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Every class where er 1ou go, ‘ My nen are valnant, brave and true,
With faces joyfully are mingling, riﬁ No men on earth was ever holder,
In Ireland; Scetland. Liigh and low, We will make the Sikhs to rue the day

And every one in Wales & Engl.nd. They ever face’d a British soldier.
You know of late as I will state, Our gallant men mark what is pen’d,

They’ve kicked up a precious shindy Among the Sikhs caused great dis-
But Britons have a vic'ory gained, sension,

Aad conquered t.e blacks in India, And for their valour the really ought
To rewarded be, with a handsome
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CHORUS. éi“fg
. S . s pension.
Cut.away Mike we have Deat the Sikhs’ B}( Bat its likely now they've gained the
And had a pretty shindy, —o~ day,
We have gained the day with a loud  § "% * They will be employed to a eurious.
huzza, b purpose,

[lave to pass their time away,
Griuding bones in the Union Weork-
house.’ :

12 thousand Sikhs lay on the ground,
O ! was not that an awful 8 ory,

While British soldiers were crowned
With laurel, honor, fame and glory,

The 1ents and riches of the Sikhs

# The British soldiers all were sacking

One millior, 500 thousand pounds,
They have got to pay for a nght
© = good waceking. :

They killed the King of Jesseldnm dee<
And wounded General Tara Tanka,

This beat all battles by land or sea,
Waterloo and Salamanca,

It beat the Nile and Bunkers hill,
Oh! pever again the Sikhs will dare

us,

Forif they do we will make them rue
And hang them up at Bona=saree.
CHORUS.

Those Britons who so valiant fought,
Recorded long shall be in story,
With a loud huzza they gained the day
. Crown them . with honor fame ant-

I v-gloxy

And conquere:l all the Sikhsin Tudia

Now when the Britons did prepare,
On India’s plains ta go to battle.
Oh ! did not they make the Sikhs stare,
- When they did hear the gannons rdttk
Fire away our Generals cried.
Male your guns to rattle louder,
Skewer them up and ran their hides,
Aud burn their ugly tails with powder

But mark my tale, hrave General Sale
On India’s plains did fight for glory,
He with our gallant men was slain,
For England’s cause mark well the
~ story,
And as e died, behel! Le cried,
Cut the rascals up like donkeys,
- Lknow they are done, see how they run
" "Across the ditches nd dykes like
mon'teys.’
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We. will cut them off gaid Genreal
Gough, [farthmg,
Though numerous we don’t care a
i &amsh fear cried beld Napler
11 Qome oh faid biaveSir Hy, Harding-
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