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HONOR FOR HEROES

(Continued from First Page)

tollos, edge of lilies mnd white flowers.
White immortelles in the oenter made the
inscripticn, “Giabriel R. Paul, Post No.
101, N. J.,” at the foot of the grave & lux-
urious bush bearing scores of white roses
added to the effect.

Another impressive decoration was at the
tomb of Medical Director John Miils
Browne. This was a blanket of ivy leaves,
edged with white immortelles, while across
the ivy in the same flowers was the word
“fAdelity.”

Women's Work. o

The Loyal Legion of Women, the Wom-
an’s Relief Corps, Sheridan Post, No. 14,
G.A.R., and other organizations alded In
the decoration and embellishment of the
resting place of the great Sheridan, and Ad-
miral Porter's tomb was exquisitely treated
by the survivors of the brave sallors who
loved and followed him.

But everywhare was brightness and
beauty, and the fragrance of the flowers
that filled the air was almost as sweet as
the spirit that jnspired their bringing.

The road to Arlington was crowded all
day with the coming crowds. There were
countless carriages, scores following scores
on foot, and every electric car on both the
Arlington-reaching lines was crowded In
every Inch of space on every trip made
The crowd at the cemetery at noon num-
blered at a conservative estimate 20,000 peo-
ple.

The arrival of the Grand Army and the
other organizations, with their bands play-
ing and banners fiying, caused the con-
vergence of the multitude to the vicinity of
the mansion, where the parade was formed
to visit the tomb of the 2,000 illustrious
though unknown dead, who lle together
beneath the massive granite sarcophagus
south of the mansi This noble spot had
been literally hidden by floral tributes, and
seemingly every visitor had cast a bloom
to the immense mass that lay scattered
around it.

From th2 tomb of the Unknown the way
was made to the amphitheater, where the
services of the day were held. The people
crowded around In every posasible place
of vantage to hear the words of the elo-
quent orators and listen to the inspiring
muslc of the Marine Band and the choir.

At the Ampitheater.

Reaching the amphitheater the boom
of cannon firing the national salute made
the echoes reverberate, and shortly after
the noon hour the exercises were com-
menced with the impressive ‘“‘sounding of
the assembly” by a bugler of the 4th cav-
alry. The grand music of Reinhart's funer-
al march followed. The Grand Army Mu-
glcal Union, under the direction of E. D.
Tracy, rendered Herbert's ““The Burial of
the Dead” with excellent effect, and Thos.
B. Hopkins, department commander of the
Department of the Potomae, G. A. R., call-
ed the assembly io order.

Calling to Order.
Tepartment Commander Thos. 8. Hop-
kins, in calling the assembly to order, said:
“Once more do we meet on this historic
ground, in this clty of our dead. Again do
we come with flowers in our hands for the
graves of our dead- comrades, and again

Department Commander Hopkins,

flo we go back in memory to the dark days,
when, as young men, we stood side by side
with these comrades who are here sleeping
their last sleep.

“"How vividly do we recall their bright
young faces, their gallant bearing, thelr
matchless heroism! We remember them
as tney followed the flag through the
flerce storm of battle, and as they went
down under the merciless fire. We remem-
ber them as they lay on the battlefield,
with their white, upturned faces: in the
hosapiial, and, saddest of all, In the prison
pen, where they starved and died, and
were buried in nameless graves. We set
apart this day as one sacred to their mem-
ory, to the memory of those who so hravely
died that the nation might live. We are
old row and life is not worth much to us,
but these gave up thelr yvoung lives in the
first blush of eariy manhood and with all
life's passibilities before them. It was a
grea! sacrifice, but it makes every star
and every siripe upon that flag so much
the dearer, for that which costs much is
worth much.

“The magnitude of the sacrifice made by
those who gloriously died, and by those
who fortunatzly survived, will never be
fully known to others than the soidiers
themselves. It will not be found written
in books: monuments to their memory will
not reveal the story; the records of the
Grand Army of the Republic will not show
ft; the immortal pages of history upon
whici will be engraved (heir names will
but faintly reflect it. Th# full knowledge
of what they suffered for flag and country
8 locked in the heart of the soldier him-
z'!f. and it will dle with him, for he could

reveal it If he would.

“And in our respect for the dead we
?ould not forget the living, with their

eavy burden of wounds, infirmities and
advancing years. It has been sald that
ofttimes It requires a higher courage to
live than to dle. How true is this of many,
many of our cripplel and prematurely old
comrades.

“Yet the most of us have mu
grateful for. We rejoice in thec?net:: e
of our dead heroes: that they died not In
vain. that we have one country and one
flag. that 80 many of us have survived:
that, though your bodles are scarred and
crippled and there are deep lines of suffer-
ing written In your faces, your mental
powers are unimpaired and you are as

ell able now. If not better than ever be-

re, to discharge with credit to yourselves
and with honor to your country the
duties of an American citizen, or to serve
In an official capacity your state, or the
gencral government. We also rejoice that
gne of our comrades, who in the early days
®f the war cerried the musket on his
shoulder, is now chief magistrate of this
Ereat natlon, and sits here today with us
side by side with the humblest comrade

“The beautiful month of May with its
birds and flowers and soft sunshine will
eome and go, but we, the survivors of that
preat struggle, will soon join our comrades

the other shore, and we shall be found

o more in these hallowed grounds, where
we have so often come to do homage to the
m.ﬂ;r:_ory of lt.lauir beloved dead,

‘We are lving, and we shal i
Itap;j)"beljef that the obm&::n:::'olt“ :t]-ﬂ:
gday will be perpetuated by w patriotic and
& griteful people, and that the lessons of
patr.otism, which we here seek to em-
phasize in the presence of the living and
the dead, may continue to be taught at
these graves by the rising generations.

“And we are confirmed in this belief to-
day by the preserce with us and the co-
operation of so many palriciic men and
TR O e o G

clusion o ommand
kins® address, which was follow:; }3[’5;
cloze attention, the Marine Band rendered
Rossinl's sacred chorus, “Charity.” The
exquisite strains had hardly died away
when the volce of Rev. W. H. Black, chap-
lain of the Department of the Potomac
aroze in a solemn Invocation. The scene
was most Impressive, the uncoversd heads
of the muititude within thy amphitheater
::g witnout were bowed in reverence and

h heart seemed responsive to the words
of the prayer.

Chaplianin’s Prayer.

Department Chaplain W. H. Black In the
prayer at Arlington said:

“0O Lord, our God, Thou art very great:
Thou art clothed with honur and majesty.
We are the workmanship of Thy hands;
fearfully and wonderfully hast Thou made
us. Nevertheless, by an abuse of man's
moral agency, we are all sinners. We
com® to Thee on this Memorial day, amid
these monuments of the dead, with the
stars and stripes floating over us, to re-
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authority may Thy benediction rest. Give
to Cuba and Greece, and struggling human-
ity everywhere, Thy favor. Save us all in
heaven, for Jesus' sake. Amen.”

It was appropriate that such an impres-
sive song as Springer's “Once More With
Bolemn Tread' should have followed at this
juncture, and the choir sang it with great
feeling. The Marine Band rendered Fan-
clulli’s elegy, “Departed Heroes,” and after
the reading of the orders of the day by
Assistant Adjutant General Arthur Hen-
dricks of the Department of the Potomae
Representative Jonathan P. Dolliver of
Iowa dellvered the oration.

Assistant Adjutant Gemneral Hendricks
Arthur Hendricks, the assistant adjutant
general of the Department of the G. A. R,
{s one of the most valuable members of the
Grand Army in the country. The program
of the ceremonles In connection with Deco-
ration day has been prepared under his di-
rection, and he accomplished this important
work with the same energy and zeal that

characterizes him in everything he under-
takes. He enlisted In Company G, New

Arthur Hendricks.

York Volunteers (Duryea Zouaves), August
26, 1842, and was transferred to Company G
of the 145th New York Volunteers, on the

battlefield at Chancellorsville. He was
honorably discharged July 22, 1885. He
joined the Grand Army of the Re-
public twenty-five years ago. He be-

came a member of Burnside Post, No. B, of
this department in 1885, and has occupied
all the positions of trust and honor In that
post, having served as commander in 1800,
He waa chosen as delegate-at-large at the
rational encampment in 1891, and was as-
sistant adjutant general of the department
in 142, his present heing his second term
in thal important office, Mr. Hendricks Is
a member of the Old Guard of this elty and
is now serving as its judge advocate. He
was also attorney of the board of trustees,
He has heen identified with the organiza-
tion for several years and takes great in-
terest In its we!fare and sucrcess. He is of
invaluable assistance to Denartment Com-
mander Hopkins, endeavoring to aid bim
to the fullest extent, and, with the com-
mander, leads an active life among the
comrades, endeavoring In every way to ad-
vance Lheir interests.

Mr. DoMiver's Addresa.

Mr. Dolliver, at Arllngton, spoke, in part,
as follows:

““This day, first set apart hy the raverent
custom of the people, has been designated
by law as a perpetual memorial of the
men who gave their names to the Union

army and navy, and were faithful unto
death. Only a few thousand are buried
in the beautiful inclosurcs thal surround
this capital. What you have done, there-
fore, is only a parl of the universal cere-
mony of the natlon, at all the high places
of the land where the veterans are at reat.
Every year makes its mournful conuribu-
tion to the silent army. What you have
done, therefore, is In memory also of the
new graves, fast outnumlwring the old.
A few more years and Lhe last surviver
will have departed, the last encampment
will be adjourned in sllence, the last post
deserted, the worn ritual pu. away, aud
little children upen the streets will hush
their laughter, to look at bent and white-
haired men, the last of the Grand Army
of the Republic. What we have done,
therefore, is a grateful recognition of the
living, no less than a memorial of the
scattered dead. The spirit of this hour
puts to silence the voice of partisan dis-
pute. 1t persuades our ‘thoughis from the
gsordid enterprises of the worlid. It sancti-
files these fying minutes to the tender
offices of memory and of lovae. The day
ot right belongs to the vaterans of the
clvil war, and to the men and women who
shared with them the expericnce of those
torn and bleeding years. To all others,
and most of all to us who #re younger, the
simpiesrites of this anniversary cover a
secret; the hidden things of oloed, that
touch the foundations of the world, dimly
interpreted of old, and only brought to
light at last by the Hoiy One of Israel,
in that mysterious gift of the divine life,
by which the weary and heavy-laden cen-
turies have been redeemed.

“It is one of the hard necessities of war
that men must be burled whare they die.
In some cases, it I1s true, tn2 care of kin-
dred brought back the bodica of the deasd
to the old home, and there they sleep in
quiet churchyards, where a beaten path-
way through the tangled grass still proves
the patient loyalty of tearz. [ut the fate

Representative J. P. Dollliver,

of nearly all who fell was to lie teside
their comrades, as the old Greeks Interred
only the champions of their most famous
natfonal exploits, near the field of their
last fight.""

Mr. Dolliver told of the establishment of
the national cemeteries.

“They mark,” he said, “the fields of his-
toric battles. They tell the story of bar-
barous prisons. They recite the elegy of
the universal mourning. More than sev-
enty-five in number, they guard the duat of
more than 3,04 men. In some of them
great multitudes sleep together. These his-
toric heights have been made holy by the
graves of 145,000 men, while at Vieksburg
a number even larger, attest the stubborn
struggle of treason against the Irod genius
of our greaiest soldier. In others, only a |
few sleep side by side. Yonder at Ball's
Bluff tweunty-five are burled, as If a little
company of friends had gone into camp
together. Besides those enumerated In (he
record, thousands no doubt from both army
and navy recelved no orderiy funeral. Of
them it may be said, as it is written of the
Hebrew patriots, no man knoweth their
sepulcher unto this day."

Bpeaking of gratitude to the soldler the
speaker sald: “While It Is true that na-
tions are not wealthy enough to reward all
the devotion to which their great struggles
kive rise, yet I do not hesitate to say that
the American republic cannot neglect the
cld age of the army, on what Mr. Lincon
used to call ‘a picayune argument address-
ed to the pocket,”
tional degradation more disgraceful than
the penalties of common shame. Within
sight of the national capital stands a slate-
ly mausole thousands have gono
teday, in

pent of our sins, and, in the name of Jesus

um to
grateful tien of
m-thtmhné’mtn&..lm

and unfortunate among his comrades. To
him the veterans of the Unlon wera
:"l'lllllpers. no mendicants, no ries

¢

creditors whose claims aocrued in the mem-
orable years when from Shiloh to Amm
matiox they made a thousand battlefle!
glorious by their valor. He knew them, as
wilth Sherman they past the ruin-
ed clties of Georgla to the sea. He knew
them, as they rode with Sheridan through
ihe valley of the Shenandoah. He knew
them. as with Grant, in the wilderncss of
Virginia; they drew the line of fire about
the rebel capital. He knew them in the
years of-peace, and followed with a kindly
sympathy=the struggie of their dally !ife,
and today from many a desolate fireside
there has fallen a comrade’s blessing on the
name of John A. Logan, the ideal volun-
teer of the civil war.” . i

- After a beautiful tribute to the unknown
dead Mr. Dolliver sald:

“It is no part of the purpose of this an-
niversary to keep allve the prejudices of
the past. But we do not fitly commemorate
the ‘ltInlon dm;i unless '&a?m in ml'ngd ge
exact principles they anded a e
truth which ‘their blood sealed. Take from
an army the high purpose that inspires it,
the ideas that march with it, the faith that
livea In its victory and you have left only
the yells of contending barbarians, an ig-
noble parade c{l;luth.dm,elv;}’ t'?t.r was
great as & military > waB
greater as a moral spectacle. The final
surrender was more than a mere enumera-
tion of priscners, more than a mere sched-
ule of munitions. It was a parole of
abandoned systems, a parola of defeated
theories, a parole of discredited heresies.
A few years ago I saw the surviving lead-

Mars of the south standing amid the shouts

of ular acclzmation about the figure of
Rolp:'ﬁ K. Lee, set up in the capltal of
Virginia. In the throng gathersd about
the statue wers aged men and womer who
had doubiless heard the jargon of the auc-
tioneer rapeated over their defenselesa
heads, for nearby lay the dismantled mar-
ket place where for two centuries men were
bought and sold, while from the state house,
jast at hand, waved the captured flag of
the fallen empire of American slavery.
Measured by what we know of the past
and by what we hope for the future.these
monuments seem like a weak and clumsy
protest against the flood of years. If they
are meant for more than the tribute of &
brave people to the favorite soldlers of
their misfortune they will only serve to
show how vain and empty are the plans
of men against the Increasing purpose that
runs through the ages. I speak without the
poigon of sectional bitterness, for I was
born in Virginia, and I love the old com-
monwealth with a filial affection. Nor do 1
forget that in the grandest act of peace
the world ever saw your great commander
handed back the sword of Lee, that In
the hour of victory he might not lose the
privileges of a friend.

“Already propheiic voices anticipate the
gober second judgment of the south. In
busineas, in politics, in Hterature men
are coming forward who breathe the alr
of a better era. George W. Cahl:, with
the white fingers of genius, has touched
the ‘mystic chords of memory stretching
from every battlefield and patriot grave
to every Hving heart and hearthstone” of
the nation. He is the ploneer of the new
literature of the south, and has brought
the credentials of the confederate soldier
into the academy of American letters. In
one of his most fascinating romances, the
heroine of the story is seen standing at a
street cormer in New York, watching the
enlisting regiments as they march through
applauding multitudes away to the thea-
ter of war. It is a notable pleture, and
portrays with the skill of a masterplece,
those tumultuous days when the heart of
the metropolis was stirred by the tides of
a mighty enthusiasm, which forgot the
care of stocks and bonds and merchandise,
in solicitude for the life of the reaubllic.
Suddenly the scene changes. The timid
woman, standing on the atreet corner, dis-
appears and we see only the flying banners;
but in the tumult of the populace we hear
the returning reason of the sowth exclalm:
‘Go marching on, soldiers of the LUnion.
Your cause is just. Lo, now, since nighL
twenty-five years have paased, we of the
south can say it.” We rannot ask the peo-
ple of the southern states to withhold from
their leaders the marks of honor, nor from
their dead the signs of mourning. On the
other hand, you of the Grand Army can.
draw near and give a soldler's salutation
tg the misguided wvalor of your country-
men. You cannot do more. You owe it to
the past, you owe it to the Infinlte futuce,
to keep alive the faith that your cause was
Just. When that sentiment shall find a
place In the laws, In the literature, in the
peiitics, in the daily life of all the people,
then shall be fulfilled the prayer of patri-
ots and martyrs and soldliers—then shall
these scattered graves of the republle, re-
calling to all hearts a perfect patriotism,
witness at least a perfect amnesty."”

The choir rendered Neale's “Garland
Their Graves” at the conclusion of Mr.
Dolliver's masterly address, and many
voices In the gatrering were heard joining
in the hymn. Dr. Thomas Calver then
read an original poem.

Dr. Tmomnas Calver.

At Arlington.

The sunshine of summer down vistas of shade,
Through beautiful branches, In glancing

And turning the turf to a sllken brocade,
With falrfes all over it dancing;

The breeze I8 ns balmy nnd sweet as the breath
Exhuled from the lips of the flowers,

And beauntifal life tells of glorious death
In Avlington's snnctifled bowers.

The roblns and thrushes are sending thelir song
From Losoms with beauty enraptured:;

The winds that without seem to hurry along
Are here by the sweets gently captured;

The ‘monuments, graven and earved with desigos
Of mourni and grief emblematic,

Seem framed by the scene into lovellest lines
That speak of a glory ecstatic,

The river, below, like a silvery bend
The gems of the nation is binding,
As,~elreling this crown of historieal land,
8o lovingly past It s winding;
For here are sei jewels, refulgent and rare,
Columbin’s history prizes;
Their splendor geems filling the rapturous afir
That over thelr resting place rises.

The city, beyond, of the glorlous name
It won from its founder, Immortal;
The Capltol, temple of natlonal fame,
Bithlline from its dome to Its portal;
The beautiful fane of the world's richest lore,
The light from its golden crown beaming;
The typleal shaft of the man we adore,
In purity far aloft gleaming.

The homea where the thomsands In happlness rest;
The sireets In hrlght greenness embowared ;

The lofty, magnificent piles that uttest
That plenty here freely hias showered ;

All tell of the nation's enriching success
And seem In their grandeor and beanty

To smile at this shrine of her brave ones and bless
‘Her soldier’s alleglance to duty.

For here repase heroes who valiantly braved
All perfls to show thefr devotion
And earcled ber banner aloft till it waved
In triumph from ocean to ocean;
Apd many whose requiem only was sung
By chorus of echoss of battle—
red, death-dealing

tongne,
The musketry’s murderous rattle,

The soumnd of the, canunon's

Though buried unknown, yet thelr memory lives
BEushrined In the hearte of the living;

In oational glory thelr sacrifice gives
And blesses wilh peare In lts giving.

Yot smlly we think of the hopes nml the joys,
The love aml the sweel words

The vows, the ambitions here luld with our boys,
Unkuowu #ave in bearts that are broken,

In reverence (rend pear the t where they lla
And deek it with garlamds the fairest;
Let l:ar; like the dews that are wept from om

Refresben its vendnre, the rarest;
For pearest to heaven of all earth is the wod
A.\:i‘hv_n dutstn:tl wrullzutl‘r tll:lcrn rql(uu. 2
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When desath their proud hlslgl'“}:n closes. o

The Marine Band played Fanclulli's
‘march, “Military at Appomattox.” Assist-
ant Secretary of the Interior Webster Davis
was introduced at this peint. His youth and
stiong features at once attracted the vast
audienre, and when he began his address
Els first senience held the complete at-
tention of all within reach of 1t . Few
-Eenkou have occupied the famous amphi-
theater at Arlington on such an ocecasion

with greater effect. In the course of his-

address Mr. Webster sald: SN
. Assistant Secretary Davis, '
“The children, who by the side'of pa-
triotic mothers welcomed home the sur-
viving soldiers at the close of the civil war,
&nd the little ones who walted and watch-.

In its valleys, en its plains, and amid God's
wondrous temples In its picturesque wood-
lands, erected the altars of Ilberty and in-
vited the genlus of the earth to worship at
their shrinea.

“After the war was over., reallzsing that
mercy 15 the brightest flower In the victor's
th, they bade the vanquished return to
their homes, lay aslde thelr swords and
muskets for the tools and implements of
workshop @nd fatnt, and mingle with the
fongs of the birds their A
cententment, Indultry and * peace. Thus
spreading over al Ithe past the mantle of
aweet charity and brotherly love, they re-
turned to “their: es, and soon as com-
rades and soldlers in war were lost in the
busy throng of citizens of peace.

“Surely e Uricn soldiers are the as-
sured ldols of undylrg renown, for in every
emergency, in every danger, In the shadows
of every cloud however dark, they were
always found clinging to the Constitution
and the Union, as the shest anchor of
hope for the welfare of their children.
Some of them sleep today In the groves of
the sunny south; some lis in lonely ravines;
some in graves ard trenches in national
cemeteries, marked “unknown."” Yet they
are not unknown, .and not forgotten; for
thelr names are engraved. on Columbia’s
temple of fame where time can never dim
their splendid luster. They live in the im-
meortality that blooms beyond the grave;
they llve in the records of their country's
history; tkey live in the hearta of living
milHons, on mountain, wvalley and plain,
snd their graves will be known as shrines
#0 long as chivalry girds on a sword,
shrihes where patriot knees will bend and
patriot eyes will veep so long as freadom
has a worshiper and patriotism a devo-
tee. While we honor and revere their
memory, we do not forget thelr comrades
who stood by their sides when they fell,
and who are yet with us; they must share
our gratitude and praise. I for one do not
believe in the practice so common of walt-
ing until men are €ead to homor them;
I belleve it is just right and proper that
worthy deserving men should be permitted
to enjoy the rehearsal of their glorious
achlevements while they live I would just
as leave kcnor & Mving Lero as to im-
mortalize », dead saint; and when we speak
of the virtues of the men who loyed lib-
erty and 1'rien well enough to defy all
hazard in their defense, we apeak equally
of those who have pitched thelr tents on
the plains of the spirit land and those who
yet walk with us the walk of life,

“Standing here on the heights of Arling-
ton, "sllowed with ten thousand heroic
dead, we feel proud of them all, but we
are also proud of their comrades who yet
survive; and we are glad that ore of them
—the gallant Wm. McKinley, stands at the
helm of the old ship of state, and with
a firm hand has turned its prow toward the
beckor ing seas of a still more prosperous
future, while waving at her masthead with
stars that appear to liberty-loving people
llke the morning stars of God, and stripes
like beams of mornlm[' lieht, we see the
banner of the republic? bhearing the beau-
tiful inecription, Mo Emst, No West, No
North, No Bouth, <put the Unlited States of
Amerlca, the homeef the heaven born gift—

Nterty. N
. A Nenutifal Pxample.

“A few years afd, Jeth Hollingsworth, a
young minér fh' a WestéHt’ camp, ‘was’ tarn-
ing & windlass b} whifth a Pucket filled
with earth whs beéirdg'Hled to the sur-
face, whilz twd oF*thistomralles were dig-
“ging 8Y the bottdf’ of’ the mmel ' When
within a shert &tante of the top ‘the
handle broke andthebmcketsstarted :down
with feapful forte;. thes remembering his
friends. at the bettpm of the mine, Jem
threw his body into th&i cogs of the wheel
and crioecked the:fgil:of the bucket. By-
standers seeing the accident hastened to
him, and after gecpring the windlass, took
poor Jem's bleeding and mangled body out,
and laid it on-a streicher; as they car-
ried nim away one of the men sald: ‘Jem,
this Is awful,’ but with a smile on his dying
lips poor dJem replled: ‘What's the differ-
ence since It saved the hoys.’

“Thousands of splendiad young men, over
a third ofia century ago, threw their
strong, manly forms into the iron jaws of
rebellion, and when they were taken out
mangled and bleeding and sent home on
‘orutches, with empty sleeves, bearing scars
and wounds, the legacies of battiefields,
their loved ones sald, *1sn’t it awful! Their
answer was: ‘What's the difference since
it saved the Unlon." Oh, patriotism superb!
Oh, heroism sublime! Let a grateful na-
tion see to it that not one of the least of
these shall be permitted to dle in a poor
house, or be buried In a potter's field.”

Mr. Davis, after a tribute to women's
work in the war, spoke vividly of the op-
pertunities afforded the poor boy iIn this
country.

Eloguent Picture.

“Today we seaz the beautiful plcture of
many an old veteran on the porch of his
guiet home, smoking his pipe and dream-
irg of the long agd. His little grandson
climbs upon his knee, and putting his arms
about the old man's neck, says: ‘Grandpa,
tell me about the war and the soldler boys.'
The old veteran™s eyes light up, a sad
smile plays o’er his wrinkled face, as his
mind wanders back thrcugh the last third
of a century. Then, In the simple speech
of childhood, he tells the little lad how, one
night many years ago, he returned from
Lthe village to the old farm, and ¢s he sat
down to supper hls mother, noticing upon
his face a look of sadness, Inquired its
cause. Then he said: ‘Mother, dear, all
the boys In the village and on the neigh-
boring farms have enlisted In Colonel Jones
regiment and tomorrow will respond to
Lincoln’s call for volunteers; I feel that 1,
tco, must go.’

“Then that herolc mother, with tears
streaming down her face, said: ‘John, my
boy, you are the only staff on which to
lean in my old age, but If I had a hun-
dred sons, and old Abe should need them
to save the Union, I would freely give
them all." And how the next morning,
placing on his arm the small bundle that
contained a Bible, a picture of father, who
died years ago, and some small trinkets,
such as only a mother can think of, the
start for the village was made. As he
neared the end of the lane leading to the
highway he turned to take a last look at
all that was near and dear to him. In the
distance he-saw the fields of waving grain,
the orchard, too, with its red apples: the
meadow, o'er which at eventide the cattle
came winding o'er the lea; the well by the
house, with its old oaken bucket, out of
which many a time He drank on his return
from the harvest fleld, and, standing on
the porch, waving. her"handkerchief, as a
last farewell, he s@w the dear old mother,
the best and truest friend a young man
ever had. Then he'telld the little lad how
he turned away to join his comrades, and
to the music of the fifdiand drum marched
away to the land of Dixie. Then he tells
of long, weary marches, of queer, sad and
amusing incidentsdof. camp life, of untold
suferings in hospital snd prison pen, of
battles fierce and terrilde; how he and his
comrades bared #their/"breasts to storms
of shot and shelirat Bull Run, Antietam,
8hiloh and Donelgson; how they climbed
the rugged side abiMisslonary Ridge, over
belching cannon, shridking muskets and
valiant men, to pjuck the floweret of vic-
tory that blossomed on lofty crest; how
they followed thellwaving plume of ‘Black
Jack' Logan, stoad as firm as a rock with
‘Pap’ Thomas at Ghi auga, and, weary
and footsore, m n ragged blue with
‘Uncle Bllly' Sherjnai m Atlanta to the
sea: how, with liyanderful: valor, they
walked with 'Fighting Joe’ Hooker above
the clouds on Lookout Mountain, and, like
a whirlwind, with Phil Sheridan swept
down the valley of the Shenandoah; how
with Porter and Farragut they proved
their prowess and yalor on the water, as
well as on the land, and how they incar-
nadined the heights of Gettysburg with the
crimson tide of their 'lives, and brought
the flag they loved so well in glory to Ap-
pomattox, where on its victorious stafr
the God of our nation: brought the eagle of
victory to nestle.with the sweel dove of
peace. Then he tells of peace restored to
a grateful nation, and of the return of the
surviving soldiers to their hom
north and south,.- that now no more
shall the war cry sever,
‘rivers be red, for

the

he is the

old veteran’s famel. But by and by an-
other little grassy appear in

es in the

the benediction
Chaplain Black.

WHERE SOLDIERS ~ REST

pronounced by Department

Qeremoniss at the Hame and Geseral Logaa's
Tomb.

The seared and scarred veterans of the
Soldiers’ Home were interested witnesses
to the tribute of love pald by a patrotic
throng to the heroes whose ashes Ile In
the sllent camp where are gathered the
ashes of 30 many men who have passed
their last days in the refuge provided by
soldiers’ contributions. The services at
Boldiers’ Home cemetery began early. The
parade formed at the home at 9:50 o'clock.
The Soldiers’ Home Band headed the éol-
vmn, and following were the committiee
and officers of the home, thoss who were Lo
take part in the exerclses, members of
Henry Wilson Post, No. 17, G.A.R,, vel-
erans of the home and visitors.

The 4th United States Artfllery was to
have been present to open the proceedings
by a salute over the graves of the hero scl-
diers, but did not arrive. The parade hav-
ing reached the speakers’ stand, the veter-
ans and their friends took great bunches
of daisies that had been provided, and,
pas3ing between the rows of graves, where
ten thousand veterans are buried, strewed
them with the simple flowers of the field.
Each grave had a small American flag
planted at its head. At Gen. Logan's tomb
there was a profusion of choize f(lowers,
and Mrs. Logan remalined thers n:ost of
the time wlile the ceremonies were in pro-
gress at the speakers’ stand.

At the Stand.

The Soldiers’ Home Band, under the
leadership of Professor M. C. Meyrelies,
opened the services with a rendition cf
*“Grand Old Ocean,”” and the Mozart Cluh,
directed by Mr. Joseph H. Hunter, sang
“Memories of Memorial Day."” When Dr,
J. F. Raub, department commander, Sons
of Veterans, called the meeting to order,
there were gathered before the stand sev-
eral thovrsand veterans and others who
eame in Tespect {0 the dead whose lives had
been offéered up as a sacrifice on the altar
of their country.

Dr. tnub's Remarks.

In calling the assembly to order at Sol-
diers' Home, Dr. J. F. Raub spoke feelingly
of the new graves added Lhe past year to
the silent cities of the dead.

“In honcring the men who died in de-
fengse ot the right.,”” he sald, “we honor
ourselves and receive a new Inspliration, a
rew bLaptism of patriotism; we receive a
new impulse, a new determination to up-

Dr. J.

F. Raub.

hold the principles of a free republic, and
we hring home to the hearts and under-
standings of the risirg generation the
necessities, yea, the duty, of supporting
and maintaining the government under
which we live, and, If need be, to die in Its
defense.

“Thirty-six years ago, when rebellion
reared its unholy head, without any in-
spiration from the past, but with an im-
pulse and indignation, a patriotism fired to
fever heat at the intelligence that rebels
had laid violent unholy hands on the dear
old ‘Stars and Stripes,” theze who lie here
buried, and those living who, In their suils
o? blue, mingle with you, hurrled to the
defense and support of thelr government.
They were then but boys, as are many
who today stand within the =sound of my
voice, boys from the tender age of fifteen
years to Llwenty-itwo years of age. I am
forcibly remirded, as I read on one of
the tombstones in this sacred ‘bivouac of
the dead’ the name of a Pennsylvania sol-
dler who dled as a lieutenant less than
twenty-two years old, and that of another
who died at the age of eighteen, that it
was the boys who saved our country. Need
you wonder that the name of boys still
clings to them a third of a century after
the clcse of these events, this war?

“Many of them rever returned, many
others were brovght back in the silent
embrace of a warricr's death, many died
in prison pens and sleep in unknown
graves, many others died on the battle-
fleld or In the hospitals and ‘sleep their
last sleep’ in this and other cemeteries.
These wha in the providerce of God were
permitted to return as triumphant con-
querora did so with shattered limbs, with
bullet-plerced bodies or health undermined
by dlsease, but with hearts aglow from the
knowledge that they helped to save their
country; and however poor they may be in
ithe possession of worldly goods, no money,
no price, can buy their heritage of patriot-
iIsm and devotion to country.

“Many of these old veterans, who In this
beautiful home rest on their ldurels after
devoting® tkheir whole active life to the
service of thelr country, withstood ihe
flattering offers to fcreake her and follow
their disloyal leaders into the rebel army.

“Others of them were among those who
sprang to arms as volunteers when the
war of the rebelllon began, served loyally
and faithfully as such, and on the expira-
tion of the term of enlistment they entered
the regular army and gave more than a
score of the best years of their lives to
thelr country. All honor to the old vete-
rans of the regular army who survive, and
while we drop our tears and strew flowers
on the graves of the dead, let us rededi-
cate; reconsccrate ourselves to our flag
and our ccuniry.”

Rev. G+ H. Johnston of St. Paul's P. E.
Church dellvered the Invocation and the
Mozart Club, accompanied by the band,
sang “To Thee, O Country.”

Mr. W. H. Nelson read an original poem.

Decoration Day, 1597,

What mean these solemn banners, blown
Half-mast upon the gale,

A untion's sizn of mwarning shown
O'er every hill and dale?

funs
With her greal com'ror's nmne.

But these, who sl o soft amd
What motive hﬂ‘hrm forth -

in the long-suffering North?

Why left the clerks their wares noscld,
Farmers their ficlda nunsown,

The pricsis their orlsons untoid,
Hcholars the desk and gown?

The Canse they fought for now Is yours;
The Flag they loved so well,

Their Country and your own —sadures,
Because thoy fought and fell.

G, then be vouss the holy task
To keep the faith as they;

This is 1he guerdon ihat they ask,
On you this charge they lay.

The Mighty Dead, who sped the bolts
Which laid foul treasomn low,

Call from their dark sepolchral vaulis
To ward us "gainst the foe.

The Rilent Man of Destiny
Plerds from fair Riverside,

“The Innd I've left united, sce
That maughl shall ¢'er divide,”

e,
Vicksburg's mighty river

He, who, en Chickamsugn's sky
Wrote his immorial name,
Who Missior Ridge's ramparis high
Swept with hie sword of flame,
from his wreath-enshrouded grave
The Hudson's walers by
“Forvver let that lanner wave
Alwve me whers 1 lie.""

From where Totomaec’s hills look down
Upon her mirrored breast;

And Arlinglon’s soft echoes drown
War's last falnot bogle-blast,

The fery Sberidan begueaths
To ns his glory bright,

The fag he Lore through battle-wreaths
Toe victory and light.

Lo from the sllence. that enthralls
These sleepers round vs here,

‘A volee that every patriol cails;
“Tis Logan's from bis bier.

“Keep well, ob, y¢ who come to spread
Your fluwers over me,

The starry banner <'er the dead—
And o'er the living-—free,

And they, the hunble sleepers here,
Though lowly was thelr gl,

Who faced the storm with bosoms bare
When Hell's fierce breath was hot ]

These left their work for us to take
Just where they lald It down;

And charge us for their mem'ry’s sake
To make their cause our own.

What tongue or pen may speak of those
Whose epitaph is spread

On moldering marbles which dizsclose
Wiere sleep the Unknowa Dead?

These from their nameless sepnlcher
Pray us “Be falthful stilll™

Lirt we oitr hands to h=aven and swear,
“Guod belping us we will”

These—ever-living Ivead; the few -
d, halting, worn, and gray
The young, aml stropg, these, these, all true
Zhall keep the flag alwav,
Nor shall the stars bwe dimmed while yet
With cach returning Spring
Men orfal suns shall rise and set
Aml Love her offerings bring.

Miss Sallie Nicholson, accompanied by
Miss- B. May Hunter, rendered ‘Rest the
Brave,” the clear soprano voice of the
singer echoing over the nearby encampment
of the dead. Mr. Tracy L. Jeffords was the
principal orator.

Mr. Jeflord's Addreas,

Mr. Tracy L. Jeffords in his oration at
Soldicrs' Home opened his eloguent ad-
dress with the quotation:

“Peace I8 the dream of philosophers,
war is the history of man.” Freedom and
society, he said, are based on foundations
of blood and hones. The worid’'s progress
is marked by mlile stones of conflict and
carnage.

Martyrdom, sacrifice and suffering In all
countries and in all ages have been the
cost of liberty and free institutions, said
the orator, who briefly referred to the his-
tory of war and the great examples of
warriors.

“Our own country,” he said, “has not
becn unlike others in its war record. Some
one has said of our country that Its his-

Mr. Tracy L. Jeflords.

tory consists of making laws and fight-
ing. But who will say our revolution was
not worth all It cost? Who will sav that
the preservation of this "nien, making the
United States of America the greatest and
grandest country in the world, was not
worth: all the =acrifice of our clvil strife?

“May Lthe memory of those who achieved
the wvictories, the fallen heroes and those
who were with us, be kept fresh in the
minds of fondly admiring millions, and
may we soon see llke victory and success
come ta pitiable and oppressed Cuba.

"To review the rebellion would take more
time than this occasion allows® You who
were In the service realize that there is
no language capable of expressing what
ycu saw and learned and endured In the
Icng marches, the tiresome sleges, the bat-
tles, chargpes and sufferings.

“Words are but fechie reminders of Bull
Run or the hornet's nest at Shiloh—34 per
cent of 61,000 fell—or Vickshurg, or Chicka-
mayLga, or Chattarooga, or Lookout Moun-
tain, under the gallant Hooker, and above
the clcuds. My words could never tell all
the story of Gettysburg, or the Wilderness,
or Winchester, or Cold Harbor,
sonville.

“All the efforts of all the historians and

boundaries of nations, and so ~-minded
men limil the mdw-ﬂmﬁmm
results. Such men were Washington and
Grant and Lincoln—great warriors, t
stateame), Iarge-hearted patriots. \F:.
Lincoin ealled for i5000 men for three
months and later for 300,000 for three
the prompt respons: was gratifying
indead, and the victories of our armios
the war mude a record of which
liberty -laviog must be proud: but
the most satisfactory event of all
that was its close.

‘‘Grant's movements to tha south and hix
achlevements of

L

. Wers glorious, but noueo
compare In everlasting luster with that
crowning evént of the enemy’s final sur-
render, the sucressful termination of the
bloody conflict, and an established victory
for the right.”

Eatitied te Care.

“The sacred memory of the slain and de-
paried heroes it s right and meet we
should preserve, and in manner like this of
today we ought to gather and recall aud re-
count the past, refresh our recollections of
the comrades who have gone bhefore us and
place a floral tribute at the spot where
each one sleeps, ‘Blessed is he who really
loves flowers,” sald Beecher, and 1 will pray
that a blessing shall come Lo every person
who contributes In any way toward these
beautiful decorations, or the perpetuation
of these memorial observances.

“The widows and orphans ¢f our soldiers
have made their sacrifices and are entitlad
to the care and solicltude of every com-
munity in which they live, and the gensral
government will be a stranger to its duly
if it ever falls to make abundant provision
for them, and the fesble and needy vetoran.
It is a credit to the generosity and justics
of our people and our law makers that such
provisions as are scen about us here ara
made available for the disabled and de-
crepit men who have served thelr country
on land or sea.

“Inspigation comes to me from the sights
and surroundings of this occasion. In this
cily, the most beautiful in the world, and in
this sequesterad spot dedicated as a burial
place for the brave dead, and the comfort of
the gallant living, who have fought for their
country, we see an example of the tender
solicltude of the law and the people for the
old soldiers. May other institutions of this
kind still be provided whenever needed, and
may the soldiers and sallore and their
widows and orphans never come lo wanl."

Biavery and Patriotinm.

After apeaking of the tributes paid In
Venice to the memory of Daniel Manin,
Mr. Tracy continued:

“In like manner we observe this day set
apart in honor of the dead and respect for
the living heroes of war. We are on high
and favored ground. The historic Pote-
mac rolls at eur faet; Washington and
Sheridan and logan and thousands of §1-
lustrious dead sleep beneath the shadow of
that majestic Capitol dome; but all the
grandeur and beauty lavizsh nature ocan
bestow—all the adornment and magaifi-
cence that the handiwork of man can ere-
ate—will never indicate so much greatness
or reflact so much glory to a couniry as
the bravery and patriotism of her people,
the character of her men.

“Statesmen may revolutionize fallacies,
generals make a nation tremble, orators
bind a throng with the spell of enchant-
ment, but the commoa people, the rank
and file, determine its character, defend its
stalesmen and support its orators. Wash-
lugton monument, massive and towering,
fit memorial of him who, In the dying

Lis father and his country, has never wit-
nessed a scene half so striking and grand
as the march through our city in 1565 of
thal home-bound conquering army.

“We heap high the beautiful flowers,
sing sweet the patriot strains. Let their
frigrance and harmony blerd in EWeel

unison till it mounts ¢ven 1o the gates of
heaven and we still to the saldier and
saillor owe a debt of gratitude that can
never be wholly paid.
“On this occasion, and near the tomb of
the gallant General Logan, we must not
omil 1o pay especial tribute to his great-
ness and to his memory. He was at the
head of that powerful Army of the Ten-
nessee; he was an officer devoted to his
mien and admired by them., He was a true
patriot, a zood campaigner, a victorious
leader; he loved his country and fought to
save it; he was *Incere, large-hearted
(‘o-t_llr;‘a.gm’;:n.l suceessl], i
eautiful and appropriate final restin
place is this for Gene G =
$he hione or o ral Logan, so near

soldiers, with some of
whom. no doubt he served, and at the f'-a.pl-
tal of the country he

: 1 and they helped to

save. His remains are enshrouded in the

soll of his country’s capital and his mem-

ory is enshrined In the hearts of his coun-

try's people.

“We are proud of the

= the future,

e front the =un and on the purple rid
the virgin future lifts the Ee-:l[ of ﬁn:r

Look barkward and an arch of splendor
bridges the scenes of long ago.”

rast and hopeful of

.“ hen “America” was sung by the Mozart
Club many in Lthe assemblage took up the
tune with splendid effecl.  The benediction
was pronounced by Very Rev, Thomas J.

Conaty, rector of the Cathslic University,
after which taps, with drum ac ompani-
ment, was readered.

At Logan's Tomhb,

Special services were then held at the
tomb of General Logan, under the direc-
lion of a subcommittee composed of the
Logan Guard of Honor and a ggmmittee
from the Legion of lLoyal Wemen., The
Soldiers’ Home Band opened the service by
playing *“'Star of Hope.” The two orators

at the tomb were Senator Masoy and Dr,
J. F. Raub,

The Greatest Velnnteer,
In his address at the tomb of General
Logan, Dy, J. F. Raub spoke of General
Logan as the greatest volunteer soldier of

the war. Dr. Raub drew an eloquent pic-
ture of the conditious.

“More than a third of a century ago,
when the courtry was in profound peace,
when we were so far removed from the
experience and passions of war that but
little thought was had of the axiom “In
time of peace prepare for war,” and the

cther great truth, that the best prevenia-
tive of war is to be prepared, both on land
and on sea, for a clash of arms, lreasoa
reared its unholy head and raised ils un-
Loly hand against the flag of our country
and defied the majesty of the law.”

Dr. Raub toid of the firing on the flag,
of the wave of indignation and the rush 1o
arms. Continuing. he said:

“Consplicuous amongs=t the first to forget
party =trife and party disappoi=tment, whosa
soul was fired with love of country, with
loyaliy to ihe old fag, with that patriotism
that forgets self and all personal interests

when the nation is assailed, and to offer
his sword and himself to his country wus
the gallant, the intrepid, the pure-hearied,

noble Johm A. Logan. Amongst the jrst o
cheer the heart of *Homest Abe Liacoin®
in response to his call for troops was his
erstwhile political antagonist, Honest Joan
A. Logan.

“Patrioti=sm, love of country, respect for
law, obedience to constituted authorities,
swayed Llhe loyal sons of the republie, and
a peer amongst these loyal sons stood the
great exemplar of the volunteer soldiers,
brave, true, Intrepid John. A, logan.

“With ore Impulse, with one moiive,
with one resolve, the loyal sons abandoned
the plow in the furrow, dropped Lhe tools
on the mechanic’s bench, laid aside the
yard stick, and closed the schoo! and col-
lege books, sprang to arms and thronged
to th= front, resolved that treason must be
crus™id, rebeilion must be put down, thut
cld glory shall float over cevery hamict from
Maine to California, from the lakes in the
nerth to the gulf and the Rio Grande In
the south, the emblem of liberiy and equal
rights to all men; while the lpyal mulhers,
wives, sisters and sweethearts encouraged
their loved ones in their resolves and pur
poses. First among these loyal, devoted
women was the now siiver-crowned lady
who today Is known and loved all over this
broad land as the friend of the soldier, the
defender of his rights, the advocate of his
cause, the beloved widow of the great
After an earnest tribute to the loyal wo-
men of the land, the speaker said:

“Four years of comradeship, four years
of privation and suffering, of weary march-
es, and bloody battles, of wounds and dis-
starvation '-:: the other horrors
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words of Madame de Stgel, loved his God,.
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