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The Battle of the Nz/e

%’.}USE, atife, Britanpia’s {fons, arife!
L3 And join the fhouts of the patriotic throng :
Arife, arife, Britannia’s fons, arife,
And let heaven’s walls re-echo with your fong ;
The genius of Albien viftory proclaiming,
Forth to the world her heroic deeds are naming ;
And the battle of the Nile
Shall be foremcft on the file,
And brave Nellon, gallant Nelfon’s name applanded
{hall be,
Then huzza, huzza, hazza, huzza, huzza, boys !
Mars was to us that by Mercury the charter gain’d,
Huzza, huzza, huzza, huzzay huzza, boys !
Britannia, ftill Britannia rules the waves.

The proud fons of France infulting us with fcorn, -
Had long been a pelt to neighb’ring independencies;
And vainly they hoped the conquelts would be borne
In armament triumphant o’er the feas. ,,.
But Nellon {oon taught them, with peals of Britifh
thundex,
To the flag of royal George was their duty to knock
under : |
And the battle of the Nile
Was decifive, and the {poil
£hall bedeck the lovely bofoms of the loyal Britifh fair.
Then huzza, &c. g

In congrefs above the deities of war,
Searching to give true valour to renown,
And foon exalted on a Britith {fearoan’s brow,

Was implanted every fpiendid crown ;




The loud trump of Fame thro’ the vaulted archre.
bounded, ’ X
And Howe, Jervis, Duncan, and Nelfon’s name’s
. And the battle of tle Nile o [refounded,
; Was recorded, and the iwhile |
Th’ angelic hoft refponfive {ung the glories of the day.
Then huzza, &c.

Aroufe, aroufe, ye {ons of {portive mirth,
And receive your protedors with Open arms re-
tu:"mng,
And view the fpoils they with theig blood have boujht,
As a conquelt to this happy, bappy ifle. ’
A Britifh feaman’s name fhall be henceforth facred
penn’d, . 3
A terror #o his foes, and an honour to his friend ;.
‘ And the battle of the Nile
With our chitdren fhall {mile, _
And to ages yet unborn fhail tell what Nelfon has
_perform’d, Then huzza, &ec.

Lom Starbsard,

'OM Starboard was a lover true,
As brave atar as ever {ail’d;
‘The duties ableft feamen do

Tom did, and never vet had fail’d
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But wreck’d as he was homewafd bound,
YRT? . ol | 3L £ :
Within a league of England’s coaft, |
Love fav’d him fure from being drown’d,c 0 |

Yor more than haif the crew were loft, 7
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in ﬁght Tom Starboard knew no fear
Na,; when i‘u, left an arm—refign’d
Said. love for A {an, his enly dear,
Had fav’d his life, and fate was kind.
And now, tho’ wrezk’d yet Tom return’dy
Of all L&ﬁ hardihips imade 2 Jtme :
For {till his manly bofom burn’d
With love~—iiis heart was heart of oak

sth reftor’d, Tom ? ﬁbs‘v ran
f'o Cé‘:e;ez* his love, his deftin’d bride s :
Bur fal{e ycamt had br ovgi nt to Nan,

| Six months before that om had dy’d. .
| ‘With u‘ef he daily pin’d away,
| : No rentedy | her uh—: cow’d fave

| And Tom “‘ri' he very day

| They lnid his !I\* .xn/ i thegravew

| 4%

i FEST A
e Sailor’s Adicu.

’”E’"“HE‘“ toplails {hiver in the wind,

| 4 The thip fhe cafts to fza;

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

For*-:howsh thy faik)r’s bound afar,

otill love "'mli b“ Lis leading itar.
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d landmen Batter when we xefazi’aj'
O doubdt their artful tal tCh 5.
<->“:-:3._!.ar,,_;; mh cwr fl' d

But fucq as gzaue tf E}%rin{h fleer,.
Are lovers and not flaves,

No foes 5 our courage ﬂ'ﬁ 1 m.a;we,

Altho’ we’ve left our hearts with you..

'Fhefe are our caves; but if you're kind,
We'll ﬂ.ern the dafimm main,

The rocks, the b;uo VS, smd Ui‘c) wind,

The power of France and Spain.
Now Biitain’s glory refts \\hh you,
Our fails are full—{weet girls, adieu!

Tom Dbowlirs.,

A& Bowling
The darling of our crew ;
No more he'll hear the tempeﬁ: how hp
Eor death hath broach’d hxm toe,

R ERE, a fheer hulk, lies poor Tom

. i, 8
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His fornp wis of the manlieft beauty,
His heart was kind and foft ;
Faithful below, he did his duty,
But now he’s gone aloft,

dom never from his word departed,

His virtues were {o rare
- His friends were many and true hearted,

His Poll was kind and fair - |

And then he’d fing fo blithe and jolly, |
Ah 'many’s the time and oft ; |

But mirth is turn’d to melancholy, |

~ For Tom is gone aloft.

Yet fhall poor Tom find pleafant weather,’
When He, who all commands,

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

Thus Death, who tars and kings difpatches,
In vain Tom’slife Iras doft,

¥or, though his body’s under hatches,

- His {foul has gone aloft.

it FHIH APEFT T S T i A

drue>C, ourage,
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® A 7 HY what’sthat to yon if my eyes ’'m a wiping
‘ - A tear is a pleafure, d’ye fee, in 1its way 2

B R e

“I'is nonfenfe for trifies, I own, to be piping,

| i | But they that ha’n’t piry-<why | pities they,
|
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‘$ays the Captain, fays he, (I fhall never forget it)
“ 1 of courage ‘you’d know, Jads, the true from

“’Tis a furious lion in battle, fo let it [the fham,
¢ But, duty appeas’d, ’tisin mercy a lamb,

There was bultling Bob Bounce, for the Old One
oL caring, |
Helter {kelter, to work, pelt awar, cut and drive;
S‘é—vearing he for his part had no nofon of {paring,
And as for a foe, why he’d eat him alive.
But when that he found an old prisoner he’d wounded
That once fav’d his life as rear drowning he fwam
The lion was tam’d, and with pity confounded,
He cried over him juft the fame as a lamb, ,
‘That my friend Jack or Tom, I thould refcue from
| danger, S
Or lay my life down for each 1ad in the mefs,
Is nothing at all, *tis the poor wounded ftranger,
And the poorer the meore thall T fuccour difirefs
For however their duty bold tars may delight in,
And peril defy, asa bugbear, a flam ; Rt
Though the lion may feel furly pleafure in fighting,
- He'll feel more by compaflion, when turn’d to a
lamb, :
The heart aud the eyes you fee feel the fame motion,
And if both thed their drops, *tis dll to the fame end -
And thus *tis that every tight lad of the ocean
Sheds his blood for his country, his tears for his
friend.

If my maxim’s difeafs, ’tis difeafe I fhall die on,

i 5 ¢ { . R
You may fnigger and titter, I don tcare a damr!
In me let the foe feel the paw of a lion, p A2

But, the battle once ended, the heart of asamb,

/
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» : ;E:*O England’s towers of oak farewell,
& No more for me fhall be unturld

'L he canvas in the gale to {well,
‘The ocean 15 no raore my world

Yet therelife’s earlieft years I fearlefs pals’d

A fea-boy on-the high and aiddy maft.

There, oft to chear the midnight hour,
The he arimm, with afancy iree,
His ditty to the waves would peur,
Of love on fh ore, or {torms at lea;
And how the {ea.-toy midit the rattling
blait,

Kecrs ftation on the high and bending ma{’c,

Tsear were the founds tho’ rude and h()**"f&
(f Helm a-lee! or Helm a-weather!

o bring the veffel to her courfe,

= And kﬂep the {ails well fill'd together;

W hile on the look-out far my eyes were caﬁt

A isa--ct.:)«'»v&_:n the high and giddy maft.
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