C ‘ 8 Over.

Christmas is over,

The geese are deads v
Presents have been given, .

And unoles fed, ' o

Carols still lovely
Are no longer heards
Death was done

To many a bird,

Chickens were throttled,
Turkeys wars splity
Goess knocked out,

And wild ducks hits

Christmas is ovar,
We had a f£ine times
Our fingers are twitohing
From an unknown c¢rimee :, !

miliva iike lorda,
Wo give the basts

But more than a bird
Has died 4n iis neot.



Crackers were pulled,
The port was passedj
Suddenly & voico
Sald 4t couldn't last.

The birds all lay
Sizzling in faty .
While orop and beak
Wére kopt for the oats

Tea and sandwiches

At half-past tens

We'll have t6 make 1ife .
A1l over egain,

Take wing like the birds,
Build us a neat} o
Be alive sgain

To unearthly request.

We can't acoept
These meals from the pasty
But changé the scenery,
Alter the caste

Christmas is over,
The season's deads
Only the carols =
Went to tho heads



We'll have to go through
The presénts we gots

To take what wm love,

Or throw out the 1ot.



