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REMARKS.

It would be impossible to judge by any dramatic rule,
ancient, or modern, so outré a species of composition, as a
mock tragedy ; Kings, Queens, and Maids of Houour, in-
triguing and tippling, killing each other one moment, and
lcoming to life again the next, must, to all intents and
purposes, like Garrick’s Ode to Shakspeare, be said to
““defy criticism.”’ Such being the dramatis persouz of
¢ Doctor Bolus,” we must be excused from entering into
any minute examination of a piece altogether so heteroge-
meous. The author’s intent and aim were evidently to
produce a hearty laugh ; and, independent of any other
merit that may possibly attach to this picce, it is fairly.
entitled to that of having fully answered the purpose
intended. ¢¢ Tom Thumb,” asoeriginally wtitten by Field-
ing, though extremely entertaining in the closet, would be
wanting in effect upon the Stage : tragic parodies, however
ludicrously conceived, and excellently represented, are
not sufliciently palpable for a modern audience: the joke
must be more apparent and picquant, it must be an absolute
clencher, to excite universal risibility. It is therefore to
the genius of Kane O’Hara, who transformed *‘ Tom
Thumb” into a Burletia, that it owes its great popularity.
Comic words, adapted to serious music, produce an instan-
taneous effect. Parody never conceived a happier burlesque
(as vegards the performance) than ¢ Hope told a flattering
tale.”” The author of ‘‘ Doctor Bolus,” following the
example of O’Hara, has enlivened his piece with various
musical parodies ; aud that his judgment was correct, as
far as relates to public opinion, the effect theyproduced,
aided by the powerful talents of the performers, renders
sufficiently apparent. :
Although acknowledged disciples of Democritus, we
will not go so far as to declare, that a mock tragedy is as
good as. a real one: yet who is prepared to say, that the
latter, in the dog-days, would not be a most oppressive
nfliction ? Laughter, in summer time, comes as naturally
) us, as sunshine and flowers : the tree of mirth is then
in full bearing, and fun becomes as plenty as blackberries ;
i ' Ad '




6 REMAREKS.

for ourselves, we would husband a portion of our mirth
to enliven the dreary montbs of winter, and, in the true
spirit of economical drollery, be merry all the year round.

Let care's dull sons with gloomy maliee rail,
May mirth be slill the hero of our tale;
Care is our foe, so let usstrive to kill it,
For life’s an empty glass, unless we fill it !

King Artipadiades found a most efficient representative
in Mr. Harley: his hat and wig were emiunently super-
royal ; the very skirts of his coat wore an air of majesty !
His solemn delivery of the ludicrous passages; with his
countenance half serious, and half comical ; together with
his bombastical action, were the perfection of burlesque.
As a burletta singer, he proved himseif the legitimate suc-
cessor of Edwin and Suett. Queen Katalinda is a character
wholly dissimilar to Miss Kelly’s general line of acting:
yet, in this instance, she afforded another proof of the :
extreme versatility of her talents ; for, were we called upon .
to decide, on what occasion she produced the loudest !
mirth, we shouald in justice say, in the comical Tregedy- -
Queen Katalinda. Her duet with Mr. Harley, ¢ My daisy—
my darling,” deserved all thie applause it obtained ; while
‘her truly comic madness in the last scene, was so admira-
bly conceived and hit off, that it made that part, which
was considered the most kazardous, the most efective; and
stamped the complete success of the piece. Some diurnal
critics ill-naturedly accused her of #mitating Miss O'Nelil,
which produced from Miss Kelly the following very spirited

reply :
“ Tothe Editor of the British Press.

“ S1R,

“ | have so often felt indebted to the very liberal approbation
that your paper has bestowed upon my exertions, that 1 feel the
greater pain on finding it select me as an object of censure, as severe
as it is unmerited. I allude to a paragraph in ** The British Press”
of this day, which, in noticing the first performance of the new inter-
Jude called “ Doctor Bolus,” accuses me, in direct terms, of having |
dragged forward Miss O'Neil in second-hand imitation. This charge, |
I as directly disavow. I unequivocally assert, that it never entered |
my thoughts to attempt an imitation of any actress whatever; and 1
am too sensible of the difficulties of my prefession, and of my own |
imperfections as an actress, to degrade excellence by holding np it's
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peculiarities to ridicule, or to court applause by resorting to a prac-
tice which I have always taken the liberty to condemn in others.
_“As the accusation which has drawn upon you the trouble of
reading this letter, is calculated to do me serious professional injury,
1 confidently rely upon your justiee to afford me the opportunity of a
publie disavowal of the charge undeservedly preferred against me.

¢ | have the honour to be, Sir,
“ Your obedient servant,
“«F. M. KELLY."”

““ Wednesday, July 22, 1818."”

Poor Chatterley, now no more, was the original General
Searamoucho : his cocl®ed hat and feather, his jack boots,
long spurs, and enormous mustachios, were in excellent
keeping with the character ; which he performed with a
great portion of rich comic humour. The gravity of Doctor
Bolus was confided to Mr. Wilkinson, who, we are happy
to say, is alive and merry, and he proved himself worthy of
the trust. If he made the dramatis person all alive in
the last scene, he has continued to make his audiences so,
in every scene ever since.

Mr. John Reeve has played the King, to the late Mrs.
Allsop’s (Mrs. Jordan’s daughter) Queen Katalinda : both
of which performances were distinguished by very con-
siderable merit,

"The present edition is carefully printed from the author’s
MS., and contains all the additional music.

DB
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[KING.—An antique royal suit of purple velvet
lall three-cornered hat, with feather, rolled stocki
bes, garter, sword, and baton.

“
FENERAL SCARAMOUCHO.—Antique Field Marshal¥s suit of
rimentals, cocked hat, high feather, long sword, jack-boots, and
irs, large whiskers and mustachios, bob-wig, &ec.

g flowing wig,
iigh-heeled

DILLY DUNDOS.—~Antique suit of remmentals, bob-wig, sword,
k-boots, and spurs.

DOCTOR BOLUS.—Full dress antique suit of black cloth, long
|fles, powdered bob-wig, long pigtail, sword, &e.

AOLER.—Brown suit with jerkin, scratch, belt and keys.
ERALD.—Antique herald’s suit, richly embroidered, and wig.

IDDLERS.—Ancient clown’s dress, one fiddler with a wooden leg,
2 other with a patch on his eye.

IGHOST.,—Long flowing white robe; the dress in other respects
libitum.

UEEN.—First dress: Full court dressof flowered satin, head dress

with feathers, and powdered, richly embroidered antique stoma-
'r, hoop petticoat, drop earrings, diamond necklace and bracelés,
h-heeled shoes with rosettes, large Chinese fan.  Second dress :
11 dress of white satin.

POGGYLINA. Antique dress of white silk, borde;:ad with
OPSA. flowers, head-dress high and powdered, hoop
MUTE. S petticoat, high-heeled shoes, large green fans.




STAGE DIRECTIONS..

The Conduetors of this Work print no Plays but those which they)
have seen acted. The Stage Directions are given from their owni
personal observations, during the most recent performances.

The instant a Character appears upon the Stage, tl int of En-
trance, as well .as every subsequent change of Position,®ill its Exit,
is noted, with a ‘fdelity which may, 'in all cases, be relied on; the
object being, to establish this Work as a Standard Guide to the Stage
business, as now conducted on thie London boards.

JEXITS and ENTRANCES.
R. means RightIg “Left ; R. D. Right Door ; L.D. Left Door .
S, E. Second Entranice ; U. E. Upper Entrance; M. D. Middle Door:
;.RELATIYE POSITIONS.

R. means Right; L. Lest; C. Centre; R. C. Right of Centre |
L.C. Left of Centre. The following view of the Stage with Five
Peformers “in front, wili, it is présumed, fully demonstrate the
Relative Positions. -

¥,% The Reader is supposed to be on the Stage faving the Audienee)




SCENE 1.—A Court-yardin the King's Pulace.
Enter DocTor BoLus and COURTIERS, L. .

AlR.—BoLus and COURTIERS.

(TuNE.~—** O dear ! what can the matter be £7)

O pear ! what can the matter be !
Dear, dear, what can the matter be !
O dear, what can the matter be !
Our Queen sure the ghost will give up.
Here is a wretched, unfortunate pack of us;
His Majesty will make an end, in a erack, of us ;
O ’twill be Dickey with ev’ry man Jack of us!—
[The King appears at a window alove, R.

ing. Zooks, what a noise you kick up !

olus. Artipadiades ! pray smooth your brow :

r Majesty, the Queen is—

ing. What’s the row ?

w, by our sword of vengeance, so much dreaded,

u all of ve deserve to be beheaded!

olus. My honour’d Liege, the Queen will die.

[ing. Then let her !
Bolus. She‘s got the cholic, Sire.
Kin, So much the better !
olus. She'll kick the bucket—
Ving Silence ! prithee, hush'
_Lmds, and Doctor B——, you’d better brush.

@



12 - DOCTOR BOLUS, [scENE 11

AlR.—KING.
(GLEE.—"Poll with the milking pail.”)

Ye varlets ! -a‘nt ye asham’d of yourselves !
Ye eourtiers, rude anduncivil !
To make such a brawl about nothing at all ?
['wish yon were all at the Devil !
b T There’s Wigsby too !
And Grigsby too!
I'll have ’em as sure as a nail!
My Lord of the Bed,
I'll cut off your head !
And, Bolus, I'll cut off your tail !
Chorus. My Lord of the Bed
He’ll cut off your head !
And Bolus, he’ll cut off your tail.
[ The King shuts the window. The Scene closes

SCENE IL—An Apartment in the Palace.

Enter the KiNG, to soft music, L.

King. Whether first nature, or long course of drinking
Has made me doat on brandy, I’ve been thinking ;
By punch inspir'd, the minutes quickly rol],
It suits the jovial habit of my soul!
But, ah ! [ feel a sort of flutt’ring here,
I’m rather comical, and somewhat queer :
See, Poggylina comes: ye Pow’rs above !
I shouldn’t be surprised if I'm in love.

Enter POGGYLINA, R.

Poggy. Your Majesty will gar&m this intrusion.

King. What eharming modesty ! what sweet confusiow
I'11 tell her of my passion, try to carry her,
And shou.d the Queen pop offi—egad, I'll marryher!
Fair Poggylina, upon such a thing dumb = |
I cannot be ; my heart’s a little kingdom . = i
Wherein you reign ;—in short, to drop all metaphqr,;i
You've gain’d my love, which you shall be the bemi’

Poggy. Be still, my heart ! oy

ing. I've that within, sweet wel
Which not the Lunnun Water-works can quench;
A raging fire, that burns me to a coal : > |
Mine is a desp’rate case, upon my soul ! i |




SCENE I1. | DOCTOR ROLUS. 13

AR, —KiNG,

(TUNE.—* O fto, my >

What beautiful vision before me is brighsutgl {
My soul is in flamnes, and I burn with defges {
lChose cyes, so bewitching, are flashes of lighgni i
To sct both my heart and my kingdom on fis@ !

f

Then smile on my passion, nor cruelly mock it T.- L
Behold a poor King on his marrowbones fall! = :

Jere take ev'ry farden I have in my pocket, “\

My Crown, Star and Garter, my Sceptre, and all!

Poggy. 1 can hold out no longer—don’t deceive me 3
“or | shall cry my eyes out if you leave me. ;

DUET.—KiING and POGGYLINA.
(TUNE,~—¢ Cease your funning.”)

Poggy. Love’s afeather, April weather,
Sometimes sun, and scmetifnes show'r ;
Fickle, changing ; fond of ranging, |
Like the bee, from flow’r to flow’r !

King.  He who’d grieve thee, he who'd leave thee,
Lovely lily, newly blown !
Learn from me, love, is no bee, love,
But a false deceitful drone!

King. When I prove false, may pride forsake the flirt ;

Bawyers hate fees, and poets wear a shirt;
n cabbage-stalks may honeysuckles grow—

Enter ScARAMOUCHO from behind, R.

_ Secara. The King with Poggylina; there’s ago!

" Pogey. And when I run, your Majesty, my rigs,

lay monkeys play at cards, and sapient pigs,

Like ‘Toby, give their Converzationes,

y entertain their fashionable cronies. -

~ King. Of this enough :—we'll some refreshment try ;
Iy Joy’s a-hungry, and my Love'sa-dvy. . =~
- Pogey. A good proposal ! let us in to lanehde St tise
 King. Andwet our whistles with a glass of ponch..
v | Exeunt King and Poggylina, Rr.

- .drl T

5 B . ’éﬁil ,'., )
-I-_I- Ly ; "1' s .f'-' .1
il ol . - ‘__ '_1-




14 " DOCTOR BOLUS. [sCENE 111,

Scaramoucho comes forward.

Seara. 1’1l turn a rebel ere to-morrow’s sun ;
The odds are in my favour, ten to one!
I will dethroue this Monarch, trounce the jade,
False Poggylina—damme, who’s afraid ?

AIR.—SCcARAMOUCHO.
(TuNE.~—* The Dandy, 0 ")

I'm a soldier ready made, and fighting is my trade, -
Atrank and file, retreat and charge, quite handy, O ;
To Mars I am bound ’prentice, 1 kill my foes by twenties,
And live on smoke, fire, gunpowder, and brandy, O !

Fi -
When standing with my hat off, I look like Hetman Platoff,,
Orsomefierce, powder’d, whisker’d,German grandee, O ;,
Geramb or Scheffenhausen, or wonderful Munchausen,
Or Blucher, that old redoubtable dandy, O.

Then, King, "twixt you and I, I’d have you mind your eye,,
For, ’pon my word, I do not understand ye, O !
And, Poggylina, you your coquetry shall rue,
When I mill that royal lad o’ wax, your dandy, O.
[Ezit, R.

SCENE 111.—.A Chamber.

Queen KATALINDA discovered sitting in a pensive manner,
with her Maids of Honour—Two Fiddlers attending.

Queen, 1f music be the food of love, I crave,
Good Gentlemen, the favour of a stave!
L They play, ¢ Drops of Brandy.”
That melancholy strain to heav’n might carry me :
Play something soothing—¢ Nobody coming to Marry
e e . , e |
[ 7%ey play <€ Nobody coming to .ﬂfw ;_Mﬁ-i' '
Enter King, L. LS
King. Zounds ! here’s a pretty dust! a prt;ciu'uﬁ--;‘
Madam, is this the way you cure the cholic? =
Queen. That air, methinks, it had a dying fall ! - s
King. Base Catgut Scrapers! Devil take Enu'al_t-l o

Kicks them
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Avaunt, and quit my sight ! and you, too, ladies ;
[ want to tell the Queen, that she a jade is. :
- [Exeunt Mopsa and Poggyling, R.

AIR.—KING.

(TuNE.—*¢ The good old days of Adam and Eve.”)

O scandalum magnatum ! O Tempora, O Mores !
All the town is quizzing us, and telling funny stories !
Little Mopsa loves a drop sir—muzzing, buzzing—some
" too, :
Nod and wink, and say they think your Majesty rum-tum
too !
By the beard of Jupiter ! by the foot of Pharoah !
Fiddlers, Queen, and Maids of Honour, all shall live on
air O! G
And when you're dry, the pump is nigh, yowll find the
" water middling.
Il cut your sport, and capers, short—=and, damme, spoil
your Fiddling ! : '

Queen. Arve these your kingship’s super-royal airs ;
1 would be private—mind your own affairs !

SCENE IIL.] DOCTOR BOLUS. 15

i
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Queen. You've grown a downright savage.

King. Don’t provoke me !
*  Queen. A Hottentot, by Jingo !
« King Rage will choak me!

Snﬂn Madam, I will better manners teach you,
Our Chauwllor Lord Wigsby, shall impeach you :
The bus’ness shall he done as soon as said ;
You’'ll look quite comical without your head.

DUET.—KING and QUEEN.

(TUNE.~** Madam Fig's Gala.")

King. Come, Queen, you had better be quiet,
And give your loquacity quarter !
Don’t breed in my palace a riot,
Or a head you shall s?!uu be the shorter.
Queen. I laugh at your threats full of spite,
And them you shall see I'll be kind for 3
So, if you are willing to fight,
Come, let us see what you’ve a mind for.

e

"4
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DUET.—KING and QUEEN, 2
(TUNE.—*‘ Quer the Water to Charley.”)

Queen. My Daisy, my Darling, give over this snarling,
: I did not intend to ill use you ;
King. To chide you was cruel; come, kiss me, my
Jewel : -
Queen. . Here goes, for I cannot refuse you.
In the best govern’d houses, some wives by their
spouses
Will never submit to be check’d, Love ;
And a dust now and then with the dearest of
men—
King. Is what married folks must expect, Love.

Enter a HERALD, with his Wig awry, R.
-

King. Soul of a Grasshopper ! wherefore those alarms ?
Herald. My Liege, brave Scaramoucho is in arms ;
He vows destruction, swears he’ll have your life, or
Your Crown :—his Force, two Drummers and a Fifer 3
Some ten or twenty Soldiers ta’en at random, !
With a blind Sergeant Major to command ’em.
King. Presumptuous slave ! hie to my royal stud,
And saddle Dobbin, that rare bit of blood !
Fetch me my patent blunderbuss and spurs,
That [ may punish these rebellious curs ;
And, as for Scaramoucho, woe betide him !
My soul is up in arms ;—I long to hide him ! .,

e AT
y ?":‘}- "

AIR.—KING. o

I iy
= o

TUNE.~'* My love iz s0 pretty. =—fCon 3_;3&:*5:0;‘}:'}?_ ;

‘Run to my stable °

As fast as you're able,

'- Take halter, or cable,

yr ;gf Cry *‘ Dobbin, gee ho !”

: 7 1 i . e,
. i’ My favorite bay-horse,
g5 . . A capital shay-horse!
el 2 cAsDhigas a dray-horse !
‘\; e . A good one to go ! :
}, iy B3 i
o e
L L = ;






'SCENE IIL] >+ DOETOR BOLUS. 19

. But quick

|: 14,: .l' L

Next at EpﬂlﬂCB gate I bargain’d hard,
It cost mie one pojind one to bribe the guald—-
ef us fly—deuce take this reck’ning !
Sly Cupid sits apon your shoulder beck’ ning.

Quem I fear you gammen me.

Seara. | Hear this, great Mars,
Juno and Jupiter, Sun, Moon, and Stars !
When Aldgate-pump shall htand in Paul’s church-yard,
And the King’s Sceptre be a Tailor’s Yard ;
When London-bridge shall come to Water lm:r.,
Men walk on four legs, donkeys walk on two ;
When in Fleet-ditch we catch Newcastle salmﬂn,

‘I'hen, Katalinda, you may say I gammon. . o
DUET.—QUEEN and SCARAMOUCHO. e
(TunE.—*“When I was an Infant, the Gossips would my'.’_:) Nt
Scara. Please your Majesty, let us away, e
Come, my Sweeting, o i |

Drums are beating, % =

Cupid mocks our dull delay ;
‘So march along with your soldier.
Queen. You'll persuade me, do what I can,
How I could blush if I had my fan !
Lord, what sport
Will be at the court
When they hear that the Queen’s run away with
a-Man!
All the world and his wife will be there,
5 Grinning, mpnunng,
Courting, fapermg,
Both. 8Huw the Lords and Ladies will stare,

When 221U scamper off with Yoo ﬂﬂldler

I my ;
e [Ewxeunt Queen and Seai muc}&a,

King aﬂﬁfﬂs SJorward from the Closet. 24 Y

 King. Ther ﬁﬁe&s no further pn}uf——the murder’s out !
My horns begih to grow—1I feel ‘em spmut‘

To be, or not to ﬁﬁ-ﬂr—aye that’s a puzzler !

My Queen, heav'n bless her mug ! is grown a guzzler :

1f I could get within her royal throttle _ ﬁ’*-“..' i
Of Curdml Balm of Gilead half a bottle, B
Twould do her bus'ness without fear or risk; N

1 R

[_ hen hey for Poggylina and a frisk ! S
. W A
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- Bolus. Julap, cathartic, elixir,
Snug in her liguor I’ll drop ;
If ’tis your pleasure, I’'ll mix her
All the contents of mv shop.

Both., 'Then hey for the pestle and mortar !
And hey for tl’ infallible pills !
No plan on earth can be shorter
To cure our good Queen of her ilis.

SCENE IV.—.A Tent.

ScaraMoucuo discovered asleep—.A Ghost rises up, and
SINgS.

Hey Scaramoucho ! ho Scaramoucho !

An’t you asham’d to be snoring and dozing ?

IQuick ! dispatch ! and come up to the scratch,

The enemy’s nigh, and will soon pop his nose in!

Hey Scaramoucho ! ho Scaramoucho !
The trumpets they souud and the cannons they rattle ;
With a hey-day-diddle, the drum and the fiddle,
The King and his Courtiers are coming to battle.
[ Ghost sinks.

Scara. [In his sleep.] Charge, ev’ry mother’s son! Con-
found the laggers !

Bring me another horse ! mine’s got the staggers!

"There scampers off the King !~—my bow and arrow ;

I've wing'd him—down he tumbles like a sparrow !

Enter DILLYDUNDOS, R.

Dilly. There lies our Gen'ral sleeping—deyil take him !
I just will take the liberty to wake him. | Tweaks Ais nose.
Seara. I'm wounded ! mercy, ye ishuman crew !

[ Starting.
Ha, little Dillydundos ! is it you? _
Dilly. Gen’ral, our forces have been waiting long,
We’'ve muster’d more than five-and-twenty strong;
They’re all prepar’d for battle, arm’d inmail.
Scare. Ere they begin, let half apint of ale
To each be given, with a mess of porridge,
"To warm their honest hearts and stir their courage.
Now to your post—my soul th¥ir zeal partakes,
And I'l1 be with you in a brace of shakes. %

| Exveunt, r.

[ Evit Dillydundos.

SCENE 1V, | DOCTOR BOLUS. | -






SCENE vi] DOCTOR BOLUS. % h

Bolus. ; - Quite snug and clean, =

Fair Mopsa, Maid of Honour to the Queen,
Who with an eye of passion looks upon
Ynur faithful suh;er:t for she has but one,
pill dropp’d in her liquor, heav’'n preserve us!
Which Doctor Diddle’um talls Anti-nervous.
King. You are the best of Doctors! by this light,
And shall be well rewarded,—honour hright!

Enter SCARAMOUCHO, in chains, guarded, R

Scara. I scorn your words ! behold these fetters,
Usurper ! :
King. Pray, be civil to your betters !
I am the King, your mastelz-. o
Seara. What am IT—
A soldier—
King. And a traitur--
Scara. ' That’s a lie!

King. 1 cannot in my kingdom find your brother,
Rebhel and raggamufiin—

Scara. That's another !

King. Preparea dungeon—does the rascal mutter ?
As narrow as the Black Hole at Calcutta ;
There let him lie, deprived of light and air,
A little bread and water be Lis fare ;
And, as he’s whisper’d to our Queen some fine tails, —we-
First cool his courage with a cat-o-nine-tails ;
Confine him close within our prison’s borders,
His jobbernowl shall wait for further orders.

[ Eveunt Scaramoucho and Guards.

To feast were now the wisest plan, I think ;
Heroes, like us, should sometimes eat and drink:
I’'m grown quite sharp, no reason can be stronger ;
And see no fun in fasting any longer. | Exeunt Omnes, r.

SCENE VI.—dA Dungeon.

ScARAMOUCHO sitting in a melancholy Posture, with Pipes,
Tobacco, a Bottle and a Glass, upon a Table before him.

Seara. O Scaramoucho, wretchedest of dogs !
Yﬂu ve to a plecmus n1ark&t brought your hogs !
Alack ! my heart is swelling with a big tale
Qf woe—-—let’ s see, I'11 try a little pig-tail,
[ Takes some tobaceo.

f.
J
|

.*




24 DOCTOR BOLUS. [scENE vI)

Which the Queen sent me, with this fond request,
That I would drink her health in Hodges’ best.
Sweet love ! may this cup be my poison, if

I do not pledge thee ! [drinks] Faith, "tis plaguy stiff !
My spirits flag—1'll sing, to ease my pain,

A musical and melancholy strain. -

AIR.—ScArRAMoUCHOO.

* (TuNE.—* The Thorn.”)

From a pot of mild ale my dear Susan requested
A swig, for the damsel was dry;
When I cried, my sweet Belle, come and drink, for you're
welmme
Bat dou’t think of giving the pot a black eye.

Then she toss’d off the ale, too polite to refuse one,
And held up the vessel on high :

0O, Ieried, my sweet Susan, “tis hard thus to use one ;
Hang me, but you've given the pot a black eye.

finter GAOLER, R.

Graoler. An excellent gpod song ! ’tis surely his'n, or
[Paintizrg to Scaramoucho)
I'm much mistaken. Youare merry, Pris’ner.
Secara. [ Aside.] The Gaoler ! To come over him I'll try’
Your errand ? [s’t to summons me to die ?
You’re married, friend ! Ah, me! Ismell a rat.
 Gaoler. There needs no ghﬂﬁt rise up to tell me that !
“Seara. What children have you ? For the love of heav'n .
Let me not die in ignorance !
Gaoler. Eleven !
Scara. You love them dearly : I have children, too!
| Gaoler pulls out a blue pocket handkerchief
Some five and twenty, which is more than you.
You weep—althﬂugh a Turnkey, you're a man.
Gaoler. 1 can’t help crying, damme, if I can! :
Seara. Here, take this pulse , "twill purchase my releaar
| Gives his purse!
Gaoler. Three dollars, and an eighteen-penny piece!
Scara. Now, Katalinda, to thine arms I’ll rush ! 4
Gucler. There is no time for talking; let us brush.
[Etw! n’

2 |
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SCENE VIL—A Hall in the Palace.

Enter Morsa and POGGYLINA, L.

Mopsa. The morn is overcast, the sun looks sad - i
Lt pours of rain—her Majesty is mad :
She’ll hop the twig,
Poggy. "['were better that she should !
Tis an ill wind that blows nobody good. .
Mopsa. 111 wind ! What does my Poggylina mean ?
_Poggy. That, Mopsa, I shall probably be Queen !
lChe King declar’d he’d wed me could he doff her.,
Mopsa. Last Saturday he made me, too, an offer!
| Poggy. Faith, that's a good one! You have ta’en the
wrong Beau.
Mopsa. You, Poggylina, you have drawn the long bow.

DUET.—Movrsa and PoGGYLINA.

(TUNE.—* Out of my sight, or I'll box your ears.”)

Poggy. Out of my sight, or I’ll box your ears !
Mopsa. I'll fit you, Ma’am, for your gibes and jeers!
Poggy. I'll cock my cap, for all you, at the King—
Mopsa. Then T'll pull it off if you do such a thing.
Poggy. I should like—Odd rat it !
, To catch you at it ;
I'd claw your cheeks, and I’d damage your paint!
Mopsa. Tho’ yuus look so demure, you are not quite a
aimnt,
But a pert little Hussey, hang me, if you an’t!

Enter KING ARTIPADIADES, L.

King. 'To end this queer disturbance, on my oath,
hould the Queen prove defuunct, I’ll have ve both.

Enter QUEEN KATALINDA, in a full dress of white satin—
! mad.

(TuNE—*¢ Last Night, a little bowwsy.”)

[ Last night, while sitting solus,
~ Of Scaramoucho thinking ;
Comes little Doctor Bolus,
Who look’d as he’d been drinking ;
c
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But now he’s finish’d ; thus T pay my thanks—
Take that, my Maids of Honour, for your pranks!
. [ Stabs Mopsa and Poggylina.
Poggy. We die !—
Mopsa. Tip it the Queen !
King. Sweet maids, T will—
A dagger’s quicker med’cine than a pill. [Stabs the Queen.
Queen. Ah! s
Who calls on Katalinda >—see, I'm beckon’'d !
I’ll come, my Scaramoucho, in a second.
It grows quite dark ; my eyes are dim—good bye !
Good riddance to bad rubbish.
King. | So say I!
And now, to end the plot, as life’s a bubble,
Il kill myself, to save all further trouble! [Stabs himserf.

Enter Doctor BoLus, L.

Bolus. Death has been playing here a trick most scurvy :
Kings, Queens, and Maids of Honour, topsy turvy!

L 7%he King blows his nose. >

old Priam!
Your Majesty is no more dead than I am!
And you, Queen Katalinda, rise with speed ;
Poison in jest, I meant—I did, indeed !
P’ll rouse these Maids of Honour, or belabour "em ;
‘Mopsa and Poggylina, don’t sham Abr’am !
Brave Scaramoucho, stir your stumps, my hearty !
We want your presence to complete the party.
- | They all rise.

What noise was that > [ 7%e King looks up.] Ha, ha!—]I sce,

FINALE.

(TunE—% Never think of meeting Sorrow.”)

King. Just escap’d from Chavon’s ferry,
Anger’s useless, bick’ring’s vain ;
Let’s be all alive and merry,
Loudly chaunt a jovial strain !
Singing Fal, lal, &c. &e,

Queen. Spousy, with my Maids of Honour
Don’t be seen to toy and kiss ;
Poggylina, fie upon her!
Mopsa, she’s a romping miss !
Singing Fal, lal, &e.
c:2
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A PROLOGUE,

Written by the Auther of Doctor Bolus,

- Spoken by Mu. Wirkinson, at the Theatre Royal, English
Opera, in the character of '

GEOFFRY MUFFINCAP, MOUNTED ON AN ASS.

Zooks ! let us pass—good folks, don’t breed a riot ;
We’ve come to see the Opera—be quiet !
For dulcet harmony, "tis pretty clear
My Neddy's got a most surprising ear !
Strike up your tweedle-dum and tweedle-dee—

[T the Band.
Music has charms my friends—and—so have we’

Ladies and gentlemen, with zeal most fervent,
I'm Geoffry Muffincap,* your humble servant !
An old acquaintance, steady as Methusalem—
Aud this—my dandy charger, from Jerusalem !—
There’s not a prettier blood at Epsom races,
How charmingly he canters ! mark his paces !
And if, sometimes, when on his back he gets you,
He kicks to shew his mettle, and upsets you,
Tho’ all your bones are shaken by the fall,
Look in his face, and you’ll forget it all '—

My master, Mr. O. P. Bustlet-=one

Who chatters faster than my horse gan run,
Gave me a holiday—Says I—I'feggs !

A3 sure as bacon’s bacon—eggs are eggs !

* A celebrated character, performed by Mr, Wilkinson, in the
popular farce of ¢ Amateurs and Actors,” written by that lively
and eccentric genius, Mr. Richard Peake, whom the suthor of this.
prologue is happy to call his friend.

t Mr. Harley.
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- We'll take a ride, in spite of wind and weather,

! and my nag, to see the town together !

Where ladies walk half double, now a-days;

No wonder—since the dandies wear the stays /

Each holds her head so queer, and carries on it,

(In shape what's like a coal-skuttle !) a bonuet,
Three stories high, with hollyhocks and roses,

And ty'd so close, we only see their noses !

There’s Vauxhall gardens, fam’d for Madam Saqui,
And Billingsgate, for fishwomen and jackey ! '
There's Gog and Magog !« Pidding! Bish! and Branscomb!
Where gulls, for prizes, all with open hands come !
And then, O crimini! the fair of Bartle'my !

Where sights I saw, my wig ! enough to startle me !
Dermot Macshane O’ Shinnaghly, the gorgon ;

And that great wonder, little Lady Morgan !

The things they call Felocipedes, surpris’d me,

I mounted one, which wery near capsiz’d me !—

But what I relish’d most, tho’ these the rage are,
Was Hoolkey 17 alker * walking for a wager !

He’s quite the go—among the bloods a trump,

And carries all before him—but his Aump !

He'’s five feet four—with sich a gimlet eye,

Pretty and interesting—so am I !

I'm smart and dapper—#e not better made is !

Nor more, [ think, a favorite with the ladies !

I'll turn pedestrium too !—come, who'll attack me !
Kind patrous, I'll march forward, if you’ll back me !
Geoffry shall rival valiant Hookey yet,

And walk —to keep from running into debt !—

But tempus fuggit !-—which 1 thus travslate—

The supper’s ready, and the lodgers wait,

So, Neddy, lets be starting for the plate ! [Exit.

= A character also peggformed by Mr. Wilkinson, with consider-
able effect, in Mr. Peake'’s farce of “ Walk for a Wager."
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This day is published, in 20 vols. price £5: 5s. bound in Crimson
Cloth, or in 41 parts, price s, 6d, each, :

THE

PERCY ANECDOTES:
Original any Select, "
BY SHOLTO AND REUBEN PERCY,

Brothers of the Benedictine Monastery, Mont Benger,
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- This elegant and interesting little Work consists of Anecdotes on
Forty differenit subjects; each forms a separate part, which is eom-
plete in itself, and embellished with a popular Portrait, finely engraved
by Fry, enriched with Emblematical Devices, from the designs of a
celebrated Artist. ;

-~ It is unnecessary to-enlarge on the varied excellences of a W
which has already received such an unequivoeal mark of Publie appro.
bation, by the unprecedented sale of Two HUNDRED AND SIXTy
THOUSAND COPLES.
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LIST OF THE SUBJECTS AND PORTRAITS CONTAINED
- IN THE WORK.
Part 1. HUMANITY,with a Portrait of W, Wilberforce, Esq. M.P,
—— 2. ELOQUENCE......Portrait of the late Lord Erskine.
—— 3. YOUTH ..........s.. Portrait of the Son of Bir George Dallas.
|—— 4. GEORGE III.-AND HIS FAMILY .. Portraits of his late Majesty, and
also of pur present Sovereign,
—=5. ENTERPRISE ..,. Portrait of Mungo Park.
- &, CAPTIVITY ......Portraitof Sir Bidney Smitl..
—— 7. SBCIENCE,......... Portrait of the late Sir Jusepi Banks, Bart.
=




© Part ‘b, HEROISM ........ Portrait of the Marquess of Angleven.
(e G, JUSTICE swsssssnss Portrait of Lord Chancellor Eldon.
e 10. INSTINCT .ess+s.. Portrait of the Ettrick Shepherd.
- 11. HUMOUR. ...+ ... Portrait of George Colman, the Youngsr.
— 12, IMAGINATION .. Portrait of Sir Walter Scott, Bart.
e 13, FIDELITY ...see.s Portrait of the Marquess of Hastings.
— 14. FINE ARTS ...s.s Porirait of Sir ﬁnﬁnlanwrmce_, Kni.
i 15, HOSPITALITY .... Portrait of Thomas William Coke, Esq. M.P.
s 16. THE BAR .%.4+s.s Portrait of Thomas Denman, Esq. M.P.
e 17, GENIUS.s.200004s.. Portrait of Robert Southey, Esq.
— 18, SHIPWRECK...... Portrait of Captain Sir Murray Maxwell, I{.B.
ses 19, THE PULPIT...... Portrait of the Rev. Daniel Wilson, A.M.. .
= 20, INDUSTRY .::+..++ Portrait of Robert Owen, Esq. of Lanark.
= 21, BENEFICENCE.... Portrait of Mrs. Elizabeth Fry.
— 22, EXILE.. 10000008+ Portrait of Napoleon Bonaparte.
e 23, WAR «susinnaresess Portrait of the Duke of Welington.
— 24. PASTIME ...:4:.. Portraitof the Earl of Darlington.
cime 25, PATRIOTISM ... Portrait of Earl Fitzwilliam.
= 26. COMMERCE ...... Portrait of John Julius Angerstein, Esq.
<. 7. THE STAGE ...... Portrait of Mrs, Siddons.
—28. CRIME and PUNISHMENT.,Portrait of SirJ. Mackintosh, Bart.
o 29. TRAVELLING .... Portrait of Edward Daniel Clarke, LL.D.
— 30. LITERATURE .... Portrait of John Nichols, Esq. F.A.S.
— 31. WOMAN ...cseeeq Portrait of Mrs. Hannah More.
e 3% HONOUR 444000000« Portrait of H.R.H. the Dukeof York.
— 33. FASHION .:.04:+« Portrait of the Marchioness of Stafford.
—— 34. MUSIC ...c.e0s00.. Portrait of William Crotch, Mus. I
—— 35. THE SENATE .... Portrait of the Right Hon. George Canning, M.P
-_ 36. CONVIVIALITY .. Portrait of Thomas Moore, Esq.
— 37. INGENUITY ...... Portrait of John Rennie, Esq.
—e 38. INTEGRITY ...... Portrait of Lord Liverpool.
—— 38, ECCENTRICITY . Portrait of John Farquhar, Esy.
— 4. DOMESTIC LIFE. Portrait of the late Princess Charlotte.
e 41. T'wenty Engraved Titles, General Index, and Preface.

** One superiority the Percy Anecdotes possess over every

other collection we have met with, a marked exclusion of every

.+ thing of an immoral taint prevails throughout ; and as volumes
for the family fire-side, which a father may put with confidence
into the hands of his children, we do nct hesitate to give them
our most unqualified recommendation.”—Literary Chronicle.
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