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G;] \ f ) Who deemed the edge bf England's sword was | On battl morn. or fustal day the raoks roight
JURILYL biunted by repose, o well be glad
¥ b Whose guidance in her sternest need theiz coun- ) When Iandinge rides along the line—to-day

«THE PIGHTEENTE OF NOV., 1852"

The followwing magnificent lines on the
Barial of the Great Duke, was writlen by
Lord Ellesmere. Ilis own preface suffi-
ciently expininy the object of the Poern,
and explanatory notes.

PRLFACE.

A very limited cirenlation of the fallowing
Jines in an iucomplrie stiape has cnabled me to
ascertain thiat SOmME NOLC3 AQC NCCEISACY in oX-
planation of alinsions more intelligible to ineine
bers of the Uaited Serrice Clab thaa to uanro-
fossional veaders.  To the former such explana-
tary mattes wonid doubtless be saperflinons; but
if my impeifect tribate of rezpeet, and gratitade
and sorrow, should find any readers patient 10
20 tha ¢nd, it will appear that I kave appeat=d
19 recollections which sre the propesty, not of
roilitary men alone, but of that larger audience
which lined the steests of London on the mem-
orable Eighteenth of XNoyember, and which
represented so faithfuily the intelligence and
the good feeding ofa great nation.~=My own
position as onc of that crowil of shectators, hrs
suggested and dictated my treatinent of the
subject. [ wassnot able to assist at the last,
peshaps the most imyressive, scene of that day,
aud what I did not witness [have notattempted
to deseribe. I have resson to believe that she
passage more especiatly alluding to the los: we
bave suffered, which begins—*It is that while
all these)” &e., has found more fuvour than Lhad
dared to expect among thosewhoseindulgence I
must covel—the personal friends of the great
decedsed.  Itis, nnder this conviction, hut fair
10 ncknowicdge, that the idea which pervades
the Passagéavas suggested by the pictuze by Mr
Glus3, ngiv it the proesss of engraving, which
ke ha3 afipropriatels mnggd ~The last day of

daty:?

Tuo' 3 atmer’s tower resounds no mose the
Ztry'3 measured tread ;

Forth foom her silent coutts have filed the
guardians of the dead:

From that zrey keep, from Chelsea’s doll, the
torch-1it hearse hath pasy,

And England paid its honor'd freight cach tri-
hate but the last.

Ta colwinns ranged, foot, horse, and gaas have
mat tm wmixd areay,

As soldicrs mcet ere night departs when battle
comes with day;

The shadowy massez cluster round their bane

~ n2rz, as they stood

Tpon that famnvs morn in June in front of
Soignies’ woods

And fancy might ¢onceive them now fo wait
the buglecall

Would bid them scatter right aund ieft to man

the Yeoman's wall, ‘

Batnot to-duy these ranks have risen as when
they hatl that o,

Upstarting feom' their dank repose on couch ‘6§
trampled cotn,

The fire of battle in every glance, and pride on

~

.. _cvery brow; - .
Tigh hopt'ia cvery lustrous eye—where i3 that
lustro now? -

By manly grie that light is dimmed—Uo seck

Aofom le ta file;, - -

Andseels in vain vne glance of mirth, one’face

that wears & smileciva"

Ts it that n0% hefate thera 1ides no Jeadér of

renown;s

TWitnesg.and sharer of that fight which strack
.. - the wsurper down?

No chief who since on distant ficlds has given
- - Sopiz.to thoso,

ke - e
* - o
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1y lewrned to prize,

Rougl with the scars of Fastem {ields, or burnt

by Indinn skies?

From the roll.call of the brave tho' many

a name bo miss'd, )

Strucle by the ruthless hend of deatle from that
resplenient dist,

ha Museas, Cole, and Lynedoch steep in jioa-

our'd graves, (a) tho' Hill

Centle and brave, susvives no more his Savine
farm to tifl, (b)

Yet read the scroll—="rhere linger yet smvivors
10 reply,

Names that are houschold wonds to thoze whost
teade it is to din. (¢)

And let the firss be his who long on victory’s
track of luht

Rode neasst to the chief of chiefs in council
and in Hght;

From Lishon e Toulonss that proud companion-
ship maintaind,

Thro’ every contlict seatheicss prs'd, until the
st was gain'd:

Then sunk 10 casth with shattered am, a3 the'
it2 Jabours Qoue,

That Chicf coma need its aid no more, for Wa-
terloo wag swon;

But, not ta lic by Gordon, deom's, () or share
Delaney's yrase;

Haslived, and Jivez in penco to sarve theland he
fought to save:

Tho' time and death have gcored the page with
many a siroke severc. {

The rolt-call i3 not read in vein when Fitsroy
answess © Uega.” (¢)

He too, is there, whoee veteran Land 30 gently
rales the rejn

Tt slacken'd to tiw tonpet’s charge on twany a
Inttle plain ;—

Our Murat, (/) when the moment camie to tesi
the blond and dreed,

Which gave their fores to England’s amm, their
iee to England's steel ;

With him wha lod by Pakenham's flank when
Lrave LedMarchatt died. (2)

The thundering charge, who stomied the wah
which Lake's asgault defied :

With him>vho scaled the Kyber oiiff znd set the
prisoner feee, ()
And, clder of his £ "ing tribe, the manof .\Xc:‘n;

nee, (i)
avegre and dre2ad, nhose ’

No!

fle, tac, the Rafir's
decds in klonf and kmal
By mant an anteost fise are 10}, the chief of
Aliwal: ()
With him whe fell'd with blow onblow, o raise
their eres's no more, (X)
Tihe Bydry tribs that Runjeet rear’d, the traitors *
of Lalware.
Nor f1i13 that chief wheze words of fire, when
Eugland’s bload for Spain (1)
Too freelv flow'd, redecemed the fight on Albue-
m's plain; . X
Who wept o'cr galtaat Moore's remains such,
tears as soldiers shed
When battle’s pawse a moment gives ta count
. and moura the dead;
Whose empty sleeve of Ligay telis, where for-
tunc's star awhile
On Prugsin’s stubborn ranks grew dim aad
seem'd on France to smile.
And'mentors twrns to other seencs, and hortors
_ searcely known
To Europe’s ficlds of temaper'd str™, when after
cars had fiown,
The balauced conflict of Moodkee, that eve of
gloom and woe,
The night watch on the donbiful Geld, 'mid
slauglter'd friend and foe;
And how the trinmph of tl:e morn still left fresh
. fields to win, .
Till England’s banner waved at 1ast Sobraon's
lineg within, S

1hose ranks are gad.

it iz that wwhiie all theze and more have answesed
1o the call,

o voica again shall answer to the greatest
name of ali.

Tt 13 that we shiadl 3e¢ no more on yonder €3~
plenade

That well-kuown form emerging from the vault-
ed portal’s alnde;

That we ahall miss fana where e stand at many
un evening's ciose .

That sight which told of duty Jone, nnd toil's
well earned repose: X

Pursued by murmurl bicssiogs, as he passed
upon lis way.

While iovers hroke their converze off, and child-
res left their play;

Ant cuild or man wheo cross'd his path was
prowd at ove to tell,

¢ Wemet him on bis homeward ride.  The Duko
was looking wetl.

We paszed him close, we save him nerr, and wo
were écen by him,

‘Our'hats were off, he tuuched his own, one

fingar 1o the ki

That sight the joiterer’s pare conld mend, foom
cae worn brows erased

Tke Hnes of thoueht, aud busy iwen grew idlard
while they maed.

Oh) throned in England's heart of hearts what
meed ty man allowd,

Conld wnateh that hainage prid (o thee, the rev-
ereace of the crowit?

hi weigh'd with 2his, how light the gifis by

thankful Sosvercigns shower'd

For thrones upheld, and right maintained, and
1awrless weong o'erpowerd,

The pictured elay from Sevres mould,€r stamp'd
by Saxon still, (m)

And orez, by Lishon eraftsmen wrought, frons
mines of far Prazil, a

Dread lands on which thro' burning tears an ex-
iled King looked dewn iz, (n)

Where silver Darro winds Lesteath Grenmad s
murai crown.

The Batona cight of hizh commaand, which teil,
with gems inlnid,

What hosts from Europe's tescued realms their
bearer's rule obey'd.

Swwarels c108s, (0) and Churehill’s George, (3)
the Flecce whirh once of old (9)

Cpon Daperial Charles’s breast display'd jts
pendent gold,

Well wean, well worn, Fet atill they came ue-
hecded, scarce desired ;

Alove them sl shono Duty’s star by which tby
sout was firc?,

Nigh prizes such as few can reack, but fewer
saar above, ;,

Thy single aim was ®nglazd's wanl, thy guerd-
on, Eogland’s Jove!

-

Fen now, whife all arvund to swell the fupemal
pomp combines,

While onc deep sorrow thrills along a gaziog:
nation's lincs,

Wot by that steed unshared who scems with
faltering hoof tl:c sand .

To priny, and chafing as he slepz, to miss his
master's hand ;

While tommpet wail and chaunted dirge and’
tollinz Minster bell,

And lowerd flag on mast and tower their
mournful message tell

TWhile thunders from the war-ship's side and
booming rampart gun

Proclaim our Isract's light is quench'd, our Hes
roR course i ran: -

In rustic humes and crowded towns, in loncly
ships at ses,

While listeacrs bold-their breath to count those

" sounds, fourtcore and three!



