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TRAFALGAR.
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They say it's an age of progress this, and a sight of things improves, 

But sickness, and age, and bereavement seem to work in the same old grooves. 

Fine they may grow, and that, but Death as lief takes the moth as the grub. 

When their dear ones die, I suspect they'll wish they'd a floor of their own to scrub. 




9.




"Some day they'll have a home of their own, much grander than this, no doubt, 

But polish the porch as you will you can't keep doctors and coffins out. 

I've done very well with my fowls this year, but what are pullets and eggs, 

When the heart in vain at the door of the grave the return of the lost one begs? 

The rich have leisure to wail and weep, the poor haven't time to be sad: 

If the cream hadn't been so contrairy this week, I think grief would have driven me mad. 





10.




"How does my husband bear up, you ask? Well, thank you, ma'am, fairly well; 

For he too is busy just now, you see, with the wheat and the hops to sell: 

It's when the work of the day is done, and he comes indoors at night. 

While the twilight hangs round the window-panes before I bring in the light. 

And takes down his pipe, and says not a word, but watches the faggots roar 

And then I know he is thinking of her who will sit on his knee no more. 





11.




"Must you be going? It seems so short. But thank you for thinking to come; 

It does me good to talk of it all, and grief feels doubled when dumb. 

And the butter's not quite so good this week, if you please, ma'am, you must not mind. 

And I'll not forget to send the ducks and all the eggs we can find; 

I've scarcely had time to look round me yet, work gets into such arrears, 

With only one pair of hands, and those fast wiping away one's tears. 





12.




"You've got some flowers, yet, haven't you, ma'am? though they now must be going fast; 

We never have any to speak of here, and I placed on her coffin the last. 

Could you spare me a few for Sunday next? I should like to go all alone, 

And lay them down on the little mound where there isn't as yet a stone. 

Thank you kindly, I'm sure they'll do, and I promise to heed what you say; 

I'll only just go and lay them there, and then I will come away." 





-   -   -   -   -









X.




Come, let us go. Yes, down the hill, and home by the winding lane. 

The low-lying fields are suffused with haze, as life is suffused with pain. 

The noon mists gain on the morning sun, so despondency gains on youth; 

We grope, and wrangle, and boast, but Death is the only certain truth. 

O love of life! what a foolish love! we should weary of life did it last. 

While it lingers, it is but a little thing; 'tis nothing at all when past. 





XI.




The acorns thicker and thicker lie, the bryony limper grows. 

There are mildewing beads on the leafless brier where once smiled the sweet dog-rose. 

You may see the leaves of the primrose push through the litter of sodden ground; 

Their pale stars dream in the wintry womb, and the pimpernel sleepeth sound. 

They will awake; shall we awake? Are we more than imprisoned breath? 

When the heart grows weak, then hope grows strong, but stronger than hope is Death.




October, 1878. Alfred Austin.












From Macmillan's Magazine.
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	OCTOBER 21, 1805.

	

	

Heard ye the thunder of battle
Low in the south and afar?

Saw ye the flash of the death-cloud 
Crimson on Trafalgar?

Such another day never
England will look on again,

Where the battle fought was the hottest, 
And the hero of heroes was slain!








1.





For the fleet of France and the force of Spain were gather'd for fight,

A greater than Philip their lord, a new Armada in might;

And the sails were white once more in the deep Gaditanian bay,

Where "Redoubtable" and "Bucentaure" and great "Trinidada" lay;

Eager-reluctant to fight; for across the bloodshed to be

Two navies beheld one prize in its glory, — the throne of the sea!

Which were bravest, who should tell? for both were gallant and true;

But the greatest seaman was ours, of all that sailed o'er the blue.





2.




From Cadiz the enemy sallied: they knew not Nelson was there;

His name a navy to us, but to them a flag of despair.
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