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i KER up, chﬂer up, hritannia’s sons,
And view what s nds before ye,
I he men who into danger run,

And fought for flame ma glorys
The lads who did the Rn sians beat,

With the sons of France when mingling,
The men whoe made the foe ret cat,

Are now returned to Hngland.

They have sailed across the briny sea,
No lads was ever bolder,

Welcome home with turee times three,
Qur brave and gallant soldiers.

You pretty girls with veils and curls,
8o handsome, gav, and dandy,
The florious British flag uufurl,
And toast in wine and brandy,
The lady who did the victory gain,
No men could fight more buldel.
Long may they b. .nish grief and pain,
Britannias gellant soldiers,

The soldier’s wife is bathed in tears,
His children run to greet him,

Father and hus! and run to greet Lim,
The) never more should meet him,

They thought he in the battle fell,
Amoung the Russian str angers,

But Providence has guarded me, and
P.otected them frem danger.

With the'r dear wivés and children,
They now shall meet in clover,
Bo happy in Old England, since
ThJ Ru»si'n WAr i OVel,
And if ag: Jdn a war ensues,
Without the least complaining,
They’ll boist the sweet red. w bite and blue,
And boldly gv campaigning.

Fifty thousand of their comrades they
Coutrageous, tx ue, and kind then,
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Who in the war fell day by day,
They have left far behind them,

T hey fell and bled, and died for want,
Oh what a painfﬂl story,

They foueht iike lons in the field,
And died for faze acd glory.

The sons of Frarce p-oud did advasce,
With foreigners were ningling,

And bolder weut to face the me.
With the gallant lads of England,

They made the land of R ussia groan,
85 gently they did ca'm her,

Gained Inkermann, Schustopol,
Balaklava, and the Alma.

Here's Gereral Williams nine times niae,
No lLere can be boliler,

God bless th: sweet Miss Nightingale,
Who nurs-d Britannia’s sold ers,

Welcome kindly three times three,
The lads who stand before ye,

The men who gained the victory,
And fuufrht for fame and glory.

WHAT WILL YOU DO LOVE.

What will you do love when T am going,
With white sails flowing, the scas beyond,
What will you do love when waves divide us,
Aud friends may chide us for being fond.

Tho’ waves divide us and fiiends be cliding,
In faith a biding I'll still be true,

And I'll p ay fur thee on the stormy ocean,
In deep devotion —T'hat’s what I'll do.

What would you do love if distant tidincrs,
Thy fona conﬁdmgs should under mine,

Aud f a blddmg ’reath sultry skies,
Should ihink other eyes were as thine,

Obh, name it not tho' guilt and thame,
Were on thy name, 1’d still be true,

But that beart of thine should anotlier share it,
I could net bear it— What do I do.

What w uld you do love when home returning
With hopes high burning. with wealth for you
If my bark which bounded oer . reign foam,
Should be lost near home, ah, what woul:l
you do.

So thou wert spared, I’d bless thee morrow,
In want and sorrow, tbat lelt me you,

And I’d welcome thee from the Wastmg billow,
This heart thy bxllow— That's what I'd de.
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