ISCHILD & VICTORY

And the glorious majority of 3515.

You Citizens so gay,
Cheer up with heart anid voice,

You have nobly won the day,
And you have got vour ehoice,

- Poor Manrvers out you kicked,

Aud wade him droop s head,

He clipped his wings and cut his stick
And tuddled hume 1o bed.

Thev Lord John Manners done
By a great majority,

He from London Cit- home did run,
Saying, they have licked me.

- Now whea the news was known,
At ten o’clock last night, _
The Dukes did weep. the Parsons g oat.’d
And Bishiops 1n affright
Began to tear their wigs,
And holloa we are douve,
And Rutland run eleven miles,
To seek his conquered son,

You might hear the Churchmen weep,
A1 d hear the Bi~hops bawl,

From the top end of Oxford Street,
To the e rance of St, Paul’s ;

Lord Johu they thought was lost,
Aud they roamed ab ut in shame,

Till they found him in a dust hole,
In a couit near Petticoat Lawre

For Manners he had none,
He tumbled and be kicked;
Afraid to veature home,
For he was nicely ticked
Rott schild came riding hy.
Wit victory on his brow
Aud the tory Bishops grinned and stared.
§ really can’u tell how.

Sivce B shops. Dukes and Lazds
We hie so nively heag

Tak- gulfant Biron Rotiis Tul”,
And plice him in hrs seat

Next to the great P cmier
Lovd John o Iln ke s ihe Cro Vig

Aud the firs: man who  fFoods b,
Lt the Baros knock him down

The tory vold in lots,
Did nicety fl. abeut,
And yet vou see we'ld vietory,
And kicked the tory ont,
When Bishop P Harry,
Did hear the dreadful news,
He corsed and swore his s'sivt he tosre.
And sung God save the Jews.

We knew we’d not be beat,
And now the knaves may see.
F'har London City none will have,
But triends of Lberty;

Tie Peers may chat and jaw,

‘T he Bishoes they may prate.
But no maw’s creed should Yim prevent
For us to legislate.

'he victory now is won,
The tory out is kicked,
VM nopoly is done,
Aud the upper house is licked ;
So thev may bag their heads,
Aud hang npen a tree,
To see the Baron beat the Lord,
So cleverly licks me

Take Ruthschild to his seat,
Ani ler them atl 10 see,

That Loedon Citv won’t be beat,
Free trade and victry.
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