
HAWK-EYBS.

" bad been eatiug peara, and had scattered

bite of the fmijt around everywhere."
Ml. Jaeman, aa he sank upon the step,had

been made aware that he sat down on some-
thing. Something hiskeartandthesenseoffeel-
iug told him was a soft, mellow pear. Hi
fen it yielding to ihe pressure of bis weight.

He felt it spread out on the cold step until it

was as big aa half a water-melon. His ter-

rors even magnified and distorted the dread-

ful reality. He knew that if be rose to his

feet he would present he horrible spectacle

of a nuui who ha<l sat down upon a mustard
plaster. He felt dreadfully. He could not
speak. He dared not rise to his feet. He
thought dismally of the short coat, that

looked so nobby, but was 3uch a hollow

mockery at a time like this ; a ooat that

shone resplendent upon dress parade, but

wai an abhorrent, disgraceful " no account"
for active service. And he inwardly gnashed
his teeth, and smote upon his breast, and de-

nounced himself for a vain, coiioeit<e<l, prim-

ordial fool, for coming away without his

overcoat. And all the time Miss Whazzer-
nAim kept chattering away to him, trying to

make him talk and wondering what made
him so stupid and shy.

The fact is, he was trying to die, but

couldn't.

She spf>ke of the beautiful sunset that was
just coming on. He spake never a word, but

dismally wondered what she wouhl say if she

should see the picture of a winter sunset,

executed in Caufornia pear on light oassi-

mere. He writhed in mental agony, and he

felt the fiendish pear spread out wider and
thinner than ever. Miss Whazzeruaim said

it was growing colder.

He ulently thought if she wanted to feel

something so cold that it could stand at an

iceberg aaid'warm its hands, abe could lay

her baud ai hi* heart. She said she was
actually shivering. And he thought if she

knew what a- wwi. toemor of agitation his

Shivering nerves were in, she would never

liink of shivering again. She said if they

were goipg to sit o*t there any—at-chew !

longer, she must really—at-cbee ! go in and
get a wrap.
Then he fouMd voice. He rose, and facing

her, while tears filled his eyes and choked

his utterances as he thought what a demoral-

ized facade his rear elevation must present to

the passers-by in the street, shouted :

"I'd like to-rap the icy-hearted son of a

goslii^ that left that' pear on the step^ over

tne head with a club, dad burn the
"

She rose like a creature of marble, and

fafxd at him in inctignimti voiceless rebuke.

[e backed slowly down the stairs. She

turned, and with one glance of indigpant.

unforgiving scorn, weat into the hotui*
With a superhuman effort ht ooaq«ei*d hk
fears, and looked at the step to gather »
faint idea of the ooontorpcrfe pictul^ ^i^b
he had lithographed upon his ralmeni^ ttsmt
the cold freestone, ffig fearful glaao» fell

upon an inaodent, flaltancd, bat perfeoily
innocuous rubber doil, the property of tiiv

youngest WhazEemaim.
He looked at the cold, forbidding door of

the maaiMon. He thought of the \iiiforgiV'

ing fflance that had betokened his diamianL
He uionght of the suffering be had ao iimo*

cently and unjustly undergone. He thpuajbt
a thotiMuid things that he couldn't be hirra
to say, and the sun went down behind the
isomorphous furnace on West Hill, and left

world and Mr. Jasman's heart in starlei*

gloom.
The match is off.

Tasnian now spends his ddys at Sunday-
school pic-nics, which he is wont to immor-
talize in verSe :

—

THE PIC-NIC MAH.

Under the »hell-burk hickory tree
'ITie pic iiic man he stands :

A woefiiMi>okin}< man is he.
With bruised and Krimy hands ;

And the soil that sticks vO his trousers' knee,
Is the soil of se\ eral land.,.

His huir is mussed, hie hat is torn.
His flotlics are like the Kround ;

He wiKlies he had ne'er been born,
Or'M-ing born, ne'er found.

Hn glares upd soowls in wrathful seom
As oft he looks around.

At early morn, in suit of white.
He sought the pic-nic park ;

His face was clean, his heart was light,
His loud song :nocked the 'ark.

But now, althouifh the day is bright,
His world, ala*>, is dark ! ;

In joyous mood, at early mom.
He B»e upon the stamp,

But soon, as thoagh MVftn a thorn
He sat, with mightyjump

He leaiied aloft, and aO Ibrlom
In haste he did emiftp.

For lo, in hordesi diebis Idaok ants,

With nippers long ana slim. n
Went swihiy crawling up his pants.
And made it w»nn for nim

;

And through the woode they make him danc^
With gasp, and groan, and vim.

And when the rustic feast is spread.
And she is sittihg by.

His wlldwOod garland on her h jad,

The love-light in her eye.
He- ^woe, oh woe ! would he were dead,

Siti^ in the custard pie.

AM now they send him up the tree
To fix the pic-nic swing.

And up the shellrbark's aeraggy side*


