
Ye Mariners of England.
Ve matiiiers of luijilaml
That ^.'iiard i>ur iialive seas.

Whose llaj; has braved a thoii.s.iinl yt-.u-

The battle and the breeze '

^our f^lorious standaid launch ai^Hiii

To niatch aiiulher foe,

And sweep throujjh the deep,
While tlie stormy winds clo blow

While the battle ra'jjes loud and loii;;

And the stormy wimJs do blow.

The spirits of your fatliers

Sh.til start from every wave !

I'"o-. the deck it was their tleld of fiiui',

An<l ocean was their jjrave ;

Where Rlake and mij^hty Nelson ic'.l

Your manly iiearts shall jjlow
;

As you sweep through the deep,
While the stormy wiiuls do blow

;

While the battle rages loud and lotij,;.

And the stormy winds do blow.

Hiitannia needs no bulwarks.
No lowers along the steep :

Her march is o'er the mountain waw,
Her hcime is on the deep.

With thunders from her native oak.
She (juells tlie floods below,

-As they roar on the shore,
When the stormy winds <lo blow-

When the battle rages loud and !< iig.

.\nd the stormy winds do blow.

The meteor flag of Hngland
Shall '/ I ti rrijic burn,

Till <langer's troubled night depart
.\nd tile star of (jeace return.

Then, then, ye ocean-warriors I

Our siuig and feast shall flow
To the fame of your name.
When the storm has ceased to !)Iow ;

W'hen the fiery fight is heard no more,
.\nd the stortn has cease<l to blow '

—Tho*. C.\MlM;rM.


