Come all you gallant Britous bold, and listen awhile to me,

We'll be better paid, have better trade, and better times we'l
see.

Let every man throughout the land. do the thing that’s right,

$ee one and all both great and smail, threugh England’s on the
strike.

Liere, there, and everywhere, tli nus surely can's be right,
For every grade and every trade, are going on thre strike.

Farl Russell said the other night, I'll iell you of a lark,

That did occur the other n-ght, when all was still and Jdark:

The Prince of Wales jumyed up in bed, and began to thump his
wifa,, :

Ho said my dear, its very clear, th-¢ T uitt ot the strike.

Jemmy Mace got in disgrace, when he went down with Goss,

Who in the ring did swiftly spring, and won the fancy toss ;

Like dunghill cocks, or wooden bloexs, neither of them could
fight

§e with Goss and Mace, no fight tock place, for they were on
the strike.

The sailors they? are on the strike, and will not go to sea,

“I'he builders andj the bakers too, are striking for better pay.

The jolly #2058 so help my bob, Loth old and young alike,

Say they'll havesheir leather cheaper, or they’ll go upon the
strike,

When the iittle children cry for bread, their das =g mothers do

shout, , i
And with a Stick beginto knock the kids abeut ;
Fhere is no bread, the mother said, and bawled with all her

ight,
You'll glé{’ none to-day, go ous and play, your fatherison the

trike.

§he Tallors they are striting too, and says itlis no use,

¥ hey'll have more Day, and cabbage they say, or else they’il eat’

theit goosei o . . .
‘he Government Reform bill, the tories did not like,
8¢ the liberals they‘threw up their post, snd went upon the

strike.

“he women they are on the strike against the price of meat,
:{23 Bretty girls with hoops and curls, that nightly walk the
T ey“ritgeﬁts&ke, and swear they'll strike, and will not wallk the
trdo ég‘f,ﬁ,’ o helu my bob, for less thgn half-a-crown.

"Phe ti o queer, and meat is & we find it hard to live, .
&E:htﬁste; rign, thromghout the 1and, must better wages give,
Cx they Tl be done, £0 destguctiourun and that they will not like
Theyl cgrse the day, my Wjs hUZ%a, the men went en the

pirilze,

TRAMP, TRAMP.

Pearson,{Printer, Chadderton.strees,
[Off Oldham-read,] Manchester.

My name is Paddy Doyle,
1'm a native of the soil,
Where the purty little shamrock grows,
For a soldier 1 did list,
Got a shilling in wmy fist,
A bounty, and a nobliy suit of clothes.

Tramp! tramp! tramp! the boys are
marching, _

Cheer up comrades, let’s be gay,

We will toast each bonny lass in a full
and flowing glass, :

With the meiry fife and drums we'll
march away.
Aund when we march along,
Through the gay and happy throag,

The girls all admire their darling joy,
For a sinile from every maid,

Who loves the white cockade.

For courting purty girls 'm the boy.
With the nurses in the Park,
Somctimes I have a lark—

I praise their fizure and their beauty ;
While the children ruu and play,
We pass the time away, ]

That's what I call doing soger’s duty.

W hene'er we leave a town,
The damsels pout and frown,

To think that they’ll rot see us any movre
But I always bear in mind,

~ The girls I leave behind,.

The darling little creatures I adore.

Hark ! I hedr my comrades come,
There’s the merry fife and dram,
The sound fills my heart so full of joy,
Then raisz & hearty cheer,
For hame and friends so dear %
And suecess attend the jevial ool dTer boy. /-
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