‘Burke, The Color-Besarer.

Burke was about Torty years of aze when the Civil War
becan. He had & wife and four sons, aged from fifteen years
down to & tot of three. He lived in a small, rickety little
cottaze on the outskirts of a tbwn of three thousand inhebi-
tants, and contributed & little to the support of his family
by catching cat-fish in the river and peddling them about
town. For the most part he spent what he could get for whiskey.
He was drunk most of the time and in early 1861 had acquired the

sobriquette of "The Town Drunk". He was tall, dark, strong; a

splendid@ specimen of physical manhood. His dissipated habits
haed robbed him of all care for his personal &appesarance, if he
ever hadyany. He had lived there some years; where he came from
or whatiﬁ@é his antecedencesno one knew or seemed to care. He
had fallen so low that he stalked, when sober, or staggered when
drunk, along the street, hagzgzered and unkept, his lonz heir and
whiskers uncombed. He had no companions; he wanted none; he
soucht no one; his voice was low, his eye dark and steady; his
manner quiet and self-contained.

A company of infentry had been formed to go to the war
in which most of the best young men of the town and surrounding

country had enlisted. MNany of the privates were highly connected
well educsated and cultured. The captain was a young lawyer of
great promise end standing. It wss a2’creck”orzanization.

One morning, the dsy before this company was to lemve
for Virginie, Burke appeared, perfectly sober, at the tent of
the young ceptain and announced that he had come to enlist.
This proposition stezrered the captain, because the most unex-

pected of things. He hed known Burke since he was & boy and was
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thorouzhly posted on his habits and mode of life. He laughed at
the proposition, and, tossing a small coin on the table towards
Burke, said, "Burke, that is a good joke; take this and go zet
drunk egain". Burke ignored the money, drew himself up, looked
fixedly into the eyes of the captain for & minute and then in a
low voice said, "Ceptuin, you are justified by what I have done
in saying that; but I love my country just as much as you do; I
am needed at the front; you will not deny me the chance to go.
Put my neme down and let me go". By this time all the lauzhter
wes cone from the face of the young officer; but he knew the
spirit of his men; he knew they would not be likely to take
kindly to heving Burke one of them. He did not want to hurt the
feelingslof the men at this first offer to do a manly thing. He
t0ld Burke as cently as he could the difficulty about teking him
along. Burke still held him with his steady zaze and after a
slioht peuse said quietly, "Ask them".

It waes near the drill hour. The captain told Burke to
o0 with him #nd in a few minutes they stood before the line; the
captain looked et Burke; the latter said, "Ask them now". The
captain raised his hand; then said to the line, "Boys, this man",
pointing to Burke, "wants to go with us; you know him; I pass it
up to you to decide; what do you say?". For a full minute there
wes silence in the ranks, then some begen to laugh, some to ery
out "No", some "Yes"; but the yesses wer81Very few. The captain
called out "Hear him, boys,end then decide". DBurke drew his tall
form to its utmost and stood towering over all of them, his calm
sye cezinz scuarely into theirs. Then in & low voice he begen,

"Boys, you know how I hsve lived &nd I don't bleme you if you
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decide sageinst me; I understend a2ll this; no one better; that is a
matter we will not discuss; I want to fight for my country as you
do; it is my ricght; I heve no means to zet to Virginia and must be
taken as a soldier if I get there. We are all needed there. Let
me 20 with you." Those few words were all. Burke bowed and walked
away towards the captain's tent. For a minufe all wss as still as
if no one was within miles; then arose a murmur in the line, that
grew and zrew, then burst into a shout, "Let him 2o with us".

When the drill wes over Burke signed the roll and took the oath;
and before the sun set he appeared cleaned up and with & new uni-
form on, as fine & looking soldier as ever bore a gun, and when
the company left for the front, Burke carried the colors.

Durin=> the long months that followed, mid shot and shell,
heat and cold, that little band went where ordered, meny falling
by sickness, more by the bullet, marching, fighting, struggling on
as only men of iron can. With them ever was Burke. His tall form
ever held aloft the colors, his face calm, sad-browed, the stalwart
stern-eyed soldier; where he was told to carry the red cross of
St. Stephen he carried it. Years passed &nd still Burke was there,
Death had claimed most of those who stood in the line that spring
rmorning in the o0ld town, when they decided to let him zo with them.
The often-~broken and thinned lines had from time to time been filled,
to be again submitted to the process that was thinning it, @till
there was Burke. lo man was rmore punctual in the performance of
duty; none braver. DNot a drop of intoxicents had passed his lips
gsince he enlisted.

It was in the sprine of 1864. Thet young ceptuin now wore

the stars of a Generel and the empty sleeve of & .hero¢. Scarcely
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a score of the orieinal 128 thet left home in the compeny were
there. Some were &t home on crutches, some in hospitals, meny
sleepine beneath the red soil of the 0ld Dominion. Burke still
cerried the colors, still stern-eyed snd sesd-faced, but the gray
hed crept into hair snd whiskers. Suddenly in the front the big
cuns opened snd thundered, &nd steadily the thin line swept down
the slope towsrds them. Burke, with his battle~flag, torn, rusty
snd frayed end bullet-riddled, was with them and went down with
the line into that vortex of war, and the smoke swept over them.
Ridinz close behind the line wes the young Genersl; suddenly he
saw a Tlae waver and zo down. Riding closer he sew both bearer
and flae down in the dust. Springing from his horse he bent over
the prostrate form; it was Burke. The wounded soldier reised
himself slizhtly on one elbow, looked up at his commander, smiled
and said,"General, this is the end, they have zot me", sank down,
and pasced from war to eternal peace. With a smile the sad-faced
stern-eyed hero met eternity, as he had lived, calm and self-
confident.

Seven hundred miles further South, back in the old town,
gix deys later, that brave old color-bearer wes laid to rest in
the church-yard. His comrades as a special mark of respect had
gsent his body home for burial among his people. 0Old men---for
there were none else then, a&s all eble-bodied were at the front--
the women and children, all of them, a vast throng, were there.
His casket on a caison, followéd by lowathrobbing drums and all
those people slowly mede their way to the church-yard, and there
with uncovered heads they stood while the last sad rites were

performed. Their presence paid an eloquent tribute to the man
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who had made good in the end, made zood where men's souls were
tried as with fire. Manhood had triumphed.

Now, where he rests stands s tall white shaft whose
stony lips tell the story how those people honored the man, who,
in a supreme hour, rose from his fall and again became a man.
And to the strsnzer wandering there that shaft is still pointed
out and his story told. Thouch Wé¢ fifty years have come and
gone, interest in the man snd his sad life-story has not died
out; it has not grown less; rather has it grown into the trasdi-
tions of that people. While it lasts it will be a heritage,
like shesves of wheat rich in the harvest, for posterity,and

when it is foreotten, if ever, then God help the old South-land.

James W. Osates.

llovember, 1914.



