AV o T

{
!
{
}
|
}
i
|
t
1
f
¥
3
¢
{
e
&
3
\
{

.

Being an excellent new Ballad on the Flect at Spi:iead.gy

To the Tune of, The Cut-Purfe. ' : ;%

Ore you Lovers of Peace, who are (aid to haveSold
4 Your Voies, th_at the War of Queen Anna might ceafe;

~ Come ye Loversof Wars who ’tis ezgtain of old

Would have Han2>1,if you cou’d, ali the Lov-7s of Peace 3
Come you Wbig and you Tory,
Attend to my Story,
Yor you neer heardthe ke, ner your Fathers before you ;
How Britain, Greas Britain 1s Quecn of the Main,
And her Navies in Port are the Terror of Spain.
i
Come you Cruntry fo gentle, that pay a'l the Charge,
And you Stare/men {o fimple, that Squander for nought;
Come and {ee for Diveriion a Sq :adron {o Jarge,
*Twould Fack Sponiard have Beay, if it darft bat have Fought s
How the Streamers {o high
: Are Infulting che Skys
Ay, and fright hetde Bicds toos if they dare to comenigh ;
Eur Britain, Great Britain, &c. :

1T

With Bomb and with Firefhip, with Powderand Ball,
Thelfe ftout Men of War, they were furnith’d wi h fpeed,
And had plenty of Guns, the they us’d none acall,
And full gallant they Sail’d "till they came to Spitbead :
But chen Fleary cry’d Boh!
So no farther chey co,
Tho’ the Tide it did Serve, and the Wind it did Blow 3
For Britain, Greas Sritain, &c.

1v. .

What aftately Appearance They make when they’re Join’d,
In a ficrce Line of Battle with Trufty Afyn- beer 2
What a wond’rous Incitement to Valcur, o find
They re asfafe in the Front, as they are in tae Reac?
They that count Them all o’er,
Reckon Forty and more,
Which is all out as good, as if they made up Fourfcore :
¥or Brisain, Great Britain, &c. :

V,

Their Commander, Sir Charles, would believe his own Eyes;
Nor Commiflion would take, Iike a Pig in aPoke;
1o be fent on Fools Errand he wifely Denies,
And to lofe both his Fleet and his Life tor a Joaks
And if Admiral Ho-
fier had but dore fo,
Neither he nor his Thoufands had Perifh’d, T trow :
; For Britain, Great Britair, .

Vi.

Tho’ the Frenchman, 2 Fricnd, need not fliike to curFlag,
And the Man who wewd foree Him Di/carded bus beer &
$et pot Enemies hence take-occafion to Brag,

We fhan’t bumble the Pride of thie Curholick Queen s

If that Vigxon on Throne,
- Won’t give Us cur Own,
Then this Navy fhall teach Her, so ler it-alowe ¢
For Britain, Greas Britain, &c.

VII.

Our Ships have been orde:’d, Unwifely *tis thoughe,
In the Indies to Fry, on the Baltick to Fromes
Bur our Governors. Now, have :veid.d tha. faults
And have Station'd Them better by many degrees
Whether fafely may go,

: Both the Bell and the Beau; \
Both the Ladies and L.ords to the New RareesShow = .
For Britain, Giesr Brisais, &c.

VIIT,

The Admiral prudently comes up to Town;
Becaufe in the Fleet thire is nothing 1o do

Atd the Holiday Gentry, by Sh-als they go down, f

While the Seamen their *haviour full mannerly fhew 5

Tho’ they muft not Advance, g ‘

Uron Deck they may Dance,

N

Without any Offence to vur Brother of Framee &
{Eor Brisain, Greas Britain, &c.

IX.

The Courtiers now fay, We o longer muft Rail
At the Taxes, becaufe they [0 wifely ure Spen: .
For our Vifl vs ate Light, ths theydre n(,t:ﬁ[ o Shla S
And of Landmn and Women whave full Compliment
; Even Hampden they vow

Were he living *all now,; :
Wauld not grudge them Ship.MoHcY for fuch 2 ﬁnéShD‘f‘
For Britain, Great Btitain, &c, - :
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Rather give up Gibralidr, than et your Shes fly S
Quoth Mor fieur, % in wain for Engagement t’o wifh s
Quoth our other Good Friend, Hug:n Mogen {o ﬂy,',
You may Crwize om yosr Coaft, bu wiufl carch io Fifh s

Buc no Anger fhall rife f

; In our Gracious Allies, 3

The? We Man ouc a Fleet e’ry Year to catch Flies 2 }
Yor Britain, Greas Britain, &c, |

3
Our Merry-Mehn Feafied, “twas all that they did, ?
i

But a5 foon as the Letter came Pofl from 4 edrid,
And the great Brazen-head bl nder’y out,
Then our Squadron fo Sioar;
... Without Trismph or Ro.t,
Sail'd i to as good Purpofe as €'er it Saii®d out :
For Brirain, Grest Britain is 'Queen of the Mains
And her Navies in Port are the Terror of Spuin,

N
While Time flay’d tor no Man; and Summer d.d waft }

Time is P
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