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The Rocky Hills of Gettysburg.

Thig ode was written In the year 1564,
wet to musle by J. B Kevingk!, and pub-
Hshed with a dedication to the offlcers
and solitiers of the Army of the Potomae.
In the sume year, also, IL wis 2ung at o

reat falr held by the Soclety of P
ol Daugliters, of Lancaster, Pa,

Oh! dark the day and darle the hour,

When Treawon, in her helght of power,

Wikhi nll hor gathared 1 elonE Came

] wate the North with sword and
. 1

Right onward, swift, exultant, proud,

With burning wrath and curses loud,

Up to you chulp of hills they crowd,
The Rocky 1hls ol Getlysburg.,

As ocean-waves come rolling high

Beneath the tempest-blackened sky,

And rush with fury on the shore,

And rage and dush with awful roar,

Bo Wurst the foemen on that band,

The heroes of the fatheriand,

A flrm on Freedom's dyke they stand,
The Rocky 1ills of Gettysburg,

In valn their utmost strength is hurled

‘Mid thunders that mlght shake the
world,

Biack from the adamantine wall

Thelr hroken vinks receding fall,

Anid slow retlre with daunted wlen,

While slanglitercd thousanmds strew the
Beene,

The vale of death that lies hetween
The RHooky Hills of Gottysburg,

The Lord had heard s peaple's prayer,
And blessed the Starry Banner there;
For soon as Frecdom's s¢il was red
With frecmen's WMood o battle shed
By rvebel Toee, thelr doom was senled;
The saerilice (o Heaven appealed,
The altar, that enzanguined tield,

The Rocky Hills of Getlysburg.

In  nameless
aleep,

Where few shall over come to weep,
But for her muartyred sons, with tears
A monument the Natlon rears,
And age to age shinll pass 1t down
The story of thelr bright renown
And everlasting fame shall crown

The lt-uk\ Hills of Gettyshurg,

“Themas Conrad  Porter.

Criticism for West Pointers.

It appears that your paper, writes
a correspondent of the New York
Sun, has great faith in the military
abllity of West Point graduates, bt
& glance at the history of their per-
formances during the civil war hardly
Justifes such confidence, lLook at the
records:

MceDowell at Bull Run—with his
left resting on the only road and
hs line extended in prolongation of
that road, thus severing two-thirds of
his army from its communications
before a shot was fired.  When the
fighting began his little buneh of ar-
tillery was too far advanced, shoot-
ing In the wrong direction and abso-
lutely and entirely without support, 1
have never seen the fact stated in
print, but the first sign of discourage-
ment shown by our infantry was
when these artillerymen, led by the
lead driver of the right piece, gallop-
ed to the rear, leaving their guns on
the field.

Think of Rosecrans at Chickamau-
ga—his army lost in the woods, and
to this day no man can tell what he
was trylng to do with it ., Sturgis at
Gun river—whipped in a minute by
Forrest, who had been a peaceful
slave dealor till he was past 40 years
of age; Smith—looking at Petersburg
and then retreating without even
reallzing the importance of occupy-
ing the town; the absurd Red River
campaign—planned by one West
Pointer and, to all intenis and pur-
poses, conducted by another

Then look at Antietam. It is not
too much to say that any one of
Napoleon's marshals could have
taken either army and won a decisive
victory in that Maryland campangn.
MeClellan coulid have beaten lee's
divided force on the 15th or 16th, and
then thrown his whole army on
Jackson, who, good as he was, could
hardly hope to win against such odds.
The worst of it Is the movement re:
quired no display of originality on
the part of the federal commander,
for the trick had been done thou-
sands of times and was hoary with
age when Hanoibal was fighting the
Romans.

The other side: 1f a squad of Con-
federates had pushed through the
gap made by Hill's artillery when it

graves  the  vanguished

utnppm] thl' Ninth Atm}’ f‘urp‘l “Lit-
tle Mace” would have had another
chance to show the world how fast
he could retreat, for there was noth-
ing in the way of such an advance ex-
copt four pleces belonging to a New
York battery, without a round of am-
munition,

The chests had been emptied shoot-
ing at nothing before crossing the
creck, and the corps commander, a
Wesgt Pointer. had been within ten
vards of the guns most of the time,
apparcntly not seeing any absurdity
in the ecannonading.

When Burnside, carly in the fight,
reported to his superior that a force
should be sent Lo protect his left, the
commander replied that he had no
troops to place there, well knowing
that neither the Fifth Corps nor the
cavalry had fired a shot that day.
It would be interesting to discover
why that commander was always ask-
ing for more cavalry, for he never
used any except for escort duty.

A couples of hundred dismounted
troopers, with their breech loaders,
could have kept that cornfield so full
of flying lead that nothing could live
in it, and the confederate artillery
would have been compelled to do
thelr fighting from a respeetful dis-
lance,

Another graduate, Meade, at Geltys-
Diwg—with a large part of his army
€0 Situated that 1t could not be
brought into action.

Any one who served during our
domuestie disturbance must acknowl-
cdge that most of the West Pointers
on both sides, were too fond of un-
necessarily and c¢lumsily assaulting
fortified positions, and that all of
them except possgibly Sheridan and
Hazen, were continually wasting am-
munition in long range artillery fir-
Ing, as If, like the Chinese tomtom
beaters, they imagined that noise won
battles.

The academy on the Hudson has
given us thousands of brave, good
looking officers, but not one of them
for soldierly ability and knowledge of
the art of war has come within hail-
ing distance of Oliver Cromwell, who
graduated from an English brewery.

Boys of the Blue and the Gray.

As the ranks of the Blue and the
Giay grow thinner the occasions for
piving expression to their common
fealty to the Union grow more [re-
quent and more impressive. In these
days of a reunited country, forty
years after the great civil confliet,
the command to “eclose ranks” finds
the confederate veterans touching el-
bows with Union veterans under the
one flag of the republie.

The Blue and the Gray came to-
gether at St, James' Methodist Epis-
copal Chureh on Sunday in patriotic
exercises of a4 most inspiring char-
acter., On the platform there were
veterans of Mosby's guerrillas, of
Morgan's raiders, and of the Grand
Army of the Republiec. The spirit
of the survivors of that great army
that came up from the southland was
bappily voiced by Col. Forrester of
Morgan's command when he gaid:

“Never mind whether I was in the
confederate army bhecause 1 was a
gingle man and loved war or because
I was a married man and loved peace.
I was there, But the important fact
now is that I am a reconstructed reb-
el, and so thoronghly reconstructed
that there is no better Union man in
the United States.”

Death is now making heavy inroads
vpon the ranks of the brave fellows
who followed Lee and of those others
who fought under the leadership of
Grant At the last reunion of the
United Confederate Veterans held at
New Orleans in May of last year the
number of members was reported to
members of the Grand Army of the
Republie on June 30, 1903, was re-
ported as 256,510, On each side there
is a rapidly diminishing host, and it
is very pleasant to see the cultivation
of a fraternal spirit between them.
—Chicago Record-Herald.

I cannot do great things. T can do
small thiegs In a great way.—James
Freeman Clarlke.

AND

The Bear and the Monkey.

A bear, with whom n Pledmontese
Jolned company to earn their bread,

Essayed en hulf his legs to please
The publle, where his master led,

With looks that boldly claimed applause,
He nsked the upe, *“8Sir, what think
you?
The ape wae skilled In dancing Iuw..
And answered, “It will never deo.’

“You jJudge (he
friend."
Bruln refoined: “You ere not ecivil!
Were these legs given for you to mend
The ease and grace with which they
swivel?"

mitier  wrong, my

H chunced a pl as standing by;
“Hravo? mtmﬁnhhl;’ encore!"
Excluimed the eritic of the sty:
“Such dancing we shull see ne more!"

Poor Bruiln, when he heard the sentence,

‘_Ih-mm an Inward caleulation:

hen, with a face that spoke repent-
anove,

Expressed aloud his meditation;

“When the sly monkey called me dunce,
1 entertained scome slight misgiving:
But Plg, thy pralse has proved at once
That dancing will not earn a llving.”

Let every candldate for fame
Rely upon this wholesome rule:
Your work i bad, If wise men blame;
Bul worse, if lulltit‘u by a fool.
=Thomas De Yrlarte.

Can You Do This?

Do you remember the story of how
“Betsy" Ross folded a piece of paper
and with one clip of the shears con-
vinced the committee from the conti-
nental congress that a star should be
five-pointed Instead of six-pointed?
There are two methods of arriving at

- .
-
the same result as did “Betsy,” as

the accompanying Iillustrations ex-
plain. ‘
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Game of Turtle.
Here's a game for boys and girls
who have good, strong muscles. It is
called “Turtle.”

Any number may play, and no one
player is “It,”” for all are “It" togeth-
er. The game begins by each choos-
ing the Kind of turtle he intends to
be, One perhaps is & land tortoise,
another a snapper, another a mud
turtle, and s0 on. Then they all sit
in a row resting their chins on their
knees, and each holding his left ankle
with his right hand, and his right an-
kle with his left hand, This is a
very difficult position to keep. At a
given signal the turtles start for a
goal a short distance away,

It is the object of the game for the
turtles to waddle to the goal and
back to the starting point without re-
moving their hands from their feet.
Many let go before the proper mo-
ment, the others shout “dead turtle,”
and keep on, leaving their unfortu-
nate companion in the background.
The rules of the game demand that he
walt there until the first successful
racer reachesgs him on his way hack,
and touches him with his elbow, by
which he is supposed io instill new
life into the poor dead turtle, The

latter Immediately starts out again,
and finishes in the beat siyvle he ean.
As there are always several dead tur
tles, he is never lonely in his effort
to succeed. The winner is, of course,
the one who returns to the starting
place first.
Tree That Commits Murder.

The Cupey is one of the most curl-
ous trees in the West Indian islands.
The seeds are borne on the wings of
the wind, and deposited on the
branches of other trees, when they
burst into roots, which are dropped
towards the ground all areund the
“nurse” tree. In time these roots
reach the ground and strike into the
soil.  From this moment the roots
grow stronger and stronger, until

Cupey Tree,
they resemble a lot of rope ladders

thrown over the tree. Next, the para-
site sends down a great cord, which
twines round the trunk of the sup-
porting tree, at first as though in lov-
ing embrace, but it grows tighter and
tighter, eventually strangling its
benefactor out of existence. The
“nurse” tree, thus killed, rots to de-
cay, and from the Iimmengse fibrous
roots of the destroyer now springs a
great trunk, which rises high into the
air. The cord-like roots rise often
to fifty or sixty feet in height.—Peanr
son’s Weekly.

The Baby Turtle.

Turtles, you know, lay their eggs
in the sand and let the sun hatch them
out, They do not lay them all in one
place, probably because they think it
safe to scatter them. Then, even
though one be stolen or broken, the
others may escape. The mother tur-
tle covers them all carefully up, one
after another, with a thin sprinkling
of sand, and then apparently never
gives them another thought, consld-
ering her maternal duty done. Ceor-
tain it is that she has never been dis-
covered going near these egg bables
again, and when they hateh at last the
tiny, soft-backed creatures at once be-
gin crawling aroud in search of flles
and other food as independently as it
there were no such thing as a mother
in the world. A little girl who found
one of these odd, oblong eggs on a
sandy river bank in Louisiana took it
home and put it in a teacup on the
table for safekeeping. A few hours
later a slight noise was noticed In
that direction, and on looking in the
cup she found a baby turtle, “full
fledged,” but tiny, scrambling about
among the bits of its broken eggshel]
cradle

Flowering lce Cream.
Line a clean flowerpot having a two
and one-hall inch diameter at top

with parafine paper, fill with f{ce
cream and sprinkle with grated vanils
la chocolate to represent earth. Wash
well the stems of a few daisies and
fnsert them in the ceater of the
cream. Lay one or two daisies In the
saucer.
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