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And we roll'd at the waves' sporting
A cable's length fron the town,

With girls and boys courting
Whilc she sliuflled down.

In November 'fifty-seveni,
Onc of the forenast hands,

I was nearly blown to Ileaven
Inl the troopsiip* Sarah Sands:

For the flames were snaking aod
reachiig

To wherc the powder was stored
But there wasn't inucli sereecling

Witl Captain Castle aboard.

' en mortal days
We look'd to sec a puif,

And go and blov our ways
Likc a pinch of black snuff.

But the captain hield us together-
Sorrow a inan shirk'd-

We fought the fire and the veatiier
And kept the pumps work'd.

For, beating back the flame,
And stcaming for our port,

On a gale came,
And took us sharp and short:

Struck us very vicious
(Our port quarter gone),

lut we anchored at blauritius
Noveiber twentv-onte.

Three trips I made,
Very cailn and cool,

Running the blockade
In a brig of Liverpool;

Crawling up the coast,
Painted smock-whitc,

Likc the F/ying Dutcian's glost,
Nevcr a pipe alight.

Tie fourth tine wc slapp'd iii,
Miinding ne'cr a pip;

And, faith, tiey nick'd the captain,
And took the poor ship.

Il the Paro/ coasting snack,
I was wvreck'd off Spurn Head

Along o' Ycllow Jack t
I was twice left for dcad.

i suffer'd sore disaster
On the brig Riichard Lcc-

Abraham Davis, miastcr-
Il the fill of'scvcnty-tlrec.

Driven south o' the Horn,
Nosing for the ice;

Neitier iiglt nor mornt,
But dark you could slice;

Every stitch she shook out
jagg'd with ice and spear'd,

And every cry of the look-out
Clottinîg in his beard:--

Sudden came a rip,
And a roar, and a squeal:

Over lay the ship,
Baring lif lier keel.

lack sie roll'd to the smnother,
Groaning sore and loud,

And, beiold! myself and another
Werc shook froni the siroud.

Cakinîg into ice,
Praying all I knew,

I struck a spar' twice,
And at last i brought it to.

TIen I shouted prctty strong
To my mate, Andrew Brown;

But lie pipes back, "So-long,"
And i lcars him gurgle diownî.

How thcy pull'd me ii
The good Lord knows!

Pot-black ny skin,
So cruel was I froze.

Two fincrs I lost,
Dropping nost forlori,

Eateti by the frost,
South of Cape Hiortn.

Fourscore and tlree!
l'n an old man and ripe:

But no drink for nie,
And easy on the pipe.

So I iect the worbi tnrry,
Witi mny joke and mtîy tale,

Working of the ferry
Back at Kiiisale.

And this is an old man's lor,
Whicih I give without fec

You iear of God ashoro;
Yoi imîeet Iliit ai a.

And stori or even keel
Makcs little mICIs;

Yoit want two hands at tI Ih
And one of lie two -Go 1':,

* ot strictiy a troopsltip, but convcyinug trocps on ttis occasion.
S low fevcr.
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