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x/ﬁ"& Mufe to, high exploits, unus’d to fing, ¥ Each gallant thip, then gain’d the like fuccefs,
4 In Duxcan’s praife, expands her feeble & And onthe foe, with utmoft ardeur prefs;

wing Cut off from land, they boldly meet our fire,
Lowl) bcrrms het note, in hopee to foar, 1 And their brave leaders, all their men infpire.
O’cr fp'ux immenfe, to ocean’s fartheft fhore, Lcnor the fight lafted, with unceafing rage, '
To teil'the world, BATavIA’s pride ’s no more.j Skilful De W INTER, Duncaw did engage!
’Tl]' half his men, and all his mafts were loft,
Undauntedly, he kept his dreadful poft.
His deck was clear’d; uahurt ‘1.m(elf alone,

Now bounteous Ceras, with urfparing hand,
Had blefs’d the {wains, throughout Britanuia’s

land; His ’mpec but not his courage, now were gone!
Long had brave Duxcax, watch'd the hofiile Nor did he ftrike, "till a freft fhip was near,
CGQL, When a deep iw h, juft ftepp’d a falling tear;

"Then nobly }xc'd d, to his adverfe fate,
And was, to gallant Duxcax, row’d in fiate,
Meanwhi! te fierce OxnsLow, raged in the rear,
And two Vice Admirals, on hxa deck appear:
Long they return’d, our ¢readful broadfides clofe,
And mouth to mouth, th’ artillery oppofe.
‘Their broad decks i'w"m with mmgkd brains and
blood,

he fhip’s tall main maft, dipp’d the briny flood.

To{ONsLow xl*en, they fell an eafy prey,

His firong defire, of an engagement, croft;
For ma ny galling months, the‘x navy lav,
Supine in port, nor dar’d the glris day ! ’
>Till the Comcnt on, in an ev:l hour,
Order’d Dz Wi T“'{, to exert his power,
He who in arms, had never known to fear,
By fome ftrange forefight, faw their ruin near;
'Bnt fill colletied, drew out all his furce,

And for our (hdu, he fhap’d his fteady courfe.
Our fhips refitting, heard the news with joy,
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And ftraight to mcet the foe, all hands employ ; ?\; A well earn’d prize for fuch a hard fought day;
Soon 1cady for the fea, each fail they {pread, X Nine other fhips, their leaders fate partaLc

"The vanguard, was by watchfol TroLrope led! - £ And each are tow’d, in their opponent’s wake.
His fhip the Ruflel, firlt deferi’d the foe, % BaTavia, now your frand and treachery, mourn,
Drawn in a line, their tack on larboard bow. ¥ Your pride is gone, ah! never toreturn:

Brave Duncanw then, the fignal made for fight, & Ye Frenchmen, HOWE viQorious you’ve known.
"To break their iine, Ln,d to prevent their flight; Y Ye Spaniards, ]JERVIS mark’d you {or his own
Bold OnsLow, well the fgndl underftood, ;i Be wile in time, lift when Britazniz calls,

Who in the tear, foon made his efforts good. ){ She trufts for conqueft to her Woopzew Warrs




