
6 H E L E N A  W E E K L Y  H E R A L D

-i£fi«BATICN
V■â DAY

V ■* '

»
NS

ts

Tf TL i* h iÏJ r r  atWM

w %  W m
r>̂ 3yL w-

Z *

•?T

# v \-tf

-j /L  ^-:.: **■

ARMY OF THE POTOMAC.

[Washington, May, 18C5.1 
Foliliers. return'd from manv a fight, to-day 
1 call another year, another May,
■When from your homes at first ye march'd away.

Your country summon'd—what quick answer 
came

Shall never lx» forgot by human fame;
The north was red with one electric flame I

The dragon's teeth were sown that started mon 
(So may the land be never sown again!)—
Ye were the crop that sprang in armor then.

I.o, every highway made its end in one,
With stern, advancing dust against the sun.’—
A line of bayonets thrust to Washington !

I heard, I saw!—the street ye tread to-day 
Took echoes that shall never pass away—
Visions that shall bo visible for aye !

Ye came from many a long remembered fight; 
Your flags are glittering, in the windy light,
With names that make their tremulous stars 

more bright.

Banners whose rags are famous, veterans too, 
Pathetic with the storms they fluttered througl*, 
Ye bear in pride and tenderness with you I

Ye come—ye are not all that went away;
Another myriad as great as yours to-day 
Keep their encampment with the flowers of May.

Ye came from homes that hap'Iy echo still 
With your last footsteps on the quiet sill;
Go back, go back, the empty air to fill 1

Ye came from new plowed fields and wheated 
lands.

Where the old harvests call'd for willing hands;
(io back to join the gentle reaper bands 1

Ye came—the work is done ye came to do;
(Jo back, go back, O servants tried and true—
Uo back to find your land created new I

J ohn J ames ITatt.

T H E  C A P T A I N ' S  P E N S I O N ,

A STORY OF DECORATION DAY IN B RACE- 
VILLE.

Capt, H atton  was the highest authority  on 
w ar subjects in Braceville. He could tell 
stories of arm y  life from  hour to hour and 
day to  day w ithout repeating  himself—stories 
which m ade the eyes of his listeners grow  as big 
as saucers. F o r him  the w ar w as never over. 
He continued to  m arch, to  pitch his te n t and 
to fight w ith  all the patrio tic  fervor which 
distinguished him  in the days when the boom 
of the cannon shook the land. So engrossing 
an in terest did he take  in  his career as a 
soldier th a t he never cu t m uch of a  figure in 
business. His talents in peace were purely of 
a  n arra tiv e  character, and  as exercised in 
Braceville wholly unprofitable from  a finan
cial standpoint.

The captain  never troubled himself about 
this, b u t his fam ily did, a  fact no t to  he won
dered a t, since they  experienced all the dis
com fort resulting from  it, and  the cap tain  
none a t  all scarcely. Trouble never adhered 
to  him. He had the  beautifu l faculty  of let
ting  somebody else c a rry  all the difficulties 
while he w ent on w ith his reminiscences.

W hen his signature was needed his w ife or 
liis son brought him  the papers and  he signed 
them , b u t be never read  them . The only 
th ing  he ever read was w ar histoiw, and th is 
he found fau lt w ith because it w asn’t  alw ays 
correct.
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; family, unhappily , didn’t sym pathize 
his m ilita ry  tastes. They had strong  

tions in a  different direct iou. They be
ll to and fratern ized  w ith the present 
ts m aterial interests. His wife had been 
ed to  lie both financial and domestic 
iger, and her husband's improvidence 

placed her in v e ry  aw kw ard predica-
s. Their son tu rned  his a tten tion  to  law  
looked fo rw ard  hopefully to fu tu re  dis- 
ion. He had w orked hard  to  pull him- 
np to the s ta rtin g  place, too; and the 
ibors said he deserved credit. The 
liters leaned to music and pain ting , and 
lied of careers, and vain ly  wished i t  
possible to convince the ir over patrio tic  
r th a t the w ar had long since ended.
e captain , though a  bodily figure in his 
»hold, in  sp irit dw elt in  the past, am id 
oar of battle  o r in the idle days of wait- 
ii camp, and was happy as only one who 
ges his pet dream s can be. As bis h a ir 
?ned and old age began to  face him 
rely, bis w ar stories were often finished 
a  sigh, and he sjxike more frequently  of 
ions in th a t unknow n country  into which 
and blood can never enter, aud  where 
and the engines of w ar a re  neither 
rn nor needed. A nd when there were 
ions here—u hen the old veterans m et and 
Led on fields of peace under flags th a t 
jecn trium phan tly  borne in w ar—Capt. 
on's eyes were alw ays dim  w itlj tears.
I ho looked a t  the shrunken column of 
pans and feelingly repeated these lines:
her mighty host comes marching slow 
i their long bivouacs in the grass and 
snow—

iese they fought and suffered long ago. 

ugh every street they march with silent
tread ,

:ken the living, ye the living dead);
the same tattered flag is overhead, 

is m aterialistic and unpoetical friends said 
h e n  as getting  old and  possibly a  little  

le m inded; bu t those who are  much inter- 

1 in life never nnderstand the feeling of 
e who are slipping out of it. 
ist year, as Decoration day approached,
t. H atton 's eyes burned with more patri- 
fervo r than  ever. Honors to  the dead 
ies of the w ar gave him  great joy. Ilis 
iw townsm en, knowing the depth and 
ngtta of his patriotism , requested him to
a ta lk  on Decoration day, in the ccme- 

, on the w ar and its heroic dead. */.-v

to
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The day came, m e  « ... ___  _
in the Braceville cem etery were most pro
digally covered w ith flowers. P rayers were 
offered, poems read and eulogies pronounced 
over the b rave men who died in the ir coun
t ry ’s service. B ut there were few to weep 
over them. Their companions and  friends 
had nearly  all vanished from  under the sun.

Capt. H atton 's address astonished every
body. I t  was the outpouring of his heart on 
a  theme dearer to  him  th an  all else, and the 
force and feeling w ith which he spoke set the 
hearts of his hearers on fire, and they wept. 
He painted the sp irit of the  w ar as it came to 
and overshadowed the peaceful land; he de
scribed the action of battle, the courage of 
the soldiers, their endurance and patience in  

tnari'fles and the tedious camp life. 
He painted, too, the B attle of Shiloh, where 
he had given the best of bis corporeal fram e 
—th a t aw ful scene, where a fte r the fight one 
could walk long distances stepping only on 
dead bodies.

And when he spoke of the dead it  was with 
strong and tender feeling and  much simple, 
m oving eloquence. He told how he had seen 
them  lying on the field after the battle, their 
white or ashen g ray  faces, with contracted 
muscles, tak ing ghastly  or distorted shape or 
again  w earing smiles of seraphic sweetness. 
He became a poet in  describing the scene. 
H is friends and neighbors listened w ith tea r 
fu l atten tion  and felt a  new and deeper 
respect for the brave and loyal old soldier.

T hat evening the H etton  fam ily sa t down 
to  supper in unusual spirits. The captain 
was still under the influence of the d ay ’s 
hallowed glory ; and, fo r the first tim e in  
the ir lives, his wife and children were proud 
of his abnorm al patriotism .

His son brought letters and handed them  to 
his fa ther before they  seated themselves a t 

table. The captain , 
w ith his thoughts 
on fields of battle 
a n d  d e a d  c o m 
r a d e s ,  h a n d l e d  
them idly w ithout 
looking a t them  
and laid them aside. 
The young m an 
seemed to  have 
those letters on his 
mind. He glanced 
tow ard them  from  
tim e to  tim e as he 

ate, and when the meal was finished and  they 
still sat about the table chatting  pleasantly, 
he said :

“You haven’t  read y our letters, fa ther,’ and 
w ith  polite a lac rity  he go t up  and handed 
them  to  the w hite haired dream er.

The captain  opened one a fte r  another w ith 
out interest. Suddenly his eyes flashed and 
he began to  tremble. “Here, m y children, 
look here!” he cried excitedly, holding a t 
a rm ’s length an  official paper and a  le tte r of 
imposing appearance. “Aly gratefu l govern
m ent insists th a t I  shall have all this money 
fo r the wounds I  received a t  Shiloh—wounds 
of which I  have alw ays been proud and 
fe lt i t  an  honor to  bear w ithout thought 
of compensation. I  have ever held 
th a t the true  patrio t gives his sp irit 
and  his body freely to  his country'. I  never 
asked for a  pension, though I  knew I  was en
titled  to  it. No, I  did not ask it, bu t m y 
governm ent has proved itself w orthy  of loyTal 
service: I t  offers it  to me vo lun tarily .”

Here the captain’s son colored and began to 
cough violently.

“I rejoiced th a t I had suffered for m y coun
t ry ,” continued the captain. “I t  is a  poor 
o rder of patrio tism  th a t  is willing to  give 
nothing. I  am  gratefu l for this acknowledg
m ent of m y service, because i t  cam e un 
solicited. Hero it  is, m y darlings, here is the 
rew ard  of your fa th er’s loyalty  to  the land he 
loves. Take it, and  do w hat you will w ith  it.
I  don’t w an t it. I w ant to  die know ing th a t 
I  have given som ething to  m y dear country  
and  have taken nothing.”

“How much is i t  father?” asked Lilian, the 
eldest daughter, who had dream s of going 
abroad to  study a rt.

“N early $7,000,” he answered dream ily. 
H is m ind was again roam ing over the field a t  
Shiloh. Both young ladies caught the ir 
breath. Their m other looked unutterab ly  as
tonished a t the vastness of the sum which, as 
i t  were, had been miraculously throw n into 
their laps; while the enterprising son tried  in 
vain  to  appear unconcerned.

‘W h at shall we do w ith it?” asked Em m a, 
th e  o ther daughter, who had musical am 
bitions.

“Build a  really  com fortable house, a  home,” 
said the sensible m other, whose genius for 
domestic m anagem ent had often been p u t to 
sore straits in consequence of her husband’s 
indifference to  the m aterial things of life.

“ Ju s t a  slice of i t  would educate E m m a and 
me in our professions,” said Lilian, in a  voice 
of eager interest.

The son rem arked th a t he knew of an  en ter
prise sure to  b rin g  ex trao rd inary  results, in to  
which, in his opinion, a  large p a r t  of the pen
sion money m ight be p u t with profit.

Let us fix up  th is house, refurnish it, and 
divide the rem ainder equally between us,” 
said Lilian.

Remember, children, th a t we need a  com
fortab le  borne of our ow n,” pu t in  the m other 
w ith m ild firmness.

“B ut w hen we get to earning m oney a t  our 
professions we can soon build you and fa ther 
a  lovely home,” said Em m a.

The daughters both held w arm ly to  the sub
jec t of going abroad, the  son to  the invest
m ent, w h i l e  the  
m other heroically 
stood by  the project 
of the home. ^

W a r m e r  a n d  
w arm er grew  the 
discussion. A rgu 
m ents, appeals, as
s e r t i o n s ,  re to rts  
even, flew around 
th e  fam ily board 
like wicked spirits 
a t  w ar w ith each 
o t h e r .  N o  o n e  
counseled patience 
and deliberation in 
the m a tte r  of deciding w hat to  do w ith the 
money. All excitedly insisted on fixing its 
destiny then and there.

Only one of the circle offered no suggestion, 
said no word in regard to  it, was not appealed 
to. This was the w hite haired soldier who 
had so bravely earned the money. Indeed, 
he seemed quite unconscious of the  w rangle 
going on about him. He had m oved from  
the  table and was sitting  in the easy chair 
near the open door, holding his letters care
lessly in his hand an d  looking dream ily ou t 
on the hills fresh and fa ir  in their garm ents 
of spring. He was th inking, no t of the  pos
sible joys of the fu tu re, b u t of the  dear 
anguish of the past. O ver his face spread an 
expression of serene, exalted delight. I t  came J 
from  the mem ory of w hat he had suffered for I 
the sake of principle. H is was a  na tu re  th a t j 
understood the blessedness of giving.
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He turned tow ard the  disturbed group a t 
• • • .  look in  bis eyes the like of

which they  had never seen, and which they 
never will be able to  forget. I t  had in i t  un 
speakable astonishm ent, overwhelm ing an 
guish and something else no t translatable to 
the lim ited spiritual perceptions of those who 
saw it. T hat something was not of this 
world. I t  was a  beam from  the unseen 6un 
of infinity shining through the old soldier’s 
surprised eyes. In stan tly  all were awed into 
silence. Instinctively  they  recognized th a t 
som ething m ightier th an  their wills con
fronted  them —something they could no t un 
derstand.

The old soldier began to  rise to his 
feet. His lips moved bu t no sound came 
forth . Slowly he sank back into the chair 
again. The light faded out of his eyes and 
his face grew  ashen white. Tho aw estruck 
fam ily looked a t  him  w ith speechless tongues. 
Before they  realized the  presence of the 
strange guest, death, who had come so unex
pectedly into their presence, he had aepartea 
w ith the soul of the old patriot.

Ger trc d e  Garrison .

F I G H T I N G  F O R  T H E  F L A G .

I t  was last Decoration day, after they had 
returned from  beautifying w ith flowers the 
graves of the Union soldiers, who seemed to 
sleep so peacefully in the soft sunshine, th a t 
four form er companions in arm s were seated 
under the tender green of the trees in C entral 
park. They were full of the sad yet precious 
memories of the w ar, and naturally  rehearsed 
m any of its incidents in which they  had 
taken part. Then- patriotism  had been freshly 
stirred  by the ceremonies a t  which they  had 
assisted, and, as they  recounted scenes where 
gallan t fellows had given their lives for their 
country, the ir eyes, th a t had often looked 
death  in the face w ith a  strong glance, 
moistened visibly, and were cast down to 
hide th e 'r  w k ; i«
th ey  caught sight of the stars and stripes on 
the  old A rsenal building. A  puff of wind 
gracefully  blew ou t the banner of the free; 
th ey  instinctively stood up together, removed 
the ir hats, and, as one of them  said: “Bless 
the old flag! I would be happy to die fo r it 
to-m orrow !” they fervently  clasped each 
other's bauds in recognition of a  common sen
tim ent.

The speaker was ex-Mnyor Goodwin, a  n a 
tive of Connecticut, aged about 50, who had 
been living in St. Louis a t the breaking out 
of the w ar, and had joined a  .Missouri regi
m ent as soon as the governm ent had called 
fo r troops. The o ther three were ex-Col.
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Mason, ex-Capt. B ennett and ex-Brigadier 
Gen. W irt ley. The first had m ade his 
home in Cincinnati, B ennett and  W irtley  had 
settled in Chicago, and, as m artia l represen
ta tives of Ohio and Illinois, had entered the 
field im m ediately a f te r  the fire on Sum ter. 
They were all bachelors then, nearly  the 
same age, and having gone w ith  their com
m ands to Missouri, were soon dr. wn into ac
quaintance and friendship by  sim ilarity  of 
opinions and tastes. They had seen a  good 
deal of service in different p arts  of the south ; 
had  all been wounded—Goodwin and W irtley  
several times each—and had kept up  the 
friendship joined in the  early  days. A fte r 
the close of the struggle they  found them 
selves In New Y ork , w here they  are still 
engaged in business. The endless d istrac
tions of the c ity  preven t th e ir m eeting as 
often as they  would choose; b u t on Decora
tion day  they are  alw ays in com pany, and are  
likely to  be bound together by  associations of 
the past while life continues. They are  cred
itable examples of the citizen soldiers on 
whom the republic can alw ays depend in 
tim e of need. They, in common w ith millions 
of their countrym en no rth  and south, so re 
vere the national ensign th a t  they would 
sacrifice everything in its defense.

“Goodwin,” said W irtley  (the four had 
dropped their m ilita ry  titles, like sensible 
m en, w ith the term ination  of the  w ar), “we 
all feel as you do about the old flag, as you 
well know. I have been told th a t you showed 
jo u r  devotion to  it  by recapturing  the colors 
of yoqr regjimqnt a t  Wilson's Creek. Can’t 
you give us the 9tory?"

“I t 's  not w orth te lling ,” replied Goodwin. 
“I t  was only one of the m any  incidents th a t 

occurred on m any battle  fields; and, besides, 
i t  is bad taste , j'ou will agree, for a  m an  to  
recite his own experiences. He is very  ap t 
to  im agine himself a  hero when he is a very 
commonplace m orta l.”

“L et us have the  story , Goodwin,” ex
claim ed the three. “W e are  friends,” added 
Mason, “and we know  j'ou  too well to  th ink  
you capable of boasting. On th is d ay  any  
one who has been a soldier is excusable far 
indulging in  personal reminiscences. We 
Lave all been doing it, you know. F ire  aw aj’, 
old fellow.”
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•Tf J'OU are bored, then  it  will be your own 
fau lt,” rem arked Goodw in. “The sto rj' is not 
long, anyhow ; no, you won’t  suffer m uch 
m ore th an  you anticipate. I  had  form ed a 

idea of Cap*. Ifathaniel Lyon when he 
broke up the secession cam p fbrnied by  Gov
ernor Jackson in St. Louis, and I  was very  
glad to  be in his command. He had been ap
pointed brigadier, and I  was w ith him  a t  
Booneville, where he routed a  Confederate 
force th a t the governor had got together, and 
a t  Dr j* Spring, where he defeated McCulloch. 
W hen  McCulloch and Price united, and 
threatened to gain possession of southwest 
Missouri, I approved of L j'on’s determ ina
tion to  give them  battle  a t  W ilson's Creek, in 
spite of the ir superior num bers. I  had  en
listed as a  private  in St. Louis and was al- 
ready  a  captain , so th a t m y opinion had 
some weight. W e were all so inexperienced 
then  th a t a  m an who had participated  in such 
skirmishes (we called them battles) as Boone
ville and D ry S pring  was regarded as a  tried 
soldier.

“How vividly I  rem em ber the 10th of 
A ugust, the day on which the engagem ent a t 
Witecra’s Creek occurred. The ground was 
rolling, like m ost of the land in Greene 
.» .m i»  Un with cliuniMQf tr«ea her« and

there and a  forest in the distance. The 
w eather was intensely hot, and the dust from  
the movements of the adverse arm ies almost 
suffocating. Gen. L j’on, as we were draw n 
up for battle, rode along the line encouraging 
the men. He told them  how much depended 
on the result of the fight, to  stand firm, to  
remember the flag of the country, to think 
th a t on each soldier's conduct the result m ight 
hang. I could see th a t he was anxious, bu t 
he looked hopeful, cheerful and undaunted. 
A braver, more patriotic m an never fought 
in the Union cause. I  fe lt th a t he would, if 
he should live, lead us to  v ictory; th a t he 
could not fail. Bo he seemed to affect every
body th a t came into his presence.

“My regim ent was one of the first ordered 
forw ard  on the enem y’s right. W e were 
ordered to withhold our fire until w ithin fifty 
yards; bu t the men were so excited and u n 
disciplined th a t they began firing long before 
they could do much harm . The fire was re
turned when we were near enough to  see the 
faces of the Confederates, and appeared to  
be very  destructive. M y men seemed to  be 
falling all around me. B ut I soon saw th a t 
it  was partially  confusion in the ranks, caused 
by unfam iliarity  w ith danger. The men 
were speedily rallied, and I  observed th a t 
only a  few had been struck. I ordered m y 
com pany no t to  m ind the wounded and we 
rapidly advanced. I had hail a t  the outset a 
keen sense of fear; I  believed I  should be h it 
every moment. B ut the fear quickly passed. 
I  became intensely excited, and y e t I  M-as 
outw ardly calm. The dust and the smoke 
of the guns covered everything, fo r the a ir  
Mas close and stiffing. I heard the ro ar 
of the engagement, m ingled w ith tho groans 
of the wounded and their p itifu l cries for 
water. I  had a  choking th irs t myself. The 
field seemed like a  burning desert. W hat 
■wouldn't I have given for a  d rink  of M’ater, 
and there Mas Mater nowhere, the canteens 
being exhausted.

“N otw ithstanding m y excitem ent, I grew 
steadily calmer. I ceased to th ink  of myself.
I had no idea of personal peril, though I  saw 
men dropping constantly. W hen it  was one 
of our men, I m as amazed. When it was one 
of the enemy, I  Mas rejoiced, and I  found 
myself shouting like the rest w ith delirious 
joy a t  every  casualty on the o ther side. I 
hungered for blood. I was like a  M ild beast, 

j I f  I  could have slam a  thousand Confederates 
I M’ith  a  blow of m y blade, I  should have been 

happy. One of our officers rode before us. 
He waved his sword, and cried out something 
th a t I  could not understand. The words had 

I scarcely left his lips when a  cannon ball 
j carried aw ay his head, and his bleeding tru n k  
j fell to  the ground. The incident did not 
j horrify  o r s ta rtle  m e; it  only quickened m y 
j tigerish passion fo r revenge, and I yelled 

with glee, a  m inute after, as I  saw  - 
federate officer reel in bis saddle and tum ble.

“The oddly uniform ed line opposite, in w hich 
bu tternu t was a conspicuous color, showed 
signs of giving way. Ju s t then our standard  
bearer, who was in  advance, Mas struck and 
fell. A  fresh Confederate force had been 
ordered up to relieve the troops u-e bad been 
fighting, and bore ilo« u upon us in  such 
num bers th a t we were ordered to w ithdraw  
slowly, our faces to  the foe. A  dozen m em 
bers of our regim ent had hurried fo rw ard  to  
rescue the flag, Minch had already been to rn  
from  the staff b j' one of the enemy, a  fine 
looking fellow, an officer plainly, and Mhich 
ho th ru s t into tho breast of his coat. I 
m arked his countenance and figure. I  Mas 
sure th a t I should rem em ber him. W h a t 
pleasure I should have taken  in killing him , 
in order to recover the colors of tlie regim ent, 
which I felt it  such a  disgrace to  ,’ose in  one 
of the first real battles of the w ar.

“But there Mas no chance of recapturing  it. 
W e steadily fell back, and M-ere soon relieved 
b y  fresh troops. O ur regim ent had lost 
heavily. Out of GOO or so, one q u arte r w ere 
killed, M ounded and missing, and the remain
der were in no condition for fu rth e r  fighting 
a t  once. I still m ourned over the captured 
flag. D uring the first y ea r  of the strife  M*e 
soldiers, you rem em ber, thought the loss of a  
stand of colors as bad as a general defeat, and 
Me never altered our opinion greatly  after
w ard  either. I t  m ay be superstition, b u t it  i3 
a  patrio tic superstition th a t every tru e  soldier 
is inclined to  cherish. The flag of a country  
represents our highest interest.

“I could no t bear to be off d u ty  on th a t day. 
As soon as I  had  quenched m y excessive 
th irs t in  a pool of d ir tj ' w ater, M-here a  score 
of m en were half fran tic  and fighting for 
d rink , I Ment to  Gen. L yon and offered m y 
service to  ac t as one of his aides. He ac
cepted it, and giving mo a horse sent me Mith 
an  order to a  d istan t p a r t of the field. I  de
livered the order, bu t in  doing so bullet a f te r  
builet whistled near me, one of the bullets 
passing through  the  sk ir t of m y coat. I 

already began to  im agine th a t I m ight be 
destined not to be struck—constant danger 
makes us fatalists—and I galloped along to 
the music of the guns, fancying m j’self m a  ; 
feverish dream . To be beyond the sound of 
cries aud  groans, the  sight of blood and 
wounds was a  g rea t relief.

“I  seemed to  be only in danger myself, and ! 
of th a t danger I M as alm ost unconscious. 1 i 
Mas in a  p a r t of the field aw ay from  the j 
battle, rid ing  fast to  w here I supposed Gen. 
Lyon to be, u  hen m y horse reared as if  in 
pain. I  believed th a t he m ust be m orta lly  
wounded b j' a  stray  shot. I  disengaged m y 
feet from  the stirrups, and just in tim e, for I 
fe lt th a t he was falling. I tum bled headlong—
I could no t save m yself—and then I Mas u n 
conscious. How long I  rem ained so I  cannot 
tell. I  arose w ith  senses dazed, b u t the din 
of battle, the sight of dust, poM der and smoke 
restored me. My horse lay  dead a  few  feet 
distant, the blood still flowing from  his side, 
caused apparen tly  b y  a  grape shot. No 
one seemed near me, and I  Mas w alk
ing aw ay someM-hat lame, when a voice, saj’- 
ing  ‘Surrender, j  ou d—d Yankee, or I 'll blow 
y o u r brains out!’ drew  m y attention. O ut of 
a  cluster of trees had stepped a  Confederate 
officer, M’hom a glance disclosed as the captor 
of our colore. To alla j’ any  doubt, if there 
could be doubt, the silken end of the stripes 
M as still visible in the breast of his coat. He 
Mas coming tow ard  me w ith a  revolver 
leveled a t  m y head, perhaps fifty  feet off. 
He doubtless believed me unarm ed; b u t I 
reached instinctively tow ard  m y belt and 
drew  m y pistol, M-hicb had happily  been un 
injured by  m y fall.

“ ‘Never,’ I shouted. ‘You bave taken the 
colors of my regim ent. I'll get them  back or 
die,’

“ ‘Diö tben j’ he responded, and a bullet 
whizzed past me.

hand and stained M ith m y blood. I t  is a t m y 
home and counted am ong its most precious 
treasures. A gain I say, ‘Bless the old flag! 
To-day every true  son of the g reat republic, 
even those m Iio fought so blindly against it 
tw enty  odd years ago, is willing to give his 
last drop of blood to gnard  it from  dishonor.’ ” 

J unius Henri Browne.
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SANDS BROS.
New Arrival of 

WALL PAPER,
CARPETS,

H O U S E  F U R W IS H IW C G O O D S .
We carry th e  largest lin e  o f  th e above stock in  .Mon

tana. Orders rece iv e  prom pt a tten tion .

SANDS BROS.

T. P. FULLER.
(S u cc ess o r  to  H e n r y  ▼ * » * > . )

“I fired a t nearly  the same m om ent, pro
bably to  no purpose, as he still advanced. I 
advanced also. The recovery of the flag was 
fa r  dearer to  me than  life.

“We exchanged shots again. I t  was a re 
gu lar d u e l Once m ore we fired. I felt th a t 
I  m ust be bit. B u t I  was strong  enough to  
discharge another barre l, and  had the  su
prem e satisfaction of seeing m y antagonist 
falL I  Mas im m ediately a t  his side, in ten t 
only on the sta rs and stripes, Mhich I drew  
ou t and was try in g  to  hide in m y clothing 
M-hen m y head swam, darkness passed before 
m y eyes aud  then  oblivion.

“I  was found unconscious, as I  learned a fte r
w ard, on the t r e a s t  of the dead Confederate, 
a  captain  from  K entucky. H is ball bad 
passed through  m y lungs; m ine in to  his 
breast. The flag was closely grasped in m y

How Men Hie in Hattie.
F rank  W ilkeson, in  his very  interesting 

book, entitled “ Recollections of a P riva te  
Soldier, ” recently  published by  the P u t
nams, tells how m en die in battle. The fol
lowing paragraphs give the citizen an idea of 
ndiat glory costs the soldier:

A fter Longstreet’s soldiers had driven  the 
I Second corps into the ir intrenchm ents along 

the Brock road, a  ba ttle  exhausted in fan try 
m an stood behind a  large oak tree. His back 
rested against it. He was v e iy  tired, and 
held his rifle loosely in his hand. The Con
federates were directly  in our front. This 
soldier w as apparently  in perfect safety. A 
solid shot from  a Confederate gun struck the 
oak tree squarely, about four feet from  the 
ground, bu t it  did no t bave sufficient force to 
tea r through  the  tough wood. The soldier 
fell dead. There M-as no t a  scratch on him. 
He mas killed by concussion. W hile we M’ere 
fighting savagely over these intrenchm ents 
the woods in our fro n t caught f re , and I  saw 
inan j' of our wounded burned to  death. 
M ust they no t have suffered horribly? I am 
no t a t  all sure of tha t. The smoke rolled 
heavily and slon-ly before the fire. I t  envel
oped the wounded, and I  th ink  th a t by  fa r  
the larger portion of the men Mho were 
roasted M'ere suffocated before the  flames 
curled round them. The spectacle M-as cour
age sapping and p itifu l, and i t  appealed 
strongly to the im agination of the spec
ta to rs; but I do no t lielieve th a t the M ound
ed soldiers who were being burned suffered 
g reatlj', if they suffered a t  all.

W hen we got into the Brock road (at the 
b attle  of the Wilderness) intrenchm ents a 
m an a  feu- files to m y le ft dropped dead, shot 
ju st above the r ig h t eye. H e did no t groan 
or sigh or make the slightest phj-sical move
m ent, except th a t his ch»st heaved a few 
times. The light Ment ou t of his face in
stantly , leaving it  M-ithout a  particle of ex
pression. I t  was plastic, and  as the facial 
muscles contracted i t  took m any  shapes. 
W hen this m an’s bodjr became cold and his 
lace hardened it  M-ns te rrib ly  distorted, as 
though he had suffered intensely. A ny  per
son M ho had not seen him  killed would have 
said th a t he had endured sapient agony be
fore death released him. I  have seen dead 
soldiers’ faces which Mere w reathed in  smiles, 
and heard their com rades 6ay th a t they  had 
died happy. I do not believe th a t the face of 
a  dead soldier lying on a  battlefield ever 
tru th fu lly  indicates the m ental o r phj'sieal 
anguish or peacefulness of m ind M hich he suf
fered o r enjoyed before his death. The face 
is plastic a lte r  death, and as the facial mus
cles cool und con trac t they  d raw  the face into 
m any shapes.

HIS VIEW OF IT.
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B u ild ers , M iners and B la ck sm ith s S u p p lies.
HARDWOOD WAGON M ATERIAL a spec

M ain  S tr e e t ,  t w o  «loorN  f r o m  Grant! C e n tr a l  H o t e l .
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S. C. ASHBY & CO.
D e a l e r s  in

ULTURAL IMPLEMENTS,
WAGONS, CARRIAGES, BUGGIES, ETC.

W e respectfully call your attention to the following list of
Standard Goods :

M itc h e l l  F a r m  an il  S p r i n g  *Vaj;onw: Stmtcl icU«-r B ros.'  F in e  C a rr ia g e* .  Knic- 
fjics anil B u r  khoarrf* : F raz ier  Konti F a r ts :  IJecrlujf i t in t lr r s  an il  M o w e r s ;  
P e n n s y l v a n i a  l . a w n  M o w e r s :  J .  H .  'f lu . in ns  A  Sens* .Sulky H ay R a k e s :  F o r s t  
A B r a d le y  S u l k e y  anti  Gaiii? P l t iw s  C u l t i v a t o r s  anti  H a r r o w s :  S ta i i t la u l  D is k  
H a r r o w s :  P la n e t ,  j r .  G a r d e n  D r i l l s .  C u l t i y a t o r s  a n i l  H o r s e  H o e s  : G rass  Sect! 
S o w e r « :  V ic to r  Feetl  M i l l s  : I l o r s e  r o w e r «  a n d  Grinding;  M il l s :  H a n d - K a k e s .  
F o r k s .  S h o t  e l s ,  S p a d e s .  M a t t o e k s  autl  H o e s  : P o r c e l a i n  I.incti P u m p s  a n d  T nb-  
in i ; :  C h ic a g o  T o n t in e  S c r a p e r s :  C o lu m b ia  M h e e l  anti  D r a g  S c r a p e r s  : K a i lr o a d  
( • r a t l in g  P lo w s  : K a rb Y V ire :  B a i l i n g  W i r e :  Hindi ng  Tw in e  : H t a v y  anti F ig h t  
T e a m  H a r n e s s  S i n g l e  a h d  D o u b le  B a g g y  H a r n e s s :  H o r s e  B l a n k e t s ,  W h ip s  
L a p  R o b e s :  T e n t s  a n d  A w n i n g s ’: B u g g y ,  < a r r i a g e  autl  W a g o n  Cove rs:  Etc. .  Etc.

T o g t h e r  w i th  a ( a l l  l i n e  o f  E x t r a s  anti  R e p a i r s  for  W a g o n s ,  C a r r ia g e s ,  ling*  
g i e s ,  l t in t lers  anti a l l  M a c h in e y .  O rd ers  b y  M ail  r e c e iv e  p r o m p t  a t t e n t i o n .

N o r th  M a in  S t r e e t ,  H e le n a ,  M o n t a n a .

Upon the open porch M-e sat.
Our host had doff'd his slouehy hat,
And tilted back his easy chair.
His corn cob's smoke rose in the air,
The sinking sun threw golden lines,
The hills were sweet with breath of pines. 
“Yes, I war in ther war,” said he;
“I war a traitor once, may be,
Tho’ I had work'd my farm all day,
An’ didn't care a dura which M-ay 
They settled ther questions o’ ther state.
I owned no niggers myself—but wait— 
tVhen Yanks kom down an' took my corn. 
An’ burnt my house, m her I M-ar born,
An’ carted off my hull blame crop,
I sed, sed I, this thing must stop!
Fer I bed a kind o’ honest pride 
lu ther ownership of my fireside.
I say, it made no odds ter me 
Whether ther blacks war bound or free; 
But I couldn’t see them sogers take 
What my hands had toiled ter make! 
Then, when Handy paled and sigh'd,
An’ our kid got seart an’ cried,
By jinks, I rose an' grabbed my gun,
An’ sed, it's time these raids war done! 
So I fit right thro’ in Longstreet's corps 
’Till Bobby Lee gev up ther M ar.
An’ I M ar glad to see it cease,
Fer all I wanted, sir, war peace.
An’ I hadn't ther heart fur layin’ low 
A lot o’ chaps I didn't know !
Look at thet hand. You see it? Well, 
That hurt kein o’ a burstin’ shell.
No i>ension, sir? By thunder, I Mould 
Not draw one fer it ef I could!
Fer I'm kinder proud this fist war spiled 
While raised defendin' home and child!
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Established 1864 .
A . G . C L A R K E . T H O M A S  C O N R A D . J .  C . C U R T IN .

CLARKE, CONRAD l  CURTIN.
Importers of and Jobbers and Retail Dealers in

H e a v y  S h e l f  a n d  B u i l d i n g

HARDWARE.
SO L E  A G E N TS FO R  T H E

C e l e b r a t e d  “ S u p e r i o r ” a n d  F a m o u s  A c o r n

C O O K I N G  A N D  H E A T I N G  S T O V E S ,
A N D

W, G. F ish er’s  C incinnati W ronght Iron R anges for H otels and F am ily  Use.
---------------------------------- o -----------------------------------

Iron, Steel, Horse and Mule Shoes, Nails. Mill Supplies, Hoes, Belt
ing, Force and Lift Pumps, Cutlery, House Furnishing Goods, 

Centennial Réfrigéra Lors, lee Chests, Ice Cream Freezers, 
Water Coolers Etc., Etc.

V is i to r *  to I lie C ity  a r e  re* p e e t  f u l l y  in v i t e i l  t o  c a l l  hii»I E x a m i n e  o u r  G oods  
mill  p r i c e s  b e fo r e  p u r c h a s i n g .

ALL 0RDBES RECEIVE PROMPT ATTENTION AND SHIPMENT.

C L A R K E , C O N R A D  &  C U R T IN ,
3 2  a n d  3 4 ] M a in  S t r e e t , ..................................... H e le n a ,  M .  T .

ÜL T  T  E  N  T  I  O  TV Ï
P u r c h a s e r s  o f

C A R P E T S , W A L L  P A P E R ,a n d  H O U S E  F U R N  
IS H IN C  G O O D S ,

Will Save Money by awaiting the arrival of

A. P. I'l llTI\*s
NEW STOCK.

Nothing like  it ever before sh ipped to  this m arke t.

But it’s past, an’ I'm doin’ M ell 
In keepin' this little one boss hotel.

_ An’ as long as this house stands,
-  An’ they’ve no Meapins in thar hands,

I don’t care ef they wore gray or blue,
Thar jest as M-elcomehar as you.”

______________ M. W. B..

The Confederate Flag.
A fter the battle of Manassas, in 1801, it  

was observed by the principal officers of the 
arm y  of northern  V irg in ia  th a t  i t  Mras diffi
cu lt to  distinguish in the field the Confederate 
from  the U nited States colors. I attem pted  
to  get rid  of this inconvenience by  procuring  
fo r each regim ent its sta te  colors. In  th is I  
was unsuccessful, except as to  V irginian 
regiments. Governor Letcher had the sta te  
colors m ade for each of them , b rought them  
to  the arm y  himself, aud  delivered them  to  
the troops w ith  his own hands.

A fter failing in  th is a ttem pt, I determ ined 
to .have colors fo r use before the enem y made 
for the arm}*, and asked, in tue arm j’, fo r 
designs. M any were offered, and one of 
several presented b y  Gen. B eauregard wa3 
selected. I  modified i t  only by  m aking the 
shape square instead of oblong, and pre
scribed the different sizes fo r in fan try , a rtil
lery  and cavalry .

The proper num ber was then  made under 
the direction of M aj. W . L. Cabell, chief 
quarterm aster of the Confederate arm jr, and  
paid  for Mith funds in  his hands for m ilita ry  
purposes.—A L etter from  Gen. Joseph E. 
Johnston.

L iv e  S to c k .
Ch icago , M ay 25.— C a ttle—lieceip ts, 

11,000; d u ll, h eav y  and  lo w er; sh ip p in g  
050 to  1500 pounds, 3.80(«,4 60 ; s tockers 
an d  feeders, 2.50(«4.05 ; T ex as c a ttle  
2.75(«,3.80.

S heep—R eceip ts,2000 ; stro n g er ; natives, 
3 © 4 .3 0 ; w estern , 3.50(«. 4.30 ; T exans, 
2.50@ 3.85.

Chicago , M ay 26.— C a ttle— R eceip ts, 
9000 ; s tead y  an d  stro n g er ; sh ip p in g  steers, 
950 to  1500 pounds, 3.70(« 4 60 ; stockers 
an d  feeders, 2 .25@ 4.15; T exas ca ttle , 
2.75@ 3.75.

S heep—R eceipts, 3000 ; stronger; na tives, 
3(«)4.35 ; w estern , 3.50(5-4.35 ; T ex an s, 
2.25® 3.75.

Ch icago , M ay 27.— C a t t l e — R eceipts, 
7,000 ; slow an d  stead y . S h ip p in g  steers, 
950(51500 pounds, 3 .65@ 4.60 ; stockers 
an d  feedrs, 2.50@ 4 ; T exas c a ttle  3.

S heep —R eceipts 3000; stead y . N a tiv es  
3 50(5)4.40; w es te rn  3 .75 ; T ex an s 2 .50®  
3.75.

Chicago , M ay 30. — C a ttle —R eceip ts 
6,500 head  ; stro n g er ; s tockers an d  feeders 
2.75@ 3.75.

S heep—R eceip ts 2,000 head  ; stro n g er ; 
na tiv es 3 50® 4 .5 5 ; w estern  3 .10® 4.50 ; 
T ex an s 2.75® 4.15.

B a n k  S ta te m e n t .
N e w  Y o b k , May 28.— T he w eekly  bank 

statem ents show s the reserve incrense 
$1,122,400. T he banks now hold $5.779,- 
600 in excess o f  the 25 per cent. rule.

W o o l M ark et.
Boston, M ay 27.—W ool— In good d e 

m an d  ; O hio an d  P en n sy lv a n ia  e x tra  fleece 

311®  32 ; X X  23 ; M ichigan ex tra  30®  301 ; 

K e n tu c k y  com bing  and  delaine 32®  34 ; 
m ed iu m  T ex as 23®  2 7 ; Oregon wool 17®; 

24 ; m ed ium  u n w ashed  w estern  2 8 ® 3 0  ; 

supe rio r pu lled  wools 34®  40 ; ex tra  pu lled  

2 8 ®  39.
P h il a d e l p h ia , M ay 27.—W ool—t^uiet ; 

O hio, P e n n sy lv a n ia  an d  W est V irginia 
X X X  an d  above 1 2 ® 34  ; X  3 1 ® 32  ; m e
d iu m  3 2 ® 3 8 ; coarse 3 7 ® 3 8 ; N ew  York, 
M ich igan , In d ia n a  and  w estern  line or X  
and  X X  2 9 ® 3 0 ; m ed ium  37®  37 ; coarse 
36@ 37 ; line  w ashed  d ela ine  X  and  X X  
35 ; m ed iu m  w ashed  com bing an d  delaine 
3 8 ® 3 9  ; coarse w ashed com bir g and de
la in e  3 7 ® 3 8 ; eas te rn  O regon 16®  21 : 
va lley  O regon 20@ 27 ; N ew  M exico and 
Colorado 14® 20.

C le a r in g -  H o u s e  R e p o r t .

Boston. M ay 29.—Specials to  the l ’o s t 
from  th e  m anagers o f th e  lead ing  clearing 
houses show  th a t  th e  gross exchanges for 
th e  w eek en d in g  M ay 28 were $937,527,838, 
an  increase o f  95 per cen t, over the  corres
pond ing  w eek last year.

H a c k  to  F a th e r la n d .
L o n d on , M ay 2 6 —Count H erbert Bis

marck has le f t London for Berlin.


