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MAKE SUNSHINE IN THE HOME. 

EVA WILLIAMS MALONE. 

The sky is dark, I know, my dears; 

The air is chill today; 

The birds are fled, the flowers dead, 

The sun seems gone astray! 

But never mind, my little dears, 

The cloud and rain must come— 

Yet darkest day is bright as May 

With sunshine in the Home! 

Sunshine of Love, my little dears, 
And gentle, patient words 

Make you forget the outward fret, 
And hear the singing birds. 

The birds that sing in happy hearts, 
Where clouds may never come, 

Will always bring the joy of spring, 
And sunshine in the Home. . 

—Christian Observer. 
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MISS MARIA JANE’S SPELLING MATCH. 
BY SIDNEY DAYRE, 

“In my young days,” said Miss Maria 
Jane Gridley, “the people used to know 
how to spell.” : 

“Don’t they know now?” asked her 
neighbor, Mrs. Ray, to whom she was 
speaking, : 

“Well, maybe some do; but I've just 
had a letter from my niece in town— 
Hattie Gridley. I'm ’most ashamed for 
the credit of the family, to tell of it, 
but she, a high-school girl, studying 
French and botany, and I don’t know 
what other high-toned things, spells two 
words wrong.” 

Mrs. Ray shook her head. 
“If there’s one thing I stand for,” 

went on Miss Maria Jane, “it’s the good 
old-fashioned foundations. If a body 

can read .and write and spell, and do 
_ciphering in four rules, I'm ready to say 
he or she’s got a fair education.” 

“I'm with you there, Miss Gridley,” 
agreed her friend, “And talk about 

out there that I am willing to say can 
spell down anybody in this neighbor- 
hood.” 

“Not that child! 
any chance.” : 

“You just try her.” gad gs 
The two were gazing through the win- 

dow at a slender girl of about thirteen 
who had come to the well in the side 
‘yard of Miss Gridley’s comfortable cot- 
tage for a pail of water. She wore a 

gingham apron cut straight from her 
neck to her ankles, covering her entire- 
ly, and had flaxen hair braided and tied 
with a pink string. Her patient, demure 
little face brightened as *she saw Mrs, 
Ray at the window. 

“Yes,” went on the latter, “she’s the 
best little speller you ever saw. Old 
Mrs. Grimes, that took Polly Teeter 
three years ago when her mother died, 
and the child hadn't a soul to care for 
her, used to be a teacher in her younger 
-days—long ago days, when they didn't 
teach much else but the three R’s in 

: verry schools—but they taught those 
well. 
“Now she’s bedridden, and Polly does 

everything about the house. Mrs. 
Grimes thinks she knows all there is to 
be taught, and all the let-up Polly ever 
gets from work is learning spelling les- 
sons,” 

She’s never had 

ped ont the window, “you come in here !” 
Polly came shyly in and sat down, her 
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spelling! there’s a little slip of a thing 

“Well, well, well, Polly,” and she tap- > 
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narrow gingham apron drawing tightly 

about her. 

Polly spell ‘separate. ” 
Polly obeyed. 

“Now spell 

—‘necessary’ ’— : 

Polly spelled them fluently. 

“I declare,” Miss Maria Jane smiled 

with the stirring of old memories in her 

heart, “It makes me think of by-gone 

days when we used to have spelling bees 
and people would come miles from all 

the country around.” 2 
“I've heard say they're having just 

‘turquoise’—flagellation’ 

- that sort of thing in the town nowadays,” 

said Mrs. Ray; “real old-fashioned spell- 

ing matches.” : 
“You don’t say! I declare, I have half 

a mind to get one up near the close of 
this year. I wonder what the best way 

would be to go to work. I'd be willing 
to offer a prize of a ten-dollar gold 
piece to the best speller.” ; 

“My!” Mrs, Ray gazed in admiration 
on the woman who was able to gratify 

a whim at such expense. “I guess all 
you'd have to do would be to let it be 

known you'd do so.” 

Would you compete, Polly?” asked 

Miss Maria Jane, with a friendly smile, 
Polly colored as she replied: 

“I'd like to.” 
“And what would you do with the 

money if you got it?” she asked, curious - 
to know what might be the choicest 
desire of the child whose life was cast 
in such a narrow mould of hard work 
and entire absence of all that would 
seem to make child-life a thing to be 

desired or enjoyed. Her questioner ex- 
pected a little hesitation, in the answer, 

but there was none as Polly looked 
straight into her eyes, saying with the 
color deepening and a slight tremble on 
her lips: : 

“I'd go over to Warren County and 
see David. David's my brother. He 

was took by a farmer, and I haven't ever 
seen him since”’— 

There was a pause, as the lips had to 

be pressed together. ; 
“Sure enough, she did have a brother. 

Well, now, Polly, you keep on with your 

spelling, and we'll see.” 
“No need to tell her to do that,” said 

Mrs. Ray, as Polly went out. “Mrs. 

Grimes keeps her at it every spare min- 
ute she has—which are’nt so many. 

True to her word, Miss Gridley pro- 
ceeded to carry out her intentions of 
having an old-fashioned spelling match. 
The trustees of the thickly settled coun- 
try neighborhood and the teacher of the 
district school gave her their cordial co- 
‘operation, the plan was well noised 

abroad, and great interest excited as the 

close of the winter drew near. Pupils 
who had long since passed beyond the 
spelling classes did not disdain to brush 
up their knowledge, People who had 
not looked at a speller for a score or. 

more of years opened it now. 
“Not,” they said, “that I expect to 

win the prize, but it’s open to all, and 

the more the merrier.” 
A jovial crowd gathered at the school- 

house on the night of the great spelling 
contest. Mrs. Ray took Polly with her. 

“Because,” said Miss Gridley, “I'm 
set on her winning that gold piece, and 
I don’t want it to appear that I am par- 
tial.” | 

In the morsel of a room she called her 
own, Polly dressed for the occasion with 
trembling hands, She could not remem- 
ber that she had ever before beem out 
after dark. The gingham apron was laid 
aside, for Mrs. Ray had given Polly a 
white one to wear over her one dark 
dress, which was, though she did not re- 

alize it, far shorter than those worn by 
other girls of her age. Mrs. Ray had 

also given her some hair ribbons; but as 
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Polly braided her hair with small, trem- 
bling fingers and unusual] care, her mind 
was not running on clothes. She clasped 
her hands together before leaving the 

room, murmuring to herself: 

“O David! David!” 
Polly Teeter was not quite the smallest 

speller who waited to be called in the 

“choosing sides,” but she was called last 

of all. Before long, however, the end 

of the line moved up, for words which 

sent others to the wall were easily mas- 

tered when tackled by Polly. - As the 
competition went on, she sfood her 

ground against some of the best spellers 

in the district, until the two or three left 
on each side stood up so long that it be- 
came wearisome, and a tie was de- 

clared. 

“Spelling down” came next, Again 

there was the laughable shrinkage as the 
poor -speflers were rapidly weeded out. 

Half a dozen of the stalwart, includ- 
‘ing Polly, stood long at the close. The 

contest was sharp. No hesitation allowed, 
no repeating, or any suspicion of a sec- 
ond attempt. Attention was strained 
to the nervous pitch as, all the favorite 
catch-words being exhausted, the person 

who was putting out words struck into 

the teasing, perplexing ei’s and ies, 

Back and forth flew the words, quick- 
ly given and as quickly spelled. Ears 
were alert and tongues ready. Three, 
then four, silently took their seats, and 
with sighs of repressed excitement, at- 
tention was riveted on a young school 
teacher and Polly Teeter. ; 

“Believe.” 
“B-e-1-i-e-v-e, believe.” 

“Deceive.” 
“D-e-c-e-i-v-e, deceive.” ‘ 
More words of the same sort were 

given and then— 

“Bereave.” 
The transition was too sudden for the 

teacher.” A helpless, confused struggle 
between “ie” and “ei” and she took her 
seat; but under the cover of good-hu- 

mored laughter she with a sudden im- 

pulse, without thought, half under her 
breath, exclaimed— 

“Oh—it’s rea”— 
“B-e-r-e-a-v-e,” 
As Polly spelled it a round of deafen- 

ing applause arose for the small, bashful 
girl whom so few knew, and Miss Maria 
Jane's kindly face beamed with satisfac- 
tion, 

“Miss Polly Teeter is declared the 
champion speller of the district,” was 
announced by the master of the exercis- 
es. ‘She has won against all the best 
spellers. Miss Polly, will you please 
walk up to the platform?” 

The shy, shrinking figure slowly ad- 
vanced to where Miss Maria Jane sat 
with a few of the dignitaries, her face a 
curious mixture of pleasure and mis- 
giving. de 

With a few kindly words Miss Gridley 
held out the gold piece : but Polly did not 
offer to take it, standing still in painful 
embarrassment. under the gaze of so 
many eyes, | 

“I don’t think it’s fairly mine,” she 
stammered. 

“Why, Polly, you spelled the word.” 
“Yes'm; but just as I did it, I heard 

her,” motioning to the teacher, “spell it 
to herself.” 

“And didn’t you know how to spell 
it gid 

“I thought—I guess I did, but how 
can I tell whether it was that or whether 
I knew it?” 

“lI ought not to have done it,” said 
the teacher. “I did it without thought, all 
in a second. Of course she knew it!” 

Polly returned to her seat amid a per- 
plexed silence. What was to be done? 

The assembly resolved itself into a 
(Continued on page 11.) 
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November 2s, 1903. 

Lame Back for 
Four Months. 

Was Unable to Turn in Bed 
Without Help. 

 Ssmsamadl 

Plasters and Liniments 
No Good. 

ert 

This was the experience of Mr. Benjamin 

: Stewart, Zionville, N.B. : 

TWO.THIRDS OF A BOX OF ) 

Doan’s 

Kidney Pills 
CURED HIM. 
  

He tells of his experience in the follow. 
ing words: ‘For four months I was troubled 

with a lame back and all this time wasun- ° 

able to turn in bed without help. I tried 
plasters and liniments of all kinds but with 
no effect. At last I was induced to try 
Doan'’s Kidney Pills, and by the time I had 

used two-thirds of a box my back was as 

well and as strong as ever and has kepl 
so ever since.” 

"Backache, Frequent Thirst, Scanty, 
Cloudy, Thick or Highly Colored Urine, 
Puffing under the Eyes, Swelling of 
‘the Feet and Ankles, are all symptoms 
of kidney trouble that Dean's Kidney 

Pills will cure. : 

Price 50 cts. per box or 3 for $1.25, al 

y OF : 

THE DOAN KIDNEY PILL CO. 
TORONTO, ONT. 

  

  

At the close of the service, after a 
‘moment of prayerful Silence, greet with 
cheerfulness and good will all whom 
you happen to meet, remembering that 
Christian fellowship is a part of Chris- 
tian worship. ws ft 
  

Liver Complaint.—] have used Laxa- 
Liver Pills for a serious atack of Liver 
Complaint; they did me a world of 
good and made me smart and healthy. 
— Mrs. Geo. Hurdis, Carleton Place, 
Ont. Baden 
  

Go early to church. Not only be 
punctual, but be in your place before 
the hour of service is announced to be- 
gin. Then you will not disturb other 
worshippers. 
  

We must go from heated rooms to the 
cold outer air, and the change sets us 
coughing. Curing wintercold s is not 
hard if you take Allen's Lung Balsam. 
A neglected cold is troublesome and 
dangerous. 
  

The parent does a wise as well as a 
gracious thing when he trains his child- 
ren to respect and to be kind to the 
aged. The Scriptures lay special stress 
upon this duty, and blessings follow in 
the path of those who think kindly and 
act considerately toward the old. The 
rising generation especially needs to 
be trained in this direction, for 
is a growing disposition to remand the 
old, both in the home and in the church 
to the rear. 
  

Cures Crour.—Every mother knows 
how dangerous Croup is. On the first 
sign of the Croupy Cough use Hay- 

€ dangerous disease when noth   will. Price 2§ cents. 
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gard’s Yellow Oil. It .will cure this 3 
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