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The Storm.
By Mrs. Robinſon.

D ARK was the daw n! and o’er the
deep

The chilling whirlwinds blew ;
T he ſea-bird wheel’d its circling ſweep,

And all was drear to view !
W hen, on the ſandy beach that binds our

ſ h ore,
The love-lorn Nancy ſhriek’d, amidſt  the 

deaf’ning roar.

Her ſtreaming eyes beheld the main,
 While on her William dear 

She madly call’d, but call’d in vain—  
No ſound could William hear, 

Save the ſ hr i l l  yelling of th e fateful blaſ t
While ev’ry meſsmate’s heart quick ſhud

der’d as it past !

" Be ſtill," ſhe cried, " loud tempest, cease ;
 All ! ſpare the gallant ſouls !’’

My ſte rious Heav’n ! the winds increase! 
The ſea, like mountains, rolls!

While from the deck the ſt o rm -drench’d 
victims leap,

And o’er their lifeleſs forms the furious 
billows ſweep !
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" Oh ! Cruel Pow’r ! Oh ! ruthleſs fa te! 
Does Heaven’s high will decree,

That ſo me ſhould ſleep  on beds of state—

Some in the roaring ſea ?
Some, nurs'd in lux’ry, deal Oppreſſion’s 

blow, 
While humble Merit pines in Poverty and 

W oe!”

“ Cou’d the proud Rulers of the land 
T he Sable Race behold ;

Some, bow’d by Torture’s giant hand !
And others, bought with gold !

Then wou' d they pity S laves, and cry with 
ſhame,

W hate’er our tints may be, our Souls are 
ſtill the ſame.”

"  Why ſeek to mock the Ethiop’s face ?
Why goad the hapleſs kind ?  

Can features alienate the race ?
Is there no Kindred Mind ?

Does not the cheek that vaunts the roseate 
hue,

Oft blush for crimes that Ethiop never 
knew !”
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“ Behold the angry waves conspire
To check the barb’rous toil!

While wounded Nature’s vengeful ire 
Roars round our trembling Iſle  !

Methinks her voice re-echoes in the wind,
Man was not form’d by heav’n to trample 

on his kind.”

The lab’ring ſhip was now a wreck,
The ſhrouds were flutt' ring wide ;

The guns thrown o’er— the lofty deck 
Was rock’d from ſide to ſid e !

Poor Nancy’s cheek was bath’d with pity 
tear,

And from her icy lip the blood recoil’d 
with fear !

Now on the yielding ſand ſhe roam’d, 
And madd’ning at the view!

Mark’d where the liquid mountains 
foam'd ,

Around th’ exhauſte d  crew !
’Till, from the forecaſtle , her William’s 

form,
Sprang ’midst the yawning waves, and buff

etted the ſtorm.



Long, on the ſwelling ſurge ſu ſta in ’d, 
Brave W illiam ſought the ſhore, 

W atch’d the white cliffs—but ne’er com
plain’d,

Then ſunk—to gaze no m ore!
Poor Nancy ſaw him buried by the wave, 
And, with her heart’s true love, plung’d 

in a watry grave !

 A  Free Maſon’s Song.
C o m e

 all you Free Maſons that dwell around the
globe,

Who wear the badge of innocence, I mean the royal
robe,Which Noah he did wear in the Ark wherein he ſtood,

When the world was deſtroyed by a deluge and flood.

O Noah he was righteous in the ſight of the Lord, 
He lov’d a Free Maſon that kept the ſacred Word ; 
He built up the Ark, and he planted the firſt vine, 
A nd his ſoul, like an angel, in heaven doth ſhine.

The 15th day aroſe the Ark, let us join hand in hand, 
As the Lord ſpake to Moſes by water and by land ; 
Nigh to a pleaſant river which through Eden ran,  
Where E ve tempted Adam by the ſerpent of ſin.

O when I think of  Moſes, it makes me for to bluſh, 
It was on the Mount of Horeb where I  ſaw the burn

ing buſh ;
My ſta ff I threw down, and my ſhoes I caſt away, 
And I'll wander like a pilgrim until my dying day.
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O A braham was a man well beloved by the Lord, 
Was found to be faithful o'er Jehovah’ s w ord ; 
H e ſtretch'd out his hand with a knife to ſlay his ſon, 
But an ang el appear'd, ſaying the Lord's will be done.

O  A braham, O Abraham, don’t lay hands upon the 
lad,

For I have ſent him thee to make thy heart glad,
F or thy ſeed ſhall increaſe, like the ſtars in the ſk ies, 
A nd thy ſoul unto heaven like Gabriel's ſhall riſe.

'Twas once I was blind, and could not ſee the light, 
But I unto Jeruſalem did ſtraightway take my flight ;
They led me like a pilgrim through a wilderneſs of  

care,
You may ſee by the ſig n and the badge that I w ear.

O  never will I hear a poor orphan cry,
No nor yet a fair virgin, until the day I  die ;
Not like the reſtleſs Jews that wander the world round, 
B ut I'll knock at the door where the truth is to be 

found.

So now againſt  the Turks and the infidels we’ll fight,
T o let the wondering world know that we are in the

right;
For in heaven there’s a L o dge, and St. Peter keeps 

the door,
A nd none can enter there but thoſe that are pure.

There w ere twelve dazzling lights came by, which 
did me much ſurpriſe,

I l iſ tened a while, and I heard a great noiſe ;  
A  ſerpent came by me, and fell upon the ground ,  
W ith peace, jo y ,  and comfort, the ſecret I found.
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The ſecret was loſt,  and alſo was found,'Twas by our bleſſed Saviour, it is very well known,
In me garden or Gethſemene, where he did the blood 

ſweat.
Repent, my deareſt brethren , b efore it be too late.

My Eye and Betty Martin.

I N  Y o r k ſ h i r e  I w u r  b or n  a n d  b r e d ,
A n d  k n a w s  a  t h i n g  o r  t w o ,  ſi r  ;

N a y  w h a t  b e  m o r e ,  m y f a t h e r  ſa id ,
M y  w i t  w o u ld  b r i n g  m e  t h r o ’, ſi r .

A t  ſin g l e - ſt ick ,  o r  k iſs  t h e  m a i d ,  
I  w u r  t h e  b o y ,  f o r  ſa r t i n  ;

S e a y s  I ,  P a ſh  o n ,  t o  b e  a f r a i d ’s 
M y  e y e  a n d  B e t t y  M a r t i n .

R i ,  to l d e  ro l ,  & c.

A t  w h o a m  I ’d o f t e n  h e a r d  fo lk s  t a l k  
O f  L u n n a n ’s f a m o u s  c i t y ,

A n d  t h a t  t h e  ſto n e s  o n  w h i c h  th e y  w a lk ,  
W u r  p a v ’d  w i t h  g o ld  ſo p r e t t y  ;

T o m a m  a n d  d a d  I g a v e  a b u ſs,
S ay s  I ,  I ’m  of f , f o r  ſa r t in  ;

S o , ’b o u t  m y  t r i p  t o  m a k e  a  f u ſs,
I s ,  m y  E y e  a n d  B e t t y  M a r t i n .
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A t  i n n  a r r iv ’d ,  I m e t  a  m a n ,
Who offer’d me his sarvice ;

T o  t a k e  m y  l u g g a g e  w u r  h is  p la n ,
A n d  h e lp  m e  t o  a  j a r v i s  :

B u t  ſt o p ,  ſa y s  I, t h i s  w u n n a  d o ,
Y o u r  r ig s  I k n a w s  f o r  ſ a r t i n ,

Y o u r  k i n d n e ſ s ,  f r i e n d ,  ’t w e e n  m e  a n d  you’s 
M y  E y e  a n d  B e t t y  M a r t i n .

A  l a d y  n e x t ,  a  f l a ſhy  d a m e ,
I  in  t h e  S t r a n d  d i d  m e e t ,  ſir ,

W h o  ſa id  as h o w  i t  w u r  a  ſh e a m ,
T h a t  I ſh o u l d  w a l k  t h e  ſtr e e t ,  ſir :

S h e  t a l k ’d  o f  lo v e ,  o f  ſ a r v a n t s  t o o ,
A n d  t h o u g h t  h e r  p r e y  r i g h t  ſ a r t i n ,

B u t  o a '  ſays  I ,  t o  g o  w i th  y o u ’s 
M y  E y e  a n d  B e t t y  M a r t i n .

I ’v e  ſe e n  t h e  l io n s  a n d  t h e  t o w e r ,
T h e  c i r c u s ,  A ſtl e y ’ s t o o ,  ſir ,

T h e  p l a y ,  a n d  g i a n t s  ſtr i k e  t h e  h o u r ,
A n d  a l l  t h a t ’s ſtr a n g e  to  v i e w ,  ſir .

S o  b a c k  t o  w h o a m  I’ll t u r n  a g a in ,
A n d  m a r r y  D o l l  f o r  ſ a r t i n  ;

I p lea ſe  h e r  ſo , t h a t  t o  c o m p l a in ’s
M y E y e a n d  B e t t y  M a r t i n .

FIN IS.




