
•THE PASSING OF "BOBS BAHADUR"
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(Net*.—Than wan naar amont tha admirara of tlia gnat aeldlar wlw
tkonaht that a tomb mora worthy of. or at laaat mora anltabla to Lord Robaita
and nia work, than ona In St. Paul'a or avan Waatmlaatar Abbajr should hava baan
cat for him In tha faatnaaaaa of tha Northwast Frontiar, whara ha might kaap watch
and ward In tha apirtt foravar.—R.S.-W.)

Huahl a Sahib goes by I

From Dover cliffs to far Cashmir
Rings the challenge, "Who goes there?"

Thrilling slumbering echoes round the path by
which you go;

From Punjab plain to Calais pier

The echoes leap from days that were.

Fling the answer, bugle clear:

"Friend—who loved a foel"

Rung-hol

Bahadur, rung-hol

Rajah, nawab, zemindar,
Maharaj and mehetah

Lace with arched and lambent swords the path

by which you go.

From Rangoon up to Kandahar,
By palace stilled and huihed bazaar.

Your guard of honour flashes far.

For India loved you so.

Rung-hol
Gurkhs^ Sikh and Mahratha,
Sib 'neath battle's sanguined star.

In right of sworn blood-brothers, flsuik

path by which you go;
Ressaldar and havildar,

Subadar and jemadar.
Each a proven scimitar

Tempered to the foe.

the


