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IN MEMORIAM

through the leas,
the breeze,
the bees,

of the grees,
And doves a~coolng
And lovers woolng
And peace omn

and seas.

Springtime when
The busy, fittle twittering wren
Was busy with her nest again;
Amid that scene of joy, ¢en then

A shade of sadness,

A thought of madness
Burned in the hearts of men.

They saw & shadow in the sun,
They saw the sorrow they would shun
They saw their happiness undone,
They saw the end that must bs won,
And man and brother
Kissed wife and mother,
And met with sword and gun.

Amid the clover blooms of May
Where happy lambs had been at play,
Mad, mighty armies met one day,
While cannon ball up-ploughed the clay
And friend and neighbor,
With shot and saber,
Clashed in a deadly fray.

‘The march, the charge and the retreat?

HE brooksa-babbiing
The lilacs nodding i{n
The drowsy music of
), The mystic whispex

land

The glad return of

neaaquarters oR the morning of fhurs-
day. July 2nd. Almost worn out with
hard marching, I was arcused from my
weary bivouac at daylight, and ordered
to post Col. Tllghman’s regiment—the
Twenty-sixty Pennsylvania—on picket
along here. lLater in the day, rizht of
our division, Carr’s brigade held this
brick house. Further down was posted
Turashulls battery. There, below that
barn, stood Lieut. Seeley’'s and stll
further toward our left the batteries o
Birney's divigion, under Livingston,
Smith, Rangolps, Clark and Winslow. 1
mention them all, for never were guns
handled mare beautifully. All suffered
fearfully—Seecley's especially. He had

bardly a man or horse left standing,
and was himself severely wounded. He
was & galant officer and had risen from
the ranks. Now go with me into that
orchard. 1 want to find a certain ap-

during the day for us staff officers and
our orderlies. At one pertod, standing
under it with Captain Humphreys and
McClellan, a shel exploded in the tree—
its limhs were shattered and the top
entirely gone.

“About 2 o'clock the whole Third
corps moved out in line of battle over
the open ground, and a more magunifi-
cent spectacle of ‘living valor rolling
on the foe’ 1 never witnessed. Away
over on that bare spot of rising ground
the rebels had planted two batteries,
with which they enflladed our whole
line. fairly sweeping it from left to
right. Lord! how they pitched it into
ug! Longstreet's infantry debouched
from those woods, and in a short timo
all around where we are standing—to
the right, left, and in front—along
this road, through that peach orchard
away down toward Round Top, for
hours the battle raged. General Sickles

ple tree which served as & rendezvous:

Rochester, N.

was orddred to storm the heights. As
we were preparing to move. (en
Humphrey's—always a very pofito man
—turned round to his staftf, and in his
blandest manner remarked:

““Young gentiemeny, 1 intend to lead
this assault, and.shall bs happy to
have the pleasuxe of your compauy.”
Of ecurse, the invitation was 100 po-
lite to be declined. That was the
roughest place ! ever was in, andt 1§
can’t concelive, ever to this day, how
any of us ever got back alive. Qur d -
vision lost nearly 1.100 men fn about
fifteen minutes. In this clump of bush.
es my horse received a gecond wound
and fell dead under me. 1 managed to
scraanble over the ridge, where our men
were belng rallied, and soon alier the
sun went down and the rebels were
beaten back beyond the read.

We now crossed the Baltimore pike,
calling on our way at the small frame
building, on the Tarreytown road, used
a8 the headquarters of Gemn. Meade on
Friday. This will always bq a point of
great intereat, The house is sadly
shattered, and the poor widow -whao
owns it complains bitterly of herx
losges. “When I came nome my house
‘was all over blood; the ‘sogers’ took
away all my coverlits and qullts. two
tons of hay, they spiled my spring; wmy
appletrees and overything .” She sgys

a couple of hundred dollars would he a
great help to her, and thinks ehe
should get it from somewbere. Sure
enough why shouldn’t the poor woman
get it? .

In the garden of & cottage in the lit-
tle village of Waterloo the visitor s
shown the monument er{ct.ed over the
Marquis of Anglesea's leg; and the poor
peasant has made quite a iittle fortune
by exhibiting the boot cut from the
leg, and the table upon which the am-

) satuay. :
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arge putation was performed. This hint Y ‘ "‘ 'B."'I. m*‘qir‘xiféx‘fnil;'
' ‘"‘Eo‘é’f‘fé‘é‘f"x n}?metg?er‘ un: f;fc;: of| might not be thrown away upon & — H Lo Koighteof Bt
ground. It was here, behind that stone] Wore enterprising person, but 1 doubt K R B “"“‘_ﬁs:@“ ¥ ol
fence, that I had been ordered to post|if Wds poor, old, trowsy German wo- X R el
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‘The conflict’s fearful fire and heat,
The scene with carnage all replete,
The crash and rattle

Of the battle,
Of victory and defeat.

A shadow in the ve'ley slept.
The old farm flelds were all unkept,
Decay across the lai dscapa crept,
As war above the Nation swept,

And babes were crying,

And wives were sighing.
And strong men watched and wept.

The happy meetings at the tryst

By loved and lover all were miseed,

‘And waiting lips rerained unkissed,

While swesetest dreams were half dis
missed,

Oolonel Burling's brigade. Jn my way
back. I passed the One Hundred and
Fourteenth Pennsgylvania regiment,
then commanded by my brother Lieut
Colonel F. F. Cavada.

It had just been ordered to an ad-
vanced position beyond the road. |
vode up and shook hands with him
“Good-bye, Fred, look out for yourself;
Yyou are going into a hot place, and are
sure to catch it!” So it tarned out
The One Hundred and Fourteenth, in
connection with the Sixty-eight Penn-
gylvania, Col. Trippen, had a bloody
fight of it, and lost heavily. My broth-
er and his brigade commander. Gen.
Grayham, were both taken prisoners,
the latter severely wounded. 1 never
saw the rebels fight with such diaboli-
cal fury. The most murderous fire-
canister, S8harprel, and musketry—was
poured Into their faces, as it were, but
nothing stopped them. The Third
corps, those heroes of Chancelloraville
and other bloody fields, led by Birney
Humphreya, De Trobriand, Ward Gray-
ham and Carr, never fought more he-
roically. A word of criticiam here. A1
one perfod of the battle, Birney, being
hard pressed called upon Gen. Sykes, n
command of the Fifth corps, for assist-
ance.

man will ever profit by it. To the right
of Cemetery Hill was statiomed thie bat-
tery so furiously assaulted by lay<
brigade of Louisiana Tigers.r The
Lunnetts and traverses remain undis-
turbed and grass-grown. The marks of
battle still abound, but the interest cenw
tres in the spot where Reynolds was
killed. The General was nearly up
with the skirmish line—no place, say
military men, for a corps commander
“but t.ha.?l was just ltke John Reynolds,’
and he had just dispatched several of
his aids, Capt. Balrd, Rosengarten and
Riddle, on some special duties, and was
himseif watching the deployment of a
brigade of Wisconsin troops. when the
fatal bullet, fired by a sharp shootez
struck him in the neck and he foll off
his horse dead. Poor Reynolda!
“There have been tears and breaking
hearts for thee.”

A Boldter's Btery.
“Not long since,” said a soldler, *’s
lot of us—I am a H. P. ‘high private,’
now—were quartered in several wood-
en temements, and in the fwner room
of one by the corpse of a young secesh
officer awaiting burial. The news saod
spread to a village not far off, and

Under the blue of SBouthern sky, '
in peacelul slumiser heroes lay;
The fleoting years go trailing by,

Yoo e

+

THE BLUE, THE GRAY. - |

{A juster judge than'we duree, - .
1 The flowers blooning bigoms for AT

i R :, B

So strip the sweet Magmolix tive,
Impartlal let the biossoms: fall;:
-~ ' ' ' D ”. —
Graveg that are warmed by summer|To-diy they meet Who ‘oitje weid foe-
/61?.l Ang mosting groet with Rindly pmgfﬁx
Aiase-grown graves where the “un-| Hands taiked In  friendsiip=iit . Yor

hLowug” rest? . Dblows 7 ool
Whispetag: “Vet p.1istle whiliy™

down came a gentimental, not bad look-
ing specimen of a Virginia dame. “Let
the Third if called upod, but he re.| Mo iiss him for his mother!™ she cried,
turned for answer that he would be up|-®8 1 interrupted her progress. *Do
in time—that his men were tired aud|l6tme kiss him for his mother!” “Kisa
were making coffee!” whom ? *““The dear little lieutenant|
the one who lies dead within. I ne

saw him, but 0——" I led her through
& room in which Lieutenant <-—, of
Philadelphia, lay strstched.-out in an

For, oh the sorrow
Love will borrow
‘When doubt has hope abyused.

Disturbing deither bluo nor grey.
Bykes had- been ordered to support 4 ) gre¥

Sweet. sorry tale again retold

By all these wreath-crowned heaps o
mold.

The flame that o’er the Nation rolled

Theat burned the dross and left the gold

-».aves ueglected, never 4 one, o
luve and mem'ry makoth -each -blest.

; over

Has wrought the story
In now-lit glory
More bright an hundred fold.

Bring roses red and lilies white .
And violets blue. In freedom’s light
We look upon a gracious sight,
As all our hearts in love unite,
The same graves wreathing,
The grame prayers breathing
To God and truth and right.

L ® [ ] L J [ ] L ] ®
The brooks a-babbling through the leas
The lilacs nodding in the breeze,
The drowsy music of the bees,

The mystic whisper of the trees
And doves a-cooing
And lovers wooling
And peace on land and seas.
-—-Nilx&n Wa‘terman, in L. A, W. Bul
etin.

GETITYSBURG H.

A RAMBLE OVER THE FIELD WHERE
THAT BATTLE TOOK' PLACE. .

r

The Story =s Told by One Who Paxtiol-
paied in That Memorablie Battlo—The
Things of Special Interest Pointed Oat
w-The Suffering Kudcsed.

I have just returned from a vigit to
Gettysburg, and if you choose to ac-
company me in a long ramble over the
field and hear what a participant in the
battle has to pay, well and goodl. In
the main, I tell tho story as *twas told
to me; but it is hard to say anything
new upon a theme already hackneyed.
JYou nowaspaper people have, I know,

at least Gen. Grant seemed to think, for 1. | the auction-block, the . slavespenr, €he Yy i
what most people have, a horror of— somé are talking with wives, and en Lig X, , pen,
long articles; therefore, “for fear your| R the "“b::q“;g‘t reorganization of thel goa0ring with brave words, spokern in| Whipping” post, and we ses il
teaders should grow skittish,” you have | ATIY ©f the Potomac, the services of

my full permission to abbreviate, ex-
punge, or omit, at your pleasure. As-
suming this article, then to have es-
caped the fate of your waste-paper bas-
ket, stand with me on this fine Novem-
ber morning out on the Emméttaburg
road. For our companion and guide
we have Captain A. F. Cavada, a_gal.
lant and accomplished young officer,
who served all through, from Yorktown
to Petersburgh, and for nearly two
ears on the staff of Major-General
umphreys.

About & mile out we halt. ‘The Cap-
tain loguitive. Now I begin to feel at
home. Let me take an observation, as
these fencen weére not hers then. All

. right. I have got it now. Do yon ees

the ridge

.

They did come up In about an hour
and says Gen. Warner, in his testi-
mony, “the troops under General Sykes
arrived barely in time to save Round

Top, and they had a very desperate
fight to hold it.”” And again of the
operations next day. *“When the re.
puise took place, Gen. Meade intended
<o move forward and aseault the enemy
in turn. He ordered an advance of the
Fifth corps, but it was carried on sg
slowly that it did not amount to much
it anything.” Gen. George Sykes 18 a
brave man, but entirely “too slow.” So

“Tardy Qeorge,” No. 2 were dispensed
with. The Fifth, as a corps, has g glo-
rious record, and never failed, to fight
bravely when properly handled.

To resume the captain’s narmtive:
“As the afternoon wore on the pres-
-sure became greater and greater, untii
at last our whole corps. with the ex-
coption of Carr’s brigade and a few
other regiments, was hurled down the
eiope, broken, and discomfited, the rep.
els tollowing im hot pursuit. Our loss.
es weore- frighttul. In our division, of
5,000 men, the loes was nearly 2,006.”
““Well, Captain, you saw most of the
heavy fighting done by this army, tetl
me, wase you ever in a hotter place
than this? “Never but once—and that
svewminds 2o 0f a Mttle qtory: in the

' | blages, and hear the appeal of orators;

upturned trough fast as . Supposing
him to be the article Bought for, she
rushed up, excleiming, “Let me kixk
him for Wis er,” and approached
her lips to his forehead. What was her
amazemept, when the corpgse “clasped
his arms around her,” and exclaimed,
“Never mind the old lady, miss; go it
on your own aceount, ! haven't the
slightest objections.”

TO THE BOYS IN BLUE
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Ingersoll's Views of the Past—Heoping
Time to the Muic of the War.
The past rises before me l{ke a dream.
Agaln we are in the great struggle for
national life. We hear the sounds of
preparation—the music of the boister-
ous drums—the silver volces of heroic
bugles. We see thousands of assem-

weo see the pale cheeks of women gnd
the flushed facee of men; and in those
assemblages we see all the dead whose
dust we have covered with flowers, W
lose pight of them no more. We ars
with thém when they enlist In the great
army of freedom. We sep them part
with those they love. Some are walk-
ing for the last time in the quiet woody
places with the maldens they adore.
We hear the wilisperings and the sweet:
wows of eternal love as they Hngeringly
past forever. Others are bending oveér
cradles, kissing bables that =xre asleep:
Some are recelving the blessings of olg
men. Some are leaving those who hold}
them and press them to their hearis
again and again, and say nothing; and

{hie old tones, to drive from thelr hearty
the awful fear. We sée them part, We
see the wile standing in the door with
the babe In her arms—standing in the}
sunlight, gobbing—at the turn of the
road a hand waves—she answers by
bolding high in her loving hands the
child. He Is gonte, and foréver, 3
We soe thent all as they march prolids
1y away, under the flaunting flage keejpe
ing time {o the grand 1usit of ‘Wt
marching down the streets of the great
cities, through the towns and across the

Qo and to dfe for the eternsl right, We
g0 with them, one and a1, We are byl

thelr gides on all the gory flelds, in
marchos. ‘We stand guard with thems

attack upon the enstry’s position af

Jeas alike

pralries. down to the flelds of glory, ta{ they ar

tho hospiials, of Pl on sl the weers| soidtees If

fcemen’ worthy respect or. foe,
fhe gelf-same grass above them giow,

vines running with blood in the farrows
of old fields. We are with them be-

move, wild with thirst, the ¥ife sbhii
We gee them plerced by balls and ‘torn

can never tell what they enduved. We
are at homo when the news coms that
they are dead. We z0e the malden In
the shadow ot her first gorrow. We see

with grief. R
The past rises bofore us, and we sué:
four millions of human helngs governs

hand and foot; we hiear the strokes of

mothers. Crusity unspeakuble! it
rage infinitel Four million bodies is
chatns—four million souls fn fetbers’

brutal feet of might. And-afi ¢
done under our °9wn besutifil’
of the fres. Th

These Reroes died. We Jook: Instesd
children. The wand of progress touches

firesldes, aiid school-honses and 166
and whers all was wanit, st exite; &
cruelty; and fetters, W doe the fig
of the fres. . oo
Thess hegoes ave. dead, "Th
tor Hberty-<they dled %‘; ui’
at reit. They sleep In the 1
2o Domigse, o teumtul willo
@ 9 te fow

the embricing vines, ‘They slé
neatgm the shadows of the cloids,

:

Ivo matter whether grey or blne; .. 1A
Wet alike by the self-same dew, ~ { = -
quiet stars, We are with mgﬁi' A0 e Sl

b |
tween contending losts, - unable to| " A

slowly away among the withexed leaves, | '

with shells in the trelichos by: forts-and {14
in the whirlwind of the charge, where |
men become iron, with nerves of steel.! {Ta
We-are with them in the prisonx ot} ..
hatred and famine; but humsn speech |

ed by the lash; we soé them boiumd, | far
crael 'whips; we see the houndedradks| M
DN 3

Wg see bables sold from the breasts of

A1l the sacred rolations of wite, mothe | 1
father and child trampled benestt the | Ki
I weas | K
¢ past rises before x|
We hear the roarand shriek of #he}pX
pursting shell. The broken fettors Il 1 ao

the auction-block, the slave~pen, ile}

under -the. wild Rotm -and uader the] -

the siivered head of thenldmsnboma:*f 'n 10%

hinilng g




