THE TOYMAN AND THE MAIDEN,

LisTEN! listen, mother dear,
How the bells are ringing!

“ Ohristmas times will soon be here,”
That is what they’re singing.

All the boys and girls are out
In the frosty weather;

I can hear them laugh and shout,
As they talk together.

All the shops with toys are gay,
Such a pretty showing;
Mother, dear, this very day
Let us too be going.

Don’t you think if Santa Claus
Down this way were straying,

He would stop and smile to hear
‘What the folks were saying ?

I am sure if he should see
Just what I was choosing,

Such a wise old dear as he
‘Would not be refusing.

Mother, dear, your little maid
Will not fret or tease you;

All the year I’ve surely tried
To be good and please you.

But if I should give your hand
Just a little squeezing

‘When the loveliest doll I see,
Would you call that teasing ?
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