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ather, I can
ble hatchet.'

ty, I would
I hare you

"OeorgedidV"
" No, his fath»a' said that."
" Said he'd rather have a thouaand apple

trees?'
" No, no, no; said he'd rather lose a thou-

sand apple trees than —— "

" Said lie'd rather (ieorge would ?"

"No, said he'd rather lie would than have
him lie."

" Oh ! George would rather have his

father lie ?
'

We are patient, and we luvu cluldreu, but
It Mi'i ( "lu-'it-lK'i-i. : A.vii-'iitv'."''" h'"in'i

juncture, wt; don't believe all IJurtington

could have pulled us out of ihat snarl. And
as Clarence Fitzherbert Alencon do Marche-
inont Caruthers patterftd down the stairs,

we heard liim telling' his nia about a boy
who had a father named Goorge, and he
told him to cut down an apple trt-e, and he
said he'd rather tell a thousand lies than cut
down one apple tree.

Sprine- Days in Burlington.

j)(Mv:i vvli(;r(( till' w .J:(!-:"(i'iin siiiin!_'s Iroin iis I

slumbers, I

Openin!< its (;arcliirii cyo to the sun ; |

ijome tijo (lull eclitn'ri ijt' lar ,i w.iv tluiiid'T.s
I

Heavy anil last, aj tht; shots of a :-;'uu.

Upon llio hill where the wild (iowora nestle.
liike new fallen stars on the green mossy

strand

;

There come the dead notes of the house-clean-
in{< pestle—

The sound of the earjiet is heard in the land.

Up ! for the 8ont< birds thcii' matins are singing;
Up, for the mornint; is tintintj the skies;

Up, for the good wife the clothes-prop is bring-
ing

Out to the line where tue hall carpet flies.

Up, and away ! for the carpet is dusty !

Fly, for the house-cli-aning days have begun!
Run! for the womanly tenipei' is crusty;
Up and be doing, lest ye be undone!

Late, late; too late. .Just one moment of snor-
ing.

He wakes to the soui.d of the lumult below.
O'er the beating of carpels he hears a voice roar-

ing,
"Breakfait was over three hours ago!'

See. he is plunged in the front of the battle;
Where dust is the thickest they tell him to

stand;
Where suds, mops and scrub-brushes spatter and

rattle,
And the sound of the carpet is heard in the

land.

Life in the "Hawkeye " Sanctum.
The Hawkeye has just got into its new ed>

itorial rooms, and it is proud to say it has the
finest, most comfortable, complete and con-

renient editorial rooms in America. They
are finished off with a little invention which
will be of untold value to the profession of

joumaliim when it is generally adopted ; and
we know that it will rapidly come into >q»*

versal use as soon as its merits are under-
stood and appreciated. A'e believe it is

fully equal, in all tliat the term implies, to

the famous Bogardess Kicker, less liable to

get out of order, and less easily detected by
casual visitors. It is known as '* Middlerib's
Automatic Welcome." The sanctum is on
the sam6 tloor as the news-room, being sei*-

arated from it by a partition, in whieli is cut
a large window, easily opened by an auto-
matic arrangement. The editorial ch^ir is

placed in front of that window, and near tlie

'i":id ot flin sjf'rs ; ni><1 nn fl)p side (>1 ' flic
• - 1

' ' .-t

editor, the visitor s ahair is placed. It has an
inviting look about it, ami its entire apprar-

ance is guileless and commonplace. But the
strip of floor on which that chair rests is a

deception and a fraud. It is an endless chain
like the floor of a horsepower, and is operat-

ed at will by the editor, who has merely to

touch a spring in the floor to set it in mo-
tion. Its operation can best be understood
by personal inspection.

One morning, soon after the "Middlcrib
"•-!-.;•;;(;'• iLuU-cii ;!•,. :l v.. i...JtiL:i, '1..

ijosivviciv came in wiin a lunny storj i.o tjil.

He naturally Hopped uown into tlie elixir that
\r\'\ "be tnost npp'^TTT' "' lic^i'.-i^ii i^' t,,

some one else, antl bt^gan in his u.^nai liaiipy

vein :

—" I've got the richest thing—oh ! ah,

ha, ha !—the best thing—oh ! by George I I

c&n'jt—oh, ha, ha, ha ! Oh ! its too fjuud i Oh,
by George, the richest thing ! Oli ! it's too

loud ! You must never tell where you got

—

oh, by George, I can't do it ! It's too good 1

You know—oh, ha, ha, ha, oh, he, he, he !

You know the—oh, by George, I ca—

"

Here the editor touched the spring, a nail-

grab under the chair reached swiftly up and
caught Mr. Bostwick by the cushion of his

Eants, the window flew up and the noiseless

elt of floor gliding on its course bore the as-

tonished Mr. Bostwick through the window
out into the news-room, half-way down to

the cases, where he was received with great
applanse by the delighted compositors. The
window had slammed down as soon as he
he passed through ; and when the editorial

foot was withdrawn from the spring and the
chair stopped and the nail-grab assumed its

accustomea place, young Mr. Bostwick found
himself so kmd of out of the sanctum, like it

might be, that he went slowly and dejectedly

down stairs, as it were, while amazement sat

upon his brow, like.

The next casual visitor was Mr. J. Alexis
Flaxeter, the critic. He had a copy of the
Hawkeye in his hand, with all the typograph-
ical errors marked in red ink, and his face

was BO wreathed in smiles that it was im-
poMible to tell where his mouth ended and
nil ejw b^;ML He took the vacant chair

t


