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Tho' strange, yet 'tis true, that a lawless Banditti,
Whose object was Plunder, whose Souls knew no Pity,
Whon Honour nor Justice quld ever yet ave,
«Should looking for Liberty stunble on Loioe.

VI

Our GniNEnAI. is cool, deternin'd and steady,
Our Officers brave, our Soldiers all ready;
Every Man is alert, not a Soul e'er says no,
When order'd to tight, or to shovel off Snow.

Vil

Our cause is just, and so free fron all Guile,
E'en Judges and Parsots, becoine Rank and File;
For myself T. here swear: By tlhe lopes of my Life,.
For ny KIG, l'il or flight-beat a Drum, play the Fife.

When my Country's at Stake, no Destruction I know,
Who's a Friend to Rebellion, to me is a Foe ;
As such I w'ill fhce himn, mv Duty demands it,
" is not Enulation, but Efonour conmands it.

ix

Then come Brother Soldiers, Brother Sailors heave too,
(The Tins of Old-Eigland were ever TnuE-BruE :)
Should the Rebels again the saine gane try to play at
They'll soon hear you cry, Rouse-Ronse Boys, belay that.

x

United let's live, or u.ite.1 let's die,
If conquer'd, let wvho will survive it, not I
P'd rather be laid in an untinmely Grave,
Than live half an [four an American Slave.

XI

Our Fatigues an-1 ouir Cares will soon be all past,
But our Fame and Renown for Ages vill last,
Then chear up my Lad, and let's nerrily sing,
BiTssA for Old-England, and'GoD bless the X ING


