Dick Dock: a tar at Grerwich moorid,
Oue Day had got lis beer on boand,

When he a poor maimd pensioner fivm Cielsea san;
<nd for to have his, jeer and flout
Zor the grog once i, the wits soon out,

U ik

Old Haidal in words asgrof,
For e like Dick had got his dose,

S0 t0 have lis bout at. grumbling ook a spell,;
7 Zin a lobster, Master Gub,
By dhe infirmation on your nab,

s toow, 000d Master Lobster did you lofe your claw; | n some shirmifle or other they have cuckid yeur el

Wasi that night ina drunien fia

Or toter, when you ran away
Butiald you Dick, de pocr /ot has ome foot in the grave

For standers wind too fust you Ay,

Do you diink it fun ? vou swab vou lie,
istontunes ever claim the ity of the brave .
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tnd then Tiow,you hiobbling go,
On dil jey-mmast, your tiveder-toe

Anie: one to find fundlt, widh one root in the grave
But halt ! Old Hannibal, halt ! halt !
Distretis was neveryeta filt;

Mistortunes ever daim the pily of the brave .
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DICK DOCK,or 7RE LOBSTER & CRAB.

our name,dye see,
v Dick Do call me,

life to you;
en twas dark,

7 Harenibals

s sureas o

s onee it did fill out I ow

Spilt o my: hause once

Ind nearly swallowd by a shark:,

W boldly plungd in,swvilme and pleastd all the aew .
 that's the euse e, ause your s ,
Whens beardded by the e Monsteurs,

Crying, Grwandslido the Man no harm ;
Danae, don’tyou see lie’s losthis arm :
Mistortunes ever daim the pity of the bnive .

5, Flect Sireet, London

u like a rue Englist liom, suatchil me from the gnave,

Zets troach a om befine we part,
(| < fiendly cne with all my heart,
| And as we push the grog about, we'll deerly
On Land and sea may Brieons fight,;
i Zte Wiorlds example and delight,
_And armquer every enemy of George our fiing:

Tis fie wiho proves the hew's taend.,
His bounty wails s to our end ,
Tha' crippled. andt Laid up, with one Yoot in the grave

Tlien, turs and soldiers never 7
Tou shall not want ampariion's tear,
| distintunes ever duim the pite of the Brivve.




