A New Flafh Song.
i E and five more we 2ll fer u*, ;
2 2Y2 To roband glun ter wi hout doubt,
4 ﬁvmy to Hyde Park we did fReer,
~Po light on the culls ard the ratilers these.
. Wemet with a cull that was juft the thing,
© With a large pair of weles and a diamond ringy s
Wetook from him all we could fack,
* - Witha filver hilted fword, and gold lac’d hat,
Many robberies are dene in the park,
When that the evenings they a e dark,
But the fcentry put us 10 2 Fright,
And we fcal’d the wal's like flags that night,
‘Thea fkiait to Ke-fington we did fieer,
- Refolv’d to rob all we came near.
- A coach and four canie rattling by,
Swop, coachman! we aloud dii ciy.
‘There were four Ialics in the c:ach,
And up to it we did arp cach,
Their black cloaks fo gay did thine,
Wethought our blowing: wou!d look fine..
We declin’d thieving for that night,
But the very day arum lock did fight,
For we were hobbi’d by break eof day,
And up to the blind beak’s had away.
Our blowings we did {afe fecure,
No one could l%nd them we were fure,
If we were taken we very well did know
That up te Bow-ftreet we muft go.
We gammon®d hard our lives to faves
And to the old besk goflip gave,
But cur profecuter was fo hard,
Untp our youth paid no regard.
We were gammon-patter’d, to Newgaje fent,
Which gave our blowing: difcontent,
T’d rather on the gal ows die,
~_ Than in thofe ditmzl cells to lie.
~~ " Ohark! Ihear St. Pulchre’s toll,
.~ The Lord havé me cy oneach foul,

: With black’hatbands we look’d fo veat,
‘, With weeping eyes, and nofc%ays fweets
B - And as the tumbler mov’d along,
; Some people fung a different fong, ;
; Let the young dogs g 5 they’ll leave enoug
- To frip us o'd culls to the buff.
When to the turnoike we had got,
- We turn’d our hedds and look’d abaut,
And faw the gibbet fo hizh to look,
Anrd wifh’d our friends advice we'd took.
: Whea the cap was pull’d over our eyes,
' Unto the Lord then each one cries, :
. Itisapity, they all did cry,

Such clever lads as they fhould dio.

Then of thefe youths dan’t make your game
Altho’ they die in wretched fhame, ;
For oft times you might live to fee

' The old grey hairs brought to the tree.
‘Our blowings in a rattler come,
Qur bodies for to carry home,
Then in a hearfe we were convey’d,
Fere’s a0 end of our lives our deba are paid.
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