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TW'AS ene'moifi whea the w{nd from the north.
ward’blew keenly, :
While sulleafy roar'd the big waves of the main, ™

A fam‘d smuggler Will Wateh iss'd-his Sue then-

serenely” 4 : ‘
Took helm and:to sea boldly steered out again
Will had p omiiséd His Sue that this tip if wcllended
should coil up his hopes and he'd anchor on-shore
When his packets were lined why his life shoald be
: mended, :
The lawsbe bad brokew he'd never break more;

Fis sea boat was trim made her port took her lading.
Lhen Wil stooc:‘ for home 1eached her offing and
3 - cried, : v
4 his night if Leve Juck fuil the eails of my trading,
in dock I car )ay s-rve a friend too beside
Wi | lay too till. the night came on darksome & drea
1o croud every sal then he piped up all hands (ry
* But a signal soon spied twasa prospect uncheery
A sigaalk that warn‘d i to bear from the land,

~ The Philistines are out eries Wi'l we'ki take no heed’
: ent . : © (gun,
Attack.d who's tne man that will flinehfrom his
Sheuld my head be blown oft [ sh-Il ne‘er 1eel the
G need on 't { : (ruz
We‘l fight while we ean when we can‘t boys we H
1hro . the haze of the might a brighi flash now ap-
caiing, down,

Oh now cries Wil Watch . the Philist nes bear

Baar & hand my right 1ars e'er we think about sheer
ing, . (drown

. ©Onsbioadside pour i should we swim boys- or

‘But shiould ] be popp‘d off you my mates left bee
: hind me, 3 :
* R gard my last words see em k- ridly obey<d
Lct ne stone niarg the spot aad you fiiends doyouw
mind me, : (be laid,
Kear the beach is the grave where Will Watch would
Poor Will’s yarn was spun cut for a bu let next mi-

- nuate )
Laid him low on. the deek and hen ver spoke aore
His bold ¢ ew tought the bsig while ashotiemaintd

1, 2 :
_ Fhen sheeredand Wiil’s hulle to his Susan they toe

In the »d.ead. of the night his last wish was complied

. with, . end

Too few known his grave andtoo few known his

He was borne to the earth by the crew that he' died
withi.

Me‘d the prayers of bis Susan the tears of bis friena: -

- Near his g ave dash the biliows the wind loudly be!

: . low, R (bed

~ Yen ash struck withlightning points out the cold

Where Will Waich tlie bold smuggler that fam d:
 lawlesstellow .

@nce feared nowlfergot sleeps in peace with the dead
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