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waiiblj?:gs anp wailini^s

To His Koyal Highness the TiUNCE w
Wales,

By an old Siil)ject7 and Servant oi the

British Crown.

Hail Scion of illustrious race,

We bid thee welcome to our sliore
;

While blest with plenty—blest with peace,

Thy presence makes our cannon roar.

The welkin rini^s in idaddened voice.

The cheering stiains—our Prince—rejoic.'?.

Prince born to wear the British Crown

—

The British sceptre, born to sway
;

Thy Mothers virtues, and renown,
Mark locli—as Guides, for future day.

The w^orlds esteem—Her peoples love,

And prayers ; will follow her above.

When She her brilliant course hath run,

Course, full of honors—full of yc^'vs

ivesigns the sceptre to her son

in midst the Nation's gri^jf and tears.

'i'hen iioyal Prince be tiiuie the aim..

To omidate Victouia's fame.

V/iierever Britons chance to dwell,

h\ surniy lands—or fjigid zone

—

Where ere they roam—iheir bosom? 'c^^^•"li.

in pride ol' country, and its Throne.

So Here Li-'ire P'ince, all will t) ycui.

Both old and young pay homage du<'.
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