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Brres flowers Lt o e
Tor el thee tomiy
Wobiere !n'l‘ul‘w h!l'i‘f) 'l;_"ll[\‘

Utinnsdful of oo

g o, beee i Qo oy !
Thiet lu-.ml‘\ Ty Mgy e
e warbands of glur"\',

As sindiv we ey !

Pomgr flowers spring Hloweps !
Al racrant, to wive
Fer the dew spueneirled conch

OF the undyving hraye !

Undoose the shoe's Litoeley *
The Blowod sprinklod <l
Is holv s that
By the Holiest trod?

Were they right, wepe they wrong,
Whom we mourn, or their foes?
Awav, truckling dvivlep!
What matters? Wha kninws s

Shadl the Blood of the e,
Not hallow the soud,

Fhouglt the victor above
His cold ashus Lath trod »

Shalt the stigma of treason
Dishonor the tear

We shed for the braves
To our memory dear—

Lee, “Stonewall” and Johnston,
And myriads more—

Who went up from our ranks
To the evergreen shore?

Tho’ they “laid down their arms”
And “surrendered their posts,”
Their names are “guzetted
In Fame's deathless hosts!

* Transferred ™ from earth-service,
Brave hearts whom we love,
They “reported” at once
To *headquarters ™ above,

It recks not how viinly,
How blindly, they fought !
How bitter the scath

Which grim destiny wrought !

“T'is the motive enfames,

Not the beggarly prize!
The spirit that Jives!

The buse cuerdon that dies!

"Tis the infinite Thought,
Not the perishing Tact !

The heart that conceives,
Not the ontgrowing Act!

‘Tis Why, and not What,
Lightens history’s gloom!

Devotion, not Victory,
Hallows the tomb!

Not in vain did they fall!
The blood of the brave

The land of their love
Never vainly can lave!

Tho' erstwhile, it may lie
Precious seed in the ground:
Yet in fulness of time
Its fair {fruits shall abound!

And the future, God's fallow,
Though barren it seem,

With the harvest they planted.
Yet bravely shall teemn!

It may be the fathers
ad builded in vain,
Had the blood of the sons
Not cemented again.

Then heap up the garlands
{Yer patriot graves!

Success could not add
To the fame of our braves!

H .
Remember their valor!
Keep holy the sod!
For honor to heroes
s g]nr_\' to (rod!
H - 1
Bring flowers—spring flowers !
All fragrant, to wave
Orer the dew spangled couch
Of the undying brave!

["nloose the shoe's Jatehet !
The bload-sprinkled sod

[s pure as the temple—
The altar of (tod!






