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AM I D that race of heroes bo ld , 
W h o grace the British name, 

En ro l ' d be gallant Wel l ington, 
T h e foremast child of fame, 

H e a r , Britons! hear against the foe, 
How British vengance flew, 

How well they fought and beat the French, 
As Britons ever do. 

T h e twenty second was the day 
And be that day rever'a 

W h e n rang'd near fifty thousand strong, 
T h e hostile force appeared 

Is fierce array their troops were spread, 
O er salamanca's plain. 

T h e r e destin'd to decide the cause 
Of Liberty and spain! 

H i s numbers far beneath the foe: 
O u r Heroe sought to cheer 

T h ' unequal force brave Wellington 
Disdain'd to feel or fear, 

Fierce was the fight of tha t dread day 
And long contined so, 

Till Marmost wounded fled the field 
And terror seiz'd the foe 

O'er hill and dale through wood and wild. 
T h e i r sear 'd bat ta l ions fly 

T h e few who dar 'd our ranks to fase, 
But nobly dar 'd to die! 

O n every side were slaughter 'd heaos, 
And couutless prls 'uer ta 'en; 

O n every side the shout was heard, 
F o r Wellington and Spain ; 

And now the scene of carnage o'er; 
The storm of bat t le done. 

T h u s gallant Well ington recounts; 
The glorious bat t le won 

T h a t Providence which rules above; 
His deign'd our sheild to be 

Almighty Heaven! has fought our f i g h t . 
And giv'n as victory! 

F i r s t , to that Might Power be praise 
Who conquers an our side 

T h e n to my troops my gallant troops 
W h o fonght and conquering died! 

T h e i r widows and their orphans guard , 
Y e Britons; brave and good 

Their tears of grief your deeds shall turn 
To tears of gratitude. 


