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Aunt Martha's
Memorial Day

F son ali't never hnd oo Aot
Muortha In your famlly, mu su, @
that you hove missed ote of t @
best things that ecer happeycd

in this world. She |8 ma's oldest « |
mald siser.  Well, sow, you nesdi t
turn up your oese! Bhe alo't one o f
them sonr, lean crnpky, wegsone l,
vioegary dispositioned, spit cait s -
fire, ollelorh Codiig erlttvre—uo L. a
long shot! Ehe's short, sttt ol o
and earrles n osadle that swarms ol
Llights o bull room, Just as when fulin e
Iaxs o fre fh the treplace

Bome folks =ay that the reason sie
aln't mnerked 1= beenuse gbe alo't neys
e hd no chanee, Mo says Tl v,
For five yenrs Uncle Blng" hbred i,
Henry Peters, kept company with bey
ma sayva, ol come to see hor o
Woednesday nod Baturdny night vl
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LG G0 1IN YOUR PLACK"

through cora plantin', lnyin®, harvest-
in' and thrssbin’, po wintter how busy

I have Dened ma tell the story abon:
Flenry Peters o goad many  thoes
Licury fived aloue In n Uttle Bouse v
Uncle Bilas' farn, which fiues ours
that is, Henry roomed there, Unele's
house was pretty small for the growiny’
family, so the bired man slept there.
Bo did extrn belp durln' bayin', har
yestin® aod thrashin',

It is o little two room affalr. Auni
Martha lives there all alone now ex
cept when she |s stayin' with some of
the relatives, helpin' care for toe slck,
Jayin' out the dead or something ke
thut. Aod It keeps her pretty Lusy,
becuuse both po and ma have o prist
of brothers and slsters lvin® In these
parts,

Well, durin' the war ma suys po
was drafted. It dido't secm as If be
conld be spared. Ma had been slek
all winter and had run up an awful
doctor’s hill.  The crop¥ Lind  been
mighty poor the searon before, nlmost
a fallure. There wasn't enough sold
frow the furm to keep us golug wnd |
pay the Interest on the mortgnge, .

There was no money to puy for a
substitate, and things did look blue.
Through the orcbard one worhin
scyihe on shoulder, come Henry [e-
ters, who had learned of the troubile
Fa waw out by the plgpen wlien oo |
ry walked up to bim, placed hix hand
on pa's shoulder and said: “Uocle I
ram"<he alwoys called pn that, they
say—-"1'tl mo In vonr place L am n
®lugle wann, withvot uny ties, No une
eiures for me, and there Is none de j
@endin’ on we ag there 18 on you™

Pa bursts foto tears and says, “Heu
ry. 1 have no woney to pay you.™

“Drat the money! says [lenry
Bangln' up his seythe In the apple tree
by the pump.

Henry went to the county seat sud
flisted and went to war. Ma wsave
there was a tearful partin® between
Aunt Martha and Heory, she guesssd,
because Martha's eyes was nos) |
swelled shut pext day, but her smile
wis still there.

band abead, next the orator of the day
anid the preachers of the town o car-
ringes, then the flower waron, with the
Hithe glrle dressed In red. white and
blue; vext the Grand Army post, Wo |
man's lellef corps, followed by eltl |
genm In carringes and on fool,

I hostled slong home, and when git-
10" nenre the house | thonght 1 wonld
stenl In and see what Aunt Marthe
was doln’ and mebbe | would find out
why she don't ever go to Memorinl
day. The doors was all open. | sllpped
Into the =intin' room and found the
thing= ns ma sald. Then 1 went Inte
the buttery by the window and s
tened and watehed,

I heard Aunt Martha comin' down-
stalrs.  Iostend of beln® dressed In
white, as usunl, she bhnd on a dress ag
black ns nlght and wore Aunt Pa-
tlence's bonnet and vell that she got
when Uncle Wall was killed on the
log slide up Kittle ereek.

The band was mnrchin® nlong the
road to the graoverard. 1 could benr
the dirpe, and Annt Martha wnlked
with slow step, keepin' thne to the sad
musle. around the house, ont to the
pamp, where hung the scythe that
Moeory Peters hitehed up there hefore
he went to war. There Aunt Martha
stopped, Bhe had a book In her hand,
and | heard bor read somethin® from
It It s =omebody’s oratlon; ean’t re
member the exnet words, but it s
#omething Hke this: “We eannot cons
conteate; we cannot dessieate this hol-
lowad ground.™ It's a noble plece, 1
bnve beard It read on many a Memo
rinl day by some Inwyer at the Forks
durin’ the exercipe, It winds op, “A
government from the people, with the
people, to the people, shall not perish
from off thix ‘ere earth.”

After this 1 heard Aunt Martha say-
In'. "Weo will now percede to decornte
the gravea of our fallen heroes,” And
she stepped up and bhung a wreath of
everlastin® flowers on that old seythe
snath. Then she dropped on her knees,
bowed ber head, clngped her hands as
If she was makin' a prayer to God. 14
conld look no longer and took my
sneak. 1 felt mean to think I spled on
her, but now 1 knew why Aunt Mar-
thn never went to Memorial day.

1 went back to the cemetery, and mn
was glnd to got her wrap., After driv-
in' all around threugh the graveyard
and lookin' at the decorntions we went
to the ball game nnd saw the Catlin
Hollow Dalsy Cutters mow down the
Stony Fork Glants by a score of 34 to
20,

We got awful cold goin' howme, but
when we all plled out there was n
blg fire In the elevated oven kitchen
stove, the table was spread with a
white cloth and a dandy supper ready,
thanks to Aunt Martha—eggs “hollgd
Just three and one-half minutes In the
shell and sure the water's bollln'”
says she: potntoes cut up fine; cooked
In ham gresse and then eream poured
over them, which she knows so well
how to fix: fresh apple sauce, warm
biscult, honey, spleed peaches and a
one egg cake as light as a feather
Aunt Martha In her white dress,
warmin' us all with her smile, bus-
tlin' about, helpin® us kkis off with
our things and givin® us several help-
in's of onr favorite dishes.

After supper [ teased ma to walk
out to the pasture with me and see
some new lnmbs that had come while
we were gone o Memorinl day, and
then while wnlkin' back 1 told her
what 1 saw about Aunt Marthn, She
Just broke down and crled and sald
she had pever knew such love and de-

Good news was heard from Henry.
He wos brave gnd got to be second |
Heutenant till at some blg battle. the |

name of which 1 forget. he

among the missin’. From that day to |
this nothln® more has been  heard
from Henry Peters.  Aunt Martha was
clean beartbroken, ma says, but she
went about her work, earin' for the

slck and layin' out the dead. as usunl
Aunt Martha orgnnized a soclety, ma
says, to send lint bandages, conned
frults and jellles to the sick and
wounded In the hospitals and worked
on that all the time she could spare
from family matters.

Henry Peters’ scythe hangs out Iy
the apple tree right where Le left It
when he went to war. Pa sald none of
us boys should tech It. and we never
have. The blade Is terrible rusty—
sp'lled, | guess—but nobody has ever
dygred take It down,

Aunt Martha vever goes to M
rial day down art the Forks, oand |
often wondered why, All the rest of
us do, rain or shine, 1 didn't think 1
could go this year, becouse | wins just
over the mumps and It was o coolish
day, with a raw wind. Just over the

hill frow our house, at Its foot, rans |

the rond to the West Branch cemetory,
sud, while it s ont of sight of the
bouse, you can lenr the band as It
merches Ly, but you can't ge¢ any
thing. It Is quite n ways rouml by the
road. but eross lots {t ain’t far

Ma Jeft her blanket shawl and my
pea Jocket Ixin' on the sofa o the =it
1o’ room, intendin® to take them along
to use i we got cokl, and fn the ex-
cliement of gettin' started forgot ‘em
“Georgle." she says to me—inn nlwnys
calls me Georgle when she wants me
to do apything—“capt you run home
and get onr wraps that ' ld out on
the vofa® I hated to. The procession
was inst (ormin’ for the cometers—the

|
was |

A WREATE OF EVERLASTIRG VLOWEHS,

votlon, Sbhe made wme promise not to
tell, and 1 npever have, nobody but
you. But you won't give me away,
will you?

I have been thinkin' what ma sald.
For the life of me | can't see why
Auot Martha's dressin’ up In Auut Pa-
tence's widder's weeds and goln' out
| to the pump and bangin' a wreath of
everlastin® Sowers on Henry Peters'
rusty old scythe that has bung there
| for forty years has apything to do
| with love and devotlon. Can you?

l i L i

{ i A Btory of Grant,
| General Fred Graot's favorite story
|ut his futher is one that very aptly
{ ilustrates that great soldler's faculty
1 of siging up a siiuation In a few
1 words,
l “We had an old conchman” be says,
‘who wus not the brightest man o the
| world, but what be did not know about
i borse wis not worth knowiong, Moth-
Lor used to call on bhim to do all sorts
| of things that were not in his line, and
old John, of course, was #lwnys makling
alstakes to annoy her. Once she sent
Him 1o the bank to do sowe bLusiness,
and be did It wrong, Bhe told father
shout It and sald:
| “*] guess you'll have to let John go,
Ile never does as he should anything
I want him to do.'

“'Well, mother,' sald my father, ‘if
Jobhn could do evervthing you want
Lim to do, and do It right. he would not
lave to be our coachman.' "—Phlladel-
!t 4l Ledger.

THE DRUMMER BOY OF SHILO

Colonel John L. Clem's Story of How
He Got Into the Regular Army.

An Interesting story Is told of the
way Colonel John L. Clem, the fumous
“drummer boy of Bhilobh™ and now
asslstant quartermasier general, got
Into the regular acmy. Ino the early
days of Geoeral Grant's first termn as
president Clem, without ald, secured
an audience,

The president sald, *What ean 1 do
for yout"

Clem sald, “Mr, President, 1 wish to
usk you for an order to admit me to
West Polot™

“But why.," sald the president., “do
you not take the examination?”

“1 did, Mr, President, but 1 falled to

pass.”
“That was unfortunate,” sald the
president. “How was that ¥

“Why. Mr. President, you see, | was
in the war, and while | was there those
other boys of my age were ln school.,”

“What!" sald the president, amazed,
“You were In the war?"

Clem was then scarcely elghteen and
boylsh looking.

“Yes, Mr. President, 1 was in the
war four years' Aond be related his
experience,

The president then wrote something,
sealed It and, banding it to Clem, said:

“Take this to the secretary of war.
1 guess It will fix you all right.”

Clem went to the secretary, to whom
he had already applied, and was re-
celved somewhat coldly. He delivered
the note. The secretary read b and
snld;

“Do you know what this Is%

“No," gald Clem, “but 1 supposed it
wns an order to admit me to West
Polnt.*™

“Well, 1t isn't," sﬂld the secretary.
“It's an order to cofmisslon you sec-
ond Heutenant In the regular army.' -
Leslle's Weekly.

Hooker's Grand Chestnut Charger.

General Hooker probably had the fin
est looklug horse in the Unlon armies.
This was Lookout, a horse of rich chest
nut color, standing seventeen bauds
high and possessing all the dainty and
elastic sction of the most delicately
fashioned colt, This was the horse,
Kentucky bred, which bore Hooker
during the “battle above the clouds.”
The horse was Intended for exhibition
in England, but got no farther than
New York, where Hooker bought him,
although having to compete with the
agent of the emperor of France, who
wanted him for his majesty Louls Na-
poleon,

Close Quarters.
At the battle of Charleston, Mo., In
August, 1801, Lieutenant Colonel Ran-

rode up to him and suld: “What do you
mean? You are kllling onr own men.”
“l know what I am doing.” replied
Ransom. “Whaom are you for?™ “I am
for Jeff Davis,” was the reply. *You
are the man I'm after,” returned Ram.

drawn,
hitting Rausom in the arm,
shot his antagonist dead.

Ransom

The Watch Below.

Bring bloasoms for the sallor dead
Who sleep In ocean graves

Bring fragrant lilles, pale and pure,
To float upon the waves

And dewy purple Ylace, too
From many & cottage home,

And starry daisies, white and gold,

To mingle with the foam.

som of the Eleventh Illinols was urging
his men to the charge when an officer |

som, and instantly two pistols were
The Confederate fired ﬂrllt.l
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O you know what it means, boys
and girla
Who hall from the porth and the |
south-—
Do you know what it means,
This twining of greens
Round the slisnt cannon’s mouth,
Thia strewing with flowers the grass
KTOwWn gravye,
This decking with garlands the statues |
brave,
This flaunting of fags
All In tatters nnd rage,
This marching and singing,
These bells a-ringing,
These faces grave and these faces gay,
Thin talk of the blue and this waik of ths
gray,
In the north and the south Memorial day?

Not gimply a show time, boys and girls,
In this dny of falling Nowerw,

Not a pageant play

Nor a holidny
Of Nags and Noral bowers,

It s something more than the day that
Eiaris
Warm memories n-throb in veteran

hoenrts,
For across the years
To the hopes and fears,
To the days of battle,
Of roar and of ratile,
To the past that now seema so far AWay, |
Do the sonns of the blue and the sons of
the gray
Gaze, hand c¢lasping hand, Memorial day.

For the wreck and the wrong of it, boys
and giris,
For the telror and loss ans well,
Our hearta must hold
A regret untold
An we think of those who fell,
But thelr blood, on whichever side they
fought,
Remade the nation and progress bought.
Wa forget the foe,
For we live and know
That the fighting and sighing,
The falling and dying,
Were but steps towurd the future—the
martyr's way,
Down which the sons of the blue and the
gray
Look with love and pride Memorinl day,
—Wide Awake,
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AN INTERRUPTED BATH.
Confederates In Adam's Garb.

from the Teuuessee mountalns, contest
ing every wvaninge groumnd down to
Kevesaw, Buat, strive as they might, the
advancing column of Sherman's leglons
was teo much for them., nnd even from
the beights of Kenesaw mountalns we
were driven down through the Allatoo-
ua hills to the Chattahoochee river. On
July 18, 1864, dusty and battle stained,
we stood on the banks of that stream
and gazed upon its waters rolling along
far below. Masking our cannon on the
bluff that overlooks Nickajuck creek,
we made a break for the river, The
water was 80 alluring that we would |
have plunged into it bad the risk of
| belng surprised by the enemy been
even greater.

“In a few minutes the river was full
of naked ‘rebs’ disporting in the waters
| #0 dellciously cool after that long, bot
march through the Allatooua hills, We
were only o0 or 700 yards above the
mouth of Nickajack, and the water was
quite shallow, us the long drought had
brought the river down,

“Suddenly from the direction of Nick-
ajack there was a ‘pow, pow, pow.'
Imagine the amazement with which we

| bebeld n squadron of Federal cavalry

at the mouth of the Nickn)ack blazing
awny at us with thelr carblnes and
{ only preverted from cowmpleting our
| surprise by thelr Inabllity to ascend
the almost perpendiculur biuff that rose
| on our gide of the stream. There were
some 5000 of us. but our numbers
counted little when we had not even
the protection of an undershirt from
| those viclous bullets, and none of us
knew what moment some gun might
prove superior and send a ball into
some of our naked bodies. Our bath
was spolled. and vever did 5,000 men
dress more gquickly than we dii.

“In a twinkling we were In line, and
the waters of the Chattahoochee were
| gilding along aguin undisturbed. We
| stood off the Yankees untll night and
all the next day, when Shermap moved
up the river, and we chaunged our posl-
tlon accordingly.” — Atlunta Coustitu-
tion,

The Phantem Army.
And | saw a phantom army comae,
With never a sound of fife or drum,
But kecping step to & muMed hum
Or walling lamentation—
The martyred horoes of Malvern HIil,
Of Gettysburg and Chancelloraville,
The men whose wasted bodles Al
The patriot graves of the nation.

And thers pame the unknown dead, the
me«n
Who dled in fever swamp and fen,
The slowly starved of prison pen.
And marching beside the others

With lmbs enfranchised and bearing
bright
1 thought—"twas the pale moonlight—

They looked as while as their brothers,

| And s0 ali the natlon's

| dead,

| With never a banner above them spread,
No slgn save the bare, uncovered head

| Of thelr sllent, grim Reviewer,

| With never an mrch but the vaulted sky,

With not s flower save those which lie

On distant gruves, for love could buy
No gift that was proper or truer

night marched

Bo all night long moved the strange ar-
ray,;
Bo all night long till the break of day
I watched for one who had passed away,
With a reverent awe and wonder,
Tl a blue cap waved in the lengthening

line,
| And I Knew that one who was kin o
i mine

Wakened me from my slumber!

jA Relic of
|

| his sons, John jJunlor and Joason, be-

| hile suceessful sales, “plunged” to the

How Sherman Caught Five Thousand | come to the downstalrs, low cellinged

“Inch by Inel” relates an ex-Confed. | the morning, and they were there far
erate, “the gray jackets had retired | Into the night after work wns over,

JqILn__ Brown

N a very dilapldated conditlon—in
the midst of the aceaomulation of
old casting boxes aud scrap lnm.
boer In the yard of the Lmery

rompnny’s copper smithy on Hallroad
row, Bpringfield. Mass, now given over
to the tender eare of rats and plgeons,
with an occasfonal trawp deifting o as
nn extra goest—stands the  [dentical
warehouse used by gobn Browuo, sid

tween the yvears 1847 nnd 1801

John Rrown had Hved in Massachu.
setta before. e studbsd (o e o min-
Ister in the family of Hev, Mosos [Tal-
loek of Pininfield just before he reach
ed his majority In the winter of 1810,
At that time he wns deseribnd as
“rather tall, sedate, digniftied.'” and he
wis sent back to his father's tanyard
In leas than a year because of inflam-
mation of the eyes,

In the warehouse John Brown work.
ed dnlly with his men, some white and
some eolorsl, sorting, classing and
transshipping wool. There (1845 Fred
erick Donglass called upon bhim and
“was surprised to find him In such a
small wooden hovuse on n back street.”

In (hnt same yesr Brown, elated at

extent of golng to Europe to Interview
English bnyers, It Is relnted that he
was phenomenally astute in grading
wool by the sense of touch. A half
dozen BEuoglishmen met the Yankee
farmer and, having heard of his keen-
ness In this particular, resolved to put
It to the test. He was led Into a dark

room in which three small sample
packets were lying, Brown Instantly
detected which was Saxony, which

wits from Ohlo, but at the third he
hesitated a moment. Turning to the
jokers, he sald, “1f you have any snu-
snge machines In England that will
work up dog's halr, put this in "
The lnngh was on hig companions, for
they had indeed naed the shearings
from a poodle to fool Wim.

Drown greatly endeared hlmself to
the blacks. In his Springtield ware-
house he formed a lodge of "“Spring-
field Gileadites,” primarily almed 1o
protect the negroes from gathering
troulile with the whites, Forty-four
members joined, Beverly . Downing
heading the list. He would have them
work besan In

office an honr before

The Inte Thomas Thomas, long n res-
taurateur in Springfield, wns engaged
at the very first of Brown's eareer In

- -

JOHN BROWN'S WAREHOUSE.

thut city ns a porter. He sald that
when he asked Brown how early in
the morning be should come to work
the reply was, “We usually begin work
al 7. but come earlier, for 1 want to
talk whh you” He declared that
Hrown was wont to talk by the hour
withh white or black sympathizers,

It made little diference how press-
tng the business; the enthosiast was al-
wiys ready to call a bult when the op-
portunity to exploit his views present-
ed liself. He preferred to de most of
the talking and apprecinted a good lis-
tener.

In the collated correspondence of
Brown there ure two later Items bhav-
Ing a distinet benring upon this wool
working Sprivgfield era. On the copy
of Brown's letter to his son John, as
given In Dr. G. W, Brown's book, ap-
pear these words apropos to the fa-
ther's elatlon at making a business
connection with Colonel Perkina (Jan.
11, 1844);

“This, I think, will be considered no
mean alllance for the poor bankrupt
and his family in & manner so unex-
pected. 1 most certainly hope we will
have the wisdom given us to make the
most of it"

In the letter quoted in Frank B, Ban-
boru's book., uuder date of April 14,
1858, when he was rapldly nearing his

. Brown speaks of “the Habilities 1 in-

Came the dusky martyrs of Pillow's fight, |

¢ | watomie™ Prooy

Hed come. and | snoke—and. 1o, that sign | him at lust to the Harpers Ferry raid
—Bret Harte. ‘llld to the gallows. —Boston Glabe.

self lwposed martyrdom, addressing
“dear wife and children, every one"

curred while connected with Mr. Per
kins" and further says, “Most of you
know well | gave up all 1 had to Per
kins while with him."”

It was somewhat startling to see re-
cently, after anlmost gixty years have
passed, on the great billboard which
now completely hides this dllapidated,
tumbledown wool storage warehouse
from passers on the rallroad. the lurld
advertisements of a traveling “Uncle
Tom's Cabin" company, with fugitive
slnves being chased by bloodhounds,
when less then three feet from the
base of the svme boarding stands the
same counting reom which heard, back
In 1840, flery depunciitions of just
such scenes Trom the Mps of old “Ossa-
Wimesif, even then
| planning the tragic course which led

How Sherman
“Put t_he Lid On”

URING the slege of Atlanta
sotie of the Confederate bat-
terles opposing  Sherthan on
the west frout of the eclty

were  ahieltered  from aftack by a

mouttain which could not readlly be

scaled by Federal artillery. After long
delay and tedious lnbor the Hght feld-
pleces of the Eleventh Indiana battery
were” hnuled to the crest of the moun-
taln, where the men of the Second

Massachu=setts had cut n rondway and

constructed earth and log pits to shield

the guns. A day was fixed, the earliest
possible, to open fire upon the lnea
below, Sherman, Genernl George [

Thomas, the “Rock of Chlckamanga,"”

“FPlghting Joe” Hooker and General J.

M. Brannan, Thomas' clhilef of arvtil-

lery, were on the ground to witness

the effect of the fire, which was ex-
pected to open the way for a success-

“WE WILL NOT OPEN FIRE TODAY."

ful attack upon Confederate positions
which baflled the advance of Thomas'
troojms,

The tlme was August, nnd the heavy,
stifling ntmosphere inclined the men of
both armies to suspend activity., The
stillness of death relgned everywhere
except around the lsolted battery on
the wountain top. There the gunners
moved with the grim energy of sol-
diers facing n crisis. Guns were
traloed upon the most consplenous and
vulnerable targets. Sherman aond his
lieutenants stood apart, seanning with
fleldglnsses the eamps where the shots
were to sirike,

At last the signal was given, Bat-
tervmen went forward to pull the lan-
yards and send the shots home, when
attention was diverted by the soft
pealing tones of a bell trembling on
the heavy nir across the valley. Loud-
er and stlll louder the measured
chlimes sounded over the city, over the
camps, up to the mountaln crest, Sher-
man ralsed a warning foger to gun-
pners, who looked into the eyes of their
officers for explanation of this strange

gesture, The officers, equally non-
plused, looked to the generals, and
Sherman spoke out ealmly, but In

tones for all to hear, "Geuntlemen, we
will not open fire today.” Then, turn-
Ing to the chief of artillery, he sald, in
the same qulet tones, “General Bran-
nan, you will open fire tomorrow."
“Today"™ was the SBabbath, n day, ac-
cording to Sherman's orders, not to be
nterrupted by the Inferno of guns and
shells,—Harper's Weekly.

Minus the Picture.

The Lridge builder with Stonewall
Juckson's army was a rure character It
the following story be true:

The Union soldiers, retreating from
the valley of Virgiula, burned a bridge
over the Shenandoalb. Jackson, who
wanted to pursue, sent for his old
birldge builder.

“8ir," he sald, “you must keep men
at work all day and all night and fin-
Izn that bridge Ly tomorrow |gurulug.
My engineer shall give you the plan.”

Old Miles salnted and withdrew.

Early the next wmorning the general
sent for Mlles again,

“Well, sir,” sald Jackson, “did the
engineer give you the plan for the
bridge?"

“General,” sald the old man slowly,
“the bridge 18 done, 1 don't know
whether the pleture I8 or not."—Her-
ald and Presbyter,

Bwearing In the Cook.

The darky contrabands who fre-
gquently strayed within the Unlon lines
were oflien very acceptable as serv-
ants, particularly as cooks, The non-
commissioned officers frequently had a
heap of sport with these unsophlsticat-
ed negroes, Occaslonally there was
great formality In swearing in these
cooks, The drums wounld be sounded
orf the bugles blown, and amid much
linpressive pomp the darky would as-
sume his new duoties, having sworn to
perform them properly, to support the
constitution of all the loyal . states,
clean the plates without wiping them
ot his coat sleeve, solemnly swearing
o put milk In the coffee every morn-
Ing and other like deeds,

The Unknown Dead.
Now many a soldier slumbers,
Hir resting place unknown
Hia !"-lnndn' were crossed, his lds were
i,
The dust was o'er him Brewn
The Arifting soll, the moldering leaf,
Alang the sod were Llown

His mound has melted Into earth:
His memory lives ulone,

Bo let 11 live unfading,
The memory of the dead,
Long as the pale anemons
Springs where their tears were shed,
Or ralning In the summer'as wind,
In Mokes af burning red,
The wild rose sprinkles with ita leaves
The turf where once they bled

]
—Oliver Wendall Holmes J
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