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Il: Hodges, from Pitts, Wlolesale Toy and
Marble warchouze, 3!, Dudicy-street, Seven
Dials.

OW early.in the morning s-on,
0Old England playsa merry tune,
_ This 220d day of June,

Allat the Royal Christen.ng.

Wing Arthur tothe Palace strat,

As big as any water butt.

Victoria keeps -your rheubarb up,

‘All at the Royal Christening.

- ‘CHORUUS,
“The Prince shall be asoldier tall,
Andin the field shall never fall,
~Qld Nosey with-his'canen bulls,
Ever shall Protect Prince Arthur,

Dukes, Farls, and Ladies keep their place,
‘And to’the palace go in haste,

May heavens bless each pretty face,

All at'the Royal Chris‘ening.

There’s'Grey and Peel and Joey Hume,
Palmerston and H rryv Broom,

This twenti-s« cond day of June,

All at the Royal Christening.

The Foreign Prince and &li his gang,
Frem.Richmond terrace, rang-tang-twang,
Tibbo Hee.and aukamang,

Allat the Royal Christeping.

The ladies:at them look and strut,

aund view them like a cocoa nut,

and they bave got their rheubarb up

all at the Royal Curi-tening.

The Ladies say Prince arthur cweet,

shall never bea chimney swesp,

But Old Jehn Ball his Kid shall heep,

all at the Royal Christening,
. So-merrily the bdl's do ring,

You would like to hear Prince albert sing,
With the foreign P.inces ching-chiog-cling,
all at the Royal Christening. '

There are Ladies there so sweet and kind,
;“,nh Lustles decorated fiie,
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Like brewers dravs-stuck out behind,
all at the Royal Christening,
Cooks and-ma'dens run a race,

‘Butlers and:Coachmen in their place,

and Johnny’s with the r silver lace,
all at the Royal Christening.

‘Here's to the Queen and .albert gay,
and all the Children too, : uzze,
May another come next first of May,
TFor another Royal Christening,
Baptised he is with water swee®,
Brought f.om the river Otaheite,
There is such a lot of stuff to eat,

all at the Royal Christening.

"CHORTU S,

The bells shall ring a merry tune,

That shall-be heard above the moon,
This twentv-second day of June,
all at the Royal Curis‘ening.

PHOEBE MOREL’S DREAM.

Hap a dream, a hsppy dream’

I thought that T was free,

-E'ﬂm‘tin ‘niy.e\vu-bright land again

A home there was for me.

Savanual’s tide dashed bravely on,

1 saw wave roll o'er wsvs,
But when in full delight Iwoke,
I feund mysclf:a Slave,
I never knew a mother’s luve,

Yet happy were my days,

For by my own dear father’s side,
cam,
heartless Strangepg

L sang my simple lays.
e die, :and
Ere closed o’er him the grave,

They tore me weeping from bis side

And claimed me as their slave,

.and this was in a Christian land,
~Where men oft kneel and pray,
The vaunted home of liberty,

Where lash aad chain hold swary.

0, give me back my Georgian cut,
1t is not wealth 1 crave,

0, let me live in freedom’s light

Or die, if still a Slave.




