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Strange is the ·,\·orking of the drama of life! It was not three weeks ago 

that 1 passed 

he;,rtsastothc 

l'alace. '>o first shadow h,,,\ come upon our 

health. He was within, n hale and hard-working 

and crowded London, and for this were his horses trained; but who, of nil 

men who viewed them, cou ld ha\"e harboured so black a thought upon ll1u\ 

sunlit day, with the royal banner mast•headed against the sky? 

I cast my mind back nine years ago-" Jiu)e more than nine--when ! 

stood amid the crowd and saw the great Queen pass dov.n upon that last 

journey. The little coffin, small ns that ol a d,ild, lay upon a gun. 

l!e rode \,€hind it. I marked him well. His face was sad and 

resolute, his eyes far away, as one who secs a long 

himself to his task. I had good hopes for Engbnd as 1 

face, and the gentle strength of his bearing. The great Queen lay upon the 

gun-carriage, but her spirit, her essence, all that she ga,·e to her people and 

that her people cra,·ed, might still be with us. So! hoped and prayed. 



The Steadfast liing. 

Nine,·ensha,·e 

Had we, as in older 

and \\hat could England h"ve "sked for more? 
toraiseourchicfuponourbucklers,nnd"llthc 

wide world from which to rnake our choice. is it not tht1s that wc should haYe 
chosen? \\'here was t he wiser man? \\' here was the kinder? \\'here was 

he who was more truh· the serrnnt of all. and therefore the master nf himself? 
Duty was with him like his shadow from the day he rode through mourning 

London till the hour when in one last sentence he left nn inspiration to his 
people "I will work to the end•· lcannotthinkofanynoblcrdringwords. 

of any more manful purpose than that. The gentle, steadfast spirit stood 
dear cut in the light of one heroic phrase. 

\\'hat have the nine years g-i,·en us~ \\"h"t have we not reaped where 
the King sowed? Think how we stood. \\'as 1here one nation in all Europe 

who looked upon us with a kindly cp:? Had \IC not become in our proud 
aloofness a common ,·ent for the spleen of each? There was not a single 
cloud. but many, and all might bank in1oone bla~·k menace. !\ow, if our sk;· 
is not cloudles,, yet sec the change which one short reign has wrought 

Friendly shore~ face us. Our Eas!ern danger has thinned away. 
bonds have been formed. Old bonds ha,·e been strengthened. This is the 

harvest of nine rears. 

The Progress of Empire. 

In the Empire, too, what years of progress! Australia united as one 

nation; South Africa also, with the old flag flying unchallenged from Capetown 
to the Zambcsi, Boer and Briton content beneath its folds . Irel and, too-­

surely there arc the first gleams of a sunburst over Ireland. Has anrdecade 
done more to heal the wounds ofrcnturics and soothe the enduring hatred 
of 1he Celt? Everywhere in the \ \'hite Empire 1here has been mlvnnce. and 

c\'erywhere his hand and his counsels arc secn. 

And now the short, strenuous epic is o.-cr. Once more the gun-,;arriage 
of ill omen passes dowc> amid the sorro"·ing people. Behind it follow :,s of 

yore the kings and the sons of kings with :,II of power nod 



pomp and majesty that the world can show. Even as I saw him 
ride behind his mother, so now I sec his son rjde behind him. And again I 

feel that there is good hope for Engbnd, llopc that we may have liYed under 
three reigns and p,t under the one spirit. The King passes, but the tr:1dition 
of duty, of moderatino, of wi,dom, is tile kingly essence which remains and 
will not pass from among us 

The Last Journey. 

\\-ho shall hope to describe thnt cortkge :' \\.hat mere roll-call of 

of the three veterans riding abreast ­
and the rugged \Yood. Alas 

to render the group complete! 
l"hc dog, too--the !inle 1>hitc dog- who could forget him as he trots behind 
his master's coffin? And the troop of J.Sings who escorted their dead pc<'r., :~--.. "'~ .. ~: .. "':;_;_;_ ... .:.:.:::::::~_..,::."": .. '"'_"" ....... ::~~--::.-~'' 
is Spain, ,os,;et ie and 

faced man. There i8 at last if that man has his way. 
the great American, set like • 

granite, as he leans back in his carriage. And to me the strongest impression 
of all that exquisite Qu~en-mother, the sweet womanliness, the gentle grace, 
a picture framed for an instant in a carriage window and nner to be forgotten, 
These are high lights which stand clear in my mind after the broad ri\'er of 
srarle t and gold ha~ flo11·ed full-1i,!e between its hanks of pale faces, and the 
King has passed to his place 

A Ne w Era. 

!\ow it is o,·cr. Statesmen and warriors, leaders and with glint 
uf gold and flash of ste.-.1, the greatest mu~tcr upon all are gone and 
remain but a memory. The people surge for!h from dose ranks , and 
the hushed hum of London rises once more. For a few hours the great 
complex machine h~s stood at rest-for as many ,reeks it has been running 



hcnilyand slowly in all its countlt:ssi:ears. Euch turns to his ·,wn 

f;~i;~~ ~i~:~";_ss.,\ l;::: ~::~\
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of parties will break forth. It isgoo<lthnt it should for only through \ 

banlc can Life's high issues be attained. It is in the well as in 

thcobjcctfoughtfwthatthe,·irtuelics. Tostri,·eistolh·e;ioreslisto ~ 

de<.·ay. llut in the hour of darkness, in the hour of wcarincs~ "nd 

despondency, that hour that comes toe>"ery man, he will lift up his heart and 

turn anew to his rnsk when tht:re comes to his memory those last wor,ls, " I 

will work to the end." 

So may the spirit ofthei:reat King-still lini:ertouphold his people 

ARTH UR CO'\.\'\ DOYI.E, 


	1
	2
	3
	4

