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. BABY'S. PIGS.

- Ten little pigs that grow. and thrive,

Rosy and plump and clean; .

Two little pens, cach holding five, -
And the owner.is Baby "Gene,

They wriggle about, and root and dig,
And pushagain and again, )

Till at last we find one dear little pig
Is out of the little red pon.

" Baby 'Geric is o littlo old man,
Bald and sevions, too, .
. Ho looks to the pigs whonever he can,
But ho has o great deal to do. ™ .
And this little pig says he'll got some corn,
And thonext one cries, ** O where? .
And the Jittlo one says, * In Granpa's ha~
- And the great ono knows it's
there. ’

P

Four pearly grains he.can
plainly sco; )
Have them ho
. - willg
He strains and struggles—but
“quee—~quec—quee”
. Hoean't got over the sill!
. Sohe's given it up, and offhe
" gocs, - ,
(With Grandfather 'Gene be.
fore),” . o
Snubbing and rubbing his little
bare nose .
On the way "to the panlry
door.

‘must and

You queer little pig, you're ever
so bold,
But it never, never will do!
The great wide world would he
cruel and cold A
To a little pink mite like you.
Mamma must bring her needle
and yarn
And build up the fence again,
For the five little pigs would be
quite forlorn
Outside of the li*{lo red pen.
—Eudora S. Bumstead, in Youth's
Companion.
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DR. FAIRMAN.

- As Dr. Fairman was crossing
the network of tracks beyond
the Central station, his atfen-
tion was arvested by the ‘tall, -
athletic figure of a young man
engaged in unloading some
freight-cars. He was two or
three and twenty, perhaps, .x.-.
with heavy jaws, a suspiciously *
red face, and closely cropped
yellow hair. T e

Dr. Fairman experienced a
slight feeling of ‘envy, as the
youny fellow hoisted the heavy
boxes from the car to the dray
with little appavent effort,
every motion of his Lody be-
traying, to the experienced cye
of the surgeon, 1ts.suppleness
and vigor. e passed on with
a half sigh, for his intense
spirit had fashioned itself a re-
fined and delicate body, never
quite ready to respond to the
-intelligence within, and for a
moment he coveted the perfect
physical equipment of the
‘young laborer. S

His carriage waited for him
in a side street, and he had
just entered it when his name
was shouted from the direction
of the railway station, and a
man came running toward him,

“Hello, doctor!” he cried.
“Come back! There’s & man
crushed out herve !”

He sprang from the carrvinge
and hastily retraced his steps.
Some instinet warned him that
the viebim was the young ath-
lete. It was even so. The man had
slipped aund fallen backward from the car,
o heavy box had crushed him, and he lay
bleeding profusely and unconscious.

Under Dr. Fairman's supervision, he
was removed to his cottage home, where
for weeks he hovered Detween life and
death, cared for ussiduously by the most
distinguished surgeon in the eity. Day after
day, and often in the night, the doctor's
carriage stood at the humble door, while
he battled with death for the life within.

After weeks of agony and months of
‘weakness, Sun Barker erepl slowly back to
health and strength. Before the accident
he had been a dissipated rowdy, earning
fair wages, but always out of funds before

-b‘pny-ciuy'. There was not muek of him but

brawn and bone, and a kind of dogged Lon-
esty which gained for him the reputation of

panions, L .
Goodness js contagious, and Dr. Fairman
was . filled with moral sanative power.
While he healed the wounds of the body,
he probed the soul of this man, if haply he
might touch some responsive chord,

His intuitions wore s0 keen that he was
rarely at fault even with complex natures ;
with subtle delicasy, as fine as the touch of
his hand was light, he struck: the one sound
libre in Sam'’s nature so gently, so truly,

being - ‘‘square” among his boon com- |’ ¢ vid,
: father a cent before,” since I was fifteen.’
" #Bo I told sbout my

|that the work of moral restoration was done

R e

=

aboub tho expense, and I asked him how
long I should have to lay by, -

SO A year, Sam,’ hosaid.: - -
C¢eBub I oean’t’ Isaid. ™ ‘1 haven't cost

Do try and hurry me up, doctor I'-

“You see I thought he could do any-~

thing he wanted to. He give me one of

his long, keen looks, and said, ‘Had you'
.| onee, but you can spaye ten dollars a month,

no money when you were injured 2.
‘¢ Not a 'cent,’ says I. .-

‘¢ A Dig, strong fellow like you must],

have earned good wages. - What did you
do with your money ?
“<8pent it,” Isays,
¢ ¢Had you any debts?

BABY'S PIGS.

before the patient was aware of a beginning,
Sam shall tell how Dr. Fairman made a
man of him,

¢ The first thing T sensed after tho acci-
dent was Dr. Fairman, and I just caught
his face for a minute. You didn’t know
him? There never was a face like his, so
gontle and stil], like a deep lake, Dk
blue eyes that looked through you ; didn't
stab, you know—just saw. He never
talked mueh, bub someliow only to see him
was company. No use to try to tell what
he did for me, overand above what he was
bound to doasa doctor. “Twas just every-
thing ! .

“When I begun to mend, I worried

~

.

“¢No sir,’ T said, squarely. ‘I don’t
spend money Gl I earnit.’ L

*“Ho sat quite still o while, thinking.
Then ho said, ¢ Sam, you must make up
your mind to be idle a year, if you are to
be of any usc in tho world afterward, As
an honest man, you should have saved
something for this disaster. Bub never
mind now ; our present business is to leb
nature make o sound man of you again.’

“The year was fully up before I earned
acent. Then I got a place as switchman,
and went round to Dr, Fairman’s office for
his bill.

“Tlow well I remember that office!
Two large rooms in the old Cass mansion ;
nice chairs and sofas and carpets ; books,

.| bures and busts.

. lrate.
‘like other fellows.” .

books; casesfull all along the walls; and pic-
But that pale mai was
‘worth all the rest. o L

. *¢ ¢ Sit down, Sam,’ he said,

o . .
‘about yourself,’ and tell o

- place and the wages
and asked for his bill, * : B

¢ ¢T shall charge you three hundred dol-
lars, Sam. Of course you cannot pay- at

3

ean’tyou?t

. ‘“*Easy,’ saysI. “‘But it will be over
two years beforo you . get your pay at that
Il better it and pay twice ten.’
“““Io thought a minute and shook his

{head.

¢ No, ten is enough. Bring it to
me on the first day of the
nmonth at thishour. I wantto
keep an'eye on you for a while
to see that you don't overwork.’

¢ e shook hands with me as
he” did every month for two
yenrs and a half. Rain or
shine I never missed the hour,

and tellhowIgot alongandwhat
I was doing out of work-hours,
although he was such a great
doctor that every minute was
worth & mint of money. He
looked so pleased when I told
‘him I was learning book-keep-
ing, that I took to reading
‘evenings, more to have ib. to
tell him than because I cared
aboub it, Tt was o greab thing
to see him smile; he didn't
very often, and I never heard
him Jaugh.

“When I begun wark, I
wanted to drink awfully,—I
folt 80 weak and shiftless,—but

and spend my moncy and cheab
the doctor. If I could have
paidin & lump and heen free,
I shouldhave gone to the bow-
wows. IHundreds of times I
wanted to go off with the boys
and have a lark; but I dursent,
and I got in the way of skip-
ping most things that's bad.
T'd just sny to myself ; ‘It's all
right, doctor,” and I could
shant any kind of deviltry.

- “Well, the last month came
and I went to the office clean
down-hearted., It just. broke

" diy heart to cut loose from the
doctor. I really thought the
ground must be glad because
his shadow fell on it.

“+Here’'s the last of my
debt,’ I said, as I gave him tho
moncy. ‘But the best luck
that ever happened t6 me was
gebting smashed up.’

“Why so? he asked, as ho
took the bill in his thin, white
fingers. '

“¢T was a drunken fool be-
tore and now I'm a sober man.
Tt wasn't the accident, cither.
It's you, Dr. Fairman. Ican't
do the things Isused to. T sce
why you only took ten dollurs
amonth. Youwanted tomake
sure of me Jong enough to save
me. Nobody but you would
have thought of that way, or
tiken thie trouble, cither,” and
T ain’t ashamed to say I got
out my handkerchief right then
and there.

““There came a light to his
eyes and on his face a kind of
sunshine good to sce. Te
opencd a drawer of his desk
and took oub a roll of Dbills to
which he added the ten I had

my hand.

¢+ There, Sam,” he said, ‘is the threo
hundred dollars, Deposit: it inn the savings
bank and add ten to it every month. You
have proved that you are 2 man. Good-
night.’

¢-He gently hustlea me ou$, and before
I had fairly taken it inT was on tho strect.

T put the money in the bank because
he told me to and I add ten to it every

denty ab Easter and the whule city mourned

can’t henr just such stories'of his wise and
wonderful goodness.—ZIatey L, Stout.”

i

He would mako meo sit down’

I was afraid I should got drank’

just given him, and thrust the money in.

month to honor his memory, for I saw him.
for the last time that night.  Ho died sud-’

for him, for there isn’t a street whero you

T —
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