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Stephen Crane - A Biographical Sketch

By Thomas L. Raymond

Stephen Crane is a name which suggests a Newarker as
strongly as any name can. One of the seven men who
represented Newark in a boundary settlement, with some
men from Elizabeth, on a hill out in Weequahic Park, was
Jasper Crane, who was one of the founders of Newark, two
hundred and fifty-five years ago, and whose farm came to
the southwest corner of Broad and Market streets. One of
his descendants, Stephen Crane, was a member of the
Continental Congress and had four sons who were soldiers
in the Revolution. From Jasper Crane and Stephen Crane
was descended our Stephen Crane, who also won fame, but
not the sort his ancestors had, for he won his in the world
of letters, as a great artist of his craft.

His father, the Reverend Jonathan Townley Crane, D.D.,
was born in Connecticut Farms and later moved to Newark.
He became a Methodist, — his family had been
Presbyterians, I fancy, until his generation,— and was
Pastor of the Central Methodist Church on Market Street,
and later Presiding Elder of the Methodist Conference for
Newark. His wife was Mary Helen Peck, and both were
strong in intellect, writers, he of theology, she, after his
death, for the "New York Tribune." It was in Newark, at 14
Mulberry Place, that Stephen Crane, whose memory we
honor tonight, was born on November 1,1871. The simple
red brick three-story house still stands there, a ghost of the
dear old Newark of the seventies and eighties, when its
streets were quiet and shady and its life serene. To realize
that such a life as Crane's came from such a house and



such surroundings requires some forcing of the
imagination. He was the youngest of fourteen children, and
it is evident that the family supply of theology and religious
piety had run out before this last Crane was born, for he
does not seem a likely heir of such ancestors. He was taken
from Newark in 1874, when his father, in the itinerancy of
his ministry, was called elsewhere.

The Cranes moved from Newark to Bloomington, which is
across the Raritan River from Bound Brook, where they
lived for two years. Stephen's brother Edmund tells some
amusing stories of him in his early years. The boys, of
whom there were seven in the family at this time, used to
go down to the river to swim, taking Stevie with them. He
says: "We often took Stevie bathing with us in the Raritan
River about half a mile above the bridge. There was a
smooth, sandy bar extending from the south bank across
the river, very shallow near the shore and growing deeper
toward the middle of the river. Stevie would wade in the
shallows watched by one of us. Wading breast deep in
water he would stretch out his arms and waving his hands,
would achieve what he called 'fimming.' He started to 'fim'
to 'Wee-wee' (Willie), my next older brother, who was
farther out in the river. As the depth gradually increased
the water came up to his chin, then to his mouth, and then
to his eyes, but he kept steadily on, and I plucked him out,
gasping but unscared, just as his yellow hair was going
under. We boys were naturally delighted with his grit."

From Bloomington the family removed to Paterson and two
years later to Port Jervis, where Stephen first went to
school. He was eight years old before beginning school.
Because of his delicate health he had not been sent to
school before this and it seems his parents had not
attempted to teach him in any formal way; but his mind
was active and bright and he soon passed from class to



class until he was studying in classes with children older
than himself. In 1880 his father died and his mother took
the family to Newark, where they lived for a short while in
the Roseville section, then went to live again in Port Jervis.
About two years later they removed to Asbury Park, where
Townley Crane, an older brother, was in charge of a news
bureau for the "New York Herald" and "Sun" and the
"Philadelphia Press." Stephen attended school in Asbury
Park, and in 1888 we find him reporting "Shore News" as
an aid to his brother Townley. Mrs. Crane at this time was
reporting the religious news of Ocean Grove. Townley's
connection with the "Tribune" was terminated abruptly in
the fall of 1888 through a very amusing incident. It seems
that young Stephen reported a parade of a certain patriotic
order in Asbury Park in the summer of 1892, but in his
report of it, he gave full play to his sense of humor and
"made a burlesque of the whole performance," ridiculing
the marchers, their clothes, and the way they marched. The
order was growing very strong in numbers and influence at
this time, and the Republicans were anxious to obtain their
votes for Harrison and Reid, who were that year running
for President and Vice-President. The story Crane had
written was approved by William J. Devereux, who was in
charge of the news bureau because of Townley's absence,
without careful reading. Thinking it of little importance, he
sent it on and it duly appeared the next morning in print. It
caused great indignation among the men of the order in the
State of New York, and in fact everywhere, and since
Whitelaw Reid was the editor of the "Tribune" and
Republican candidate for Vice-President, it turned them
against the ticket.

The state, the vote of which decided the election, was
carried by Cleveland by about a thousand votes, and so it
has been said that Crane made Cleveland President of the
United States. This is Mr. Devereux's account of the



incident, and it appeared contemporaneously, I believe, in
the "Trenton Times." Others tell of a parade of labor men
upon which Crane's comments were equally unwelcome,
but in which he treated the subject from another point of
view, that of the social psychologist, and we are left to
choose between the two accounts. Both stories relate to the
same incident, however, but Billy Devereux's is far more
colorful.

The process of educating Stephen Crane was never
completed in the academic sense. It is said that he went to
Pennington Seminary, then to the Hudson River Institute at
Claverack, New York, a military school, then to Lafayette
College in 1890, where he remained but two terms, then to
Syracuse University, which he left after one year, in 1891.
Though endowed with a fine mind and a penetrating
intelligence, he was a poor scholar; bad in his English, fond
of going out of nights and smoking a pipe; not a hard
worker; unreasonably often absent from his classes, a
possible cause of the abrupt termination of his stay at
Lafayette; but "a good fellow," considerate, gentle, though
ready to use his fists in a good cause with effect when
necessary; a baseball player, and a good one. Finally, we
are told that while at college he spent what time he could
in typesetting rooms of local newspapers, and that this very
elementary stage in literature inspired him with the desire
to write. One more item of interest about his college days:
he read a great deal, but out of his courses, and into late
hours of the night. This is the picture of Stephen Crane at
school and college which I gather from the many sources of
information placed in my hands. It is a probable picture,
and his later life gives no contradiction to the truth of it. It
is very interesting also. Genius cannot be harnessed; the
school of genius is unorganized and undisciplined, and we
cannot but feel that all through these years, no doubt vastly
irksome to him, he had his eye on his goal, he knew what



he was about; consciously or unconsciously he was fitting
himself for his remarkable career.

On leaving college he was fated, however, to find himself in
a far more bitter school — the school of poverty and
disappointment, of fruitless effort and failure of
recognition; a school in which he paid with hunger for the
printing of his first book; in which he once said: "I would
give my future literary career for twenty-three dollars in
cash at this minute." After leaving college he sought work
without success on some New York newspaper, toiling
through Park Row, upstairs and downstairs, from one
editor's office to another; but was obliged to take a position
in a mercantile house, which he soon gave up. He went
through all the poverty and privation in these days that one
must know who determines to live his own life and express
his own soul, but at last was employed by the "Tribune," on
the staff of which he worked for over a year. Crane later
joined the staff of the "Newark Morning Times," a journal
whose short career will be recalled by some of us old
grayheads. He worked for the "Times" a short while for $10
a week and then returned to New York City. Here he lived a
life of great poverty, writing special articles for Sunday
newspapers and doing any writing he could to make a
living.

He came to know the men who were then prominent in the
literary circle of New York —Richard Watson Gilder, Hamlin
Garland, Thomas Masson, Edward Townsend, and others.
He investigated the life of the East Side and of the slums.
The urge of art was strong in him and he wrote his first
novel, "Maggie, a Girl of the Streets," a story of a sordid
family of the slums, for which he unsuccessfully tried to
find a publisher. Eventually it was privately printed and
published under the pseudonym of Johnstone Smith, and
came to the notice of William Dean Howells, who



recognized at once the genius of its author. From this time
Howells was his friend, encouraging him, helping him, and
giving him his start. Then came the book that proved the
turning-point in his career, bringing him from obscurity into
full light as a writer of great force and imagination, "The
Red Badge of Courage," published by Appleton in 1895,
after first appearing in a Philadelphia newspaper. "The
Black Riders and Other Lines" followed, published by
Copeland and Day in Boston in 1895 in beautiful form, a
choice little book which I predict collectors will seize upon.
This was followed by "George's Mother" (1896); "The Little
Regiment and Other Episodes of the American Civil War"
(1896); "The Third Violet" (1897); "The Open Boat and
Other Tales of Adventure" (1898); "The Monster" (1899);
"Whilomyville Stories" (1900); "Wounds in the Rain" (1900);
"Great Battles of the World" (1901); "The O'Ruddy"” (1903),
which at his death was unfinished and was completed by
his friend Robert Barr.

Upon these books the judgment of Stephen Crane as an
artist must be based. It is, I think, a rich product for so
short a life. It is apparent that writing books in New York
City, lover of action and adventure that he was, had made
him restless, and no doubt Crane gladly seized the
opportunity to go to Cuba, where the uprising that led to
the Spanish-American War was well under way. In the fall
of 1896 he was engaged as correspondent for the "New
York Journal." Having determined upon this adventure, he
was obliged to await the secret sailing of the filibustering
ship that was to take him to Cuba. Receiving sudden notice
of its time of departure, and having no opportunity to
arrange his private affairs, he wrote his brother hasty
directions for their disposition in case of his death, which
he evidently anticipated as a likely result of his enterprise.
The steamer was wrecked off the Florida coast, and for
several days and nights he and three others of the crew



were tossed about on "the abrupt waves," as he calls them.
He tells his story in "The Open Boat," and splendid reading
it is! They were at last rescued, dragged up on the beach,
one of them dead, after Crane and one of the others had
done all the rowing, taking their turns at rest in the wet
bottom of the storm-tossed little boat. This fearful
experience must have injured his health permanently; still
he did not give up his intention of going on to Cuba but
waited around to find other means of getting there. After
futile efforts, he writes his brother in March, 1897: "I have
been for over a month among the swamps further South [of
Jacksonville], wading miserably to and fro in an attempt to
avoid our darned U. S. navy. It can't be done. I am through
trying. I have changed all my plans and am going to Crete."

He was not yet weary of adventure. The Graeco-Turkish
war had broken out, and before resting up from one
terrible experience he was rushing to another, planning to
go to the scene of war in Crete as correspondent of the
"New York Journal." Apparently he went to Crete by way of
England. This was his first visit to England, and it was here
in all likelihood that he was engaged as field correspondent
of the "Westminster Gazette." When the Spanish-American
War broke out in 1898, he was back in New York, and the
spirit of adventure took him off" again to Cuba as war
correspondent of the "New York Journal" and the "New
York World." He was at Guantanamo, Santiago, and Havana
and in Porto Rico. He was mentioned in official dispatches
for gallantry under fire with the marines near Guantanamo.
Did he leave Cuba after the war by way of Mexico? It is
merely a surmise of mine that he did, because some of his
stories in "The Open Boat and Other Tales" indicate an
intimate acquaintance with Mexico City, the Mexican
plains, and Mexican life generally. He certainly knows the
American bar in Mexico City, the adobe hut, the Mexican
peasant, the Mexican sky and night. He knows his Texas



also, and in all probability he came back to New York
leisurely through Mexico and Texas, filling his mind on the
way with those impressions, sharp of outline and rich in
color, of what he saw and heard, of which he has written so
beautifully in many short stories. I especially recall "The
Bride comes to Yellow Sky,""The Five White Mice," "One
Dash—Horses" as fine glimpses of life in Mexico and in
Texas.

Though I have not seen any of his articles as war
correspondent, several of the admirers of his literary work
express the opinion that he made a great mistake in
attempting to do other than imaginative writing. He was
evidently not a success at journalistic writing at any time in
his career. Unhappily it was the hardships of the sort of
journalistic work he had chosen that injured his health and
laid the foundation for tuberculosis which developed later
and brought his young and remarkable life to an all too
early close. He had tasted of the sweets of life in England
on his first visit there in 1897, and the lure seems to have
called him back after his return from the war in Cuba. He
had friends there; he was understood and appreciated by
the best minds in literature; English life appealed to him,
and no doubt his shattered health was a further motive in
his determination to live in England. No wonder he felt the
spell of England when we find he had such friends there as
Joseph Conrad, H.G. Wells, and Ford Madox Hueffer. Each
has written of him since his death in the highest
appreciation of his art, and it is apparent that his
personality was extremely attractive to each apart from his
art. There are charming little personal touches of
reminiscence in these few, too few, pages that these men
have written. Conrad says: "My wife and I like best to
remember him riding to meet us at the gate of the Park at
Brede. Born master of his sincere impressions, he was also
born horseman. He never appeared so happy or so much to



advantage as on the back of a horse.... Those who have
read his little tale 'Horses' and the story of 'The Open Boat,'
in the volume of that name, know with what fine
understanding he loved horses and the sea. And his
passage on this earth was like that of a horseman riding
swiftly in the dawn of a day fated to be short and without
sunshine." These words are from one of the most eminent
men of letters of today, and one considered by many the
greatest living novelist in the English language. When he
went to England with his wife, whom he had married in
1898, and whose maiden name was Cora Taylor, they lived
at first in a little house in Limpsfield, in Surrey, a short way
out of London.

When I was in England in 1912 I spent most of my time in
London, making trips to Oxford and Canterbury but
otherwise seeing little of England. It is a curious
coincidence, however, that I did spend several days in
Limpsfield visiting some friends. It is but a short trip from
London, but the little place is a charming example of an
ancient English town, in the midst of English country, with
its narrow winding principal street through the centre
densely lined with very old and very diminutive houses,
with casement windows of diamond paned leaded glass. At
the head of the street is the thirteenth century parish
church crumbling in its Gothic beauty, and outside the town
is the great stretch of "common grounds" inevitable in an
English village. There are, off from the main street, some
beautiful houses, old and new, with their charming gardens
and stately trees, and altogether one can hardly imagine a
more delightful place for a writer to be in. I did not see the
house in which Crane lived, but we have a vivid picture of
him in those days from the pen of that fine writer, brave
soldier, and generous friend and critic of young artists and
young movements, Ford Madox Hueffer, in his recently
published "Thus to Revisit." He was placed in a wonderful



environment here for a young man of letters. Joseph
Conrad and Hueffer lived nearby; a few miles away was the
great Henry James, himself an American by birth; and I
have a most delightful memory of a Mr. Pye and his
interesting wife and daughters, who had one of those
charming places off the main street, and whose wonderful
house and garden have been an inspiration for me ever
since. They were the friends of Rupert Brooke, Charles
Ricketts, Robert Bridges, Sturge Moore, and many others
of those finest intellects in England, and were no doubt
typical of the residents of the place. This will give some
idea of the environment in which Crane found himself in
Limpsfield.

The literary crowd in England sought Crane out and made
much of him, and evidently took him to their hearts at the
same time rendering full appreciation of his genius;
nevertheless he had very hard sledding, incurred large
debts, and was greatly worried about his future; but he
lived the wild kind of life he loved, sitting around in his
shirt sleeves, wearing riding breeches and leggings with a
great Colt in his belt, and roaming over the country on
what Hueffer calls "a great coach horse." Hueffer was
visiting at his house one evening, awaiting with his wife his
return from London. When Crane arrived he announced
that he had received a commission to write anything he
was moved to at twenty pounds for a thousand words. He
radiated gladness that night, and proceeded to rent an
abandoned and unrestored Elizabethan manor house,
called Brede Place. There he lived the life of a Tudor baron
of the sixteenth century. The floors were covered with
rushes, and bones were thrown from the table to be
gnawed by the stray dogs and lost cats that filled the
house. Hosts of miscellaneous guests partook of the bizarre
hospitality of its master, who sat upstairs in a little room
over the front porch writing to earn the money to support it



all. This is Hueffer's picture. Meanwhile a dread disease
was sapping away his life, and finally he went to the Black
Forest in Germany in the vain hope of recovery; but his
hardships and exposure in the wars had too deeply marked
him, and he died at Badenweiler on June 5, 1900. He is
buried in Elizabeth, New Jersey.

Thus passed from this world in his thirtieth year one who in
a short life had made for his name a permanent place in
English literature. The Newark-born boy had strayed far
from home in thought as well as in deed. His legend is in
the making. I have tried to gather all the fragments of
information together and make a consecutive story of them,
but have been obliged to resort freely to conjecture. No
attempt seems to have been made to write his biography,
and such facts as I have been able to make use of have
been gathered through the enterprise and interest of
Professor Max Herzberg, Mr. William Hamilton Osborne
and others, who have most kindly placed at my disposal the
results of their efforts.

Crane was a lovable fellow, inspiring affection in all who
knew him, every one calling him "Stevie," "dear Stevie,"
"poor Stevie"; he was careless of his material affairs; he
liked the active life—horseback riding, baseball playing; he
was fond of the sea, of horses, of guns; he loved adventure,
free living, and outdoor life; and he was brave, indeed he
wore his own red badge of courage. He was short and
slight of figure, his hair light, his eyes blue, and his
complexion swarthy—the ensemble was handsome. He
lived the life of privation, of poverty, and of adventure so
typical of genius; he preferred independence to comfort,
and an interesting life to a dull and prosperous one, that he
might express himself and have his say. He was quiet and
thoughtful in manner but brilliant in conversation, adopting



the rough speech of the street though quite capable on
occasion of using the splendid English of the classics.

The East Side of New York and the life of the very poor, the
gangster, the woman of the streets, the bartender of the
slums, the Mexican greaser, the Texas cowboy, the ordinary
sailor,—these were an open book to him and the material
for his art. He mastered their manners and their speech,
and could think in their terms. Yet he knew letters! One
cannot read him without feeling that He knew English and
French literature. He had studied Flaubert, Maupassant,
Tolstoy, Turgenev, Henry James. He used "the most
economical forms,"—to quote Hueffer again, a phrase that I
like,— wrote forcibly and simply; he was a master of words,
and hated extra words and digressions, as well as both
rhyme and formal meter. In short, he had a method and
knew what he was doing.

In this he is rare. In this he was, unconsciously probably,
one of the founders of a school. We must recall that he
wrote in the famous nineties, was of the nineties, and was
in England during the nineties. This was one of the most
marvelous periods of flowering that the arts have known; a
great renaissance in writing and the graphic arts was
under way, and an English critic like Hueffer can place
Crane beside Henry James, Joseph Conrad, and William H.
Hudson as the pioneers of a new method of writing English
fiction, a method in which effect was not to be gained by
sensational plot, by rhetorical descriptions, by padding out
the story, by unnecessary words and lines, but one in which
"the most economical of forms" was used, in which truth
was aimed at, in which the effect came from reality rather
than from artificial means. And yet such writing is all art.
The highest craftsmanship is required. The effects
appearing so simple on the page are far from being arrived
at as simply as it would seem.



"The Black Riders and Other Lines" is one of the earliest
volumes of so-called free verse, though the mighty
Whitman, of course, had begun to use it fifty years before. I
look upon "The Black Riders "as a momentous book in
English verse, and it was in this and in the free verse of
Hueffer that the splendid modern school of Ezra Pound, T.
S. Elliot, and others had its source.

Hear this poem:

In Heaven,

Some little blades of grass

Stood before God.

"What did you do?"

Then all save one of the little blades
Began eagerly to relate

The merits of their lives.

This one stayed a small way behind,
Ashamed.

Presently, God said,

"And what did you do?"

The little blade answered,

"Oh, my Lord,

"Memory is bitter to me,

"For if ever I did good deeds,

"I know not of them."

Then God, in all his splendor,

Arose from his throne.

"Oh, best little blade of grass!" he said.
This is another:

There were many who went in huddled procession,
They knew not whither;

But, at any rate, success or calamity,

Would attend all in equality.



There was one who sought a new road.
He went into direful thickets,

And ultimately he died thus, alone;
But they said he had courage.

So much for the form of his verse; its substance is that of a
gentle, generous, but blindingly true and sharp view of this
complicated life of ours and its problems; it is the attitude
of one who says," We know not good nor evil"; of the divine
One who said, "Judge not that ye be not judged." It is the
pitiless picture of us as we are in our own hearts and in our
own souls as contrasted with the agreeable and smug
portrait we draw of ourselves to make our lives easier.

"The Red Badge of Courage" is an amazing book. Written
by one who had never seen or smelled the smoke of battle,
he lives for us again the life of a young soldier boy from a
farm in New York State, in his late teens, who goes out to
war gaily enough, but who is subjected to months of
inaction in camp. What troubles him under the tension of
camp life is how he will act under fire when fire comes. He
is not at all sure of himself, but dares not confess to his
comrades. He tries in vain to find some similar emotion in
his fellow soldiers. He stands bravely, if unconsciously so,
the first violent impact of war. The enemy retreats; he and
the other troops relax, relieved immensely; but no sooner
have they thrown their weary bodies on the ground than
the enemy is seen coming toward them again. Many run
away in panic and he with them. Crane lives the life of this
boy, who later wins glory on the field, and for four days—
the action of the book is but four days—we know him as we
know ourselves or better. It is magnificent writing: no word
is wasted, we can skip no page, we must follow this mind as
long as the mirror is upheld for us. This book must take its
place and will among the great books of English literature.



Confucius once said: "In the beginning of my relations with
men [ heard their words, and I believed their actions
conformed to them. Now, in my relations with men, I hear
their words, but I examine their actions." This is true
psychology, and Crane is very much interested in this phase
of psychology. His characters are continually saying what
they do not mean from one motive or another. In "The Red
Badge of Courage," Henry Fleming, the hero, himself full of
doubt about his own courage, but never expressing the
doubt, seeks to find the thoughts of the other soldiers, but
their words convey no sign of the fear in their hearts. In
"The Third Violet" we find two lovers continually saying
what they do not mean. The cowardice of love makes liars
of them, and each is helpless to discover the mind of the
other. And we find this same theme running through many
of his books. Men's faces and words are a stone wall behind
which we cannot penetrate the thought. This is the
phenomenon of life that attracts him; the impact of
personalities whose motives are inscrutable, one to the
other. It is one of the deepest studies in which man can
engage—the interpreting of the human mind. During the
years that I have been reading, I have come to feel a sort of
personal presence of the writers whose works attract me.
With such a man as Crane, as with Whitman or Walter
Pater, Dostoevsky or Henry James, I can read anything they
have written with delight because their minds have become
familiar to me and reading them is like hearing them talk.
It becomes more and more the man and less and less his
work, as is the case with certain friends we have known.
His works are merely an expression of him, part of the
atmosphere he radiates. He has no good and no bad novels
or essays or poems for me, because in all he says I come to
know him better, and can talk with him more intimately. Of
course I know his work varies in quality; but he is my
friend, my guide, my inspiration—part of my life. I have felt
this curiously enough about Stephen Crane. This may not



be intelligent criticism, but I know if I can stand as much of
any one friend's society as he will give me, there must be
something unusually fine about that friend, and so I feel
about Stephen Crane. I say it is curious that I should feel
this of Stephen Crane because he died so young. Yet he had
made his great pilgrimage through life, he had felt, he had
learned, he had known. His soul was afire. He was rich in
vast experience though his years were few. You feel there is
an immense residue of Crane which he does not express,
has not had time to express, maybe could not have
expressed, which gives every word he writes a value, which
lends a grace to his life and his thought. Some of his work I
have not been able to find, but I feel a delightful sense of
having more of him in store for me.

We can safely give him a high place to-day, and I believe we
can rest assured he will hold it. He is part of that fine
procession of genius which has made our new world
eminent in the arts: Emerson, Whitman, Whistler, La Farge,
Henry James, Lafcadio Hearn, Charles Eliot Norton,
Stephen Crane—each in his chosen form of expression has
compelled the admiration of the whole world. It seems
provincial to claim Crane for Newark, but Newark should
be glad of him and Newark may well take pride in him. But
had he been born in Central Africa, we might well meet
here to do his memory honor. It is fine of you Schoolmen to
have erected a tablet to his memory. Let those who say that
there is no inspiration here in our city to high triumphs in
the splendid world of art stand before that tablet, read it,
and know that through privation and suffering, in spite of
uninspiring surroundings and lack of sympathetic
understanding, in spite of ill health and poverty, one born
Newarker gallantly pushed ahead to his goal, courageously
fought the fight for art, and gained for himself a place of
eminence and distinction recognized by two continents.






The Great Battles Of The Great War

I. The Heroic Defence Of Liége

It is impossible to over-estimate the service rendered to
Europe by little Belgium in holding up for several days the
head-waters of the vast and menacing tide of the German
invasion. "Rapidity of action is the great German asset"
said the German Imperial Chancellor to our ambassador in
Berlin. We owe it to Belgian courage and tenacity that that
asset was seriously impaired. This small State, which had
no quarrel with any one and only desired to live at peace
with its neighbours, was suddenly exposed to a cruel
ordeal. Two days before the receipt of the German
ultimatum, the Belgian Government was informed by the
German Minister in Brussels that Germany would respect
the neutrality of Belgium. Two hours-before handing in the
ultimatum on that memorable Sunday evening, Germany's
accredited representative repeated his assurance. Then
suddenly Belgium was confronted with a peremptory
demand for free passage through her territory for the
Kaiser's legions.

If in her weakness she had given permission, who could
have blamed her? But with sublime heroism of soul
Belgium declined, though well knowing the risk, and then
flung herself with splendid intrepidity athwart the path of
the Teutonic host. She has suffered terribly by her heroic
resistance. Her whole national life has come to a standstill.
Her fields, tilled by a frugal, hard-working peasantry, have
been laid waste her prosperous industries are stricken with
paralysis. Louvain, with its architectural glories, its
peerless library, its exquisite colleges has almost been



blotted out; Visé, Tirlemont, Aerschott have been reduced
to ruins; the Government of the country was compelled to
flee from the capital to Antwerp, and from Antwerp to the
foreign but friendly city of Havre; hundreds of thousands of
the Belgian people in town and country are homeless and
have been reduced to beggary, and they have suffered,
especially the women and the children, unimaginable
horrors; thousands of Belgium's finest manhood of the
country have perished on the battle-field. Half-a-million of
her people have fled for refuge to Holland, to England, and
to France. And yet through all the gloom of these horrors,
these sufferings, this wicked destruction and these
unavenged wrongs, the countenance of Belgium shines
forth with a radiant glow.

Suffering and Achievement.

She has suffered much; yes, but she has achieved much.
She mourns the loss of precious lives, the destruction of
treasures, houses, crops, live-stock, merchandise. In a few
short weeks she was reduced from wealth and prosperity to
poverty and idleness. She has lost nearly everything, but
she has found her own soul. And today in her ruin, Belgium
confronts the world with a proud and an elate look.
Through her capacity for sacrifice, through the valor of her
sons, she has vindicated by a new and noble title her right
to nationhood and independence.

The German General Staff prides itself on its skill in all that
concerns the mechanism of war; but it cannot measure the
soul of a people. It counted confidently on an easy,
unopposed march through Belgium. It was rudely deceived.
Belgium resisted with all its might. It is a small country
with only seven millions of people and a total armed
strength of about 300,000 men, most of whom had received
very little training. But love of freedom and devotion to



one's patrie can work wonders; and these militia-men
fought like lions.

The upshot was that the carefully prepared time-table of
the Germans was deranged. Belgium's resistance robbed
them of twelve days. This delay was an inestimable service
to France, and it gave time to allow the British
Expeditionary Force to take its place in the French fighting
line on the north-eastern frontier. Belgium has placed
France and England under an unforgettable debt. She has
covered herself with glory. Her sons have fought with a
grand heroism for their country against overwhelming
odds. In the story of their achievements there is nothing
more thrilling than the defence of Liége.

A Romantic Town.

Liége is a town with 250,000 inhabitants. It has an old and
romantic history. It is the seat of a University and a famous
musical centre. Situated in the heart of a great coal-mining
district it is the home of many prosperous metal industries,
among them the manufacture of explosives and small arms,
particularly revolvers and sporting guns. The town is within
a day's march of the German frontier. It nestles in a corner
of the valley of the river Meuse, which flows from south-
west to north-east. In spite of the smoke and grime
inseparable from industry, the country round about Liége is
full of charm and beauty. The town owes much to the
Meuse, which is as wide here as the Seine is in Paris.

By express train Liége is three hours only from the French
capital; and it is less than 20 miles from the German
frontier.

The town itself has no military strength. But it is
surrounded by a dozen forts, which were planned by the



late General Brialmont, one of the most famous military
engineers of the nineteenth century. As Liége lies in a
hollow of the valley of the Meuse, surrounded by hills, the
forts have a commanding position over the surrounding
country. Mr. Hilaire Belloc, writing in Land and Water, says:
"The fortress of Liége is a modem ring fortress; that is, it
consists of an area roughly circular, almost, or rather less
than ten miles in diameter, protected by a ring of forts
(twelve in number) surrounding the great industrial town of
Liége. The river Meuse runs right through Liége and
through the middle of the ring. One of the main railways of
Europe rims: through the same circle and leads from the
chief German bases of supply in the North to the Belgian
plain; other railways also come in and effect their junction
with this main line within the circle of the forts."

Since the Germans were determined to invade Belgium, in
order to be able to deliver a staggering blow at France
before France was ready, the possession of Liége,
commanding all these important routes of communication,
became of supreme importance to them. The German plan
was, while containing the French along the rest of the
Frontier, to enter France on the north-east and then to
attempt a great turning movement pivoting on the powerful
fortress of Metz. German strategy coolly took for granted
the invasion of Belgian territory, although Germany was
and is under solemn pledge to protect the neutrality of
Belgium. To a successful invasion of Belgium the fortress of
Liége blocked the way.

Of the twelve forts six are large and six relatively small.
The largest fort is five-sided. Around it runs a deep ditch, of
which the counterscarp is a masonry wall, while the
earthen escarp is simply the prolongation of the exterior
slope of the parapet. Behind the counter-scarp wall and
running along almost the whole of its length is a vaulted



gallery, which at the angles of the ditch is pierced for
machine-guns and rifles so as to sweep the floor of the
ditch at the moment of the assault. From this gallery small
galleries run outwards and downwards at right angles to
enable the defenders to counter-attack besiegers' mining
operations, and other galleries communicate with the part
below the floor of the ditch.

Galleried and Pierced.

In the rear of the fort the escarp is of masonry, galleried
and pierced so as to command the flow of the ditch. The
parapet of the fort is a plain infantry breast-work with steel
gun-cupolas bedded in concrete at intervals. Within this
pentagonal work and supported from it by an inner ditch is
a triangular mass of concrete, galleried and pierced on its
rear side so as to sweep the rear of the inner ditch; and on
all sides so as to give fire upwards upon the interior of the
outer fort and thus prevent the enemy who has stormed the
front part from establishing himself solidly in the interior
and to keep open a way for reinforcements by way of the
rear side or gorge. Access from the outer fort to the inner
ditch is obtained through a tunnel from a southern area, all
parts of which are kept under fire by carefully sloping the
earth on the inner side glacis-fashion, so as to bring it
under the observation of the cupola in the centre of the
triangular keep.

The smaller forts, called "fortius," are triangular and
contain no provision for interior defence. At the angles of
the triangle are small cupolas for light quick-firing guns.
The infantry parapet is traced in the shape of a heart. In
the hollow of this heart is a solid mass of concrete on which
are the shoulders of the gun-cupolas. Ditches add to the
defensive power of the fortius.



In the whole fortress were 400 guns. Mr. Belloc estimates
that for the full defence of the forts the services of 50,000
trained men are necessary.

Unfortunately when the crucial ordeal came so suddenly
early last August, little more than 25,000 were available
and most of these were composed of militia. But the men
had plenty of pluck; and above all things, they had a born
leader, General Leman, who conducted the operations with
equal daring, judgment and resourcefulness.

The War's First Hero.

General Leman may be described as the first hero of the
war. The fame of his defence of Liége will not soon be
effaced from the memory of mankind. A fair-bearded, good-
looking man, with kindling eyes and a high forehead,
Leman was for several years Director of Studies at the
Ecole Militaire, in Brussels. He was for some time a
professor of mathematics and on many occasions gave
proof of his skill as an engineer officer.

It was at seven o'clock on the evening of Sunday, August
2nd, that the German Minister in Brussels, without any
previous warning, launched an ultimatum at the Belgian
Government. Germany demanded the unopposed passage
of her troops through Belgian territory; she offered to pay
for everything she required, promised compensation for
any damage that might be done and guaranteed that
Belgium's independence would remain unaffected at the
close of the war. Twelve hours were given for the reply.
King Albert, — a monarch who in this cruel testing time has
earned the admiration of the whole world by his personal
bravery, his high patriotism, and the simple dignity of his
demeanor — at once joined his Ministers in conference. All



night long the King and his counselors sat in solemn
deliberation.

Then at four o'clock, in the small hours of Monday morning,
August 3rd, they met the German demand with an
emphatic negative. When news of the refusal became
known in the morning of that lovely summer's day, all
Belgium was thrilled with patriotic pride. "To arms" was the
universal cry. Germany promptly declared war, and the 7th
German Army Corps from Aix-la-Chapelle crossed the
frontier on the Monday afternoon. Its instructions were to
force ' the fortress of Liége. The attack began the same
night. It was beaten back with heavy German losses. Next
day more troops joined in the assault, but the forts were
not to be taken. Repeated attacks by the Germans were
repulsed with a heavy death roll.

While the World Wondered.

All eyes the world over were now centered on this
desperate assault, and this stubborn defence. To the
amazement of Europe, little Belgium was holding up the
German legions and the forts of Liége were breaking the
spell of German invincibility. On Thursday, August 6th, the
Germans brought up two more Army corps. Liége was now
assailed by 120,000 men, and the new reinforcements had
brought with them heavy siege guns. A desperate attack
was made that night. The small garrison, fatigued by their
terrible exertions and loss of sleep, were unable to defend
all the intervals between the forts against this simultaneous
assault. Two of the chief forts were destroyed, and in the
darkness a considerable force of Germans penetrating a
wide gap, worked their way into Liége. The town was now
in their hands, but several of the forts remained intact.



As long as they so remained, the advance of a large
German army into Belgium was impossible, for the Liége
forts commanded the junction of the main railways by
which alone supplies could be transported from the Rhine
valley. Unable to transport a large army into Belgium, the
Germans determined to send on bodies of cavalry to sweep
the Belgian plain and to live on the country, and spread an
atmosphere of terror. It was these roving bands of Uhlans,
many of them suffering from the pangs of hunger, of whom
we heard so much in the first ten days of the war.

So Liége, the fortress, still remained an obstacle to the
German advance though Liége, the town, was in their
hands. Right gallantly did the men in the remaining forts
comport themselves. Airships hovered over the forts and
dropped bombs upon them, but the spirit of the defenders
was indomitable. Day and night the roar of the guns hardly
ever ceased. The last forts were not silenced until August
15th.

"Magnificent, but not War!"

In their first attacks on the Liége fortress, the Germans,
after preparing the way with artillery, hurled forward their
infantry in close formation, expecting to carry the positions
by sheer force of impetus and mass of weight. The
besiegers were then simply mowed down in hundreds
under the deadly fire of the Belgian guns. A Belgian officer
gives a vivid account of the first attack on the night of
Monday, August 3rd; an attack, be it remembered, that
came so suddenly as to leave the garrison scanty time for
preparation: —

"Some of us late arrivals only managed to get to our posts
when the German attack began. It was night time. We
replied sharply with our guns. Until the dawn came we had



