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THE PASSING ARI1Y.
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The Irresistible Conqueror Is Thinning the Ranks
of the Veterans of the Civil War.
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T is now thirty-six years since the
Hﬁut flowers were strewn upoa the

graves of the men who gave their
lived that the nation might live, Observ-
ed at first in a small way by isolated
communities, this decoration of the
grassy mounds has come to be recognie
ed as an established custom and Memo-
rial Day has long had a fixed place in
the calendar. With each successive anni-
versary the day has gained a wider ob-
servance and has been made the occaslon
for many appeals to the patriotism of the
people. The verdure of each returning
spring covers more deeply the scars of
battle which once seamed the hillsides
and valleys of the sunny South. Onp this
day of precious memories it is well to re-
call the sacrifices of bygone years, and It
Is also fitting to express the hope that
those who are mow charged with the
guidance of our national destinies will
perform their duties patriotically and
well.

When the gray-haired veterans of the
great war for the Union meet together in
annual observance of Memorial Day, few
will bear in mind that the day itself, as
a part of the national life, iz the result
of the inspiration of one of the greatest
of all the volunteer soldiers who fought
for the flag—the late Gen. John A. Logan
of Illinois, Few, indeed, of those not
associnted with the organization of old
soldiers will remember this. The soldier-
statesman who won his spurs in actual
fight and refused to accept peaceful hon-
ors while the war was still on—one of
the first, if nut the first, of the list of
honored comrades who headed this or-
ganization—was the originator of the day
of sorrowlul remembrance of the bravery
gnd virtues of those who fell in battle
or who have crossed the dark river since
the conflict ended,

The apple tree of Appomattox never
blossomed so full and so fair as to-day.
Its flowers and [ts fruit were never %0
fine and fragrant. The Union which Ap-
pamattox established and cemented was
never so strong and glorious. Its sacred
bonds have been welded, not merely by
the mutoal pledges of devotion, but by
the fire of herolc service, side by side,
under the common flag, on a distant sofl,
and they never before bound up so much
of national pride and hope and high as
piration.

The great chieftains—Grant and Lee,
illustrions products of the same national
school at West Point—met at Appomat-
tox with mutoal respect and homor, anl
in their generous and chivalrous coming
together typified the spirit of a reunited
country. That historie hour dates a new
Union, which is now a trne nnion of
bhearts and hands that none can sever.

Bo long as the flag remains unfurled
Memorial Day cannot cease to be a great
and tender memory. Each anniversary
becomes more pathetic from the fact
that many of the “"boys in bine" are pass
ing away to join the vast army in the
silent land. Every year the ranks of
the veterans on this side the river grow
thinner, and the steps of the marchers
slower. Within twenty-five years nearly
all will have joined their regiments on
the other side. But their deeds can ney-
er die. Future generations will read
them, deep cut, defying the tooth of time,
on the marble of the country’s greatness.
They will blaze on the pillars of the
Union and in the springtime of each year
a grateful people, bearing choicest flow
ers—nature's sweetest emblem of love
and affection—will decorate their graves;
for those grassy mounds will be known
a5 shrines forever more; shrines =o long
as the republic shall endure; shrines
where patriot knees will bend and pat-
riot eyes will weep so long as freedom
has a worshiper and equality of rights a
devotee.

Grant and Lee are no more, and Bher-
man 4nd Stuart, and Jackson and Hook-
er, McClellan and Hill, Barly and Meade
—all are gone, and the great spirit of
change broods over the scenes of thelir
former activities. The grass grows green
on the deserted battleficlds, and all is
quiet nlong the banks of the Poromae,
The James and the Chickahominy, the
Kappahannock and the IRapidan, wind
their course to the sea undisturbed by
war's rude alarms, The former turns
the earth in the fertile valleys which
drank the blood of the flower of Ameri-
can chivalry; the feathered songsters of
the wood make melody in the tangled
thickets of the Wildernesy; but the great
captains and many of their devoted fol-
lowers have departed. They pitch their
tents on other camping grounds—not be-
neath the stars that shine on Bouthern
#cenes, but above the stars on the fair
fields of Elysin. There they commune
ond there they hold sweet intercourse,
We may not know their employments
there; we may not conceive the rapturous
delights that attend them in that blissful
etetion; but of this we may be assured;
they are not unmiodful of the comrades

who tarey here, and they have no higher
joy than the realization that the peace
they set up st Appamattox has grown
into a perfect peace—a peace that has
overcome all obstacles and the doubts
and perplexities which first attended it
—a peace whose blessings fall to-day up
on our land like the rain upon the mown
grass and like the dew upon the moun-
tains of Lebanon.

And so it is that in the decoration of
the graves of the hervie dead human
hands and human hearts have reached a
solution of the vexed problem that baf-
fed human will snd human thought for
three decades. Sturdy sons of the South |
have sald to their brothers of the North
that the people of the South long slnce
accepted the arbitrament of the sword
to which they had appealed. And like
wise the oft-repeated message has gone
forth from the North that peace and good |
will reigned, and that the wounds of
civil dissengion were but sacred mem
ories, v
The contest that followed the end of
argument between two great civilizations
wits, while it lasted, the greatest and
bloodiest of equal duration in the an-
thenticated annals of the race and the
most destructive ever waged by men, It
lasted four years; it annihilated six bill-
ions of property; it overthrew the rebel- |
lious governments of thirteen States; it
called four millions of men to arms; it
wns fought on 2300 recorded flelds; it
filled 700,000 graves from the sword anld
shot and shell and pestilence; the silent
sleepers went down on mountain side
and in tangled wood, in dismal swamp |
and on sunny plain; where the rivers
rolled and the wideewaved ocean streteh-
#d they found sepulcher; and at lust one
civilization, with its garments rolled o
blood, pussed away to the shades for-|
ever; the other, victorious, ralsed a spot-
less ensign in the sky, its stars washed
brighter with the glad tears of rejoicing
humanity that the greater government
of and for and by the people had mot
perished from the earth.

THE SEXTON OF THE SEA

You scatter flowers ou the grassy monnd
That marks the spot wuere your wved
ones be;
You Uring them embloms with
thought
For the dead beneath the sea.

pever o

For every ship that the hands of men
Have hullded with chart and wheel,

The bon:s of men [0 a hundredfold
Are lald beneath Ity keel,

A canvas shroud and an Iron bar
At the weary head snd the wasted fret,
And lo! from the deck they move away,
From the hearts that throb and beat!

Soldiers and <allors and capta’'ns grand,
Babes with a mother's breast

Wet with the llps that will toueh no more,
Come down Iln my arms to rest,

And 1 Iny them gently alone to sleep,
Where the bed of the sard Is ¢'enr;

And none may wander, and none shall stray;
For 1 keep them, oh, so dear!

And hark!
nighr,
Above the wave where the fishes awlm,
You mny kuow that T keep my Father's
watch,
For the day [ shall give them back to him! |
—Leslle's Weikly.

‘GAVE FIVE BOYS.

When the bell-bucy tolls at|

The Deacon’s Heart'' History of the
Civi! War,

A young man was “hogging” a blg
pine box as the Decoration Day parade
came swinging down the street, Feel-
ing himself gently punched in the back, |
he turned and looked down, There |
stood a little, old man holding a big, |
thick cine and evidently very anxlous
to see what was passing. “Young man,” |
he said, “I'll take it mighty kindly if ye
will share part o' that box with me, I've
got lost from my friends, an' I'm par
tieular eager to see this marchin', My
boys is in there, ye geel’

“All right, deacon," assented the young |
man; “hop up." |
“Well, boy, that's more'n 1 ken do,”
and the young man saw that one of the
old gentleman's legs was shrunken and
twisted, He reached down and gently |

lifted him to the hox.

“That's good,” sighed the deacon; "I
reckon you've had a good raisin’, young
man."”

“Were you in the war yourself, dea-
con?"

“Naw, | wan't thur myself, Uncle
fam wuz makin’ cripples fast ‘'nuff
‘thought puttin' forrard enny already
made,'! This with a patient sort of a
smile down at his crooked leg. "“But,
stranger, I dun middlin® well ennyhow;
I guy him five boys, two of 'em twins,
and two son-in-laws., My gals are wid-
ders, and only two of my boys eum back,
The oldest and youngest fell at Chice-
moggee. There wuz shoulder-straps on
Jerry's cont when we buried him outen
Crown Hill. He wuz the first born,
Mos' killed his ma when the news cum,

with the telegram. | 'lowed "at sumpin’
wuz up soon's | saw ‘lm. Ma wus
kneadin® dongh, an’ sivod o the stoop
just behin' me, Obe jus' sald Jerry. |
got the lt‘ll‘.ram upnn somehow, It wus
in a strange handwrite, an’ sex, ‘Cap'n
Jeremiah Braxton was killed In the first
charge.” 1 jou' turned ‘round to ma,  She
put ‘er han's agin the door, sort a-trem-
blin', an’ then went in. 1 heerd her go-
in' sort a slow-like up the front stales,
It wuz awful haed, steanger; awful hard,

“Party soon Obe Simeox rid off arter
the gals to tell ‘em to come up, 1 found
ma a-kneelin” at the little ole carpet-
coversd box where thet boy Jerry used
to knoel at family prayers. Seemed like
1 jes’ coulda't stan' it nowhow, 1 stood
theer an’ ‘membered ‘vigh about every-

thing from th' time thet boy wua born'd; |

how ma laid out thet he wuz to be our
fonndation, an' named him Jeremiah;
an’ then when he ‘listed how he tuk her
up in his arms right ‘fore the kernel an’
the major an' all the boys down at the
gute,
kneeled down by ma and put my arm
vound her an' jes, repeated what Job

sex, “The lLord giveth and the Lord!

taketh away, blessed be the name of the
Lord." "™

Here the voung man found [t com
venient to wipe the cignr smoke out of
his eyes.

“Well, the gala cum in shortly an'|

made thur ma go to bed, an' put theer

arms ‘round me an’ said, ‘Poor daddy, poor |

ole daddy; same time they bein’ fearful
"bout their own two men., Shortly afore
dark up cums Parson Hale, as I thought
to glve spiritual comfort, and so I tuk
him right up to ma. 1 wux standin’ on

the frout stoop when | heard ma sort a |

bresnk out as though she's mortal hurt
an' heerd her moanin’, *Oh! my first
born'd and now my youngest, my baby,
my baby.' 1 tell ye, boy, I felt turnin’
to stone. 1 know'd then what ‘twuz,
Thet boy, Bam, on'y clghteen year com-
in’ fall, jes" as full o' pranks as a pup
u]nﬂ. Hiﬂ‘ like a bab-o-link, I[ll‘" down the

whole school or recite *Cassylilanky' and

‘Lucy Gray' "til ye conldn't keep your
tears back. Bho, you'd a Wfed yurseif
sick the time he rigged up in his sister
Iuby's elothes and went over to My
Skaggses to hire out, An, he wan't
ashamed to wursh dishes "ner kiss ma
right afore company enny where, no,
sir.” -

Here the old man choked up again, and
two big tears gig-zagged down his tanoed
chraks.

“As I wnz sayin, it eum too quick fur
me, boy. | kind o' a'posed I luved thet
hoy a leetls more’'n the others, ennyway
I clean furgot my ralsin’ and my bein'
the seenyer deacon and a class leader,
fur I jes' natcherly throw'd my han’s up
an'—an' I carsed Gawd, 1 did, son, 1
did jes' thata.” There was a tones of
horror and awe in the tone with which
he confessed to this sin of thirty years
back.

“Uy course, I've prayed fur forgive
neas ever ainee, nn’ feel like 1 got it, too,
but jes' then the devil wuz in me, An'
would ye belleve it, thet boy's ma she'd
got up an' come down to find me an’ wus
a stanlin' right theer an’ heerd it all
When [ turned and seen her 1 jen" stag-
gered an' fell down afront of her. Then
she kneeled down an’ put her arms aroun’
me as | bad done in the mornin' with
her,

“We got through it all somehow, by

| the Lord's help, and when along later

news cum that Leander woz took, too,
ma whe jes' turned to me with a sort uv
reesigned smile on her face, un' I 'low 1

 Jes' wmilled back; ennyhow me an' her

an’ my ‘wo darters, both widders, with
boys wlise fathers never seen them
looked to Parson Hale, an' the parson
be talked gnd prayed right there, better'n
I ever heerd ' in the pulpit., An' now
when Decoration Day comes ‘'roun’, ma—
she wax seventy-four lnst March—goes
up to our room ap’ gits out the pleturs
and things belongin' to the boys and lnys
‘em out on the table, and then she puts
flowers with "em and flags all ‘roun’ thelr
picturs that hang on the wall, and tries

(to keep cheerful, but she won't never

enm duwn to see the boys marchin', nor
go to the graveyard that day.”

“But Lishe apd Wash, the two that
etim back, belong to the post, and | jes'
nntehierly have a powerful lot o' pride in
seein’ thews with the other fellers,”

Here 1he deacon grasped the young
man's arws, and, pointivg to the front of
n line of “vets,” exclaimed delightedly;
“Thar they nir, thar they alrl~them two
right under that fiag, ao ef 1 do say it
ns oughtu't to, them two boys constitoot
n heup o' me gn’ their ma's pride!

The young man looked and saw two
soldierly men, gray-haired and gray-
bearded, stepping off proudly to the old
famillar fifes gnd drums, despite the war
legaey of stiffened jointe, The two
“boys," despite thelr grayness, their halt-
ing steps, were still “boys,” not ouly to
this little old “dad,” but to that long line
of spent, crippled and malmed defenders
of “the just eause.”

“Well, young man," continued the dea-
con as he wag helped from the box, “I'm
obliged to ye fur your kindness, an'—ye
won't tnke it hard from an old man—ye
look asif you were one o' these young city
fellers that burns the candle at both
ends, nu' ef you ever feel as though you
was clean (gskered out and wanted to

01d Obe Bimcox rid over to our place

rest & wpell, mepea out to our plece,

1 saw it all onet more, then 1 jou' |

| AVOID THE SUMMER HOTEL |

Aund Take the Children to a Farm (o
the Vegat on T m
| “What possible exvuse the n\'vl'np‘
{mother can concoct to Justify her In
[taking  her very voung children to o
summer hotel | hnve never been able
lto discover,” wrlites Bdward Bok, in
{the Ladies” Home Journnl, It cannot
he the food, because I the fow WD
[mer hotels where 1L Is not positively
[bad wnd uneatable, 1t s cooked (0 suoh |
[nrge guantities and fn steh o slapdosh |
[ manter that all the nuteitive qualitios
fare cooked out of It 1t cannol be the ‘
[freedow . from  conventlonalites,  be
[cnuse | conventionally relgns as s
preme at the summer hotel as 15 does
In the elty drawing-room, Therd In all

the slavery of dress and none of lia )

freedom, * * There Is a bigness, a
freedom, an bonesty, a slucerity in the
lite of the farm and Its folks which
thousands of us know nothing abou*
The sanest, the highest Uves are lod by
these people, and yet in ouf narrow
horlzon we think thelr Hves ure cons
tracted. The fact Is, that we dire nar
row; not they, 1t ls thelr lives that are
real—not ours, |

“It Is the essence of the lives that are
lived In the country that we need so
much In our lives: the essence of sl
plicity, of sineerity, of freedom l'l'nmI
things which are external nnd not |
worth while. We cannot, of course
live In the city and live as do country |
folk. What we enn do, however, Is to|
|0 to the conutry In the smamertime
jand lve with them and extract some of
the wholesome lessons of simple living
which their lHves ean teach us. The love
of Nature s lmplanted In all of us to a
more or less degree! the erime to our
melves |8 that we glve It so little chance
lof development or expression. And the
crime s doubled when we withhold the
jexpressions of Nature's worklngs In
Lour children.”

| KEdward VIL anl Harrlet Lane,
“Diuring the Prince of Wales' stay In
Washington (upon the occaslon of his
vislt to Ameriea, In 1860, he was Pres
Ident Buchanan's guest, and um-llplﬂll
apartments of the Executive Mansion
looking over Lafayette Bquare.” writes
Willlam Perrine, In the Ladles' Home
(Journal. “One evening when an elal-
ornte displiy of fireworks was given In
his honor he stood on the balcony of |
the White House, together with My,
Buchapan and Miss Lane, amidst gread
cheers, When dinlng with his hosts he
wonld escort Miss Late to the table,
senting imself at her vight., His man-
ner wos somewhnt bashfol, and mos!
publle  cercmonles  apparently  hored
bim. DPut while he was with Miss Lane
und the coterle of beautiful women of
her wet it was noted that for the first
time since heé had been In this country
he seemed to show the manner of a gal
laut young gentleman desirons of pleas.
[ Ing. One of the merriest wornings she
had with himm was nt o gymuoasivm In
| Washington attached to a female sem- |
inary., Oun the brass rings suspended
from the ceillng be swung himself ona
[ by one across the room, and the whulall
party laughed heartlly at his pranks on
the rope ladder, Then he fell to play:
Ing tenpins. Miss Lane and the Prince |
together succeeded In conquering Mra. |
Thompson and the Duke of Newcenstle:
It was next the turn of the victors to
play against ench other, and Harrlet,
who was one of the most robust girls
of the day, specdily onthowled the
Prince and put his muscle to shame,"

How Bpring Comes in England

spring carols, and the privet Is green-
ing In the hedge, says an English mag
nzine. A crimson shell of the apricot

petals. Under the naked llme trees the
exquisite blossom-llke leaves of the
columbine are mustering, a porplish
magentn beneath, a pearly green on
the surface,
or east wind prevall the daffodlls will

green rosettes of the London pride are
rounding gracefully, and the splkes of

the earth as If they were the bayonets

Iun.--t Bkun l;mumr of Extiotion.

| The fishermen of Dieppe, Boulogne

clety for the Protection of Birds of
eatching that rare mpecles of gull
known as the great shua and using it
as bait. The great skua Is already In
danger of extinetiony, and Its only
known nesting place anow Is Foula, a
mountalnous [slet off the west coust
of Scotland. Steps are belng taken to
have the breeding grounds closely
watched this season. Foula was the
last haunt of the extinet great auvk.—
London Express.

The Point of View.

“Mike," snld Ploddng Pete, “do you
t'Ink New York Is de wickedest clty on
de mapt”

“No, sir," nnswered Meandering
Mike, ‘Dese lttle towns ls de ones
dat sets de dogs on you an’ makes ye
gaw wood, Instld of arrestin’ you an’
tryin' to make you comfortible'"—
Washington Btar.

Costly Butterflies,

One of the Rothscbllds is reported to
have pald $1,000 for a butterfly. His
extenslve collection of butterflles I¢
valued at $500,000,

If no rude hand of l'runtl

the great flag liy push upward from

|
of buried warriors, Idlet Burrell on

| and Gravelines nre neeised by the So- |

CHIEF FRANCIS C'NEILL.

Head of the Chicagn | olice Force Was
Oclainal'y w Rilioe,

Franvis O'Nelll, Clhileago's new chief

of pollce, bus hod an exclting career,

Born In Cork, Irelnpd, be became &

cEnllor when still young and wade hin
Plrst voynge In an English vessel Lo
[ Odlessn, Russln, After another sen voy-

e, this thue to Egypt, he salled for
Amerled and thenee to the West Iudles
aid Bouth Amerlean ports,  His next
voynge was to Japan and thence to
Honolulw, From Honelulu he salled for
Baker's Island, In the Bouth Paclfie,
and was shipwrecked, After hils rescoe

St Fina Gim voag bk

hie made his way to Califorola and be-
catme a sheep herder. But the ocean
still attracted him dud be salled for
New York on s vessel which rounded
Cape Horn, He then became o school
teacher In Missour! and Inter located In
Chlengo, where he Jolned the police
force, Durlng his first month of ser-
vice he was shot by a burglar and he
still carcien the bullet In his body, His
rise In the police force was steady and
rapld and be passed upward through
the different grades until he Is now at
the head of the service,

Chief O'Nelll 1s ag enthusinstie Irish
scholar and an export on many stringed
Instruments, e has the finest library
of Irish lternture and music In the
United Btates and probably In the
world and Lie s ever adding to bis col-
lection of works,

NEW MAIL BOXES.

Plan ta M k* Them Valuuble for Gen-
erdl Information,

A San Franciseo Inventor s not aat-
Infledd even with the lmproved mnail
hoxes which register the tlme when
the last colloction
of mall was made
and when the next
will be minde. He
thinks the boxes
should be made a
sort of bureau of
universal Informn-
tlon for the good of
the publie, and he
hns figured out a
wny In which the mall collectors can
disteibute this lnformation withont In-
terfering with thelr dutles, On the first
round each morning he thinks the ear-
rler should Insert In a rack on each
box u card showing the weather predie-
tlons for ithe suecceeding twenty-four

jhours. He should also wind and regn-

Inte the clock which tells the time to
passers-by, In another frame on the

The larks have begun (o sing thelr 1,0 \y1eting of Important events hap-

pening all over the world are to be
posted by the earrlers. The box Ix also
fitted with an automatic mall scale for

has broken to show Its ereamy, folded’ welghing lotters and packages, and

contalos a thermometer and placards
giving information as to the rates of
postage and of money order feen,
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Hmpih. Summer Boartlers,
“Remember that the boarders are

soon be In bloom, The little dark with you In the country for thelr own

pleasure, and not for yours, and iry
and adapt yourself to them, rather than
demand that they should adapt themn-
selves to you,” writes Carolinge Bene-
“"Keeping Summer
Boarders with Success, in the Ladies'
| Home Jourunal, “One of the slmplest
|ways of mnking them comfortable Is
to glve them thelr menls by themselves
Land at their own hours, As your faml-
ly ls accustomed to early rising you
ean have an early brenkfast, and have
it all over before the guests will wish
to rise, So with the dinner and supper,
IThis may secin to entall o great deal of
| trouble on the farmer's wife; yet a trial
will convinee her that It Is the most
sntlafactory nrrungement all around,
the extra trouble not worth conslder-
Ing. As to the food city people ex-
pect certaln things on a farm, none of
them too ditticult to provide—good
drinking water, plenty of milk and
eream, fresh cggs and butter, vegeta-
bles In abundance and fruit In senson,
If these are all that they should Le It
will be found that allownances will ba
made If the meat 8 not of the quality
to be had In elty markets, and If there
are few fancy dlshes of any sort,”

Two or three days before a woman
beging housecleaning, she gets a tunny
look In her eyes, and vothing will do
her any good excopt & womnn to help
her, a man to move the heavy things,
and everything upslde down.




