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.Scpie: A bo-sky deli. As the curtaili rises the Four WVortliies
arc (liscovercd. NIr. Micawber sts. despoîidendly, the t ;s Manî
d1roops ; tic organ Grinder is arraîîgiîig new tunes on his machîine;
and tic Good 01(1 Rebel ks iaing bis litile miuskcî.

,i!icaw/<cr: For years l'vc hîrked amiongsi ihese chilliîig shades,
And wandered wearily atînoîîgst the gIadeà.
0f Opposiii. Oh ! ny soul ks Sad
Corne, sing to me niy reIbeI, muakc mie glati.

T/e Good Olil Uc/ici (sings):
I arn a <jOO(l0( Rebel, yes, iliat's just what I aiii,
For ibis Confederation 1 du flot care a-cent;
1 w'ish I'd fouglit against it, 1 also wish ilîey'd1 won
rliey need not ask, for pardon for anything they've donc.e

I liate tbe Loyal Canidians anI cveyîbing ilicy do,
I biaie their British cunnciioîî, 1 haie the Oranîge tou,
I baie Sir joîîîî Macdonald, lie reeks wiilî Ric1's gure.
The lying tieving Tories, 1 hiaie theem liiose and nmore.

Two hundred Loyal Canaulians lie btili iii Prairie d1(15,
W e k-illed a crowvd of su)liers before lbey. conquercid us,- -

They died of rheuinatism, of rebel siteli and shot,_____
But 1 wvish t %vas a million instead of what we gut. .--

7Yze Cas Mlapi: iIloo-ray! Bul1y!
M1icaw!'er: 'Tis excellent! A N'ARROW ESCAPE.

My soul serenie and intellect suo vasi t____
Sîgh for tby song -it %vas too sweet tu lasi 7/te GasiMd>l (asi(lC to the Organ Grinder): lie inîends tu îbiruw
My greedy cars once more those strains would btol>, the machine over. If I ihouglit that, 'd-

Su sng gain lii son<~ing iscturn Up ihe0rgan Grindler: IJinna faNb yersel, laddie, (linsia fa.
T/te G0011 011! lc/ici (sings): Zernember the Young Leîal.lit canna kick agaisi the

1 can'i take upl iny iinuskLet to figlit the Orange more, pricks, and by the tinte hie's dunei wi' the machine, lthe inîaclint
But I'rn not going tu love ihcrn, no, that is certain sure, wVill be donc wF himi. [Tu MIicawb)ei.] Wba's yon bodies cuiîîg til,
Isee no cause for blushing at what I was or arn, the road?

And 1 h atc tbe loyal Canadians, and don't care a-cent. A!icaîwber. By rny staisilesb bunour, it is a (lcp(iati>n of iiiy
Yheîî G rindeer (slapping thec Rebel on the back):. Losh, constituents to bid mie wçelcoine. Go, good Gas N.ui, andl seIl i
mnBut yon*s a grand sang-I mnay even gac sac far as tac say bc so? [Exit the Cas MNan.]

"grit sang. l'Il Iearn tac play it on the pipes first, and then l'Il Tile Cood (>ld Uc/ici: Mv little inîlîis loade(l.
set it tac tic organ. I Iech ! but l'il tickle the Iogs of at' the'M~we:TccwI en e< ftagulvlan
cawtbolics; and oor à-.een Tirn Anglin 'Il he that debighitd an' th' iltave:Teewl cn edo ht odvlan
Archbishop, they'1I no ken wh'at ails îîîcrn. [R**ceter Ilic Cas Mtan hi riedly-. Wlîat nuw, varlet ?

Mficauwber: That song, rny fricnds, will livc in the history of Yhze Gas e/an : W~e're dislied. Our cniteriainîîient bas been u% ci-
ibis couîntry. It is grand and Iofiy, like niy own serene soul. îIhadb oîeo hebrybîdd u îeîl (vicn r
is tlîe Sorneîhing, tlîc turn-up, of wthieh I bave been awaiting. fîftcen fatlicrs w~ho arc anxious to bang us to the neanresi trc. Foc.

wrot il I rn hc oci.Hooray! Blly! itunatcly tbcy kncw me not, or I had not survived t'a tell tle talc.
Thse Gai Mlat : rt t mtepe.Hory!Bly!lasten ! away ! fifteen fathers!

HIow do you like my gas metre? But hîavc you notlîing in thc
way of a song? Surely the lo(iy sotîl of Micawber is one infinite T/te Oriz Grùzdier: Fifîcen decvils.
poei. Mit a whebr : Who arc these mcn ?

[The Rechel drops lus mutsket with a bang, and the Deacon T/te Cas Mlan (rcîrcaîing) :Tbc fatliers, of fifieen meni îf tic
cbanges the lune of biis oigan 10 "IThe Mad-bousc in tlie Air."] Midland Battalion, kilh. andl wounded at Baîuclîe. F13

.Alfiawkvee: I arn awcary witb îîîy îîiarch tu, Durham; but as, T/he Uciei I arn brave, and iny nîusket is loadcd, and I ~'îI
wc arc almost there, I will raise your spirits with a little song of siay witb you; but, alas! tbe clinuate of Durham is haîl for iiie. Iarc
îîîy own composition. well, %iMicawbcr, I will sec you iii tle next couinîy. [Eseut the

[lie warblcs to tbe accomipaniment of tbc organ.] G as Man and ibe el.
Since 1 was but a uitile boy, unto tbis vcry hour, 1 Me Org-an Gr,-indler: Ve'il no stop herc, Mi.str ialero,
It lias been my ambition 10 attain to lace and p)owcr; yetil no stop) here. Tbink, of yoîîr fawmnilcc- tlîink of tie lo)s ai
And day by day, and ycar by year, iii face of aIl bhlolders, No. 6, and dinna do it. Corne awa, mon, and cheait the gl'w
I'vc cliiiabed o'cr many antr obstacle on oîlîcr 1).oplc's shoulders. Mlica-.cler.- Can I not explain it away?

1 acrificcd Mackenzie thus and Gordon Brown tîîrc' over, Thse Organz Gindiier. Arc ye dafi, mon? Explain it anua? \Vlîy
Iailier tbink Sir Dickie's tinte ib flot aIl spcnt in cloyer; tbcy /seerd ye sayin' ibat Riel was a martyr. Ycll liang surely if
îeirc's flot a tbing I wvouldnit (Io to gain miv pet ambition ; iey catch yc.
Ispili a sea of loyal bîood, and t,.tt*ic in scuiiîion. iAfica îer : But :onicîbing rnay turn up.

I'dctth throats of aflmy friiu:-ds, 1 want theni but 10 usectbcrn, «. 77e Oiî-.ait Gyriner: Ou, ayc, your vieb %ill turîî ni tac ilie

lut [lose Mi<aw/ie (going):
Tlîeir suiffcrings are nooght to nie, my licart's cniirtly calious, 'rwas ever tbus. Since clàilliooud s lîour
So now lIl ry toclinib to power and plactu o'cr Ricl's gall:ws. I've Nen iy fonsi(t:,holm, lecay,

of the other îîîrcc Worthics. and is stîrpriscd he docsn't get aîîy.] 'My chances always slip away.


