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DY GREENHORN.

BY PURFESSER JAY XAYELLE WASHINGTON

WHITE,

Dis niggah am completety absawbed in per-
found quondamplation ob dat ar natural phen-
onoman called by de denizens ob dis continent,
a greenhawn. A greenhawn is an aboriginec
of de old world just axrove in de new. Dis
pame am derivated from cabbage-green, and
sprout-e horn, endicating dat he amn as soft an
gréou as a cobbage sprout. Dat is,-least he
pears s0.  ‘Pearances, hawever, am mighty de-
ceitful. Sure’s you're bawn, Disniggah once
knew -3 cute young fellnh, who had trabbled
all ober yewrip an finally pulled up in New
Yawk lookin’, wa’al, kind ob seedy and suu-
burnt as it wor. II¢c was settin’ in & restyour-
rant, lookin’ at an English paper, when in
walkstwoswells, ansetsdown opposite him, He
seed them wid the tail ob his eye, but kep on
Suys oue to

de oder, ‘“Ahem, wc’re from the kentry

“¢Ya'as,” says de oder, eyin’ de greeenhawn

through his eyeglass. ‘‘Green?™ Yaas.”
¢« Stranger in the city, eh? have to be taken
cave of.” ‘¢ Gentlemen,” says the greenhawn,
lookin' them blandly in de eye, ¢ you arc
strangers in de city I see, ken I do anything
for you?” Fo graciaus sah ! de mannah in
which dese two swclls locomoted out ob dat
dere restyourrant was a moral, second only to
de grin on de face ob de greenhawn, as he re-
soomed his paper right side up agen.

‘De British greenhawn am de most amoosin’
All de las” winter he hab bin *ten-
din’ de lectures gib by de emigration agent in
de village schoolroom, wid de DPirsbeterian
ministerin do chair.  Heam told dat de streets
ob Meriky am like de streets ob de New Jroo-
salem, made ob gold, and all you got todo is
to take a cold chisel, and a geological hammer

. and chip off all de dollars you want and go west

an buy a farm wid de purceeds, De agent

ibs him no end ob tafly, he am tryin’ to earn
g‘is own salary, an de po _clod-hoppers swaller
de 'hole hog.” So when it am January and de
snowdrops am just ringing in de new year, wid
dere fairy white bells, he gets sum socks
darned up, de February crocnses sot him a

acking up, an when de daffodils am wavin’
Rere allar heads in de March breezes, he
whistles ¢¢ De gal 1 left behind me,” an arvives
on desc shores in time to catch de third last
We hab known some
greenhawns stay for a week and embark on de
next ship, on purpose to persecute de em. agent
fur breach ob promise, fur bringing dem out to
dis ** ‘owling wilderness of snow,” where derc

"ain't o green leaf to be scen wid de naked eye.

Anoder and mo acceptable kind ob greenhawn
hails from furder norf. He atroves about de

white heat oh midsummer, arrayod in a heavy
suit ob inch thick tweed, sootable fur Artic
wear.  In de lanwigde ob seripter de ivon haly
entered his sole, fur he lugs avound more'n a
ewt, ob hob nails in ebery shoe, dis makes his
feet come down ehery time like a thousand ob
brick. His head am large, thatched wid piles
ob hair, and roofed in wid a heavy hat,
under which his rnddy cheeks aoze fatuess.
He am eber an’ always accompanied by o big
wooden, which looks asif in de words oh Ce
poet it could “ hrave a thousand years de bat-
tle and de Dbreeze.” He am chuck full oh
books, some ob dem in furvin tongues, and he
tells you he just brought dat dav Algebra, and
at Colenso to **amuse me when I weary in the
e’enins.” He take yowr bref away, when he
asks you “what kind of a iess is this that
Gladstone’s got the kintra in noo?” He speaks
in a barbaric tongue, an calls de ole ooman at
home ‘“my mither ” and hab some gucer ont-
landish ideas about purviding fur her old age.
He has a pocket book well filled wid—no not
dollars—hut certificates ob character from de
pastor, de schoolmaster, and de villnge poet.
He am a practieal farmer, he ’clares he ¢ can
thin neeps, saw, maw, bind an’ thresh wi ony
man’ and consequently he am hired rite away
at $25 and hoard. Dis am de Al kind ob
greenhawn fur dis kentry. A kind ob Scotch
pebble in de ruff, all ober gueer corners and
akwerd angles dat am dissagreeable at fust.
Bymeby he will be tossed and rolled and
gronnd down in de swging tide ob Canadian
life, and after some years yon will find him
away up on de sands high an’ dry, gleamin’ an
shinin’ in de sunshine ob prosperity, vound an’
smooth an’ pleasant an’ valuable ; all his rough-
ness 1ubbed off an’ his better gualitics bronght
clearly out.

Anoder an’ more doubtful kind ob green-
hawn, goes sailin’ round de strects ob de city,
a small undersized kind ob man wid e suspi-
cion ob a cast in his eye, and wid one question
cver uppermost on his lips ““ what the doose
brought him to this blawsted kentry " where
he am first roasted, then frozen, then thawed
out again wid de revolving scasons, His ac-
companiment am a limp faded woman in a limp
faded dress, wid a wilted little bonnet slipping
off the back ob her head, who gets her livin’
by doin’ & *“ hit o’ washing” wid de aid ob a
*drop 0’ beer ” of which she and her husband
are mighty fond. Manifest destiny, an orange
or pea-nut stand.

Den dere am de eber welcome cosmopolitan
greenhawn, who de moment hie lands, plants
his foot firmly on de lowest rung ob de ladder,
tackles de fust job he gets an’ sticks to it till
ho gets a better, goin’ up hand over hand,
right ober ow heads, till we find ourselves lif-
tin’ owr-hat to him when we meet him in de
strect, or sendin’ him to de House obh Com-
mons, to vepresent us dere. D¢ greenhawn
ripens very soon in de heat ob de Canadian
sun; desoft look ob inmocenee gibs way to one
ob shrewd business talent, an dat air ob con-
ceit and oppressive goodness, walks away wid
his strait-laced cantand caste and other ederes-
cences, peculiar to de old lands, he grows into
a ripe mellow well tode citizen, active, liberal,
an’ with an ever ready hand to help struggling
greenhawns.

The credit system is bad, but so long as
there’s sheep there will be ticks.

Ow Funny Contributor lately had a call
from the new and popular Episcopal minister
in Lindsay, and was much gratified thereat.
But in conversation with a friend belonging to
the same church afterwards, the friend com.

lained that the minister had neglected him of
ate, adding, however, that he did not mind,
as the parson only took carc to call on the
““hard cases.” Our Contributor didn’t feel so
well after this, and has not mentioned that

call since.

IN LIQUORIAM.

BY A, T(OPBR,)

I hold it false with him who sings
“I'o a cracked fiddle or the bones,
“I'were better to be breaking stones
Than loafing round (or tails and slings.

*Tis muchly too and many more,
And 100 too muchly more again,
It fills my gizzard full of pain

‘I'o stand around a bar-room door,

And sce the boys the cocktails scoop,
And ask cach other : ' Have asmile?”
Yet never to enquire the while

If I, my lofty soul would stoop—

And take with them a brandy-smash !
*Tis sad to think they never will,
And thus within the grasping till

1 sadly drop my little cash.

But who, when he’s been swilling beers,
‘I'rics on his pants to light a match,
And doesn’t reach his claw and catch

The friendly lamp-post in his fears ?

Let Thirst clasp Drink, and Grief be drown’d
1In liquors tempting 1o the soul ;
Ah, sweeter to be drunk, und roll,

And whoop, and yell, and paw the ground,

Than that some wretched cop should sneak
And put a period to your fun,
And rush you into Number One,

To come next morning ‘fore the Beak,

1L

Old dog that followed at my heel-,
And gobbled bones with saaps and growls,
I'd sooner hear thy frantic howls.

T'han many a giant organ’s peals.

‘I'he seasons bring the bull-frog"s bk,
And bring the toper to the dock,
And bring the spouters in a flock

‘To air their "pinions in the park.

Hut never more shall cinware vile
Be fastened to hy nangy tail,
‘To send thee forun upon a sail

At half-a-minute to the mile.

And when to sleep I fling me down,

In some dark lane or vacant lot,

The cops, uauoticed, to the spot
May creer,—thy bark is * out of town.”

Lt often seemed when day was done,

And we were kicked into the sireet,

As round oy legs you'd clasp your feet,
We were incorporate into one.

But never, never more 1'1l greet
‘Lhy boi.tailed carcase herg again :
In schooners [ must drown my pain,
They've made thee into sausage meat.

ASTRONOMY.

““Why,” asked Tarquinius Superbus Me-
hafiy the other day, as he was pensively gaz-
ing at a fresco on the wall of a bar-room,
“Why is it the sun is hotter in this
counthry than in the ould counthry ?” .« The
raison,” replied his comrade, Clinton DeVere
Murphy, *‘is this, sorr. Ye may not be ware
that in Ireland the sun rises four hours and
more before it does here, and consequentially
as he keeps rising all the time he grows hotter
and hotter, as ye may ohserve on any summer’s
day. Now d’ye know why it’s hotter here ?”

‘ Murphy, y'er a ganius,” said Mehaffy.

“ What’ll ye have?” and the two philoso-
phers smiled. . ..




