Texts presented in Class 7

Henry Harrison: The Crown of India (Elgar), India’s welcome

No woe waits either, nor defeat hath sting
That follows on the fiat of a King.

And happy Britain — that above all lands

Still where she conquers counsels, not commands!
See wide and wider yet her rule extend

Who of a foe defeated makes a friend,

Who spreads her Empire not to get but give
And, free herself, bids others free to live.

To all of her dominions East and West

She sends her sons, she gives them of her best,
No aliens, but to found across the foam

A newer Motherland, another Home.

Unfurl the flag of England, fling it wide

O’er half a world to float! — and this its pride,
And this the might of those beneath it met,
That, as the sun upon it ne’er doth set,

So, welded into one her Peoples pray

With heart and voice — "God grant it never may!"
"God and the Right" — so stands our motto still,
And while its soul fires Britain’s work and will,
Still Liberty the borders shall enlarge

And lift the banners of the British Raj!

Henry Harrison: The Crown of India (Elgar), Saint George’s song

To the tally of my soul,

Wherever England flies her flag
O’er what her sword hath won,
Her claim to keep, to rule, to reap,
She rests on duty done.

Her title strong, no tyrant brag

Of frowning fort, nor fleet,

But Right upheld and rancor quelled,
And Wrong beneath her feet.

Lift aloft the Flag of England!
Hers it is to lead the Light.



Ours to keep her yet the Kingland,
Keep her ancient Honour bright,

Her Manhood ever glorious,

Her Valour still victorious,

Lift aloft the Flag of England,

Break the Wrong and make the Right!

Oh, sons of Merry England born!

Oh, Knights of good Saint George!
Still may your steel from head to heel
Be bright from Honour’s forge.

Still be your blades for England worn,
Dear Land that hath no like!

And for her Fame and in her name
Unsheath the sword and strike!

Lift aloft the Flag of England!

Hers it is to lead the Light,

Ours to keep her yet the Kingland,
Keep her ancient Honour bright,

Her Manhood ever glorious,

Her Valour still victorious,

Lift aloft the Flag of England,

Break the Wrong and make the Right!

Alfred Lord Tennyson: The Charge of the Light Brigade

I

Half a league, half a league,

Half a league onward,

All in the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

“Forward, the Light Brigade!

Charge for the guns!” he said.

Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.



II

“Forward, the Light Brigade!”

Was there a man dismayed?

Not though the soldier knew
Someone had blundered.
Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs not to reason why,
Theirs but to do and die.
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

II1
Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them
Volleyed and thundered;
Stormed at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode and well,
Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of hell
Rode the six hundred.

v
Flashed all their sabres bare,
Flashed as they turned in air
Sabring the gunners there,
Charging an army, while
All the world wondered.
Plunged in the battery-smoke
Right through the line they broke;
Cossack and Russian
Reeled from the sabre stroke
Shattered and sundered.
Then they rode back, but not
Not the six hundred.

\Y
Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them

Volleyed and thundered;
Stormed at with shot and shell,



While horse and hero fell.
They that had fought so well
Came through the jaws of Death,
Back from the mouth of hell,
All that was left of them,

Left of six hundred.

VI

When can their glory fade?

O the wild charge they made!
All the world wondered.

Honour the charge they made!

Honour the Light Brigade,
Noble six hundred!

Rudyard Kipling: The Last of the Light Brigade

There were thirty million English who talked of England's might,
There were twenty broken troopers who lacked a bed for the night.
They had neither food nor money, they had neither service nor trade;
They were only shiftless soldiers, the last of the Light Brigade.

They felt that life was fleeting; they knew not that art was long,
That though they were dying of famine, they lived in deathless song.
They asked for a little money to keep the wolf from the door;

And the thirty million English sent twenty pounds and four!

They laid their heads together that were scarred and lined and grey;
Keen were the Russian sabres, but want was keener than they;

And an old Troop-Sergeant muttered, "Let us go to the man who writes
The things on Balaclava the kiddies at school recites."

They went without bands or colours, a regiment ten-file strong,

To look for the Master-singer who had crowned them all in his song;
And, waiting his servant's order, by the garden gate they stayed,

A desolate little cluster, the last of the Light Brigade.

They strove to stand to attention, to straighten the toil-bowed back;
They drilled on an empty stomach, the loose-knit files fell slack;
With stooping of weary shoulders, in garments tattered and frayed,
They shambled into his presence, the last of the Light Brigade.



The old Troop-Sergeant was spokesman, and "Beggin' your pardon," he said,
"You wrote o' the Light Brigade, sir. Here's all that isn't dead.

An' it's all come true what you wrote, sir, regardin' the mouth of hell;

For we're all of us nigh to the workhouse, an' we thought we'd call an' tell.

"No, thank you, we don't want food, sir; but couldn't you take an' write
A sort of 'to be continued' and 'see next page' o' the fight?

We think that someone has blundered, an' couldn't you tell 'em how?
You wrote we were heroes once, sir. Please, write we are starving now."

The poor little army departed, limping and lean and forlorn.

And the heart of the Master-singer grew hot with "the scorn of scorn."

And he wrote for them wonderful verses that swept the land like flame,

Till the fatted souls of the English were scourged with the thing called Shame.

O thirty million English that babble of England's might,

Behold there are twenty heroes who lack their food to-night;

Our children's children are lisping to "honour the charge they made—"

And we leave to the streets and the workhouse the charge of the Light Brigade!

Rudyard Kipling: Gunga Din

You may talk o’ gin and beer
When you’re quartered safe out ’ere,
An’ you're sent to penny-fights an’ Aldershot it;
But when it comes to slaughter
You will do your work on water,
An’ you'll lick the bloomin’ boots of 'im that’s got it.
Now in Injia’s sunny clime,
Where I used to spend my time
A-servin’ of 'Er Majesty the Queen,
Of all them blackfaced crew
The finest man I knew
Was our regimental bhisti, Gunga Din,
He was “Din! Din! Din!
You limpin’ lump o’ brick-dust, Gunga Din!
Hi! Slippy hitherao
Water, get it! Panee lao,
You squidgy-nosed old idol, Gunga Din.”



The uniform ’e wore
Was nothin’ much before,
An’ rather less than ’arf o’ that be’ind,
For a piece o’ twisty rag
An’ a goatskin water-bag
Was all the field-equipment ’e could find.
When the sweatin’ troop-train lay
In a sidin’ through the day,
Where the ’eat would make your bloomin’ eyebrows crawl,
We shouted “Harry By!”
Till our throats were bricky-dry,
Then we wopped 'im ’cause ’e couldn’t serve us all.
It was “Din! Din! Din!
You ’eathen, where the mischief ’ave you been?
You put some juldee in it
Or I’'ll marrow you this minute
If you don’t fill up my helmet, Gunga Din!”

'E would dot an’ carry one
Till the longest day was done;
An’ ’e didn’t seem to know the use o’ fear.
If we charged or broke or cut,
You could bet your bloomin’ nut,
"E’d be waitin’ fifty paces right flank rear.
With ’is mussick on ’is back,
'E would skip with our attack,
An’ watch us till the bugles made 'Retire,’
An’ for all ’is dirty ’ide
'E was white, clear white, inside
When ’e went to tend the wounded under fire!
It was Din! Din! Din!”
With the bullets kickin’ dust-spots on the green.
When the cartridges ran out,
You could hear the front-ranks shout,
“Hi! ammunition-mules an' Gunga Din!”

I shan’t forgit the night

When I dropped be’ind the fight

With a bullet where my belt-plate should ’a’ been.
I was chokin’ mad with thirst,

An’ the man that spied me first

Was our good old grinnin’, gruntin’ Gunga Din.



'E lifted up my ’ead,

An’ he plugged me where I bled,

An’ e guv me ’arf-a-pint 0’ water green.

It was crawlin’ and it stunk,

But of all the drinks I've drunk,

I’'m gratefullest to one from Gunga Din.
It was "Din! Din! Din!

Ere’s a beggar with a bullet through ’is spleen.
E's chawin’ up the ground,
An’ ’e’s kickin’ all around:

For Gawd’s sake git the water, Gunga Din!"

'E carried me away
To where a dooli lay,
An’ a bullet come an’ drilled the beggar clean.
'E put me safe inside,
An’ just before ’e died,
“I "ope you liked your drink,” sez Gunga Din.
So I'll meet 'im later on
At the place where e is gone—
Where it’s always double drill and no canteen.
"E’ll be squattin’ on the coals
Givin’ drink to poor damned souls,
An’ I'll get a swig in hell from Gunga Din!
Yes, Din! Din! Din!
You Lazarushian-leather Gunga Din!
Though I've belted you and flayed you,
By the livin’ Gawd that made you,
You're a better man than I am, Gunga Din!

Rudyard Kipling: Recessional

God of our fathers, known of old,
Lord of our far-flung battle-line,
Beneath whose awful Hand we hold
Dominion over palm and pine—
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget—Ilest we forget!

The tumult and the shouting dies;
The Captains and the Kings depart:
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,



An humble and a contrite heart.
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget—Ilest we forget!

Far-called, our navies melt away;

On dune and headland sinks the fire:
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!
Judge of the Nations, spare us yet,
Lest we forget—Ilest we forget!

If, drunk with sight of power, we loose
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe,
Such boastings as the Gentiles use,
Or lesser breeds without the Law—
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget—Ilest we forget!

For heathen heart that puts her trust

In reeking tube and iron shard,
All valiant dust that builds on dust,

And guarding, calls not Thee to guard,
For frantic boast and foolish word—
Thy mercy on Thy People, Lord!

Rudyard Kipling: The White Man’s Burden

Take up the White Man's burden—
Send forth the best ye breed—
Go bind your sons to exile
To serve your captives' need,
To wait in heavy harness
On fluttered folk and wild—
Your new-caught sullen peoples,
Half devil and half child.

Take up the White Man's burden—
In patience to abide

To veil the threat of terror
And check the show of pride;

By open speech and simple,
An hundred times made plain,



To seek another's profit,
And work another's gain.

Take up the White Man's burden—
The savage wars of peace—
Fill full the mouth of famine
And bid the sickness cease;
And when your goal is nearest
The end for others sought,
Watch Sloth and heathen Folly
Bring all your hopes to nought.

Take up the White Man's burden—
No tawdry rule of kings,

But toil of serf and sweeper—
The tale of common things.

The ports ye shall not enter,
The roads ye shall not tread,

Go make them with your living,
And mark them with your dead !

Take up the White Man's burden—
And reap his old reward,
The blame of those ye better,
The hate of those ye guard—
The cry of hosts ye humour
(Ah slowly !) towards the light:-
"Why brought ye us from bondage,
"Our loved Egyptian night ?"

Take up the White Man's burden—
Ye dare not stoop to less—
Nor call too loud on Freedom
To cloak your weariness;
By all ye cry or whisper,
By all ye leave or do,
The silent sullen peoples
Shall weigh your Gods and you.

Take up the White Man's burden—
Have done with childish days—
The lightly proffered laurel,



The easy, ungrudged praise.
Comes now, to search your manhood
Through all the thankless years,
Cold-edged with dear-bought wisdom,
The judgement of your peers.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow: excerpts from Hiawatha

By the shore of Gitche Gumee,
By the shining Big-Sea-Water,
At the doorway of his wigwam,
In the pleasant Summer morning,
Hiawatha stood and waited.
All the air was full of freshness,
All the earth was bright and joyous,
And before him, through the sunshine,
Westward toward the neighboring forest
Passed in golden swarms the Ahmo,
Passed the bees, the honey-makers,
Burning, singing in the sunshine.

Bright above him shone the heavens,
Level spread the lake before him;
From its bosom leaped the sturgeon,
Sparkling, flashing in the sunshine;
On its margin the great forest
Stood reflected in the water,

Every tree-top had its shadow,
Motionless beneath the water.

From the brow of Hiawatha
Gone was every trace of sorrow,
As the fog from off the water,

As the mist from off the meadow.
With a smile of joy and triumph,
With a look of exultation,

As of one who in a vision

Sees what is to be, but is not,
Stood and waited Hiawatha.



Toward the sun his hands were lifted,
Both the palms spread out against it,
And between the parted fingers
Fell the sunshine on his features,
Flecked with light his naked shoulders,
As it falls and flecks an oak-tree
Through the rifted leaves and branches.

* k%

You shall hear how Pau-Puk-Keewis
How the handsome Yenadizze
Danced at Hiawatha's wedding;
How the gentle Chibiabos

He the sweetest of musicians

Sang his songs of love and longing;
How lagoo, the great boaster

He the marvellous story-teller

Told his tales of strange adventure
That the feast might be more joyous
That the time might pass more gayly
And the guests be more contented.

Sumptuous was the feast Nokomis
Made at Hiawatha's wedding;

All the bowls were made of bass-wood
White and polished very smoothly

All the spoons of horn of bison

Black and polished very smoothly.

She had sent through all the village
Messengers with wands of willow

As a sign of invitation

As a token of the feasting;

And the wedding guests assembled
Clad in all their richest raiment

Robes of fur and belts of wampum
Splendid with their paint and plumage
Beautiful with beads and tassels.

First they ate the sturgeon, Nahma
And the pike, the Maskenozha



Caught and cooked by old Nokomis;
Then on pemican they feasted
Pemican and buffalo marrow
Haunch of deer and hump of bison
Yellow cakes of the Mondamin

And the wild rice of the river.

But the gracious Hiawatha

And the lovely Laughing Water
And the careful old Nokomis
Tasted not the food before them
Only waited on the others

Only served their guests in silence.



