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WHO LEFT THE DOOR OPEN.
By Mary E. Wilkins,

‘Who left the pantry door openi”
sait Mistress Hapgoou  sternly.

She stood before them straight and
tall in her indigo blue petticoat and
sthiort gown, with her black hair rolle.d
back under a tidy cup, and her blacs
eyes tlashing. Her chieeks were as red

us  roses. Mist Hapgood was a
handsome woman,  The children, five
of thein—Priscilla being the eldest-—

looked up at her with apprehension.
tomebody had  left  the pautry door
open, and the cat had got in and help-
ed hersell to a large piece of sparerib;
it had happened several times before
this, and now a severe penalty was to
be the consequence.

“Who left the pantry door opent™
repeated  Mistress Hapgood. “The one

that did must go without supper to-

uight.”

The children looked at each other,
Uucle Silas and Aunt Prudence Beals
and two cousins were to sup with them
that night, and there would be Johnny-
cake toast made with cream, plum
sauce, and poundcake for supper. 1t
was a good deal to forego. Mistress
Hapgood stood waiting, and the great
white cat that had made all this trouble
sat on the hearth washiug her face.
She had been shoved out with the
broom, but had soon walked in again.

At last Nancy, the youngest girl, broke
the silence.

“l saw Thomas coming out of the
pantry,” said she.

Thomas, who was the very youngest
of all, broke into a loud wail, and the
tears rolled down his fat baby cheeks.

“I didn't leave ‘ee door open,” he

sobbed. “I* didn't”
“What did you go into the pantry
at all for?” queried his mother with

severity

But Thomas only dipped his double
chin into his pinsfore and sobbed hard-
er than ever.

“Answer me!" repeated his mother in
4 commanding tone.

Thoaas choked out
Nancy interpreted,

“He says he went into the pantry i f-
ter a pancake,” said she,

“Thomas, go and stand in the cog-
uer,” said Mistress Hapgood.

And little Thomas, still lifting up h'«
voice, trudged across to the coruer, a: |

a word which

seftled himself therein, with a tea
face, to the wall.
“Now,"  said,  Mistress Hapgoo |,

“when did you see Thomas go into tie
pantry "

“This  forenoon,” answered Nancy,
with a dubious loc

“This forenoon,” repested her mo
ther,  “Haven't you more sense than

that, child? The whole family has becn
iy since then. Now, stand in a row."”

The Hapgood children obediently
formed themselves into a line in front
of the hearth.

“Now, Priscilla,” said Mistress Hap
good, “did you leave the pantry door
open i

“No, ma'am,” answered Priscilla, af-
ter a little hesitation. Her fair, sober
face had a troubled look.

“Polly, did you leave the pantry door
open?”

“No, ma'am.”

“Isaac, did you?"

“No, ma'am.”

“Nancy 1"

““No, ma'am."”

“Thomas, did you leave the pantry
door opent”

“No—o, m—
from his corner.

am!”  wailed Thomas

And all the Hapgood children had
denied leaving the pantry door open.

The frown on Mistress Hapgood's
face deepened.

*“One of you left the pantry door
open,” said she. “There is no one else
who could have done it. I have been
away, and you children were alone in
the house. One of you is telling a
wicked fib."”

Tuere was a dead silence.
dren stcle inquiring glances at each
other, aad rolled fearful eyes in their
mother's direction,

“Very well, " continued Mistress Hap
good, “it one cannot confess, all must
suffer.  You must all go without your
supper.”

The chil

Then Thomas' wail deepened, und
some of the others joined in. Priscil'a
stood quite still looking at them. Mis-

tress Hapgood, with her lips compress
ed and stepping very firmly, brought
out the poundcake, and cut it into
squeres, and portioned out the plum
rauce, The thin Johnny-cakes were
baking hefore the fire.

Presently Priscilla went up to her
mother, and pulled her indigo gown
softly.

“Mother!” said she.

“What is it?" asked her mother,
shortly,

“I went into the pantry this after
noon, I might have left the door
open.”

“Don't you know whether you did or
not"

“T thoaldn't wonder if I-did,” an
swered Iriscilla, trembling.

Just then there was a noise out in
the yacd; the company had come.

“Well, you can go without your sup
per then,” said her mother, hurriedly.
“And you deserve a greater punish
ment for not telling me before.”

While the other children sat at the
table vith their elders, and ate the de
licious Johnuny-cake toast, the pound
cake, and the plumn sauce, Priscilla sat
in the corner and knitted on a blue
yarn stocking. Her uncle and aunt,
and cousins, and her father, Captain
Hapgood, 1:2d all been informed of the
reason; and Priscilla hung her head
over the stocking, and could scarcaly
see the stitches,through her tears.

They were almost through supper
when  Grandmother  Elliot, Mistress
Hapgood's mother, came in. She lived
just across the yard. She spoke to
them all; then she lookd sharply at
Priscilla,

“V.hat has the child done?” asked she,

Mo tress Hapgood related the story
briefly, Grandmother Elliot looked sur
prised.

“Priscilla did not leave the door
open,” she said. “I came over this af
ternoon after your Balm of Gilead bot
tle, Adoniram cut his thumb, and I
left the door open on purupose; it was
sy in there, and I was afraid it
would make your new butter taste. 1T
nid not think of the cat. All the chil-
dren vere playing over in the field.”

Everybody looked at Priscilla. Then
her father spoke up, and he could vot
have spoken more steruly to the sol
dier: whom he commanded.

“What does this mean,
said he,

I"iiccilla bent her face quite down to
the blue yarn stocking and wept.

“Did  you know that you did not
leave the pantry door open?” he con
tinued.

“Yes, sir,”" gasped Priscilla.

After the company had gone her fa
ther proceeded to 12al with her after
the code of his day, and in accordance
with his own convictions, He took
down the birch rod, with which all the

Priscilla?”

children were acquainted, and he bade
Priscilla stand before him.

“l want you to remember, daugh-
ter,". said Captain Hapgood, “that a
falsehood is a falsehood, for whatever
cause it may be told.”

Then he brought down the birch rod
several times over Priscilla's slender
shoulders.

Priscilla covered her face with her
apron and cried softly. Captain Hap
good, after he had put away the birch
rod, went up to her and drew the apron
gently away. He was not a man given
to endearments, but he kissed her scl-
emnly on her fair childish forehead.

“The rod was for the falsehood,
daughter,” said Captain Hapgood; “and
this is for thy kindness and self-sacri-
fice toward thy brothers and sisters.”

Mistress Hapgood was bustling around
the hearth. Presently she called Pris-
cilla,

“Draw up to the table, anc have your
supper, child,” said she.

Mistress Hapgood had baked a fresh
sheet of Johnny-cake that was thinner
and browner than the others had been;
she had skimmed nore cream and dealt
out a liberal dish of sauce. Priscilla
sat up and partook, The taste of the
food was very pleasant; her shoulders
still tingled from the birch rod, and
the distinction between the right and
wrong of a doubtful action was quite
plain to her mind.—Congregationalist.

AUSTRALIAN RABBIT PLAGUE.

Many plans have been tried for ex-
terminating, or reducing t) reisonable

numbers, the rabbits which Thave be-
come such a plague in Auctralia. None,
however, has so far been successful.

Pasteur many years ago suggested the
plan of inoculating the gabbits with the
virus of some djsease.  Hitherto this
plan does not seen to have been seria

ly tried. The Australian government,
however, has now determined to test its
efficacy. Tt has made arrangements
wi i Dr. Danysz of the Pasteur Insti
tute, Paris, to undertake the work. It
is claimed that the virus which is to
be used for inoculating the rabbits has
already been used with more or less sue
cess against rats, voles, ete. In view
of the importance of the result aimed at,
the work is to be started on an experi
mental scale on the Island of Brough-
ton, in Southern Australia. This island
has been stocked with rabbits for the
purpose of the experiment. The dang
er feared by many as a result of this
method of extermination is that the
disease might be communicated to dom-
estic animals, or even to man. To test
whether this danger is real or not, dom-
estic animals have also been conveyed
to the island. The experiment will be
watched with interest.—London Globe.

King Edward's kitchen is finished
completely in black oak, which was
fitted by George IIL. at a cost of £10,000.
There is also a confectionery room, pas-
try room, and a bakehouse, besides the
kitchen proper. The chef of the Royal
kitchen receives £700 a year, while un-
der him are four master cooks, who in
turn have a bevy of servants under
them. The strictest economy is obsery-
ed in the King's kitchen, and what food
remains unconsumed is given to the
poor, who apply daily at the gates.

In a single square yard of the best-
made Persian carpets there are from
200,000 to 300,000 stitches, requiring to
be adjusted solely by the hand of the
weaver.




