Introduction to Cloacina

In May 1775 Henry Man, at the age of 25, published a twenty-three page verse drama
called 'Cloacina, a tragi-comedy'. There is no record whether the piece was ever
actually performed. It may well not have been intended to be. The editors of Man’s
posthumously published ‘Miscellaneous Works’ (in which Cloacina does not appear)
commented on the play as follows:

‘...he wrote many pleasing little poems for the amusement of his friends; but his
principal work [for the year 1775] was a comi-tragedy of one act, called Cloacina
[....] Thiswas a satire on some of the best writers of that time, in which the
peculiarities of their styles were imitated with a fund of humour, and in harmony of
verses that deserved a much better subject.’

The work makes many allusions to contemporary political and
literary figures which easily elude the modern reader. The copy of
the play from which this PDF file has been created is that held by
Harvard’s library. This copy is said to have belonged to Horace
Walpole (left) and thus the hand-writing that appears in it at
various points is that of Walpole's.

Harvard’s catalogue record for Cloacina reads as follows:
‘CLOACINA Horace Walpole's copy, with his ms. date of
acquisition "May 1st." ...& his identifications throughout ... in a volume with Walpole's
arms on covers, his ms. table of contents inside front cover, and labeled on spine: Poems.
Geo. 3. Vol. 14’

Walpole’s “identifications’ take the form of filling in the blanks of the names of various
public figures that Man lampoons.

The dedication to E \Y is Edward Venn. | read, but cannot recall
where, that Henry was in love with Edward's sister. At the time this 'play’ was written
Henry was still bachelor. Two years after the work was published he married Eleanor
Thompson.

David Man
New York City
August 2004.
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For us, and for our Tragedy,
Here flooping to your Clemency,
We beg your Hearing patiently.

SHAKESPEAR.

L OND O N:

Printed for GEORGE KEARSLY, at No. 46, near Serjeants-Inn, in Flect-ftrect.
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Dear Sir,

WHEN I confulted your opinion on a little poetical
ftriGture I publifhed in a Morning Paper, in confequence
of fome late defpicable dramatic productions, you encou-
raged me to extend my plan. You {uggelted, however,
that the popular miftake of accommodating literary com--
pofitions to the foolith refinements and reigning prejudices
of the times, was by no means confined to the Theatres;
but that writings of every caft were tinGured with that fer-
vile obedience to a fpecious and capricious tafte, which muft

ever difgrace the chara&ter of the Mufes, and fubje& their

a freedom
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freedom to fufpicion, - I fincerely refpe& your judgment,
and fhall be always thankful for its affiftance. ‘The Stage,

Sir, I remember, you particularly remarked, in its prefent

abjed and declining fituation, ean never anfwer any rational
purpofe of national reformation and inftruction for which
it was originally inftituted, while every indifcriminate and
unwarrantable facrifice is made to harmony of numbers, €x-

travagant bombaft, and florid declamation. Scenes judi-

cioufly drawn from Nature (you nbferved) will always inte-
relt the heart, as Philofophy awakens the underftanding-
but you infifted, that our modern Drama had neither Na-
ture nor Philofophy to {upport it; that fownd and glére
were at prefent the predominating diﬁin&it;ns, and that no-

cenfure on its many abfurdities could be abfolutely unpar-

donable, while the romantic infipidities of the Opera were
fervilely imitated on one hand, and the gizgerbread frippe-
ries of the booths of Bartholomew {tupidly adopted on the

other.

On thefe grounds, Sir, I have treated the Stage with

freedom., An abler writer would bhave given additional

4 poignancy
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L iy e . f -::h:-‘!_“-- -'-m' . . - o ' .
poignancy’to the fatiré’ of this little piece; but no pen can
be .gréaf]y at‘a lofs, where the field for - criticifm is fo ex~
tenfive and luxuriant, the inconfiftencies it attempts to ex=

pole’'in gcneral terms~fo " iumerous and glaring, and the

errors. of Dramatic Wri tcrs fa richly defemng the fevereft

reprehenﬁon;

TI
1

In depal tmg, Sll‘,‘ from the l:rmts I orlgmally prcfcnbcd

myfelf I have taken fome freedom W1th llterary charaders

i

in a {eparate line. I cannot be perfuaded, however, that

my exceptions to their miftakes betray either a fingularity
of fentiment or a éqnﬁnerﬁéﬁt of underftanding, Men of
the moft 'ihdifliﬁtable iudgment have always condemned
every fudied, ézﬁé?éd facrifice to mode, both .in fpeaking
and writing ; and I conceive it muft be generally admitted,
the two chara&ters I have particularly diftinguifhed in my
Teinple of - Cloacina, labour under man y ridiculous confine-
ments of that nature. A-Senator who engages to ferve a
people, has great and extenfive obligations. If fuch 2 man
confults the temporary entertainment of his hearers at the

expence of fincerity and duty, there are views in which he

muft
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muft be confidered a traitor to his.truft, in {pite of all flat-
tering difguifes. And if an Author of eminence indulgeé
a pedantic prejudice for a mechanical ftile, in preference to
natural argument and liberal inveftigation, he maybe charged
with zegleéZing the credit of the {chools, if his formality does
ot difgrace it. Refpe@ing any licence I may have taken
with an empty treatife on Education, or the works of Infi-
dels and Sceptics, I appeal to the majority of mankind for

their countenance and proteion ; and remain,

§ I R,
Your affellionate and faitbful
Friend and Servant,
The AUTHOR.

Colcbefier, 3oth Mareh, 1775,

P. §. 1begin my Play at the Vth A&, becaufe I find it

falhionable to make the four firft Ads of no importance
at all.

P R O-
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AUTHOR and MANAGER.

AuTHOR,

H, Oping, good Sir, your bonour likes the Play
I left laft month, I bumbly wait to-day.

Some Critics fay my plan's immenfely fine !

You read the piece? ‘

"MANAGER, |

No, dam’me, not a line.

Think what I've felt who read your vile Addrefs :

Say what I've done to merit fuch difirefs 2

Dull as Divines who preach to empty pews,

You torture Senfe, and mafjacre the Mufe ;

Opprefs my nerves, and difecompafe my brain ;

Friend, Ibefeech thee, take thy piece again, |
b

Sgoner
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Sooner fball Mcephey write with Shakefpeare’s pen,
The besich of Bifbops vote hike boneft men,
Declaiming Patriats feek to fave the land, ,
Than Wits perufe vile plays by Dunces plann'd.

Str, if* your piece was wrote by claffic rules,

Tho' cold as ice *twould pafs fame critic fchools 5—

But then fo quaint your Title-Page appears—

Here, take it back, and fave my chandeliers® :

Such gods as are with beans and bacon fed,

¢« Would keep a dreadful pother over head ;”

And damn the Play before the fécond feene,
Tbs' Aldridge danic’d an Allemande between.
AuTHOR.
Indeed, great Sir, I firtve to pleafe the town
With all that leads to profit and renown.
A March and Tempeft raife my feenes in turn,
A Dirge, a Ghoff, an Altar and an Urn.
Can fine defcription make the Critics roar ¢
I've a Jea-beach where furges lafb the fhore.
The pale moon riding thro' the fadden’d fiy,
Will make men clap who know no reafon why.
Then [bield me, fbield me with a patron’s wing,
Be Yaktar—s my goddefs, Spmetth my raving bing ;

® Englifh progunciatioa,

Let
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Let drumsand fifes preceds my dread clofe-flools, -
It rans nine nmights my yudgment to a foof's.
MANAGER,.
Thou think'}, perbaps, ﬁeca% ¥ condefrend
To curfe thy Play, Tl bear theeprate, my friend?

No—~ceafé thy jargon—=Ziounds! I'll bear no more:
This is my boufe, and that, Siry=—that’s the door.

Sir, fince you take fuch unbecoming airs,
And doubt my tafe, Tll fhew you to the fairs :
Sooner than let fuch balf-flarv’d wits preferibe,
Tllwrite myfelf; and ruin all your tribe.
Stre—no excufe, out leave me while thou'rt well;
Hence to thy but, and fhrink within thy fbell :
And mark my words ; if benceforth from this day,
Thou dar’, rafb man, infult me with thy Play,
Though all the Bards of Greece and Rome confpire
To teach thy Mufe fome juft dramatic fire,
Boldly Il alt a part which none fhall blame ;
Grafp—grafp it thus——and dafb it to the flame.
' AUTHOR.
Siry let me beg one word before I go,

To calm this wrathm——

MANAGER.

I tell thee, fellow, no.
1 Plead
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Plead thus again, Tl crufb thee with a frown smme= .
The man withdrew, and thus addrefs'd the town.
¢« Ladies and Gentlemen,
<« When Senfe and Nature yield to E;vfc Jung, |
«« That man’s awake who dreams the flage is wrong.
< When drums and turbans, pageantry and glare,
“ Transform each proud jack-pudding to a play’r;
< When wild grimace and barbarous flarts controul
<« Each graccful art that once could <woin the foul ;

. % Let Satire firtke—affert ber fcourging pen,
« And firive to laugh fuch Monfters into Men.”

CLOACINA.
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ACT V. SCENE L

The curtain drows and difeovers COMMON SENSE in a languid,
draoping pofture, fupported by NATURE and PHILOSOPHY.

COMMON SENSE.
IVE, give me hartthorn, quickly cut my flays;
I'm fick, I'm faint, I'm ftabb’d by modern plays.

Expell’d the Stage, the qupit and the Bar,
Tafte broke my heart, and chain’d me to her car;
Tafte taught the world to treat my name with fcorn ;
For tafte I wander'd, defolate, forlorn :
O’er defart wilds, bleak hills, and mountains bare, .
Sought bitter bread, and found a fcanty fhare;
Endur'd contempt, and poverty and pain,
Nay begg'd an alms, yet bow’d my knees in vain.
Firlt T implor'd r;c]ie'f from found divines,
* Critics who praife fat beef and dainty chines :
They gravely thook their heads—then ftrok’d their bands,
And wifh’d me much fuccefs in foreign lands’:
Afk'd if 1 built my fame on claffic ground?
Confefs'd their doubts, and left me as they found.

Next I befought the fages of the law ;
They read my cafe, and pointed out the flaw;

B Declar'd
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Declar'd their pious zeal for pounds and pence,
And frankly told me, Cafth vwas Common Senfe.
My third rebuke tis needlefs to declare,

hY

You felt my fate, and wept my fortune there |
Tortur’d by bards who trade in tragic rhime,
Down—down I fink, and perith in my prime.

‘To diftant times let wéf:ping Nature tell,

“ I Jov'd her once, not wifely, but too well.”
Preferr'd her charms to all the pompous lore

The {chools prefcribe, and fchool-taught men adore;
But falfe refinement, barbarous arts, controul'd,

And Common Senfe was mix’d with common mould.

What have I felt from evry clafiic clown !

Jokngen found ftaves, and Sta.h‘-n—i:ae knock’d me down.

Dramatic wits then fmote me thick and thin,
And left me thus a vi¢tim to their fin.
Awhile my fhade muft linger here below,
To findif Mmp‘y ¢« knork’d fo hard or no.”
Awhile my fhade muft {uffer grief in heav'n,
To think poor Hee—le can never be forgiv'n.

PHILOSOPHY.
Tho’ frantic {cribes have drage’d thee from thy throne,

Tho' Croacina hears their vows alone,

Do not, with fighs and {obs, and black defpair,
Grue to the bswling winds thy featter'd barr.

My deep refearches fome relief may find,

Balm for thy wounds, and phyfick for thy mind.
Is thy pulie faint, 2nd languifhing and low?
Damp fbeets will make thy fine fecretions flow.
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Are thy bones rack'd, thy nerves opprefs'd with pain?
One drunken fillip brings thee round again,

As fome great Sage, when feas in tempefts boil,
Calms their hoarfe thunders——wit4 a quart of oil.

Enter POETRY i1z Chains, clad in complear Steel; the GRACES with

watchmens great coats and leather doublets, following at a difiance.

NATURE and COMMON SENSE fiart back, and wring their
hands in an agony of forrow.

N ATTURE.
Ah wretched fight, my friend opprefs’d with chains!
Then all is loft, and CLoAcINA reigns.
Is it for this, my dear, much-injur’d maid,
You left the hermit’s grot and {ylvan fhade?
Is it for this yﬁu fought the ficlds of fame, “‘

To weep in bonds, and tinge your cheek with thame ¢

A 1 R,

1 wak'd thee once at dewy dawn,
Reclin'd in myrtle bowers ;

Led thy fweet flocks along the lawn,
And gave thee all my flowers.

You gather'd my rofes 1n {pring,
In {ummer you danc'd in my ray;

And the Graces of autumn would fing
W hen winter bad fwept them away.

Now tafle and refinement contend
To feduce with each plaufible plea,

But you never fhall find fuch a friend,
Nor fo faithful a mifirefs as me.
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My fedgy banks and fairy fireams,
That prompt fuch foft poetic dreams,
In woods and vales retir'd;
At eve my [weetly folemn calls,
Near chifter'd cells and abbey-walls,
Thy gentle breaft infpir'd.

You wander’d far from bufy towns,

The fbeep-bells on the diftant downs

 Would charm thy ravifl’d ear;

The rock, the rill, the boarfe caltade,

The funny bill, and filent glade, |
Would draw thy footfteps near.

Smit with the charms of fcatter'd farms,
Tbe wild notes of the [pray,

In ev'ry mead you tun'd the reed,
And frolick'd life away.

At length I mifs'd thy fylvan fong,

And mourn’1 thy transformation long,
Thro’ each declining age ;

Toen beard thy mufe fupply'd the ftalls,

Hung up ber barp on Bedlam walls,
And died upon the Stage.

POETRY.

\Would I were dead, and free from favage men,
Who mock my woes, and kill me with their pen;
Then thould I fleep with all the gentle train,
Who lov'd my laws, and dignify’d my reign:
Then fhould I fear no ills from favage foes,

Who bind in verfe, and execute in profe ;

Like fpecious Bew-ke, who talks without defign,

As Indians paint, becaufe their tints are fine;

Like



CL O A C1I N A g

1ike Guildhall wits, who take rank weeds for flowers,
Spell fome wild phrafe, and marvel at their powers.
Since tafte firft flourifh’d, all my charms decay’d,

I chang’d my name, and livid in Mafquerade.

Arm’d cap a-pié with pond’rous fwords and fhields,
Fiefcc as bold Knights who {talk thro’ Bunbill-fields, .
This nodding plume in martial pomp furrounds

My glitt’ring helm, that weighs a dozen pounds,
Dazzles the crowd, and makes the children flare,
While old wives bellow—_Lord, bow fine you are !

In wintry nights I pafs ﬁy dread campaigns

'Midft fire and tempelts, thu'n_d'erbolts and chains;

In rumbling verfe am oft obliged to tell,

How fields were loft, and heroes went to hell :

But then my rhimes in fofter accents flow,

They leave the light, they feck the fhades below.
Quench’d the warm heart, eclips’d the brilliant brain,
They bite the earth, they ftrew th’ enfanguin'd plain,
Heave their laft figh, compleat their mortal fands, |
Vifit grim Styx, or hail th’ Elyfian lands ;

In act the firft are decently interr'd

To raife the plot, and rife again the third :

E'en autbors thus can cheat old Charon’s wherry,

And bring the fcoundrels back alive and merry.

‘Suppofe king Pontus (underftand me right)‘
Suppofe king Pontus (wears b'y Jove he'll fight ;
Suppofe king Pontus is in battle ﬂam,

I call king Pontus back to life again ;
Then the war rages, then the pothds roar,

He'sup ! he's down I hc Jrims along the floor ;
C - | Then
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Then martial tumnults rend the vaulted fkies, -
And thus he falls, and then be des—be dies !

As fome large jack, entangled with his bait,
Darts down the wave, and firuggles with h:s fate,
Convuls'd with pain awhile he ftands at bay,
Then flarts, and pants, and gently fades away.

Sharp are my pangs, and dreadful is the purge,
\Vhen long preceflions introduce the dirge ;
When queens {o chafte and veftals of renown,
\Who hold their favours cheap at half a crown,
Sing ricus ilrains around fome mournful bier,
What would I give that not a foul could hear ?
What would I give to fee my tyrants dine
On mufly fteaks, and drink infernal wine;
Converfc with Hottentots, and fhave with Jews,
A& their own plays, which a&ors all rcfu(‘é,
Chaunt their bale fongs with bunters round St. Paul’s,
Keep fome blind thop, and pafte them to the walls ;
With plays and ballads mend their fractured panes,
And fcrawl in dungeons, while I droop in chains ¢

In antient times, ¢ach actor would regard

Dramatic works, and ftave to pleafe the bard.
Now, fad reverfe ! when firft I fhew my head,

One’s fick abroad, and t’other’s fick in bed :
This begs excufe, and vows he cannot play ;
That finds his genius lies another way ;
Protefts each fcene can entertain and teach,
But then the rhime is much above his reach ;
So chafte, fo rich, fo foft, and fo fublime,

He'd gladly play fome part, fome future time,

Such
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Such is my fhame, my torture, my difgrace,

From flaves 1 feed—the dull dramatic race,

Who feaft on Shakefpearc’s bright immortal dreams,
As infeQs flourith in the folar beams.

In health great Shakefpeare pays their taylor’s bilis,
Supplies the fick with gallipots and pils ;

Redeems their pawns, or pays the furgeon’s fee,
From {punging bailiffs fets the captives free ;
When drunk, will kindly treat them with a whore,
Ingrateful atoms! can a bard do more ?

His wealth I gave him, gave without controul,
To charm the heart, and animate the foul ;

Subdue the pafflions with a mafter’s fkill,

Conduct bright fancy up th’ eternal hill,

Direé the path fair Science loves to foar,

And fix his fame till time {hall be no more.

Then Senfe and Nature lov'd my tuneful laws,
Then fair Philofophy would plead my caufe ;

His genuine works like Scripture-truths are plann’d,
Who runs may read, who reads muft underftand ;
His works great Nature and the Nine adorn'd,

But Shakefpeare fleeps, and Poetry is fcorn’d.
Now venal bards fubvert my firft defign,

Debafe the mufe as vintners dath their wine ;
With founds feduce a tafte-corrupted age,

And build a brothel, where they fink a ftage.

As Swbbo—n left his Chayber Haseg~e to thade
Merchants diftrefs'd, and gentlemen decay’d,

Now turn’d to duft can difregard their tears,
And feed the pimps of proftituted peers,
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NATURE
Tl fare the man, if {uch a man there be,
Who robs the generous, and enflaves the free;

Steals from the mufe a mercenary fong,

And drags in chains the fetter'd line along.

Ne'er thall her fmiles his clay-cold bofom fill,
Ne'er thall her fmiles inform his venal quill,

Nor ruftic fong, nor proud heroic ftrain,

Shall blefs the bard who fadly fings for gain.

The day fhall dawn, the lark falute the {pring,
High noon advance, _aﬁd groves and vallies ring ;
At ev'ning fhade the blackbirds notes prevail,
The bird of night thall chear the lonely dale;
Nor morn, nor noon, nor night, fhall charm the {wain,
Shall blefs the bard who fadly fings for gain.
Long have I mourn’d th’ accumaulated ills

You feel from moonfhine verfe, and favage trills ;
From dull defcriptions, fpiritlefs and dry,

The pale moon riding through the fadden’d tky ;
The fea-girt rocks, where foaming furges roar,
To wath the fhells and pebbles of the fhore ;

But when the fea-fowls fcream difcordant ftrains,
I'm cut with gricf, and murder'd to the braias.

COMMON SENSE.

Farewel to all that charms and mends the beart ;
This night, my friends, we part, for ever part,
Weapons more fatal far than {words and guns
Difpatch my fhade—dread Croacira’s fons !

T , This



CLOACTIN A R

This night the counfels with her dark divan,

And ere to-morrow’s dawn compleats her plan ;
That all who bend before her ﬁlthy'[_hriné,

Shall write like men who boaft a right divine ;
That all whofe works her liberal praifes fing,

Shall write like men, who write like any thing, -
I faint—I fall—fupport me to a chair—

Take this laft figh—and—clofe my eyes with care:
When dead and bury’d, bear me ftill in mind.

A L L
Oh grief of griefs! we will not ftay behind.

S CENZE IL
A tumultuous Affembly of Confpirators of all Orders, Senators, Law-
yers, Divines, Authors of many Denominations, and little Wits
without Number, all caballing together. A wacant Throne erefied
Jfor the Goddefs, wko rifes from a Trap-Door in an unfeemly Conds
tion, amidft a ﬁrmfa'abje Body-Guard of N%/Jt-Mm, ewith Links,
Chamber-pots, and other Emblems of Dignity.

After Silence is proclaimed thrice, STANOPEPOSES barangues

as follows : Za‘fwé

‘“ I beg leave -to lay before this refpectable, thrice honourable,
« thrice elegant, and thrice graceful -Aflembly, a compleat Syftem

« of Education to qualify a gentleman for a court, whom no haber-
« dafher will truft behind his counter.”

[Here STANOPEPOSES confults that amiable equilibrium of po~
Jitton which Corporal Ttim preferred when reading the Sermon
fo Dr. Slop and Mr, Shandy; and thus proceeds.]

D Dread
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Dread firs,—tis thus I--téach--the--world--in-~profe; -
Young man of wifdom--never pick 'thy nofe:
Nor hope to find thro’ life propitious gales,
Unlefs thou cleanfe thy teeth--and clip thy nails.
Important truths for Iioliﬂl’d wits to know,
That teeth will perith, and that nails will grow.

[ALL. Excellent ! excellent !
'Tis firange to think what learned lengths I've run, -

To find found maxims for z trav’lling fon 2

I taught the boy this grand, immortal creed,
When lips are greafy, wipe-them while you feed 5
With tafte fublime, O wath thy filthy face;.
And learn the graces with a graceful grace.

CHORU S

Goddefs ! bear this fuppliant pray'’r,
Take four <olumes to thy care;

Paper’s foft as need to be,
Wortby bim, and wortby thee.

I taught my fon to keep one foot before,

And one behind, when bowing to a w—¢ ;

To mind his fink was not too quick, too flow,

Too long--too thort-~too high--nor yet too low ;
[ALL. Fimne! marvcloufly fine !

To bend his body 1n a graceful line,

To dance, to drefs, to drink, and to defign..

My fon, faid I, be crafty as a knave,

Cringe like a foo!, and flatter like a flave ;

Confult applaufe by mean, difgraceful arts ;.

Negleét all principle to fhew your parts;

Carefs,
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Cerefs the polifh’d, fpurn the vulgar‘f'ace, .

And learn the graces with a gracgful grace.

11

[ 4 general applaqﬁ’, dappzng bands, rattling of ﬂmﬁ: &c.

CHORUS. .
Goddefs! hear this fuppliant pray'r,

Take four volumes to thy care ;

Books from common fenfe fo free,
Worthy him, and worthy thee.

I teach my boy in thefe perfuafive ftrains,

« Renounce your feelings, and confound your brains =
¢« If 'er you valu’d maxims wrote by me,

¢« Don’t be a man, but only feem to be.

¢« To facred tafte religioufly attend ;

¢ The wife are born for that important end :

« Externals only make a man divine ; .

« Drefs like a duke, and like a duke you’ll fhine. .. .

«« Tafte makes the courtier grace the pOliﬂ'l'd {phere,
¢« Tafte makesa puppy equal to a peer:

¢« To Tafte alone let Gofpel-truths give place, .

« And learn the graces with a graceful grace.”

CHORUS

Goddefs! bear this fuppliant pray'r,
Take four volumes to thy care;
Volumes, all the wife agree,
Worthy him, and wortby thee..

STANQPEFPOSIS fits down, and’ the.volumes: are'laid in-great flate

upon the altar.

JOHN-
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 hd Yyfinson JOHNSONODDLE rifes.  Ar univerfal < hear him! hear him!
hear him!”

Admit, great Queen, a paucity of words
On three grand fubjets,—-men--and beafts,--and birds,

From one, who left a cultivated clime
For favage lands--and thus employ’d his time.
[ALL. Go &, go it, goit,
Zounds! blood and thunder! rafcals! what d’ye mean?
The firft who fhouts fhall witnefs to my fpleen;
I'll knock him down, by all the gods below,
And gods above fhall juftify the blow.
Thefe fonorous thunders, heterogeneous firs,

May, and muft ftagger deep philofophers ;
But {1l my mind 1s erudite and clear,
And thus I publith each refin’d idea.

In warmth of period, native genius thines;
I love fhort ftops---and {tri& mechanic lines;
Sharp as the thorn, and blooming as the rofe,
High as the Alps, and frigid as the {fnows;
Firm as a rock, tranfparent as a fpring,
Chafte as 2 maid, and perfedf as a king ;
Bright as the day, and dazzling as the f{un,
Sweet as a tz{rt, and fpicey as a bun;
Fierce as a lion, bold as any bear,
Ripe as a plumb, and mellow asa pear.
Thus much premis'd, proceed we to our tour;
The land was barren—as the Jfoil was posr ;

Men wanted meat, and cattle wanted hay,
Birds wanted roofls, and fo they fled away, | .
| (He fits down with much folemnity.
I | B U S-
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BUSKEBUSBO comes forward. /,,,(. ¢ Audi
BUSKEBUSBO. -
Thrice happy he whofe rofy-finger'd hours
Glide in cool grots and aromatic bowers;;
The vulture care fhall ne’er corrode his breaft,
Nor green-ey'd jealoufy his dreams infeft ;
Nor envy wet her tharp, envenom’d dart,
Nor pallid fear debilitate his heart;
Nor dark defpair provide infernal chains,
Nor canker'd malice give tormenting pains;
But tranquil hope (hallall his thoughts fupply,
And dancing joy anticipate the {ky. {4 general laugh.
Sir, Mr. Speaker, gentlemen may laugh,
I'll not regard it==I'm too wife by half:
And, Sir, I fay, what old Dan Shakefpeare fung,
¢« Let gall'd jades wince, my withers are inwrung.”
| . [The laugh increafes,
-~ Sir, fools may jeer—but wits defpife them all,
As fome large dogs make water on the fmall,
Some members, Sir, give fly, {atyrick wipes,
As boys funk coblers with tobacco pipes;
But, Sir, I heed {uch envious foes no more
'Than drunkards reck’nings round ‘an alehoufe door :
As fome fat butcher, bred in Leadenhall, . ..
Whofe galligafking ferve for flate and all,
Scores on the greafe the profits of his trade,
Then wipes the uncouth cyphers into thade. [ An sntolerable roar.
Sir, Mr. Speaker, men may fmil¢.and: fmile,
Yet dread my wity-and-trémble at-n';y ftile ; o
| | LB o | A
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As Felix trembled at the fpeech of Paul

Whofe found oration play’d the deuce and all.
Yelaugh at truthsiye have not fenfe to feel ;

Yét know, Achilles had a2 mortal heel ;

And David’s pebble laid Goliath low,

Who laugh'd to {corn the threat’nings of the foe,
Have you not read how pigmy giants ftrove,
With impious aim, to fcale the walls of Jove?
Have ye not read (ye muft haveread it Oft)

How Satan’s legions tumbled from aloft ?

Have ye not read, that ftrength o'er craft prevails,
That Sampfon’s bruth wood fing’d the foxes tails?
Have ye not read, 20 bring my periods fquare,
Sampfon got fksv'd, and perifh’d in defpair ?
Thus kings are crufh’d, and minifters are /bav’d,
Who hurt the ftate, and have not well behav'd ;
Who fink 2 nation with afliduous zeal,

Who fhare the plunder of the common-weal ;
Who yet neglect the patriot’s pious pray'r,

To pawn his foul=—and triumph in a fhare.

Who takes a place, Sir, ought to go to hell,
When private penfions fuita flave as well.

But, Sir, I'm free from 2all fuch venal fin:

Sir, I'll keep ont—"till, Sir, I'm taken in;

And teach the crowd who love to hear me talk,
Men of found wifdom choofe the private walk ;
That prroate walk, where fbouting crowds appear,
And fweaty nightcaps taint the atmofphere ;

That private walk which leads to public fame,

When patriots turn to duft, from whence they came.
{Here bis vaice is drevoned, and be fits down in a paffion.
Now
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Now TRAGEDY in the Character of CATHERINE CODFISH, 6¢/, Maeacl.
raving to the extent of ber lungs, puts the affembly into the moft ter- s

rible confufion. | .
CATHERINE CODFISH.

Yes, men and gods thall witnefs to my woe ;

My voice thall ride upon the whirlwind's blatt,
And talk with ftars that lend immortal light

To high Olympus’ brow. O night! dark night!
Eclipfe this earth with one eternal thade ;

Drive back the fun with defolation’s frown,

And dafh out all his beams, Come, death; come, hell;
Let bellowing grief aflift the howling winds,

~ And direful fhrieks at midnight’s fun’ral hour

Infeft the troubled air. Hags, mount your brooms ; -
Ghofts, quit your clay-cold (hrouds : Infernal fprites,
Attend my tale of blood and civil broil.

Thefe eyes beheld it; thefe tempeftuous eyes

Hung lowring o’er the fcene, and (har’d the fate

Of war. Where Thames’ back ftream in ftinking ftate

Salutes the muddy fhore ; the water-nymphs

Have fix'd their court, and Billingfgate’s its name.
There Mars in triumph drives his fiery car!

There mutton fifts in furious combat join!

There drunken wh—s engage with harpy claws,
While defolation reigns. Queens with fhort pipes,
Who fmoke Virginia's plant, and quaff the juice
Of Calvert’s malt, or Britifh gin imbibe,

With oaths obfcene, and fhrill difcordant pipes,
And martial founds promote the general frﬁy..

Now bloody nofes ftream with fanguine floods,
And
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And now black eyes unite with bloated gills,
And livid cheeks, and trefles ftiff with gore,
To call deformity with all her {nakes

To fancy’s mental eye. Moll Mackeell fell
Beneath th’ Herculean fift of Kitty Carp,

While Sukey Salmon dealt her blows about,

And drove two ftumps from Philly Flounder’s jaw.
Then Patty Plaice drove headlong on the foe,
Plumpt Dolly Dab o’er Sukey Salmon’s ftall,

And gnafh'd her teeth with rage. Not Sally Soal,

With all her might, could quell the dreadful ftorm.
Witnefs, ye Gods, how many fosght and feli,

Laid their opponenté flat, -and pegg'd them well;
What blows and bruifes, kicks and cuffs prevail'd,
'Till ftrength was wearied, and 'till day-light fail'd:
Then gin and beer, and fmutty jokes went round,
And all the battle ceas’d, and ev’ry care was drown'd.

. COMEDY burfs into an borfe-laugh.

Odds bottles and glaffesy odds piftols and powder,

Let me firft laugh myfelf, and the crowd will laugh louder.
Zounds! damn it, Col'nel, curfe my clotbyou'll win ber, [She fwears.

And virtuous worth can earn a dasly dinner. [She preaches.

[She fobs as if ber beart was breaking, and CLOACINA grues
orders to kifs ber out of the affembly.

(N7w every thing grows tumaliusus, many members [peaking togetber.)

« [ rife to {peak”—<¢ [ firlt addrefs'd the chair”—

« Hip! hallo, watiter, bring fome capillaire”.—
. _

* Madim,
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6 Madam, I'll write large books in time to come ~——
«« Ma'am, 1 ftand forth to prové a vacuum,”—
¢ What phantorn s that1—-
[Tke ghoft of Common Senfc rifes in the midft of them:
““ Good heav'n forgive our fins !

« Tt moves! it fpeaks! hark! hark! it now begins.”

COMMON SENSE.
Bethink ye, fcoundrels, of your crimes,
Moft vile of all offences ;

Ye ftabb’d me many thoufand times
- By murd'ring Moods and Tenfes.

I'm ComMmon SeNsE, ye ﬁupld dogs ;
Why ftand ye thus aﬁriglltcd

" Like monkifh drones, and learned logs,
Or Gothic flaves benighted?

The filthy goddefs you adore,
Delights to plague Apollo;

But tho’ the fent my fhade before,
All, all your works fhall follow.

{Exeunt omnes 7n direful confufion, tumbling over each ather, Jfeat-
tering aigs, tearmg ruffies, demolifhing upper garments, fhouting,
raving, fcreaming, kicking, fboving, elbowing, &c. &c. amidft
the fmoke and thunderings of CLOACINA’s throne, wbhich enve-
lopes the whole Gffembly.

F ACT



18 | CLOACTIN A

S C E N E the

Laft.

Enter APPLECARTIBUS, weeping.

Al woe 1s me! no tears can now avail !
In vain my fighs are wafted on the gale!
Thro ftreets and lanes in vain my voice I try;
Fain would I fell my fruit, but none will buy.
Who c2n defcribe 2 wretched maiden’s cafe !
\Who paint the forrows of her fallen face!
\Who with walte paper thali fupply her fiall,

Since CLoAciNA now engroffes all ?

There was a time (ye lift'ning gods draw near,
Attend a tale ¢ that knows nor. art nor fear”)
When wit and wifdom flourifh’d in their prime,
For clean wafte paper, gods, there was a time!
Then Plays and Poems ail my wants fu[:;ply’d,
Within this barrow would young Ammon ride;

Old Clytus felf, with martial fifes and drums,
Would lend aleaf to fortify my plumbs.

Yes, happy days! in all the pomp of ftorm,
Dread Dionyfius kept my codlings warm.
When fummer’s fun to diftant climes retires,
Great Teribazus kindly lit my fires,

Heroes and demi-gods my cabbage beil’d,
Dryden and Lee in fun'ral ftate were pil'd,

Apollo clapp’d his hands, and Shakefpeare’s fpirit fmil'd.

Enter MAGGOTMONGOROS, 71 a paffion.

Where fhall I hide me ! whither fhall I run,
Lor cart-rope, poifon, piftol, {word or gun?

Around
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Around this globe, this congregated ball,

Let thunders rattle, red-hot lightnings fall ;

Be pole and centre in one ruin hurl'd,

And fPadowy darknefs fackcloth all the world.
Then may no ray of filver light be fcen

To lead the fairy revels o'er the green,
To call the fport{man to the early chace,

To wake the warblings of the feather'd race,

To teach the little fifbes bow to_fwim,

Since man’s unbleft, be all as curft as him.

And as for me, by Jove’s brown beard I {wear,

I'll famp, and rant, and kick, and fling, and ftare;
From morn 'till night I'll fing fome direful {train,

'Till clean wafte paper’s plentiful again.

Like fome tall fteeple rock’d with tempefts dire,

As high as Sarum’s pinnacle, or higher ;

When winds and clouds, and hail, and rain, and {now,
Knock down the chimneys, lay the pantileslow; )
Or like fome mount with flames internal torn,

Too ftrong, too fierce, too mighty to be borne ;

Like all thefe things my breaft muft writhe in pain,

"T1ll clean wafte paper’s plentiful again.

Curs'd be the goddefs, CLoaciNA nam’d, |

She feiz'd the plays which Hee-le and Fm‘én fram’d;

What learned tribes bow down beneath her yoke!
See H-@-me and Mﬂﬂy on her altars fmoke !

E’en B——te himfelf, fweet bard, of pious fkill,
Adores her fhrine, and worfhips with good will.
In days of yore, reflection flill can pleafe,
Dramatic writers wrap'd my rotten cheefe ;

h

19
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My bacon flices greas'd each learned line,

My rank falt butter taught fbeir {cenes to fbrne!
But, fad reverfe! thofe happy times are o'er,
Cheefe, bacon, butter, now in vain implore

For plays to wrap them round, as heretofore,

Enter SAUSAGESTIS.

A pair of bellows, a charcoal fpan, alink of hog puddings, marching in
Jolemn proceffion.
SAUSAGESTIS.
\Why do ye wander far from houfe ard home ?
B O T H.
To weep the fate 'of dullnefz and of Rome:

We weep to think our trickling tears defcend,

Without—or guide—or counfellor—or friend.

Adown our cheeks faft flow the dewy drops,

Becaufe we want wafte paper in our (hops,

Becauic our p]é.ys niﬁc nights can rant and roar,

Then fink to reft, and cram the common thore. |

SAUSAGESTIS

Hear me, fweet friends, your earsawhile incline,

Sharc all my griefs, and mingle tears with mine. |

Since cold December rul'd with iron {way,

Faft barr'd the floods, and Lid their currents ftay,

With frofty finger check’d the rough cafcade,

And fcatter'd bleak winds thro’ the fylvan glade ;

On ev'ry cottage, barn, and houfe and land,

Bid bluft’ring Boreas take his nightly ftand :

Since thefe events, my nights have pafs'd in pain,
And ftill thall pafs, ‘till Sol returns again.

In
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In Newgate-fireet a wrinkled manfion.ftands,
Whofe age denotes it rear'd by antient hands,:
Near which I once (compell'd by famine’s call)
In wintry days long kept a faufage ftall..
There in fweet peace I fed the vagrant clans,
There loufy beggars lick'd my greafy pans.
The minftrel quaint who plays in low degree,
Would reft his wooden leg, and dine with me.
When ev'ning thadows veil'd the face of things,
My fine black puddings fed dramatic kings :
Clear paper lanterns which the ftage fupply’d,
Shed a kind gleam to light me while I fry'd.
For me great bards {ublimeft plays would write,
My farthing candles brought thcu' works to light ;
My farthing candles thew’d the path to fame,
Warm’d their cold thoughts, and taught them how to flame.
Oft have I read (may hcav’r‘liforgivc the crime)

With tranfpert read of Queens who died iz rbyme ;
Oft have I read (with fpe@acles on nofe)

Of bouncing blades, who cut and thrutt in profe;
Men who could dance a march, with {word and fhield,
Anddrive plain Englith frighten’d from the feld,
Thrice happy times! (and thrice forlorn my lot,

To feel thofe times can never be forgot)

When learned wits could wintry nights prolong,

And ev'ry ftall grew brighter for the fong. .

Now Croacina (ftrange tyrannic days)

Claims ev'ry leaf of all our modern plays:

Extends her {ceptre o’er the realms of wit,

And fends each page to darknefs and the pit.
G The
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The weeping mufe, with weighty woes o'ercome,

Confines her favours to the Crnitic's bum :
As fome large fithes {wallow up the {mall,
Dread Croacina thus engroffes al.

Enter CLOACINA. ..

A Iing priceffan follswing ; Autbors in black coats and grizzle awigs,
¢:6 and two; Stave darkened; many obfireperous explofions bebind

the foencs 3 [odemn mnfick, &c.
CLOACTINW A,
Avaunt, I 1ay; avaunt, ye mongrels vilc;
Or this right hand thall fcourge ye tank and file. |
Ye think, perhaps,' ye bafe infernal crew,
Ye make me mad; but curfe me if ye do.
By all the thunders of my dread clofe-ftool,
I'il make ye read the play of Mafter H—,
And g:ipe ye all with firong convuliive throws,
If once compell'd to clafs ye with my foes.
Ingrateful flaves! own CLoAcCINA'S Rind,
Tho much the takes, how much is left behind !
Have I not left (nay doubt it if ye dare)
Have I not left the fpeeches of a May'r 2
He's my dcar fon, and one I {carce can {pare ;
Yet, Sirs, ﬁcccpt the genius of a May'r -
Great thoughts unfinith’d, fmall ones half begun,
Squib, poem, effay, paragraph and pun,
Refin'd epiftles, wrote in foreign tours;
Accept all thefe, for thefe, my friends, are yours.
Nor thefe alone I give. To me belong

Swest-fcented novels, forty thoufand ftrong ;

Sermons and travels rear'd beneath my fmiles,

And one big feflion of the Weftern Ifles:
|

Tho'
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Tho' Hobbs and St. John give my foul delight,
I'll not be rafh, perhaps they are your right.

(To APPLECARTIBUS)

Voltaire’s White Bull is your’s with all my heart;;
The paper’s good, and fuits an apple car.
And as for you (o SausacEesTis) be ftill black pudding fry'd,
By fad {oft fermons about SUICIDE.
They make good lanterns.,

SAUSAGESTIS

Yes, I've try'd a few.

CLOACINA 2 MAGGOTMONGOROS.
And, what is more, will hold falt butter too.

All thefe I grant ye, wherefoe’er ye find,
Rotting in heaps, or fcatter'd in the wind :

But if ye rathly dare provoke my rage,
By all that ftinks, an oath both found and fage,
On my brown altars ev'ry work fhall glow,

She fpake, and fpeaking fought the fhades below.
CLOACINA defcends in_fmoke—a rumbling noife as before.

THE END



