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1818} ~ Ox OFFICERS’ COMPANION.

- In the field all the night, which is called bivouac ;
A mode of campaigning that to evry thinker

/Izmpnuent}y waiting which side should attack,

Is similar just to the travelling tinker;
And in other respects little difference is seen,

-~ For 'ts nearly as hl)’ﬂESf ‘and somewhat as cléan;

In cold rainy ‘nights you see us all wedge
In a soft muddy farrow, er under a hedge;
And to add to our pleasure in every shape,

The French gwe us balls both of round shot and grape:
Then to ch'mﬂ'e thls {ray scene, we attempt escalading,

A word that is used for a mode of invading;
An entrenchment’s to take, preparation is made,
With ladders to mount, which is called escalade;

~ The time for attack is a night dark as pitch,

‘When, advancing, we rush one and all to the ditch;

- Plant the Inddcrs, and nimbly to mount them we run,

Gain the top, dyive the French, fivzza, and all’s done.
But mind me in all this delightful confusion,

Some lose life, others limb, and some get a contusion;

For whilst eager we dash the entrenchment to gaii,
Shot and shell drop amongst us like hail stones or rain,
Escalading sometimes is to get within reach,

From whence we. may batter a castle in breach.

So off goes the cannon with a shower of ball,

Till at last they have made a small ‘Lole in the wall;
Then follows the sport, then comes all the fun,
Helter skelter we all at this litle hole run; -

Such thrusting and cramming, sach a pushand a pother,

The French on one side, and we all on the other;
What. desperate contention, what struggles and strife,
For in storming fm glory w ‘o cares for his life;

"Tis glory inspires us, and we care not a fig,

But stick one anather as you'd stick a p)g 3

Unmoved dashing on, no heed for one's neighbour,
Tom’s kill'"d—there’s an end to bis toil and bis labour;

Then the French, bloudy TOBUES, as they’ve standing above ye,

Tet fly at the thick, as one does at the covey:

: Such obstinate dogs—bus faith they've the merit;

Of yielding alone to the true - British spirit;

With a wall in their front, tis not often they wince,
»But bmvely your passage “dispute ifch by inch,—

Not but since the great fight they seem deadly afraid,

=

v

Of a cavalry charge and the true German blade;~——— W /

The Germans they cried did notfight very fair,

Tt was quite against rule to charge into their square,
So tliey gave up the game, for as truly they say,

It was fol)y appamng ‘such devilish foul play, -
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