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OLD WTLEFY.r,
fWho cares in this crowd what a HOmer says S

of the warrine men 1n the anolent days,

May tell of the t me when a’ Trojan corsé
Was tramp?ed by the feet of a Grec1an horse,;nd

Though the eplc song of the bard may St&te-f:ff“'“
How Achilles fell at the Scaean Gate? "
But it startles a world that I am’ come down:?__;'
To tell of a man fnom e& native.town;": |

A

0f a man unknown,ebscure and plaln,m7°

But who once belonged to the 11th of Ma1ne.»f’“

Fired up the heart of a Beauregard,

And the Pirst red shot on Sumter fell,

And the eagle screamed like a scream fvom hell
When her shrlek went out-o ef vale and erag |
As she clunp 11ke death to the dear old flag,_
'And the flrst klhd look she got was one |
'Prom.a man named Robert Anderson,“ |

I feel somehow,and I wrote and said

;_-That we had a big-old trouhle ahead. i'”

__:;__.'._'-'With all my’ faith in God and such




They called him "Old Willey,“ up there,I'm gvire

Though he dwelat in that old school-house,ctié true;;ei”"i
Where the old road buttsﬂen the avenue.‘fwv e S
: Through hlS 1eaky boots you could ‘see hlS feet ??;i::_;
As he toiled for his da11v food to eat-;f“eeex'j'h"
wor many a palm can never hold R 0

The sordld dust that 1s scraped from gold.;_;Vr

It never entered a soldler s braln f?fﬂf*
That Willey would ever fight or traln'   :<~;

And never gett1ng a draft or eall

He eawed the wood and he laid the wall. ___:"

One da& to myveillage feo nen rode down--, o
Yes both came over from Stetson town,wlf'e

And one eas General“HllluI oeleeve,H

He hadn t on then that empty eleeve,. |

VI could tell them quick that. he wouldn + y:.ela B
For a one right arm on the Deep Run fleld'

And the other fellow with H111 they say




Bike a. granite post old Willey stood

And his- old saw dropped from,the half-sawed woodrffa'

Then he hoisted the strap reund his big broad hipszreeef"' 8

And he crumbled the pipe 'neath his firm broad lips,

And his: burnt tanned face gave a fiendish smile, .“f 1_5_

Till he glowered at the man hard by,and when Q

He taunted that Uhlon flag agaln, N

Then his tortured nerves like a. sefpent e01led ),_f

And these tough words frem the old man bozledv.~fe; e”
0 Says he,'Did you hezgwehet"devil hlssed? |

By Jesus,Squire,I'm going te enlist"l;]E'i'

Though ‘he spllt huge logs he couldn t stand

- The thought of a rift in h1s native 1and,

W:th the gory,famed old llth of Maine,

For & mortal fray w1th his kith and klnd ;“' |

| Left a dylng wlfe and a child behlnd, |
.Mavched out to the front where he fought and bled,

j]'And he came back maimed,and he ‘now 1s dead.,_";:"i”a“*




In a cold,sound sleep on the "Orowell Hill.

_I wish I knew if he felt the least

-As he felt when our father s flag was hissed{ff;'

'For he slumbers there 'neath a beetling crag S

By the s1de of the one wha hissed the flag. .f.;

As we. go all pale,w:th the boatnan,o er -

In our final voyage to the other shore,he

'Mid the fearful surge ofn the rolllng tlde, ﬂ'IJ}“

Sometimes you know fll
That fr1end and foe

Will erouch and cuddle;@omnféide;byfsi&e} N

In the last'feﬁieﬁ;eeieﬁheféeeejend;”'
Of the world's grand army traln’L]“

When the books are read to an anxious throng' 8
Ahd they call for the llth of Malne, .

And the Judges come to w111ey s case,i"

And crush this life s remembrance out,
Or blot: those scenes of warring strife
When battling for a Natzon s llfe,:_f”f'

And from.my soul W1pe avery trace_

of love for Oountry,Home and Race‘

If any part of me is here,_-_

-In the face of every power I swear G

Ir Wﬁlley flnds no credit. given s
‘Behind those balance-sheets in Heaven,.j,!'

- For fight:ng in the- llth of Malne,:_“jm“

5~;And reaps;thereby no 31ng1e gain-—i,f'









