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Ihé Family Circle .

DOCTOR MOTHER

—

A little wound, a little ache,

A little blistered thumd to take

With touch of love and make it well—
These things require a molher’s spell.
Ah, sweet the progress of the skill
That scienve brings unto the ill!
Vast range of metlhods new and fine,
But when our litile ones repine,

The mother is the very bést

Of doectors into service pressed !

Sunshine and air and mother’s spell

Of helping liltle lads get well, -

And helping little lasses, too—

Here are three remedies that do .
S¢ much moré¢, often than the grave, -
Skilled hands that tried so hard {o save.
For Dr. Mother, don't you knrow, .

Gives something more lhan skill—gives so
Much of herself ; gives, oh, so much .
0f love’s sweet alehemy of touch !

Upon g little wardroom bed

A little curl-encircled head,

A little slender hand and pale,

A little lonesome, home-sick wail.

Loved nursing, best of skill and care;

But, oh ! beliold the wonder there, .
When Dr. Mother, bearing sun .
From where the wilding roses rum,

Leans down, wi‘h hungering Jove and kiss—
There is no medicine like this!

In little child heart’s hour of woe - .
Pain, ache, or life wound’s throb and throe,
The Dr. Mother knows so well -
The weaving of love's wonder spell—
Just what the little heart requires,
Just how to cool the fever fires;
Just how much tenderness and cheer .
Will calm the litile doubt and-fear. .

- How much of tenderness will ease-- Lo
Alone she knows such arts as thesed LT

. —~—Ezxchange. .

A BIRTHDAY SURPRISE

Little Laura Pinder was silting on the front piazza
of her father’s house. DBeside her, on the poreh, lay 5
rhead purse which she had just finished. In her lap
was silver to the amouni of five dollars, principally
dimes, which she had saved from her monthly allow-
ance. She had been putting money aside for several
months, for what purpose she had nol yet decided ; but
sho hat several plans for its disposal. She had' de
prived herself of much confectionery in order to accu-
mulate this little hoard, and shé enjoved the novel ex-
perience of possessing so large a sum. i -

It was a soit spring day. 'The trees “had put on
their dress of green; the freesias and jonguils were
all abloom. As the child sat - there, musing, the silver™
clinking, while she' passed it,through her fingers,, visions
of some new slory-books, or perhaps some irinkets for
her toilet table, succeeded one another in her mind.
Suddenly she heard a crash on the sidewalk;, followed
by loud exclamations and the sound of viclent weeping.

Laura hurried to the gate, o find a poorly-clad
child of her own age bending over a heap of straw-
berries, and an overturngd tray lying in the dust of the
roadway. - -

‘0 Barbara ! did you spill vour &trawberries 7' ex-
claimed’ Laura. ¢ And how lovely they were, and they
are s0 "scarce at this {ime of the year! TLet me
help you pick them up.’ : .

It will be of no use to do that,’ answered the
girl, between her sobs. ‘' Ng one could eat them, -Just
let themy lie there,’- ¢

* 1t is too bad !¢
them home ? *

“Taking them home !
*I was taking them -to the house  of a rich lady who
would have paid me& five doliars for fhem. She s
going to have a big dinner to-night, and mow she will
be disappointed, and I shall not get the money. Amd
my mother is so sick—so sick!' ‘

Laura sal down on thé curbstone beside her friend,
full of sympathy and compagsion.

And will you have to pay for the strawberries; be-
_tsildes??” she asked—* I mean to the man You howght them
romn ? oo

said Laurh. * Were you taking

| /view, lay the new head purse, and heside it the

Neo, indeed,” replied the jgiri. -

<1 did mot buy them,’ said the girl. “‘I’lliell you
how it was. Last summer mother and I _went to stay
at old Mr. Smithers’ place while the family were in
Furope. I helped her a good deal, and I took care
of the flowers. -You kno\?\;f what fine strawberries Mr.
Smithers has, don't you? : . -

i No,' replied Lauza.. ¢ Ipever heard of Mr. Smithers
hefore.’ i B :

¢ Well, he's awiully rich. His house and garden are

much nicer than yours—and yours are nice enough, I'm

sure. And he raises the besl strawberries. Well, the

othier day I was heiping this otlier rich lady—Mrs.

Fithiam—and she said she wished she could have some

early strawberries for her dinner, that she’d be willing

to pay five dollars for them. So I thought maybe

Mr. Smitheré would sell me some, and I went and

asked him. And what do you think he said 7’

{ That” he would 7° .

* No, not sell me any; bub * Barbava;’’ said he,
“yop were a good littlel girl last summer, and my’
first strawberries are ‘comung out unusually plentiful.
1"l give you ten boxes, so that you can Make a lititle
money ~for yoursell.” That’s what he said.’ R

A fresh burst of tears interrupted the poor child's
story, Kind-hearted little Laura drew: out. her dainty-
handkerchief and wiped Barbara's eyes. ‘Slightly con-
soled, she resumed her narrative. -~ )

¢TI told" Mrs. Fithian, and she said.i ** All right,"” -
And so¢ I went out this afternoon, and Mr. Smithers
had them all ready i® thoge nice little baskets, and
he lent me the tray. And so I was coming alomg,
and my foot struck against the stump of that old tree—
and, that’s the last of the strawherries! O dear, O
. dear, and my poor mother is so sick!’ .
Laura’s eyes sought the piazza. There, in A full
little
heap of silver which she had polished with a piece of
chamois that very morning. It was all her own; she
could 4o what she pleaged with it. No one knew she
had it. She had inbended to tell her father and mo-
ther aboul "it thal evening at dinper. For j moment
shie hesitated, but it was onrly a moment. .

' Wait just a minute,” she said, and ran back to
the piazza. When she returned, the money was in her
band. ¢ Barbara,” she said, * you don't know me very
well, but I kmow all -about you, because -Elsal our cook,
“has told me how good you are to .your sick mother.

Talke this money—it is my own—and buy whatever you
need with it . T .

Thrusting the money into the hand of the astonished
I'it"%le girl, she was about to runm bLack, when Barbara
said : . -

Q0 Miss Laura, here is one basket that did mot
spill ! Please take it, and ecat the berries. God will
veward you for your kindness to me, and some day
maybe I can pay vou hack., Anyway, my mother will
“let me come over and help if your mbther should need

bl

*We have plenty of help, DBarblara,’ said Laura.

“We do not need you. And vou must 'mot tell any-
hody but your mother. Promise me.!' .
‘I promise,’ answered Barbara, thonph somewhat

reluctantly. Her impulse woulg have heen to spread the
good deed far and wide. Lo .

Laura took ihe hasket of strawkerries she | offeted
her, thanked her, and hurried into the House. Barbara
picked up the tray and pursued her homeward way—or
mote likely the way to the house of the lady who
was unfortunately to Dhe deprived of the strawberries
she had expected. Neither of the giils noticed g
gentleman .who had been stawding hehind them, «con-
cealed by -the drooping branches of a large elm at the
edge of the pavement.

- Laura ran hastily up to her wmoom, the basket of
strawberries in her hand. She did not know what to
do with them. Generous child that she was, she
would tave liked to share the beautiful fresh berries
with her family, although there would have beem ouly

,& bite for each. Bub she could not do this withpuy
an explanation, and that she was especially desirous of
avoiding. She almost wished she had ‘refused to accepb
i1hem. Lg.)_rmg them on her dressing tahle, she covered
themy hastily = with .a pigce of netting, as her father
stood in the doorway smiling. ITe had ascended the
stairs just behind her. .He nodded and went away.

The next day was Laura’s birthdav.  When she
woke in the morning, she thought it might be pleasant
to eat a few strawberrie§ before breakfast. But when
she approached the table she found they were gone, -
Quite mystified, yet being unwilline, ufider the circum-
stamces, to gpestion any  one-about them, she went -
down to the dining-room, where she received the greet-
ings of her relatives, but no one aliuded to straw-
berries. It was the custom of the familv to have on

birthdavs-a Tlittle celebration consisting of an  extra
good dinner, followed by gifts to the ome whose gnpi-
versary it was. . '
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