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Jes' 'Tore Christmas.

Bd EUGENE FIELD.*

Father cais me William, sister calls me Will,

blother calis me Willie-but the fellers call mie Bill!

Mighty glad I ain't a 'giri-ruther ho a boy

Without them. sashes, curIe, an' thinga that's worn by
Fauntieroy ;

Love to chawnk green apples, an' go swimmin' in the
lako;

Hate to tako the caster-ile they give f'r belly-ache!1

Most ail the time the bull year round' thero ain't no flues
on me,

But jes' fore Christmias I'ma as good as I kmn be r

(lot a yalior dog namned Sport-sick 'im on the cat;

Fust thing she knowvla she doesn't know where she la at 1
(lot a clipper-sled, ai' when us boys go out. to alide
'Long cornes the groçery cart, an' we aIl hook a ride :
B ut, sometimes, whin the grocery man ia worrlted and

cross,
He roaches at me with hus whip, and larrnps np bis hos;

An' thon I laif and holIer; "Oh, yeu neyer teched me P"
But jes' fore Chriatmas lIn as good as I kin be

Gram'ma says she hopes when I get to ho a man
l'Il be a tuissionerer like ber eldes'«brother Dan,

As wuz et up by thi.cannib'Is, that lives iu Ceylon' s le,
Where every prospeick pleases, an' only man ia vile!1
But gram'ma she baad neyer hoeen to ses a wild-West

show,
Or read the life of Daniel Boone, or else I gnose sho'd

know
That Buffalo Bill anà cowboys is goocd enough for me-

Excep' jos' fore Christmas, wheu I'm good as I kmn ho!

Thon ol' Sport ho hauga arouud, so sollum like an' stili-

Hie eyos they seom a-sayin'; «I What's er matter, little
Bill ?"

The cat ah. eneak$ dowu off hon peh, a-wonderlfl'
what's becomo

Uv tbem. two enemaies nv hemn that naed ton mako thinga
hum!1

But I amn se perIiteý and stick soe arneat like to biz,

That niother says t4b father: 6 "Htw improved our Wiliie
is 1",

But father, havin' bon a boy hisself, suspicions me,

lVhen jes' fore Chitist1nas I'm es good as 1 kmn ho!

For Cbristmas, wit[h its lots an' lots uv candies, cakes,
an' toys.,

Wuz made, they say, rr propor kida, and not f'r nanghty

boys!1
So wash yer face, and bruah yen bain, an' mind yen p'S

and q's,
An' don't buat ont yer pantalôons, an' don't wear ont yen

shoes;
Say yessuxn te the ladies, an' yosair te the mon,

An' when they's cempany don't pasa yen plate f'n pie

again;
But, thinkin' uv the thinga yon'd like te see upen that

tnee,
Jes' 'fore Chriatma 1 be as good a you kin ho!

*P'rom -Field Flowers,", publshéd for tbe uEwne Field Memorie

Fund.

Mr. and Eirs. Santa Claus on the Day After-

Christmas.

(Santa Clauis ini bed; Mrs. Sauta Clauis seated at hie-

aide, mending bis coat.)
Mrs. S. C.-Why, Sauta, that muet have been a bad'

chimney, te catch and tear suci a hole as this. 1 shonld'

think people migbt keep theilr chimueys ini botter re-

pair; especially so nearChriatmnss time.

Mr. S. C.-Yes, some people are very careleeR. That's-

how I came to lame Pranoer, my very boit reindeer.

Mrm. S. C.-You're veryý tired, areu't you, dear I

deolare 1 your work in too mnoh for auy man te do alone.

Next year I believe I shalh poeitively forbid your going-

ont at Christmas time.
Mr. S. C.-Qh, no, my dear; we couldn't disappoint

the children, you know!1

(Door opens; heavy mailbag is thrown in.)

Mrs. S. 0.-Hore comes the mail. There seems to b.-

a good deal of it, as there.usually ià the day after Christ-

mas. .Read the letters to me, Santa; I want to know

how the ohildren enjoyed their preseuta.

Mr. S. C.-Wel, here's thefinit one. (Read.) IlTo-

Sauta Clauis: Why did you se4 me a fascinat-or withe

a bine ribbon, when 1 told yen &il the time that I

wanted a pink one?1 Mary>î la ever s0 mach more sty-

lsh than mine, too. Annie Smith."

Mrs. S. C.-Wehl, I weuldu't bother tio send her a

fascinator wjth any ribbon at'a1,1 in it next year.

Mr. S. C.-Here' aneother letter : (Reada.) " lSanta.

Claus: That musio-bo yon sentmewasn'tany account.

Itla broken already. It won't stand thumpingand.it

didu't play but three tunes, anyway. I wish yoWad

take it baok and get me a botter one. John Brown."-

Mrs. S. C.--I uesa that music-box went to the wreng

place.
Mr. S. C.-I gueas it did. I've a mind te take it:

back and keep it mysehf Now, let's try thia ene:

(Reads.) Ilror Santa Clans:- Why didn't yon bring

me somethiug nicer than a velocipede?1 When people

are tin years old, and other boyis have bicycles, do you

suippose they're goiug to bo seen wheeling around sucob

triandle-bed trash 1 James Tncker."

Mrs. S. C..-I'd give him a rattie next tisse. Dear.

me, Sauta, cau't you find auy deceut letter at al?

Mr. S. C.-Perhape this one wiil bo more encenrag-
ing: (Reade.) "Santa Claus, Dear 8ir: Please do,

net seud our son, grandacu, and uephew any more tin

honi. Respectfnily, bis mother, graudmother, and

assit."U
Mrn. S. C.-Oh, Santa, Santa, dou't read any more

of those abominable lettens!1 Didn't arnybody write and
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