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éhapter I

_ Dawn revealed the Northern Army' camped on the hillsides,
resting. As the land changed from the brown of night to the green
" of morning? the army woke up, listening eagerly for the latest
A tall soldier went down to the stream in the valley to
wash a shirt. He came flying back, waving the garment like
aflag. He was full of a tale® which he had heard from an honest
friend, who had heard it from a truthful gunner, who had heard
it frgn_i his werthy brother who was a clerk at the headquarters of
the division. He had the important manner of an o fficial herald s
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“We're geing to move tomorrow,” he said decidedly to a
group of his own company. “We’re g ing up the river, then
across, and come around behind them.”

His listeners were attentive as he explained the detailed plan
of a very briiliant campaign. When he had finished, the blue-
clothed men scattered into small arguing groups between the
rows of low brown huts.

“It’s a lie ! that’s all it is—a Auge lie 17” said another soldier
ioudly. He was red in the face, and his hands were thrust
angrily into his trousers’ pockets. He treated the matter as a
personal attack. “I don’t believe this old army is ever going to -
move. We're stuck here.r  TI've got ready to move eight times in
the last two weeks, and we haven’t moved yet.”

The tall soldier felt it was his duty to defend the truth of
the news which he himself had brought. He and the loud one®
came very wnear fo fighting over itt.

There was hot discussion® among the men. One gave a clear
outline of all the plans of the cammandmg general®. Several
disagreed, saying that there were different plans of campaign,
They argued fiercely, and each group tried to gain the aiten-
tion of the others. Meanwhile, the soldier whe had begun the
story moved about with much importance. Everyone wanted
to question him.

“What’s happening, Jim 7

“The army’s going to move.”

“Ah, what are you talking about ? How do you know ?°

“Well, you can believe me or not, just as you like. I don’t
care.”
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The others were thoughtful when they keard this. They
were almost convinced by Lis refusal to produce proof. The
excitement increased.

There was a youthful private soldier* who listened with eager
ears to the words of the tall man and to the comments of the
cthers. When he had heard enough about marches and attacks,
he went to his hut and crawied through the low hole which was
the door. He wished to be alone with some new thoughts that
had lately come to his mind,

He lay down on a wide bed that stretched across the end of
the room. The news astonished him. So they were going to
fight at last. The next day, perhaps, there would be a battle,
and he would be in it. He could hardly believe that he was
about to take part in one of those gieat affairs of the earth.
He had dreamed of battles all his life. He had imagined him-
self in many struggles, and had seen himself as the great
protector of peoples®. But the battles of his imagination were
things of the past—like heavy crowns and high castles®. They
seemed to have no place in ordinary life. Religion and educa-
tion had quietened the instinct to killt, or else the cost of war
was too_high.

Several times he had burned with desire to enlist5. Tales
of great movements excited him. He had read much about the
war and he had longed to see it all. In his busy mind therc
were large pictures, brilliant in colour and lit up with glorious
deeds.

But his mother had discouraged him. She had been scornful

of® his warlike feelings. She could think of many hundreds -
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The youthful private soldier listened with eager ears to the
words of the tall soldier



of reasons why it was far more important that he should stay
on the farm than go to the field of battle. He usually lost his
arguments with her because she always seemed so sure that her
opinions were right.

At last, however, his feelings grew stronger than his mother’s
persuasion. The army was in fact fighting very well down
there towards the South. Almost every day the newspapers
printed accounts of a decisive victory. One night, as he lay in
bed, he heard the ringing of the church bell, which meant that
there was news of a great battle. He had trembled with emo-
tion. Later, he had gone to his mother’s room and had
said, “Ma, I'm going to enlist.”

“Henry, don’t be a fool,” his mother had replied. She had
then covered her face with a blanket, and that was the end of
the matter for the night.

Nevertheless, the next morning he had gone to a town near
the farm and had enlisted in a company that was forming
there. When he had returned his mother was milking the
brown cow. Four others stood waiting. “Ma, I've enlisted’
he had said. There was a short silence. ““It’s God's will,
Henry,” she had finally replied, and had then continued to milk
the brown cow. But he had seen two tears running down her
rough cheeks.

Later, she had disappointed him by saying nothing about
his returning as a hero, alive or dead. He had prepared certain
sentences which he hoped would calm her fears, but he had no
chance to say them. She had gone on with her work in the
kitchen and addressed him as follows: “Take good care of your-
self, Henry, in all this fighting business. Don’t think that you
can beat the whole rebel army*, because you can’t.  You're just -
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one little fellow among a wiolz lot of others, and you've got to
keep quiet and do what they tell you. Tknow what you're like,
Henry.” :

“Always be careful to choose your friends. There are lots
of bad men in the army, Henry. The army makes them wild?,
and they like rothing beiter than® teaching a young fellow like
you, who has never been away from home before, how to
drink and swear. Keep away from that kind, Henry. I don’t
want you ever to do anyihing that you’d be ashamed to tell me
about. Just think that I'm watching you. If you keep that in
your miind, I’'m sure you’ll be all right.”

“You must always remember your father, too, chxld and
remember that he never drank a drop of liguor in his life and
seldom used a bad word®.”

“Idon’t know what else to tell you, Henry, except that* you
must always do your duty. Don’t worry about me. If the time
come when you have to be killed or do an unpleasant thing,
why, Henry, don’t think of anything except what’s right. Many
women have to suffer such things these days, and the Lord will
take care of us all. I’ve put a cup of blackberiy jam with your
things because I know you like it best of all. ‘Goodbye, Henry.
Take care, and be a good boy.”

He had been impatient as he listened to this speech. It had
not been quite what he expected, and he could not entirely
conceal his annoyance. He had been glad to leave, but, when
he had looked back from the gate and had seen his mother
shaking with sorrow, he had felt suddenly ashamed of bis
thoughts,
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On the way to Washington his spirits had risen. The
regiment was welcomed and fed generously at every station
uniil the youth had believed that he must be a hero. As the
smiles of the girls and the congratulations of the old men were
showered on him*, he felt that he had the strength to do mighty
- deeds in war. '

After complicated journeys with many pauses, he had speat
Iong, dull months in a military camp. He had believed that
real war was a series of death struggles with only a short time
in between for sleep and meals?; but since his regiment had
come to the field the army had done little bur sit still and try
10 keep warm®. He remembered his old ideas—that education
and religion had drought an end to* the old kind of war.

He felt then that the army was just a show of force®; the men
in blue were not meant to fight; and his concern.was only to
" make himself comfortable. Every day there were marching
and exercises, and these were watched by important officers.

The only enemies he had seen were seme guards along the
river bank. They were pleasant, sunburnt fellows who some-
times shot thoughtfully at the blue guards. When they were
scolded for this, they expressed sorrow and swore solemnly
that their guns had exploded without permissionS,

Old soldiers had told him tales about the enemy. Some
talked of fierce, bearded warriors who fought with extraor-
dinary bravery, advancing with tobacco in their mouths and
curses on their lips. Others spoke of hungry, badly clothed men
who would go through the fires qf hell” to win a meal. From the
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stories, the youth imagined the red, live bones sticking out
through holes in the faded uniforms. He did not know what to
believe.

But it did not matter what kind of soldiers he was going to
fight, so long as they fought, and everyone agreed that they
would. There was a more serious problem. He lay on his bed
thinking about it. He was trying to prove to himself that he
would not run away from a battle. He had never thought much
about this before, but it could happen. He was forced to admit
that as far as war was concerned® he did not know how he would
act,

A little fear grew in his mind.  As his imagination went
forward to a fight, he saw terrible possibilitics. He saw the
fire, the blood and the bodies, but quite failed to see himself
standing bravely in the midst of them. He remembered his
visions of glory?, but now that the battle was near he suspected
that they were impossible pictures.

He sprang up from the bed, trembling. *“Good Lord, what’s
the matter with me 7 he said aloud.

He decided to watch himself closely in these new circum-
stances, and to gather as much information about himself as
he could. In this way, perhaps, the personal qualities of which
he knew nothing would not disgrace him in battle. “Good
Lord !” he repeated in horror.

After a time the tall soldier came in, followed by the loud
one. They shared the hut with the youth. They were still
arguing. .

“That’s all right,” said the tall soldier as he entered. “Vou
can believe me or not, just as you like. All you’ve got to do is to
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sit down and wait. You’ll pretty soon find out that 1 was right.”
He began to pack various articles into his knapsack.

The youth looked down at the busy figurel. “Going to be a
battle is there?, Jim ?” he asked. .

“Of course there is,” replied the tall soldier. *You just
wait until tomorrow, and youll see one of the biggest battles
there ever was, You just wait.”

“Thunder 1”® said the youth.

“QOh, yowll see fighting this time, my boy,” the tall soldier
added, with the air of a man who is about to atrange a battle
Jor the benefit of* his friends.

“Huh !” said the loud one from a corner.

“Well,” said the youth, “this story will probably turn out
just likes the others did.”

“Oh, no, it won’t,” replied the tall soldier. *“You just wait.”

The youth was silent for a time. Then he spoke to the tall
soldier. “Jim !”

“What 7"

“How do you think the regiment will fight

“Oh, they’ll fight all right, after they get started,” said
the other with calm judgment. He made careful use of the
third person “they”. “They’ve been laughed at, of course,
because they’re new; but they’ll fight all right, I think.”

“Do you think any of the boys will run ?”

“Oh, there may be a few who’ll run.  Every regiment has a
few like that, especially when they first go wnder fire®, Of
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cotirse it might happen that the whole lot* will run if they go
into some big battle straight away?, or they might stay and
fight like devils®. You can’t be sure, because théy’ve never
been under fire yet, and they’re not likely to beat the whole
rebel army the first time. I think they’ll fight better than some,
if worse than others.”

“Did - you ever thmk you might run yourself, Jim ?” the
youth asked. He laughed then, as if he had meant the question
as a joke. The loud soldier also laughed.

The tall private waved his hand. “Well,” he said so!emnly,
“T've thought it might get too hot* for Jim Conklin, and if a
whole lot of the boys started to run, why, I suppose I'd run too.
And if I once started to run, I’d run like the dévil, and no mistake.
But if everybody stood and fought why, Ibet I'd stand and.
ﬁght t00.”

. The youth was gra,teful for these words of his ‘companion.
He had feared that all the men who had never fought before
possessed a great and correct confidence. He was fnow re-
assured 10 some extentS, ! 4 '
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Chapter 2

The next morning it was discovered that the story was
not true; the army was not going to move. Those who had
believed the tale made great fun of* the tall soldier. The youth,
however, still had his problem. In fact, it was more annoying
than before, because the answer would now be delayed again,

For days he puzzied over the question, but his ideas were
all very unsatisfactory. He finally concluded that the only way
to prove himself was to go into a battlé and to watch his legs,
and thus find out their merits and faults. To know the answer
he needed blood and fire and danger, just as a doctor needed
this, that and the other to make medicine. He must wait for an
opportunity.

. Meanwhile, he continued to measure himself secretly by his
companions. The calmness of the tall soldier gave him confi-
dence, but he would have liked to have found another who
suspected himself. A comparison of feelings would have given
him much pleasure. The problem did not seem to occupy
the minds of the other soldiers at all. Sometimes they appeared
"to the youth to be great heroes by the eager way they talked
of the coming battles; at- other times be felt that they were all
privately wondering and trembling like himself.

In his anxiety the youth was continuously troubled by the
- slowness-of the war®. The generals seemed content to wait
peaccfully on the river bank without any regard for the weight
of his great problem. He wanted the matter settled immediately®,
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He could not go on carrying such a load of trouble and doubt.

Before dawn one morning his regiment formed ranks ready
to march away. In the darkness their blue uniforms looked a
" deep purple colour. From across the river they could see the
camp fires of the enemy, like small red eyes. The colonel of
the regiment, on a huge horse, stood silently in front. They
waited patiently for a long time, but excitement was rising;
for they could hear the sound of marching feet in the distance'.

At last an officer arrived on horseback? and spoke briefly
to the colonel, and a moment later the regiment went swinging
off into the darkness®, The air was heavy and cold with dew.
The wet grass under their feet sounded like silk. There was
an occasional flash of steel from the rifles they carried, and,
somewhere behind them, the wheel noises of heavy guns could
be heard.

Presently they came on to a road and marched forward more
casily. Another regiment was in front of them, and they could
hear the small sounds of moving equipment on the bodies of
marching men behind them.

When at last the sun struck full on the earth®, the youth saw
two long, thin, black columns which disappeared over a hill in
front and vanished into a wood behind. They were like two
long snakes crawling out of the cave of night.

The arguments as 705 which plan was being followed began -
again, butthe youthtook no partinthem. Ashe walked along,
he was engaged with his own problem®. He could think of
nothing else. He studied the faces of his companions, hoping
for signs of similar doubts, but he was disappointed. The men
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