
THE LAST SALUTE 

Through the night the people wait, silent and patient, 

L1JSPJ2? 
miles the queue stretches, and there are peoples from many lands 

(the &reat Z%Ze^L:rZi^ ZSeS'L^" 

In the sombre grey the catafalque is the only island of 

standard; and the brilliant uniforms of his guards: and 
reverently passing the island in an endless stream, his people. 

At short intervals the guard changes, perfect in their 
precision, moving in their pageantry, and oblivious to the passing gp crvc: -
"This was a King his people loved.* 


