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Noble Lads of Canada
AND

BONAPART'S EXILE-
COME all yon British heroes 1 pray you lend an ear—
Lraw up your British forces and-then your volunteers—
We're going to fight the Yankee boys by water and by land,
And we never will return until we conquer sword in band:
Wa'er the noble lads ofCanada—cometo arms, boye, come.

O ! now the time has come, my boys, to cross the Yankeesline,
We remember they were rebels once & conquei'd John Burgoyne
We'llsubdue those haughtyDemocrats & pull their dwellings down
Aud we'll have the States inhabited with subjects to the Crown.

W ¢'re the noble ds, &c. ’

We've as choice a British army as ever cross‘d the seas—
We'llburn both town and city and - ith smoke becloud the skies,
Well subdue the old green mountain boys, their Washington 18 gone
And we'll-play them.Yankee Boodle, as the Yankees did Burgoyne

We're-the noble lads, &c.

Now we‘ve reached the Plattsburg banks my boys & here we'll make
Until we take the Yankee fleet Mc Denough doth command [a sand
Wetve the Growler and the Eagle, that from Smith we took away ;
And we’ll have their noble fleet that lies anchor‘d in the bay—

Were the noble lads, &c.

© ! our fleet has hovein view. my boys. the cannons loudly rear,
With death upon our cannon balls we'll drench their decks-with gore
We've a water craft safficient to sink them tn un hour;
But our orders are to board and the Yankee flug dostror.

Were the aoble lads, &c.

O ! what bitter groans.and sighingwe heard on board the fleet,
While McDonough's cocks are crowing boys 1 fear we shall get beat
If we lose the cause by sea my. boys weil make a quick return,
Kor as <ure as hell is hell we shall all be Bargoyn‘d.
We're (he noble lads of Canada—stand at-arms boys stand

Now the battle‘s growing hot my buys, 1 don‘t know how “twill tura,
\ hile McDonough's boata on swivels: hung continuaily do burn—
We see such constant flashing that the smoke beclouds the day,
And our larger boats they've struck and our smaller run.away,
O we've got too fur from Canada— run for life boys run.

O ! Provost he sigh‘d aloud and to his officers he said,
¢ Liwish the Devil and.those Yavkees could but sail alongside—
¢ Eor the tars of France aud England can°t stand before them well,
For | think they'd flog the devils and drive them back to hell,

O we've got tao fur, &c.

Now prepare for your retreat, my boys-make all‘the speed you can,
‘Fhe Yankees.are surrounding us. we'll surely. be Lurgoyn'd—
Behind the hedgesand the ditches and the trees and every stump,
You can see the sons of bitches and the cursed Yankees jump.

O -we*ve gnttoo far, &c.

Now we‘ve reached Chazy heights-mv boys well make a short delay
For tv rest oun weary limbs, and to tuad our beasts on hay —
Soon McDonongh's cock- began to crow was. heard at Starats barn.
Aud a.rep rt throuzhom the camp was the general alarm,

OQ we've got too far, &c. ‘

O ! Provast he sigh d aloud and to his officers did: say,
“* The Yankee troops are hove io sight and hell will be.to pay, .

* Shall we bight like men of courage and do the.best. we can,.
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¢: When we koow theyll flog us two to one I think we‘d better rue
O wetve got too far, &c.

O ! ifever I reach Quebeck alive l‘IH-surely stay at home,
For McDonoughts gained tbe Victory the Deyil fight M.Comb-—
I had rather fight a thousand troops 1s e'er cross‘d the seas,
Than fifty of those Yankee Boys behind the stumps and trees,

OQ weive got too far, &c.

They told us that the Federalists were friendly to the crown ;
Fhey‘d join our Royal Army and the Democrats pull down;
But they all unite togetheras a bond. of brothers jein‘d-;
They will fight for independence till thaydie upon the ground.

O we've got too far, &c.

The old 76's have sallied fouthjupon her crutches she doth lean ;
With their rifles level'd on us with their spect's they take good aie»
For there's no retreat.to those my boys, who'd rather die than run
And. we make no duubt but these are those that conquered John Bu:-

when: Be got too far, &ec. goyne.

Now we've reach'd the Britishground, my boys we'll have a day of
And 1 wish my soul thag 1 could say “twould be a dayof mirth, [rest
But { have left so many troops behind, it causes me to mourn
And-if ever I fight the Yankees more {li surely stay at-home.
Now we‘ve all got back to Canada~— stay al hume, boys, stay.

Here's a health te 0! the British troops liRenice to Provost
And to our respective families and to the gris who love us mosie
‘To McDoough and McComb and to every ¥ whee boy:
Now fill up.your tumblers fall fue Lneve: was so dry.
Now we've ail got back 0 Conds —stay « home boys stay.

BONAPARTE’S EXILE.

BONA is away from his wars and his fighting, ;
He has gone to the place where he czn t take delight ip,
lle may sit down and tell all the battles-he‘& been in,
Ww hist forlorn he does mourn on the lsle:of St. Helena,

- lle niaÿ look.to the moon by the great Mourteanna,
With bis eyes on the waves that usronad St. Helena.

Now Louisa she weeps and for-her husbands departure,
She mourns when she sleeps and she wakes broken hearted;

Nota friend 10 censole- her even those who might bewale her, _
She woures when she thiukæof the Isle of St. Helena,
tie may inok to the Moun by the great Mounteanna,
With his eyes on the waves thatrsurrounds St. Heiena.

No imote in 5t. Cioud will he appears in great splendour
Nor come forth with his troops like the greut Alexander,
Bythe rude rushing waves that around him is washing,
Aud the lofty billows wale ronnd-the shore a dushing
He may look to the moon by the great Mounteanaa,

. With his.eyes onthe waves that susrouad St. Helena.

Come all you ofgreat wealth beware of ambition, :
For sone decree of fate may change your coudition, .
Le stediast In ime fur what isto come you.don't know.
tt my be your turn like Bona to die in St. Helena.
He may look to the moon by the great-Mounteanna,.
With i.e eyes Ou the waves (hat-aurround St. Helena


