“ And T here Would Never
Be Another War; Our
Teachers Had Assured Us
of That. No Country.
Would Ever Dare Fight
Us—We Who Had Never
Been Whipped.”

ILACS just turned purple sut by the

front gate and the dew still wet ‘on

the gx-eelx grass, the faint straims of

band music drifiing out abeve the
maples of the town and a flag @raped out on
the porch. It’s been a go0d many yearsnow,
put each time the day comes around I'm
back there in famcy.

There's no use going back any more—es
cept in fancy. For the Jittle white haired
man who hung out the flag every Decoration
day morning isn’t there any more; strangers
woﬁ]d be sitting on the front porch. There
wasn’t much -sentiment in his makeup about
most things, but he never missed hanging
out that flag. He'd fuught for it. A thou-
sand times—mnow that it’s too Jate—1've been
sorry 1 didn’t take more interest When he
tried to tell me about those days. ;

Of course She—she understood. T remern.
ber the “W. R. C.” badge she used to wear
on Saturday afternoons and how #he at-
tended the meetings of the society n ‘spite

with a maturer vision, I know how she had
watched him and her own father march
away from the Pennsylvania town, ard how,
after the four troublesorne years wWere over,
they had married and come to thre ‘western
prairies together. No wonder she lalled me
to sleep with songs like “ Nellie Gray.”

T remember the Decoration day that came
when I rebelled against marching to the
cemetery with the other children of the
‘school. It wasn’t compulsory. Lots of the
other kids didn’t march; their fathers hadn’t
been soldiers, and many. of them were the
ieading business men of the town. On the
hand, so many of the old soldiers
I remem-

other
hadn’t gotten on very well in life.
ber the look on her face when I said I
couldn’t see the use of merching. Amnd I
recall how he threatened me With a Stick.
They didn’t try to explain; I was ‘tep young.
I couldn’t appreciate what fthey'd -gone—
through—not then. G

fow we used to hunt through the freshly
awakened woods north of town for the rarest
wildfiowers! Tender petaled bloo&r\'{ots there
were in plenty, and cowslips down by the
spring, and honeysuckles on the creek bank
those late May days, but the “lady’s shp-
pers” and the “jack in the pulpits "—one
had to know the hidden recesses where they
grew. Witheéred they became before the hot
sun sank, sending rays from the west that
made the tombsténes gleam like gold.

Somehow, on those days, the sky seemed a
bluer blue when the words of the speaker at
the *“Monument of the Unknown Dead”
were carried off by the faint breeze th:a.t mut-
fled, too, the song of the guartet and the
music of the village band. But close in my
ears were the chirps of the insects in fthe
bluegrass and the tweet of the robins that
hopped about in the- brzmchys of the sver.
greens. : :

As for the flag marked graves-——old men
slept in them, men who, so far as my imag-
ination went, had never been youths. And
there would never be another war; our teach
ers had assured us of that, Ne cvoumtry
would ever dare fight us—we who had never
been whipped. Besides, war was a thing Tor
books of the past.

There was one teacher we had who took
her work seriously. She is zone now, teo,
but in those davs her eyes fHashed vitality
and the color came and went in her cheeks
ag she interpreted our history lessons. She
was at her best when she told us eof the
treachery of Benediet’ Arnoid, man Who
thougiht more of personal ease and comfort
than he did of his country at a
its existence was in jeopardy.

the

time when

Eow she

-~
N

taught us to hate Benedict Arnold amd 9l
that his name stood for!

Yet she was misiaken zbout there being
T more wars. One February day the Ohi.

cago papers that did not reach us unfil noon |

e _told about the sinking of the Maine. T can g
of the weather and her rheumatism. Now, -

see my older brother as he came home from
where he was working Gowntown and t6@
Iy father and mother what he had done—
enlisted in the looal militia company. My
mother didn't say anything. Fhe went back
to the kitchen und pretended that something
was keeping her very dbusy, but my Tather
crossed to the Closet where he kept his oivil
war relics—his discharvge papers, His badioes,
a dagger taken from a “ Johnnie reh” Iwen-
der how the peopie who have since moved in
and moved out of that old house have ‘used
‘that closet.

The militia company, drilling on the
streets, seemed wonderful those early spring
days. Little we dreamed what a pathetic
organization it was, compared with the fight-
ing units such as have developed. Maybe it
was purely coincilence, but mest of its rnem-
bers were ‘the sons of old soldiers of the
town. Ted McCrellis, the captain, was muy
hero. His father had a'ways been active at
the “campfirés” held in the opera house
every Lincolm’s Birthday night. He was =
slight yeuth, but there was & light in his
eyes and a purpose abeowt his jaw that T
shall never forget. 1 was @own &it The Bapol,
the merning they went avway. 1 sow fhem
climb on the train in their fhick Hlue wni
forms—thick blue uniformns znd on Ther
way to-a hot summer in Ceongis.

It wasn’t ¥ouch of » war, but along ¥n July
they stavrtedtoshi;s some of the boys in
those thick, hot uniforms back from Clicka.
mauga. They shipped them back on cots,
and when they lifted them off the train they
were such skeletons we hardly recognized
them. At least half had typhoid fever be-
fore ‘the last ©f them, dribbling home by
‘handfuls, had retmmed. Wix of them died.
The insanitary camp had proven as disas-
‘trous @s any enemy bullets,

My brother didi’t come back on a cot, but
he came back with the color gone for good
from his ¢heeks, and where it had beeﬁ e'a,sy
for him to laugh before he now made un-
suceessful attempts. And yet he came back
uncomplaining. ¥t was the country’s system
of grabbing am army ‘togetber in time ©of
slress and the coumtry’s system of hapdiing
that armv once it had been grabbed together.
He sat arcund the house for a @ay or two.
1 remember the Hights were beginning o get
wool right after scheol, the tomato vines had
already been freosted, and the yarl was Mt
tered with fallen mmaple leaves. Then he
went aboui Mt %o pick wp the threads of life
where they had been broken. No—no coun-
tiy could lick the United Siates. History
had repeated.

* And the

baelr home o

vears passed. I remember going

‘iong about Decoration day.
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“The litile white haired men hung out

The old place had run down a gool Genl and
they had chahgedt; I notichll the gray when
e came in from fhe garden and fovk off
His het; 1 woticed ber limp as she nervously
potienedl showt te 1@y up the rooms as a
tribwie %o my unexpected arvival For =
Jong time they had been alone now—jfust the
two of thean, 1 bad been Gown wowth, Sows
ih the old- sowth—Mississippl.

“Well,” =288 my father, going over to the
simk to wash his handls, “you're come howme,
“When 1 wall upstairs Sor you mow i the
mornings TH get an answer. Wother sill
tell you 1 call up there every morning just
the same, even though I know there’s no one
there. Maybe yon can help me weed my
garden; my- back’s pretty lame from getting
And the lawn
ought to be mowed. Tomorrow’s Decoration
day and the parade will be going past here.”

“ That's something I've missed these last
two years,” I said. “ Do they still keep it
going?” :

The look that came into their faces!

“Btill keep it going?” my mother gasped.
“What Kind of teachings @#d you pick up
down there?”

“"They were all Bight, mother” T mssured

er, “ut I never hreard “ Marching Through
Georgia” sung at all and they @d show me
how there was 2 good deal of bunk in “ Uncle
Taom's Cabin ’ and there wasn’t snuch pars-
@ise about those merthern prisens either, T
learned. But I was sifting out on the porch
this morning watching the awtomobiles g0
by. Most of them were @riven by folks srho
hawve only been over in America few years—

down among those onions.

folkss who cams. over here and pisted wut the

land that’s jumped to such a high price. If

 struck me how you had grubbed along here

as pioneers, putting up with all the hard
ships, driving thirty miles for flour while
you waited for the railroad and going
through all sorts of privation. And now the
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the flag every wecoration day morning”

country around here's setfled—owoitlirds of
it hy foreigwers who haven't yet Jost their
ol country aceemt-—end whverdls your part
of the vesults? Maybe yeou've Biven Hoo
smch thought to weur wer relics and the
wlate encampments of the . A, R, and the
Limeeln's birthday wmeetings wnd all that
stulf, while they were taking adventage of
acre cornficlds fomoerrow while you and old -
aoan Ferris and ol men WeCreflis will e
henging out your flags. nmmm——-—

*“I knew you shoudn’t have gone way off.
T3

down there,” quavered my mother.
had known you would come back like this.” "

“My boy,” my father began in a tone that
told me his fighting blood was up, “if you'd
given the best four years of your life fighting
for something as 'we had to fight yow'd fesl
differently about it. Masgbe T @Fiin't vesline
fully what it meant when I wwent in-—J was
only 18——but I knew what T was fighting for
by the time we stopped thal chavge =t
Gettysbung. We thad ‘copperiveads’ fhen—
falks whe w&id the wwar was foolish and
wlayed home to make profit from it. Iths all
vague to yoa--you carae so long afterward.
Fou want understand how We old fellows
feel when we come @cross one another wear-
ing the Jttle bronze bution, but I wouldn’t
exchange nry liitle bronze button for all the
automobiles in the county!”

¥es, there's sizanpgers Hving 9n the old
&ouse now. They've probaby changed things
aroand a 1ot it was pretty «©ld fashioned in-
wide. "The last time T wert by it T couldn’t
stand to take any more than just a hurried
glance in its direction, but T saw they'd cut
down the lilac bushes. Yet T fancy they
hapg out a flag on the sld porch on Decoras
tion day morning. Tley'd have to; his spirit
would make them do it.
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