GTEAT BATTLY PICTCRY.

Some Overvallons on the Neantics and Deallams
ofthe Gettysbarg Spactarslar Panorama,
“t.'aul Dispateh:  Althoughbundredsof
citizens of St I'ual and atrangers visit the
great Gettyalburg panorama at the corner
of Sisth nnd St Peter atreetuevery day,
there are thourands more who have not
Yet realized the splendid attractions of
this matchless spotacular exhibition.
They ~ass 1t by as an unexcitirg sort of
thirw—g00d, but not exhilaratinz. On the
contrary there 1ano theater ianall the
country where 80 exciting a tragedy holds
the hoarde.
¢ On the wonderfol canvas ol the Gettys-
burz plcture Js portrayed one of the realities
oflistory. \What are sham grisls aod
mock tears compared to the reality ol that
ficrce onslaught which fixed the nation's
destiny, turued the babbling brooks to

1100d, nnd planted the crimaon flower of
death broadcast along ita wooded hille!
Ty griefs of the footlight world are soon
forgntten, hut the griels that eprang to
lile frora Gettysburg field shall pever find
assungement within thousaads ol stricken
hearts until the peace ol eternal ycars en-
Tolda tLem.

The picture represents the decisive ac-
tion of July 3, 18G3. It was painted by
artists who thoroughly posted themselves
an to the location of troops,the landscape
and other detalls of the £ght aa it actual. |
lv took place. By such care they weroen- |
abled to reproduce the maneavers of that !
dreadlul day, »o, that, Jooking upon the
work,we can not realize that we are gazing
only upon mechanical eferts, The area of
the plctore fo 20,000 squa~s feet. The
wondecfal blendiog of effectain the fore-
ground so deceives the eyo that one can
not eeparate the real from the nnreal.

Entering the unlque buildiog in which
the painting Is on exbkibitivn, through a
dark psesage, you grope your way, until
the arcent of an unlighted stalzway ushers
you suddenly into a new region. You bave
Jelt the etreets of Et.Paul behind you
and peoetrated one of I'cansylvania’s
loveliest valleys. Aboutyou lie wooded
hille that belt with lisinggreen a stretch of
fields and mvadows. An old rail fenco zig.
zags across the Joreground. The jllusion
is periect as your ere takes in the swarm.
inz DLluecoats and the upepringing usi.
forms of grey confrontlag them.

Taking your standpoint at the exact
center ol the ncene of action, you soon lose
thought ofall the world but the exciting
awcep of events about you. The horses
actually secro to Lo alive; their wild eyes
full of splendid courage and dauntless de-
sire, Llosa Bonheur never painted a better
ecene of animal hte in action. Every
snuncle atands out like whip-cords. Under
a copss to the south of & central stand-
point the never to-Le-forgotten charge ot
General Pickett and his desperate men is
fn progress—a charge which proved the
tide-water mark o! the rebellion, from
which it slowly ebbed to fts close. You
can almosat Lear the sharp whistle of bLul.
Jets and the unceasing roar of batteries, aa
tho carnage Is at its Leight. From he!
pnle hips of wounded men you seera to
entch the pitiful cry of tkeir agony; snd,
the last shudder which convulsed the
features of the dead, scems yet to haunt
the air.

Al about you look where you will, brave
boy s are falling thich as lcaves ina an au-
tumn stoim. Up from the meadowsn re-
inforcement ol grav coats, 17,000 strong,
§s trampiing the binssoming granses under
foc*. Lachmanis as thorouglly in ear-
neet as men are ecre to be, when some fa-
tal moment unlooses the bulldog passions
§n their sonls. Their front is like the crest
ol an angry sea. Takeyour glass andlool

losely at this magniticent charge. Under

o strongest glads, the most distant hu.
mAn f7ures ‘not larger than cuckroaohes

n the nctoal canvas) stand out clear, dfs-
fn\ct. artistlc nnd Lle-erved, thus vastly
enlarglog the scope of vision.

Throogh the very thickent of the battlea
maguilicent borse is figing, riderless. Il
callant master lies somewhere in the red
storm of death, but Le, with head erect
and atrained blood shot eye, is secling
safety, he knows not where. Away from
the tangle o! white faces, and pale, out-
etretched hands; away from the scream of
bursting shells; away from the war'a tur.
moii to the peace of the hills, the frighten.
ed horse, they tell us, fouad his way at
Jast to ralety and an bonoed old age. The
event was an actual occurreace olthatday
of horror.

Verlups the leature which appeals most
strongty to tbe local beho'ders 1s the vivid
portrayal of the historic charpe of the gal-
Iant old *First Minnesota” regiment.
This yeziment is truthfully and graphical.
ly portrayed rushing hcoricallr to the I

flaming Iront, under the leadership ol the
Lrave Col. Colvill, who was desperately
wounded In this battle, and yetv snrvives,
maimed and diefizured, an honored citi-
gen Q! Red Wing. The colonel and a large
number ol theinen ot the old “Firat™ are |
painted {rom photozraphs, and the like.
nesses are readily recognized. The bat.
tle £ .z of the Tweaty.egith Virginia regi- |
meut. whichled the charge of Pickeit’s
divislon, andis correctly paluted In its
place i1 the picture, lLes in the fore

und. It was eaptured by Murshall
mrman. ot 8t. Paul, o member ol the
Firet Mianesota,and by )'im loaned to the
panorama company.

The canvas presents for us but one mo-
ment—an eternal moment'—<{ the struggle
that waged so fiercely for threelong sum-
meflays. But it «trikes that one moment
#0 aharpels, it Lolda it forth so grandly,
and immartalzes it socompletely that, to
see the pieture is to the thoughtful souln
fol} revelation o! a direful yet glorious
cpoch of history. Never imazine lor a sin-
gle moment that the Qettysburz pano-
rams © « bore you, or thatit ranks with
the ordinary panoramic viut to tame
1auds and scriptaral places. This wonder-
ful printing is As unlike the nveraze pano-
rama as epice differn [rom marble dust, or
chawmpasne from tepil tea.




