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THE trumpet ‘ounds te victory with
i “wars zlarms, :
Once rmore the ¢yrant cal's toarms,
Drums beat to arms cnce MOre its true,
. To tace our rnemy at W aterloo,
- W here the thund’ring cannosns roar,
On the Frenchmen®s nztiye thore,
Drurms beat to a-ms ! what fhall we do,
Qur enemy s too ftrons ar Waterloo,
- CHORUS.
Rejoice, rejoice, with heart and hand,
and every one that trde did stand, g
Drink a health to Wellington and Blucher too,
And Soldiers that fonght at Waterloo.
Now Duse W ethington he did tay,
On this g'orion feventeenth day,
_ Let us my Jaasthis rray go thre’s
Againft the enemy at W aterico,
Biucher now lays 1n the rear,
‘W hen hisarmy doth appear, ;
A charge we'i! make fo firm and true;
At the battle of Waterloo, ,
The old forty fecond a folid fquare form‘d
Mufket and cannon balls pour’d het and
: warms s R
-~ The French cavalry came-down fo true,
- ‘And flew ail that regiment at Water'oo 3
" Theold ~Eercy‘foﬁrg)‘f“:ﬁadé the nexc al

§

; tack. ot AN
Cannon and mufkets like G
The French cavaiiy came down fo true,
And flew both thefs regiments at Waterloo
Now Duke Wellington was fore in arage
To fee bold Britons fo forcly engag’d, !
Once more let‘s-make » charge lo true,
~And try to break their lines at Waterloo.
A charge was made without delay,

. On the glorious eighteenth day, /°
‘Britons lo fwitt their iwords they drew,
And broie the French lines at W aterlo0.

Wien Dukc We ington he did come on
The tvrant look'd both pale and wan,
He from his army like an arrow flew,

"And left them to fight at Waterloo 3
“To the left abourt let's advance, |
Algainft ‘he haughty pride of France,
Britons they ftoed f¢ firnand true, y
They fought for the viftorv «t Waterloo.

Where the thunar/ng cannons roar,

‘Men lav bleeding in theivgore; -
Shot from the enemy like hail did fiy,

1n theficld wher- thoufands hie 4

_ Voliey for voliey 1o fwift was fired, i

W hich made the French for to retirey |

With three buzzas we thout fo true, |

That we gain d {nebade of Waterloge

Rejoice, rejoice Duxe Wellington he said,
. And every coldierthats on the parade.
“* Tn a bumper of wine we'll rejoice andsing,

. Sucsess 10 Old England, & God save thg




