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THE SACRED THIRTIETH
When Columbia Chants the Praises and Decorates the Graves of Her

us o palnce, yet iis
aeenpant sat at the
vio-coversd  win-
daw, s, teariul
sl depressed.
Thie worrow wis

Dead Heroes,

I —t

begian to tremble,  She kuew the speaker,
thongh e did not koow ber—the great
wan from the eily,

She saw i his nervons, suppiressed mun-
ner the auger that was ready (o fash
She guessed

DAY OF MAY.

fall.

No Oath Needed,
It is a ploasing sight, nlbeit a sad one,
to see the veteruns of battles and cam-

OUR TWO OPINIONS.

Us two wuz boys when wa fell out—
nylpth to the age of my youngest nowj
n

Home small diference, 111 allow;
Lived next nelghbors twenty years,

A-hatin® ench other, me ‘nd Jlm—
He havin' bis oplayin uy me

'Nd | havin' my oplnyin uy blm.

Grew up together 'nd wouldn't speak,
Cotieted sutees "'od waree'd ‘e, too;
Tonded snme meetin® house onoet o !m't|
A-hutin' snch othor through ‘ud through?
But when Abe Linkern naked the West
F'r soldlers, we answersd, me ‘nd Jlw—
He havin® his oplnyin uy me,
'Nd I hnyin' my oployin uy blm.

But down In Tennvases one nlght
Ther wuz sound nv fdrln' for awiy,

'Nil the sergeant allowed there'd be n fight
With the Johnnle Rebw wome tlme pex’

day.
'Nd ulf wos thinkin' oy Lleate ‘nd home
Jim stood afare me, long ‘nd slhn—
He havin® his ployin uy e
'Nd 1 bavip® sy oplnyin uy hlm,

Seethed Itk we koew there wuz goln’ to be
Berlone tropble Cr me “nd bl

Us two shuck bands, aid Jim ‘ol me,
But pever o wonl from me or Jim!

Hir went lis way ‘nd 1 wenl mine,
N duto the battle's ronr went we—

1 hinvin® oy oplayin vy Jim

«'Nd he huyIn' his oploylo uy te!

Jim neyver vome back from the wir agaln,
But T hnin't forgor that lnst, Inst night
When, waltin® £'r orders, us Two e
Made up "nd shuck hands, afore the gght;
INd, after it all, I's soothin' 10 know
That here | be 'nd vonder's Jim—
He lavin® his oployln uy me
*Nd 1 havin' wmy oplnylo uy hlml

THE GIRL HE
LEFT BEHIND,

RMINDA BA-
foel Was n cones
Iy country gird,
fair as o lly, op-
on whose foce the

bote n troubled expression,  Joshun had
enllsted and would start late that even-
ing for the regrniting stution, Both were
feeling badly, and Arminds was brayely
trying to keep back the tears, B “J—
Je=Jash was goin® 1o the war' and Armin-

have died, for only a week ago [ rend of
» v 2 I
lier areest in another eity, charged with

MEMORIAL DAY.
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Tread softly! A hero
In sleeping below.
Kneil dowi here heslide hilm,
He never will know,
Which thag did he ghy
Whnt recks It todn
They nre sleeping together,
The Blue and the Giay.

for?

My pipn oft tells e,
“'Luu soft fulls thie dew,

Of “Bomebody s Darliug,”
A lero In Blue,

being dronk on the streets. Long fgoe
ahe purtod with her busband and cntored
upon & eareer which will probably end in
the dork and turbid river, But the soldiee
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Who knows bt ot twillght
Sulpe stapy la toll

Of a soldler who dled
Far the *Last Catge'" of 0ld?

They were hrothers, these twoj
I em'ry tdday,

W i v thienn ngndn,
Thie Blue pod the Geny

Slde by alide now they slvep
Beneath the green sod,

The pelde af two armles
Lioth tiken by God.

] roses  Dlossomed, Who Inld down |I1lr|1f|' ol I "
y T 3| . W (hes
z ! aftér  the cows l-‘-‘ljrnlltlll{lnnr;i:! :}Ir'lllgul'i ":E:ir;;;lg" I!'l_:':‘;.. :;:II:'ILIILH‘:-I({M::lju R
A came ‘home und All studded with stars. I huilding dune roses,
: & i UJ’” . doniie Baidniy And down where the oy pross I'Illlul-"P'JIIE::“tllllll»":!'!rllll: (Iirllt‘-{
3 | d !u]‘ "illi 4 Esd'_siopped Bends tu\\':-'vr the wu',r{ er :ul'h hitto's hireust;
! I ' we Bateet man- Where the moss from thie live onks Laoave tlod nnd Eis angels
i Ty glon on his way Huungs glostly aud gruy, To wateh o'er thelr rest.
DA 3 from work at his| —moeeo — - — pom——
suole's faym, man in the city undertaking shop, and | of AMeDherson's mess, wius cmployed as
Josliua thought, uay, he would huve made when 1 asked him i auvene was dead [ cook for a time nod then beewme chief
affidavit to the fact, that he Iﬂ.w.d AR up fn Halltown he answered 1o o trems | caterer.
minda, and the seven sisters shining in bling .voiee as the tears filled his exes, | “Oll Bhady's” song made a hit by rea-
the blue dome above the Batect home sJosh's gone,' | gon of the patronnge of the generals and
could not have convineed her thut she Wt niled him @ 1 asked, lwas. taken up by the Lombard brothers,
did not love J. Baldwin, o tall, dark, | opy oo plied the old gentloman; *he | who managed a band of singers that of-*
binck-syed, eurly headed s s r'f"’"“" never spoke more'n twlet darter heo got [ ten entertained the soldiers in their enmps
Adonis of the country hamlet in which ll.i' home. ‘The last words I hearn him say | during the winter seaxon, The Lombards
and his sweetheurt resided. t.h"’- sl afore he dled was, “Tell Mindy to meet me | learned the song at Meltherson's quarters,
hayve mueh thue to witste courting, as Ar- at the depot: Pm comin' hum' 1 reckon . e
minda had to assist her mother ot making | o )00y Noare was broke. The dactor
t cheese, butter and cooking for the furm sl heart faityur w-ur. thie. onniss of e
hands, who were vorucious eaters and Heln' took ul"[." -
never seomed to have their appetites ap: "\rm“”!“ attended the fomoral, e
pensed, not even when Mrs. Bateot made whimpered o Uttle when thes Towerad the
a dreied apple pudding u.:h!: syrup pnough eoftn. i the gave. and Hek bz gawke
on ench dish to make it swim, ‘J.""I““l husbnnd shook her arm rodely and said
also worked from fourteen to  siXeen| oo ve beanth, *Diy up, thix arn‘t none
hours a day, consequently between work- uv your funeral” e
ing and sleeping there wis htltln |§m:x 1o A T iearal town ainin/T hoard the/old
| W | plague the moon in company with his lndy rogimental band pinsing, “The Giel 1 Loft
| _— e — — - = | love, And so it came (o pass that they Behind Me,” and {Uakarient 6f poor Josh,
! AB‘TERTHIR'[\Y YEARQ Batker Morse ad learned that his daugh- | deavor than characterized the period of hud promised "I"’ ]"""f“";' i ""']l wite, | wha fought bravely all throngh thoss
o A fer had given her beart to n stroggling |that bitter and uneompromising stroggle, though the day bhadi't been set yet, nor | con o nd hoarded his pay to maken home
! young villnge physician.  She, Mrs. Mor-| The hopidredth part of it has never heéen lind the lovely Armyindn ordered her Wed- | oo g6 el e left beliind him when ho
1 ATURE was fo|ton. bad dearned that afternoon of duf told, and only in the books of the recond- ding froRprRL \ “'I'_f l"l':”_’ thought that | o 1o the war, only to find her false ot
| hier gentlest wond, | AnEry seene at the mansion, in which the | inf angels abiove are miny of the entrips| tme » U.“M- not .1“'_ ':Lr_' ”’“l“”' 1 Josh laxt,
Pho sunset  swas | purseprond Morse had told bis child be| 1o the oredit of those who gave np eviry- ‘“"“ _';"‘:““”: whlie ] '"”"i' 'I" #0408 .'!1' Nearly o quarter of 0 century has piss-
| gorgeons, the air | Would rather see her dond than the wife [ thing that they held dear that the honor [ Wer¢ _"“t_l‘"'.'r ERITAEIS _']’" '|1“l '[n:m ‘l';;'.' Y1 ad sinee that tioe, and the wild Taurel and
clonr and light,and [ Of 0 nameless, penniloss country doctor, | of the Anerican nution might be upheld; —they 'l"]"]‘ .l”F“.' ““ih ‘“:'l’ L '“"f; 1'_""{‘ balspm grows above Juibua's geave, ‘up
| the pretty cottoge and they were pucking up tiow to leave | and upon the historieal hattle grounds of "'.“'j““ ':‘: "“ fact ¢ s ';‘ “”f" ll“ U i Halltown ecmetery., while onee o year,
I' home of  Widew | Lainton forever. the (isputed tevritory, ns well os upon the | Wos logging and the wool -1.HNIA slept ind G Momorinl Day, the Grand Avmy boys
! Morton looked| “Madam, enn you direct me—1 am look-| seattered grayes sli throngh the entire the spare l'l':d o "'L'i' 'f““r' l;" |nl>r.“-‘r place o flag and some flowers apun the
: aent and nyiting | Ing for the hawe of D Morton ¥ Union, it Is litting aud proper that gar-| for undisturbed love making— OSRUDAR= |y e where Hes a trne and honest heart,
Phe widow looked up.  Then her heart [ lands be lald and that patriotie tears may ed rather biue and Arminda’s face wiso (g girl he left bekind Wim mighe botter

oL smanyt’

where the eolorell mionstrel sang it for
them over and over untfl they knew it by
Henrt,  Finaliy it betame o popnlae ¢am-
padgn somg and bad its day with “Suowa-

2 y I oot ion. migns keeping time to the musie by whicl
Docordtion Dy, f'_"‘”‘ At slight provoen : g I o the musice by which ) e - . BT s WL
.uus. that was for| his mission—he lind come to parey bitter | they onee murehed to fight for the Stars da’s peot-up '_“ lings broke forth in‘u reall 44 (e girl he left behind him will never | Bee lfl"'t. “ (e Vicginny, John
MiE RIWalsh o bEeagion of subined soreaw, | words with the young man who had | and Steipes.  Then those wen wers in the lard erying 'blll'”- ; meet again, Thelr parting on the vornidy | Brown's Body™ nnd other airs appealing
Mrnl:zl.-d jwi‘lll ulllwlln;nrh*ﬂ of the beto she | stolen his daughter s heart, fire wnd Nush of first yonth; now they em- Jd"’ll‘““ I',""dl‘,]':r 1!‘:“';_1 l’lur :l“' '"I“’"“': of the old Bateet farm house was forever [ 10 the sentimeant of the hour.
1 e his iother, gie she gald simply. | phusize their SRR ik T and lovingly kissed her checks and wen wl nve. This story 15 troe.  The names — - —
phusize their speceh with a crnteh, A Joahun Batdwhs made] > 1 i, significance of' the Day.

faithfully monrned, however, was now i
fresh and therefore more polgnant griet,
and when she arose and went out into the
ltle goarden the soered, fender emotions
that olwnys hallowed this season were
glogded by the iotrusion of a tronble
scareely hor own.

Lo the uear vemetory rosted hor hns
bund—a pitriot who had taened the fide
of w jgrent battle by iy Hevoism, and who
for twenty yenrs after the war was the
ride of the Hitle community In which he
ived. How faithfully she monraed him
the cnrefully nurtursd  Howers  alwinys
guthered on the eve of the coming memo-
tlal duy, #s now, told to every neighbor,
who, with her, reversd the memory of o
trae man and n brave soldier,

“Poor Bires!™ she murmunreed, Hiting
her tear-filled eyes, aud glanelng anxions-

LOVE COXQUERS ALL. wreath of roses, ..\" liiun-ruf woon or set un's father. >
_— - e And then he snt down beside them. Hiy e The soldier of twelve battles and twen- i:? ﬁ / E
0 by ; g Hand of ki f BOLs 3 - .
:;,'3:)“‘:;“.ll_:“h,.n;l::tl;“-‘ .“:. ll:l:"lln"lr;:f\\'r;: eyes were full of tears. Memory and fidel A% ¢ .:rn “"I"T‘T? OFS1ee ty skirmishes turned pale, his stalwart ﬁ 2 1 'J{j o

When he¢ knows—what? Widow Mor-
ton looked ncross the valley to where o
stately summer home reared its turrets,
aw il to silently answer the question,

The plice had been oceupled by o
stranger since Fobruary, a wealthy city
banker, who had brought his only child,
a danghter of 18, and his servants thither

Sl yon nop eome inoand walt Tor him ¥

The butker twivled bis  grent  walih
chinln turlonsly, tetlectod fmpptiently, aml
nodided with cortness Then as she
whiowed libm into the nent sitting roond sl
plaeed her flowers on o tabide, and a sword
and w belt above it told thele own story,
i token of smdden interest came into the
visitor's vyes,

“You-you nre a soldivr's wiilow, mund-
am ™ he jnsinuited, nlmost reverently,

“Nes, there is my hero!"

She was heart full, and, poluting to n
pictire on the wall, she left the roow,
weeping over a tender tmemory, weeping
becnuse she koew this prowd man buad
come 1o erosh ber Barry's hearet.

“Phat!” echoed the  banker, ariging,
pale and startled, “that!™ but the widow
was goue, nmd did nor hear him.

Like ¢ mung In o decam be sat for fully
ten inntes staelig ar the pletnre,
trembling, rapt, he nrose anid scanned the
fromed vecord of Joli Mortoi's wak ser
vive,

“Chattonoogn,” he read.  “That ple-
ture!” and he ook o small, faded, ragged
counterpurt from his pocketbook wud coms
pared them,  “The swme man—after all
these yoprs!"

Wihen Widow Morton re-eritored  that
room shortly alterwards, to ber infinlte
surprise she found it untenanted, hor vis-
itor goie,

She hind not the heart to tell what she
had lenrned of Eleanor Morse, to toll of
her wysterious visitor to Barry that day,

The next, as they gat by John Morton's
grave in the benutiful Lupton cemetery,
alter they had placed the Howers upon the
monnd revered. she was about to speak of
it, when, glancing up, she saw approach-
ing—the man who had visited her w0
strangely the day previounsly,

He bowed to her gravely. He liftesd bis
hat, he placed beside ber own simple flow-
ers on her husband's grave an exquisite

ity had broken down all his pride, and in
that moment the widow comprehended
that her darling boy would never kpow
how nearly he had lost the woman he
loved,

A soldier had saved Richard Morse's
life at Chattancoga nt the risk of his own
—nobly, heroieally, There had been a

Then, |

story is tuld of a man who wis in court
= o Witness inoaocase at Mtigation, and
wlho was ordered by the judge to hold up
lils bond and be sworn,  He held up his
lefr linmd,

“Hold wp vour right hand!™" roared the
Judge,

ST ean't, your honor,” sadd the man,

e hime for comtempt of court, and
sond him to jail ol his fine is paid]™

AN pight, your hotop, but thére Isn't
any hand to wy vight prm. It lies buried
at Shllol, 1 am a soldier!”

“Remit his fing, He needn'’t be sworn,
Now,( tell ns what you know about this
caxe,” sald the judge, wiping his eyes
suspiciously hard,

LAY HIM LOW.

‘1.“.*‘!: hin eyes; his
work I8 done,

’ Wint  to him Is

1N friend or foeman,

Lay him tow, lay him low,

In the cloyer or the snow,

What cares bed He cannot know.
Lay hlw low,

Asn man Ye fought his fight.
Proved his teuth by Lis vudvavor,
Lot him slewn In solémn night,
Slewp forever and forever
Lay him low, Iny Wlm low,
In the clover or the sow,

away 1o the wir,
a splendid looking soldier and for two
years gtood the separation pretry well,
but the third year of service those en-
yvelopes with o flag in the corner nnd Gen,
Dix's famous snying, "I any man nt-
tempts to hawl down the flag, shvot him
on the spot.’ inseribied beneath, did not
come as often us formerly, Joshun's oyes
betrayed n far away look aud the boys
snld he wus getting howesick, a far more
dangerons diseuse amony soldicrs than
the camp fever, the doctors said,

Some of his comrades suggested n fur-
lough, but Joshua sald o, he would stuy
till his term of enlistmient expired, and
stay he did.

Finally the news of Lee's surrender
came to the camp of the reglment upon
the West Virginin mountaios and then
goeneril orders for mustering ont troops.

Joshun Baldwin's spirits scemed 10 pe-
vive at the reading of these and he told
L8 tent mate that at last he was going to
meet Arminda.  He had saved up enongh
to buy a nice little farm and lfe scemed
4 bank of lowers to him,

Then the reglent turoed in their arms
and marched to the railway station, and
in two days the train’s human freight of
bheroes slowly drew into rhe station and
Joshun's fnce soemed emblazoned with a
halo of anticipation.

S ber Minda will be there to meet
me,” and as the sintion was renched he
peered into the crowd gathered there to
meet the returning troops, but he saw oo
Armindn pmong that sea of faces, Hast-
ily alighting, his aged father, mother and
gister rushed up to him and there was a
scene that no one ever experiences but a
soldier returning from the war. The first
words that Joshua said were “Where's
Arminda?"

“Married three days ngo to John Meri-
thew, o fellow who worked for her father
when you went to the war” said Josh-

form qunivered, und his large dark eyes
filled with tears for an instant, then cours-
ed down his cheeks until his poor old
mother drew forth her pocket handker-
chijef and wiped them away.

“Phere, Josh, don't feel bad,” she sald,
tenderly. *“There's as good fish in the sea
as ever was caught out of it.” and she put

There are Howers on Mo
thorns  for

are fietitions,
morinl Day for Josh anhd
Minda.,

T LOLD SHADY."

A Darky Camp Minstrel Who Played
Melodiea for Geant pnd * herman.
One of the atinches of the North Da-

koty Nenate Hopse ut Bismarck 15 an oll

colored man named Blakely Durant, His

war history was made gnder the eqmp
gobriguets of “Dinke' and “Old Shady,”
and the last mentloned was given to him
on necount of a song by that title, which
he often sang nt the headguarters of the

Army of the Tennessee, Grant, Sherman,

MelPherson and other generals of the

Woestern nrmy were entertained by the

simple melodies of the musiceal darky, who

accompanied his songs by twinging the

guitar, which he handled skillfully. Ol

Shady" was the favorite piece of tien.

Grant, nnd he ealled for it whenever he

spent the evening at McePherson's eamp-

fire, where Blake was employed as a ca-
terer for the mess,

Blake, or “Old Bhady,"” as he was best
known, joined the army as cook for the
officers of the Seventy-irst Ohio regi-
ment and was on the field at 8hiloh, He
afterward shipped on the steater Mog-
nolin, which was used as transport for
(rrant’s headquarters at the opening of
the Vicksburg cumpaign, During that
time “Old S8hady"” came to the notice of
the commander, and he engaged him as
eook; but, true to his vagrant nature, the
durky asked for transportation home on o
brief visit as a bonos and failed to report
buek for duty at the end of his forlongh, |
Subsequently be fell in with the steward

There s 0 welancholy pleasure In cons
siilering this groat anuiversary, second
puly in impartanve to Fourth of July, but
overshadowed by o vastly diferent senti
ment:  Independence Doy is the birthday
of American [reedomw,  Memorial Day
may well be called its day of baptism and
conseerntion. O this occasion we turs
from the everydiy concerns of life and
give ourselves up to the cantemplation of
acts of herolsm that ralze humanliy above
the common level and link it wore closely
to the Divipe Spirit. These heroes whose
graves we strew with flowers gave thelr
Hves (or thele sonntrr, sacrificed them.
selves and all that they possessed that
ltherty and pence as estobiished by the
Copstitution of the United Stites mighy
be freed from the bands that hud been
thrown aronnd them, and might Hourish
untenmmeied, unconditioned, nnd without
repronch.

Civil War Victims,

According to the officinls Hgnres the
Unlon armies lost 350,528 oificors and mes
by death; the rétorns from the Qonfed-
crate armies are incomplete, but thos
in the provost marshal genernl's report
show that at least 133821 officers and
men lost their lives. The lossex in battle
were compurratively small in the revoln
tionary war, About G000 persans all told
were killed, and the usual proportion of
those who die of wounds is abont two-
thirds of those killed, That wonld give a
total of 10,000 Then at least 11000
prisoners died in the prisan ships: so that
probably not less than 25,000 ta 50,004
perzons lost their lives during and owing
to the war.

early in the year, tired of the ety season. hurried exchange of photographs, a prom- What cares hel He eannot know, her trembling and half palsied old arms

He had come down to Lupton only acen- | e never to forget, a quick alarm, scat- Lay bim low. around his nlj(‘k and her qmn}r-,m: !’".".l Al Iy

slonally during the past three months, but tered forces, and the two parted vever 10| o0 wim to Wis country's stars, implanted a kiss on I.}.“" cheek of er 50} | Ay

winsome Bleatior Morse lind been there all | Beet again in life, Rall the o « the volley. dier boy, now, after. three years' prayers | | AR i ofF 5
But Richard Morse had never forgot- What to hin all our waps? and tears, safe home again. Josh walk-

* vking folly?

h
Yy bim low,

the time, sad bad become the favorite of
the village.

What hut +

Ly hims L od slowly along after his family, following

ten, and gratitude sealed the lips of pride

The favorite of Ba , her Barry, Wid- and sanctioned the IIDI‘WI!! of love on that ]ff the clover or the stuow. them in a listless manper to the :'-_”ln'l' wide
ow ;;M‘Tu:t:'. ;l:lrfy. ;?m-llf The widow | bright, beautiful Memorial Day. ::..ML|(;=:=I‘¢’“.} He Ausot know, of the station, where the ofd family horse i
bad trembled when she first noted the evi- —_— — e and wagon was awaiting to carry him i
dences of their sincere attachment, But Pare and Undefiled Parriotism. Leave bim to God's watching eye, Lome. | .I \
Trust him to the hand that made him, “(ood-by, Jtl!h; invite us to the wed-! l. )

Patriotism, pure and undefiled, s ote
of the noblest seatiments that can inspire
s human heart, and wo page of history
chronicles more sacrifices, more unselfish
effors and more lofty aud determined en-

how could sbe have the heart to dim the
bright joy In Barry’s eye; bow conld she
point out to him the insurmountable bur-
rier of wealth that would oppose his lore
wme day! Aud wow the end had come.

Mortal love weeps [dly by,
wod alone has power to ald him.
Lay bim luw, Jay bim low,
In the clover or the snow.
What cares he? He canoot know,
Lar bl low

Josh did not retarn the recognition with
even & look or a smile.
Only & week alterwards [ mot the old ! “ i\

ding.” cried out & dozen comrades. but ‘
| )




