pring flq QS,-Aorignt flowers!

. To @M nish the tomb,
There haroes slaeep lightly,
Unaindful ol gloomd
Brins flowers--bright flowers.
That Beauty laay weave,
Fair garlands of glovy,
As sadly wWa srievel

Brin.; flowers,--Snving flowers,

A1l Trasrant to wave,
0'er the dew-suanzled couch

0f the undying brave,
Unloc se the shoas' latchet]

The hlond-sprinklel sod,
I5 holy as that

By the Holiest trad.)

a

vare they risht,--wera they wron;,

Whoit we mourgor thair foas?
Avay truckling Arivaeller!

what matters? Who knows?
Shall th=2 hlood of the here

Na'ar hallow the sod,
Then the vicior,aunve

HHis cold ashes have trod?

Shall the stigaa ol Treeason
i ghomor the teal,
Te shel for the brave,
‘ To our maiocries deur?
Lee,Stoneweall and Stuurt,
And nyriais more,
who want uy fronl our TEnks,
To the "Ever ceen Shore"?

Thoush they"laid down their aras”
And "surreniderel their vosts,”
Their nmies are "jazetted’,
In Faaie's deathless hosts,
TransTerrad fron Earth-service,
Brave hearts,whom we love,
They"re orted” at oncse
To "Hesd~uarters" above,




It recks t how vainly, --
Ho indly they fhught!
How i the scath
which their destiny brousht]
T'is the Motive enfaaes,
Not the heggarly uvrize!
The Svirit that lives.
Th.e base Suerdon that diesd

T'is the infinite Thou_ ht,
Not the perishing (act)
The hesart that conceaives,
Not the out;rowin: Act!l
T'is Why &and not What,
Lighitens History's sleoom!
Devotion not Victory
Hallows the tomb!

T'wvas not Damon's poor 1life,
Was sufficient to save,
Tvo imnortal na@aes
From the nold of *he _rave,)
T'was the Son by whnsae romtings
The Crucifiedl cu.e,
“hichi jave him ofy earth,
As in lieav'n the first Waue!

/'J

Not in vain 4id1 they fulll--
The bleood ol thae brave,
The land of their love,
Never vainly can lave.
Yet awvhila it nay lie,
Pracious seaed i1n o
But in fullness of tiue,
Its fzir fruits shall aboand!

e grodnd,

Al the Future--God's fallow--
Thoii h barren it seen,
wWith the lHarvest they vlanted,
Yat bravely shall teenl
It way be the Fathiers,
Hal builded in vain,
HHad the blood of the sonsg
Not caiented afain)




(3)

Then hefup the garleands,
Jer Hatriot graves!

Succe ould not ada, 3

o the Tane of our braves
Ramember their valor,

Keen holy the sod,
For honor to hernes,

Is glory to Godl

Bring flowers--Suring flowers,
All fragrant,to wave "
O0'er the dew-spangled couch
Of the undying brave!
Unloose the shoes' latchet!
The hlond-snrinkled sod
Is pure as the Tamle, --
The Altar of Godl

Greensboro,N.C, May 1l0th, 1872,

&

Real by Hon.JTohn Giliner after the iennrial day

¥ritten by Albion W.Tourgée.









