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HOMES OF THE DEAD.

Where Rest in New Orleans Oesme-
{eries
—
The Remains of Distinguished Men,
[

Objects of great interest in our city
at this scason of the year are our ceme-
teries, aud tboughts are with those
lately or long since passed away.

'Fho All Saints’ day festival and its
observances in Now Orleans are as pe-
culiar to this city, so far, at least, as
the United States are concerned, a8 are
hor cemeteries, No such cemoteries are

' to bo found anywhere in our cm‘mtry,
Everywhero else the custom obtains of
burying the dead vnderground. Elere

and there in the burial places of the

Jarger cities you nay sco claborate

"tombs, but as a rule theso are meroly

monumental in their nature, and inside
or undor them the bodies are placed in
araves excavated in the ground, One
of tho first feolings of o strauger
as ho walks amid the erowded
tombs of our cemetorios, and realizes
that the dead are not placed 1n the
bosom of Mother Earth, is » sensation
of revulsion, as though they could not
rest easy in theso upper air tombs, Of
courso, one soon understauds that an
underground sopulcher is practically
impossible hore, and that to be baried
decontly at all, one must be placed in a
tomb; and most peoplo soon come to
think thatsuch burial is moro fitting
than an underground sepulcher. It is
as though our dead wero nearer to us.
They aro not consigned to worms,.and
darkness, aud decay, aud all the dis-
mal associations of the grave; they
lio each in his narrow house, builc ag
handsomely as our affection dictates
and our meavns sllow, where wo feel
that we can got closor to them, and that
’ they are moro renlly with us,

CIUEY JUSTICFE MARTIN'S TO.\H'S,. BT.
LOUIS CEMETERY,

Porhinps it is this that makes the All
Saints’s day observance &0 muoh moro
deop and goenoral hore thun anywhere
clse in our Jand. It certuinly ie so.
In other Amorican cities you may find
handsomer and costlicr ocmeteries,
magnificent citics of tho dead, laid out
with thomost artistic skill, ornnmented
with mortusry monuments of extrava-
gant cost, and kopt with nssiduous
curo, but in none of them can you find
at any time such an outpouring of the
population as our cometerics witness at
All Saints’ day.

Going through them you will find
here and thore recently berenved wid-
ows and orphans, liko the sisters of
Lazarus in the Gospel, *‘going to the
gravo to weop thero,” or to bear some
tloral memento of unoxtinguished love;
you will seo groups of visitors idly
strolling from ono rich monument to
another curiously to gnzo and wonder,
or porchance to amuse themsolves look-
ing for grotosqus inscriptions; but no-
where will. yon find, as here, o whole
city with ouo consont turning out to
visit tho tombs of those whom thoy
have Joved and hondred, to recall their
names and virtves, to breathe u prayor
for their happiness, and to leavo soino
mark of aflectionate remembranco,

are nos all sainte as the church counts
saints, but saints to' us they mnust ever
bo, who are sanctitied even in their fol-
liss and frailties by the devotion of our
hoarts; and who dure say that the om-
uipotout love of thoe great all-Father
may not senctify them there so as our
short-sighted theories and thoologies
have nevor soared to dream? Certain
it is that the very tombs of our ceme-
teries, the houses of our departed, scom
to Keep thowm nearcr to us, and oncour-
ago tho beautiful observance that keeps
their wemories green.

And as we walk throuch their nas-
row avenucs amid the slustoring tombs
we may well pausge to spend a thought
at the last resting places of others be-
side thoso who have a selfish claim upon
our family affections. )

A nation is a sort of fawily; indeed,
the prime idea of n nation is the patri-
archal one. Itis the unity of ancestry
and blood, and not the onencss of in-
stitutions, that really makes a vation,
aud much more is this true of a com-
munity, and especially is it true of this
colmmunity,with its unigue history and
glorious traditions. Even the adopted
stranger makes a home in New Orleans,
and identifios himself with its peculiar
life more quickly and closely than any-
where else in tho United States.

And though tue descondanis of gen-
crations of proud old Creolo ancestors
be inclined to look suspiciousty on the
stranger at first, and hesitate about
taking him into their homes, yot if he
bo found to imbibo the spirit of the
place, and to be worthy of the houor,
ho is soon wolcomed as a son of New
Orloans, and is merged in the city’s
lifo. .

All such, and all Orleanians as thoy
stroll on All Saints day through the
cometerics, cannot fail to see many
names thoro carved, often on monlder.
ingmonuments, that must stic within
them emotions of civic pride. Thoy
aro the names of thoir cldexr brothers,
sons of Now Orleans, who lhave done
worthy deeds and have held Ligh places
in tho armies and tho councils of the
atate and of thonation. They are what
wemay call our civic saints,

Tho cemeteries of our city, and pat-
ticularly the older ones, are rieh in his-
toric associations, and contain mauy
names with which, not only this oity,
but tho world has rung, such names a3
Yillero and Do Lomos, Claiborne, Soule,
Martin, Planche and Dreux, namcs
tbat Now Orleuns should never allow
to be lost in oblivion, any more than
the namo of your first-born sou should
bo forgotten-in your houaschold.

Many of theso historic worthies lio in
tho old St. Louis cometery, of whioh to-
day but parts ramain, the reat having
been sacrificod to the exigoncies of the
living. One of tho most intoresting of
these is tho tomb of William C. C.
Claiborne, o name intimately agsocinted
with the history of Louisiann, It was
ho who was appointed by the govern.
mont of the United States, whou this
country was first cedod by Spain, to
tako formal possession of it in thonameo
of vhe great republic, e was the first
aopoivted govornor and tho first eloct-
ed  govervor, Iie fell greatly iu
love with Louisinna, and spent tho
remainder of his life laboring
for ler 1nterests, and ending that
lifo in this city, his mortal remuins
were luid to rest in the St Louis come-
tory. Uufortunately, not for him, hut,
porhaps, for shose who should hold his
memory in honor, he died a Protestant,
and his body was laid to’ rest in tho
“unconsecrated” portion of tho ceme-
tery, whers also is laid tho body of his
wife. Itisin that part of the old cem-
atory known to-day as the Basin strece
cometery, but the ecnrions visitor will
not casily find it. 1f you earo to look
atit you must pass to the extromoe end
of the comeotery, where you will find o
high board fence. A great heap of
woeds and  decnying refuse thrown
againgt this will help you to scalo it,
and you will tod yourselt in a
swall yard ‘avergrown with weeds
and brambles, and chokod with
all manver of littor—the rubbish heap
of the cometory; and there, half buried

in the waste, you will seo the forlorn.

remaing of what was once a costly and
handsomo tomb. ‘Lhe oxquisite bas re-
liofs that once ornnmentod its sides are
all goue save one defaced fragmont,
The beautiful carved urn thas sur-
mounted it has aisappeared, It stands
in the midst of filth and ncgloct the
forgotten memorvial of bim who was
once, and not so long ago, the foremost
man of the state of Louisians.
Hapmly, though, this is not the only
moworial of the great governor.

magnificent torab in  tho beautifully
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GENERAL TIOOD’S TOMRB, WASHINGTON CEMETERY.

It is an univorsal custow observed by
all ¢lasacs and conditions, Catholics
and Protestants, Goatilos and Jews,
rich and poor, white and black, all with
ono congent dovete All Szants’ Day to
tho memory of the saints, saints to their
hearts utleast, who have preceded thotn
through the grave and gateway of
donth,

It is 0 most sacred oustom to ba pious-
1y chorishod by everyone who doos not
believe with America’s sloquent infidel,
that *wo noelt into the infinite azure of
tho past ne all living things must mels,”
by overyone who “thinks hoe wasnot
madoe to die,” and soes in the life beyond
a continuntion of the life here with its
deathloss loves and its grand aspira-
tions; By all ench tbhis All Sainte’ ob.
gervance should be roligiously kept
ulivo, c :

Porhaps those whom wo
o v

hovo loved

Motairio cemotery Loars the inscription
of the Claiboruoe family, and before ite
door a large marble slab is chiseled with
the name and titles and deods of Gov-
ernor Claiborne; but it is said that his
mortel remuins, and those of his wife,
still lioin the old Basin street cemetery,
under the defaced monument. in tho
dishonorod potter’s field. :

Waundering through this same Basin
stroet cemetery, poerchance in oune cor-
nor you will notice a flat tomb with the
single word “Bronuan” carved upon it.
It is not nn object to nttract any par-
ticular attention from the ensual passer-
by: bat the man who lics there, await.
ing tho Jast great summons, attracted

o great deal of attention thirty-iive or

forty years ogo. He was not an Ameri.
can citizen, but o subjoct of Great Brit-
aiu to the day of bis death, yet no alien
ovor wielded so much influonco in shap-
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GOV, CLAIBORNE'S TOMD, METAIRIE
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ing the affairs of this country as he.
Before and during the war he was the
oditor of tho Dolta. A clear thinlker, a
powerful writer, an ardent champion
of the south and ber rights, ho did more
perhaps to bring about secossion than
any other one man of his day.

‘The Claiborne strect cemetery, as it
is now called, is one of the most quaint
and attractive burial places ot the city.
Its threo squaresaro small and cramved,
walled in on some sides by gloomy
rows of tombs, and on others by dilupi-
dated fences of whitewashed boards;
its allevs are narrow and closely lined
with the solemn lhouses of the dead;
thero is littlo room there for trees, or
flowers, or any othor of the thinge

with which lovo sceks to disguiso the |

grimness of tho sepulcher; but the
very narrowness of its walks and the

crowding of its tombg adds to the
visitors’ interest, and there is no
place in tho city so topleto with

historic associations. IHere, it is said,
was once tho tomb of Governor Villero,
who suoccecded Governor Claiborne,
and was tho first of the Creole gover-
novs of the state. No npame is more
closaly nasociated with the history of
Louisiana than his, Iis father was
tho Villern who was one of the leaders
in the first movoment for ponular
freadom made on American soil by the
band of Jrouch patriots that under-
toolk to throw off the foreign yoke when
Lonijsiana was oeded by France to Spain
in 1768,

The offort was unsuccessful, and its
londers sujlered as martyrs, the first
American martyrs to the cause of lib-
-erty, shot to death by the Spanish dos-
pot, General O'Reilly, and Villero
amoeng them. Ilis son lived to see the
Iiberey for which his father died
sproad her white wings of peace over
the land, and to Dbold over this stato
tho highest office in the gift of a freo
people. This interesting tomb o care.
ful search has boen unable to find.

In thia same cemotery one may see
tho resting place of that famous Louis-
ianian, Yiorre Soule, the litterateur,
the jurist and thestatesman, who, o po-
litical exile fromm his native France in
enrly life, found o socond Franocein
Louisiana, and gave it bis oart and
made it his home. In the courts of the
state, in tho state senate, in tho senate
ot the Unted Statos, and as & foreign
minister 2t the court of Spain, he did
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THOE OLD CLAIBORNIE MONUMENT, POT-
TRI'S RTRLD. RT. T.OMNTS ORMRETERY.

loyal service to his adopted country.
Too clear-sightod to approve of sccese
sion, he opposed it with all his might,
but when it came he snw his duty to
hig state and did itmanfully ia her
councils and in her armies,

Not far from bLis tomb is another,
quite ag interosting, if in a different
way. On its front is carved in large
plaan lostors, “Dominic You.” There is
nothing there to toll the reader that
this Dominic was o famous freebooter
in his day, on nssociate of the Lafittes
in their smuggling and semi-piratical
operations; nor is thore anything to
toll how Lravely ho fought under Gen-
erai Jackson on the plains of Chal-
wette, and won o pardon for his past,
It is & romantio story tbat some bi-
ographor will yet do justico to, along
with tho hundred othor herois ‘and
chivalrons deeds and lives that glorify
the early history or the Pclican state.

Near tho midst of the middle division
of tho cometory may be soen the grace-
fnl gravice shaft that momorializes the
great jurist of Louisiana—one of
the great jurists of the world--Fraucois
Xavicr Martin, whose veluminous legal
works aro atill standard.books of rofer-
enco, and gaived for bim .the title of
“The fathor of the jurisprudence of
Louigiana” His history of Louisiana
is a marvel of learning, and is the lead-
ing authority on the subject.

Closo at hand an impesing tomb con-
tains tho mortal remaing of that brave
soldier and gallant champion of the
confederacy whose numo was a house-
hold word all over our state thirty
vears ago, Colonol Dreux, aud not far
away is the graceful mausoleum where
rests the Lody ot General Plauche,
Avnd many more names are there which
are worthy of note. Meroly to enuner-
ate them would ocoupy more space than
we have at command., Scarcely a sin-
¢lo vame that hans been prominently
asgocintod with the history of our
state, at loust in ite earlior days, that
may not Ve read on some monument in

this curious old burial place. »

There is no hapdsomer cemeotery in
Now Orleans than the Washington
Streat cemotery. It is not so large as
somo of the others, but it was more
earefully 1aid out than any of the elder
ones. Itsalleys are roomy enourh for
convenience and are beautifuliy kept,
shaded with bhandsome old trees and
gorgeous with abundance of roses avd
othor flowering sbrubs. The costly
tombs that line its walks scew fitting
homes for those who once dwelt on our
city’smost splendid avenues; but many
of those who bave found here their
final resting place were not distin-
guished in lifo for their woalth alone,
Alas, how poor & distinction that.
when one has gone away out of the
world with no more than he hrought
into it, and hisriches have been divided
among hig heirs. In this cemetery lie
many who have far better claim on
the mewmory of their survivors. Cer-
tainly no one can nause to read the
simple inscription on the plain marble
slab that covers the remains of John
Bell Hood and not feel that be stunda
in the presence of something that com-
pels nis homage, and wiil compel the
homagoe of ages. Wherever military
genius and personal hevoism count for

AT
ARy
«...?ﬁ\‘:m{g\%\‘é‘j&m

Al

Rl
@:}ﬁﬂl'kml N
Al
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aught thero the name of the South's
most intrepid cbampion will ever bo
held inhonor. Thirty years ago there
wasno name that was beard with so
much fear in the union armies, or in-
gpired so much respect as that of Gen-
oral Hood. .

But if ono wonld sce the most charm-
ing of New Orleans cemoteries ho must
go to Metairie, It is the jewel of the
crown of cemeterieatiatclustorsaronnd
tho head of"Canal streot. It ismew and
yet comparatively untenanted. but it
is charwing for lceation; it is laid out
with the most artistic skill, ornament-.
ed with cxquisite taste avd contains
some of the most magoificent wmau.
soleums that are to be found anywhere
in the world.

To evary sontherner it is consecrated
Dby the fact that it coutainsg all that ro-
mains of the “one Mississippian,” the
South’s greatest hero, Jetlerson Davis,
by whose untimely end
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COL. C. T, SLOCOMB'S TOMB, MLTAIRIE

CEMETERY,
“ The future gains a grand historjc name,
The present an frreparable grief.”

It is unhappily truo that it is not bis
own tomb in which his body Jies, and
that his remaius are destined to be re-
moved far away from the city that
loved him bettor than any other in the
south. But though it be, there can be
little doubt that the affectionato re-
membrance in which he is beld in New
Orleans will soon rear to his honor, in
Metairie, or better still, in one of our
parks or avenues, some wemorial
worthy of his greatnoss.

Under a great live oak troe near the
furthiest limits of this cemetery may be
seen & curious monuwent. Itisa huge
granits boulder carved only by nature’s
hand save for the great name that is
chiseled across its face in bold

: for political wisdom and zoal, distin-

characters, the name of Fred-
ericik Nash Ogdon.  Distinguished
for military dash and daring
distinguishéd for commercial: en-
terprise and uprightness, distinguisbed,

guished for gentle humanity and devo-
tion to the sick and suffering, there is
po namo on the bright roll of New Or-
leane’ sons of which she may justlier
bo proud than of his.

In the same cemotery may bo scen the
splendid monuental tomb of General
Slocomb, another name that our city
should nevor allow to be lost in obseur-
ity, and thatof Dr, Bowers, and many
another that time and space relnctant-
ly forbid the mention of. The reader’s
memory, if he he at all acquainted with
the city’s history, will readily recall
many of them,

GEXTRAL PLAUCHR'S TOMB, STLOUILS,
CEMETERY.

And they ought to be frequently re-
called, especially on such occasions aa
the present. ‘Lo us they should be
saints, and their deeds should be sacred.
Itis an unforiunate characteristic of
our times thut they are too much al-
sorbed 1 the petty oprosent, and too
much given to forget the glorious past.
‘Che doeds that out predecessors did we

inherit, they bave made New Orleapg
what it is, their traditions follow y;
and weo canuot get away from thep,
Wea aspire to a vet more glorioyg
futore—yes, woshould, but that futyrg
can only grow out of this present,
and on the same general lines g
this present grow out of that pasg,
A municipal life is as truly oue as gy
individual life, and no man can make g
grand success of his life by breaking
away from his past, negleeting ity Jeg.
sons, ignoring its attainments. And the
same is true of a city and of a siagg,
Then let us remember our civie saings,
recall to mind their hercic achieve
ments and emulate their virtues, apg
s0, as their memories are a heritage of
glory to New Orzloans, ours, too, shal]
De, and the gencration to come shal}
gratetully rejoice that they have opp
footsteps in which to follow.
NELSON AYRES,



