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_ ADVERTISEMENT. 
IT will be evident to the Reader, that the following 

miserable rhapsody is the result of a Vision, and of 
course not cognizable by the sober judgment of Critics. 
It will be perceived also, that the Dreamer has been 
somewhat tinctured with the vile prejudices of Jacobinism ; 
Jor, notwithstanding that he decidedly subscribes to the — 
virtues of the Sovereign—thinks that the heart of the 
Prince of Wales is composed of noble materials; has even 
smiled at the over-righteousness of those men who com- 
posed the memorable York Hunt; and has studied policy 
from Junius, and Dramatic Criticism from the Morning 
Herald, yet his cloven foot is palpable! He hath pre- 
sumed: io throw an atmosphere of doubt over the patrotism 

of the Coal Owners of the North, and their worthy coad- 
jutors in public good, the Philanthropic Society of Corn 
Contractors, who meet thrice a week (under God's pro- 

-vidence) on their Exchange, in Mark Lane ! 

Whoever yawns at the protivity and dullness of this 
small EXstorian, or rather Dramatist, should be in- 
formed that he was educated under a Metaphysician and 
Special Pleader !—A dubious Disputant, who would ra- 
ther have “een wet to the skin; and have gone to bed 
without his supper, than have consented to walk home 
by any other than a circuitous route!—From the som- 
nific and tedious propensities of his Akentor, our Author- 
ding imbibed that method, which has drawn upon him 
the reproach of 

; Ne quid nimis : 

Thus happily gallicised by V oltaire— ட்‌ 
Le secret d’ennuyer est celui de tout dire. 

Or in English paraphrase, 
The happy knack of forcing the Reader to call for his night-gown and slippers. 

But, Allons! Afessteurs—The bell is rung, and ther 
will begin the Farce incontinently !



THE 

JUBILEE. 

A NATIONAL PANTOMIME. 

  

Scene the top of the Monument.—Time, 25th of October, 
1809, at the dawn of day.—Bells ringing. 

[ Enter ASMODEUS and a COMMIS OF FAME from the 
clouds; they alight on the bowl of this massy, but 
lying column. | 

ComMis.—Where in the Devil’s name are we? 
For I must take the proceedings in short-hand for my 
noisy mistress. : 

ASMODEUS,—In the proud City of London, as the 
well-fed denizens cali it—This is the day appointed 
by all ranks, degrees, ages, and sexes, to celebrate an 
event which would never have been forgotten by 
posterity without this manifestation of delight; namely, 
that the good and pious George the Third hath en- 
tered the fiftieth year of his reign !—annus mirabilis! 

CommMIs.—It must be a very pious and loyal na- 
tion. 

ASMODEUS.—Beyond any parallel on record; but 
_ the ethics and allegiance of this- happy empire differ 
somewhat from the former practice, as it is now 
pretty generally understood that no:man can be syste- 
matically moral without a priest, or loyal without a 
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bribe. But we must descend, and mingle with the 
mob, as I perceive that the actors and actresses are 
preparing to celebrate this famous jubilee.—Allons ! 

ere 

  

. Scene Downing Street, with a vast number of charac- 
ders in masquerade—Contractors, Courtiers, Min- 
strels, Pick-pockets, and sturdy Beggars. : 

SERENADE, (Music, Dibdin.) 

Ye Placemen, from your beds arise, 
To Fortune tribute pay ; 

With silken smiles, and leering eyes, 
Pray usher in this day. : 

When Reason-gives the cue to laugh, 
What face shall dare to frown ? 

B’en democrats shall bumpers quaff, 
And wash their treason down. 

[Eveunt omnes. 

  

© 

Scene changes to a View of Saint James’s Palace. 

[ Enter a stout handsome man, with an‘oak switch in his 
hand, and a shamrock in his hat. 

~ ASMODEUS.—That is. Mr. Patrick, a very honest 
Irish gentleman, and a foster-brother of Mr. Bull. 
Me is naturally high-minded and generous, and some- | 
what choleric. He is now ruffled in his temper, 
under a supposition that Mr. Bull has not treated him 
with becoming candour in some recent transactions 
of importance. . 

Mr. PATRICK, (in soliloquy.) —Well, upon my 
conscience, but this is a pretty sort of a journey I
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have made, from Dublin atself, to see a jubilee. — 
And what is a jubilee? ~ ae oe ae 

_ AsmopEus.—Hark! the gentleman from Ireland — 
is going to ruminate.—He is now pondering upon the 
merits and demerits of the Imperial Divan. 

Mr. PATRICK, (holding his shilelagh to his nose.) 

C—~g hath wit, and E——n sense, 
W—d's bold and brave, 

P—'s cant’s a mere pretence, 
(With D—g—n’s matchless impudence,) 

To dig our Glory’s grave! 
Now C——gh in shade recedes, 

(The scape-Goat of the Eleven,). 
The doer must announce his deeds, 

And meet the face of Heaven ! 
M——e must run to flatt'ring Hope ; 

0 n recount his gains: . 
And L——1 get Windsor soap 

To wash out Frailty’s stains. - 
P-——d may take a leading place 

In the nursery of Saint Lukes! = 
While Ch—m runs t’elude disgrace, 

And George their master—pukes ! 
What would these puny Madmen have? 

\ First, they would bribe us—without pence ! 
Then snare us—without common sense ! 

And, without power, enslave! 

  

௨௫ 

{Enter Major C—rw—t, Tim. B——N, and others, 
habited as Minstrels —They sing to MR. PaTRick. ] 

THE T——¥ THIEVES. 
(A New Song to an Old Tune.) 

Bob Walpole they've prais’d to the skies, sir, 
With Frank North, who made sinister pies, sir, 
And some say C—l—ne was of sharpers the chief, 
But the thief of all thieves is a T——-y thief, 

CHORUS. 
T—_y thief, 
He’s the chief— _ 

Qh! the thief of all thieves is a T——y thief, 
B2
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_ When the Whigs realiz’d alk their wishes, Gi Fad 

__ How they gobbl'd the loaves and the fishes ! ள்‌ ட 
W——m ate his “ cheese-parings,” and laugh'd at our grief— 
Oh! the thief of all thieves is a T——y thief, &c. 

Be y once swore, in Southwark, all place-men 
_ Were knaves, or at least, they were base men; as 
Yet he’s twice turn’d his coat, though ‘tis past all belief— 

_ Oh! the thief of all thieves is a T——y thief, &c. 

~ Lo! the Catholics, F—x cried, P—tt has shot them ! 
/ Yet when he got in, he—forgot them, க 

And sat down with sang froid, to his claret and beef— 
Oh! the thief of all thieves is a T——y thief. 

்‌ ம ஏ மஞ்‌ 
He’s the chief— _ 

Oh! the thief of all thieves is a T——y thief. 

    

  

  

Mr. PaTRIcK, (flourishing his cudgel!/—Get out, 
ye Spalpeens.—[ Evewnt Minstrels.| By the hill of 
Howth, I believe you are all a parcel of thieves. [Evit. 

  

Scene changes to the Piazza in Covent-Garden. 

[ Enier COLONEL W—p—z, habited as a Piedmontese 
ன்‌ Show-Man.] க 

Here you shall see how 50,000 men land in the 
bogs of Hilland. Den they stick up to their chins 
in mud, with a hot sun broiling their brains !—Now 
they take Flushing, where no animal can breathe 
for a month in security, but frogs and Dutchmen !— 
Now they take umbrage'!—Now they take a fever! 
—Now they take their deaths, and then they take 
themselves off !—All as natural as the life ! ச 

A brave galantie show— 
A very pretty fancy, tout nouveau ! 

Now you see 30,000 men in Spain, horse and foot. 
Now they fight one decisive battle at T——a, and 
beat the grand Enemy !—Now the Conqueror writes a
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ட? to the vandal and inexorable Foe, recommending — 
~ 4000 .of bis wounded conquerors to the mercy of 
the eenished !—Now the guns fire for this singular 
victory !—Now they make the. extraordinary Victor a 
Jord !—All as natural as the life! ்‌ 

_ A brave galantie show— _ 
oA very pretty. fancy, tout nouveau ! 

Now you shall see Johnny Bull turned into a milch 
cow, with an udder as big as the cupola of Saint Pe- 
ter’s!—Now the Prussian suck, bygar! Now the 
Austrian suck! Now the Neapolitan suck! Now the 
Sardinian suck! Now the Portuguese suck! Now 
the Russian suck ! Now the Swede suck! And now, 
parblieu, they suck her dry, while her own Calves 
are ட்‌ on, in wonder ‘All. as natural as the 
life ! 

A brave galantie show— 
A very pretty fancy, tout nouveau ! 

Then you see the Frenchman’s Hell, in Piccadilly, 
where Fraud and Rapine are plucking a devoted 
Pigeon (Lord C——r), while the Magistrates and 
Black-legs, in the back ground, are playing at Blind 
Man’s Buff !—There’s JOUNNY. BULL busily begrim- 
ing the portrait of MADAME CATALANI with the 
essence of invective; wlyle some loyal Contractors 
from Mark Lane, and Northumberland, are slyly 

_tobbing him of his loaf and coals All as natural 
as the life ! 

A brave galantie show— 
A very pretty fancy, tout nouveau !
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Commis.—What heterogeneous mob is this? : 

“Asmo DEUs.—A great man and his satraps. That 
is Lord G——, with the Wh—s, or Club of Odd Fel- 
lows chained to his chariot wheels. He is now going 
to drag them through the dirt in Little Britain. 

CoMMISs.—What old ladies are those, who look as 
demure as a bawd at a christening ? 

ASMODEUS.—Old ladies, quotha! Heaven correct 
your presumption !|—This is a deputation from ‘the 
College of Physicians. Don’t you see Medicus sum, * 
stamped in large letters, upon their foreheads, lest the 
vulgar should not be able to discover “their profession 
by their practice ? 

Commis.—I observe a broad line. of diwinction 
yonder, with a few Afuscadins on one side, and many 
artizans on the other. 

ASMODEUS.—That is a necessary boundary in all¢ 
well-regulated governments, called The hedge of privi- 
lege. On the dexter part, there is a constable drag- 
sging a miserable Troubadour to jail, because he had 
the audacity to play “ Bobbing Joan” at a country 
fair, to the manifest injury of morthonde® ‘On-the 
sinister part, there are two prodigious Grandees fighting 
a duel for the good of the empire! The two small 
specks you may descty on the south-east of the 
horizon, is BONAPARTE on a Bohemian hill, laughing 
immoderately at the diversions of Putney. The other 
personage beneath him is the Emperor FRANCIS, who 
is shedding tears, in silence, for ட்‌ infirmity of human 
nature ! 

ComMIs.—What awe-inspiring Ladies are those who 
- seem as if disencumbering themselves from the robes 
of office ?
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-Asmoopus.—It i is TRUTH and Justice, who are 
now preparing to return to ‘Heaven, from whence 
they came, as their ascendancy on earth is nearly at an 
end. “The lesser personages who attend at a respectful 
distance, are GENEROSITY and GoobD MANNERS; 
they are preparing for terrestial emigration ; the for- 
“mer is going to Ireland, and the latter to Caledonia, 
as their agency in England becomes more “contracted 

-and despised every hour! ப 

» Commis.—I see a boundless ட்‌ yonder, in a state 
of hostility and uproar ! 

ASMODEUS.—That is composed of one thousand 
and one sects of Christians, who are now scolding and 
scratching each other for the honor of ‘the Deity ! 
while moral Philosophy is endeavouring, in vain, to 
explain the ethics of the New Testament! =~ 

CoMmMis.—What.is that little man about with the 
* Marmozets 1n the grocer’s scale? 

ASMGDEUS.—Hush ! that. is Napolcon : he is now 
, Weighing his generals and ministers in the balance of 
“merit, before he will entrust them with the batoon of 
commands.or the port-folios of office ! 

Commis.—What melancholy looking’ 1 man is that 
who is tying on his bonnet de nuit, shies a little vaga- 
bond is adroitly putting out his rush-light?. 

ASMODEUS. —That is கர்‌, who is going to bed 
from ennui and want of business ; and the boy you 
see, is Cupid, who, in his wantonness, is extinguishing 
the torch of matrimony. 

Commis.—What Me a building is that in the 
dirty avenue? 

ASMODEUS.—That is Doctor’ s Commons; and the



THE JUBILEE. 13 
clamorous multitude who are pressing so violently 
into its porches, are husbands and wives of distinc- 
tion, in the boisterous act of mutual recrimination. 

-COMMIs.—What batch of half-baked cakes. are 
those which the baker is putting into the oven yonder? 

ASMODEUS.—Soyez tranquil mon ami! For Hea- 
ven’s sake, correct your expression.—Cakes indeed’! 
Why that is a batch of new B——ts, which the imma- 
culate M T is now thrusting into the oyer-clogged 
oven of national dignity. They will all make their 
miraculous egress டம்‌ like independent butchers, 
with increased importance, and bloody hands !—Let 
us fall back, and change our position, for I hear a 
band of jubilee minstrels, brim-full of loyalty, festi- 
vity, poetry, and anti-jacobinism, ; 

  

a eee அ 

Scene changes to Temple- Bar. ்‌ 

[கா உடற. 0000 10049 பற ர 1௪ heads, ) 
1... ரர நந, நா, மற * “நா. செ 
Sc—tT, with other disinterested and- loyal patriots. 
They sing a stanza alternately, each kissing the cup 
with devotion. 

~ Tune—© Mallerry Tree.” 

Behold this vast goblet was earv’d from the tree 
Which, oh! sweet Corruption, was planted by thee ; 
Whose fruit falls like manna from Heaven’s blest stores, 
And enables the wretch to keep tandems and w !   

CHORUS, 

All shall yield to thy supremacy— 
Machiavelli was he, 
Who planted thee ; 

And thou, like his text, ever potent shall be! 

ே
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Bae த்‌ a Be e Tories all children of 
coun Wie be ey out, but do mye in! 

-- ‘Who torment their good master with vehement broils, 
ff win cabal on the es hands on the spoils ! 

: Chorus, &c. 

ய லவ The lofty patricians, i in சப்‌ so high, 
With souls so diminish’d—whose heads touch the sky ! 

- Who have treated poor Nature with insolent scorn, 
‘Whose estates are untimber’ sla wives are forlorn! 

Chorus, &c. 

: The city contractors who p— on the ee 
~~ Whe craw] towards the churches—who hunt for a job ; 

‘Whose loyalty’s kindled at every loan, 
end who take Downing § Street in their way to the throne. 

Chorus, &c, 

Those Prelates ல்‌ doze while the sectaries thrive ! 
_ And the horde who'd have Catholics buried alive ! 

_ The miscreants who grapple their guinea-fraught bags, 
While noble Integrity’ s shiy'ring in rags ! 

Chorus, &c.: 

[Exveunt, arm in arm, and capering 
like mad Bacchanals. 

  

Scene, changes toa View of Lambeth Palace, with an 
innumerable crowd of men, women, and children. 

“ ComMis.—What are the purposes of that lank, 
pallid, cadaverous man who is now mounted upon a 
stool, in the centre of this motley congregation ? 

ASMODEUS.—That is a crazy pharmacopolist—an 
apostle from error, who disseminates the seeds of 
lunacy, under the -authority of an act: of P——— 
Ecoutons ! He is going to speak for himself. 

Brethren, brethren, here you are in Vanity Fair! (No 
allusion to the jubilee.) You come here to delight 
the senses, not to scour the heart; but I will admi- 
nister a grain of corrective acid, with an ounce of 
sulphurated apothegms, and drive the demons of abo- 
mination from your mental system, -though you were 

2 
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      pulverize an follies i int ro Satie gospel, and 
make you. amalgamate with the elements of regener- 
ation. You are all stuck deep i in the slough of de- 
spondency, and yet you have too much arrogance to 
call for help! Streteh forth your arms, and I will drag 
you from the niire.of reprobation, as clean and unsul- 
lied asa candle from a patent mould! I will brace 
ye with the chalybeate waters. of grace, and cleanse 
your ideas with the saline draughts of repentance, to 
prepare ye for the new-birth; when the old man 
shall be cast away, like a ‘tattered garment; while the 
handmaids of regeneration shall rub and scrub your 
anatomy till you are as bright as my best pestle ! 
You call for wax-lights, spermaceti-lights, and gas-- 
lights, but what are they to the new lights? Answer 
me that.—What is man but a forked radish, which 
Satan plucketh up by the roots, when he wants a 
bonne bouche, or a cardiac? What is beauty, but a fraib 
flower, which’ that leveller Time, cutteth down like 2 
daffy-down-dilly in the meadows of ecstacy’?—Then 
come with me, and I will lead you from the harlotry | 
of Babylon tq the true Zion, where the daughters of 
Salem shall sing a lullaby to the fatigues of-humanity, 
before you become a spotless pensioner upon the esta- 
blishment of the Millennium in 1811! 

[Baw with the crowd. 

  

CoMMIS.—What wid, fat man in black, is \ 
that, with a book in his hand, who is snoring in the 
corner, wholly undisturbed by the palais of the Fa-_ 
natic? 

ASMODEUS.—Hush ! That is the start and pious 
, Bishop of ,—-—*. the suspended volume, is the first 
part of the Orthodox Watchman, or an illustration of 
the Thirty-nine Articles of the Lutheran faith. 

c2
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- Scene changes to the Royal Exthange. 

[Emer Sir ‘Goa pany Mie Mn, Mr. Ae seep) 
‘Mr. G—p—tTH, Mr. B—q—T, and Mr. W—r—z, 

habited as Masqueraders, and assisted by a patriotic 
Committee from Lloyds.—They sing the following 

“Silly and pointless composition to the Gazers und 
| Passengers. | ee! ee 

    

THE JUBILEE. 
A New Song to an Old Tune. 

Now Reason’s groan a sin is, sir, 
. We've coffers without guineas, sir, 
And Pensioners who're ninnies, sir. 

CHORUS. 
That’s a jubilee! 

Thus Democrats will say, sik, : 
_ We hope that you will stay, sir, 

And see our jubilee. : 

Wives who've scoff’ d the Graces, sir; 
Patriots hunting places, sir, 
And putting on two faces, sir, 

That's a jubilee, &c. 

6 Man’s duty taught by Fobbers, sir, . 
“Great loyalty in Jobbers, sir,’ : 
Morality from Robbers, sir, 

த “That's a jubilee, &c. 

Victories gain’d—by running, sir t 
-» Sound Logic pos'd by punning, sir ; 

Poor Virtue hoax’d by Cunning, sir 
That's a jubilee, &c. 

To prop the Inquisition, sir, & 
Yet when the Parts petition, sir, 
To sneer at their condition, sir, 

That's a jubilee, &c. 

In shabby measures fertile, sir ! 
To quit sweet Venus’ myrtle, sir! 
To gorge three pounds of turtle, sir! 

That's a jubilee! ்‌ 
Thus Democrats will say, sir, 
‘We hope that you will stay, sir, 

And see our jubilee. 

_ [Exeunt in hirality, and holding each 
4 other together ம்‌ nope of sand. 

4
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“Scene changes 10 the Interior of Guildhall, with Beck- 
ford’ s Statue in. the dumps !—The two Giants main- 
tain a pithy. colloquy iy, 2 la Thurlowe. 

' _ Goc—What is all this bustle about ? 

MAcoc.—I'll be d——<d if I know! 

  

Scene changes to Saint Paul’s Chur ch-Yurd ; while 
the bells of Bow and Saint Bride’s Churches are rung 
in high discordance with each other.—Mr. S——Rr 
P. L discovered astride the Sign of the Crown and 
Bible, with a wand of office in his hand, directing 
the grand Procession. 

  

Commis.—Who is that elevated gentleman ? 

ASMODEUS.—He is the successor, in thte second 
degree, to Mr. P—t, who was (with the exception of 
Mirabeau) the greatest legislative orator that has existed 
during the last forty years !. க 

Commis.—As man isa rational being, what diffi. 
culty can there be in making him obedient to reason? 

ASMODEUS.—You are ஜிம்‌ ற ‘the -presumiption, 

. but wrong in the inference ; as the question, with the 
Magi, iS, not as to who can govern him the best, but 
how he is governed at all F 

ComMiIs.—I observe that the people here are always 
calling themselves a proud people—Ts there any 
merit in being proud ? 

ASMODEUS.—It 1 is with nations, as with individuals
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who, in proportion as they become contemptible, be- 
come arrogant; and draw upon themselves for that eu- 
logium, which, to be valuable, should flow from the 
world. ; 

But hark ! they are firing the cannon, which an- 
nounces the grand Procession. It will be arranged in 
theatrical order; and as the Master of the Ceremo- 
nies is Mr. Alderman B—ch, who has dabbled with 
the drama, as well as puffs, there can be no doubt 
but the performers will be adequate to their parts.— 
Here they come, by Jove! Let us mount, and hold 
by the iron rails of Saint Paul’s Church-Yard, and we 
shall see the Cavalcade in fine style. I will be your 
‘Example—your Corypheus—your Chorus! 

That man who is habited like the Knave of Clubs, 
and who walks with cautious importance, like a Lord 
Chamberlain, with a tenesmus, on the Birth-Day, is 
the civic Herald. The banners which he displays so 

_ vauntingly to the general sight, appertain to this great 
and eating City! In the centre is a goose quartered, 
-with a carving-knife in the corner.——The motto is 
happily conceived— ன்‌ பப 

ce 

Eamus quo’ ducit Gula ! 

That beetle-brow’d Gentleman who follows, is their 
worthy R——r: he is pondering upon the glorious 
uncertainty of the Law.«Hush! he is going to mo- 
181126. 

| SOLILOQUY BY THE R——R. 
Erasmus, thou reasoneth well, 
Else why this pleasing hope, this longing 
After fees ?—The legal avenues and ways 
Are dark and intricate—puzzled with mazes, 
And perplex’d with flaws !—The honest Client _ 
Traceth them in vain! nor knows with how much 
Art their windings run, nor where 
The damnable confusion ends !
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_ ~The bloated figure which is marked iby repletion - 
and not health, is 

PUBLIC ‘CREDIT. 

She is treading the mines of Peru and Macs under her 
_ feet with contempt, and rests for support upon the arm 
of Credulity and the Conductor of @ paper-mill! The 
immense crowd in her train, more numerous than the 
sands on the Tyrrhene shore, or bees swarming round 
the toilette of Flora, are Bankers.—The rustic portion 
of them will be shortly metamorphosed by the Spirit 
of Retribution into Locusts, for having devoured all 
the butter, and cheese, and eggs of the provinces from 
the Sons and Daughters of Industry.—She is now going 
on a political pilgrimage to the Exchequer, to indorse 
the drafts of a profligate and ignorant Commissariat. 

That grave man in sable, who seems to have an 
antipathy to retrospection, is the 

ATTORNEY-GENERAL OF GOTHAM! ன்‌ 

Expedience stalks before him with his arms embla- 
zoned ; which are a sheaf of corn blighted, on a field 
gules, with two porcupines as supporters, and’ a mouse- 
trap for his crest. His motto is 

Noli me tangere. 

That seeming bauble which is stuck in his belt, is a 
paif of compasses, which wére bequeathed to him by 
an alarmist, to measure the length and breadth of a mo- 
dern libel ! 

That pompous and austere man who is getting upon 
stilts, by the aid of his colleagues, is Earl B ்‌ 
He is thus suddenly elevated, because it is absolutely 
necessary that every man in office should appear to 
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the Public of higher dimensions than Nature or Truth 
would authorize. 

|. Ministers are like tricks by sleight of hand, 
Which, to admire, you must not—understand ! 

But now the sports are going to begin, for the trumpet 
and drum bespeak the approach of the Dramatic Cha- 
racters : Doucement mon ami! Vhere they are. 

The first group are illustrative of the To Gentlemen 
  of Verona; with ord M———e, Mr. L g, and 

old G——e R——e, in the characters of Parolles,’   

Launcelot, and Crab! ட்‌ 

This is All for Love; or, The World well = 
The part of Mark Anthony, by the Hon. Sir A 
P—t, and that of Cleopatra, by the ci-devant Lady 
B 11, 

    

This is the grand Drama of the Tempest, which 
has been decorated at an immense expence.—Mr. 
W—th—n walks as Prospero; he is armed with a ne- 
cromantic wand, with which he, ever and anon, 
touches and paralyzes the brains of the Common 

_ Council # : 
௦ 

That isthe renowned City Infant who walks as 

Caliban, with a large chest of Souchong under his 

arm, in licu of sticks !—Look at the majesty of his 
deportment, and see how difficult it is fora gentleman 
of his refined talents to assume the Savage, pro tem- 
pore! 

* 

That accomplished Chevalier who walks as Fer- 
dinand, is Colonel G——e; a Scavou Vivre, arbiter 
elegantiarum, and mirror for the Diletanti ! 

The Lady who personates AZiranda, with so much 
naivet(, is the Princess ———. Mark, how she sur- 
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* 09 1015 பர்வத்‌. while he, isla ass Handel’ 
favorite air— 

ட்ட Lord! ! what is man! 772 

That little கன்‌. who fascinates all parties, as 
_ Ariel, is the-Duchess of Y——. . 

But here comes an actor of measureless celebrity ; 
that is no other than Sir Wm C-—_-s, Baronet, 
Baker, Alderman, Rhetorician, Commodore, and 
M.P.! He.hath condescended to walk, on the present 

- brilliant océasion, as Stephano: therefore you must not 
attribute his reeling to inebriety, as he hates a bottle 
as much as a contract.. The truth is, that he has not 
recovered the right use of his legs since his famous 
naval expedition to Holland.— Nemo me impune lacessit, 
is inscribed on the streamers of his barge, and the 
escutcheon of his family.—A vagrant flea had the 
temerity to vault upon his proboscis in the Downs, 
and was burnt to cinders in a second !—He_. once 
fainted, after a classical and patriotic’ harangue at 
Guildhall, and his friends were inconsolable, as he 
‘lay motionless for several minutes; at length one of 
Birch’s aides-de-camp «traversed the chamber with a 
hot tureen of turtle-soup, the circling” fumes of 
which, coming in contact with his olfactories: he in- 
stantly rose in ecstacy, and followed the Cook, oy 
instinct, into the grand refectory—What a Cur—tis ! 
Hark! he is*going to favdr the mob’ with a song 
which he composed on board his own yacht, when 
he lay moored out of the precincts of mischief, off the 
shores of Walcheren.—Now for it: Ecoutez mon ami: 
I have heard a high character of the ditty, which 
combines the sublime, the ‘descriptive, the attenuating, 
and the pathetic. —
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|. HENRY THE EIGHTH. 

- King Henry = - - - by Lord@h——y. = 
Cardinal Wolsey - - - Mr. H—w—d: 
ட Gardiner - = - Mr. Cr——y. யா a 

Cranmer --- 2: ௨.2. 4 = The Bishop of L——ff. 

  

Lady Anne Bullen — - The Princess of ——. 
The Infant Elizabeth - The Princess C——— of W——s. 

- 2 . 7. i 

OTHELLO. . ; 

Othello” - - - - - by Lord C——m. 
Tago - - - - = = - Mr. W—nm. 
Cassio ~ - ~ - = = -LordK db——t. 
Desdemona - - - - -*Mrs. G—ds—th. 

AsMODEuUS.—Tenez! The noble Moor is troubled : 
in spirit. He looks grave and grand, as a Cabinet Mi- 
nister ought !—He has got his night-cap on, it is true, 
but it is only three-o’clock P. M. and that is the early 
part of the morning with the haut ton !—Zounds! he 
is preparing for -utterance !—Recollect, in his elo- 
quence, that this is not the date Lord C——m. 

‘OTHELLO Golus.) 
« Farewell, ye spavin’d steeds, and fever'd hosts 12 உ 
Ye dykes and bogs of Beveland, all farewell ! 
Where croaking bull-frogs bay the laughing moon ; 

. And Congreve’s rockets too, whose fiery tails 
- Would ignify and burn another Troy ! ; 

Farewell, ye tents, and couches, and parade, 
Sentries, and salutations, and all that 
Pridé, pomp, and patronage of glorious war, 
With all those Zenusses, Commander's snack, 
That make ambition—virtue ! 
Unhappy Ch——m’s occupation’s gone! _ 

MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Sir John Falstaff - by The Duke of N———k. 
Doctor Caius. - “= Sir Walter F ie 

  

  

      

Sir Hugh Evans - = = = Sir Watkin W. W: ee 
Master Slender - - - - The Duke of G 5! த 
Mr. Ford = += = = - = The Duke of D 
Mr. Page - -'- + = - Lord C 6. pris 

Mrs. Ford - - - - = - The Duchess of G—d—n. 

Mrs. Page - = - = -  - The Marchioness of H—rt—d,_ 

Anne Page ௪ The Hon. Miss Ed—n.



 



THE JUBILEE. த 
Advancing, rank and file, in:conntless rows, 
Coyer’d with gashes, slashes, blood, and mud, 
And crying, ‘« Curse your soul, ‘twas you did it!” 
(ll n'y a point de crime sans chatimentl) ~ 
Ah! there’s the rub !—For who would bear 
‘The Whigs’ harsh contumely—Erin’s groans ; 
And all those arrows tipp’d with attic salt, 
Which ruthless W—b—d throws in sport around, _ 
Until he stitks my official jerkin full, 
Whene’er we meet in verbose noisy war— 
Or C——g's poisonous, sarcastic sneer ! 
Or P——1's cold friendship, that’s held forth, 
Like pliant osiers to a drowning man, 
But that the dread of something after death, 
Some deep responsibility to man, 
(Which even Lordlings sometimes must obey) , 
Puzzles the will, and makes us rather bear 
The ills of office, with immense douceurs, 
Than fly to other ills, without a groat! . 
T'll go and live on Londonderry’s skirts, 
Far from th’ungrateful, grumbling, swinish crew, 
And Jeaye Ambition’s slipp’ry, thorny course 
To those who've hearts of oak, and nerves of steel: 
There let me cultivate my Sabine fields, « 
And see no company but—civil frends. 

    

ASMODEUS.—Here comes Lord M——a, riding as 
the man in armour! They have selected tlfis noble-. 

man, as being the most unassailable subject in the 

British realm. : 

ComMIs.—What designation have those" seven fe- 

males, whom the Vulgar seem to treat with studied 

disdain ? ச 

ASMODEUS.—The Muses!—The poorer lady, with 
dishevelled tresses, frenzied eyes, and damaged linen, 

is the poetic Muse: she formerly lodged in an attic 

apartment in Grub Street; but as she could not pay ~ 

the taxes, or prove the place of her nativity, she was 

turned out of civil society, to wander as a luminous 

vagabond upon the face of the earth | 

ComMis.—Poor creature! But where aré Thalia 

“and Melpomene? i 

  

E



 



THE JUBILEE. qe ae 

rump, is Aldefman Pattypan 5 and ‘that ‘Protean 
Drawcansir, who is holding so tenaciously by its tail, is 
the immortal Author of * CA Vigor நா்‌ the Law.” 

_ Commrs.—Bless us! here is a cadaverous wench, 
with a large pair of Taylor’s’ shears in her hand ! 
Some Draper’s*Rib, perhaps, who has left her maga- 

zine to see the show. 

_ASMODEUS.—For the love of life be easy !__That is 
Altropos, the Chief of the Parce! She is now takin 
measure of Aldermanic existence, and marking her - 
victims for death, as Game-keepers serve deer ~ 
Whenever the Lord Mayor gives a feast, the Fates 
dance the hey, in a black cloud, over Bucklers- 
bury ! : 

ComMis.—What fond twain is this ohana upon 
us like another Pylades or Orestes, or” “the! ட. 
of the Golden Age? 4/3...) 

ASMODEUS.—Prodigies of merffand ileal! மர 
cades ambo !—You perceive that ‘they are smelltng at 
the same nosegay, like the two Kings of Brentford. 
They have each kept the Ledger of Mars, and have 
each burnt their fingers with gunpowder.—I per- 
ceive by the simpering of the Baronef, that he is 
going to solicit an incalculable favor. Be silent, there 
is harmony afloat. 

A’ DUETTO. (்‌ The Music by Michael Arne.) 
Sir James.—Here, take my office, blushing youth— 

Mr. Y-—-e.—And you, Sir James, take mine: 
I feel, ye gods, as scor’d with knouts, 

And then wash’d o’er with brine! 
What shall I do, when W: m வ 

And every project hinders ? 
Sir James.—Tell him, no Loon should e’er throw stones 

Whose house is full of windows ! 

Ereunt, waddling,- with their heads inverted over their 

shoulders, like’ ‘Tobe: sick drakes; as each had left. his 

official heart among the eanvas-bag. eee ducklings at 

Whitehall. | 
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