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. zcni-.-Our Laboratory.

Pieent-Sir P pine, knt.
Gregory Goosequill, Esg.
John Jonathan, Esg.

ir Peter in te Chair,
The Magician having adjusted the Lantern, depaa.

'ir Peter--Well gentleinen, it seerns our Patrons
are not mtich disposed to. aid us in our enterprise.

IMWr.fonàthan.--Say rather we have no patrons.
A paper suh as ontirs, can have no pattons where
there is no publie opinion. Where the rebel and the
rake, th-swindlér and seducer, the forger and the
fool, occupy the .firat places in society, where, such
characters as these are faivned on an'd flattered, can
you expect that we, who assert a determination to
speak naught but the naked and undisguised truth,
îhbuld meet with a cordial reception. The fop vho
wears red cloth, with gold Igee upon it, is more es-
teemed tlan he who tellsus ôf our faults, the scoun-

.drel who has cheated our. fellow citizens put of their
emony, aqd has thus become rich, is more admired

and sought after, than oë 'vhose probity and truth
-lhave brouglit him nothing, but an honorable nanie..
To. such peopl the fiat accents of the :truthteller,
showingthem t i ir faults and folies, seern the snarls
of abilious and illnatured critic ; and are treated as
a simple ebullition of the fellow's spleen.

ir. Gooseuill.-True, too true. The more reason
why we, who fight agäinst this order of things,
shouldbe true to. ouirselvés, and each other , which
'ow we unfortunately scem not to be.

Sir Peter.- vow so, nost learnéd counsel?
4r. Gooseuill.-Thesd empty seats should ex-

lain the reason.
Sir Peter.-I really. can't guess your nicañing.
Mr. Jonatha.-Your cursed XVoctes ,did it, sir.

Why, the article was prozy enbigh for the lerald.
Then, tlio' it may seern strangé to you, we albhave
some ojection to be shewn up for your peculiar glo-
rification. I don' care p.fig for nMyself, but there are
imy friends Mr. Tapi, Mr. Goosequili, and the'
Doctor, who vere all more or less suubbed and in-
terrupied, don't lil it over well. It isn't fair play.
We ask dite notice, and an 'opportunity to correct
mistakes, before you again publish our sayings. -

Sir Peter.-bo 1he it ; and now to business, let us
all in the Magician, aÈd take 'somp observations.

(The Magician enters.).
Most mightly sage, we wish to àee somemoita

freed fron the humbug of habit, and conventiona-
S lity.

The Magician adjusts the Lantern : a figure is reflected. e Ma-
gician writes.

.81.- The Delegate !
SirPeter.-How lie struts and stares, ahd seems

to think he is thinking. The smirk he wears inpublic tho' is g'nq, he seems straining with some
tremendois thought. .Ie rumingtes; as Shakspeare
has .it-"He stalks up and dow n like a peacock, a

' stride and a stand" and "bites his hip with a po-
litic regard as who should say, there were wit in
his head, an' 'twould out'." Whether is he prépa-

ring a speech; for the Irish Brigade,"or a placard for
a monster meeting ? There lie 'goes like a shot froin
a cannon.

Magiçian, (presenting a.paper.)-Here, air Editor,
are his ih4ioughts.

Sir Peter, (reads·.)--" Well, I didn't get- n'thing
«f in Canada, but a ducking, and a iughing at. I

guess I bvas ratier a sucked in .young man. Qh,
O'Connor, O'Connor, what 'ill-ye,Éay to the I ish
Brigade. I'm very muchi'afeard. they'11 be as i'

"you to pay yer own-expinses. Well,.I dâjthe .est
I could and the-best could do no bette .. Ah, old
boy, 1'm afeard that won't go down.What'il ý11!

" Oh, hang it. I'll buttlier'em ; give à touch of the
rale Melasian iblarney. Wonqt I stuff'em. The peo-
ple ready to tgke up arms-tlie soldiers bowed to
me-the offlcers received me with enthumiasin-<î
There's that chap, Adjutant Gneral-what's hi

" name-G4bee, vas my bosom friènd. Then tfi
" number at the meeting, 10,000-that's a leetle toN

strongý say 7 or 8,000-1'll not mention the rainq
" ugh, it was only a trifle. iNow for it."'

ia, ha, ha, Go thy way, strange compound of
Irish and Yankee cunning. Thon art but onenori
Jackall, preying upon the credulity and goodness o
heart of your unfortunate countryien. Good. magi
cian, willryou show us some of our own townspeopl
now'

The Magician readjusta the Lantern, another fpre is showi. T
Magican writes.

.1lul.-Skerret !
Mr. Goosguill:-Hôw he ponts his lips, and wag

his head, and swings .his arms ! Ho v those littl
eyes sparkle with vexation! ]Žoor Skerrett, victim o
the hard time~s, and the bad taste of our city. I fea
your game.is a hard one.

Sir eter.-True ! shame du gur inconsistency.
Tom Thumb comnes bere, a little nonstrosity w'h

has bee taught some apish tricks, and his levees are
crowdedý The circus cornes with a lot -of fellows
ready'to \nake the irost unconth and hideous contor-
tions of tbe human frame, ,and a clown readyl t'>
chant his never changing ohorus of obseie and
vulgar jests, their. tent is crammed to excCss; a
mouritebank cornes with feats of Legerdenfain and
.ugglery,.and a gaping crowd run to witness h 'd d-
ceptions; even the élite do -not' fail to pay hm a
vigt, and mark their approbation of his clever ess.
Bu let good -singers, good miusicians. lecturer on
science, or actors of the llegitimate drana, pre ent
thcrselves; and alf is apathy. Båh ! we're not if

.fr. Gooseuill.-I understan1 tliat Skerrett has
very -unwisely, offended s'orne of his staunchest
friends, by illnatured remarks before the curtain and,
I fear, has made himself sone enemies.

Sir Peter.-I ani sorry to hear it, for .he þas been
accustomed to bring out sone;of the best pieces of
our' dramatic literatnre, in a manner never before
equalled in Montreal. Let would-be moral refor-
mers talk as they will. The enacting of good play4
conveys many a good. lesson, aà well as amusement;
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