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HEARD ye the figh of grief—the plaintive found
Of lamentation o’er the Mighty Dead-—

The voice {ubdued of forrowing thoufands round

The lifelefs Form, that erft to victory led ?
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Behold yon hallowed f{pot, where that Great Chief
Beneath the ftately Dome is laid |—¢€’en there
Sweet confolation mingles with our grief:—

'T'is joy to feel how great his Virtues were !

The Faithful there, while countlefs years roll paft,
Shall congregate—there linger o’er the NAME—
This folemn Temple difappear at laft,

But grateful Britons f{till record his fame.

He loved his Country—fhe her gallant Son,

Whofe Deeds fublime—whofe Heart upright and
true !

How oft for her he fought—how oft he won

How oft braved death, each Comrade-Soldier knew!
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Ye Foreign Brave! fhall Britons not confels
Your hearts were ftout—your prowefs nobly bleft,
When fide by fide with them ye grafped fuccefs,

By Heroes led, that all the World might reft?

To you—to us—the Lord of hofts gave peace,
Whofe paths are beautiful ! —peace earned by war
Holy and juft,—to crufh the rank increafe

Of human ill, and ’ftablifh righteous law !

Deeds lofty [—bright with heaven’s celeftial rays !—

Records of virtue |—glorious figns to fcan !—
Sublime memorials of OUR HERO’S days,

That teach, when Geod fuftains, how great is man!
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Wifdom, and energetic {peech were given
To him abundantly, The People bent
Before his prefence : well they knew from heaven

Gifts great as thefe to blefs mankind are fent!

That homage was devout—the foul was there!
They bow not to the man, whate’er his power,
Whofe deeds are dark—whofe daily {peech not fair,—

But fcorn, when honour’s dead, in that fame hour!

And thou, fair Sovran-Ruler of the State,
With thefe thy faithful People dropp’ft a tear—
That folemn witnefs when affli¢tion’s great |—

That touching fign if woe hath drawn too near!
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He ferved the Lord in {pirit and in truth
Unto the end. Triumphantly he won

Imperifhable fame, adored by youth,
Reveredbyage—IMMORTAL WELLINGTON!

C. WHITTINKGHAM, TOOKS COURT, CHANCERY LANE.












