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About the Author

When Stephen Crane was born in
1871, in Newark, New Jersey, he was the
last in a big family of fourteen children. His
minister father was very strict and wouldn’ t
permit his children any amusements except
reading.

Although Stephen enjoyed reading, a-
long with writing and baseball, he rebelled
against a formal education and dropped out
of college. He then moved to New York
City, where some free-lance writing for
newspapers kept him from always being
broke and hungry.

Then a series of magazine articles on
Civil War battles gave him the idea of wri-
ting a war novel. While the vete-rans who
wrote these articles described what hap-

pened , they never described how they fel:.
I



Stephen Crane would change all that in his
novel.

So, although the 21-year-old writer had
never been in a war and was writing about
one that was fought before he was born,
Crane described with uncanny accuracy the
fears and sorrows, the cowardice and
courage of the soldiers as they fought one of
the war’s bloodiest battles—Chancel-
lorsville.

Crane couldn’ t interest book publishers
in his story, so he sold it to a newspaper syn-
dicate, and in December, 1894, The Red
Badge of Courage appeared in serial form in
over 700 newspapers. For his 18, 000-word
story, Crane was paid a half-cent a word, for
a total of $90!

The story was greeted with great en-
thusiasm, especially by many Civil War ve-
terans, who insisted that Crane had to have
been in the war himself to have described so

accurately all that the soldiers felt.
I



Stephen Crane later did report on
wars, in Cuba and in Greece. But these as-
signments left him with his own red
badge—malaria and tuberculosis. These
diseases led to his death in 1900, at the
young age of 28.

During his short life, Crane also pub-
lished four books of short stories and two
books of poetry. But he is best remembered
for his classic American novel of the Civil

War!
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CHAPTER 1

Endless Waiting, Endless Drilling

TREVER , TTRBVERSR

It was dawn! on a spring morning in 1863, and
the young Union soldiers of the 304th Regiment®
were just waking up. Most of the 304th were farm
boys from New York State who had enlisted® in the
army of the North. Now, they were camped* in
rough log huts and tents’ on a hillside somewhere in
northern Virginia®.

From their position, they could see the wooded’
hills opposite them. Rising above the distant trees
were scattered® puffs’ of smoke, the remains of the
Confederate!® campfires!! that had been burning

1.{dom]v. 8k 2. ['redsimont] n. B 3.[in'list] v. £ &
4. [keemplv. 3L ¥ S.[tontln.tkE 6. [vo'dginialn. kT R EHM
(BoA) 7.['wodidla. WAR KLY 8. [ 'sketad]a. 56
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throughout! the night.

For months, the raw? troops of the 304th had
been at this camp. They had seen no fighting and
had only heard reports of great battles between the
Union and Confederate armies in this Civil War.

By now, the men were disappointed, frus-
trated’ ,and bored. They had spent the war drilling
endlessly on any open field their lieutenant* ocould
find and waiting endlessly for orders to go into battle.

Stretching and yawning® as they came out of
their tent, Henry Fleming and Tom Wilson, two
close friends, headed for® the campfire. The regi-
ment’s cook was pouring hot coffee into tin’ cups
for the soldiers gathered around him. In between
pouring, he was stirring® the men’s breakfast in a
big black pot that was suspended® over the fire.

Once breakfast was over, the men scattered
about the camp, each looking for ways to keep busy

and make the waiting less boring.
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Two Close Friends Wake Up.
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“I think I’ll clean my rifle, ”said Tom, “even
though I did it two days ago. Ain’ t nothin’ much
else t’do.”

“I guess I’ Il write t’ my ma,” said Henry.
“She worries if she don’ t hear from me regular,
‘specially with pa dead. I know it’s hard runnin’!
the farm without me t’ help.”

Before the two started off, they heard shouts
from the path that led to a small creek? below the
camp. Running up the path was Jim Conklin, ano-
ther of the farm boys in their regiment. Jim was wa-
ving a wet shirt high above his head to attract
attention.

“Hey, Jim,” called Henry, “what you doin’ all
that shoutin’for?”

“I got news! "hollered® Jim, trying to catch his
breath as a crowd of soldiers surrounded him.
“Listen here! I was just down at the creek
washin’my shirt and one a’4 them cavalry® fellers®
was there waterin’ his horse. His brother works at
division headquarters’, an’® he told ‘im’our regi-
ment’ s goin’ up river t’ morrow!’ an’ comin’

1. runnin’ = numning # U**;Fﬁ 2. [knik] n. ik
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