
CROMWELL AT THE COFFIN OF CHARLES I .
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VIII .

OLD Earth hathnot astory,with awe more stronglyblent | The torches in their regal stands revealed a gorgeous

Than thehour when from thebrow of CHARLEShis crown scene,

was rudely rent, Curtainsof rarestcrimsonhue, andostrichplumesbetween,

And theiron men of that iron time, with a bearingproud The spoilsthat power had gatheredwere piled profusely

andhigh, round,

Determined, in their heartofhearts, thattheir haughtyking And a
ll

thatwealth o
r

tastecouldcrave, in thatlordly room
must die . was found .

II . IX .

They ledhim forth to die a death, that to thefelon ' s heart The scenespokepower , andpomp , and pride — yetsilence
Makes thedeepest tides o

f

human shame to the cheek in broodedthere ;

crimsonstart, Nor swell o
f

mirth , nor burst o
f song, frommanlyone o
r

fair ,

T
o

the blocktheyled him , while around , in warlike pomp, Parted thealmost cloisteredgloom - nor een the sleeper' s

yet dumb, breath
The warrior hoststhat conquered h

im

to h
is

awful funeral Fell o
n

the ear to tell o
f

life , - while splendormocked a
t

come. death.

III .

How spedalong the hearts o
f

a
ll

who marked the steel ' s WHERE WERE THEY ? ALL ! - th
e

glitteringhost ,who lately
reveledthere ,

quick flight ,

A thrill , deep-seated — curdling - keen, a
s they witnessed

The nobles, vowed throughweal o
r

wo theirprince ' s fate

to share ;

the wild sight,

When thehead , that oncegave law to realms, rolled the And they, thedames o
f highdescent, themothers o
f

a race
Who recked not aught o

f danger, savewhen coupledwithscaffold' s planksbeneath, disgrace ?

And pride -curled lip and scornfuleyewere passionless in

death ! XI .

WHERE WERE THEY NOW ? - Go seek alongthe blood enIV .

crimsonedsod,

The spell was broken - like a whim o
f

woman ' s feverish Where thenoblestgavetheir lives to war - their spirits to

brain , their God ;

Had passedthewell forged, centuried power o
f England ' s Go where in o
ld

ancestralhallsclouded is eachfair brow ,

kingly reign , And tones o
f

wail , and breaking hearts, speak woman ' s

And freed , a
s

fromthe captive ' s limbsfall irongyvesaway , gatheredwo .

The verdant glades o
f

the Father - land slept, bathed in XII .

Freedom' s ray .

They had battledwell — those cavaliers ! — And bold their
war notespealed

A mightier thanthe sceptered, a strongerthan it
s

lord , In many a fearless , daring charge, o
n many a well -fought

Had snatchedaway thediademandhacked itwith hissword , field ;

And , waking from it
s

slumberdeepOld England ' s lionheart , They had nobly borne — th
e

gentle ones who cheered

Caused it
s

most fiery energies to fiercestactionstart ! . . . thosewarriors o
n ,

And knew - like the Egyptian queen - to die when hope

was gone !

XIII .

" STAND, O
R

WE SHOOT! - STAND, AT THEWORD ! ” The
matchesruddier flamed, And h

e
! fo

r

whom suchservice leal , suchhigh emprise

A
s

th
e

watchers o
f

th
e

kingly corpsetheir jealouschallenge was shown ,

named. Knew not , nor recked , o
f

thedreaddoom that swept h
im

“ STAND ! ” and eachwary guardian ' s eye glanced to h
is from a throne ;

neighbor ' s face, Yet - vanity o
f

vanities" - like a guilty felonthing ,

Anxious to know who sought, thus late, that proudyet in thehalls where all bent low to him , lieswhat was Eng

land' s king .

solemnplace :

XIV .

VII .

. . . " STAND, O
R

WE SHOOT! " againrangout thewatch
For o

n a couch, right royally , in London ' s lordliesthall , T . ers ' warning word ,

Rested , beneathBritannia ' s arms , a dark , funerealpall , - A
s

fromthe distantspaceandgloom the comer' s stepwas
And still below , in death ' s last guise, a simplertale was heard,

read But heedless a
ll

o
f

shot o
r

shoutthe intruderventured o
n ,

A
n

oakencoffinpicture : : here thepresence o
f

thedead . Untilbeneaththetorches' glarehislineamentswere shown .

VI .
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XV . No longerbymount, plainandglen

Shall the strickensink todie,

Or theblood of leal andsaintlymen
Pale theoverarchingsky.

Theyrangeaside, for well theyknew thebearing, stoutand
stern,

Ofhim whoseglancecouldawe theproud, and battle'scur
rent turn;

Thegreat Avenger of thewronged- fair England's daring
son,

Whose sword hadknownno sheathédrest till all it claimed

was won.

5

Like a troubleddreamhehas passedaway,

Andmen still standaghast

As theirmindsbroodo'er thewondrousscene,

Of a king to judgmentpassed;
Of a thronewhose propsare bentto earth,

A sceptresnappedin twain ;
Of a diademthatisnothingworth,

Of o
ld England ' s riven chain .

XVI .

No victor ' s glanceflashedfree andfull - n
o

rush o
f triumph' s

wave ,

A
s

h
e passed to where his victim ' s form la
y

shrouded fo
r

thegrave ;

But ever andanonthere swept, a
s

if beyondcontrol ,

T
o

the eye ' s marge th
e

tides o
f thought, thatbillowed o ' e
r

his soul .

XVII .

But over all — beyondall this ,

A granderchangeappears;

It floodsmy soul , a
s

to theseer
Cometroopingfutureyears ;

And , like a giantslumberinglong ,

My country ' s geniusstarts,

And the echo o
f

her ransom-song

Is thegush o
f

humblehearts !

And bendingforward - thatstrangeman ! to high resolvings
strung,

From thepale features o
f

the doomedthesnowyvestment
flung,

Then ,waving back the wond 'ring guards , bent lower h
is

proudhead, -

And thusgave freevent to h
is

mood , o ' e
r

the a
ll

-uncon
sciousdead :

And who , when all thesethingsareknown ,

Will thendenounce a deed
Throughwhich , with God our trustand guide,

Our native landwe ' v
e

freed ?

Who brand u
s

other thanwe are ,
The van o

f patriotsyet to b
e ,

Men who will every peril dare
For Freedomandthe Free!

He sleeps : Life ' s fitfulpageant o ' e
r ,

How calmlyrests h
e

now ;

No warring passionspour their floods
Along thatkinglybrow :

While hushed to their eternalrest ,

The eyesflashforth n
o

scorn ,

And theheavelessline o
f

the sleeper' s breast

B
y

n
o surgingpride is worn .

He sleeps - like to somesculpturedthing ;

Where now thevoice o
f pride

Thatcarriedfear to timidhearts

And urgedthe battle' s tide ?

Where now the sneerthatspokehis hate,

As h
e

trodtheCommons' aisle ,

And h
e

dared in thedream o
f

his high estate
At our just rebuke to smile ?

And will men so recordour a
ct ,

When comingyearsshall span

The nations b
y

our code , andform

A brotherhood o
f

man ; - -

When peer and vassulshall b
e

known ,

A
s legendname o
f

olden time ,

Andman shall fill n
o

more a throne

O
r

climb to it b
y

crime ?

3

And where theair o
f graverdoubt

With which his doomwas heard,

When England ' s tried , true -heartedmen
Their judgmentsternpreferred ?

Where now that latest steadfastlook
With which h

e

searchedmy soul,

As thoughhe fain would bareeachnook

T
o

it
s

wild , yet dreadcontrol ?

It mattersnot - oneheart a
t

least,

Although it mournedHis doom,

Bears thatwithin it
s

inmostcore ,

Yielding Remorse n
o

room ;

He died , thatfreedommight b
e given

T
o groaningrealms, too longopprest ;

And now thai Slavery ' s yoke is riven ,

King : - tyrant ! - victim ! - rest . . . . . . . .

XVIII .

Thenoiselesswing o
f morningswept to where thespeaker

stood,

And the torchespaledanddied a
s

there it poureda radiant
flood

One look - a lingering , wistful look , - to thedeadman is

thrown ,

And CROMWELL, fromhis victim ' s side , in musingmood, is

gone !

All gone ! themighty is laid low ,

Thespoiler ' s power is o ' e
r ,

And thecottage-homes o
f

a weary land,

He shall slaytheir youthno more !
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