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gift—his own life. When we once get 
the true spirit of Memorial day we 
view the individual soldier as a factor 
added in and a force moving on 
toward the great aim and purpose of 
all life. It is this that takes war out 
of the plane of mere physical contest, 
the struggle of brute forces, and lifts 
it up into the realms of the spiritual. 

So we do not gather today as men 
do to see a prize fight. It would be 
possible to review the war as an exhib
ition of physical forces. A contest of 
brutes. There are scenes of awful 
carnage which you soldiers have wit
nessed, baptism of blood you have 
been baptized with, the rest of us know 
nothing of. The mere telling would 
invoke the blood-scenes which justify 
Sherman's awful words, "War is 
hel l ." In such case it would be blas
phemy to talk oi "the God of batt les." 

But remember how Hooker fought 
the battles above the clouds' "The 
battle above the clouds," up in the 
spiritual heights, the real contest is 
waged. There are different ideas of 
government; there are different ideals 
of manhood, there are differing spirits 
moving in the hearts of men. These 
are struggling for mastery, and while 
war is brutal and surely as an end 
cannot be justified—the method of it 
may be all wrong—yet the end for 
which men fought and died in the 
sixties was worthy the sacrifice. 

Looked at from a material stand
point it would have been as well, or 
better, to have let the south go. In 
that case there would have been two 
nations where now there is but one; 
two flags, two forms of government, 
two standing armies and naturally 
greater complications. But there 
would have been no less acreage. The 
soil would have been as fertile, and 
the climate remained unchanged; the 
wealth of the forests and the mines 
would not have been decreased, and 
there would have been an immense 
saving in material resources and of 
still more precious life. Why could 
we not have said to the seceding 
states, "go in peace." But we could 
not have let the south go and at the 
same time remained true to our 
spiritual heritage. Our fathers came 
from their ancient homes with a 
definite religious purpose. When 
Pastor Robinson took leave of his 
little flock it was with prayer and an 
exhortation to follow the truth as God 
gave them to see it. They went forth 
conscious of the leadership of God. 
Before them all the early explorers 
were animated by a religious purpose. 

When Columbus first landed he fell 
upon his knees in prayer to God, 
then rose to plant the cross of Christ 
upon the new soil. He consecrated 
this land to God before he took it for 
Spain. 

Our whole history is saturated with 
the religious spirit. We believe we 
are a nation established of God to 
develop the highest type of manhood. 
To have let the south go would have 
meant the arrest of the progress of 
man in those higher conceptions of 
manhood which underlie a republican 
and Christian civilization. A govern
ment of the people, by the people and 
for the people would have proved a 
failure. America has been called 
the last opportunity of the race to 
work out its high destiny. Had we 
failed in the sixties it would have 
been a lost opportunity. 

The new world was destined for a 
new manhood, not founded upon 
genealogy or inheritance or exercise 
of lordship or race or color. Wealth 
and power and culture and noble 
ancestry all have a place but cannot 
weigh in the scales against those 
qualities which make character—and 
character has to do with the spiritual 
qualities of the soul. 

This is the thought upon which 1 
wish to dwell. Standing at the grave 
of the old soldier I want you to 
recognize the spiritual quality of his 
act; the high aim and purpose of his 
warfare. I wish you to see how a 
life, in itself so impotent and tran
sitory as easily to be snuffed out by 
an enemy's bullet, or struck down by 
the fever of the camp, when con
secrated unto God and dedicated to 
the service of man is exalted into a 
•divine fellowship with Jesus Christ 
and becomes an immortal thing. 

First of all see the vital relation 
between religion and patriotism, most 
perfectly illustrated in Cromwell's 
Ironsides—an army of 50,000 men 
who had the fear of God before their 
eyes and made conscience of what they 
did. That army was always victori
ous. No enemy could stand against 
its onset. In England and Ireland, 
Scotland and Flanders, often sur
rounded by great difficulties and con
tending against three-fold odds, that 
army not only never failed to conquer 
but never failed to destroy and break 
in pieces whatever force opposed it. 
What made Cromwell's Ironsides in
vincible? They went to battle pray
ing and singing psalms, taking for 
their watchword, "The Lord of hosts 
is with us, the God of Jacob is our 
refuge." Every soldier carried his 
bible of selected texts and fed his soul 
on the word of God. There were no 
oaths, no drunkenness, no gambling; 
the property of every citizen was safe, 
and the honor of every woman held 
aacred. 

Now can we match that anywhere in 

the Grand Army of the Republic? 
One chaplain tells of his regiment: 
Mayor Granger was an Episcopalian, 
Captain Comyn, who succeeded Col. 
Ball, was a Catholic. There were 
Methodists, Episcopalians, Catholics-, 
Baptists, Congregationalists, Pres
byterians and others, all of whom 
held the religious services in high 
respect. There were 362 men who 
could lead in prayer. Oliver Crom
well would have been glad to have 
that regiment among his Ironsides. 

Did any of you here present belong 
to that regiment? And how many of 
you are qualified to lead off in a 
prayer meeting? Or would you be 
like a life insurance agent who 
"worked" me in my younger days on 
my first charge. He played the 
"pious ac t" and got the preacher to 
introduce him among the farmers. 
All went well until at the supper 
table a pious farmer asked him to 
"say grace." You should have 
heard that prayer. It was evidently 
the first he had ever made and needed 
an apology. So he explained that he 
had only recently been converted. He 
did not turn up at the prayer meeting 
in the little country church that night. 

However I will wager every one of 
you soldiers prayed sometime in those 
awful days. There was something 
you were thankful for. Like the boy 
who wrote home to his father— 
"Father I am thankful I was born 
bow-legged for today a cannon ball 
passed through the natural crook." 
Or there was something you earnestly 
desired, like the soldier of a Minne
sota company who tipped the scales 
at some 250 pounds. They were fight
ing the Indians and, surprised one 
morning, had no defense. Every 
soldier was hugging as close to 
mother earth as he could. In the 
midst of the battle when the bullets 
were flying thick and planing off 
whatever parts of the big man's 
anatomy chanced to be uppermost, he 
turned to a little lean fellow next to 
him who was lying as flat as a flounder 
and said, "Gosh, but I wish I was as 
little as you be . " That was an 
earnest if not a pious prayer. 

The high and lofty spirit of sacrifice 
and service typical of the American 
soldier was described by Gen. Gar
field. He said that "the men of his 
army were inspired with all the 
heroism of antiquity and marched 
with the spirit of Miltiades and 
Themistocles and all the ancient 
heroes in the air above them. See 
that glorious soldier, Gen. Dan Mc-
Cook, storming the heights of Ken-
nesaw mountain at the head of his 
troops. The summit was crowded 
with rebel troops. The ascent was 
precipitous. The men had to lift them-
seves up by grasping the bushes and 
branches. It was known to be almost 
certain death to storm that height. 
In a momentary pause Gen. McCook 
was heard to mutter to himself. He was 
reciting those well known lines from 
McCauley's 'Lays of Ancient Rome:' 

'Then outspake brave Horatius 
The.captain of the gate 
To every man upon this ear th 
Death cometh soon or late 
And how can man die better 
Than facing fearful odds 
For the ashes of his fathers 
And the temples of his gods 

A moment more and McCook rushed 
up those heights leading his troops 
and in two minutes he was dead— 
"For the ashes of his fathers and the 
Temples of his Gods." " A n d , " 
added Garfield, "how could man die 
better?" 

In the war how much depended 
upon the fidelity of the private soldier 
and the courage of the lone picket, or 
many of whose names will not go 
down to history. How often was 
character the decisive element in the 
conflict. 

When General Lee was raiding 
Pennsylvania he met his generals 
upon the street in Chambersberg and 
had a consultation in which it was 
agreed to march on to Gettysburg. A 
plain farmer's boy up in the second 
story heard the plans, followed the 
troops until he saw them take the road 
to Gettysburg, then he hastened to a 
telegraph office and sent a message to 
Governor Curtin. The governor sent 
for him and he was brought on a 
special engine at the rate of 91 miles 
per hour. As the governor and his 
staff stood about him the governor 
said, " I would give my right hand to 
know that this lad tells the truth." A 
corporal at headquarters who knew 
the lad replied, "Gov. Curtin I know* 
the boy. We lived in the same neigh
borhood and I know it is absolutely 
impossible for him to lie. There is 
not a drop of falsehood in his veins." 
In five minutes that boy's news was 
telegraphed to headquarters and 
the union troops were set in motion to 
fight the decisive battle of the war. 
Character is the core on which the 
world turns, the pivot of a nation's 
destiny, the mightiest element in the 
conflict. 

The American soldier was a vol
unteer. Unlike the soldier of 
antiquity he did not make war a pro
fession, nor did he serve for wage or 
from compulsion like the soldiers of 
Europe. He made the best kind of 
soldier because actuated by the 
highest motives. He not only fought 
but thought. He thoroughly under
stood the great principles upon which 
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the true state is founded and did not 
hesitate to give his life to insure the 
practical application of those 
principles. We must not forget that 
our great generals led men of superior 
intelligence. They were not inert 
masses to be hurled against a foe. 
They were alert, alive, quick to com
prehend and often anticipated their 
commanders and accomplished deeds 
of valor not ordered or even thought 
possible. 

Some years ago in a Methodist con
ference in Kansas presided over by 
Bishop Mallaliew, the roll of the con
ference was called. They came to the 
name of Allen Buckner, an old retired 
preacher. He answered to his name 
in a short speech and ended with the 
words, " I am now a wounded soldier 
and a superannuate." Chaplain 
McCabe, afterwards bishop, who was 
present, arose and said, "Bishop 
Mallaliew, do you know that man led 
the assault up Missionary Ridge 30 
yearsTago?"1T"r>id j e , " said™the 
bishop, "give me""your handT" The 
whole conference rose. Some one 
started, "My Country 'Tis of Thee," 
and with the tears flowing like rain 
down their faces they pressed forward 
to grasp the hand of the man who 30 
years before, amidst a rain of bullets 
and bursting shells, far up among the 
rocks of Missionary Ridge, shouted 
to his soldiers "Come on! Come on!" 
It was perhaps the most desperate deed 
of the war. Grant standing below on 
Orchard Knob and watching turned to 
Sheridan and said, "Did you order 
that charge?" " N o , " said Sheridan, 
they are doing it themselves." Ah! 
Immortal Grant! Here lies the secret 
of your unsurpassed leadership. You 
were commanding not an inert mass, 
a mob of hirelings, but intelligent, 
patriotic, American citizens who could 
do things themselves. 

And yet some were afraid of you 
and for you. They were afraid you 
would get to loving war so that you 
would want to go right on and slay 
and kill and make war a profession. 
How little they understood you and 
the purpose of your fight. They did 
not and perhaps could not understand 
that you had no hatred for your foe. 
You were the first to feed the starving 
rebels from your well-filled haver
sacks. You were magnanimous in 
your terms of surrender. You did 
not mar the day of peace with exulta
tion over the vanquished. You said, 
Take your horses home, you will need 
them for the plow." Then you laid 
down your arms and went back to re
build the homes you had never ceased 
to love. 

The secret of your unparalelled 
action may be found in the story told 
by a union general to one of our 
Methodist bishops. His command 
was stationed at Little Rock. The 
mail came by way of a river steamer. 
One day this general, having no 
insignia of his rank, went to get his 
mail and on the way back sat down 
upon an old log to read the home 
letters. Looking up he saw a big 
broad shouldered soldier. He was 
one of the few who could not read. 
He said, "S i r (not recognizing the 
general) will you please read my 
letter to me." He had enlisted with 
an Iowa regiment. The letter was 
from his wife. It began, "Dear 
John , " and told how she had received 
his letter and the money and had 
bought boots for little Tom and a nice 
dress for Bessie and spoke of the little 
touching things of home life. Then 
she wrote, "Last Sunday was our 
quarterly meeting, and afterward the 
presiding elder came home with us to 
dinner. Then he prayed with us for 
you. Oh, John, he prayed so good. 
Don't ' backslide, husband; don't for
get God, be faithful." 

The general said that when he 
finished he looked up and the man 
stood and the great tears were rolling 
down his cheeks but he managed to 
sob out. "Good for her, anyhow." 
The American volunteer fought for 
home and God and native land and 
was willing to stop when his work was 
done. 

As you sit before me today, repre
senting what is left of the Grand 
Army of the Republic, I cannot for
get that you are passing on—at the 
rate of 60,000 a year—and some day it 
will be heralded through the land, 
"The last of our civil war heroes has 
departed." I dread that day. Not 
on our account, but for the new 
generation. "Lest we forget, lest 
we forget." 

The chief danger of this new gener
ation is our unspirituality, our lack 
of perception and appreciation of the 
things of the inner life. Our material 
conquest since the civil war has been 
so marvelous. We have got rich 
quickly. Wealth acquired so easily 
has made us greedy. Out of our 
greed have come our rings and bosses, 
monopolies, political corruption, un
equal taxation, oppression of the 
poor, the spirit of the mob and the 
many sins our great president is try
ing to correct. 

We need the old soldier—we need 
Memorial day. We need as an anti
dote to stand at the soldier's grave 
and reproduce his sufferings that we 
may learn what this country cost. 

Patriotism is not all poetry. There 
is the glory and poetry of the army on 
parade—the music of the fife and 
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A Timely Suggestion 
Stocks, good both in grade and assortment. Orders coming freely 
have a tendency to decrease the stock and cut up the assortment. 
You can see this means you had better anticipate your wants and 
place your order early. Our stock is mostly White Pine and we are 
sure you will make no mistake in placing your order with us. 
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PRINCETON LUMBER CO. 3 
DEALERS IN ~ 5 

Coal, Lumber, Sash, Doors and Building Material i s 
QEO. A. COATES, Hanager 3 
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drum, the streaming colors and 
gleaming bayonets. Yet patriotism is 
more than this. It is rigidly 
practiced. It means joining an army, 
saying "goodbye," sacrificing one's 
liberty, consenting to command, 
marching according to orders, 
through heat of summer and cold of 
winter, through rain and sunshine. 
It means sickness in the hospital and 
chancing life on the battle field. In 
our civil war 150,000 were killed in 
battle. Threefold that number died 
from the fever of the southern swamps 
or of disease in camp. 

"Four hundred thousand men 
The brave, the good, the true, 
On battle field and in prison pen 
Lie dead for me and you, good friends 
Lie dead for me and you ' 

It is a good spiritual tonic to stand 
at the soldier's grave and learn that 
there is something in the world worth 
more than money or worldly posses
sions, to gain which men counted not 
life dear. It is well to learn that the 
way to manhood is by way of the 
cross, that to gain life you must con
sent to lose it. It is well to learn of 
the personal element in the soldier's 
sacrifice. He died not for an ab
stract principle. It was for you and 
me. The words of Marion Douglas 
voice the sentiment that should reign 
in every patriot 's heart at the sight of 
a soldier's grave. 

' Glad robins singing in the boughs 
Lone murmurs of the bees 
A. hillside burying ground, closed rouna 
With wilding apple trees. 
The snowy flowers drift softly down 
Upon the quiet graves, 
And in the south wind over one 
A small fiag-gently waves 

Those floating colors make for me 
That grassy mound a shrine 
What though the one who sleeps beneath 
Knew naught of me or m i n e ' 
Yet tha t brave life quenched long ago 
Seems of my own a par t 
For he who dies for freedom lives 
In every freeman s h e a r t ' 

American Society of Equity Directory 
No 4526, Schmidt District, will meet the first 
Friday of every month a t the Schmidt 
district school house No 3 a t 8 p m 
E D BENSEMAN Pres H F H O L T H U S , Sec 

No 4373, Bogus Brook, will meet the second 
and fourth Friday of each month a t Emil 
Jopp s house A SCHMATZ, Sec 

No 374, Berry District, will meet the first 
F u d a y of every month a t the Berry school 
house district 24, a t 7 30 p m 
O D O R N E Pree L A H A T C H , Sec 

No 4734 Woodard Brook will meet the first 
and third Saturday of each month a t the 
Woodard Brook school house a t 8 p m 
ALBERT RlEBE, P res FRANK MAGNUSON, Sec 

No 4804, Blue Hill, will meet the first and third 
Saturday of every month a t the Wheeler school 
house at 8 p m 
J A M E S DTTGAN Pres F R E D S T E H L Sec 

No 4703 Greenbush, will meet the second and 
fourth Saturday of each month a t the Aug 
Bines house, in school district 5, a t 8 p m 
S E T I L L E Y , P res E C S T A R K , Sec 

No 4991, Baldwin District, will meet the second 
and fourth Saturday of every month a t the 
Baldwin town hall a t 8 p m 
CHAS JTTDKINS Pres H B F I S K , Sec 

No 4211, Oxbow, will meet the first and third 
Tuesday of each month a t the Gates school 
house in Dist No 3,3, a t 8 p m 
G E O TOMLINSON, P r e s E E A D E K E , Sec. 

No 5057, West Branch, will meet the first and 
third Saturday of each month a t the school 
houst Dist No 4, a t 8 p m 
A R C H I E T A Y L O R , Pres , J L W E T S E L . Sec 

No 4117, Zimmerman, will meet the first and 
third Saturday of each month in Woodman 
hall a t 1 30 p m 
H B P R A T T , P res G E O R G E J A M E S , Sec 

No 4243, Green Lake, will meet the second and 
fourth Monday of each month a t M B A hall, 
Wyanet t a t 8 p m 
A U G U S T JOHNSON, P r e s E N Y S T R O M . Sec 

The Tag of Good Taste 
is upon those who wear our shoes. 
They stand pre-eminent as graceful 
and stylish footwear, and are pro
nounced perfect by those who are com
petent to judge. 

This is only one of the many excel
lent models in our line of 

Ladies' Shoes. 

We can fit all feet and suit all tastes 
and pockets. 

Solomon Long 

| First National Bank 
I of Princeton, Minnesota. 

Paid up Capital, $30,000 

A General Banking Busi
ness Transacted. 

Loans Made on 
Security. 

Approved 

Interest Paid on Time De
posits. 

Foreign and Domestic Ex
change, 

S. S. PETTERSON, President. 
T. H. CALEY, Vice Pres. 
J. F. PETTERSON, Cashier. 
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Princeton State Bank 
Do«§ * G « n e r a l 

Capital $20,000 

Banking Business 
Interest Paid 011 Time Deposits. 

Farm Mortgages, 
Insurance, Collections. 

J. J. SKAHEN, 
Cashier. 
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Security State Bank 
of Princeton, Minnesota. 

Capital and Surplus, $34,000. 

JOHN W. GOULDING, President. G. A. EATON, Cashier. 
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M. S. RUTHERFORD 

W e M a k e 
A S p e c i a l t y 0 / 

Farm Loans 
M. S. R U T H E R F O R D <& CO. 

T o w a t e n d B u i l d i n g , 

Princeton, Minn. 
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Foreston Mercantile & Live Stock Go. 
Are fitters of men, women and children 
in shoes, dry goods groceries, hardware, 
and all kinds of farm machinery and 

* fencing. 
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Foreston Mercantile & Live Stock Co. 
FORESTON, - MINN. 
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COAL! COAL! 
A full line of the finest quality on hand all the | 
time. Hard coal in stove, egg, nut and pea t 
sizes. Try our pea coal at $ 7 . 0 0 p e r t o n . | 

Charcoal always on hand. t 

| J. L. LARSON & CO. 

L. C. HUMMEL 
D«al«r i n 

Fresh and Salt Meats, Lard, 
Poultry, Fish and Game in Season. 

Both Telephones. 

Main Street, (Opposite Starch Factory.) Princeton, Minn. 
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