THE CANADIAN CASKET.

123

Mister, I hadn’t nothing to do with
the drawing---1 didn’t touch a finger
toit. Butl purchased a prize here
of you t’other day of twenty thou-
gand dollars ; and so that’'s what ]
am come after now---so none of your
fooling.’

¢ But Itell you sir, that your ticket
has drawn a blank.?

¢ Well, I dont care if it’s drawn a
blanket thal’s no consaimn of mine.
AllI wantisthe twenty thousand dol-
lars that I bought and paid fur, not a
week ago.’

* But consider, dear sir

¢ Consider? [ tell youl wont con-
sider-—---I’'m none of your consider-
ing chaps---I always go straight a-
head---no quips and quirks for me----
none ol your ramfooziing. --

<] tell yo sir, youw’er mistaken.?

¢ Mistaken! So I am deucedly
mistaken---I thought youwas an hon-
est man. But you sce there’s no
use in trifling with are---Fin a man
after my own heart. 1 purchased
the highest prize and Il have it by
the holy poker.  P’ve got a carthere
at the door. Iere you w hipper -nap-
per, bring in that are luge trunk,
will you?

‘But I repeat, sir, vouhave no mo-
ney to recerve; [am sorry tosay i’

¢Soam I bloody sorry you should
say it.  But tell me, Mister,will you
count out that arc money or not ¥

¢[ cannot.?

$ Doyou see thissledge-hammer ¥
ralsing his brawuey fist.

1 seet

‘Do you calculate to pay it in
gold, or silver, or bank bijls ¥

¢ Here is some very strange mis-
take, sir; and if you wiil allow me
to explain, I can convince you- !

¢ Yery well---but if you don’t con-
vince me you see this ere death-
maul,’ again elevating his fist.

The lottery man entered into an
explanation of the fieaks of Dame
Fortune, and at length succceded
in convincing his customer that bis
expected prize wasactually a blank.
Still the disappointment was so great,
that he could not bear it with a calm
mind, and he exclaimed—

¢ Well, if this doesn’t beat all my
great grandmother’s relations then
there’s no snakes—to pay the sum of
ten dollars for the highest prize, and
pot get a cent at last !’
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¢ Such athing will happen some-
times.?

s P’ts jofired hard though, I'll be
hanged if it aint. At least, Mistor,
you ought to circumfund the money.’

¢] cant afford that)

¢ Well, just pay the cartman then.

‘Pmsonry tosay I can’t dn it;
but if you’ll purchase another ticket
I think I can promise you better juck
next time—the highest prize is thirty
thousand dollars

<'Thirty thousand dog’s tails! don’t
tell me nonc of your palaver—1Pve
been cheated oné’t and that’s enough
for me—I"ll never get catched a sec-
ond time. flere, you cartiian, you
may load up this ere trunk again.—
Pllnever trust these lottery sellers
any more, i 1 do, dang my gizzard,
that’s all.”  Then giving the broker
a lock of irreconcilable hatred, he
left the oftice.  Ile, however, pretty
scon accommodated his mind again
to his humble prospects---declared
that houses, horses, and those sort of
things were only a plague to a man
——and as to Tabitha Tallboy, she
might go to the Old Nick for him---
he’d never think ofher again as long
as he lived.--—-N. Y. Constdiation.

S eTnnAnd,

[IOW 10 TBELL BAD NEWS,

Scexe.—Mr.Gs roem at Cxford,
enter his futher’s steward,

Mr G.—IIa! Jervas, how are
you my old boy? how do things go
on at home?

Steward.—Bad enough, your hon-
or, the magpie’s dead.

G.—DPoor Mag! so he’s gone.---
How came he to die?

S.—Overeat himself, sir.

G.—Did he faith! agreedy dog,
why, what did he get he liked so
well?

8.~-Iorse-flesh, sir; he died_ of
cating horse-flesh.

G.---1Iow came he to get so much
horse-flesh ?

S.--All your father’s horses, sir.

G.—What! are they dead too?

S.---Aye, sir they died of over-
work. :

G.--And why were they over-
worked pray ?

S.—-To carry water, sir.

G—To carry water! and what
were they carrying water for?

| S.-—-Sure, sir, to put out the fire.

G.--Fire! what fire?

S.--Ah, sir, your father’s house
burned down to the ground.

G.-My father’s; house burned
down! how cameit set on fire?

S.-I think, sirit must have been
the torches.

G.--Torches, whattorches ?

S.--At your mothers funeral.

G.--My mother dead?

S.--Ah, poor lady she never Jook-
ed up after it

G.--After what ?

S.--The loss of your father.

(:.--My father goue too?

8.--Yes poor gentleman, he took
to his bed as soon as he heard of it.

G.--Hleard of what 2

S.--The bad news, sir, andplease
your honor.

G.--What! more miserics, more
bad news ?

8.--Yes, sir, your bank has failed,
and your credit is lost, and you aro
not worth a shilling in the world.-—
I make bold, sir, to come to wait on
you about it, for I thought you would
like to hear the news.

Arrecrion.—IUthere be any thing
thoroughly lovely inthe human heart,
it is aflection ! All that makes hope
clevated, or fear generous, belongs
to the capacity of loving.  IFor my
own part, I do wonder, in looking
over the thousand creeds and sects
of men, that so many moralists have
traced their system from love. The
,errors thus originated have some-
i thing in them: that charms us even
while we smile at the theology, or
wlile weneglect the system.  What
a beautiful fabric would be human
nature—what a divine guide would
be buman reason—if love werein-
deed the stratum of the one, and the
inspiration of the other! What a
world of reasonings, not immedi-
ately obvious, did the sage of old
open to our inquiry, when he said
the pathetic was the truest part of
the sublinie.  Aristides, the painter,
created a picture in whichan infant is
represeated sucking a mother woun-
ded to death, who, even in that ago-
ny, strives to prevent the child inju-
ring itself by imbibing the blood
mingled with the milk.  How many-
emotions, that might have made us
permanently wiser and better, have
we lost in losing that picture {~—Ew

 gene Aram.



