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to any particular elnsn. Had it done ao,
wa might well have doubted the divinit
of the inspiration which suggestedit. It
might then have besn considered a mere
mun-made custom, and, like its maker
perishable. The chief beautyof all rrue
principles is their breadth, their charity,
their impartial &)hilanthmpy. Becuuse
of the breadth and extent of this beautiful
observance Iean see God in it, and can
therefore believe it will endure. it
originated like the fiame of s candle,
or i tire om the hearih, to give light
and warmth to these only within the
house. But now it shines fike the san,
the greal lamp which God lit in heaven,
to sled forth its warmth and brilliance
over ull, Thisia propor and right,for weare
all the children of God, equally His sona
and daughbters, equally the creatures of
His benevolent care. rejoice that we
can 1neet here upon the plane ot our com-
mon brotherhood and aisterbood, and re-
gardless of religious or politicai ditfer-
ences, join handa in doing honor to the
noble dead.

I can honor any man who is Bincers,
however much his opinions may differ
from my own. Sincerity is notslways
right, but it is always right to be sincere.
TEB bypoerite is despicable, but the sin-
cere soul is ever to be admired. T honor
the men who wore the bloe, who ipught
under the atars and stripes, giving their
lives in defense of their ccuntry’s. For
I helieve this nation was founded of
God; that its Conastitution was written
with an inspired pen, that the Almighty
nerved the arm of the patriots whose
swords and pens carved out the im-
mortal legend: “All men are equal’’—
equally entisied to life, liberty and the

ursuit of happiness, I therefore honor the

eroes who siruggled, and successfully,
to extend in later years the hoon of free-
dom and maintain the integrity of the
union founded by our fathera. I believe
3od was in it; that it was written in the
great boek of destiny that slavery must
perish und that the Union should be pre-
served. But I turn from them tolay a
garland also upon the grave of the Con-
federate hero, who, though mistaken in
fighting against Lhe old flag, in seeking
to shatter the Union, did so in sincerity
and lxid down his life to prove the ear-
nestness of his convictions. I was or-
dered out of a house in Ohio, a dozen
years after the war, for expressing as
much—that thoss who fought and died
for the Scuth were equally sincere with
those who fought and congnered for the
Notth. ButT do not expect (o receive
such trestment harc:e(l)erhapa it would
not again be accord thare; for times
bave changed since then and men’s minds
have hroader grown.

I was once walKing through a ceme-
tery—a private cemetery-—in the citzy of
Lancastsr, Pa. Wandering among thc
tombs in that silent city of the dead my
eyes chanced to rest upon a stone on
which was the name of Thaddeus
Stevens, once eminent a8 an A merican
stutesman, and a prominent figure of
that period of our national history to
whioli I have refarred—the period of the
olvil war. TUnderneath his name were
engraved thesa words, doubtless penned
by bis own hand in anticipation of death,
to form his epitaph: “I repose in thiw
quiet and secluded apot, not from any
natural preforence for solitude, but find-
ing other cemeteries limited as to race, by
charter rales, I have chosen thia, that I
might illastrate in my death the prioci-
ples I advacated in a long life—equulity
of man before hia Creator.” Now I de
not suppose that the statesman, whoen he
penned those lines, meant that all men
are absolutely equal in all things. Life
is full ot inequalities. The very face of
nature is rife with contrasis. hese ma-
Jestic mountains that tower heavenward
are as unlikoas possihle the meek and
lowly valleys upon which they frown. So

too, in mociely, Aome men, S0me women,
tow8r aloft like mountain peaks above
their fellows by reason of superior in-
telligence, by reason of power and posi-
tion, hereditary or representative; some,
as Shakespeare says, being born great,
some achieving greatness, and some hav-
ing greatness thrast upon them. There
are kings and princes and prasidents
swaying power over millions of their fol-
low ereatures. There are the strong who
oppress the weak, the rich who grind the
poor, the prond and baughty despising
the meok and bumble. Life is too full ol
conirasts and diversities to convinee us
that all men are in all respects equal.
But when the hour comes-—the inevita-
ble hour—to ‘‘shuffle off this mortai
eotl;"when the king |ays aside his crown
and sceptre; when the president descends
from the chair of state; when the judge
doffa his grmine, and the rich man, strip-
ped of his millions, naked as when he
camA into the world, passss away; when
‘with equal steps impartial fate knocks
and the cottago gnate,”
and prince  and eamant, king
and pauper, stand before God to be
judged, to render an account of their
atewardships, and receiva at the hands of
a just Judge the reward of the deeds done
in the body-—then will it be seen, if not
before, that all men are indeed equal be-
fore their Creator. And when ws lay our
bodies down to sleep in these narrow
chambers, in thia gilent bhalla of death,
then too is it seen that all men are equal.
For death, like love, *levels all ranks,
and lays the shepherd’s crook heside the
sceptre.”

And what is death? To the Christian,
merely the dissolution, the temporary
divercement, of the spiritual part of man
from the temporal; the return to the ele-
ments comnposing him to thelr separate
origing. *““Then shall the dust return to
earth as it was, and the spirit unto God
who gave it."” Qur lives areay the rain-
drops sprinkled upon the hills; they but
evaporate to the clouds from which they
fell, or trickle back to the ocean whence
they came. Let those who will be aatis-
fied with the tinkling poaectry of the in-
fidel's philosophy, that “Life is a narrow
vale between the barren peaks of
two eoternities.? But ascend to these
mountain tops and tell me what you sse.
Ono valley? No; many valleys—east,
wont, nortg, south—valleys in all diree-
tions, This is rather the symbol of life,
and they who ascend to the spirit's
beights will see not rmerely one life, by
Inany, stretching away behind and be-
fore them. Thislifeisbuta link in the
chain; death but an incident im our cter-
nal career; the gloomy grave bot a mile-
stone on our sndless journey. We may
honor the sincerity of the infidel, but we
cannot, {from the standpoint of Christ,
agree with siucerity in its errors.

Most men, I belleve, have a yoarning
after immortality, and that yearning I
accept as a prophecy of its realization.
Fivery righteous desire of the heart will
he gratified; it is only the evil desires
that must bes removed—eradicated like
weads from a garden. Most men dasire
to live again, to rise like the sun after its
selting—all the more glorious after the
night of darkness which bas intervenad.
Some men who are called intidels have
such desires. There was a poet once who
was thought to be an infidel because
he did not believe in God as other men
believed, Yet when Lhat poet was
drowned and his poor dead body was
taken from thelake there was found upon
bim a copv of the Holy Seriptures, the
word of God, which he loved to pore over
and ponder upon. He lefi on record these
beautiful lines:

The One remuing, the many change and pnss,
Heaven's light forever shines, earth’s shadows

at the palace

Ay:
Lare, Hl’zé a dome of many colared glass,
Hiadns the white radiance of eternity,
Untl death tramples il to fragments.

g

Apd there the poet leaves it like a shat-
tered vase. But God, wio gave the poel
life, that. Creator who is greator than Hia
creature, lakes up the work where the
poet leaves off; He gathers up the shin-
Ing fragments of that shatered vase, and
remoulds them into & vessel of hoaor, a
thousand times meore beautiful, and tak-
ing the lovely flower which once
adorned {t—which was not dastroved at
death, but simply transplanted from a
lower to a higher garden—He replaces it,
the self-same flower in the solf-sams
vase, new immortal and imparishable, to
shed forth its fragrance and bloom In
beauty forevar. This, my friends, is
life; this is death; and this the resurrec-
tion.”

THE REV. J. B. THRALL,

(Congregationalist) said in sub-
stance: Let me. firat direct
your thoughts to that epoeh,

the civii war. Itis now thirty yesars
gince that event which we celebrate
took place. Men are not heroes because
they died. They are heroes who have
faith in God. What makes man
4 hero is that he has the comprehen-
sion to understand God’s purposes.
About thirty years ago a small army
representing onesection of pur cuuntry,
their hearts if not their feet keeping
time to God’s desire, marched away to
battle for their country?’s righta. What
was there to mukes such an epoch glor-
ious, lurid and red with blood as it
wag, to lift it above gommon murder
and give It a place in the ecouncils of
God? It is triie that some of the chief
actors in that zreat drama became vin-
dictive, and hated their brethren, when
in drawing their swords in defense of
God’s purposes they should atill have
loved theiropponents. It was to give
to us this grand country and govern-
meut, which is a8 the great Lincoln
said, ‘For the people, by the people
and of the people.’ The direct cause
which led to-the great rebellion was
the trampling upon the principles of
the constitution by certain twen, Then
slavery obtained a strong footing upon
American soil, directly contrary to
free government, God decreed it and
the stain had to be wiped out with a
flood of red blood. The speaker then
gave a history of the rise of the war,
and traced the course of events down
to the present time. In conclusion he
said: Let human love, American
patriotiam, und universal brotherhood
place each year anew, above that atern
and rugged period of this nsation’s
history, its fresh erown of laurel, and
weave with reverent hand its gariand
of rosemary for remembrance and of
rue for regret.

The Harmony (lev club then sang,

“*When the swallows nomeward fly”

in first-rate style.

President Angus M. Canncn pro-
nounced the benediction, and with
this the exercises terminated.

Professor Evan Btepheus presided at
the organ (which was placed on the
one side of the elevated platform from
which the aspeakers addressed the
audience), and also eoudueted the
munical portion of the service, The
Harmony Glee Club rendered splendid
service, and Held’s band waa quite a
feature. The latter remained in the
cemnetery until one o’elock and dis-
coursed a good selection of music.

At Fort Douglas and elsewhere In
the city Memorial day was duly ob-
served,



