Jeannette and Jeannot

Charles Williams Glover (1806-1863)
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no one left to love me now, and
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beau - ti - ful cock-ade, Oh, | fear you will for-get al the pro-mis-es you made! With your
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gun up-on your shoul-der, and your bay-onet by your side, You'll be ta-king some proud la-dy and be
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ma-king her your bride, You'll be ta-king some proud la-dy and be  ma-king her your bride.
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Or, when glory leads the way,
You'll be madly rushing on,
Never thinking, if they kill you,
That my happiness is gone!

If you win the day, perhaps
A General you'll be;
Though I'm proud to think of that,
What will become of me?

Oh! if | were Queen of France,
Or, still better, Pope of Rome,
I'd have no fighting men abroad,
No weeping maids at home!

All the world should be at peace;
Or, if kings must show their might,
Why, let them who made the quarrels
Be the only men who fight!

Y es, let them who made, etc.



