
John True's Decoration Day.

BV ELIZABETH STUART PIIFIPS.

JoIIN TituE caine homne front bis m-orj
one day witl a slower step than usua]
It 'vas a Juite day in 1861. John Tru,
]ive<l iii Dogberry a -Massachusetts vil
la-e. Hie wvas a bouse painter by trade
an<1 bad on ]lis Nvorking clothes, whici
Nvere flot becoîîîinî, bcing of an inassure(
bleaclued cotton-color to begiîî Nitli, an(
Splaslied witb Conllicting toiles of paint
n wvbicb red lîad obtainled a înui-derou5
predoniixauic 13ut *jolîîî badj on, of thec
figures tbat conquer clothes ;lie swiuîim
easily lit tbe lnps, carried at struuight
shoul.dex., and1( put (lowi an elastâ e foot.
Ife biad curly bair, andi< the ind(etlillle

expressionu iii the biackgrounid of the eves,
belonging ti et unaî wlîo lias a, luaîp.N
houle.

It Nvas not a sbarply iîidividualized
honme, lîeiuug a cheap whiite Imouse, like
(tller cheap whîite bouses iii D ogberry
too lueavy in the browvs, toc, uarrowv ii the
clheeks, uuîcertaiîi ii the jaws, and of at
cbilly expressioni. it biad white sliades

ada whiite fence, aîîd an acre or two of
lanîd, wberein nlature seeuned to relieve
herself in a gasp of greeni, and to daslî up
the dleep sepia boain wvlere the J)otatoes
gu'ew, ini a riotous outburst of peî'sonal
feelinîg. There were currauit bushes in
the gardeui, and a tali cherry tree, whicu
budded lette, now pale with droopiuîg hilos-
soins. As the îuîaster of the house cai îje
up the front yard lie stopped to examiine
the cinnamon rose-bush, and looked over
at the calîbages iii the southwest corner.

A child's voice cauie thîrougb the openi
door aîud windows-a littie boy's voice;
lie was siniging; he sang one of the Sun-
day-school hyîîîns taught iii the enîaciated
(Whuite) nieetingiuouse on tue bull beyond

k- the village. The result of blis mnusical
effort Was soînewluat to this effect:

-My onîeizzen Ye-ev-iing, my
ResizzeiÎere;

Ven wy shoida ina-a-ma,
If twyalsypcrc ?"

AiteîVuiice Soiuided clearly wituiuî,
buit tbat oule saîig a wvordless lullaby,

sli-sluimi to sleep at gurgliîig baby ; anid
* ueithuer the co iiour the lullaby struck a
*false note agiist the shuril]iuîg Song of the
thlîogical ly uni ided little ilusiciali, wlîo
h)ip(< oit gloiously.

J ohn T Iru e, out by the ci nInan on r-ose-
bush, sai<l tO lîjîniself

Nvlieuî lie lîuul said it to hiiuself, lie said it
aloud ta the ro>ses:

iefolks seeni happy to-day, doii't
tbey ?

Sobody froîîî witlîiu huad seen hîn yet,
auid lie lingered about, fussiîîg witb the
buish, l geîieral, lie held thuat the floral
kiuigdoin wiLs created for the auusemnent
of the feîiale iiuîid ;cahîbages called for
a certainu masculinue force. But lie picked
a rose-bud clumisily, before lie wvent to
exainue the cal)hages, wbîch lie did with
a vague attenutioni that overflowed upon
thie Imntatoî patcb ; lie liad a seuuse of
streuugtlueniuîg bis chai-acter hîy conucenîtra-
tionî upon thiese sturdcu- facts. I t took
bînii at good 'vbile to get into, tbe bouse.

He cauie at last, witlî whîat seenied at
reluctant step, iii wvbiel there was this
curlous thiug to lie noticed, that lie trod
softly, like a miln who is af raid that lie
simili wake the sleepinîg. Yet clearly the
baby lîad nothuuug to do witb it, for littie
INrs. True's wvas oume of the exceptioialny


