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WANTED
CXPBRIBNCED Junior English Mistress re- 
11, quired for St. Hilda's Day School. St. 
Catharines- Write Headmistress. 3
THB Nurse’s Training School of St. John’s
JL Hospital, Brooklyn, N.Y., gives full training 

for becoming a Registered Nurse. The average 
remuneration for the three years’ course is 1148 
a year. Application blanks sent on request. 8
CLERGYMAN’S wife (with little girl' of six)
V wants position in or near Kingston whilst 
husband completing studies. Capable house­
keeper. Fond of children. Box 55. Canadian _ 
Churchman. 16
DISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE. Ofhawa, will 
•D be open during July and August, to children 
whose parents wish to send them to be cared for 
during holiday time. Apply for terms to the 
Sister-in-charge. 9
X17ANTED by enthusiastic lay-missioner, work 
vv for Christ : Experienced. Bishop’s refer­

ences. Box 61. 14
FLORENTINE CARDS, reproductions of the
1 great masters, in colors (including Madonnas 
ten cents each. Fra. Angelico’s Angela in sets. 
$1.50 each. Address C. Zai a. Box 4243, German­
town, Pa. » 5

pXPERIBNCBD Organist and Choirmaster 
■*"’ open for engagement bGy trainer, churchman, 
good references. Apply. Box 38 Canadian Church­
man. 7
T.ADY help wanted. References exchanged

Please apply, Box 44. Sutton West, Ontario.
12

QRGANIST and Choirmaster seeks position. 
Y Anglican communicant. Excellent testimo­
nials and réferences. Good experience. Avail­
able any time. C. H. Simpson, P O B. 540, 
Portage la Prairie. Man. 13
W7ANTED—Refined young lady desires position 

»s Companion. Willing to assist with house­
hold duties in a family preferably of adults. Re­
ferences. Box 43, Canadian Churchman.

CHURCH EMBROIDERY'
of all kinds done by Miss Going,

189 Earl Street, Kingston, Ont.

HEALTH RESORTS

LOCH SLOT REST HOME
Ideal winter or summer home in the garden 
of Canada. Just the environment for rest. 
Country and city combined. Electric ser­
vice to Hamilton. For descriptive pam phlet. 
Drawer 126 Winona, Ont.

SUMMER RESORTS
RLUBY’S HOTEL, Kahshe Lak, Muskoka, 

°R5n*'une 1st. For particulars apply Wm. Kluey, Kilworthy. Ontario.

Beaumaris Hotel, Muskoka, show- 
H 'ng “°or Pla«. baths, etc., can be obtained at 
Havana Store, 152 Yonge Street. Toronto. 4

BOARDING-PENNSYLVANIA
‘RESTMORB.” Montrose. Pa. 2.000 feet alti- 
Hnm Large shady lawn ; no mosquitos.
Home table. Terms $18 and up. Leaflet. 11

NURSING
wUkZ?.?" *arn*15 to $30 a week. Learn 
vmnoiit leaving home. Descriptive booklet
U9 To^ntoRCayna!,dCa0l,e8e °f Scie"ce’ Dept’

SUMMER SCHOOL FOR RURAL 
, leadership

ChÜülLk* ue Ontario Agricultural College, 
Pridnv ’ July 26th, Closes
in A“gust 6th. For those interested
ornhi»™6’ Sfh°ol> Church and Community 

ot R“ral Ontario. For further 
information write the Pr« sident,

Ontario Agricultural College, Guelph.

I

birth
R RobingNliun.e L1Slh- to Rev. and Mrs. B. E. 

adaueht»,™ Alban'8 Rectory. Ninga, Man.. 
aau8hter (Margaret Elizabeth).

death
ufh7S~n- Montreal. 413 Guy Street, on June 
Hon iw' M‘ss Jane Moffatt, neice of the late 
and 'll Montreal, aged 99 years
«emtmr fo^over 60 years a devoted
useful ar°f Christ Church Cathedral. A long, 
”ful and much-honored life.

CHAPTER XIV.

The Unexpected Happens.

WANT you children," said Mrs. 
Marlowe one day at tea-time, “to 
run an errand for me this even­

ing, please."
“All right, Mother,” answered Boy 

Blue. “I just feel like a nice run. 
What is it?”

"There’s a couple of plants I 
want you to take over to Mrs. West, 
the little Japanese primrose and the 
shamrock in the green pot. Most of 
Mrs. West’s flowers got frozen last 
winter, and I have so many. The 
primrose is one of my seedlings. I 
would have givpn it to her when she 
was over last week, but I didn’t knovf 
what colours they were going to be. 
She especially admired that deep pink 
one, and it is lovely. This is going to 
be just like it.”

“Oh, how pleased. she will be!” 
cried Dimple. “I just love to go on 
errands like that, carrying things to 
make people glad.”

“Maybe we’ll see Jimmie,” sug­
gested Boy Blue. “He hasn’t been 
oyer here for a long time, and the few 
times we’ve been there he was at 
school.”

“He’ll be sure to be home now,” re­
plied Dimple. “I like Jimmie, don’t 
you?”

Boy Blue nodded. “I like him best 
of all the boys.”

“Jimmie’s all right,” put in Mr. 
Marlowe. “I’ve no doubt he’s work­
ing hard at school just now, getting 
ready for his Entrance Exam.”

The children hurried over their 
supper and set out in high spirits 
through the mile of woods separating 
their home from Mr. West’s 'farm. 
There was no road, only a footpath, 
which was little traversed except by 
members of the two families. It was 
a- lovely wood and a pleasant walk at 
any time,, but in the springtime it 
seemed almost a Paradise.

Thle children had crossed the brook, 
x gurgling musically over its glistening 

pebbles and mossy stones; they had 
carefully set down their burdens upon _ 
the moss and drank, like birds, from 
the clear, cool stream; they had 
paused a while to let their eyes drink 
in the beauty of the purple violets, 
the pinky, creamy foam flowers, the 
fairy-like mitrewort that clustered 
along the banks, and the crimson 
columbine, waving its honey cups in 
the wind. And now they stood on the 
crest of the little hill, trying to catch 
sight of a bird that was singing as if 
its little heart were bursting with joy.

“I think the woods is the happiest 
place in the world, don’t you?” whis­
pered Boy Blue* dreamily. “The birds 
and animals are happy, the trees and 
the flowers are happy, the butterflies 
are happy, the sunshine is happy-— 
everything is happy; and the world 
seems made of music and beauty and 
sweetness.”

Dimple looked at her brother a mo­
ment without speaking. She some­
times wondered at the thoughts that 
came into his head and the pretty 
way he had of saying them. It re­
minded her of the poetry their Mother 
sometimes read -to them. Boy Blue 
always liked the poetry best of all. 
Dimple wasn’t quite sure of herself, 
but thought if she couldn’t have both, 
she would choose stories.

“Yes,” she said at last, slowly, I 
think so, too. I don’t know about the 
world, but anyway the Merry Forest 
is all music and beauty and sweet-
n6Dimple truly didn’t know aboutthe 
world; neither did Boy Blue. They

didn’t even know about the Merry 
Forest.

“This world is full of beauty,
Like other worlds above,

And if we did our duty,
It might be full of love.”

Before they were many minutes 
older they .were to learn one of life’s 
sad lessons—that the world, and even 
the Merry Forest, isn’t full of love, 
and so it can’t be full of happiness.

It happened all in a moment, and 
in that moment the light went out 
for one little life, the black shadow 
of sorrow fell upon one little home, 
and all the Mérry Forest music was 
out of tune.

Loud and sharp, and Startlingly 
near a gun went off. The children 
gave a little, frightened cry and clung 
to one another. The plants in the 
pretty green pots dropped from their 
hands and rolled down the hill, while, 
with horrified eyes, they watched a 
little, fluffy, golden ball fall from the 
very tree into which they had been 
peering to discover the singer. It fell 
almost at their feet, but neither at­
tempted to pick it up.

At the same moment there was the 
sound of a quick footstep on the slope, 
and there came into view—who but 
Jimmie? He had a smile on his face, 
and didn’t look to be one bit ashamed 
or sorry.

“Hello, kids!” he called. “Did I 
frighten you? I wouldn’t have shot 
if I had known you were so near.”

> He picked up the dead bird and 
went on talking: “It was a dandy 
shot. Think you could beat it, Boy 
Blue?

“Say, Dimple—,” and the tone of 
his voice suddenly changed—“you 
look as white as a ghost. I’m sorry. 
But I was going over to your place, 
and when I saw the yellow bird in the 
tree I thought, ‘Now, if I can hit that, 
I'll stuff it and give it to Dimple to 
wear on her hat.’ I will, too. Would 
you like it, Dimple?”

Dimple, who all this time had stood 
as if frozen to an icicle, suddenly 
came to life. “Jimmie!” she cried, 
fiercely, “how could you kill that 
dear, little Yellow Warbler—how could 
you? And do you think I’d wear a 
dead bird in my hat? I tell you, I’d 
go bare-headed, summer and winter, 
all my life, rather than do it. I’d— 
I’d feel like—”

Here she burst into a violent storm 
of tears and sobs. Dimple didn’t often 
cry, but when she did, she certainly 
made a thorough job of it, for, you 
see, it had to last a considerable time.

Jimmie had never seen her cry be- 
fore; in fact, he had never seen any 
girl cry like that, and he, in his turn, 
was frozen with surprise and dismay.

Boy Blue rose manfully to the oc­
casion. He put his arms around his 
sister, just as Mother would have 
done, and spoke to her soothingly: 
“There, little sister; don’t cry, don’t 
cry. The bird didn’t feel the hurt, 1 
don’t believe, and it’s a little angel 
bird now.”

“But it had a nest,” sobbed Dimple., 
“I—I saw it. And what—what will 
all the little orphans do now?”

This pathetic picture was too much 
for Boy Blue, and for a few moments 
he had a hard struggle with his own 
tears.

“I say,” began Jimmie, in despair, 
"I'm as sorry as I can be. I never 
thought of it that way. I’m practising 
shooting so I can kill off the chip­
munks and woodchucks that eat up 
Dad’s grain, and a bird is a good 
mark, but I wouldn’t have done it if 
I'd thought. And you two foolish, 
little kids—it won’t do to take on like

Every 10c x 
y/ Packet of

WILSON’S

FLY PADS
WILL KILL MORE FLIES THAN 

' $8°-° WORTH OF ANY '
STICKY FLY CATCHER/

Clean to handle, Sold by all Drug 
gists, Grocers and General Stores.

that every time a bird dies. Why, 
something’s killing them off all the 
time. If they weren’t kept down we’d 
be overrun.”

“What!” exclaimed Boy Blue, 
straightening up and drying his eyes 
in a hurry, for he realized that when 
somebody was making a mistake that 
had to be corrected right off, tears 
were apt to be very much in the way. 
Dimple, too, made à heroic effort to 
calm herself. '

“What do you mean by that, 
Jimmie?” Boy Blue asked.

“Why, I mean, of course, that if 
there were too many birds they’d eat 
up* the grain and fruit and things.”

“Well, thçre aren’t too many birds,” 
declared Boy Blue with emphasis; 
“there aren’t neatly enough. If you 
think the birds do harm to your Dad’s 
crops, you never made a bigger mis-'
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BILIOUS headache 
many an expected 

ment

spoils
enjoy-

» When the condition of the 
liver is neglected, biliousness 
seems to become chronic and 
recurs every two or three 
weeks, with severe sick head­
aches.

Why not get right after this 
trouble and end- It by using Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney-liver Pills to restore 
the health and activity of the liver.

Constipation, indigestion, back* 
ache, headache, biliousness and kid­
ney derangements soon disappear 
with the use of this weU-known 
medicine.
One pm a dose, SB eta. a box, all dealer* 
en Sdmanson, Bates * Co., Ltd., Toront*

Dr. Chase'
Kidneyliven Pill
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