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THE OPEN
DOOR.

Phil had been a
very restless boy
that day, and
mother had an-
swered questions
until she felt
a dry sponge.
Worse than that,
Phil had been
eross to Mildred
and Maud; fretful
and rough in hi
\\'nr«].'l.

“Oh dear!” sigh-
ed mother at last;
“ 1 wish that door
would stay shut”

“What door, mo-
ther ¥’ asked Phil
in surprise; for it
was a damp, foggy
day, and all the
dooTs were shut
tight.

“There 1 a
door in this house
that flies open very
quickly,” said mo-
ther, shaking her
head gravely;
“ ana as soon as it
i8 open out come
nimble little ser-
vants and run
:|i!1"n;v§ i;"?’l' andd
there. 1f
were always
kind as thev
busy 1 should
mind; bug to

every time
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door is open
mannere] messen-
gers  spring

and no man
catech them

once they slip ¢
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