VICTORIA'S GERMAN CAUDLE LECTURES.

Obh dear! oh dear! so Lere we be,
Upon the land of Germany,
With vuncle Buz »nd Jee dirsle Jum
And cousin Deburah Pee la Fum,
On, aint we had a spree,
Among the buzs and fleas,

Flare np, wh t fur till the money is dene |

T'hen back again to Fngland,

*QOver the raging sea, from the razged
g Germany,

Our pockets are with-eabbage fuil,

A glorious treat for old Jobn Bull,

1s¢ Lecture.

What do yousay Albert* Germany for
ever, nhy 1 never heard tell of such nou-
sense in a'l my borndavs. Don't tell me
about 1ovely ceuntry, I'say bad luck .o
your country, you son of an oyster shell,
My mother was & German, weli 1 kuow she
was, but ghe was the finest woman that ever
Germany prodeced. My fatic: was a Ger-
mn,why sou saucyimpertinent raggamuffin
how dare you cast such insiauations en my
father.he wasa true bred Enzlishman. My
grandfather was, I say itis false. My great
grandfather, and if he was what the deuce is
that to me; you4 bad better 1e;l me 2bout
Adam and Eve, aud Jonah, and Sampson,
and Solomon, for they are as much to me as
the other; don'ttalk to me about your Ger-
man sausagcs, and polonies, and sour crout,
stewed cucumbo's, aadcibbage dumplings,
for I never was so itk in ali my born days,
Ob, what a fool I was > leave glorious En-
gland to ramble into a country where there
is not so much money a3 would jingle ona
mile stone. Johu Bull got the money, 1
suppose thendohn(Pull, as you call him, has
nothing else to do but to tax the industrious
classes of England tosuppert as2tofragged
‘Germans, well I’m sare ; buy a broom did
you say Albert ? 1 shall buy abrush,for this
country has complelely got over me; sad
was the day 1 left my blooming country, my
Buckingham and Windsor palaces, my rural
retreat ia the lsle of Wight, and poor John
Bull in a state of despoadency; oh lord!
ohdear | ohcrikey ! ob good gracious ! half
starved,.three parts naked, bit to death with
bugs, and eat up with the twee diddlc duw
Jidum, sing
¢ Home, hiome, sweet swee home,

Qld England for ever, there is no place like
home.”

Oh, Germany is a land forlorn,

Where nonkeys, mice, & rabbits are born,

And ladies wear their petticoats up to their
knees, )

On pnrpose 16 catch the bugs 2dd fleas.

2nd  Lecture.

1 tell you what Albert, vou are a very bad
husband, bow dare vou look at thart litile
black eyed German Iady with the little pug

-
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[ 8257 you thought 1 did nat see yon eh; oh!
Albert] for shame of yourscif You did |
i not Kiss her, 1 did not say vou did, but 1 i
have enly yourbare word {or that — Ob, you

!
1
i
I Y ) .
| uastyy sioful, bageating fellow, Udon*t care |
1
|

{a’-out cousin Fettipopee nor cyusin Jeng.
mogee, you shall not dare to ook, wink.
i ody laugh, ot smilz at apy femals in the
world bu your ewnlawful wife, and if ever
you dare to do so again, I will try youby a
court martiale when yvou vwiil be cashicred
out of the British service, stripped of your|
vniform, bapified from Yngland and seut
toGermany, with you head shaved and your
boiter bursted.

Pray pister Albert, where have youbeen
this last two hours gadding to ? leaving me
moping like an owl inan apple tree, No
place did you say, why where is that. You
doo‘t know ? Tow can you tell me such a
cock and a bull story. You say yoa have
been no place, and when 1 ask you where
60 place is, you don*t know - I will bet a
crowz and ninepence you have been after
your swarthy German ladiess for s help
my jingo, when I got out of bed this morn-
ing 1 lifted.one of yourstocking, and on the
leg I saw two great ugly bugs, twice as big
as a pair of Barclay and Perkins's dray
horses.  Oh! shame on you Albert, I am
completely 1uined, iH-treated, and "used in
a most clandestine manner. Do I wear
horas do yeu say ? Do you think Im a goat
ora bull, or what do you think I am, to
wear horus, You did not mean that, and
pray wh:t did you mean ? Oh, won‘t I serve
you out when 1 get you home to England,
i1l let you know whzther I am Mrs, Caudie
in Germauy or not, bad manners to you and
your country,

What illumioations we did see,

When in the land of Germany,

A lighted sausage, a painted club,

And a candle stuck in a washing tub.
Haste away, &c.

3rd Lecture.

What did I thick of your German illumi-
nations? Why, L think I could have better
in the back slums of Drury Lane. Beauli-
fuk lights. They were beautiful lights in-
deed, it put me in mind of the boys in a
gountry village in Eagland, running abuut
with a farthing rushlight stuck in a turnip,
Germau coat of arms. Well I'm sure, if
that is what you call a German ceat of arms,
T'am really astorished. 1 may say, Poily
Po; bee baw ban, that is German, and means
in English, 4 sansage, ‘cabbage,whezlbarrow,
and a bug. Don‘ttaix to me Albert in that
rumbustical sort of & manner. Icarenothing
about your polonies, or your sausages, or
Yyour sour crout, or anything else of a Ger-
man nature. Don‘t 1 care about you
Well love,I can‘t say but T do. But Al ,will

you go down on your two bended krees,and

swear a solemn oath on the thick end of a
broomstick, that vou never did kiss, or ever
will kisg, or dare to kiss, or louk, or wiak.

i or think, or nud,or smile, or laugh, or dance

with any other lady, English. Irish, S-~otch,
Welsh, German, Prussian, Russian, or any
other country. so heip vour big toe in the
water spout; and then AL I will adore you
for ever and never, and 1 wil! love you by
vight and by day, siceping and {vaking,

| standing and sitting, Iving or walking, silent

and talking, backwards and forwards, this
way and that way, upright and downright,
behind-and before, up stairs and down stairs,
in doors and out of doors, at home and
abroad, and everywhere else, ag long
both shalllive, and twice as long.
than that, so hel
wiminy.

as we
yand Tonger
P my jeminy, criminy,

So here's old Sngland.gay and snug,
Parewell to the land of cabbage and bugs,
We have come from Germany over the main
And old Joln Bull will banish onr pain.
Haste away, &c.

4th Lecture.

AmTglad Albert. Indeed I am to he
once more safely landed in bonny England.
Never taik to me again about G

a ¢ | ermany, for
1 pever imagined there was such a place in °
the world, Go again did you say, Never

no more, for of all the rapscallions ever I
beheld in all my born days, I never saw such
a ragged crew. Very friendiy did you say.
Yes, there is no doubt of that when the
money is in the way. Why an old marine
storekeeper in London, is possessed of more
property than all the Princes i the German
empire.  Yoor father hall property, W

but AL, your father‘s dominions whe out
altogether was not larger than Hyde rark.
Had money had he. Then what was the
reason he sent you to this country without
shoes, stockings, or shirt; It js a pack of
nonsense altogether, we are now in England,

and if ever they catch me again in Germany’
my name is not Vicky; and if ever that
good-for-nolhing,know-uothingsaucy Young
little pug-nose hussey presumes to come 13
this country which I saw you winking at
when we was in Germany, I will give her ag
good a tanuing asBenCaunt is going to give
Bendigo.  So now Al I am tired and want
t0 go to sleep, and don‘t you dare to say a
word to me till to-morrow morning. Qld
England for ever, and do it again, i

So here we are again you see,
In bonny England gay and free,
We will banish sorrow, grief, and pain,
Up the stairs and do it again,
s Haste away, &c.
JOHN MORGAN.
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