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With muMed denms and measured tread
tho lttle band of hattle marked and time
poarred voterane=honored heroes of the no-
ble army thut fought to preserve the Union
~marched through the cemetery that lay
Aleepling on the southwurd sloping hillside,
The balmy breath of springtime was in the
olr, and when they passed onward, after

uglng at the lnst resting place of some

comriile, the sweet perfume of flowers
rose from the green gruss Lhat grew above
the departed soldier’s breast, while n tiny
fing—the denrly loved red, white and blue
=flutterad beside the marble tombstone,

At length they halted by o white shaft
that bore the uame of “John Loring,” fol-
lowed by this strange inseription:

Pardon v granted becnnsoe of his falthfol
porvice and splendid record ws o brave and
loyal soldler, A Linvowx,

With asingle exception every bead was

ered and bowed ns the flowers and
were placed on the grave, One there
was among them, hlnwn-\-ur. \r!mhutuod up
wtiflly, with his ‘e¥d encircled hat unre-
w from his white head, his nge lined
face grave and emotionless, ns If carved

Wumam.
rin all the years sinco they began

!mntlug that grave had Uwcle Dan'l

ton been known to remove his hat there
or ln any manner show he monrned for and
bonored the sleeping comrade with whom
he had fought almost shoulder to shoulder
Inthe same company, Publicly he made
no explanation of Lis singular conduet, and
when questioned Le simiply shook Lis head
and looked grimmer than usual, Any other
man of that company would have received
the severest censure from his comrades, but
Uncle Dan'l was noknowledged to be “a
lttle queer’ nnd “steait lnced,” wo his net
wis passed over In silence,

There were those, however, who hinted
that there ind once been a feud between
the two men, nnd that even death had not
softened the henrt of stubborn old Unocle
Dan'l; bug, if this was true, the facts were
not publio property.

At all the other graves where the veter-
ans paused and uncovered he removed his
hat and bowed Lis hend with the rest, his
grim features softening and something like
& tender look creeping into his eyes, once so
clear and bright, but now growing dim
with advancing age,

Among those gnthored at the cemetery to
watch the solemn memorial ceremon les was
& plainly dressed but protty girl of 18, She
was sttired in common print, and the shoes
oun her feet were made for wear fnstead of
beauty, but nothing conld conceal the
grace of her budding figure, the ladylike
shapeliness of her nlmost delicate hands,
!hnﬁuuﬂy whitenesa of her small nnd even
teeth and the limpld sparkle of her clear
blue oyes,

There was something like n look of min-
geﬂ peide aud pain on her fuce ns she saw

nele Dan'l stand up so vigldly by John
Loring’s grave, anl she glanced slyly at a
manly youug fellow o few yenrs older than
hersell who stood with his hand on the bit
of a spirited horse, restlessly tapping the
tops of Lils high boots with the viding whip
he carrled, She saw the young fellow was
watching Unele Dan’l all the while, biting
his lp and oceasionally pulling at his light
mustache.

When all the graves hind been visited and
tho ceremonles had been completed, Unele
Daa'l saluted the commander and foll out of
the company, immediately coming straight
toward the girl, whuse fnce brightened as
he l?pmlwlm.l.

P relieved from marchin back to town,
little one,” he sald.  Then his eyes fell on
the young man in the riding suit, and he

u bit, a shadow settling on his face
while be went on, lifting his voice a trifle,
“I'm gettin purty old fur marchin, but I've
alwus done my duty in ev'ry campuign, and
I never ,It-pl. at my post."

The young man wheeled suddenly and
looked straight at theoll soldier, but Uncle

. Dan'l turned his back, stlll speaking to the

wirl:
“Come, Jonnle, we'll go home now. Them
g don't deserve it has ven lonored like
m as do, sud the decoratin is all over,”

i Bhe took his arm, and they went slowly

~ flown the roml together, followed by along-
ing guxe from the dark eyes of the young
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EVERY NEAT WAS UNCOVERED BAVE ONE,
fallow in the viding suit.  Jennie gluneed
back and saw bim looking.  The eolor of

-~ ripe burries enme 1o hor chiveks
- pele Dan'd scow led, but spoke no word,
only quick wing his pace muw“lu:l.
4. . L) . " -

B
 Jennie Brinton was the danghter of Un-
~ole Dan'l's bhrother, who died in debt amd

~Beft the girl to be cured for by the old sol-
~dder, who bad not even a menger pension to
“ald him. He proved faithful to his trust,
* although it was anything but an easy task,
* wrhile time nud constant aesovintion lud lim
¢ tolove Ler ns wenderly as il she were bis
‘owh child.
They lived alone In the littlo old eottage
that stood o n
poad,” the isolation of the pluoe, together
With Uncle Dan'l's bhermitlike ways, l;‘rn-
g wany of the niighbors from visid
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uist hollow by the “bhack |
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atd mther monot@inonsly, but they sgmm
content with thei®humble jot, appagently
earing little for tBlngs heyoud the bounds
of their tiny world.

On the nigut of thils Memorial day Unecle
Dan'l sat by the open cottage door and |
smoked Lls pipe, the Nght of the m-mnn]
min showing a troubled look on his face,
while Jenulo nwved briskly about the |
room, nttending "o hee ticht honsehold dua-
tles and bumming o | f o song.

All st onee the old man removed his pipe,
struck it against the edge of the chalr to
knock out the ashes, stralghted up and
cleared his thront, speaking with an effort:

“Come here, little one.”

Bhe approached, a wondering look on her
face, for slie saw by his manner he had
something serfous to say, Hetook hier hand
and pulled her down beside him. She sat
on the floor, resting her arm on his knee
and her bead on her arm, while his once
pinewy flogers sought her curls, which the
Inst slanting bars of sunlight made bright
with a golden tinge,

The man hesitated about beginning, but
stiddenly plunged into his subject In an
abrupt ll.ll‘ awkward manner,

“Yon're gettin to be purty nigh a wom-
an now, Jennie, and 1 know it ain't lon
before yon'll be thinkin of gettin murrluﬁ
It's natteral—iv's natteral, I hope to see ye
tied to some good man ere I go to joln my
comrades who have been mustered out be-
fore me, which time can't be fur awny."”

“Oh, Unele Dan'1!" she oried in genuine
distress,  “Plense don't tnlk of that."

“I've ol to tulk of it,"" was his stubborn
retort, “Somethiog 1 saw today makes me
feel it's needful and right, My old eyes
alu't o sharp os they usaed to be, but they
saw that young Nat Lorlug looking at ye,
little one, in n way that meant a pile—and
them same eyes saw ye blush, That's why
I feel 1t's newidful to tulk now, for | want 1o
warn ye ng'in any one with the Loring blood
in Lis or ber body, Keep clear of that young
man, Jennie,"

“What have you against Nat Loring,
unelet

“He's the gon of a man who slept at his
post and was condemned to be shot,”

*But was pardoned by the president ‘be-
cause of s faithful serviee nid splendid
record na n brave and loyal soldier.'”

The olld man's fuce darkened and became
atill barsher. His voice was not steady ns
he eried:

“That sounds very well, but let me tell
yo there was nwonderfal influenee brought
to bear on the prestdent 1o obbabn that par-
don, or John Loring would have died the
denth he deserved,  His son is a chip of the
old bloek! Don't let him fool ye, little
Rirl! He has money, but there is treaches-
ous blood in bis veins, and why shonld he—
as be can bnve the piek of the young ladies

YBAY YOU WILL MALRY ME, JEXNIE"

In the villnge—care for a poor girl like yep
Ohb, Jennie, you must see his love is not
honest!"

1 think you are prejudiced agninst him,
uncle, ns you must be agninst his father.
Nuney Joues told me you aud Jolin Loring
had trouble over a woman, and''—

Uncle Dan'l arose quickly to his feet, his
face working with the anger ho could not
suppress. Clinching his haads, he literally
grated;

“Nunce Jones {8 a busybody—a gossip—a
meddiin woman!  She had better mind her
business nnd keep bier noseout of other folks'
uiva! Mind what 1 tell yve, Jeunie, and
steer clenr of Nut Loving. 1f youdon't, ye'll
regret iU as long ns ve live,” And then he
walked out of the cottage, leaving n dis-
mayed and downeast girl behind,

- - " - - . ™

Bpring slipped into summer, and the long
warm dnys of July and August passed
awny, September came to turn the forest
leaves from green to brown nud erimson,
Tho smstler kong birds had already depart-
ed, and In stubble fields the robins were
guthering in flocks preparatory tothe flight
they would soon take to o milderclime. In
the long dead grass erickets chlrped monrn-
fully, nnd there was 8 brooding sadness in
the smoke blue alr,

Unecle Dan'l came to the cottage door,
shaded his eyes with Lis hand and gozed
neross the hollow toward the spot where
the winding stream disappeared juto a
Rrove that had been touched heve and there
by the lurid brushof Juck Frost. There
was a troubled look oo the old wan's fiuce
a8 Lie muttered:

“Wonder why Jennle goes over there so
often? =he don't seem like borseli 1o wore;
acts lke she hod noseeret from me. I don'’t
like lt—I don't like it. She oughter know
I'm the best friend she's got fnall the world,
I'm jest goln over und see if 1 kin fiud her."

With sometbing like o look of shame on
his wrinkled face ho took s stout eane from
behind the door. Until that present month
e had never earvled @ onpe, but n severe
attack of rheumatism cume with the Arst
warning of cold weathier ung forced him to
it nt lnst,

Awny ucross the Lollow he slowly trudg.
ed, finally reaching the grove, The sound
of volees came to bis ears, causing him to
halt wnd 1ife s shinking hand to Lis heart,
while his face grew geay, Theu e stum-
bled forward with almost freant e baste, sud-
denly coming upon n young wnn aod s girl,
who were standing beside s great tree that
grew close by the soft flowing stream,

The young man was holding the girl's
bands, speaking earnestly, whilo her hesd
wits bowed and her eyes were fastenal on
the grouml,  These were the words beard
by Unele Dan'l;

UEay you will mnery me, Jennie.  Yon
have confesserd you love me. Say you will
marry me, awd I will go to your uncle und
ask for yon,"

Bhoeshook ber head, eryiog ont in a fright-
ened volee: “No, no; you must not do that!
You don't Kuow Unele Dan'l! He has for-
bidden me ever spenking to you, aud he

ing them. Theil Vives passed puodnlg’

would be very angey if he knew I came here
to meet you, I feel guiley and wrelehed
every time I heve done so, but I can'e belp
it, Nat—1 can't belp jor”

“What bove 1 ever done tomake him

a !
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That's enongh fer Dan'l Brinton.
come here!”

Pale aud trembling, the girl left Nat Lor-
ing and advanced to her unele's side.  1le
took her hand and drew hier elose, his eyes !
fastensl on the young man sll the while, as |
he continued:

“I hev tried to protee’ this little lamb
from ye, I warned her, but ye fonud o |
way to sneak sranndd and lead ber inter de- |
decelvin the best friend she had in the |
world. That's like o Loriug—they're de
ceptions,” I

“There wna no deception intended, Mr,
Brinton,” protested Nat stanchly, T was
urging her to let me go to you and nsk for
her hand when yon appearcd. I was in ear-
nest, for I love her."

“Love her! Bah, bah, bali! 1 kuow the
kind of blood there is in yer velus, It's
treacherous, If ye think ye love her to-
day, tomorrow ye may think ye lovesome
other girl."”

“My love Is true. It will never change,
I will marry her today,”

“*Marry her!” alinost shouted Uncle Dan'l,
his face now dark as s stormeloud, **You
marry wmy little lnmb! 1'd rather see her
dead and burled.” Then he almost dragged
the girl from the spot, urging her away
alth passionate words and earuest entrea-

en,

“You may change your mind some day,
Mr. Brinton,"” called Nat,

The old man turned to fling bhack, *Nev-
er, sir—never, never!” and the unfortunate
lover was left alone by the trysting tree
and the murmuring brook.

- - - - - - -

Jennie,

|

Winter came, and the little cottagein the
hollow was nearly buried beneath thedeifts
of snow that blew down from the hills. At
times the back road was guite abandoned,
leaving the old man and the girl shut off
from the rest of the world.

To make mutters worse, T'ncle Dan'l
was not very well, for the time wais past
when he could welcome cold weathor and
enjoy {t. Still he was brave, and he tried
to be chieerful for the sake of Jennie, whom
he often saw sitting by the window where
she could look out ncross the Lollow to-

"I HAD A VISION,"
ward the spot where the winding brook—
now leebound and buried by suow—disap-
rt'llml into the grove, a plaiutive saduess
n her eyes.
At last the great storm of the winter

came o, For four days snow fell steadily,
and the wind howled down from the Lills,
Three days after the storm bad censed Nat
Loring come down the back road on snow-
shoes, He pansed where Lie eould see the
roof of the cottage in the hollow peeping
from u grent bank of white, There was no
sigu of life about the place, not even o trace
of smoke rising from the ehimney,

With & beavy feeling of dreand in his
heart, Nat hurried down to the cottage mod
made his way round 1o the door, ngninsyg
which the snow bhsd drifted high,  He vap
ped again and pgain, the kuoek belng an-
swered after n thme,

The door opened, sud & white faocd ghost
of a girl stood there, elinging to the Inteh
for support. Bhe saw him, wl her lips
moved, but made no sound,  He leaped in-
tothe room and caught ber in his arms
barely in time to keep hor from falling.

“Merciful beaven, Jennle!™ he s,
“What is ity Whnt hos happeneds”

“Uncle Dan'l=he is so ill—1 dared not
leave him n moment, There uro no matches
fn the house to build & tire,”

“Aud you are nenrly perished of eoldl

feel This is terrible! Why didn't 1 come be-

thus towanl me—what bas bougaiost we!”  fopred”

eried the young wnn,

before them.
fergot bis duty and slept at his

B
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“Ye're thumota‘ullwnmh bad
tove.

He disengaged his fect from the snow-

“I'IL aoswer that gquestion! broke In .l shoes and sssisted ber to a chair & oar the

t in the

hoarse voloe s Uncle Dun'l suddeuly ap- bed on which the sick man was lying. In
as

“You look hungry, Jennife. I believe you
are nearly starved,” declared Nat.,

“I havenot catenanythiog for two days,”
was ber confession.  “The only food in the
Lonse 1 kept for uncle, We are out of pro-
Visiung, nnd there was no way of getting
more,”

Not was borrified.  On the bed the sick
man was muitering deliriously of his army
doys,  He saw the visitor, but did not ree-
ognize him,

It was late that nfternoon when Uncle
Dan' I becnme himself once more, to find the
villnge doctor by his bed, with Jeunie and
Nat close at hand, The old soldier looked
long sud steadily at the young man, and
then he falntly sald:

“Ithought it was a dream, but T see yo
have renlly come in time to save my poor
lamb,  1've been an old fool, but''——

“There, there,” broke in thedoctor sooth-
fngly; “you must not talk nmow, It will
weaken you,"

“I've pot to talk now, doctor, or never.
I've mude my lnst eawpaign, and I'm goin
to be mustered out right away. The com-
mander in chiel will soon give me an hon-
orable dischurge.” Then he turned to Nat
and Jenule, motioning them to appronch,
When they were close by the bed, he went
on, bis voiew growing weaker with each
maoment: .

“1alwus thought the one thing I held
against John Loring was that heslept at
bis post, I thought I had forgot he won
the woman who once promised to marry
me, But asl lay bere I had a vision that
told me what o selfish, revengeful old
wreteh I have been,"”

The glrl's fingers touched his lips, and
she whispered entrentingly, *Hush, uncle."

1 ean’t bush—1 won't hush," he gasped,
a sandow settling on his wenry old face,
“My strength Is goin, Nat, will ye mar-
ry my little onet Wil ye love and protee’
lier ns if she wus yer own e

“Heaven kuows T will,”” wag the reply,

“Then take her,  She'll soon need anoth-
er to gunrd her, I've—I've been faithful
to—the end={faithful to my duty. I've
stood by my post to the last, but now—
I'm tired—and I—must—sleep,”

With the weeping girl's loving kiss on
Lis Hps, Uncle Dan'l closed his eyes in thst
dreamioss slumber that comes when the
catmpaigu of life is ended,

- - - - - -

-
When another Memorial dny came around,
the fuding band of n-;‘mus found a new
grave on which to place u tiny flag and fra-
graut flowers, Uncle Dan'l slept pot far
from where Jobn Loring was burled, and
little Jenuie, with her hushand at her side,
dropped a tenr for both, But through the
shadows of bier sorrow shone the sunshine
of perfect love,

Generals of the Civil War,

The generals’ commmissions held and ro-
celved during the war or tssued ot the
elose were s follows: Generals, 1; lleuten-
ant generals, 25 by brevet, 1. Major gener-
als U, 5 A, 11; by brovet, 162, njor
penerals U, S V. 106, by brovet, 288,
Brigadicr generals Ul B, A, 86; by bre-
vet, I8t Brigadier genorals U, 8, V., 601
by brovet, 1,170, There were also 8

unierals of stito troops in service of the

‘nited States in 1861, There were 88 gen-
erals killed and 20 mortally wounded in
action, and 68 dicd of disease,

Sonne of the prominent names hoad more
than one ropresentative leading to confu-
slon i reading history at this date, Of the
nine of Anderson there wore 5, of Baker
4, of Bartlett 4, Blair 4, Bulls 2, Buford 2,
Dutler 2, Cox 2, Crittenden 2, Curtlss 9,
Davis 5, Dodge 2, Donbleday 2, Ewing 8,
Falrehild 8, Farnsworth 8, Foster 4, g'r)'
8, Garrand 4, Grhuan 4, Granger 8, Grant
< Gireen d Girege 8, Griftin 8, Grovor 2,
Homilion 3, Harrlson 8, Hatch 2, Hornloy
2, Hays 8, Hooker 2, Howand £, Howe 8,
Humphroy 2, Humphreeys 1, Hunt 8, John-
sont 7, Jones 4, Lyon 2, Manstield 2, MoCall
2, MoCoal b, Mitehell 4, Palfrey 2, Palin-
er 4, Petterson B, Porter 4, Potter B,
Reno 2, Resnolils 4, Richardson 4, Robin-
son 4y Lo el 8, seliotleld 3, Sherman 8,
Flekles 2, Slocum 2, Smith 50, Sumner 8,
Thumns & Tyler 8, Warren 8§, Wilcox 2,
Willeox 1, Wilson 5, Woud 6, Wouds 8,
Wright 7 and muany othoms

Gronrdk Lo KILMER,
The Verfect Union of the Present,

1 shonbd be remembered thas there ney-
e wiks such o complem undon as sineo tho
chvi' wore-a union in feoling and in de.
slrvs, o parpose s well os in form, In
other years, bofore the sixties, the skeleton
of an “leropressible confliot” was always
marring ovory foast; the spweeter of woar
wis always waving 1ts lnd over our mosg
Imrrl--: o annlverary. Now the past is
srlod tn the grave swith (ts dead, and the
nathon govs forth to oo e, new hopes, to
o destiny ligher ad nwoblor than would

have Leen possible undyr the old regle.

—
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Hang ont the flag, the dear old flag, upon the

! onter wall,

1 hienr ngnin the fife's ahirill notes, the bugle'w
mellow eall.

Once more the veterans fill the ranks, In files
not serried, thoueh,

As when they mayehed Into the south some
thirty yonrs ego,

1 hear the sound of marching men, the tramp
of myrind feet,

The steady footfalls echio all along the paved
streot.

They follow where “Old Glory™ leads, with
solemn step and slow,

Not light and epringy as they marched some
thirty yoars ago.

Year aftor your they fewer grow, thelr ranks
are thinuing fast,

And more graves dot the hillside slopes as
every May goes past,

And gray heads nod along the line whero dark
halr used to grow

When marching down in Dizle's land some
thirty years ago.

Iscem to view aguin the scenes when men
went marching forth;

I seom to see again the grand uprising of the
north

I hear again the echolng cheer, the plaudits of
the erowd,

And see the boyn march tothe front with val-
fant mien and proud.

I seo tho father's brief farewell, the mother's
fond erabrace;

I note the lover's sad goodby, the lorn wife's
tear staloed face;

The children’s bhalf bewildered look so suited
to thelr years,

When tinsel and display so i1l seem cause for
mother's toars,

I hear the ringlng cheers for those who're
marching forth to meet

Honor and fame and victory, perchance death
or defeat.

Home went to meot a shattered Yfe, with val-
iant hearts and brave,

And sowe, like those who march today, were
marching toward the grave,

I seem to sce again arlse the clouds of sulphur.
ous smoke;

I hear again the clanging hoofs, the saber's
vigorous stroke;

I hear the p-l-n-g of miplo balls, the cannon's
loud mouthed roar,

The clash of stoel, the human yolls, the flery

hate of war,

I seo the bloody plctures made upon a land-

BCApe gresn:

1 seo the comrades’ parched lips wet from the

same canteen;

1 see men die for other men; I see the true and
brave

Form comradesLip and brotherhood that lasts
Leyond the grave. .

I hear again tho battlecry that rang at Mal-

vern HIill,

The clieer that rose at Round Top, the shout
ot Chanecellorsville;

I see ngain the sallor men sweep up through
Mobile bay:

T wee the sights on Lookout Helghts and Alla-
toona's fray.

I seo the famous seaward march; I soe the
bummers' foray;

I'see the mine at Petersburg burst up with col-
nmns gory.

The panorama passes on, with shriek and yel)
and rattle,

The pandemonium and din and carnage of the
battle.

Now all goes calmer once again, and Johnnies
lomeward march,

And flags are waveld, and cheers are glven, and
towns their highways arch,

Sweet pence smiles on the land once more, but
many sad toars tlow

For those who stald o Dixie's land some thirty
YOATS Ago,

The panoramu’s passed away; the years have
sped nlong;

I Liear again the tramping feet, the murmur of
the throng.

‘Tis not a gala day parade, nor yot & martial
sliow,

As when they marched to Dixie's land some
thirty years ngo.

Hang out the flag, the dear old flag, upon the
outer wall

When sounds agaln tho shrill toned 1ife, the
bugle's mollow onll,

Onee more the veterans A1l the ranks and
tramp with footsteps slow

To honor dead who tramped with them some
thirty years ago.

They hide no hatred In their hearts for those
who wore the gray,

But comradeship of bygone years will bind
brave hearts for aye,

With those who struggled side by side frater.

nal love must grow

As ranks grow thin of those who marched some

thirty years ago.
HAnRY J. SHUELLMAN,

The Origin of Memorial Day.
As a contribution to the discussion as
to where and when Memorial day origi-
nated Iwlll quote from my “war log,"
when I was involved with the fortunes of
the Army of the Potomac:
Warrenton, Va., Nov, 11, 1802, —We ar-
rived here Nov. 8 and are eamped back of
the town, which Is quite a pretentious eity,
with a fine hotel and lofty courthouse and
many pleasant resldences. There §s an air
of desolation around, and the yellow flag is
flying from what wererebel hospitals, and
some are yet. A graveyard between us and
the town is nearly fllled with the graves
of relil soldiers, which are frequently dec-
orated with wreaths of *immortelles," the
spirit of the town being intensely *‘se-
ceah,"” G and myself had a pass on
Monday and were reminded of this by a
couple of Indies nnd some gentlemen on &

h commenting on and laughing heart-
Iy at our officers ns they passed by, and
another couple, one with black curls—very
pretty—went by us with a score of wreaths
on thelr nrms to decorate the grave of
some soldier taking bis rest. I think the
graves are moro particularly cared for
when we are around, but we think the
more of themn for it anyway. Our soldiers
take very little notiee of such demonstra-
tions, A number of shopkeepers take both
Coufedernte and Federal money.—G, 1. in
Washington Star,

MEMORIAL DAY GEMS.

As tho castern worshiper, before he en-
ters the precinets of a holy place, divests
himself of his workday gurments lost they
profune 1t with thele grossness, go should
we leave bohingd us the passions und preju-
dloes of our dally lves as we approach the
ombs of the mighty dewd of our republie,
Yhese are the shrines of American patriot-
(sm.—John 8. Wise,

Bury hate, banish strife, keop alive love
andd hopey, and under the flag of our Union *
aud that hanner on which is inscribed
‘Fratornity, Charity and Loynlty™ et us |
march on to that geenter nd gracder des- |
tiny which should bo the frultuge of the -

* oum mrri,wt. CEMETERIES,
Fame's Eternal Camplog Geounds, Where
Sleep Our Soldicr Deagd,

Elghty-three national cemoeterl s, wiierein

£80,700 soldlers faro uloeplng thelr last Jor
sleep, have establlshed within® the
boundaries of United Buates, The lag-
log out of th great gardens of graves

and maintaining them in such noway as te
deserve this latter appellation have cost the'
nation a sum of honey large enough to dis-
prove, at least in ameasure, the old time
shylng that “‘republicsa are ungrateful.
But the money that has been expenilel to
properly mark aod adorn the resting places
of the brave men who died that the nation|
might live 18 not and has ndt been expend.
ed grudglogly. It has been pudd out frecly
as the last and only possible trilinte to the
memory of men as brave as ever lved, and
who fought for home and liberty. 1o thus
commemorating the deeds of her commmon
poldiers the United States is quite unrivaled
by any other nation, anclent or modern.

This noble work could not have boen ne-
complished but for wise and patriotic fore-
linhgmrclud almost at the Leginning of
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ENTRANCE TO mt;:mos HEIGHTS CEME=

RY. \
the war, In SBeptember, 1501, the sccretary
of war issued an order to the effeet thad
acourate and anent records be kept as
to all deceased Union soldiers, and this o
der was at once followed by the fssuing of
blank forms through the quartermaster’
department to hospital surgeons and al
others who could use them. On the battle
flelds when the Federal troops were victo-
rious great care was taken to bury the dead
in such a way that each grave could be
marked, and headboards provided by the
general quartermaster were set up, Only
on flelds where the Confelerntes won werd
the dead burled without marking the
graves. Soldiers who survived the souths]
ern prisons in many iostances marked the
graves of their comrades who died, a.ndl-
records were kept everywhere it wus possis
ble to do 8o, 8o that the mortuary records
of the great clvil conteat excecd nnything
elso of the rame nature in the world. '
1t was in the second year of the war that
congress authorized the president to pure
chase grounds and have them prepared fof
soldiers’ cemeteries, The next year su 1
graveyards were dedleated at Cliattanoo
Btone River and Gettysburg. It wasatt
dedioation of the last named of theso thred
that President Lincoln delivered that
dress which, spoken modestly asitwas, did
not then attract the attention of its hears
ers as anything greatly out of the ordinary,
but which, when 1t was telegraphied over
the land and read in the newspapers, speed-
ily took high rank among notuble spoken

es and bas slnce been anccorded &

place among classic orations. The national
cemetery at Arlington was latd out in 1504,
that at Antietam In 1865,

In pursunnce of the general plan of 1865,
17 cemeteries were established in Virginia,
7 in Tennessee, 6 in Kentucky, 4 In North
Carolina, 4 in Louislana, 3 In Mississippl, 8
in Maryland, 8 fo South Caroliua, 3 in
Georgla and 2 in the District of Columbia,
Tn the north and west 4 were established in
Nifaols, 8 in Missour, 2 in Indiuna, 1 in
TIowa, 2 in Pennsylvania, 2 in New York
and 2in New Jersey. In many places bes
sides thess the government has purch
gmall plots of ground where a few soldiers
lie, and severnl cemeterles contain governs
ment plots wherein the bodies of Confed-
erates who died {n Felernl prisons are
buried. Less than onefifth of the entire
number whose graves are now marked and
tenderly cared for lle where they were firs
interred. |

Five of the national cemeterics contain
the bodies of United States soldiers who
fell in other wars than the struggle for the
Union. One of the most notable is near the
City of Mexico. Another is in Moutana. In
the latter lie the bodies of 918 regulars, in-
cluding the 800 brave men who were Inassa-
ered with Custer by the redskins.

It is & thing that every American may be

roud of that all these cemeteries are kept
ﬁ: superb condition, The cemctery at Ar-
llngton heights, near Woshington, is the
most beantiful and contains the largess
number of graves of identified dead. The
total number of interments there is 10,545, of
which but 4,840 are of unidentifled soldjers.
The first soldier buried there was a Con-
federate, on May 18, 1564, {

The grave of Sheridan is a striking fea-
ture of the Arlington cemetery, where have
also been gathered the bodics of most of
those who fell at Bull Ran, Chautilly and
other battleflelds in the vicinity. A massive
monument of sarcophagus form, marking
the bodies of 2,111 unknown soldlers, ate
tracts much attention, as does also tle Tem-

EXTRANCE TO SHILOM CEMETERTY,
ple of Fame, a clroular struoture composed
of elght columns surmounted by o dome,
I'he columns are marked by the names of
Wasbington, Lincoln, Graut, lurragut,
Humphreys, Reynolds, Garfeld, Thomas
wnd Meade,

The cemetery at Gettysburg, with its nus
merous monmments nnd s 3502 tablets;
shose at Shiloh, with 3305 V
with 10,633 (3,018 identified and 12
fentified): Fredericksburg, with 15,574, of
which 12,780 are unknown; Nashville, with
.640; Salisbury, N, C, with 12000 of
which only 108 are known; Memphils, with

tears and Ll of our genoration, and of !
the million heroes wiioso i emory wo honor |
by the beautiful corcmonles of Memorial i
lay.—J. H. Davidson, !
The fields whoere He burled the hewoes of |
tho struggle for the prservation of the
mm more than uhu;wurl&u. Thoy are .
of glory where 0SSOI oty T
aally the most splendid
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Sowers of patrioy- |

18,084 Andersonville, with 10,700, sl Lden
fed but 025; Chattanoogs, with 11058 —al

ihe nationnl cemeteries nre, Lo fot, fnter
wting, especially at this time, and ol roe
wive alike the stteution of the government,
'he number of Confederate sultivey” groves
w0 cared for 19 of course much sweiler thnn
e number of Unlon soldiers’ praves, bt
M&m as carefully teaded and walched
& wthim,
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