GLORIOUS NEWS,

Wellington in France and Bonaparte
out of Germany!!

Tune—¢ Mrs, Casey,”

WHAT famous times are coming on,
For Bonaparte’s defcending; '
The tvrant’s power is almoft gone,
His influence is ending; :
Mhe German powers are all combin’d,
To curb his vain pretences,
They li thrath him {oundly till they find,
They’ve brought him 1o s {enfes,
So fill your gl fles to the brim*
And laugh at Nap’s prelumption,
Thefe vi€torjes have given him,
A galloping confumption.
Such vanlting notions he poflefl’d
His pride turpafs’d all beund fir,
His veighbours muft rot be at reft,
He pitlag’d them all round fir.
Bold ruffra faid this ne’er will do,
To him we’ll ne’er be clingers,
" Borev replied F'll conquer you,
But Mofcow burnt his fingers.
' So fill your glaffes &c.
Yet ftill his cure was not complete
New confcrip:s were affembled,
The Allies gave him frefh defeat,
With 1age and fear he trembled:
*Twas near Leipfics ancient walls,
~ They harrafs’d him about, fir,
And though he faid he wanted balls,
He’d quice enough of souts, fir.
at So fill your glofles, &c.
Through Germany he led the way,
~ And danc’d againft his will fir,
. Such ¢handering mufic there did play,
*  'Twould ne’er let him be il fir,
#The Rhyne he crofl’d in diimal plight,
# - His troops difper{’d and flain fir,
~And when with them he dares to fight,
~ They’ll beat him o’er again fir.
Se fill your glaffes, &c.
Rrzve Wellington’s got inco France,
By viciory furrounded,
He made the vaulting Soult to prance, °
And all his {chemes contounded;
¥’s end 1s drawing near,
s gone to wreck sir,
"4 him in both front & rear
his neck sir,
JRUS.
fe victorious boys,
ftill betriend them,
»wn their glorious toils
{s attend them.
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BONEY IN ENGLAND.

~ Should Boney come here fome Englithmen {wear
They wcugd flog the dog well with his buttocks all
e,

While others avow they Swould hang him as high,

As Hamon was hung between earth and the fky.
Some fay they would treat hiin no better than flies,

Bewween firger and thumb they would give him a

: fgueeze,

And others would pin him clofe up in the tower,

Bread and water alone for his food to devours
Pray who is this Boney come tell unto me,

And of what generation or what family,

Some call him a baftard found by the fea fhore,

His father a cuckold his mother a where:

__Pray where was he born I would wifh for to know, ;

Or what is the reafon he troubles w fo,
He was ftole out of hell while the devil was afleep,
And fent into Franee difturyances to keep

Says t ‘e barber I’d fhave him, the tailor my fheers
Are open to give hita a cliv in the ears,
Says the cuok I will bafte him and humble his pride,

Says the tanner g—d d—m him I'll curty his hides -

Cries the faddle I long on his houlder tqigée}
I’ll warrant a good pair of {purs I'll provid

sy

Says the welchman 1 will toaft him as I would my :

- cheefe,

Says Paddy I’} whack l;.xim_as long as you pleafe.

The foldier will trounce him the failor he cries, -

He'll never come here the rafcal’s too wile,
He knows the tars of England never will {hrink,
For him and his flat bottomed veffels would fink.

siJe-would wearg your patience to hear the folks

repeat . B Tor A
How him and his crew of proud Frenchmen would
treat, A :

Succels to old England and lét- yoér véice ting,' :

W'l fight till we die for our country and king:
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