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CLASSIFIED 
advertising RATES

One cent for each word including the j 
address. Cash with Order. No advertise-\ 
ment inserted for less than 25 cents net. 
Address Classified Advertising Depart­
ment. THE CANADIAN CHURCH- 
MAN. Toronto.

WANTED
-,,co M AMŸch", Teachers' Agency. 35 West 
M «nd St.. New Ybrk, would like to correspond 
. With English governess teacher for girl 

Hnalish, drawing and painting essential. 
□~nrh music, if possible. Also nursery gover- 
nesses'for^chUdren from three to ten - good 
salaries._____________________________

xrouNO French Teacher would like to spend 
I i.ilv and August in a private home as com- 

panion o, governess. Box 50. Canadian Church- 
man.

I7IOHT ROOMBD furnished house to rent for 
E. July and August. Vicinity of Avenue Road 
and Bloor, in Toronto. Apply. Box 33 Canadian 
Churchman.

r RADUATB Nurse, churchwoman, just recov- 
V from serious accident, wishes position in 
Tordnto. Light duties (care of invalid) in return 
for good home. Box 34, Canadian Churchman.

XX7ANTED, September, for Resident School in 
W western Canada, well qualified and experi­
enced Teacher of Science and Mathematics. 
Excellent salary offered to suitable candidate. 
Apply, stating age, qualifications, and experience, 
enclosing photograph and references, to Box 45, 
Canadian Churchman Office.

T>oR September or October, position wanted by 
•T Secretary (female) in church school or other 
line of church work. Experienced stenographer, 
and can do some bookkeeping. References. Box 
24, Canadian Churchman.

EXPERIENCED Junior English Mistress re 
quired for St. Hilda’s Day School, St. 

Catharines. Write Headmistress. 3

DRIEST, engaged in Church School, experienced 
1 in Parish work desires locum teneacy for 
summer months. Box 62 Canadian Churchman.

QROANIST ANDCHOIR VIASTBR wanted, St. 
v Judes' (Anglican) church, Brantford. Salary 
•600. Apply with testimonals to A. Hemsworth, 
Manager, East End Branch, Bank of Hamilton, 
Brantford, Ontario. 2

Church and Parish
DRIEST, residing in Toronto, desires Sunday 

duty, or locum tenency, during summer 
months. Address 160 Canadian Churchman.

BOOKS
Encyclopaedia Britannica, History World, Her- 

Mg Encyclopaedia. Makers Canada. Meyer’s 
Commentary |15; Catalogue 10c; Libraries Pur­
chased; 1000 Letterheads,$3. McCreery’s Printery, 
Chatham, Ont.

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 
ox Canada. Just the environment for rest.

anf? c‘ty combined. Electric ser- 
viceto Hamilton. For descriptive pamphlet. 
Drawer 126 Winona, Ont.

SUMMER RESORTS
? HOTEL, Kahshe Lak, Muskoka, 

Rlne„°S?i ,un® lst" For particulars apply Wm. •Huey, Kilworthy, Ontario.

^°?nd^uJS’,Beat“naris H°tèl, Muskoka, show- 
HaraSS s^.pl?=",’5aths’ etc-ca" be obtained at 

Tana Store, 152 Yonge Street, Toronto. 4

NURSING
wiKtei!°Jarnv,ls to <3° a week. Learn 
•ent ftL ttn8 t0"16’ Descriptive bookletK^clnida011686 °f Sci6nCe' Dept’

Undertaker
FLEURY e.üL„. 

burial co.
HAS Queen St. E.

Motor
Ankiluce

Phone
Gerrard 3704 

, Toronto

Birds of the Merry Forest
By LILIAN LEVERIDGE

[Copyright Applied For!
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CHAPTER XL

Two Little Bluebirds.

AT last there dawned a long-to- 
be-remembered day—the birth­
day of the twins. It was a 

perfectly lovely morning, all sun­
shine and sweetness arid music, and 
the children awoke very early.

“Oh!” cried Boy Blue the moment 
his eyes were open; and “Oh!” echoed 
Dimple.

“Don’t say a word, Dimple,” called 
Boy Blue. “Hurry and dress. I 
want to see what kind of a bird you’re 
going to be.”

Dimple’s happy silvery laugh, 
floated out of the window where a 
gay little group of birds were singing 
their birthday greetings and wait­
ing for a glimpse of their little 
friends.

Very soon there was a rush of 
eager feet to Boy Blue’s window, and 
at sight of each other they clapped 
their hands and laughed.

“We’re » both . Bluebirds!” cried 
Dimple. “Isn’t that lovely?”

This was the secret—at least one 
secret—the Bluebirds had sung 
about. Through the open window 
they had seen Mother sewing at two 
little birthday outfits just the colour 
of their own lovely suits. Dimple 
dress and Boy Blue’s suit had each 
a bow of . old rose to match the birds’ 
rosy breasts, and they each had a hat 
made of the same strong material 
beautifully stitched, Dimple’s with a 
wide shady brim and a bewitching 
bow of rose tied under her chin.

The twins were delighted, and so 
were the birds when they showed 
themselves at the window.

“Let’s hurry down and show 
Mother and thank her/’ said Boy 
Blue when they had admired each 
other and talked to the Bluebirds and 
Robins and Sparrows a while,

“We haven’t said our prayers yet,” 
Dimple reminded him.

“So we haven’t. Let’s say them 
here by the window.”

“Suppose we just sing them like 
the birds do,” suggested Dimple.

Boy Blue agreed, and kneeling by 
the window with clasped hands they 
sang softly their morning hymn of 
praise and prayer, to the sweetly 
warbled accompaniment of the birds’ 
orchestra.

Then with waving arms and danc­
ing tfeet they went singing down­
stairs to the breakfast room. Lov­
ing birthday greetings awaited them 
there—but that wasn’t all. They 
hadn’t thought of any more presents, 
yet on each plate was discovered a 
brown paper parcel, marked “For 
two xlittle Bluebirds, from Daddy.” 
This showed that the gifts were to 
be shared by both. .

“Open yours first, Dimple,” said 
Boy Blue excitedly.

Inside the wrappings Dimple found 
a little brown book with a picture 
of a bird on the cover. She opened 
it eagerly, and lo! on every page was 
a bird in all its lovely colours, with 
its name and some brief, interesting 
facts about it. .

“It’s the Bird Key!” cned Boy 
Blue, with a whoop of joy.

“That’s just what it is!” replied 
Dimple. “Now we can find out the 
names of the birds, and they’ll all 

. talk to us. Won’t it be lovely?” - 
In sheer joyousness of heart they 

caught each other’s hands and danced 
around the room, while Mother and 
Daddy laughed with pleasure at the 
sight of tneir happiness. But pre­

sently Mother said: “You are for­
getting Daddy’s other gift, aren’t 
you, son?”

In an instant Boy Blue seized up­
on the other package, which was con­
siderably larger, and hastily removed 
the wrappers. Inside was' a black 
leather case, and inside the case— 
what? Dimple didn’t know, neither 
did Boy Blue. It was a funny looking 
object with two big glass eyes at one 
end and two smaller ones at the 
other.

“What is it, Daddy?” Boy Blue 
Asked*

Daddy laughed. “I’ll tell you; it’s 
a pair of eyes to work in partner­
ship with your own. They are called 
field glasses. Let me show you how 
to use them.”

He took the glasses, screwed up 
the lens, and beckoned the children 
to the open door. “Look,” he said: 
“Can you see a bird away over there 
on the line fence?”

They both saw the bird, anti also 
heard his clear, piping song ringing 
across the fields, but could not tell 
what kind of bird it was.

Daddy put the little instrument up 
to his eyes and in a few moments 
handed it to Boy Blue, telling him 
to do the same and have a look at 
the bird.

The boy did so, and then exclaimed 
excite<jly: “O Daddy! O Dimple! I 
can see it as plain as plain, and it 
looks so near. I- can see its mouth 
opening as it sings.”
• “Whaü doés it look like?” asked 
Dimple.

“It!s quite a big bird, bigger than 
a Robin. It has a bright yellow 
breast, with a wide black V-shaped 
collar. Oh! There’s another just 
flew up close to it. This one is fac­
ing the other way and I can see its 
back and wings and tail better; they 
are a sort of streaky brownish colour. 
You look now’ Dimple.”

Dimple took the glass eagerly, and 
in a moment or two she,'too, was ex­
claiming over the wonderful new 
birds. “I’ve heard that lovely song 
lots of times,” she said, “but never 
could get near enough to have a good 
look at the bird. Do you- know its 
name, Daddy?”

“Supjpose you find out,” he answer­
ed, with a twinkle of his eyes.

_ “The key! the key!” they cried. 
Dimple hastily placed the glass in 
her mother’s hands and ran back in­
to the room. For a few minutes the 
brown head and the golden were bent 
together over the little book.

“There it is! There it is!’1 cried 
Boy Blue.

“The very one!” replied Dimple. 
“What’s its name?”

“Meadowlark,” Boy Blue read on 
the page. “Isn’t that lovely ?”

Dimple clapped her hands and 
went dancing around the rdom again. 
“Now,” she said, “we’ll be able to 
find out all -the hew birds’ names, 
and we’ll learn their ’ songs, and 
they’ll talk to us. They’ll soon-all get 
to know the two big Bluebirds with­
out wings, and we’ll learn all the 
secrets of the Merry Forest. O Mum- 
sie! There’s so much happiness in­
side of me I can’t hold it in.”

She flew into her mother’s out­
stretched arms, , while Daddy perched 
Boy Blue on his shoulder and went 
skipping like a big boy down the 
garden path.

“Don’t keep your happiness in, 
darling,” Mother whispered. “Let it 
overflow like the Meadowlark’s song. 
There’s lost of sadness in* the world, 
but a happy thbught and a loving
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word and a cheery laugh or song, 
have little spirit wings and they fly 
—no one knows how far, and only the 
angels know the joy they carry.”

“That’s beautiful, Mother-My- 
Love,” replied Dimple nestling her 
glowing, wild-rose face against her 
mother’s cheek. “I’ll always try to 
remember.”

“The Bluebird is a symbol, or sign, 
of happiness,” Mrs. Marlowe went on, 
“and I want you both to be my true 
little Bluebirds, and remember that 
the best and only way to keep happi­
ness is to give it away to others.”

Dimple laughed softly. “That 
sounds funny, but I know it’s true. 
Will you tell Boy Blue what you told 
me, Mumsie?”

“Of course I will. And now, my 
love, run and call those two runa­
ways in to breakfast.”

The twins were too excited to eat 
much, and Mother said with a twinkle 
in her eyes: “I plainly foresee a raid 
on biscuits and milk about the middle 
of the morning. Run away now and 
come back again when you’ve found 
your appetites.”

The children were glad- of the per­
mission. There was so much to do 
that it seemed a pity to lose a 
minute.

“First of all,” said Boy Blue as 
they carried their treasures off to 
their own little domain, “let’s find out 
about the bird with the golden crown, 
and those others that wouldn’t talk 
to us.”

The key unlocked the secret for 
them very easily and quickly?

“There it is,” said Dimple, “that’s 
the very one.”

My Back 
Is So Bad”

p AINS in the small of the 
back, lumbago, rheuma­

tism, pains in the limbs all tell 
of defective kidneys.

Poisons are being left in the 
blood which cause pains -and aches.

The kidneys, liver and bowels 
must be aroused to action by such 
treatment as Dr. Chase's Kidney- 
Liver Pills.

There is no time for delay when 
the kidneys go wrong, for such de* 
velopments as hardening of the ar­
teries .and Bright’s disease are the 
natural result.
One pUl a dose, 25 cents a box, all 
dealers, or Bdmanson, Bates A Oik, Ltd* 
Toronto. f

Dr. Chase’s
Kidiieu Liveu Pills
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