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) THE STORM.

Eafe, rude Boreas, bluft’ring railer,

\_/ Lift ye land{men all to me,
BMefimates hear a brother failor,
Sing the dangers of the fea 5
Yrom bounding billows firft in motion,
Vhen the diftant whirlwinds rife,
‘0 the tenipefi-treubled ocean,
Where the leas contend with fkies.

: Livery,

Hark ! the boatsfwain hoarfely bawling,
By toptail fheets, and haulyards ftand *
Down top-gallants guick be hauling ?
Down your ftay-fails hand, boys, hand !
Now it flefhens, fet the braces :
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Quick the topiail theets let g0

Luf, boys, luff, don’t make wry faces ;
Up your topfails nimbly clew.

SLow.
Now all you on down-beds {porting,
Fondly lock’d in beauty’s arms,
Ireth enjoyments wanton courting,
Free from all but love’s alarms,—
Round us roars the tempeft louder ;
Think what fear our mind enthralls,
Harder yet, it yet blows barder,
Now again the boat{wain calls.

UICK.

The top-fail-yards point to the wind boys,
See all clear to reef each courfe !
Let the fore-theets go, don’t mind, boys,
Though the weather fhould be worfe ;
Kore and aft the fprit-fail yard get,
Reef the mizen, fee all clear,
Hand up! each preventer-brace fet,
Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer!

Srow, ;
Now the dreadful thunder’s roaring !
Peals on peals contending clalh !
©n our heads fierce rain falls pouring,
In our eycs blue lightenings flafh !
One wide water all around us,
All aboye us one black fky !
D1ff'rent deaths at once furround us !

'.’Harlfg what means that dreadful cry ?

: 2 d {50 AR
Lhe feremalt’s gone, gries ev'ry tongue ous

O’er the lee twelve feet 'bove deck, |
A leak beneath the cheft-tree's fprung out,
Call all hands to clear the wreck ;
Quiclk the lanyards cut to pieces !
Come, my hearts, be ftout and bold !
Plumb the well, the leak increafes,
Four feet water in the hold.
Srow.

While o’er the fhip wild wavesare beating
We for wives or children mourn ;
Alas! frem hence there’s no retreating ;
Alas! from hence there’s no return ;
Still the Jeak is gaining on us,
Both chain-pumps are choak’d below,
Heav'n have merey here upon us !
For only that can fave us now !

Quick, |
O'er the lee-beam is the land, boys,
Let the guns o'er board be thrown,
Yo the pump eome every hand, boys,
See our mizen-maft is gone;
The leak we've found, 1t cannot pour fag,
We've lighten’d her a foot or more,
Up and rigg a ] ury fore-maft,
She rights, the rights, boys ! wear off hore.
Now once more on joys we’re thinking,
Since kind fortune fpar’d our lives,
Come, the can, boys, let’s be drinking,
To our {weethearts and our wives 3
Fill it up, about fhip wheel it,
Clofe to the lips a brimmer join, :
Where’s the terapeft now ? who feels it !
None? our danger’s drown’d in wine,

PATRICK O'NEAL.

O ye fons of Hibernia who {nug on dry |
land, [ whifley in your hand,

All tound your fparkling turf fires, with
Drink a health to la me fa, and think on
Jthe boysr [ [and noife ;
dhat’s fighting vourbattles, thro’ tempelt
O attend to ray ditty, astrue I declare,
Such fwimmings and linkings will make
__youall ftare, {at my tail,
Such ftorms, {quibs, and erackers allwhiz’d
since the preflgang laid hold of peor Ya-
trick O'Neal. ¥
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O it wag April the firft I fet off like a fool
From Kilkenny to Dublin, to fee Larry
Tool, [wrote down,
My mother’s third ceufin, who oft had
Begging I would come and fee how he
flourifh’d in town [plecc,

But I fcarce put my foot in that terrible

When I met with a fpalpeen, who {wore

tQ my face, [without fail,

Jle beckon’d to a preflgang, who came

And foon peck and heels ¢carry'd poor Pa-
trick O'Neal.

The next morning they {ail'd from Dublin

with their prey, {the way,

I was half farv’d and fea fick the relt of

Not a mileftone I faw, nor a hounfe, nor a

bed, {Spithead,

It was all water and {ky till we came to

Then they call'd up all hands, hands and

_feet foon obey’d, [toeswith atpade,

© I with’d myfelf at home dlggmg pota-

For the firk ﬁght I faw cans’d my fpmts

to fail, [Patrick O’'Neal.

It was a great big fwimming caftle for poor-

© this terrble monfter roll d about on the
tide, fin his fide,
And two great row of teeth were ftuck faft
They bid me to mount, and defir’'d me to
keep. [{hould trip,
A faft hold with my trotters, for fear I
So I let go my hands, to hold faft with
my toes, [head goes,
But the fhip gave a reel, and down my
I plumpt dewn in the water, and {plath’'d
like a whale, [Patrick O’ Neal.
But with boat-hooks they fith’d up poor
Then amidft thauts, jelts, and laughter,
they hoifted me in, «[land din,
To that huge wooden world, full of!riot
O,what rings and what pulhes, what fticks
met my eye, - (hung out to dry,
And how large were the theets that they
O it feem’d hke Noah's ark, ftuff'd with
with different guefls, fbeafts,
Hogs, pedlars, geele, failors, and all other
' Some drank bladders af gm. and fome’

P;tchgs of aley

And they fung, curft and laugh’d at g

poor Patrick O’Neal.

Then arough-mouth’d rapfcallien on deck

did advance, (all pramce,

8o hoarfe he whiftled, which made them ¢
Upon the ropes fome like monkeys ram,
s Al
Like gibbets or rope-damcers hyng in the -

fome I declare

Then they clap'd on the capftern, as K
afterwards found,

Where a chap fat and fif’d whillt they
twirl'd him around,

So the fhip rais'd her anchor, fpread het
wings and fct {ail, (O'Neal.

With a freight of live lumber, & Patrick

Then togo down below [ exprefs’d agreat

wifh, (ny 6ifh,
Where they live under water, like {o ma-
They clap’d me 1n a mefs with fome more
of the crew, (me burgoo,
They told me twasbanyan-duy, and gave
For a bed they had a fack huag as high
as my- chin, get in.
They call’d it a hammock, and bade me
Llaid hold, made a jump, but my footing
beng frail, ( O’ Neal.
O it {Wung me clean ower, poor Patrick
With fome help I gotin, where 1 rock'd
all the night, (ternble fright,
But when day broke my reft, I awokeina
Up hammoeks, down chelts, they cry'd
out from all parts,
Here a Irench flup.in fight, and down

"Then to a gun I was ftation’d, they cry’d - |

with an oathy hls mouth,

To pull off his breeches and unmuazszle

They took off the apron that cover'd his

galla 3 (mt:k O’ Neal: ;
And his leading ftrings gave to. poor Fa-

(went mv heart,
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Then our thick window fhutters wara R

pull’d up w tth fpeed (ghih breed,

And we ran out our bull dﬁos of true En~ i

The captain ecry’ d I:leand and lrelana

‘my boys, R . {amoifc,

When he mention ;irehnd my heart made
Then the noife of o ""‘guns did the pvev» B
SRR def}’g%; 5 e e
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4 They clap fire on his back, and bid him
. let flv, (by the tail,
~8uch a crack made me jump, tho’ I held
But the creature leap’d back, and knock’d
down noor Patrick O'Neal.
Then we rattled away, by my foul hob or
nob, (a bad job,
"T'il} the Frenchman gave up as he thought
"Ihen to tie him behind a large cord they
did bring, {(a ftring;
And we tow’d him along like a pig in
S0 home to old England we dragg’d the
' French boy, (for joy,
O the fight of the land made me fea fick
Then they made a frefh peace, when the
war grew too ftale, (Patrick O’ Neal.
And they fet all hands adrift with poor
§0 now on dry land a fafe courfe I can
fteer, cat don’t fear,
*Th'cat-head, th’ cat-bloek, or beat{wain’s

"That his canifier went flap ‘gainft the fand
I hen one of my companions coming up,
YWhen he heard the report of the blow,
Saying well done my nice one, you have.
done it, : ? |
To another of thefe rafeals we will go,
But as we were 1olling along,
A pight guardian we found faft afleep,
Then down’d with his box in a minute,
And tumbl'd the old beeecocr 1n the ftrect
Then his lanthern & ftaff we did mizzle,
And we kick'd them about in the ﬁrect;
And while we were at our diverfion,
A rollidg young doxy we did meet ;
She was one that follow'd the game, O,
Her {nooze it was in the Back-lane,
Wihere we all had a flap at hey muzzle,
And we left the little doxy again.
Then we all taok our leaves of the damsel,
And away to the apple did fteer,

‘Whillt there’s a fhot in the locker, I'll Where a row was kick'd up in a minute,

fing, I'll be bound, (round.

- And Saturlay night flall laft all the week

But if peace grows too fleeply, and war
calls-aipam, :

By the vipers of Linfter I'll venture again,

11l make another dry voyage and bring

home a frefh rale, (Patrick O"Neal.

That you will cry till you laugh at poor

THE SCOUTS OF THE CITY

O ye gentlemen, giye hear to my ditty,

"I'is as true a one as ever you did hear,
¢s how we ferv'd the {couts in the city,

© thefe rafeals you'd never need to fear, -
You mufl know from thée rum ken we

baadl’ds

YW here the glims we all darken'd in a trice

And turning the corner of Oid Bedlam,
* "The {couts they laid ‘me fiat oni my face,

1 no {ooner then the blow had recover'd,

Then I got up 2nd Rood upon -ty pins,

The old cock he began for to fwear; s
Crying dee you the Ormands are coming
To the fcout houfe you thortly muft go, |
Never fear bads; we'llgive them a drubbing
And {ee whether he will or no. i

_Phen the Marthal and all his attendants,

So quickly came into the room, |
Saying,gentlemen, 'tis a ram kind of hour,
And our orders are to fée you all homez -
We replied, we are 2ll our own malters,
We have liberty to do as we pleale,

We aré refolvid to keep up the frolicy
If we die we'll gb merry to our graves.
You niay be d.., & all your-attencants,
For none of us will take your advice,
Apd if ye are mot-gone in 2 minate,
Your ghims thall be dark’dina trice ;

Then like heroes we gave them battle,
- And we thew'd them fuch gallows fine play
_Fialf a dozen lay flat on their backs.

While the other fcouts were glad to get
away, o v

. Saying beeft yeur eyes youold beoctwer, ;
1 will meke your old lanthern jaws'to ring O we made them remember the Apple,
_©_ “Then his rattle went to workilo freely, ~The Apple which they thought fo fweet,

1 ding'd it clean out of hishand, " Yetif deam got miftakeny 7o o |
o -And ¥ gave him fuch 2 fall from #hy hip, They met with a four retieaty
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We bang'd the Marfhall and all his at-
tendants,

Usitil the claret from their heads did run,

Well pleas’d at our night’s diverfion,

So contended all tocrether we roli’d home.

So I have no pity fors thefe rafeals,

And the reafon-is I'li tell you very plain,

" As young men in the ftreets are walking,

Each night in the wateh-houfe are de-
tain’'d,

The next morning before Juftice W oceooero

For foldiers or failors are fent,

But I hope the lads that are left behind,

Will bang them to their hearts content.

THE LASS OF OCRAM.

I BUILT my love a gallant fhip,
Aud a thip of Northern fame;

And fuch a thip as I did build,

Sure there was never feen,

For her fides were all of beaten gold,
And the doors were of block s,
And fuch a fine fhip as I built,
There {ure never was feen.,
~And as the was {ailing all alone,

She efpy’d a proud merchant man,
Come ploughing all ever the main,
Thou faireft of all creatures faid the,
I am the lafs of Oeram,

Secking for Lord Gregory.

“If you'are the Lafs of Ocram;

As I take you for to be,

“You muit go to yonder ifland,

‘There Lord Gregory you'll fee.
Tt rains upon my yellow locks,
And the dew falls upon my flkin,
Open the gate Lord Gregory,
And let your truelove in.

1f you're the 1afs of Ocrathy,

As T take you not to to be,

“Fou mult mention the three tokens
Which paft between you and me.
Don't you remember, ‘Lord Gregory,
One night upon’ my father s hill,
With you T fivap'd my”,hﬁen f'ne,

It was fore againft my will ;

Pm mine was of theﬂﬁﬂanl ﬁnc

And yours but of Seots cloth.
For mine coft a guinea a yard,
And your’s but five groats. ,
If you are the Lafs of Oevatn,
As I think you not te be,” '~

Vou mnft mention the fecond token ©
That pafs’d between you 'and me.
Don’t you remember, Lord Gregory,
One night in my father’s park,
We {wap'd our two rings,
It was all in the aarky; =
For mine was of the beaten gold;
And yours wa s of block tin.
And mine was true love without,
And yours 2lf falfe within,
If you are the lafs of Ocram;
As I take you not to be,
You muft mention the third tokeg
Which pafs’d between you and me.
Don‘t you remember, Lord Gregoty,
Otie mght 1a my fathex gl e
Where you ftole my maiden- H\.au,
Which was the worlt of all.
Begone, you bafe creature,
Begone from out of the hall,
Or elie in the deep feas
You and your babe fhall fall.
Then who will fhoe my boany fect,
And who will clofe my hands,

And whe will lace my waift fo finall,

Intoa landen fpan,

And who will comb my yellow. locks,
With a brown berry comb,

And who's the father of my child,

If Lord Gregory s none ?

Let your brother thoe your bonny feet,
T.ec your sifter clofe “your hands,

Tet your mother lace your waifl fofmail,
Tnto a landen fpan ;

Let your father corah” your ycxlow locks,
With a brown berry comb, .

And let God be father of your c’h‘ld 3

- For T.ord Gregory is none.
‘I dreamt a dream, dear mothe(,

1 could w1fh to have it read,

I faw the Lafs of Ocram
‘A flogting on ﬂli fogd,
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6 Lie ftill, my deareft fon,
And take thy fweet reft,
1t 15 not halt an hour ago,

- The maid paft this place.

O curfed be you, mother,

And curfed may you be,

That you did not awake me,

When the maid pafs'd this way:

I will go down into fome filent grove,
My {ad moan for to make,

It 1s for the Lafs of Ocram,

My poor heart it now will break,

HESSEY MOOR BATTLE.
All you that do dehght in Bellona's drums

to hear, (dewn by me here,

All you that do love fighting, come fit

And liften to my mufe awhile, who 1n a
humble pleafant ftile (declare

Went about for to compile news to de-

Tiow tbe cavaliers znd the noble Peers,
were fore'd to yield,

And how their haughty worfhips were
forced from the field.

There was l\ewcaﬂle, Cavandifh, moft fa-
mous in the wars,

Who Britith fwords did brandifh amidiy
York’s ftately bars,

Thinking thofe ftrong holds to keep,

Winding themf{elves 1n trenches deep,

Either dead or faf afleep, but mark! then

it was, - (through a glafs,
From a lofty tower, in a fatal hour,

He cry’d, to his wonderful amaze, full
forty thoufand enemies!

O then what loud alarms, the drums and
trumpets {end, " (defend;

For all men to prepare their bulwarks to

Lord Fairfax round heads many be full
faft advancigg,

Then, faid he, they fwear to be r
on me for Whisket-Fill :
Then let them come ang {pare not, for I

vow [ care not, I’ll ftand my ground,
Though a Bafhtly and Kimbokon {wear
they beficge me round.
"Then with flacs of defiance this proud
Lord he difplay'dy -

eveng'd

Tho' their ment be like giants we'll beat "em
back he f{aid, 3

Por words they are but wind, and two of

them to a bargain goes.

For we never found them fo kind as to

meeét us on the plain, '

But tn their camp and trenches. with
their fhort heel'd weuches, lay lurking
then, (them in agam.

Yet over as they peep'd, we whipp'd

Prince Rupert he was walking between
Oxford and Wales, (enemy prevails,
H{earing of the woeful tidings, how the

At which- fad news he wazed wroth,

marching from the pleafant fouth,

Down 1nto yonder north cold mouth; but

then cur lads did meet them, (fort,

And on this wife did greet him after fuch a

As if they had been brought up at Mo-

rocco Court. (cious plain,

Four miles from York city there lics a fpa-

Being veid of all pity met thofe armies

twatn 3 (to get the vi&ory,

Then one the other did dety, both hop’d

Yet none did know, but God en high,

how 1t muft be,

For when the drums did rattle, then he-
gan the battle, trumneis then did {fonnd,
Sure never braver foldiers e'er died on Ena

glith ground.

Thirty tho,ufand gallant foldiers Prince

Rupert brought aleng,

And the Parliament’s brave' forces were

five and forty firong ;

" The Prince's cannon play’d amain, our's

roaring anfwer’d them again,
Till many a gentleman was {lain, and
none wouid ﬂnmk,

Until the Scottith nation left their dedis
cation, and full fat did fly,
Then the Prince’s defperate forces pur-

{u'd them furioufly.
Altho’ the round headb many be, they're
foic'd to take their wing you fee,
Thofe cowardly b'ue caps how they ren,
pur{ue and take themev'ry one,
Let none eflcape, for to go home to feil
 what's dere,
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But Cromwell over-hearing, Rraight he
fell a jeering, (ftay,

If it pleafe you, my lads, I'd have youto

For I hope the game is not loft, we have
more cards to play.

Then came the Earl of Manchefter, with
his army of troops,  (with hopes,

Who never was amaz'd, but bravely fill'd

We fell upon thefe amaz’d troops again,
more like devils then like men,

O dainty blades ! but then came dainty
Fairfag, like a {econd Ajax,

With his noble mortal blues,

 And he hew'd all down before bim, that

 Could figk 1o,

durft his caufe oppofe.  # (the fet,
For along time together, fo equal was
No one did koow on whether fide one
penny for to bet,
Their weapons were {o well apply’'d both
on one and the other fide,
The Prince, at length, for all his pride,
was forced for to yield;
Then witly whoop and hollow, all the ar-
my follow’d, routing them {ore,
8even thoufand were {lain all on the open
plain, we had three and they had four,
But then fpoke Lord Fairfax, let's de
Our enemies no wrong,
¥or they fought like Iufty lions bereav’d
of their young, _
Had not our lads fleod ftoutly to it, we
thould have been routed horfe & foot,
To get this we had a bout, they fought
. hike men fo ftout,
Hor fome would take no guarter, while
their {words could clatter, and lives
- were fpent,
It was bravely fought on both fides, for
King and Parliament,

THE VICAR AND MOSES.

& .TH_ER;E.Was;ané‘_it, 15 {aid,
- ‘When its out of my head,

And there too yet true is my tale,
Thfatz a bi g-bellied Vicar,
.. Be-pimpled with liquor,

N oy

o text like goodale,
e Telilel de-rel, &o..

IR ]

At the fign of the horle,
Old fpin-text of courle,

Each night took his pipe and his pot,
O’¢r a bowl of brown nappy,
Quite jovial and happy, il

Thus f{at this canonical fot, Tol de rof,
He one night 'gan to dofe,
For under the rofe,

The Prieft was that night, non fe ipfe,
Non fe ipfe you'll fay,

What’s that to the lay » :

In plain Englith, the Parfon was tipfey,
His Clerk ftepping in,

With a bang-bobbing chin,

As folemn and ftupid as may be,
The Viear he gap'd,

The Clerk bow'd and ferap’d,

Saying, pleafe Sir, to bury a baby.
Now our author fuppofes,

The Clerk’s name was Mofes,

Who lool’'d at his Matfter fo rofy,
Who blink'd with one eye,

With his wig all awry,

And hiccupt, well how is it, Mofey?
A child, Sir, is earry’'d,

By you to be bury'd, :

Bury me, Mofey, no, that won't do,
Why, Lord, fays the Clerk,

You're all in the dark,

"Tis the child's to be bury'd, net you
Well, Mofey, don’t hurry,

The infant we'll bury,

But Mafter the corpfe cannot ftay,
And can't it, for why
For once then we'll try,

If a corpfe, Mofey, can run away,
But Mofes reply’d, -

Sir, the parith will chide,

For keeping them out in cold weathey,
Then Mofey, quoth he,

Youmay tell ‘em from me,

I’ll bury them warm all together:
Bat, Sir, it raing hard,

Pray have fome regard,
Regard! Mofey. that makes me stay,
- For no corpfe, young or old,

i1

¢ An.rain ean cateh cold L
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Mofes begrr’d he’d berrone,
c'»aymg. Siry the rain’s done,
P&ay rife, and I'll lend you my hand,
| {Oh, its hard quoth the Vicar,
‘To-leave this good liquor,
And go, when I'm {ure I can’t ftand,
. Then the Parfon fore troubled,
- 'I'n the church-yard he hobbled,
Lamenting the length of the way,
Now Mofey, qaoth he,
Were 1 a L.fnop, d'ye fee,

I neither nced walk, preach, or pray.

When he came to the grave,
Says he, Mofey, a {tave,
YLord, where’s my tobacco box hid,
1 | I proteft this faft walking,
Preveats me from talkiug,
So Moley pray give me a quid.
Then be open d the book,
? And on it feem’d to look,
But over the page only {quinted,
Saying, Moefey, I'm vext,
For 1 ean’t find the text, ;
/"The book is fo wretchedly printed.
. Good people let’s pray,
Alas, life’s but a day,
Nay, fometimes 'tis over at noom,
Man 1s but a flower,
Cut, down 1n an hoar,

*1is firong ale, Mofey, does it fo foon,

Woman of Man born,

That’s :wrong the leaf’s torn,
On Woman tm nacural {fwell 153
The world weonld run wild,
Were men got with child,

Mofey vou and I might have big bellies,

Our guts would be prefs'd ha.rd
Were men got with battards,

How natural W e fuppofes,
What Midwife could do it
She'd be sorely put to it;

Lord blefs me to lay me and Maofes.
Neicht ours, mind what 1 fay,
W h@n it mght tis not day,

Y
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Tho in fo*mer ttmes {aints could work

8 But fith, Mefey, you and I may.

There’s no more to be faid,

For Mofey, I've dropt my speacleg.
- Come, let us go forth,
Put the child in the earth;

Duft to duft, then daft it away,
For Mofey T {ruit, -
We {oon thould be daft,

If we were not to moiften our clay,
Seo one pot more and then,
Mofes anfwer'd, Amen,

And thus far we've carry’d the farce og,
The tafte of the times,
Will relifh our ryhmes,

When the ridicule 1uns ona Parfon.
But fatyre detefts
Immorality’s jefts,

The prophane or immodeft expression,
So we will not be rade,
But drink as we thould,

To the goed folks of every profession.

WHERE IS MY LOVE.

Where 15 my love, ah, whither flown,
Tbe dear feducer of my heart ?

Dull are the hours, the moments grown,
They mock my utmeit {kill and art.

The birds no longer cheartul fing,

The fong and dance are fled the green,
The bells a mouraful peal now ring,
Lamenting he no more is {een.

Silent 1 tread the orange grove,

The jefamine bower, the woedbine ihadc,
Where he oft vow’d eternal iove,

And 1 believ'd each wordhe faid;

No gore they charm, no more they pleafe,f
They join in {ympathetic fighs,

Not all their fweets can give we ¢ale,
"Till he returns to blefs my eyes.

Could raife from the dead, (miracleg, J. I&endr»ew, Printer, Cthcrgatc, York
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