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FLAG OF WATERLOO.

"'T;lé-last annual tribute of the flag of Waterloo to the crown
of England was made to William the Fourth a few hours before
his Majesty's lamented death ; on receiving the banner, the king

- pressed it to his heart, saying It was 2 glorious day for England:’
and expressed a wish he might survive the day, that the Duke of
Wellington’s cominemoration fete of the victory of Witerlon
might take place. - A dying Mouarch receiving the banner comme-
morative of a National Conquest, and wishing at the same time,
that his death might not disturb the triumphal banquet, is at once
s0 heroic and poetic, that it naturally suggests a poem. The fol-
Jowing lines were written immediately after the event, but the
publication of the song has been delayed through a feeling of re-
spect : the laurel sbould not be placed too close to the cypress,
sor the sound of the lyre be heard too néar the grave of a Ling,

"T'was the day of the feast in the chieftain’s hall,

"Twas the day he had secn the foe-man full,

*Twas the day that his country’s valour stood

2(iainst steel, and fire, and the tide’ of blood,

And the day was mark’d by his comllry well,

For they gave him broad \nlleys, j,hy hill and the dell;

And they ask™l as a tribute, the hern should bring '
. ‘The flug of the foe to the 'f'oul. of the king.

i »Twas the day of the feast in the chicltain's hall,

‘ ‘And the bunner was brought et the chieftain’s call
"And he went in his glory the tribute to bring,
And lay at the foot of the brave old king;

‘Bul the hall of the king wes in silence and grief,
And smi\les, us of oldl, did not greet the chief,

For he came on the Angel of Victory’s wing,
While the Angel of Death was awaiting the king.

The chictain he knelt by the couch of the king;
a 1 know,’ suid the monarch, ¢ the tribute you bring;
\ Give me the banuer ere lite depurt "

And he press’d the tlag to his fainting heart.

“Tuis joy ev’iin death,’ cried the moenarch, say® to

That my country Lieth known siuch a glorious day !
! Heaven geant [ may live 'till the midnight’s fall,
Thut my chiefluin mny fcast in his swarrior holl ©*

From Chamber’s Edmhuunhlmlrml

AN HISTORICAL BALL.

The time has not yet fully arrived for making the last war \he
¢heme of grandlathers” tales or historical romances; but yet it is sur-
pnsmg with what 2 new zest ~we uccas:onal]y hear or read of
ncxdents and assocmuons of persons, 1o which; that contest gave
N rise:. Tumed as. tha pubhc inind of Britain now -is tomu'ds 1he

" A note urnved wluch I had just strenc'lh to unseal and read
It said, * Put on your silk stockings speedily, geta chapeau-
bras, _]ump into a fiecre which waits for you at your. hotel gate,
and come offto the Place Vendome without asking a question "’
This spoke too plainly to be misinterpreted. TFatigue fled as if by
mugiéal influence ; I could have leapt over the house ; and in an
incredibly short time I was stockinged, hatted, and sway, as di-
rected by my good genius, and literally without having put a sin-
gle interrogation to my conductor. ~Arriving at my excellent and
most considerate friend’s hotel, I was considerably cooled down
by finding that he and a large party, of which Sir Walter Seott
was one, had departed for the ball, leaving only a verbal message
for me to follow, to muke my way, and, if [ should find any ditli-
culty in gaining admission, to call him ont, when he would set
all 1o rights. My first feeling was thut the game was up. ’\Ial»e

my way ! eall him out ! -with the halls, corridors, and staircases
of the palace before iny embarraseed imagination—crowded
with goards and attendants speaking all the languages of Europe—
and a splendid maltitude in the saloons themselves, amidst
which my friend appeared lost beyond recall—the thing seemed
impossible. I therufore gave orders to the driver of the ﬁacre to
return to my hotel, when it occurred to me that at the o rst it
was only failing, The object was well worth a bold stroke, and,
if I should not suu:eed I should at least, like Phaeton, or.. Nu-
poleon himself on the late occasion, fail in an undertal\m{, of no
common kind. '[‘o the palace, then, of Marshal Junot, in. ‘this
corner of the Place Louis XV., then the residence of the Duke
of Wellington, I heroically drove. '

In my doubtlul state of mind T desired that my fiacre might

lwait five minutes for the chance of a fare home, and entered the
court—yard A guard of houour from each of the allied powers,
dlaplnyed by a blaze of torchlight, was the first of the stnlunv
The mixture of troops and nations was us

!scenes of the night,
| In approaching the door of entrance,

:splendid as it was friendly.
tan accidental circumstance ¢ set all to rights,”’ without the in-
wervention of Sir John Malcolm. An English carriage, with a
coronet on its panel, drove up, und discharged a gentleman and
two ladies ; I stepped backto give them the lead, but followed
so closely, ‘without intending the effect, that 1 became, to thie per-
ceptions of all the persons who had to pass, a fourth component
of iy lord’sparty. His name alone was announced, and the
two ladies and I passed halls and staircases with him, and entered,
without question, into t the saloon where the duke was receiving
.lus 1ilustnous guests,’ the - ﬁrst palty\ WIthln the door of which
was my f‘rleud R Vell )ou have mude your way ¢ Yes,
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" socinl, unprovements which benefit a state of peace, n remlmscenoe
ofBona‘mrle or \’Vellmwmn startles the ear like the. blare of the
ttumpets suddenl) arising in the midst of a commercial street, 1o,
. call attention to some state proclamation. We were forcibly
struck with the fuct a few months agu, when, atan evening party

I have, and done the most lmpudem tbmtr Tever dld in my Tife.”?

¢ Never mmd you are really an mvued rruest nnd[ WI“ by nnd
by tell you how. In.the mean tlme, take your place with s,
and you will learn to know the guests, by hearing them announ-
lced.” We were fortunately early, and no very illustrious visi-

a gentleman of no more than middle age chanced to give an ac-

ter had yetarrived. As we gazed with intense curiosity at the

count of a certuin ball at which he was present in Paris in the:/door, nobles, statesmen, generals, marshals, entered it in rapid

year 1815. 'T'he narrative, briefly and modestly as it was ex-
pressed, related to circumstances so unconimon, und so unlike
any thing which has since oceurred, or is likely ever to occur
aguin, that the wholo party, afier listeniug to it in almost breath-
lcss silence, declared itto be more like a chapter of romance
than any thing which a living man wmight be supposed to have
Jpassed throughin his own proper person. In compliunce with:lg
‘our request, the narrator has thrown his story into the 1ollowmw'
shape, for the henefit of a more numerous audience.

On ariving in Paris about the end of July, 1815, from an in-|ibons, were seen in every direction.

intensely intcresting sojourn of some time in the region of the
memorable contest of Waterloo, and full of curiosity to see  the
smen who had achieved that great victory, by which the capital of
Frauce had fallen into their hands about a fortnight before my
atrival, I was informed by my friend Sir John Malcoln, who had
been a companion in arms of the Duke of Wellington in India,
that, in two days, his grace was to give a-splendid bail to the
monarchs, princes, generals, and statesmen, who were then, from

‘suceession. Schwmtzenburﬂ Benningsen, PlatofF, Prince Wrede,
the hero of Hanan, Barclay de Tolly, Metternich, Castlereagh,
Bulow, Humboldt, and many others of not less note, pacsed an-
nounced in Freuch. The Company included, as might be expect-
ed, every British officer of distinction. Amidst a splendid display
af scarlet, minvl.ed with rich foreign uniforms, ‘we readily distin-
anished a profusion of the uniform of Aupstria, which, being whites

fnwe:. its wearers, 10 u Dritish eye, the appearance of the musi-

and stars, crosses, and rib-
¢« Son Altesse le Prince de
Benevento®® was declared, and fur the first time 1 saw, close to
me, the celebrated Talleyrand. The wily politician’s appearance
surprised us-all. It did not indicate that superior talent and vigour
which had politically survived repeated revolutions, and warned
Napoleon himself of the commencement of the downward move-
ment which hurried him to his fate. All seeméd old-bean-like
ebout him—a powdered, old-fushioned gentleman, something
younger, but much resembling Lord Ogilby in the play, and as

cians of a band. Diamonds blazed,

80 many conatries of Europe, met in DParis ; though, for obvious
reasons, none of the roya! family of France were expected to be
present. My friend of his own nccord promised to cadeavour to
obtain for e, late as it was, a ticket of admissionsy This pros-
Ppect, enough to raisc any one’s hopes, had its full efiect on wine,
and my disappointment was great indeed when informed on the

i

unfit apparently, to govern the displomacy of Europe. But we
did not allow his countenance 1o go unscrutinised, and we saw, or
thought we saw, inits very calm and milduess, the practised
tranquillity of the prince of diplomatists. Touche soon followed,
and we beheld the minister of police, the mover of the nost

niorning of the day itsell that I was too late ; the duke had per-:
emptorily refused to issue one admission more--too many for even
his spacious salvons having been given outalready. There was
nothing for it but resignation, and the whole day was passed by
me - in seeing sights, withan occasmnalswh for the ball, not less
sincere than that henved on similar occasions by many a ticketless!:
damsel, whoso cuse is aggravated by having to assist in dressing!'
a more fortunate sister for the treat which has been denied to
hersell. 1t was nine at night of a hot and most fatiguivg day, my
euly remaining ambition then being to be lifted by some good
:angel, and put into bed without the labour of even undressing.
¥ ! could not move a muscle without the greatest reluctance, but‘
layona sofa, a capital subject for the experiment of the power
of mmd over body, which was the next moment to be mads upon||

.
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tremendous engine of tyranny known to modern times. He look-
red the office well, and it was very exciting to see, almost to
Iouch, a man whose name had exercised a sway of terror not
jcxceeded by Napoleon's own. A bustling cortege of officers and
!.lids-do-cam_p, with a veteran at their head, were explained by
jthe announcement, * Son Altesse Serenissime le Prince Blu-
cher *  On his entry there was a rush to gaze upon him, and a
strnnfr feeling e\penenced when the Duke of Wellington met him
ha!l'way down the saloon with a hearty shuke of both hands.
‘Sll’ Walter Scott was, I remember, moved to tears, and said to
[me “ Look at that—a few weeks ago these two men delivered
IFurope * The spectacle, by the way, seemed to make an un-
]usua]ly deep impression upon this illustrivus person. Wonder
iand veneration sat upon his countenance during the most of the
;evening, to the marked diminution of its usual intelligent expres-

sion, and he appearcd like a man engrossed bv mastering feelings,

as was the Frenchman who, overpowered by the beanties of ‘Loch

hitnse!f and others.

arrive, and we all acknowledged our un'ga]hmt indifference to

in our lives. In the midstofsome gay chatupon this subject, our
eyes were suddenly called to the folding ddors, \yl]_ex_l," on . their
flying open, we learned that the next entrant was 1o be a monurch.
In louder accents than usual, we heard the folluwmg announce-
ment : Sa Majesto le Roi de Prusse—leur Altessea Royals les

Princes Royul ce Prusse—le Duc de Mecklmvburv ?» The king

entered with hls splendid cortege, and, after bemg aolemn!y re-
ceived by the illustrions host of the night, and shortly conversing
with him, passed on among the gay crowd, aud joined a cxrcle

the centre of which was Lady Custlereagh, and one of its com

ponents the veteran Blucher. This monarch had been remarked
in Paris for his gentleman- like appearance and great pl.unness of
circomstances. ITe seemed about forty- five years of age, and
wou]d have 'passed for a “well- bred Enghsh gentleumn. There
was also observed a sober and rnlher me]nncholv expression of
countenance, imputed to his great losq in his amlable queen. His
two,sons were mere youths. The Prince qf_’Omnge fo]lowed;
pale from his recent wound, and with his arm in a’ sling. He
spoke some time with the Duke of Wellington, and then joined
the circle of Lady Castiereagh, I observed General Alava much
bes;de the duke ; he had distinguished h_iuisell'by wriling a spirii-
ed account of the batile, and has since been ambassedor from
Spain, his native coumry,'lo Britajn. Afteruall hud assembled,
there was no fignre present which commanded a larger share of
attention than the Duke of Wellington. His person was new to
the bulk of the company. Familiur as that is now as he walks
the streets of London in his blue surtont, it was a most exciting
novelty to thoseyi:ho had followed him only in the gazette in his

Katrine, when asked what he thought, .unswered, ¢ I.do not’.
think—I only feel.”” Our common Edinburgh friends rewarked .
his extraordinary aspect though .we were not then so well uble'to .
aceount for it as we miglt be now, when the character of: the
great inaster of modern fiction has. been so well explaingd by

Crowds ofevery-day rank and nameless beauty contmued to .

lwhat is the chief adornment of ordinary lalls, and.charms of -
the ladies, with a virtuous reservution that it was for once only -

career of victory, and there was an eagerness to get his form intp

memory. by stadying it well. e was in field-marshal’s uniform,
and seemed in remarkubly good ond even high spirits, as beﬁtted
the gay occasion, . He was seen- ‘inevery Toom, noticing every:

Lhe pacxﬁcatot ofEurope, was,. after all, a mmtnl man.

this son of an English baron, mere. external rank being felt as
little or nothing in comparison with the greatness of commanding
intellect, and the merit of having wronght out the deliverance of
many nations.

One of the most striking and significant features of the scene
was the appearance of a portrait of Napoleon, which had been
recently finished for Junot, and -was left leaning against the
wall in one of the rooms. The duke, with true magnanimity,
had allowed this picture to remain, so that the fallen emperor also
seemed to form a part of the company. I saw the King of Prus-
sia and one or two other personages whose fates had been strange-
ly connected with his, stand for a few seconds before the por-
trait, and make a few remarks on the fidelity of the likeness. At
this time, the original was on his passage to St. Helena, dis-
crowned and a prisoner—for life, as it afterwards proved-—while
here was one of his palaces occupied in trmmph by his conguer-
ors—men who, a few months before, would have compounded
with him for one of the earth’s best kingdoms, but had now put
his neck beneath their yoke, and were amusing themselves by eriti-
cising his picture, which was all that remained of him to his coun-
try. Can such vicissitudes of fortune ever again be witnessed
on earth ! Walter Scott_o_bserved to me, thatif he shounld venture,
in fiction, to depict such a scene as was here presented to our
eyes withzll its circumstances and associations, brilliaut, nnble,
and aflecting, he should be charged with unpardonable exaggera-
tion. Ie wasright. Only reality is privileged to bring such
wonderful things under ohservation.

When wearied to a certain degres with the feelings excited by
what we saw in the rooms, westrayed out intothe gardens, which
were lighted up gorgeously, in a serene starry night, and enliven-
ed by the performances of jugglers and grimaciers. A sump-
tuous supper was spreud outin the gardens under elegant awn-
ings, and, on returning into the rooms, we learned that this meal
had just been annowneed. I inade an effort to enter the grand
salle-a manger ; and here I expected to see the duke presiding
over monarchs and princes, but it was already full, and I fail-
ed. Alittle disappointed, I went into a small room close at hand,
and here supper was spread on several small round tables. At the
next to that where Iiwas seated, sat two very beautiful English
ladies, keeping a chair vacant between them. One of them was
the wife of a great minister then present, and the othér the wife

of o minister who has since borne a conspicuous part in the affairs
of England.  In'a few minutes the Duke of Weliington Himaalf

[
one whom he at a]l knew, and" couversmc with many in the most -
frank. and e.wy manner. - It was “said that he was induced to-“v ‘
dance; but 1 did not witness thxs proof that the hero of Waterloo,
The o
most powerful sovereigns of Europe seemed 10 shrink besxde s



