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There's n little fellow aaked me, just & litile while ago,

It 1 wouldn't please to tell him, if 1 only chanced to know,
Why Santa Claus don't come, of late, the way he did before,
And why he don't bring prosents down the chimney any more,

Well, the way It is st our house I will fully tell to you,

Why we don't hang up our stockings in the way we used to do.

We think 8t. Nick does not come ‘round, with bells a-shaking
loose,

And attempt 1o enter chimneys, ‘canse it lsn't any use.

When st flrst St Nick he started out, his Christmas work to do,
Evary house had got & chimney, with a great big open fue,

And good 88, Nick had lota of room, s down the flue he spring,
And the stockings all were handy, as they on the mantel hung.

Bub the people all got tired of the ways that long had been,

And the chimney places had to go, and stoves and grates
came In,

And the floes were all made smaller than any’d been before,

And Banta Claus conld not get dows the chimney any more,

He came, one Christmus midnlght, with the presents, as of yore,
And he found s kind of chimnay that he'd never seen belore,
And his foot got stack and (uatened in & patent chimney cap,
And b nover quite recovered from this serious mishap.

If the children wonder why St. Nick rtays 'way up In the sky,

And don't come down with prosents, 1 guess that's the reason
why;

(iyess hie struck & patent chimney cap hio never saw belare,

And tore his clotlies, and hurt his foot, and don't come any

more.
e J. B, Buney,

WEATHER TOO GOOD FOR HIM, NOT ALL WAITERS,

“ This s mighty slick weather,” naid Johnsan, cheerlly, aa
be met Jackson on the street the other morning, as the warm
rayn of the sun were beginning to lick up the frost from the
widewalk, * mighty slick weather for this time of yoar"

“ Yes," answered Jackson, picking himeell op and wiplng
the hoar frost from his coat, " too confounded alick !
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PHRENOLOGY A GREAT SCIENCE,
Lirrigwir—Hay, Greatwit, do you belleve in phiranology *
Gurearwrr=0, I don't know. Why?

Livriwrr—Well, I don't know what 1o think of it. 1 had
wy head examined by prol. Sheepahead to-day, and be told me
I would make » great author if 100l hasd brsing enough.

Guuearwrr—Yes, [ believe in it now.

Jonxwr—Da, what does tha recelving teller do al the hank ?

Pa=Why, he waits on you when you leave your money,

Jomwwy—What does the paying teller do?

Pa~He a the fellow who waits on you when you draw your
money oul agaln,

Jousny—What doss the note teller do?

P (bitterly)—Ile's the follow who won't walt on you when
your note b doe, confound him !

A GENTLEMAN OF POLISH,
Miss Grassaron—1 think Mr, Capot e such & cultivated
gentleman | don't you?
GairaLy (who can only see the top of Caput’s aining bald
hiead above & big arm ohair)—Yes, so far s | can o0, o ewing
to ba very highly polished.




