
James and Horace Smith: Cui Bono? By Lord B. 
 

The brothers James Smith (1775-1839) and Horatio (“Horace”) Smith (1779-1849) 

were men-about-town, humorous writers, and theatre-goers. James was a lawyer, and 

Horace a merchant and insurance-broker. 

 They were startled when the Drury Lane Committee very publicly reneged on 

their gesture in putting the Address out to competition, and “commissioned one from 

Byron” instead. They tried to imagine the number of famous poets who might have 

submitted Addresses without success, and wrote a series of comical versions of what 

the submissions of such people as Moore, Scott, Cobbett, Coleridge, Wordsworth, 

Southey, Charlotte Dacre, and even the dead Dr Johnson, might have sounded like. 

The result, Rejected Addresses, is one of the finest parody-sequences in the language, 

and Cui Bono?, their imagined version of Childe Harold’s attitude to theatre-going, is 

the most important satire on Byron ever written, beating even Peacock in Nightmare 

Abbey. 

 The Rejected Addresses became a great success, and had gone through 

seventeen editions by 1819. Walter Scott was so taken in by their parody of him that 

he assumed he’d written it, but had forgotten. 

 

CUI BONO? 

By Lord B. 
 

I. 

 SATED with home, of wife, of children tired, 

 The restless soul is driven abroad to roam; 

 Sated abroad, all seen, yet nought admired, 

 The restless soul is driven to ramble home; 

 Sated with both, beneath new Drury’s dome  5 

 The fiend Ennui awhile consents to pine,  

 There growls and curses, like a deadly Gnome, 

 Scorning to view fantastic Columbine,
1
 

 Viewing with scorn and hate the nonsense of the Nine.
2
 

 

II. 

 Ye reckless dupes, who hither wend your way,  10 

 To gaze on puppets in a painted dome, 

 Pursuing pastimes glittering to betray, 

 Like falling stars in life’s eternal gloom, 

 What seek ye here? Joy’s evanescent bloom! 

 Woe’s me! the brightest wreaths she ever gave  15 

 Are but as flowers that decorate a tomb, 

 Man’s heart, the mournful urn o’er which they wave, 

 Is sacred to despair, its pedestal the grave. 

 

III. 

 Has life so little store of real woes, 

 That here ye wend to taste fictitious grief?   20 

 Or is it that, from truth such anguish flows, 

 Ye court the lying drama for relief? 

 Long shall ye find the pang, the respite brief, 

                                                 
1: Columbine – female protagonist in Harlequinades, derived from Commedia dell’Arte. 

2: The Nine – the nine Muses. 



 Or if one tolerable page appears 

 In folly’s volume, ’tis the actor’s leaf,   25 

 Who dries his own by drawing others’ tears, 

 And raising present mirth, makes glad his future years. 

 

IV. 

 Albeit how like young Betty
3
 doth he flee! 

 Light as the mote that daunceth in the beam, 

 He liveth only to man’s present woe,   30 

 His life a flash, his memory a dream, 

 Oblivious down he drops in Lethe’s stream: 

 Yet what are they, the learned and the great? 

 Awhile of longer wonderment the theme! 

 Who shall presume to prophecy their date,   35 

 Where nought is certain save th’ uncertainty of fate? 

 

V. 

 This goodly pile upheav’d by Wyatt’s
4
 toil, 

 Perchance than Holland’s
5
 edifice more fleet, 

 Again red Lemnos’
6
 artisan may spoil; 

 The fire alarm and midnight drum may beat,  40 

 And all be strew’d ysmoking at your feet.  

 Start ye? Perchance Death’s angel may be sent 

 Ere from the flaming temple ye retreat, 

 And ye who met on revel idlesse bent, 

 May find in pleasure’s fane your grave and monument. 45 

 

VI. 

 Your debts mount high – ye plunge in deeper waste, 

 The tradesman calls – no warning voice ye hear; 

 The plaintiff sues – to public shews ye haste; 

 The bailiff threats – ye feel no idle fear; 

 Who can arrest your prodigal career?   50 

 Who can keep down the levity of youth? 

 What sound can startle age’s stubborn ear? 

 Who can redeem from wretchedness and ruth 

 Men true to falsehood’s voice, false to the voice of truth. 

 

VII. 

 To thee, blest saint!
7
 who doff’d thy skin to make  55 

 The Smithfield
8
 rabble leap from theirs with joy, 

 We dedicate the pile – arise! awake! 

 Knock down the muses, wit and sense destroy, 

 Clear our new stage from reason’s dull alloy, 

 Charm hobbling age, and tickle capering youth  60 

 With cleaver, marrow-bone. and Tunbridge toy; 

 While, vibrating in unbelieving tooth, 

 Harps twang in Drury’s walls, and make her boards a booth. 

 

                                                 
3: Betty – William Henry West Betty (1791-1874), child acting phenomenon. His reign was short. 

4: Benjamin Dean Wyatt (1775-1850?) architect who designed the new Drury Lane Theatre. 

5: Henry Holland (1746-1806) architect of the previous Drury Lane. 

6: Lemnos’ red architect: Mulciber, architect of Pandemonium in Milton’s Hell: see Paradise Lost, I 730-51. 

7: St. Bartholomew (he was flayed alive, and gave his name to Bartholomew Fair). 

8: Bartholomew Fair was held in Smithfield meat-market. See Wordsworth, The Prelude, VII 649-95. 



VIII. 

 For what is Hamlet, but a hair in March? 

 And what is Brutus, but a croaking owl?   65 

 And what is Rolla?
9
 Cupid steep’d in starch, 

 Orlando’s helmet in Augustine’s cowl.
10

 

 Shakespear, how, true thine adage, “fair is foul;”
11

 

 To him whose soul is with fruition fraught, 

 The song of Braham
12

 is an Irish howl,   70 

 Thinking is but an idle waste of thought, 

 And nought is every thing, and every thing is nought. 

 

IX. 

 Sons of Parnassus! whom I view above,
13

 

 Not laurel crown’d, but clad in rusty black, 

 Not spurring Pegasus through Tempe’s grove,  75 

 But pacing Grub-street on a jaded hack, 

 What reams of foolscap, while your brains ye rack, 

 Ye mar to make again! for sure, ere long, 

 Condemn’d to tread the bard’s time-sanction’d track, 

 Ye all shall join the bailiff-haunted throng,   80 

 And reproduce in rags the rags ye blot in song. 

 

X. 

 So fares the follower in the Muses’ train, 

 He toils to starve, and only lives in death; 

 We slight him till our patronage is vain, 

 Then round his skeleton a garland wreathe,  85 

 And o’er his bones an empty requiem breathe – 

 Oh! with what tragic horror would he start, 

 (Could he be conjur’d from the grave beneath) 

 To find the stage again a Thespian cart, 

 And elephants and colts down trample Shakespear’s art? 90 

                                                 
9: Rolla: Rolla, or the Virgin of the Sun (aka Pizarro. The Spaniards in Peru) was a tragedy by Kotzebue, set 

among the Incas. 

10: Orlando’s helmet in Augustine’s cowl: the line implies the religiose / erotic sentimentality of Rolla. 

11: Macbeth, I i, penultimate line. 

12: Braham: John Braham (1774-1856), famous tenor; colleague of Isaac Nathan. 

13: Parodies CHP I st.60: Oh, thou Parnassus! whom I now survey, 

  Not in the phrenzy of a dreamer’s eye, 

  Not in the fabled landscape of a lay, 

  But soaring snow-clad through thy native sky  615 

  In the wild pomp of mountain majesty! 

  What marvel if I thus essay to sing? 

  The humblest of thy pilgrims passing by 

  Would gladly woo thine Echoes with his string,  619 

 Though from thy heights no more one Muse will wave her wing. 



XI. 

 Hence, pedant Nature! with thy Grecian rules, 

 Centaurs (not fabulous) those rules efface; 

 Back, sister muses, to your native schools; 

 Here booted rooms
14

 usurp Apollo’s place, 

 Hoofs shame the boards that Garrick used to grace; 95 

 The play of limbs succeeds the play of wit; 

 Man yields the drama to the Houynim
15

 race, 

 His prompter spurs, his licenser the bit, 

 The stage a stable-yard, a jockey club the pit.  

 

XII. 

 Is it for these ye rear this proud abode?   100 

 Is it for these your superstition seeks 

 To build a temple worthy of a god, 

 To laud a monkey, or to worship leeks? 

 Then be the stage, to recompense your freaks, 

 A motley chaos; jumbling age and ranks,   105 

 Where Punch, the lignum vitæ Roscius,
16

 squeaks, 

 And Wisdom weeps, and Folly plays his pranks, 

 And moody Madness laughs, and hugs the chain he clanks.  

 

                                                 
14: … booted rooms: jockeys’ dressing-rooms. 

15: … the Houynim race: refers to the Houyhnhnms, the intelligent horses in Gulliver’s Travels. 

16: … the lignum vitæ Roscius: implies Punch to be an actor on the end of a stick. Lignum viate is one of the 

hardest of all woods. 


