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ASS of ose HERO

Wil W, Prissiee, €, Cartwright Mass, Byrem-sreet
Liverpasl.

C e 21l vou lovers thet are wue snd esmetan
Atined unto my mournful song,
{ ome Pty my sad situation,
For e this world T ean't Live lomg.
21 for the loss of my sweet William,
ife in the lad 1 do adove,
312 in the wars he has got wounded,
I never shall see swaet William mere.

" hen first my love was enlisted,
12 went ou board to cross the maim,
¢ & hero fought so boldly,
o gh Portugal and Spain.
1ast decisive battle,
+w .ere was strack the fatal blow,
voo oty sweet Willism was mortally wounded.
%ll ou th vplains of Waterleo.

My Willian s-o.c to me o letter,

" As he lay Hioviiig in his gore,

arewell, Na ©  iarming creaturs,
\'cwer alive +! 1! | vee you more.

now that you .« «d e dearly,

Thongh yom buve 't constant beem,
hed hved to h.‘ ‘ i+ it nves,

“arried toyor 1 v o aave been

sowell, Nuney, charming eresture,
‘v mortal breath 1 must resiga,
now thet thou didst love me dnrly
St do not now for me repine
farewell, vain world, I wmust glvc ep,
\n\l to all jovs I bid adieu,
r here my shattered bones must mouldet
An on the plains of Waterloo.

My William was tall and himdsom:
I speak no lies but tell the truth
Nenr six feet high, made in propomon.
Indeed be was s clever youth.
New Nancy she lies braken hearted,
Ehe is fall of sorrow, grief, aud wee,
Al the loss of her sweet William,
was killed ci Waterloe.

fr dovaly Naney,
reesive,

weundsd,
fad ma,

Tums— The Mouth oj’tln ﬂit’k'

Yeoa herees of the day, who are Wvely, brave, and gay,
Ouly thiuk of former champions by land angd ses,

*Bidst the batiles tierce srray, <hen cannons round #d pler,
Like hesrts of oak they smil'd, and wmet their emomy.

The total pride of France, with his esgles did advance,
Thet hero came from Ceriica, and proved himaelf a dem,
Tho’ Kings he did dethrone, 2ud some thousands caused to greax
Yot we miss the long lost Emperer, Napoleon.

Dencan, Jarvis,and Lord Howe, long the ocean they did plough,
They fought the Fronch, the Spaniards, and the Danish Geet,

W aen the erimson gore did flow, then true courege they did shew
They Hugkt with desperation and mever was beat.

Te Freack did ory “Mor Diea!’ while their decks to pieces Sew,
The Spuniardgdid surrender, the Danish fleet was guite undaas
Beld Bony l'out‘zm land, like an Emperor so grand,
And the solu cried “ long life to Napoleon.™

Then the Nerfolk hero hold, he' was mever biib’d by gald,
@rest honour t9 Lord Nelson, now a long time desd,

Cepenhagen, and the Nile, he led them rank and fis
Bay, alas ' at Trafalger, he foll and bed ;

When Captain Hardy, ke did Ris duty so frea,
A3d Collingwood he actod like a trus Briiasnia's sem,
e made u dreadful crash, and their cnemies did eaad,
But [ must now tell the deeds of Napolesn.

Then Bony in & rage did his enemies sugage,
And ‘twns ou the Peninsnla he declaz’d a wary

e mancurared his men, like the conneil of tem,
When he Was at Valencieunss and Vitterin.

Then at Buraceo hill, wherz the blood wonld tarn a s,
But whence to Egvpt ke did go, but socn sway did ren,

Te Prance be went again, and rese s poworful traim,
Kow “ Ceme on i Moscow,” eried Nepoleon,

*Twss over the Alps so wild, he led his men and smil’d,
Uyer hills and Jofly mountains, and a harren plaia ;

Whem Morcow wanr in view, thay their umpets lowdly Mew,
Bat soem it turm’d their joy to grief and paim.

Por Bony in smsze, beheld Moscow blaze,
Then his gailent orray vanish’d like snow bafure the »asn
Te Prance ke went near evax’d, and anothar army rais’s
Now “ Coms on 10 doath e glery,” erizd Napoless.

Thaem ke awn+ ream France, with his army did advasen,
He made the Datck and Gearmans defore kim Av,

Amd them at Quatre Bras, e letlocas the does of wes,
Where meany theusand Prusaiess did (all and déa.

And then st Watarinoe, many thoweands ke slev,
Cewsing man= & motiter 1o woop for hev som,—

Memy & meid 1o ohed a tear for her lover as dear,
Whe ded i the battles of Napsisws.

The' s bravely De fonphi, he at Walerice wun bewghe,
e was ol to 91 Helens, where ke pined aad &iod ;
Reng tises he thors did lay, till 8¢ olt did come this vuy,
Fo bojj the boaes of Ruonaparie. the Prosedoasm’s prids |

. @l beimg Rim back sy . 1t wil aese the Uremedmeam's puir,

And o & tomb of ma: ite wo il lnr kiw with hia ses:
We wilil dovesess ks ek, vsai&cem&cwv&a&
3o ol 1 Itone of bl g bemefen © N

a




