


When Stephen Crane was born in 1871, in Newark, New
Jersey, he was the last in a big family of fourteen chil
dren His minister father was very strict and wouldn t
permit his children any amusements except reading

Although Stephen enjoyed reading, along with writ
ing and baseball, he rebelled against a formal educa
tion 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 writing a war novel
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While the veterans who wrote these articles described
what happened , they never described how they felt
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 be
fore 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 bat
tles—Chancellorsville

Crane couldnt interest book publishers in his sto
Ty, so he sold it to a newspaper syndicate, and in Decem
ber, 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!
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The story was greeted with great enthusiasm,
especially by many Civil War veterans, who insisted
that Crane had to have been in the war himself to have
described so accurately all that the soldiers felt

Stephen Crane later did report on wars, in Cuba and
in Greece But these assignments 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 published four
books of short stories and two books of poetry But he
is best remembered for his classic American novel of the

Civil War!






It was dawn on a spring morning in 1863, and the
young Union soldiers of the 304th Regiment were just wa
king 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 hill
side 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 Con
federate campfires that had been burning 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 Confeder
ate armies in this Civil War

By now, the men were disappointed, frustrated, and
bored They had spent the war drilling endlessly on any
open field their lieutenant could find and waiting end
lessly 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 regiment s cook was pouring
hot coffee into tin cups for the soldiers gathered a
round 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

“ T think T11 clean my rifle,” said Tom, “ even
though I did it two days ago Aint nothin much else t
do ”
“ T guess I'11 write t my ma,” said Henry “ She wor
ries if she dont hear from me regular,‘® specially with
pa dead I know its 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 Run
ning up the path was Jim Conklin, another of the farm
boys in their regiment Jim was waving a wet shirt high
above his head to attract attention






“ Hey, Jim,” called Henry, “ what you doin all that
shoutin for?
“ 1 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 them cavalry fellers was there waterin his horse
His brother works at division headquarters, an he told
im our regiments goin up river tmorrow an comin
round over th hill behind th rebels ”
“ That s a lie!” shouted a corporal “ Yeh don t know
what yer talkin about!”
“ Yeah,” added Tom Wilson, “ T dont believe this
army s ever goin t move Why, we got ready t move eight
times these last two weeks and we ain t moved one single

step

“ ” “ ”






The men began arguing among themselves, some
believing Jim and others accusing him of making up the
story to feel important

Henry listened to these arguments, first with some
doubt, then with eagerness “ So, at last Im goin to
fight,” he whispered to himself His eyes glowed as he
remembered how from the time he was old enough to read,
he had pictured himself a hero in every battle through
out history, in every battle in every corner of the
world

So, when this war had come, it was important to Hen
ry to be part of it His mother had called him a fool and
discouraged him But Henry was determined and had en

listed in a company that was forming in their town






When he walked into the barn in his shiny blue
uniform, his mother went right on milking their cow,
though tears ran down her wrinkled cheeks and her thin
body began to quiver as she spoke to him

“ Yeh take care of yerself, son Yeh do what they
tell yeh an dont yeh git in the company of wild fellers
who drink an swear Remember that yer pa taught yeh not
t think a anythin‘ cept whats right ”

Before leaving to join his regiment, Henry had
stopped at his school to say good bye to his friends
The young people had crowded around him, admiring his
blue uniform with its shiny brass buttons and praising
him for his bravery Even the girls looked at him ador

ingly, and Henry had beamed with pride






On the march from New York to Washington, the
recruits were welcomed at each town People prepared
feasts, young girls smiled and flirted with them, and
old men complimented them on their bravery Henry felt
like a hero even before his first battle

But then had come months and months of boredom at
this campsite in northern Virginia, where the recruits
had done nothing but drill, or try to keep warm, or sit
and twiddle their thumbs

The only enemy Henry had seen or heard was a lone
guard on duty on the southern side of a nearby river
when Henry was on patrol on the northern side

“ Yankee boy,” the ragged guard had called to him,
“ yvall seem like a right good young feller, a little
dumb mebbe for fightin, but right good ”



