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C A L L E D  T H E  

G A S P E E .  
'Twas in the re ign of  George the Thi rd,  

Our public  pea ce was muc h diſtu rb ed  

By ſhips of war that c ame and laid  

Withi n ou r ports , to ſtop our trade.  
                          2   

In ſ eventee n hu nd re d and ſeve nty -two,  
In Newport Ha rbo r l ay a  crew  
That playe d the parts  of pirate s t he re,  

The ſons o f freedom could not bear.   
                          3   
Sometimes they’d weigh and gave them chace,  

Such ac tio ns , ſure , w ere ve ry baſe ;   

No honeſt  coaſte r co uld paſs  by  

But what the y would let  ſome ſhot fly ;   
                          4   
And d id provo ke, to hi gh d egree ,  

Thoſe true born ſons of l ibe rty ;   
So that they could no longe r bea r  

Thoſe ſons of Bel ia l  ſtaying the re .   
                          5   
But 'twas not lo ng 'fo re i t  fel l  ou t,  

That Will iam Dudi ngſton, ſo ſtout,  

Commande r of the G aſpee tende r,  

Whic h he has reaſon to reme mbe r ;  
                          6   
Becauſe, as  people do aſſert,  

He almoſt  had hi s  juſt  deſſert ;   

Here, o n the ninth da y of laſt  June ,  
Betwixt t he hou rs of twelve and one ,  
                          7   
Did cha ce theſ loop, c al led the Hannah ,  

Of whom one Li ndſa y was commande r.  
The y dogg ed her up Prov idence Sou nd ,  

And t he re the raſcal  got agrou nd .  
                          8   
The news of i t  f lew that v ery day  
That they on Namqui t Point did lay .   

That ni ght after half  paſt  ten  

Some Narra ganſe tt I ndian men,  

                  9   

Being ſ ixty- four, i f  I  rem embe r,  

Whic h made the ſto u t coxcomb ſu rrend er ;   

And wha t was beſt  of  a l l  thei r tricks,   
The y in his  brit ch a  b al l  did fix ;   
                          1 0   
The n ſet the men upon the land ,  

And bu rnt he r up, we  unde rſtand ;   

Whic h thi ng pro voke d the Ki ng ſo high  

He ſaid thoſe me n ſha l l  ſurely d ie.   
                          1 1   

So if  he could bu t fi nd the m out,  
The hangman he' l l  employ, no doub t ;   

For he's  de clared , in his  paſſ ion,  

He'l l  ha ve the m tried in a  new faſhion,  
                          1 2   

Now, for to f ind theſe people out,  

King George has offe red very ſtout ;   

One tho uſand pounds  to find out one  

That wou nded Willi am Dudingſton.  
                         1 3   
One tho uſand mo re, he ſays he' l l  ſpare ,  

For thoſe who ſay ſhe rif fs  we re ;   

One tho uſand mo re the re doth remai n  
For to find out t he l e ader's  name .  
                          1 4   

Likewiſe , fi ve hundred pounds pe r man  
For any one of a l l  the clan.  

But let  him try his  ut moſt  ſkil l,   
I 'm apt to t hi nk he ne ver wil l   

Find out any of t hoſe hearts  of gold,  

Thou gh he ſhoul d off er f ifty fold .  
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