
!! i;

^

( 24 >

With Force immenfe, the cheirful Sailor heaves

The in;-frive Anchor, whofe fharp-pointed Fluke

Tears up the hidden Soil ; or high aloft

Sufpended in mid Air, the Sail unfurls.

And gives the loos'ned Canvas to the Wind :

Obedient to the Helm, each ftately Bark

In pompous Order moves j glides thro' the Wave,

And with advancing Stem, draws near the Town.

Fear, and Confufion now, thro' ev'ry Street

Prevails ; and ev'ry Eye with timid Gaze,

Each Motion of the BritiJ/j Fleet attends

:

Faft to the Breaft, the trembling Mother hugs

Her Infant-Babe j or with firm Grafp entwin'd

Around her Mate, Safety ii vain expedtsi

Nor in his Eye reads ought but fell Difmay.

Juftice, the Tyrant's Scourge, now brandiflies

The fatal Blade, and ready at her Call

Deftrudion waits : full in thy Front, ^ckc.

See Britifi Saunders all his Thunder aims j

Behind thee, gallant Townfejid draws the Sword,
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