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THE RICHMOND PALLADIUM AND SUN-TELEGRAM, MONDAY, MAY 31, 1909.

 Address Delivered At Memorial Services Today By Judge Ira W. Christian

The Dey We Commemorats.

This day s dedicated to our dead,
bat its lessons are for the living. To
those who fought in our wars belong
the glory of the Nations many victor-
ies. Yet, not alone to them shall be
given all the reward, nor shall the day
be.wholly given up in recounting their
deeds of valor, for in a large measure,
the country and the world,-has been
ienriched and blessed, because of their
prowess and heroism displayed upon
the fleld of battle. It is to the living
that we shall appeal today, and let us
hope that this day may not fail to in-
spire the sons and daughters of the
republic with a deeper sentiment of
patriotism; with a stronger and more
abiding faith in the high ideals of lib-
erty and justice, for which our sol
diers fought, and for which so many
gave their lives,

Today, eighty-six millions of people
have put business and pleasure aside,
and have gathered together, where
sleep our noble dead, that they may,
with gentle and with loving hands,
pay tribute to the soldlers memory.

The Revolution of '76.

When the trees budded and the
flowers put forth on the New England
hills in the spring of 1775, there came
& band of Red-coats from old Boston
town going up to Concord. On their
way up they met a little band of Am-
ericans at Lexington, who opposed
their march, for Paul Revere had rid-
den through the night. You can hear
Pitcarian, the Britlsh ecaptaln, say

. “Disperse! Disperse! you rebels, down
with your arms and disperse.” The
little band stood firm—that dreadful
order "fire” was given. It was obey-
ed. The April grass so green at dawn
was red at sun rise with the blood of
freemen.

It was liberty and justice, which the
British Parliament and the King had
80 long denied the Colonists that
brought on the war for independence,
& war in which 284,791 Americans
fought, and 30,000 of these brave men
either fell in battle, or perished as
prisoners of war on the old British
prison ships at Long Island, not to
mention the suffering and privations
endured at Valley Forge. But these
brave men battled for seven years
that on this continent & new nation
might be established, to the end that
freedom might unmolested and un-
trammelled enter upon its career for
the redemption of the human_race.

The Civil War.

The Civil war, the most destructive
war in modern times, was brought on
by the South for the purpose of de-
stroying the Union, in the Interest of
siavery, Though the North had ex-
pected trouble, and though the gov-
ermment at Washington had =at in
idleness and permitted treasonable
acts to be committed in every quart-
er of the South, yet the people still
hoped for some peaceful solution of
the controvercy. But when South
Carolina, in convention assembled,
passed the following ordinance, furth-
er hope of reconciliation was in vain.

Charleston, 8. C.
An Ordinance.

To destroy the Union between the
State of South Carolina and other
States united with her under the com-
pact entitled, The Constitution of the
United States of America.

We, the people of the State of
Bouth Carolina in convention assem-
bled, do declare and ordain, and it is
hereby declared and ordained, That
the ordinance adopted by us in con-
vention on the 23rd day of May in the

year of our Lord 1788, whereby the
Constitution of the United States of

America was ratified, and also, all
acts and parts of acts of the General
Assembly of this State ratifying
amendments of said Constitution, are
hereby repealed, and that this Union
now subsisting between South Carol-
ina and other States, under the name
of The United States of America, is
hereby dissolved. The Union is dis-
solved. Passed unanimously at 1:15
o'clock p. m. December 20, 1860. That
ordinance tells its own story.

When the South sent its cannon
shot against the walls of Old Fort
Bumpter, on the 12th day of April, '61,
the sovereignty of the nation had been
assalled. That was an open declara-
tion of war. Ah! little did they dream
that the firing on the old flag., the
flag bequeathed to us by Washington
would arouse the nation as it did.
When President Lincoln issued his
proclamation calling upon the states
for men, the response was not lack-
ing in numbers, nor in patriotic zmeal.
On the 15th day of April, three days
after Sumpter had been fired upon,
Governor Morton of Indlana, God bless
his name and memory, sent this stirr-
ing telegram to President Lincoln:
“] tender to you for the defense of the
. nation, and to uphold the authority of
the government, ten thousand men.”
Men left their teams standing in the
fields; their hammers cooling at the
forge; briefs half completed on their
desks; old men dyed their hair black
mnd boys falsified in order to enlist

and awful story better than any words
of mine. Some went down in the
storm of battle; some in prison pens
death; some on board the ships at

' ey sleep In that South land
glorious by their valor. Some
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furroughed bhills of old red
some by the river's marge;

§

River, Chickamaugua, Mission Ridge,

burg and the battles of the Wilder-

pess, like Marathon and Salamis and

Platas of Ancient Greece, they are

imperishable.

“Rest on, embalmed and sainted dead,
Dear as the blood they gave,

No implous foot steps here shall tread
The herbage of their graves.

Nor shall the glory be forgot
While time her record keeps,

Or honor points the Hallowed spot
Where valor produly sleeps.”

Nothing Is Ever Settied Until it is
Settied Right.

The menace to our civilization is
not the race question; Is not the ques-
tion of foreign emigration; nor is it
the question of capital and labor. It
is the question of drink. It is the
domination of the liquor Interests in
our citles. This {s the burning gues-
tion before the peoples of the United
States. And it will continue to be the
question of the hour until conditions
have been changed for the better. To
this condition must be ascribed most
of the degradation of our time. It is
an irrepressable conflict, and with un-
daunted vigor, the fight between the
temperance and the liquor forces must
go on. j Fhe old South has declared
the s n an cutlaw, while we of the
North are put to shame, when it is
pointed out that in the city of New
York, alone, there are one thousand
more saloons than in the fourteen
southern states. And vet, we are not
laggards, for witness state after stale
declaring against this evil

The Nation Takes a Hand.

On the 17th day of February last,
congress incorporated into the penal
code, the interstate shipping bill,
which effectually does three things:

1. It prohibits C. O. D. shipments.

2. It prohibitas delivery to fictitious
conslgnees.

3. It requires that all packages of
liguor for interstate shipment shall
be plainly marked, and designating
the contents and the consignee.

The liguor Interests may tell you
that prohibition does not prohibit, and
that restrictive legislation does not re-
strict. If this is true, why should they
manifest such great activity, and why
does it so happen that when a state
legislature convenes, the paid lobby-
ists of the llouor interests are there?
And why should their papers pour out
such bitter volumes of abuse upon
men and women who happen not to be
of their way of thinking. Out in the
open fleld of life, where all the real
battles are fought, stand two armies,
two mighty forces. On one side is the
liquor interests, on the other side is
the interest of home and country. In
which army, citizens of Richmond, are
you fighting today? A city that is
set upon a hill eannot be hid. Though
the liguor men may boast of millions
of money, grant it; though they may
boast of thelr able lawyers, grant it,
they have them. And though they are
backed by 250,000 saloon keepers and
a million faithful, thougn deluded pat-
rons, vyet over and against them all
are men and women with moral cour-
age and the cause of right and justice
on their side. No one can look, with
undimmed eves, upon the dark pic-
tures the habitues of the modern sa-
loon presents daily to our view. It
was Lady MacBeth, when trying to
wash from her hands the stains of
blood of Duncan, her kinsman and
benefactor, whose murder she had sug-
gested and urged, cryed out in despair,
“Out damned spot! Out, I say! What,
will these hands ne'er be clean!
Here's the smell of the blood still! All
the perfumes of Arabia will not sweet-
en this little hand.” [ say to the =a-
loon, Out! damned spot! To the sa-
loon keeper I say, All the waters of

the seven seas cannot wash from your
hands the stain of the sin and misery
you have caused in the world by your
accursed business.

The War Governor of Indiana.
S8ide by side with Lincoln, stands

another name dear to every Indiana
man who fought in the war. A year
ago, in passing Mounment Place in

Indianapolis, I saw a little girl pause
on the sidewalk in front of a statue.

8he looked up into the clean, strong
bronze face, then went up to the
atatue, balanced her basket on her
knee and read half aloud “Indiana’s
War Governor 1861 to 1865." then
traced her finger over each letter and
the figures; then taking her basket
on her arm, hurried away. This was
a child of the people, with a great
love in her heart and mystery in her
soul. There were packages and flow-
ers in her basket and something re-
minded me of the time when Morton,
with a basket on his arm, ing about
the same city from bank fo bank and
from citizen to ecltizen. borrowing
money on his own promise to pay,
that Indiana’s soldiers at the front
might not fail. He loved the soldier
boys as his own sons and they loved
him as a father.

Let me read this record. Three In-
diana regiments fought at Bull Run;
the 34th was in the last skirmish of
the war; the 21st landed Ben Butler
at New Orleans; the 13th put eld
glory on the bloody parapet at Fort
Wagnor; the 79th and 86th were the
first to reach the bullet swept crest
of Mission Ridge; and the 75th and
101st were on Snodgrass Hill on Chie-
amaugua’s bloody battle field. Five
Indiana regiments fought at Chancel-
lorsville; six were shot to pleces at
Gettysburg; four swept the Sheno-
doah with Sheridan; five were with
Grant In the Wilderness; thirteen
fought at Shiloah; 24 at Vicksburg;
25 at Stone River; 27 at Chicamanu-
gua; 20 at Mission Ridge:; 50 in the
Atlanta campaign; 25 turned back
with old “Pap” Thomas and gverlast-
ingly whipped Hood at Nashville; and
256 marched with Sherman to the sea

On every battle field of the South
are the graves of our Hoosier sons.
The simple words cut in stone on Mor-
ton's monument at Crown Hill ex-
presses the feeling we all entertain
for his work and memory, for they
say, “He loved his couniry’s good
with a respect more tender and more

boly and sublime than his own life™

"

Atlants, Franklin, Vicksburg, Gettys-

In Honor of a

Great Conflicl
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“If men's memories not thy monu-
ments be

Thou shalt have none.
and not cold stone

Shall mark thy graves, else thou shalt
lie unknown,

Marbles keep not themselves,
then keep thee.”

One of your distinguished citizens
has paid Morton this splendid tribute:
“As an orator he may not hold the
first rank, but like Lincoln, his words
were short and to the point, his imag-
ery touched the mind and his senti-
ment reached the heart. His love of
country, the affectione he had for his
wife, the devotion for Indiana soldiers,
were the strong forces of his great
and noble life.”

The Boys of "61 to "65.

Of the 2,778,309 enlisted men, only
a remnant remains. No new faces are
seen among the ranks. No more come

Warm hearts

how

to fill the broken regiments.
commanders are gone. The uncon-
querable Grant sleeps by the Hudson,
where the ships of the Hudson's salute
when passing his tomb.

With blue above his helmet

And rock beneath his feet

The brave heroic soldier

Never met defeat.

Never faltered on the fire line,

Never sought anothers wrong,

But with firmness pressed his column
‘Gainst his foemen fierce and strong.
Was as gentle as- a woman

Was as candid as a child

With a hope that outran glory

And a love that ever smiled.

The irristable Sherman, the dashing

Phil Sheridan the fierce fighters—Lo-
gan, McPherson, Reyvnolds, Thomas
and Hancock are gone. And in that
goodly company too are most of your
comrades. You who sit here today,
in your faces I can seen the record of
your years. Traces of sad tears and
bitter sorrow mark them all. Still,
there's brightness in them yet, a
bueyancy of that dashing youth that
marched and fought and conquered.
Spirits, leaping forth as from the very
gales of life, dauntless, courageous,
immeortal spirits. I see you at the

battle front, men strong in life and
stronger still in death. 1 see you with

your faces homeward turned when the
war Is over. I see you In the fields
of peace striving with the passing
years. Your faded faces tell where
the winds blew and snow crowns of
the winter. And memory, Goddess of
the mind, {s always sweet and clean.
She is turning the pages of the past
for you today. You are looking at the
old fields, the old camping grounds,

expanse of the sea. You hear the
bugle calls, the music of the fife and
drum. Victory and the starry flag
Was yours.

Comrades of my father, make a
spring-time of the years that shall be
Jeft to you. May you live so well that
God will hear your answer when the
roll is called. And let us hope

When time hath numbered all our
dead c
And crowns are given those of worth,

The soldiers of the Civil war,
Shall stand among the Nations—first.

Patriotic Mothers.

The love of country can never per-
ish. It is like a mother's pride in her
children. And the Nation, whose
sons have most distinguished them-
selves in battle or in civil life have
been the sons of patriotic mothers.
Greece has enriched the world's his-
tory, and that history is replete with
sons of heroic mothers.

“Eight sons, Damineta to battle sent

And buried all beneath one monument.

No tears she shed for sorrow, but tHls
spake,

Sparta! 1 bore these children for thy
sake.”

And that other mother gave her son
a sword, and when the boy complain-
ed that the blade was too short, said,
“My son, add 2 step to it.” And that
mother who gave her son a shield,
said, “My son, bring the shield back
with honor or be brought back upon
it™ And that old Spartan mother,
who, having sent her five sons out to
battle, and anxiously awaited the re-
sult, when a courler came
news of the battls, she asked
how goes the battle, is it well for

boys from the dear old fields of home, |
Your |

the crests of the mountains, the wide

country? The courier hesitated, but
answered, “As for thy country, it is
well, but as for thy sons, they are all
dead.” The mother said, “Thou
wretch, 1 did not ask thee about my
sons, let others go weep, as for my-
self, 1 shall rejoice, for my country
prospers.”

Our own country can boast of moth-
ers that stood by their sons like unto
those of Greece. In the old war days
I remember as a lad going one morn-
ing in '62 out across the woodland to
Grand Mother Huffman's. As we
climbed the rail fence in front of her
cabin, we saw a beautiful dappled
gray horse tied to a flower stalk. Just
then Mother Huffman came to the
door and seeing the horse, said, “Why
John, vou've tied your horse to my
flower.” It was one of those old
fashioned garden flowers called lady
fingers of love lies bleeding.
Her son said, “Mother, he will not
hurt it, and when I am gone, you will
only prize it the mor=." When Grand
Mother saw us, she called to us and
as we entered, saw that her son was
making ready to go to the front, his
last furlough was spent. He was try-
ing to keep his courage up. We watch-
ed him put on his blouse of blue.
When everything had been done but
putting on his sword, that good old
mother said ““John, let me buckle on
your sword.” She took the belt and
encircled his body, and as it clicked,
she caught him by the lapels of the
blouse and looking up into his face,
said, “My son, I would rather that
vou should fall unon the field of bat-
tle, than that you should dishonor this
Cabin Home." We watched him ride
awayv, and as he reached the end of
the lane, he drew his sword and waiv-
ed it above his head.

There was Mother H. B. Merchant,
of Rockford, 1llinois. She sent eleven
sons into the Union army. One was
killed at Island No. 10; one fell with
McPherson at Atlanta: one died on a
sick furlough in his mother’'s arms;
seven were mustered out, one a crip-
ple and another a helpless invalid.

One of the saddest letters ever writ-
ten by Abraham Lincoln was to Mrs.
Bixby of Boston. It is short but it
tells a touching story.

Dear Madam:

I have been shown in the files of
the War Department of the adjutant
general of Massachusetts, that you are
the mother of five sons who have died
gloriously unon the field of battle. 1
feel how weak and fruitless must be
any words of mine which should at-
tempt to beguile you from a loss so
overwhelming, but I cannot refrain
from tendering to you the consolation
‘that may be found in the thanks of
the republic they died to save. 1 pray
that our Heavenly Father may as-
suage the anguish of your bereave-
ment and leave you only the cherished
memory of the loved and lost, the sol-
iemn pride that must be yvours to have
ilaid so costly a sacrifice upon the al-
| tar of freedom.

Yours very
fully,

sincerely and respect-
ABRAHAM LINCOLN.

Soldiers, you have mothers,
“Whose brave sweet lips
That sang so long

Through bitter days or bright,
Have reached the source

Of endless song

Bevond the night,

Whose loyal hearts

That beat so true
Unchanged by earthly ills
Have reached

The everlasting blue

Of God's own hills.”

Gettysburg,

The spell of the past is over us all,
We are in the midst of a great battle.
l"l‘nr heard above the angry guns

A cry across the tumult runs

A voice that rang thru” Shiloah’s wood
At Chickamauga's solitude—

The fierce South cheering on her
sona.”

Yet far above the fierce South ecry

A voice is heard at Gettysburg,

80 loud. so clear, it filled the sky

It sald to every boy in blue

You hold the hill or die.

fought the battle of the centuries.

{Like great sea waves, the foeman

dashed against the federal wall of
blne.

Then rose and fell and settled back

Then rose again and dashed with fury

wild

And mad—'twas all in vain.

“They fell who lifted up a hand,

And bade the sun in heaven to stand

They smote and fell who set the bars

Against the progress of the stars

And stayed the march of Mother land.”

“They stood who saw the future come

On thru the fights delirium

They smote and stood who held the

hope

Of Nations on that granite slope

Amid the cheers of christendom.™

“God lives, He forged the iron will

That clutched and held the trembling
hill

God lives and reigns. He built and lent

The heights for freedoms battlements,

Where fioats her flag, in triumph
still."™

It is the morning of the 4th of July.
Fifty-two thousand men in three days
had fallen from the ranks of the living
to join the bivouac of the dead. The
wheat fields had been obliterated, the
orchards shot away. We listen, and
above the cry of the wounded and the
dying. we hend Grant's suns at Vicks-
burg. Vicksburg has fallen. The
mighty River gate of the Confederacy
has been broken open. We look, and
we see Iee's armv, with its broken
columns, its shattered regiments, with
their faces toward the South. We see
it cross the Potomac, never to return.
The ever narrowing circle of doom is
closing in. We are with Grant in the
wilderness. Richmond is in sight.
Again there's hurrying to and fro.
The tragedy is at an end. for we be-
hold the huge carcass of Secession
and human slavery cast upon the
banks of Apnomatox, never to rise
again.

“Fold up the banners, smelt the guns,
Love rules, her gentle purpose runs,
A mighty mother turrs in tears

The pages of her battle vears
Lamenting all the fallen sons.”

Abraham Lincoin.

Lest we forget, there's one name B0
linked with yours that we must not
pass it by—your commander in chief,
the army and navy’'s pride, Abraham
Lincoln. He was closer than a broth-
er to each one of vou. Into his sad
face, the Nation, with all its people,
looked and never had cause to turn
away in shame. But with renewed

courage took up the battle of life.
Some one has said of Lincoln:

‘“Each year brings forth its millions,
but how long,

“The tide of generations shall
on.”

“And not the whole combined and

" countless throng

“Compose a mind and bheart like
thine."

And Maurice Thompson, who fought
on the side of the South, in his immor-
tal poem, says:

roll

“Oh for a voice of boundless melody,

A volce to fell Heaven's hollow to the
brim ~

With one brave burst of song.

Nobler than the tempest, mightier
than the sea,

That I might lend it to a song of him

Who was the North., the South, the
East, the West,

The thrall, the master, all of us in
one,

There was no section that he held the
best.

His love shone as impartial as the
sun,

And so revenge appealed to him in
vain,

He put it
forlorn,

And rose and stood A moments space
in pain,

Remembering the prairies and the
corn,

And the glad voices of the field and
and wood.

And then, when peace set wing upon
the wind,

And northward flyving fanned the
clouds of war away,

He passed as martyrs pass.

Ah! Who can find the cord to sound
the pathos of that day,

Mid' April, blowing sweet across the
land,

New bloom of freedom opening to the
world,

Loud peons of the homeward looking
hosts

The salutations grand from grimy
guns, :

The tattered flags unfirled,

And he must sleep to all the glory
lost.”

Oh Lincoln, mighty honest Abe,

Who watched the bristling battlements

Where warriors fought with all their
strength,

That freedoms flag might float above
the Capitol,

That Liberty, might not a “saying be"

But a song to cheer the Nation's yet
unborn.

This Goodly Land of Ours.

Citizens o.l’ the Republic, this goodly
land of ours though planted in the
wild has been made, by the unselfish
sacrifices of its men and women, into
a later Eden. There's not a single
inch of earth within its bounds but if
a slaves foot presses, sets him free.
Here it is written:

“Toil shall have its wage, and honor,
honor,

And the humblest man stands level
with the highest in the Law,

For such a land as this, have men In
dungeons dreamed

from him as a thing

tled and settled right. 1f not, fair Co-
lumbia, have a care.

“Lest from thy brow the clustered
stars be torn
And trampled in the dust., for so of
old

Goths and Vandals trampled
Rome,
And where the palaces of the ceasers
stood :
The lean wolf unmolested made fit=
lair.”™

Soldiers, you who from its red tide
of war redeemed the flag bequeathed
by Washington, sitting here today in
Freedom's temple, let us hope that
freedom’s blessings like the broad
rays of the generous sun shall ever
fall equally upon all of its citizens:
and let it not be said this is a land
“where wealth accumulates and men
decay.” a land that enriches its few
and leaves the many poor indeed.
Wien we look upon the flag and
know that your hands placed it where
it is, it makes us proud and prouder
still to hear you say

The

*“She's up there, old glory, she's wav-
ing 'ore head.

She dazzles the nations with ripples
of red,

She will wave for us living or droop
ore us dead,

“She’s the flag of our country for-
ever.”

She's un there, old glory, mo tyrant
dealt scars,

No blur in her brightness, no stain on
her stars,

The brave blood of heroes have crim-
soned her bars,

She's the flag of our country forever."

“Great God! we thank thee for this
home,

This bounteous birth land of the free;

Where wanderers from afar may
come,

And breathe the air of liberty.

Still may her flowers untrampled
spring,

Her harvest wave, her cities rise;

And yet, till Time shall fold his wing,

Remain Earth's loveliest Paradise.”

THE UNKNOWN DEAD.

There are graves that lie in the ferest
deep,
There are graves on the plain alens,
Where the fallen soldiers calmly slesp
'Neath the piain board marked “Un-
known."

There are graves whers ne prayer wae
ever heard
Ner sound of the muffied drum,
But their dirge is sung by the ferest
bird,
While the wild bees drewsily hum.

Heed not if the falling dreps greet ewr
ears

DEFENDED A BRIDGE

Gallant Act of a Band of Boys
During the Great Re-
beillion.

IS A THRILLING WAR TALE

“An order came from Geaeral Les

mand of the artillery. After telling
each man what | expected
and bow to do it I received
from Colonel Farrington

As we deck each lowly bed.

tears

REAL THREAD OF LIFE.

A Tiny Wup of Tissue Imbedded In
the Heart’s Wallse.

According to traditiom, it was Atro-
pos,. the blind Fury with the abhorred

shears, who slit the thin spun life,
and many of Mliton's readers may
bave wondered whether there was any
thread In the anatomy of man the
severance of which would be immedi-
ately fatal. Injuries to the brain and
heart, in both of which the principle
of life has been supposed to reside,
may be survived for shorter or
periods; but, as an article by Dr. C.
Lea reminds us, physiologists bave
late years discovered or
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curve, telling the observer wnat the ven-
tricles are doing. Another instrument,
the polygraph, placed on the jugular,
records the more delicate vibrations
of the auricle With the aid of these

two instruments the physician can find
what all the four chambers of the heart
are doing. Now, the suricular com-
traction acts as a stimulant
to ventricular
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Geod's clouds are weeping serrewful
O'er the graves of the unknewn dead.'

nel

gan to protest on account of the age
of the boys. The colonel asked If they
did not come to help save the bridge.
and be'insisted upon their holding thelr
the command was then
In breastworks om the south
I them went at ence
back to the srtillery. I badl seurcely
when I saw the enemny coms
nd form in Moe of battle to charge
times cur pumber. My
those boye. ¥ opened
the enemy at once with the four
the barme I couid. I
hem think that we bad
their froat. At this
time the order on the other side was
men boys and disabled esol-
diers. Not a word did we hear from
the boys until the esemy were within
about 200 yards of them, whea one of
the dear old ministers sprang upoa the
works and gave the order, ‘Fire low
and fast” The little fellows dwarmed
up from the ground like ‘yeliow fjack-
ets’ I do not know that they killed@
manay, but the result was that the en-
emy was repulsed and as badly fright-
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the preachery and
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