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The Battle o f  the Nile.
A  R I S E ,  ariſe, Britannia’s ſons, ariſe!

A n d  jo in the ſhouts of the patriotic th ro n g : 
A r iſe, ariſe , B r itannia’ s ſons, ariſe,

A nd let heaven’s walls re-echo with y our ſong ; 
T h e  genius o f  A lb ion  victory proclaiming,
F orth to the world her heroic deeds are naming ; 

A n d  the battle o f  the Nile 
Shall be foremo ſt on the file,

A nd brave N elſon, gallant Nelſon ’ s name applauded 
ſhall be.

T h en  huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, boys ! 
Mars was to us that by Mercury the charter gain’ d, 
H u z z a, huzza, huzza, h u zza, huzza, boys ! 
Britannia, ſtill Britannia rules the waves.

T h e  proud ſons o f  France in ſu lting  us with ſcorn, 
H a d  long been a peſt to neighb'ring independencies; 

A n d  vainly they hoped the conqueſts  would be borne
In armament triumphant o ’er the ſeas.

B ut Nelſon ſoon taught them, with peals of  Britiſh 
thunder,

T o  the f lag  o f  royal G eorge ' was their duty to knock 
u n d er:

A n d  the battle o f  the Nile 
W as deciſive, and the ſpoil 

Shall bedeck the lovely boſoms o f  the loyal B ritiſh fair. 
T h en  huzza, &c.

In congreſs above the deities of  war,
Searching to give true valour to renown,

A n d  ſoon ex a lted  on a Britiſh ſeam an’s brow ,
W a s imp lanted every ſplendid crown ;
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T h e  loud trump o f  Fame thro' the vaulted arch r e 

bounded,
A nd H owe, Jervis, Duncan, and Nelſon 's name’ s 

A n d  the battle of the Nile  [re ſounded, 
W as recorded, and th e  while 

T h '  angelic ho ſt reſponſiv e  ſung the g lo ries o f the d ay . 
T hen  huzza, &c.

A r o u ſe, arouſe, ye ſons o f ſportive m irth,
A n d  receive your protectors with open arms re

turning,
A nd view the ſpo ils they with their blood have bought,

A s  a conqueſt to this happy, happy i ſle.
A  B ritiſh ſeaman’s name ſhall be henceforth ſacred 

penn’d,
A  terror to his foes, and an h onour to his friend ;

A n d  the battle o f  the Nile
W ith  our children ſhall ſ mile,

A nd to ages yet unborn ſhall tell what Nelſon h as 
perform’d. T hen huzza, & c.

Tom Starboard.

T O M  Starboard was a lover true, 
As brave a tar  as ever ſ ail'd ;

T h e d u ties ableſt ſ eamen do

Tom  did , and never yet had fail'd.
But wreck' d  as he wa s homeward bound, 

Within a league o f  England’s coaſt.
Love fav'd him ſ u re from being d ro w n ’d ,

F or more than h alf the crew  were loſt .



In fight Tom Starboard k new no fear ;
Nay when he lo ſt an arm— refign’d 

Said, love for Nan, his only dear,
Had ſav'd his life, and fate was kind. 

And now, tho' wreck’d yet T om return’d,  
Of all paſt hardſ hips made a joke ;

For ſti ll his manly boſ o m burn’d
Wi th love— his heart was hearts of oak !

His ſtr e ngth reſto r’d, Tom nobly ran 
To cheer his love, his deſ t in’d bride ; 

But falſe report had brought to Nan.
Six months before that I'om had dy’d .  

With grief ſhe daily pin’d away,
No remedy her life con’d ſ ave ;

And Tom arriv’d—the very day
T hey laid his Nancy in the grav e .

T h e Sailor's Adieu.

T H E top ſa ils ſhiver in the wind,
The ſhip ſhe caſts  to ſe a ;

But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind,
Are, Mary, moor’d with thee:

F o r  though thy ſ ailor’s bound afar,
Still love ſhall be his leading ſta r .
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Should landmen flatter when we’re  ſail’d,
O doubt their artful tales ; 

No gallant ſailor ever fail’d,
If Love breath’d conſtan t gales.

Thou are the compaſs of my ſ oul,
W hich ſ t eers my heart from pole to pole.

Sirens in every port we meet,
More fell than rocks or waves ;

But ſ uch as grace the Britiſh  fleet,
Are lovers and not ſhaves.

No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue,
Altho’ we’ve left our hearts with you.

Theſe are our cares; but if you’re kind,
W e ’ll ſ corn the daſh ing main,

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

Now Britain’s glory re ſts with you,
Our ſ ails are full— ſ weet girls, adieu!

Tom Bowling.

H E R E , a ſheer hulk, lies poor T om 
 Bowling

The darling of our crew ;
No more he’ll hear the tempeſt howling, 

F o r death hath broach’d him too.



His form was of the manlieſt  beauty,
His heart was kind and ſoft ; 

Faithful below, he did his duty,
But now he’s gone aloft.

Tom never from his word departed,
H is virtues were ſo rare :

His friends were many and true hearted, 
H is Poll was kind and fair :

And then he’d ſing ſo blithe and jolly,
Ah many’s the time and oft ;

But mirth is turn’d to melancholy,
For Tom is gone aloft.

Y et ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant weather, 
W hen H e, who all commands,

Shall give, to call life’s crew together,
 The word— to pipe all hands. 

T h u s Death, who tars and kings diſpatches, 
In vain Tom ’s life has doſt,

For, though his body’s under hatches,
H is ſoul has gone aloft.
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True Courage.
W H Y  w hat’s that to you i f  my eyes I 'm a wiping 

 A  tear is a pleaſure, d ’y e  ſee, in its way ; 
'T is  nonſenſe for trifles, I own, to be piping ,

B ut they that ha'n't  pity—w hy  I pities they.



7Says the Captain, ſays he,  ( I ſh all never forget it)
" If of  courag e you ’ d know, lads, the true from 

“  'Tis a furious lion in battle, ſo let it, [  the ſham, 
"  But, duty appeas’d, ’ tis in mercy a lamb. ”

T h ere  was buſtl in g  Bob B ounce, for the O ld  O ne 
not caring,

H elter ſk elter, to work, pelt aw ay, cut and drive ; 
Swearing he for his part had no notion o f ſparing, 

A n d  as for a foe, w hy he’d eat him alive 
But when that he found an old prisoner he’d wounded , 

That once ſav’d his life as near drowning he ſwam ; 
T he lion was tam ’ d, and with p ity confounded,

H e  cried over him ju ſt the ſame as a lamb.

That m y friend Jack or  T o m , I ſhould reſcue from 
danger,

O r lay m y life down for each lad in the meſs,
Is nothing  at all, ’ tis the poor wounded ſtranger, 

And the poorer the more ſhall I ſuccour diſtreſs 
F or however their duty bold tars may delight in,  

A nd  peril defy, as a bugbear, a flam ;
T h o u gh  the l ion m ay feel ſurly pleaſure in ſig h tin g .

He'll feel more by compaſſio n ,  when turn’d to a 
lamb.

T he heart aud the eyes you ſee feel the ſame motion,
A n d  if both ſhed their drops, ’ tis all to the ſam e e n d :

A n d  thus ’ tis that every tight lad o f  the ocean
Sheds his blood for his country, his tears for h is 

friend.
I f  m y m axim ’s diſeaſe, ’ tis d iſeaſe I ſhall die on,

Y ou  may ſnigger and titter, I don’t care a damn ! 
In m e let the foe feel the p aw  of a lion,

B ut, the battle once ended, the heart of  a lamb.



8T he Sea-Boy.

T O  England’s towers of oak farewell,
No more for me ſhall be unfurl’d

The canvas in the gale to ſwell,
T he ocean is no more my world ;

Yet there life's earlieſt years I fearleſs paſs’d
A ſea-boy on the high and giddy maſt.

There, oft to cheat the midnight hour,
The helmſman, with a fancy free,

His ditty to the waves would pour,
Of love on ſhore, or ſtorms at ſe a ;

And how  the ſea-boy, midſt  the rattling 
blaſt ,

Keeps ſtation on the high and bending maſt.

Dear were the ſounds tho' r ude and hoarſe, 
Of Helm a-lee! or Helm a-weather!

To bring the veſſel to her courſe,
And keep the fails well fill’d together ; 

While on the look-out far my eyes were caſt ,  
A ſea-boy on the high and giddy maſt .

FINI S .




