1 am BALTIC CHARLEY
AND NO MISTAKE.

And give him a dozen over the rump
To the tune of Baltic Charley.

It Jemmy the postinan 1 do catch,
At his tricks with me [ will him mateh
And place him in the starboard wateh,
So let him keep clear of Charley.
His Cumberland lingo 1 wiil stop,
In a Guernsey he the decks shall mop.
I will scnd-him to the mizen top,
Lo look a-head for Charley. -

The Baltic fleet 1 won’t command,

I will live on shore and till the land,

And be a jolly old farmer’s man,
Hurrah for Baitue Charley.

: f&“tl éijolly cilc(ij.s;il?tr list a.}vhile. I have the british flag unturled
: anger [ did often smile . : SR ’

I fought \tx,'ith Nelson at the N,ile, ! i havvioi‘:éled and fought all over the
I am rare old Baltic Charley, — " .
They insulted me before the mast, v Hi;e 3 a ﬂo.‘g;’,g }3([)wfl anéila I"retty girl,
Old postman Jemmy I say avast, G 8 Aot 5 SHEF0E LA

1 fear you are going the rig too fast, I have gooses, ganders, pigs, and sows,
But you can’t frighten Charley. 1 have horses, donkeys, bulls and cows,

1 bave wheaten 1icks and barley maws,

CHORUS.
I suppose you all know Charles Napier, And home brewed ale bas L harley.
I can box the compass reef and steer, 1 hﬁve coek‘s ‘zind Bens agd mrk?s far,
'l ke the old ke for f _ otatoes and turnips, dogs and cats,
make the old postman quaxe for fear Aud fields to grow red herrings and sprats,
For insulting Beltic Charley. Now what do you think of Charley.
I have sailed too many miles at sea, By a postman Charley won't be beat,
For any land lubber to frighten me, Hegéfsa . é{}e hou;’ ﬁs;;m:{«;l ﬁg’ ?}leefi’ ¢
I fO}lght in Nclson‘s victory Andgu hZa%?loto Bcaltig Cl?arl::y.lL oo
- _Like a briton did Baltic Charley. Tell me how Dundas did mope,—
Said Jemmy to me what have you done When he let the russians reach Sinope,
Why did not vou unto daneer run Blood and tunder, fire and smcke, :
y you g ’ 4 f
I wopped the Kussians at Bomarsund, Do you think to frighten Charley.
. . . CHORUS.
And a victory gained did Charley. I %m a sailor Jemmy every inch,—
rom powder and ball did never flinch,
Now :Iemmy you shall see by and by, With a stout ropes end I'll make you minee,
I will mage you open your weather eye How dare you meddle with Charley.
Joun MoreaN.

And like a pig for quarters cry,

. For insulting Baltic Charley.

Boatswain’s mate, come quickly jump, John Marks, Printer, 206, Brick Lane, in the
Seize old Jemmy up to the pump, - Parish of Chrisichuseh, Spitalfislde.




