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But he couldn’t fool me gracious! When my paw was a boy!
I know 'bout as much as he; ~ He never, never disobeyed;
Doesn’t Santa always bring me He beat in every game he played—
Presents sure as sure can be? Gee! What a record then was made
'Sides, last night when I was lying When my paw ke boy!
On the rug before the grate 1 wisht ’at 1’d been here when
(No one had time to undress me, : My paw was a boy;
And ’twas’ getting awful late),

I heard something in the chimney : ,
Saying “00, 00,” like a drum, But still Jast nigbt heard my maw
Someone whistled, as though asking: Raise up her voice and call my paw
“Are you ready? Must I come?” The worst fool M she Ww i

Now, my father says that Santy
Does not like for us to peep;

Says he does not like to come down
Chimneys till the children sleep.

So, though I was awful frightened,
I sat on the rug, and said:

“No, Sir; no, Sir, Mister Santy |
For 1 haven’t gone to bed!”

Then there was a funny racket—
Something tumbled close to me—

Something made my middle finger
Black as black as it could be.

Johnnie said I only dreamed it,
Said no Santa Claus could come,
Yet right on the rug this moming
Was a whistle and a drum! ;
~—Margaret A. Richard.
(Written for the Speaker).

WHEN PAW WAS A BOY

I wisht ‘at I'd been here when
My paw he was a boy;
They must of been excitement then—
When my paw was a boy;
In school he always took the prize,
He used to lick boys twice his size—
I bet folks all had bulgin’ eyes
" When my paw was a boy.

They was a lot of wonders done
When my paw wia a boy;

How grandpa must have loved his son,
Whén my paw was a boy;

He'd git the coal and chop the wood,

And think up every way he could

-To always jist be sweet and good—
When my paw was a boy.

Then everything was in its place,

When my paw was. a boy;
How he could rassle, jump and race,




