
off. But thisiswhat | can’'t stand—these everlastin’ ol’ sol-
diers, titterin’ an’ laughin’, an’ thenthat generd, he'scrazy.”

Theyouth exclaimed with sudden exaspera-tion: “He'sa
lunkhead! He makes me mad. | wish he’ d come along next
time. We' d show ‘imwhat—"

He ceased because severd men had comehurrying up. Thelr
facesexpressed abringing of great news.

“OFem, yehjest oughtaheard!” cried one, eagerly.

“Heardwhat?’ said theyouth.

“Yehjest oughtaheard!” repeated the other, and hearranged
himself totell histidings. The othersmade an excited circle.
“Well, air, th’ colonel met your lieutenant right by us—it was
damnedest thing | ever heard—an’ heses. * Ahem! ahem!” he
ses. ‘Mr. Hasbrouck!” he ses, ‘ by th’ way, who wasthat lad
what carried th’ flag? he ses. There, Flemin’, what d' yeh
think *athat?‘Whowasth' lad what carriedth’ flag? he ses,
an’ th’ lieutenant, he speaksup right away: ‘ That’sFlemin’,
an’ he'sajimhickey,” he ses, right away. What?1 say hedid.
‘A jim-hickey,” he ses—those‘r hiswords. Hedid, too. | say
hedid. If youkintell thisstory better than | kin, go ahead an’
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tell it. Well, then, keep yer mouth shet. Th’ lieutenant, he ses:

‘He'sajimhickey,” an’ th’ colondl, he ses: * Ahem! ahem! he
is, indeed, avery good mant’ have, ahem! Hekep' th’ flag
‘way t’ th’ front. | saw ‘im. He'sagood un,” sesth’ colonel.
“You bet,” sesth’ lieu-tenant, ‘hean’ afeller named Wilson
wasat th’ head ‘ath’ charge, an’ howlin’ like Indiansall th’

time,’ heses. ‘Head ‘ath’ charged| th’ time, heses. ‘A fdler
named Wilson,” he ses. There, Wilson, m’boy, put that ina
letter an’ send it humt’ yer mother, hay?* A feller named Wil -
son,” heses An' th’ colond, he ses: * Werethey, indeed?Ahem!

ahem! My sakes!’ heses. ‘Atth’ head ‘ath’ reg' ment? he
ses. ‘They were,” sesth’ lieutenant. ‘ My sakes!” sesth’ colo-
nel. He ses: ‘Well, well, well,” he ses, ‘ those two babies?

‘They were,” sesth’ lieutenant. *Well, well,” sesth’ colondl,
‘they deservet’ bemajor generals,” heses. ‘ They deservet’

bemgjor-generas’

Theyouthand hisfriendhad said: “Huh!” “ Yer lyin’, Thomp-
son.” “Oh, got’ blazes!” “Henever sedit.” “Oh, what alie!”
“Huh!” But despitetheseyouthful scoffingsand embar-rassments,
they knew that their facesweredeeply flushing fromthrillsof plea-
sure. They ex-changed asecret glanceof joy and congratul ation.

They speedily forgot many things. Thepast held no pictures
of error and disappointment. They werevery happy, and their
heartsswelled with grateful affection for the colonel and the
youthful lieutenant.
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CHAPTER XXII

WHEN THE woobs again began to pour forth the dark-hued
masses of theenemy theyouth felt serene self-confidence. He
smiled briefly when he saw men dodge and duck at thelong
screech-ingsof shellsthat werethrowningiant handfulsover
them. He stood, erect and tranquil, watch-ing theattack begin
againsgt apart of thelinethat made abluecurveaongtheside
of an adja-cent hill. Hisvision being unmol ested by smoke
fromtheriflesof hiscompanions, hehad oppor-tunitiesto see
partsof the hard fight. It wasarelief to perceiveat last from
whence came some of these noiseswhich had been roared
intohisears.

Off ashort way he saw two regimentsfight-ing alittle sepa-
rate battlewith two other regi-ments. It wasin acleared space,
wearing aset-apart look. They wereblazing asif uponawa-
ger, giving and taking tremendous blows. Thefiringswerein-
credibly fierceand rapid.

Theseintent regimentsgpparently wereobliviousof dl larger
purposesof war, and weredugging each other asif & amatched
game.

Inanother direction he saw amagnificent brigadegoing with
theevident intention of driv-ing theenemy from awood. They
passed in out of sight and presently therewasamost awve-in-
spiring racket inthewood. The noisewasun-speskable. Having
stirred this prodigious up-roar, and, apparently, finding it too
prodigious, thebrigade, after alittletime, camemarchingarily
out again withitsfineformation in nowisedisturbed. There
wereno traces of speed initsmovements. The brigadewas
jaunty and seemed to point aproud thumb at theyel lingwood.

Onadopetotheleft therewasalong row of guns, gruff and
maddened, denouncing the enemy, who, down through the
woods, wereforming for another attack in the pitiless mo-
notony of conflicts. Theround red dischargesfrom theguns
made a crimson flare and a high, thick smoke. Occasional
glimpsescould be caught of groupsof thetoiling artillerymen.
Intherear of thisrow of gunsstood ahouse, calm and white,
amid bursting shells. A congregation of horses, tiedtoalong
railing, weretugging frenziedly at their bridles. Menwererun-
ning hither andthither.

The detached battle between thefour regi-mentslasted for
some time. There chanced to be no interference, and they
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settled their dispute by themselves. They struck savagely and
pow-erfully at each other for aperiod of minutes, and thenthe
lighter-hued regimentsfaltered and drew back, leaving the
dark-bluelines shouting. Theyouth could seethetwo flags
shaking with laughter amid thesmokeremnants.

Presently therewasastiliness, pregnant with meaning. The
bluelinesshifted and changed atrifleand stared expectantly at
theslent woods and fiel ds beforethem. The hushwas solemn
and churchlike, savefor adistant battery that, evidently unable
toremainquiet, sent afaint rolling thunder over theground. It
irritated, like the noi sesof unimpressed boys. The menimag-
ined that it would prevent their perched earsfrom hearing the
first wordsof the new battle.

Of asudden the gunson the dlope roared out amessage of
warning. A spluttering sound had beguninthewoods It swelled
with amazing speed to aprofound clamor that involved the
earthinnoises. Thesplitting crashesswept dong thelinesuntil
aninterminableroar wasdevel oped. Tothoseinthemidst of it
it becameadinfitted totheuniverse. It wasthewhirring and
thumping of gigantic machinery, complica-tionsamong the
smdller stars. Theyouth’searswerefilled up. They wereinca

pableof hearingmore.

On anincline over which aroad wound he saw wild and
desperate rushes of men perpet-ually backward and forward
inriotous surges. These parts of the opposing armieswere
two long wavesthat pitched upon each other madly at dic-
tated points. To and fro they swelled. Sometimes, oneside
by itsyellsand cheerswould proclaim decisive blows, but a
moment later the other sidewould be all yellsand cheers.
Oncetheyouth saw aspray of light formsgo in houndlike
leapstoward the waving bluelines. Therewas much howl-
ing, and presently it went away with avast mouthful of pris-
oners. Again, he saw abluewave dash with such thunderous
force against agray obstruction that it seemed to clear the
earth of it and leave nothing but trampled sod. And awaysin
their swift and deadly rushesto and fro the men screamed
andyelledlike maniacs.

Particular piecesof fenceor secure positionsbehind collec-
tions of treeswere wrangled over, asgold thrones or pearl
bedsteads. Therewere desperate lunges at these chosen spots
seemingly every instant, and most of them werebandied like
light toys between the contending forces. Theyouth could not
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tell fromthebattleflagsflying likecrimsonfoaminmany direc-
tionswhich color of clothwaswinning.

His emaciated regiment bustled forth with undiminished
fiercenesswhenitstime came. When assaulted again by bul-
lets, themen burst out inabarbaric cry of rageand pain. They
bent their headsin aimsof intent hatred behind the projected
hammersof their guns. Their ramrodsclanged loud with fury
astheir eager arms pounded the cartridgesinto therifle bar-
rels. Thefront of the regiment wasasmoke-wall penetrated
by theflashing pointsof yellow and red.

Wallowing inthefight, they werein an astonishingly short
timeresmudged. They surpassedinstainand dirt al their pre-
viousap-pearances. Moving to and frowith strained exertion,
jabberingthewnhile, they were, withtheir swaying bodies, black
faces, and glowing eyes, likestrangeand ugly friendsjigging
heavily inthesmoke.

Thelieutenant, returning from atour after abandage, pro-
duced from ahidden receptacl e of hismind new and porten-
tous oaths suited to the emergency. Strings of expletiveshe
swung lashlike over the backs of hismen, and it wasevident
that hispreviouseffortshad in nowiseimpaired hisresources.

Theyouth, still the bearer of thecolors, did not fed hisidle-
ness. Hewas deeply absorbed as aspectator. The crash and
swing of thegreat dramamade himleanforward, intent-eyed,
hisfaceworkinginsmall contortions. Sometimes heprattled,
wordscoming unconscioudy from himin grotesqueexclama-
tions. Hedid not know that he breathed; that the flag hung
slently over him, so absorbed washe.

A formidablelineof theenemy camewithin dangerousrange.
They could be seen plainly—tall, gaunt menwith excited faces
running with long stridestoward awandering fence.

At sght of thisdanger themen suddenly ceased their cursing
monotone. Therewasaningtant of strained sllence beforethey
threw up their riflesand fired aplumping volley at thefoes.
Therehad been no order given; themen, uponrecognizing the
menace, had immedi-ately let drivetheir flock of bulletswith-
out wait-ing for word of command.

But the enemy were quick to gain the protec-tion of the
wandering line of fence. They slid down behind it with re-
markable cderity, and from thispositionthey began briskly to
diceupthebluemen.

Theselatter braced their energiesfor agreat struggle. Often,
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whiteclinched teeth shonefrom the dusky faces. Many heads
surged to and fro, floating upon a pal e sea of smoke. Those
behind the fence frequently shouted and yelped in tauntsand
gibelikecries, but theregi-ment maintained astressed silence.
Perhaps, at thisnew assault the men recalled thefact that they
had been named mud diggers, and it madetheir Stuation thrice
bitter. They werebreath-lesdy intent upon keeping theground
and thrust-ing away therejoicing body of the enemy. They
fought swiftly and with adespairing savagenessdenoted in
their expressions.

Theyouth had resolved not to budge what-ever should hap-
pen. Somearrows of scorn that had buried themsalvesinhis
heart had generated strange and unspeakabl e hatred. It was
clear to him that hisfinal and absolute revenge was to be
achieved by hisdead body lying, torn and gluttering, uponthe
field. Thiswasto be apoignant retaliation upon the officer
whohadsad“muledrivers” andlater “mud diggers,” forindl
thewild graspingsof hismind for aunit responsiblefor his
sufferings and commo-tions he always seized upon the man
who had dubbed himwrongly. And it was hisidea, vaguely
formulated, that his corpse would befor those eyesagreat

and salt reproach.

Theregiment bled extravagantly. Grunting bundlesof blue
began to drop. The orderly sergeant of the youth’s company
was shot through the cheeks. Its supportsbeing injured, his
jaw hung afar down, disclosinginthewidecavern of hismouth
apulsing mass of blood and teeth. And with it al he made
attemptsto cry out. In hisendeavor therewasadreadful ear-
nestness, asif he conceived that one great shriek would make
himwel.

The youth saw him presently go rearward. His strength
seemed innowiseimpaired. Heran swiftly, castingwild glances
for succor.

Othersfell down about thefeet of their com-panions. Some
of thewounded crawled out and away, but many lay still, their
bodiestwisted into impossible shapes.

Theyouth looked oncefor hisfriend. He saw avehement
young man, powder-smeared and frowzled, whom he knew
tobehim. Thelieu-tenant, also, wasunscathed in hisposition
at therear. Hehad continued to curse, but it wasnow with the
air of amanwho wasusing hislast box of oaths.

For thefireof theregiment had beguntowaneand drip. The
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robust voice, that had comestrangely from thethin ranks, was
growing rapidly weak.

CHAPTER XXIII

THE coLoNEL camE running aong back of theline. Therewere
other officersfollowing him. “Wemust charge' m!” they shouted.
“Wemust charge' m!” they cried with resentful voices, asif
anticipating arebellion againgt thisplan by the men.
Theyouth, upon hearing the shouts, beganto study thedis-
tance between him and the enemy. He made vague calcula
tions. He saw that to befirm soldiersthey must goforward. It
would be death to stay in the present place, and with al the
circumstancesto go backward would exalt too many others.
Their hopewasto pushthegaling foesaway fromthefence.
Heexpected that hiscompanions, weary and stiffened, would
haveto bedrivento thisassault, but asheturned toward them
he perceived with acertain surprisethat they weregiving quick
and unqualified expressionsof assent. Therewasan ominous,
clanging overtureto the charge when the shafts of the bayo-
netsrattled upontheriflebarrels. At theyelled wordsof com-
mand the soldiers sprang forward in eager leaps. Therewas
new and unexpected forcein themovement of theregiment. A
knowledge of itsfaded and jaded condition madethe charge
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ap-pear likeaparoxysm, adisplay of the strength that comes
beforeafinal feebleness. Themen scamperedininsanefever
of haste, racing asif to achieve asudden successbeforean
exhilarating fluid should leave them. It was ablind and de-
gpairing rush by the collection of menin dusty and tattered
blue, over agreen sward and under asapphire sky, toward a
fence, dimly outlinedin smoke, from behind which spluttered
thefierceriflesof enemies.

Theyouth kept the bright colorsto thefront. Hewaswaving
hisfreearminfuriouscircles, thewhileshriekingmad cdlsand
appedls, urging on thosethat did not need to be urged, for it
seemed that the mob of blue men hurling them-selveson the
dangerousgroup of rifleswereagain grown suddenly wild with
anenthusiasm of unsalfishness. From themany firingsstarting
toward them, it looked asif they would merely succeedin
making agreat sprinkling of corpses on the grass between
their former position and thefence. But they werein astate of
frenzy, perhaps because of forgotten vanities, and it made an
exhibition of sublimerecklessness. Therewasno obviousques-
tioning, nor figurings, nor dia-grams. Therewas, apparently,
no considered loopholes. It appeared that the swift wings of

their desireswould have shattered againgt theiron gates of the
impossble.

Hehimsdf felt thedaring spirit of asavagereligion mad. He
was capabl e of profound sacri-fices, atremendousdeath. He
had no timefor dissections, but heknew that hethought of the
bulletsonly asthingsthat could prevent himfrom reaching the
placeof hisendeavor. Thereweresubtleflashingsof joy within
him that thus should be hismind.

Hestrained al hisstrength. Hiseyesight was shaken and
dazzled by the tension of thought and muscle. Hedid not see
anything excepting themist of smokegashed by thelittieknives
of fire, but heknew that init lay the aged fence of avanished
farmer protecting the snuggled bodies of thegray men.

Asheran athought of the shock of contact gleamedinhis
mind. He expected agreat con-cussion when thetwo bodies
of troops crashed together. This became a part of hiswild
battle madness. He could feel the onward swing of theregi-
ment about him and he concelved of athun-derous, crushing
blow that would prostrate the resi stance and spread conster-
nation and amaze-ment for miles. Theflying regiment wasgo-
ing to haveacatapultian effect. Thisdream madehimrunfaster
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among hiscomrades, whoweregiving vent to hoarseand frantic
cheers.

But presently he could seethat many of themeningray did
not intend to abide the blow. The smoke, rolling, disclosed
menwho ran, their faces still turned. Thesegrew toacrowd,
who retired stubbornly. Individua swhed ed fre-quently to send
abullet at thebluewave.

But at one part of the line therewas agrim and obdurate
group that made no movement. They were settled firmly down
behind postsandrails. A flag, ruffled and fierce, waved over
themandther riflesdinnedfiercdly.

Thebluewnhirl of men got very near, until it scemedthat in
truththerewould beacloseand frightful scuffle. Therewasan
expressed disdain in the opposition of the little group, that
changed the meaning of the cheersof themeninblue. They
becameyd|sof wrath, directed, persona. Thecriesof thetwo
partieswerenow in sound aninterchangeof scathinginsults.

They in blue showed their teeth; their eyesshoneall white.
They launched themselves as at the throats of those who
stood resisting. The space between dwindled to aninsig-
nificant dis-tance.

Theyouth had centered the gaze of hissoul uponthat other
flag. Its possession would be high pride. It would express
bloody minglings, near blows. He had agigantic hatred for
those who made great difficultiesand complications. They
caused it to beasacraved treasure of my-thology, hung amid
tasksand contrivances of danger.

Heplunged likeamad horseat it. Hewasresolved it should
not escapeif wild blowsand darings of blowscould seizeit.
Hisown em-blem, quivering and aflare, waswinging toward
the other. It seemed there would shortly be an encounter of
strange beaks and claws, asof eagles.

The swirling body of blue men came to a sudden halt at
closeand disastrousrangeand roared aswift volley. Thegroup
ingray was split and broken by thisfire, but itsriddlied body
il fought. Themenin blueyelled again and rushedinuponit.

Theyouth, in hisleapings, saw, asthrough amist, apicture
of four or five men stretched upon the ground or writhing upon
their kneeswith bowed headsasif they had been stricken by
boltsfrom the sky. Tottering among themwastherival color
bearer, whom the youth saw had been bitten vitally by the
bullets of thelast formidablevolley. He perceived thisman
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fighting alast struggle, the struggle of one whose legs are
grasped by demons. It wasaghastly battle. Over hisfacewas
thebleach of death, but set upon it wasthedark and hard lines
of desperate purpose. With thisterriblegrin of resolution he
hugged his preciousflag to him and was stum-bling and stag-
geringinhisdesignto gotheway that led to safety for it.

But hiswounds alwaysmadeit seemthat hisfeet werere-
tarded, held, and hefought agrimfight, aswithinvisbleghouls
fastened greedily upon hislimbs. Thosein advanceof thescam-
pering bluemen, howling cheers, leaped at thefence. Thede-
gpair of thelost wasin hiseyesashe glanced back at them.

Theyouth’sfriend went over the obstruction in atumbling
heap and sprang at theflag asapanther at prey. Hepulled at it
and, wrench-ingit free, swung upitsred brilliancy withamad
cry of exultation even asthe color bearer, gasping, lurched
over inafinal throeand, stiff-ening convulsively, turned his
dead face to the ground. There was much blood upon the
grassblades.

At the place of successtherebegan morewild clamoringsof
cheers. Themen gesticulated and bellowed in an ecstasy. When
they spokeit wasasif they considered their listener tobea

mileaway. What hats and capswereleft to them they often
dunghighintheair.

At one part of the linefour men had been swooped upon,
and they now sat as prisoners. Some blue men were about
theminan eager and curiouscircle. The soldiershad trapped
strange birds, and therewas an examination. A flurry of fast
guestionswasintheair.

Oneof the prisonerswas nursing asuperficia woundinthe
foot. Hecuddled it, baby-wise, but helooked up fromit often
to cursewith an astonishing utter abandon straight at the noses
of hiscaptors. He consigned them to red regions; he called
upon the pestilentia wrath of strangegods. Andwithitall he
wassingularly freefrom recognition of thefiner pointsof the
con-duct of prisonersof war. It wasasif aclumsy clod had
trod upon histoeand he conceived it to be hisprivilege, his
duty, to use deep, resentful oaths.

Another, who wasaboy inyears, took hisplight with great
calmness and apparent good nature. He conversed with the
menin blue, sudying their faceswith hisbright and keen eyes.
They spoke of battles and conditions. There was an acute
interestindl their facesdur-ing thisexchangeof view points. It

115



TheRed Badge of Courage

seemed agrest satisfaction to hear voicesfromwheredl had ~ and glori-fied, holding histreasure with vanity, cameto him
been darkness and speculation. there. They sat side by sideand congratu-lated each other.

Thethird captive sat with amorose counte-nance. He pre-
served astoical and cold attitude. To all advances he made
onereply without variation, “Ah, got’ hell!”

Thelast of thefour wasawaysslent and, for themost part,
kept hisfaceturned in un-molested directions. Fromtheviews
theyouth recelved he seemed to bein astate of absolutedejec-
tion. Shamewasupon him, and with it profound regret that he
was, perhaps, nomoreto becountedintheranksof hisfellows.
Theyouth could detect no expression that would allow himto
believethat the other wasgiving athought to hisnarrowed fu-
ture, thepictured dungeons, perhaps, and Sarvationsand brutdi-
ties, ligbletotheimagination. All to be seen wasshamefor cap-
tivity and regret for theright to antagonize.

After themen had celebrated sufficiently they settled down
behindtheoldrail fence, onthe opposite sideto theonefrom
whichthelr foeshad been driven. A few shot perfunctorily at
distant marks.

Therewassomelonggrass. Theyouth nestledinit and rested,
making aconvenient rail support theflag. Hisfriend, jubilant
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CHAPTER XXIV

THE ROARINGS THAT HAD Stretchedinalong line of sound across
theface of theforest began to grow intermittent and weaker.
The stentorian speechesof the artillery continued in somedis-
tant encounter, but the crashes of the musketry had almost
ceased. Theyouth and hisfriend of asudden looked up, fedl-
ing adeadened form of distressat thewaning of these noises,
which had becomeapart of life. They could see changesgo-
ing on among thetroops. Therewere march-ingsthisway and
that way. A battery wheeled leisurely. Onthecrest of asmall
hill wasthethick gleam of many departing muskets.

Theyouth arose. “Well, what now, | won-der?’ hesaid. By
histone he seemed to be preparing to resent some new mon-
strosity intheway of dinsand smashes. He shaded hiseyes
with hisgrimy hand and gazed over thefield.

Hisfriend also arose and stared. “I bet

226 we'regoin’ t' git along out of thisan’ back over th’
river,” said he.

“Wdll, | swan!” said theyouth.

They waited, watching. Withinalittlewhiletheregiment re-

ceived orderstoretraceitsway. Themen got up grunting from
the grass, regret-ting the soft repose. They jerked their stiff-
ened legs, and stretched their armsover their heads. Oneman
swore as he rubbed his eyes. They al groaned “O Lord!”
They had asmany objec-tionsto this change asthey would
have had to aproposal for anew battle.

They trampled dowly back over thefield acrosswhichthey
had runinamad scamper.

Theregiment marched until it had joined itsfellows. The
reformed brigade, in column, aimed through awood at the
road. Directly they werein amass of dust-covered troops,
andweretrudging donginaway pardle totheenemy’slines
asthese had been defined by the previousturmoil.

They passed withinview of astolid whitehouse, and saw in
front of it groupsof their com-radeslying inwait behind aneat
breastwork. A row of gunswere booming at adistant enemy.
Shellsthrowninreply wereraising clouds of dust and splin-
ters. Horsemen dashed al ong theline of intrenchments.

Atthispoint of itsmarch thedivision curved away fromthe
field and went winding off inthedirection of theriver. When
the significance of thismovement had impressed itself upon
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the youth he turned his head and looked over his shoulder
toward thetrampled and debris-strewed ground. He breathed
abreeth of new satisfac-tion. Hefindly nudged hisfriend. “Well,
it'sdl over,” hesaidtohim.

Hisfriend gazed backward. “B’ Gawd, itis,” he assented.
They mused.

For atimetheyouth wasobliged toreflect in apuzzled and
uncertain way. Hismind was undergoing asubtle change. It
took momentsfor it to cast off itsbattleful waysand resumeits
accustomed course of thought. Gradually hisbrain emerged
from the clogged clouds, and at |ast he was enabled to more
closely compre-hend himself and circumstance.

He understood then that the existence of shot and counter-
shot wasinthepast. Hehad dwelt inaland of strange, squall-
ing upheavalsand had comeforth. He had been wherethere
wasred of blood and black of passion, and hewas es-caped.
Hisfirst thoughtsweregiventorgoic-ingsat thisfact.

Later he began to study his deeds, his fail-ures, and his
achievements. Thus, freshfrom sceneswheremany of hisusud
machinesof re-flection had beenidle, from where hehad pro-
ceeded sheeplike, he struggled to marshd dl hisacts.

At last they marched before him clearly. From this present
view point he was enabled to ook upon them in spectator
fashion and to criticise them with some correctness, for his
new condition had aready defeated certain sym-pathies.

Regarding his procession of memory hefelt gleeful and
unregretting, for init hispublic deedswere paraded in great
and shining prominence. Those performanceswhich had been
witnessed by hisfelowsmarched now inwidepurpleand gold,
having variousdeflections. They went gayly withmusic. It was
pleasuretowatchthesethings. Hespent delightful minutesview-
ing thegilded imagesof memory.

Hesaw that hewasgood. Herecalled with athrill of joy the
respectful commentsof hisfel-lowsupon hisconduct.

Nevertheless, the ghost of hisflight fromthefirst engage-
ment gppeared to him and danced. Thereweresmall shoutings
in hisbrain about these matters. For amoment he blushed,
andthelight of hissoul flickered with shame.

A specter of reproach cameto him. Thereloomed the dog-
ging memory of thetattered soldier—hewho, gored by bullets
andfaint for blood, had fretted concerning animagined wound
inanother; hewho hadloaned hislast of strengthandintellect
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for thetal soldier; hewho, blind with wearinessand pain, had
been deserted inthefield.

For aningstant awretched chill of sweat wasuponhimat the
thought that he might be detected in the thing. Ashe stood
persistently before hisvision, hegavevent toacry of sharp
irritation and agony.

Hisfriend turned. “What' sthe matter, Henry?” hedemanded.
Theyouth’sreply wasan outburst of crimson oaths.

Ashemarched dongthelittle branch-hung roadway among
hisprattling companionsthisvision of cruelty brooded over
him. It clung near him awaysand darkened hisview of these
deedsin purpleand gold. Whichever way histhoughtsturned
they werefollowed by the somber phantom of thedesertionin
thefields. Helooked stedlthily at hiscompanions, feding sure
that they must discerninhisfaceevidencesof thispursuit. But
they were plodding in ragged array, discussing with quick
tonguestheaccomplishmentsof thelate battle.

“Oh, if aman should comeup an’ ask me, I’d say wegot a
dumgood lickin’.”

“Lickin’—inyer eyel Weain't licked, sonny. We'regoin’
down hereaways, swingaroun’, an’ comeinbehint ‘em.”

“Oh, hush, withyour comin’ inbehint ‘em. I’veseenall ‘a
that | wanta. Don’t tell me about comin’ in behint—"

“Bill Smithers, heseshe drather beeninten hundred battles
than beeninthat heluvahospital. He sesthey got shootin’ in
th’ night-time, an’ shellsdropped plumamong ‘eminth’ hos-
pital. Hesessech hollerin’ henever see.”

“Hasbrouck?He' sth’ best of f’ cer inthisherereg' ment. He's
awhae”

“Didn’t | tell yehwe' d comearoun’ inbehint ‘em?Didn't|
tell yeh so?We—"

“Oh, shet yehmouth!”

For atimethispursuing recollection of thetattered man took
al elation fromtheyouth'sveins. Hesaw hisvivid error, and
hewas afraid that it would stand beforehim all hislife. He
took no sharein the chatter of hiscomrades, nor did helook
at them or know them, savewhen hefelt sudden suspicion that
they were seeing histhoughts and scrutinizing each detail of
the scenewith thetattered soldier.

Yet gradually he mustered forceto put thesin at adistance.
And at last hiseyes seemed to open to some new ways. He
found that he could ook back upon the brass and bombast of

119



TheRed Badge of Courage

hisearlier gospel sand seethem truly. Hewasgleeful when he
discovered that he now despised them.

With this conviction came astore of assur-ance. Hefelt a
quiet manhood, nonassertive but of sturdy and strong blood.
He knew that he would no more quail before his guides
wher-ever they should point. He had been to touch the great
death, and found that, after all, it was but the great death.
Hewasaman.

So it came to pass that as he trudged from the place of
blood and wrath his soul changed. He came from hot plow-
sharesto prospectsof clover tranquilly, and it was asif hot
plowshareswere not. Scarsfaded asflowers.

It rained. The procession of weary soldiers became abe-
draggled train, despondent and muttering, marching with churn-
ing effortinatrough of liquid brown mud under alow, wretched
sky. Yet the youth smiled, for he saw that the world was a
world for him, though many discovered it to bemade of oaths
and walking sticks. He had rid himself of thered sickness of
battle. The sultry nightmarewasin the past. He had been an
animal blistered and sweating in the heat and pain of war. He
turned now with alover’sthirst toimages of tranquil skies,

fresh meadows, cool brooks—an existence of soft and eter-
nal peace.

Over theriver agoldenray of sun camethrough the hosts of
leadenrain clouds.
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