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The Bay of Bifcay, O.

OUD roar’d thé dreadful thunder,
-The rain a deluge thowers;
lhe clouds were rent afunder,
By lightning’s vivid powers ;
The night both drear and dark,
Our poor devoted bark,
- Till next day,
There ihe lay,

In the Bay of Bifeay, O,

Now dafh’d upon the billow,
Qur op’ning timbers creak;
Each fears a ‘waﬁcery pillow,
None iop the dreadful leak ;
To cling to flippery fmouds |
Each Dreathlefs fcaman crowds,
cAs dhe lay, "
Till the day,
In the bay of Bifcay, ©.

At length the wifh’d for imorrow
Broke thre’ the-hazy Ky ;0 -

Abforb’d in filent forrow,: = '
Each heav’d a bitter figh:
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The difmal wreck to view,
Struck {orrow to the crew,
As the lay,
- On that day,
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In the Bay of Blfcay, 0. (
Her yielding timbers feVer

Her pitchy feams are rent ;
When Heav’n, all bounteous ever’, |
Its boundlefs mercy fent ; N
A fail in fight appears, !
We hail her with three cheers ; :
- Now we {ail, | 4
‘With the- gale, | , . l
From the Bay of Bilcay, O. | |
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Alls Well. |
DESERTED by the waning moon, sl |
When fkies proclaim night’s cheerlefs noon, B
On tower, on fort, or rented oround, &

e

The fentry walks his lonely round ;
And fhould a footftep haply {hay,,
- Where caution marks the guarded way,

| Who goes there ? {tranger, quickly tell? . =
| A friend! the word? Good-night, All’s | |
| | wel!' | / _ B
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Or failing on the mxdnw‘lt cleep,

While weary meflmates foundly 1leep,-

The careful watch patrols the deck,

1o guard the fhip from foes or wreck :
And while his thoughts oft homeward fteer,
Some friendly voice falutes his ear,

‘What cheer ? brother, quickly teli?
Above, Below. Good-night. All’s well.

- Poor Joe the Marine.

OCOR Joe the marine was at Port{fmouth
well known,
No lad in the corps dreft fo fmart ;
The lafles ne’er look’d on ihe youth with a
frown,
His manlinels won every heart.
Sweet Polly of Portfea he took for his bride,
And furely there never was {een
A couple fo gay march to church fide by {ide,
As Polly and Joe the marine.

The bright torch of Hymen was {carcely 1 in
blaze,
- When thund’ring drums they heard rattle,
And Joe in an inftant was forced to the feas,
To.give a bold enemy battle,
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The action was dreadful, the fhip a mere
wreck, ' ’
Such flaughter fure never was feen,
$wo hundred brave fellows laid ftrew’d on
the deck, -

And among them poor Joe the marine.

But victory, faithful to true Britifh tars,
At length put an end to the hight,
And homeward they fteer’d, full of glory
| and {cars, -
And foon had fam’d Portsmouth in fight.
"The ramparts were crowded the heroes to
greet, '
And foremoft fweet Polly was feen ;
The very firft {zilor appear’d in her {ight,
Told ‘the fate of poor Joe the marine.

The thock was ferene, {wift as lightning’s
| fork’d dart, |
Her poor head with wild frenzy hr'd,
She flew from the crowd, {oitly cry’d, My
- poor freare ]
Clafp’d her hands, faintly figh’d, & expir’d.
Her body was laid “neath a wide fpreading
ew, A
Andyon a fmooth ftone may be feen,
One tear drop let fali, all ye lavers 1o true,
On Polly of Portfea and Joe the Marine.
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The Mid Watch.

| "“’*’J % HLN tis nzwx,u, and the mid watch
t 218 COtHE, - ~ .
%md chi}imo* mifts hang o'er the. damen d.

main,
Then failors think of their far diftant home,

And of thofe fllCI}Jb they ne’er fsRy fee

lagain; :
But when the ﬁ@ht S beoun,
Each fervingat ms gun, |
Should any thought of them come O’er

Lyour mmd ‘

Think, only thould the day be won,
How ’twiil cheer
Their hearts to hear

‘That’ th eir old compamon he was one.

Or, my lad if you a miftrefs kind

Have left on thote—{ome pretty girland

tr Lile | A
Who many a mqht doth liften to the wind,
And fighs to think how it ‘may fare with
you ;
O when the fight’s begun, = -‘
And ferving at your gun,
Should any thmwht of her come 0’ er your
mmd, |
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“hmk only fhould the day be Won, i
How’twill ¢ }ICLI' il Lo rees .
Hor henlf ol 70 B« o

rihat her own t ue fmm he was one.

Tbe S a- Ba%’.ﬁ il
?“FO England’s. towu‘ of oak farewell

] No more for me {hah be unfun’d il

The canvas in the gale-to fwelly <+ 1.0 011 il

, The ocean is. no more my. wmld ‘
I Yet there life’s earlieft years 1 f&,&rkxb pifs d, s ll
! Adea-boyon the .high and glddy malb: e oo i

There, oft to chear the midnight hour,
The helmfimdn; with a‘ fancy free,
His ditty to the waves would, pour,
Of love on thore, or-flormsiat ﬁ.,a :
And how the ﬂea-suov, mid& thie v?tﬁzﬂg
(13415
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Keeps ﬁdtwn on the hwh and Lem ling malt.

Dear were the fmmd:, t;h@ 1ude and hoar‘fe,
Of Helm, a:lee | or, Helim ér\V’@%ﬁhtr

To bring the vellelrto brericounfeyisél w ;)L §
And keep the falla weill ﬁi,h’d togethers

While on the look cut far my eyeswere mﬁ:, -

A fea-boy on the high and giddy matt.




The Sasler’s Adieu.
“*HE topfails fhiver in che wind,
The fhip fhe calts tc fea;
But yet my foul, my heart, my mind,
Are, Mary, moor’d with thee -
For though thy failor’s bound afar,
Still love thall be his leading ftar.

Should landmen flatter when we’re fail’d,
O doubt their artful tales;

No gallant failor ever fai’d,
It 1. ove breath’d conﬁant oales.

Thou art the compafs of my fou%

‘Which fteers my heart from pole to pole.

~Sirens 1n every port we meet,
More fell than rocks or waves ;
But fuch as grace the Britifh fleet
Are lovers and not {laves.
No foes our courage ﬂmli fubdue,
‘Altho’ we’ve left our hearts with you.

‘Thefe are our:cares ;' but if you're kind,
We'll {corn the ddf‘mg main, -

The rocks, the billows,’and the wind,
The power of ¥France and Spain.

Now Britain’s glovy refls with you,

@ur fuls are full—{weet girls, adieu!
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