THE

QUEEN &K HER FAMILY
IN SCOTLAND,

AIR— Hodge and his Leather Breeches.”

— —— ! My fingers and my toes,
BIR'T, Printer, 39, Great St. Andrew Street, q;xln;‘l\lzﬂ ebout the middle,
Seven Dials, London ' U]1() it | cuppose
ear Vick you have oaught the fiddle,
The Queen and Albert gay, In Scotland what we've done,
Are pone to Scotland sporting, A Said Al » we will remember,
And left the poor old Duke £ nd vou w1ll‘ have a son,
In Piccadilly, ecourting ; MMY dear, in next November,
Vick danced the Highléixd Fling Marked w.nh a brimstone pot,
And Earl Grev acts as ¢ 3 Upon his little middle,
y s corum,
While Albert was away And then he baw/’d 1’ve got
A singing Tullochgorum. The nasty Highland fiddle.
Says Albert, Vick my dear Although
Of joy we are in the miédle, _i‘ggi tii]:yt}fg:fatrf\:rand b,
But in Scotland pray take care, And Albert dearl_y love‘;-,y passst:
And shun *he nasty fiddle. The blooming Scottish lasses ;
To Scotland they can go, Jlli}tﬂﬂzgtyl})eauues. brig‘ht[,; |
For patsime, sport, and pl i one roting right slap
And POF:“ o anr]:ner é‘:”.P easire, Ai%YéckhcaUght him one night '
Has got to find the treasure ; ith threo behind a haystack,
They in the Highlands are he I ;
So gay depend upen it, The little _Prmce of Wales,
You would laugh to see Prince Al Locks like a Scottish laddie,
In petticoats and bonnet. ' Angbtells ]:1.15 mamma tales
About his naughty daddy ;
The Scotch men run a How he did see him take v
race, ; )
With naked legs 50 all pert ; I'he ladies round the middle,
In phillibegs and kilt, And played old Johnny Cope,
They rigged out bonny Albert. So nicely on his fiddle.
And as they ron the race,
The Queen s}ared at them all right, Says Paddy, what a shame !
And all the ladies blushed ’ The Queen will not be steering
To look at Sawney’s bagpipes. To pass a week or two ‘
' Wx{h poor 9!d .\’]-other Erin;
Th(; ro).al pa];ly akn 1 I, by St. Patrick wish,
ot in an Highland carriage, In Scotland they’ i
And had a good blow out, 8 What Padgi\]{ call:};}l)lfet;(:c;?tChlng’
An((;fal;?:: :ihned (})13;;133:11 %orndge s To keep them all a scratching.
Said AL I’'m something catchin The lad
: somet| _ g, ads and lasses gay
Then shoved bis hands betind, Are in the Highlands footing, /7
gan a scratching. And swells both night and da -, 7
Last Monday night she waked, \V?;(?c::cmg, flunﬂ‘ﬂg, thooting ;
A dreaming and a twitching, To ¢ dzllaybt l]e{m Sxpect
Poor Albert he did shake, To see oMisz C:zttSOBcosey,
. . s . . > t S
Saying, crikey ! how 1'm itching ; On drill with old Duke Nosey.




