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SANTA CLAUs hath travell'd der the town,
Upholding still his great renown,

From circuit wide in the Nor West,
H e hath returned to take a rest.
To Parli'mt House he now hath flown,
[The news did come by telephon''e]
And from his perch upon the tower,
He views the aspect of the 1our.

Quoth he: This place hath chang'd anew
Since last took a bird's e'ye view,

O'er hill and vale hark to the -strife,
At base of tower it'sounds most rife'!

Lo! prancing sidelong o'er the plain,
Comes he of Duel [?] Language fame,

Tho' armour sheath'dgainst grape or shot,
He mutters Il Tis confounded hot."
Then. spurs. his charger's wondrous pace,

Fain w0'uld hze reach some resting place,
In some fierce crisis of this hour

Fen might seize «'e4o 6ala" of po-wer.-"

He guidéth well * -his charger's pace,
£aù q» vouZýx-vorm P set race 'gainst race!

YO» non / thy praise could ne'er be sung,
I f thus, M cCarthy ! thy spurs -are won.

M.ethinks l'Il don my robes of state,
And hie me to, this great debate,
I love and reverence, Il Sir John,"
A plumper vote l'Il cast anon."

And swifter than a ' shooting star,
$an Claus appears befure the Bar.


