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In "The Perfect Tribute," Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews masterfully intertwines historical narrative and poignant character development to recount a stirring tale set during the tumult of the Civil War. The novella focuses on a soldier's legacy and the deep emotional resonance of sacrifice, exemplifying Andrews's talent for capturing the complexities of human emotions against a backdrop of war. The prose is lyrical, blending rich descriptions with a sense of urgency that mirrors the conflict's chaotic nature, positioning this work within the canon of Civil War literature that probes themes of duty, honor, and remembrance. Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews, known for her keen insight into the American experience, drew from her own background to illuminate the struggles faced by both soldiers and their loved ones. Her experiences and interests in literature and history informed her writing, fueling her desire to depict the profound impact of the Civil War on the American consciousness. Andrews's legacy includes an exploration of moral dilemmas and heroism, offering a voice to those often overlooked in history. For readers interested in historical fiction that evokes empathy and reflection, "The Perfect Tribute" is a compelling read that invites one to contemplate the nature of sacrifice and the stories that endure beyond the battlefield. Andrews's narrative not only honors the past but also resonates with modern sensibilities, making it a timeless addition to the literary landscape. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "The Sword and Gun," R. C. Eden crafts a profound narrative that intricately weaves themes of conflict and camaraderie against the backdrop of a war-torn landscape. The novel deftly juxtaposes the brutality of warfare with poignant human emotions, employing rich, evocative language that captures the reader's imagination. Eden's literary style is characterized by its lyrical prose and vivid imagery, drawing readers into a world where the choices of individuals are tempered by fate and the chaos of battle. Set in a meticulously constructed historical context, this book explores the interplay between honor and survival, making it a gripping exploration of the human condition in times of strife. R. C. Eden, a seasoned writer and historian, draws upon a wealth of knowledge about military history and personal experiences that informed his portrayal of conflict. His keen insights into the psychological landscape of warfare and the moral complexities faced by soldiers have made him a notable figure in contemporary historical fiction. Eden's passion for storytelling, coupled with his dedication to authenticity, has enabled him to create a narrative that resonates deeply with readers and critics alike. "The Sword and Gun" is a must-read for those interested in historical fiction that examines the depths of human resilience and the intricate decisions made amidst adversity. Eden's masterful storytelling and exploration of profound themes make this book not only engaging but also thought-provoking. Readers seeking a compelling narrative that challenges their perceptions of war and humanity will find themselves captivated by this extraordinary work. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "Sarchedon: A Legend of the Great Queen," G. J. Whyte-Melville weaves a captivating narrative that explores themes of love, ambition, and the quest for power within a richly imagined historical context. Set against the backdrop of ancient Middle Eastern cultures, the novel employs melodramatic prose, intricate characterizations, and a poetic cadence that reflects Melville's admiration for Romantic literature. The intertwining tales of its characters resonate with the ethos of the Victorian era, incorporating elements of myth and legend alongside poignant social commentary. G. J. Whyte-Melville (1821-1878), a Scottish author known for his contributions to 19th-century literature, had a deep-rooted affinity for the equestrian world, which heavily permeates his works. His diverse experiences as a soldier, sportsman, and landowner likely influenced the themes of heroic endeavor and the quest for identity found in "Sarchedon." His thorough grounding in classical literature and exploration of the human condition enriches this narrative with depth and insight. Readers seeking a thought-provoking journey through ancient realms and the complexities of human emotion will find "Sarchedon: A Legend of the Great Queen" an essential addition to their literary repertoire. This novel not only entertains but also challenges us to reflect on timeless themes of power and morality, making it a significant work in the canon of Victorian literature. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "Crittenden," John Jr. Fox presents a profound exploration of the complexities of human relationships against the backdrop of the American Civil War. The novel intricately weaves historical facts with fictional narratives, employing a lyrical prose style that captures the era's tumultuous spirit. Fox masterfully delves into themes of loyalty, sacrifice, and the moral ambiguities faced by individuals during a time of profound national division. The characters, richly developed and deeply relatable, navigate their paths with a sense of urgency, reflecting the societal conflicts of their time and the personal dilemmas that resonate with contemporary readers. John Jr. Fox, a dedicated historian and novelist, draws upon his extensive research and personal connections to the historical events of the 19th century. His background in both literature and history informs his narrative choices, allowing him to create a nuanced portrayal of life during a pivotal era. Fox's passion for highlighting often overlooked perspectives adds depth to the narratives, inviting readers to engage with the human experience behind the historical account. "Crittenden" is a must-read for those who appreciate historical fiction rich in emotional depth and authenticity. Its thought-provoking themes and evocative language make it a compelling addition to the genre. Readers seeking to understand the interplay between personal and historical narratives will find in Fox's work a remarkable journey that both informs and captivates.
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In "The Pl√©biscite; or, A Miller's Story of the War," Erckmann-Chatrian masterfully intertwines the personal and the political within the backdrop of the Franco-Prussian War. Written in a captivating narrative style that combines local color with poignant character development, the novella reveals the struggles of ordinary individuals amidst upheaval. The authors prompt readers to reflect on the implications of war and the nature of patriotism through the lens of a miller whose life and values are challenged by national conflict and its moral complexities. Erckmann-Chatrian, a collaborative writing duo consisting of Emile Erckmann and Alexandre Chatrian, were influenced by their personal experiences and the sociopolitical milieu of 19th-century France. Their works often reflect themes of rural life, national identity, and the ethical dilemmas faced by individuals during times of crisis. Their keen observations about the human condition, coupled with a rich understanding of their country'Äôs turbulent history, profoundly inform this novella, allowing readers to grasp the emotional weight and societal implications of war. This thought-provoking narrative is highly recommended for readers interested in historical fiction, as it delves into the interplay between individual lives and broader societal movements. With its vivid storytelling, "The Pl√©biscite" invites contemplation on the values we hold dear and the sacrifices made in their defense.
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In war some persons seek adventures; others have them in spite of themselves.[1q] It happened that the writer of this book belonged to a regiment that seemed to be always in the midst of great experiences. It was, in fact, one of the few regiments that absolutely fought themselves out of existence. It was mustered in[3] a thousand strong; it lost seven hundred and seventy-seven men by death, wounds, and disease. The fragment that was left over was transferred to a cavalry command. When the writer finally escaped from prison, after many months of confinement and many thrilling adventures both in prison and in the army of the enemy, he was mustered out as a "supernumerary officer[4]." His command had ceased to exist. He was literally the last man of the regiment. Of the eighty of his regiment who had been taken to prison with him all but sixteen were dead. Of the nine captured from his own company all were dead but one.

While with his command he had served as a private soldier, as sergeant, and as adjutant. On escaping from prison he was for a time on General Sherman[1]'s staff and was selected to run down the Cape Fear River and carry the great news of Sherman's successes to the people of the North.

He kept a diary every day in the four years of war and adventure. The substance of the facts related here is from its pages; occasionally they are copied just as they are there set down. The book is not a history of great army movements, it is simply a true tale of the thrilling experiences of a subordinate soldier in the midst of great events.
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My enlistment in the Union Army—The "Bushwhackers" of Missouri—The Quantrells and the James Brothers—Cutting a man's head off—My first adventure in the war—Capturing a guerrilla.





I am writing down these sketches of adventures of mine from a daily journal or diary kept by me throughout the four years of the Civil War. Its pages are crumpled and old and yellow, but I can read them still.

Fate so arranged it that I was the very first one to enlist in my regiment, and it all came about through a confusion of names. A patriotic mass-meeting was held in the court-house of the village where I lived. Everybody was there, and everybody was excited, for the war tocsin was sounding all over the country. A new regiment had been ordered by the governor, and no town was so quick in responding to the call as the village of Newton. We would be the very first. Drums were beating at the mass-meeting, fifes screaming, people shouting. There was a little pause in the patriotic noise, and then someone called out, "Myers to the platform!" "Myers! Myers! Myers!" echoed a hundred other voices. Mr. Myers never stirred, as he was no public speaker. I sat beside him near the aisle. Again the voices shouted "Myers! Myers!" Myers turned to me, laughed, and said, "They are calling you, Byers," and fairly pushed me out into the aisle. A handful of the audience seeing Myers would not respond, did then call my own name, and both names were cried together. Some of the audience becoming confused called loudly for me. "Go on," said Myers, half-rising and pushing me toward the platform.

I was young,—just twenty-two,—ambitious, had just been admitted to the bar, and now was all on fire with the newly awakened patriotism. I went up to the platform and stood by the big drum. The American flag, the flag that had been fired on by the South, was hanging above my head. In a few minutes I was full of the mental champagne that comes from a cheering multitude. I was burning with excitement, with patriotism, enthusiasm, pride, and my enthusiasm lent power to the words I uttered. I don't know why nor how, but I was moving my audience. The war was not begun to put down slavery, but what in the beginning had been an incident [3q]I felt in the end would become a cause.

The year before I had been for many months on a plantation in Mississippi, and there with my own eyes had seen the horrors of slavery. I had seen human beings flogged; men and women bleeding from an overseer's lash. Now in my excitement I pictured it all. I recalled everything. "And the war, they tell us," I cried, "is to perpetuate this curse!" In ten minutes after my stormy words one hundred youths and men, myself the first, had stepped up to the paper lying on the big drum and had put down our names for the war.

We all mustered on the village green. Alas, not half of them were ever to see that village green again! No foreboding came to me, the enthusiastic youth about to be a soldier, of the "dangers by flood and field," the adventures, the thrilling scenes, the battles, the prisons, the escapes, that were awaiting me.

Now we were all enthusiasm to be taken quickly to the front, to the "seat of war." We could bide no delay. Once our men were on the very point of mobbing and "egging" our great, good Governor Kirkwood, because for a moment he thought he would be compelled to place us in a later regiment. However, we were immediately started in wagons for the nearest railroad, fifty miles away.

At the town of Burlington, on the 15th of July, 1861, we were mustered into the service as Company B of the Fifth Iowa Infantry. Our colonel, W. H. Worthington, was a military martinet from some soldier school in Kentucky. His sympathies were with his native South. Why he was leading a Northern regiment was a constant mystery to his men.

The regiment spent scant time in Burlington, for in a little while we were whisked down the Mississippi River in a steamer to St. Louis, and soon joined the army of Frémont, organizing at Jefferson City to march against General Price, who was flying toward Springfield with the booty he had gained in his capture of Mulligan and his men at Boonville. Now all began to look like war. Missouri was neither North nor South; she was simply hell, for her people were cutting one another's throats, and neighboring farmers killed each other and burned each other's homes. The loyal feared to shut their eyes in sleep; the disloyal did not know if a roof would be above their heads in the morning. Brothers of the same family were in opposing armies, and the State was overrun by Southern guerrillas and murderers. The Quantrells, the James Brothers, and other irregular and roaming bands of villains rode everywhere, waylaying, bushwhacking, and murdering.

We followed General Price's army to the Ozark Mountains, marching day and night—[4q]the nights made hideous by the burning of homes on the track of both the armies, while unburied corpses lay at the roadside. We marched half the nights and all the days and just as we got close enough to fight, the Washington politicians caused Frémont to be removed from his command. Frémont had been ahead of his time. He had freed some slaves, and the dough-faced politicians[5] were not yet ready for action of that character.

The campaign had been to no purpose. Some of our regiment, indignant at the removal of their general, had to be guarded to prevent mutiny and disorder. Now we turned about and made the long march back to the Missouri River. Half that cold winter was spent near Syracuse, in guarding the Pacific Railway. We lived in wedge tents, and spite of the cold and snow and storm, our squads by turn tramped for miles up and down the railroad in the darkness every night. What terrible tales, too, we had in our little tents that winter, of the deeds of Quantrell's men. It did not seem possible that the South could set loose a lot of murderers to hang on the skirts of our army, to "bushwhack" an honorable foe, burn villages, destroy farms, and drive whole counties into conditions as frightful as war was in the Middle Ages. Only savage Indians fought that way. Yet Quantrell's band of murderers was said to be on the payroll of the Confederate States. Here and there, however, his guerrilla outlaws met with awful punishment, and horrible incidents became the order of the day and night.

I recall now how a prize was once offered by one of our commanders for the head of a certain man among those desperate murderers, a desperado with a band of men that knew no mercy. His troop of riders had ambuscaded almost scores of our soldiers, and innocent farmers who did not happen to like his ways were strung up to trees as unceremoniously as one would drown a kitten. The offered prize of a thousand dollars stimulated certain of our men in taking chances with this beast of the Confederacy, and a corporal of our cavalry learned of the desperado's occasional visits at night to his home, only a dozen miles away from where we were camped. Several nights he secretly watched from a thicket near the cabin for the bandit's return. Once in the darkness he heard a horse's hoofs, and then a man dismounted and entered at the door. The evening was chilly, and a bright fire in the open fireplace of the cabin shone out as the man entered.

The corporal, who had disguised himself in an old gray overcoat, knocked for entrance, and pretended to be a sick Confederate going on a furlough to his home not far away. He was cautiously admitted and given a seat by the open fire. He had no arms, and to the bandit and his wife his story of sickness and a furlough seemed probable enough. The two men and the one woman sat in front of the fireplace talking for an hour. The corporal, with the guerrilla sitting within a few feet of him, thought of the prize, and of his comrades murdered by this man. But what could he do? Suddenly the thought came, "I must kill or be killed." Outside there was only darkness and silence; inside the cabin, the low voices of these three people and the flickering fire.

The corporal glanced about him. There was no gun to be seen that he could seize. The guerrilla's big revolver hung at his belt. While sitting thus, a bit of burning wood rolled out onto the hearth. The guerrilla stooped over to put it in its place. Instantly the corporal saw his chance and, springing for the iron poker at the fireside, dealt the guerrilla a blow on the head that stretched him dead on the cabin floor. In an instant his big jackknife was out of his pocket and in the presence of the screaming wife the brute severed the man's head from his body. Then he left the cabin, mounted his horse in the thicket, and in the darkness carried his ghostly trophy into camp. It is a horrible ride to think of, that dozen miles, with the bleeding head of a murdered man on the saddle bow.

So the awful things went on all that winter in Missouri. As for myself, I was tramping about as a corporal, helping in a small way to keep the great railroad free from marauders and in possession of the Union army.

I don't know how it happened, but one morning our colonel, who had always treated me with extreme gruffness, though he well knew I did my duties with patriotic zeal, sent for me to come to his tent. I was a little alarmed, not knowing what was about to happen to me. The colonel called me by name as I entered, saluting him cap in hand, and for once he actually smiled.

"Corporal," he said dryly, as if suddenly regretting his smile, "I have noticed that you always did the duty assigned you with promptness. I need a quartermaster sergeant. You are the man."

I was almost paralyzed with astonishment and pleasure. I stood stock still, without a word of gratitude. At last, recovering myself, I explained that I had enlisted expecting to fight, and not to fill some easy position with the trains.

"If I could only be allowed to find a substitute," I ventured to say, "in case of a fight, so I might share the danger with my comrades, I would like the promotion."

Again the colonel tried to smile. "You probably will change your mind; you will find excitement enough," he remarked, dismissing me.

I was hardly installed in my new post when to my surprise I was ordered by the colonel to take a good horse and ride twelve miles across the lone prairies and carry a message to a command at the village of Tipton. Instantly my mind was excited with the hopes of an adventure. I don't know, even now, just why I was selected for the venturesome undertaking. I knew there was scarcely a road and not a house in the whole distance. I knew, too, the whole country was full of murderous guerrillas. But nevertheless I was full of elation. This was the kind of a thing I had hoped for when I enlisted.

Light flakes of snow were falling when, with exultant spirits, I started from the camp. The trip outward proved uneventful, for nothing happened to me on my way. As I was returning, however, at a point halfway across the prairie I was surprised to see a man in gray, probably a guerrilla, ride out of a long slough or hollow to my left and gallop into the road directly ahead of me. He was in complete gray uniform, wore a saber, and had revolvers at his saddle bow. The man glanced back at me, and I saw him reaching for his pistols. "Here comes my first fight in the war," I thought instantly, "out here alone on the prairie." Save my one half-loaded revolver, strapped to my waist, I was unarmed. The stranger, without firing, galloped faster. I, too, galloped faster, the distance between us remaining about the same. Each of us now had a pistol in his hand, but it looked as if each were afraid to commence the duel. If the stranger checked his horse to give him breath, I checked mine. If he galloped again, I, too, put spurs to my animal. Imagining that other guerrillas must be lurking quite near, I was not over-anxious to bring on the engagement, and I suppose the armed man felt much the same way, for he could not have thought that I was in such a place absolutely alone. So neither fired. We just looked at each other and galloped. Finally we approached a little wood, and in a twinkling he turned into a path and was out of sight. I did not care to follow him to his hiding-place just then, and quickly galloped to our camp a few miles off.
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