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.end together they ransacked tha house,
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The Family Circle

OPEN THE DOOR OF YOUR HEART

Open the door of your heart, my lad,
To the angels of love and trath;
Whet the world is full of unnumhered joys,
In the beautiful dawn of youth;
Casting aside all things that mar,
Seving to the wrong, ‘Depart!’
To the voices of hope that are calling you
Open the doer of your heart.

Open the door of your heart, my lass,
Ta the things that shall alide,

Ta tho holy thouwghts that lift your sonl
Like the stars at eventide.

All of the fadeless flowers that bloom
In the reabms of song and art

Are yours, if you'll culy give them room,
Open the daor of yeur heart.

Open the door of your heart, my friend,
Heedless of class or ereed,

When yau hear the ery of a hrother's voice,
The sob of o child ni need,

To the shining heaven that o’er you hends
You need no map or chart,

But only the love the Master gave,
Open the door of your heart.

THE DOINGS OF DONALD AND DOROTHY

Denald and Dorothy were twins, and every one said
they were the ceutest, most mischieveus, most loving little
couple in town. They were usually very good, teo, but
one day they did something which was very fumny after-
wards, but which was very serious at the time. Tsu't it
queer how many things that are funny afterwards are not
fuawy when they happen. )

The twins had heen playing all the morning, hut at
last they grew tired of their block houses.

‘Let's not play this any mere,” said Dorothy at length.

“Yes, let’s not,” agreed Donald; 'it's too sitting stilly.’

‘I know what we can do,’ continued Dorothy.  * You
know that lovely little playhouse we found up in the attic
when mamma was findin’ papa’s fur cout?’

¢ Ch-huh,’ assented Donald.

“Well, '} take Rosa and you can take Teddy, and we'll |

go up there and play ** Alice in Wonderland.”  Yau kiow,
mamma read it to us yesterday. Teddy can Le the white
rabkit ’cause he looks more like a rabbit than Rosa does.’

Donald agreed to this plan, so they trotted gaily up
the stairs, Land in hand.

After much rummaging they found everything they
necded for the game but a rabbit hole, and for a little
while even their active brains were unable to dovise a
siitable one. At last Dorothy found a loose Lrick in the
chimney—which ran through the attic—where they could
take out enough bricks to make a ‘dandy rabbit hole.’

‘You can be ¢ Alice” first,’ said Donald geuerously,
“‘canse you're a pirl. Dorothy did not abject fe this ar.
rahgement. o after tossing poor Teddy into the dark hole,
fat little Dorothy prepared to follow him. The hole was
a tight squeeze for her, hut at lasy she slipped in.

“Oh, dear,’ she called a minute later; * I'va stuely, an'
it's so dark T can’t see to 'magine ** marmalade.”’

" Wiggle hard,’ answered Doneld; fan’ hurry, so T can
go, too.’

There was no answer, but a slight shufling noise.
Daonald sat hy the rabbit hole a long time, and lirtened.
‘T wish I dared holler,” he thonght, ‘hbut I might ’sturh
her 'mag’ning. Guess I'll pn downstairs.’

When Donald got down he found mamma Inoking for

them, as papa had come to take them for a drive hefore
lunch,

" Where's Dorothy 2 said mamma,

! Dorothy's don’ down the rabhit Lole, and she isn't
gob back yet.’

‘Well, you go and eall her,’
what they had heen playing,
Donald was hack in a few minutes. *She wen't answer

me,’ he said; ‘I ’spect she's opening the garden door now;
Teddy's the white rabbit.’

‘ Danald, stop your fooling at ouce, and tell me where
Dorothy is,’ said mamma sternly.

“I've telled all 1 can tell,’ said Donald, beginning to

said mamma, wondering

ory

Just then mamma heard a faint little ery of ‘ Mammal
Mamma !’ which seemed to come from the wall near by.
"There’s Dorothy, now,” said Denald.
“Where are vou® called mamma.
“Why, I'm wight heve,” came a tremulons little voice.
' Won't yon come and get me, ‘canse T can’ get hackp’
Just then papa cume in to see what kept them so long,

But still that

tearful little voice kept calling them to hurry. ‘Don’t you
know where I am? ‘it said; ‘why, I'm wight here, and
I'm so tired.’

Mamma and papa were now thorouglly frightened, If
we don’t find her pretty quick, we'd better call the pelice-
ma,’ sald mamma.

All this time frightened little Donald had been running
abont, looking in the eream pitcher, sugar howi, and behind
doors, and %etting it everybody's way. * What is it you're
locking for?” he saild; ‘’cause if it's Dorofy, I telled you
she was in the rabhit hole in the attic.’

“In the attic!” seid papa, as he rushed upstairs three
steps at a time, Dorethy’s voice seemed far below him
nol\}'.1 ‘Come up, and shiow me your rabhit hole, Donald,” he
called.

Donald came as fast as his little fat legs would CRITY
‘Right over here, papa; isn't it wice ?

Papn didn’t step to ‘see whether it was nice or not.

‘1D01‘(’:thy,’ he called; * we're coming; wait a minnte longer,

dear,

‘You needn’t bover now, papa,’ called hack Dorothy.
‘I'm most unstuck.’ Then a slight seuffling noise was heara
followed hy a dull thud.

The Davis house was an old ane, and had a hig, old-
fashioned fireplace in it, which had heen boarded np when
the stoves came into gemerzl use. It did not take Mr.
Davis long to remember this, nor to remember that this
was the ehimney which apened from it. Derothy, in squirm-
ing about, had loosened herself, and fallen on the floor of
the fireplace.

Mr. Davis quickly ran downstairs and knocked the fira-
hiard off, and resened a tear-stained little * Alice in Won-
derland, and Dorothy rescued the white rahbit,

‘Why didn't you come hefore? said Dorothy, in an
agarioved tone; ‘T was wight hore all the time !’

Though the twing were afterward just as mischievons
as hefore, I don’t helieve they ever again tried to slide
down the chimney.

him.

OUR GOOD RESOLUTIONS

tood tesolutions are never a short eut to good works,
Carefully-thought-ont plans and earnestly-made resolves are
valuable only as they hring into plain sight the duties that
we ought to he deing. They are worse than uscless when we
let them take the place of duty-deing, as we so often do.
A man will, on his way from his house to his office at the
heginning of the day, make such zoad plans and resolves
for that day that by the time lLe ronches his office he has
nneonseiously let bimself think that the hardest part of
the work is alreads done; and then the real doing of it
ovaporates in the glow of the plan-making, It is better
for most people to spend more of their time on what needs
to be done than on planning when and how they will do
. An unplanned duty done is better than a duty that
always remains planned for.

GIRLS AND THEIR HOME MANNERS

Who has not met the seemingly charming girl whe
is so_often described as being ‘quite different at home.’
She is quite differeut in the hosom of her family, because
she is too cowardly to dispiay Ler pettishness and had
temper anywhere else. Girls who are pleasant to strangers
and irritable and exacting at home arc a t¥pe to he
avoided and distrusted.  Home manners should be the test
of character; and although it is easy to dissimulate, ex-
posure will inevitebly come in the long run to the girl

who keeps her sharp tongue for her nwn people and silken
speech for outsiders.

A GENTLE REBUKE

[——

It was late in the year for strawherries, but Mrs.
Beacon was determined to have some for Sunday dinner.
Over the telephone came the news that they were ‘very
fine, ma’'am, very fine indeed.’ Being, however, a cautious
housekeeper, she decided to look over the fruit herself, as
the grocer was not always to he trusted,

‘They don’t appesr very pgood,’” she said, somewhat
later, examining carefully o bazketful. ‘They look '—here
she extracted one and tasted it—* they look a little greel.
I don’t know, Just Iet me try one’ She took another. ‘I
guess I'll take one hox, please, You don’t put very many
in 2 box, do you? she inquired,

‘ There was,” said the grocer, respectfully, ‘but there's
heen so many ladies lookiug 'em over that there aiu't hulf
of 'em left now,’

THE SECRET OF SUCCESS

A story is told of a king who went inte his garden
one morning and found everything withering and dying.
He nsled an oak that stood near the gate what the trouble
was. He found that it was sick of life and determined to
die, hecause it was not tall and beautiful like the pine;
the pine was out of heart because it conld not bear grapes
like the vins; the vine was going to throw its life away



