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In that blest place of endless Peace and Love.
Then bail auspicious, happy day;
May cach true-barn Briton say.

'Ye Sons of Honor, Albion's hardy Race;
Let WOLFE'S great name,
His migbty fame

Possess your manly breasts, and sparkle in eacb race.
When thundring Cannons roar,
And hosts of fées engage;
When with impetuotis rage

Deatb grimly stalks, and rais in hiurnan gare,
Let WOLFE, new lire inspire. newv vigotir give,
And WOLFE, tho' dead, yet conqucring shali live.

Then bail auspicious happy day,
May each true-born Briton say.

G. B.

Ta the A4ut hor of the Lines on Getteral Wolfe, iet thw
"Newport Mercu'y " of Lut Tuesday.

(,Fm- **710* Àsoté. Gwýtft,"Acw brjk 3.

Too pregnant nonsense, mounting to a flame,
Taught thee to stretch, thy grass unmeaning brain;

Shou'd cowvards live when destitute of breath,
And heroes perish by the stroke of Death.

N. B.-To entir/strn t/w Poet, it is t/w't that Cowarde have
mo otlr way go live but b>' breat/zipg.

Red rags, black rags, blue rags, and brown,
The dirtiest currency ever ivas known-
Sent out by the people's masters,
Who think ail their wvrongs can be cured with 1837

SHIN PLASTERS


