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CLASSIFIED
ADVERTISING RATES

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

, after the summer holidays, in a
WAl“l,:aB“lj)in; school in Torento, an able French
Mistress and an experienced Teacher of Domestic
Science. Apply Box 15, Canadian Churchman.,

NCY in September for a first-class Teacher
VAg?Bnglilh Literature. Apply Box 21, Cana-
dian Churchman.

JUNIOR MISTRESS wanted in a private
A school. State qualifications and send copy
of testimonials. Box 26, Canadian Churchman.

G MEN WANTED. The South Alberta
Yoﬂinmy of the Canadian Bible Society re-
quires the services of three young men, as colpor-
teurs, for five months, May-September, inclusive.
Those with a knowledge of more than onelanguage
preferred. Communicate with Rev. H. D. Marr,
District Secretary, 706 Centre Street, Calgary,
Alberta.

WANTED

WANTED. Assistant Priest. Write Archdeacon
F. W. Johnson, Moose Jaw, Sask,.

WANTBD. a companion to sit with-invalid lady
three afternoons a week. Telephone H. 4886

AS tutor or companion, from May 15th, young
Erench lady, University teacher, English and
French testimonials, French and Canadian de-
. -grees. Box 731, Canadian Churchman.

RETURNED man; adaptable, courteous, busi-

ness training, desires employment at living
wage. Having experience as missioner in Eng-
land and Canada, would gladly assist incumbent
if situation is provided. “X,” c/o All Saints’
Church, Hanna, Alberta.

SPBAKBRS. LECTURERS,~We prepare mat-
eria} for lecturers, sermons, addresses, special
articles. We render scholarly service, Endorsed
by numerous patrons; Established 1904. Authors’
Research Bureau, 500 Fifth Ave., New York.

MXSS M. AURYOT, Teachers' Agency, 356 West
; 42nd St., New York, would like to correspond
at once with English governess teacher for girl
nine. Bnglish, drawing and painting essential.
French, music, if possible. Also nursery gover-
tsl:fsqs for children from three to ten — good
“salaries. ;

WANTED — Young man 18 to 21 for steno-

grapher and general office work, also boy
16 for office work. Churchman preferred. Angli-
can Forward Movement, 142 Confederation Life
Building, Toronto.

Church and Parish

PRlBéT. residing in Toronto, desires Sunday
duty, or locum tenency, during summer
months. Address 160 Canadian Churchman.

IN MEMORIAM

WOODLAND—Suddenly, on Thursday. evening,
at his late residence, Toronto, Fred Woadland,
in his 51st year, Mr. Woodland was a very

active member of the Church of the Redeemer,
Toronto.

CHURCH EMBROIDERY
of all kinds done by Miss GOING,

189 Earl Street, Kingston, Ont.
_—_—-

HEALTH RESORTS

LOCH SLOY REST HOME

lgeal winter or summer home in the garden
%o Canada. Just the environment for rest.
riovto Rl B, Sl s

on. For desc: ve pam .
Drawer 126 Winona, Ont. i s

5 NURSING :
withont Teavins b Be R s

sent free, bt il
149, Tl;::nto.k g:::d‘?lh“d m- Dept.
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THE CANADIAN CHURCHMAN

Birds of the Merry Forest
' By LILIAN LEVERIDGE

[(CoPYRIGHET APPLIED FOR)
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CHAPTER VI.
The Surprise Party.

e

““« \IMPLE,” said Boy Blue, a

couple . of days later,

haven’t seen anything of the;

Chickadee to-day, have we? 1 won-
der why he hasn’t been to visit us.”
“Maybe he’s tired of bread and
cake,” she said. “I'll run downstairs
and see if mother can give us some-
thing else that birds like, just for a
change,” and away she flew.

Boy Blue was sitting in his little,
red rocking-chair by the low window
of his room. He was feeling much
better now, but still a little tired,
and, as the rapidly-melting snow had
made the  roads very slushy, the
twins had not been allowed to go out.

It ' was a beautiful, warm spring
day; the sunshine was drinking up
the snow-water thirstily; and there

~was scarcely a breath of wind. The

twins had been reading fairy tales
to each other and talking about their
bird friends until the Merry Forest
out yonder, across the glistening
fields, seemed to them like some en-

chanted wood, where nothing was too -

wonderful or too lovely to happen.
They longed to explore its shadowy

.depths and become more intimately
"~ acquainted with its happy, little

people in feathers. :

In a very short time Dimple re-"
turned with a_big piece of stringy
suet. “Mother says birds are very
fond of this,” she said, “especially
when the snow is on the ground.
Help me tear it up into shreds
and strips and we’ll just hang it on
the tree.” : ;

Boy Blue assisted very willingly,
and then they opened the window and
flung out the strips of suet so that
they lodged in the twigs and branches
of the tree.

Very reluctantly they shut down
the window again, and, with heads
bent together over their book, went
on with the story-of the “Chinese
‘Nightingale.”

“Chick-a-dee-dee-dee!” .

"~ At the little, familiar call the book
was hastily thrown aside. “It's our
dear, little Chickadee come at last,”
said Dimple. “Oh! oh!” : ?

“QOh! oh!” echoed Boy Blue. “What
a lot of birds! Just look at thgm,
Dimple. Did you ever see anything
like it?”

“They must have smelt the. suet,”
said ‘Dimple, under her breath. “Let’s
- open the window.” \

They opened it very softly, and

there sat their old friend, the Chicka-:

dee, on the ledge.

“Hello, Dimple! Hello, Boy Blpo!”
he chirped, gaily. “You see, I didn’t
come alone this. time. I've brought
some of my friends from the Merry
Forest for a little surprise party.”

‘“A surprise party! Oh, how love-
ly!” cried Dimple and Boy Blue to-
gether, and Dimple began to clap her
hands and dance. :

“#“Hush, Dimple!” whi d - her

brother,,wa,r,ninily. “You'll scare the
! an

birds away, Dimple thought she
had -already done so  when - all
rose from their perches and fluttered

. ‘their wings. The sight was so pretty

that hthef- twing almost ceasedentt:
breathe for a few eager mom! .
» There was_a beautiful ble%
grey and blue and white and bl
“and red. :

“Don’t he scared,” said the Chicka-
dee. “They aren’t going to fly away;
that's just our form of greeting in
‘bird land. Pl &3

“I guess Y’d better introduce them
to you,” he went on. “M Sweethe::rt

are

—
LT

cousins, the Chickadee family. Come
on, you saucy little rascals, and bow
your prettiest.”

At this, about a dozen Chickadees
flew up to the bough that ped

the window-pane. Every little,
black-¢apped head bol;rbe'a;in the cun-

way; every pair of grey wings
m showing their white tips
buutituﬁy, and  little, white-tipped
tails seemed to nod assent to every
word that was spoken. :

They all began to talk at once, for
there are no bashful members in the
Chickadee family. “Day, day, Dim-
ple! Day, day, Boy Blue! Glad to
meet you! How do? How do? Nice
day, eh? Nice day, nice day! Chick-
a-dee-dee-dée!” . :

“There; that’ll do,” Black-Cap in-
terrupted. “Now, give somebody else
a chance to get in a word. Neddy,
bring Mrs. Neddy and all your Nut-
hatch cousins along.” - : /

Quick as wink the Chickadees had
flown to a higher limb,.and the Nut-
hatches were in their places. . Very
handsome they looked in their dove-
blue suits, black caps and white
shirt fronts. They were not so talka-
tive 'as the Chickadees, but they gave
their greetings in pleasant, cheerful
tones. Then suddenly they all turned
a sumersault round the limb, and .
down the tree trunk they started,

- head first, laughing ' softly as they

went. : .
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“Come along, Redpolls,” callod the i

Chickadee. “Where are you off to? =
I declare, there’s no keeping a string
on you madeaps.” -~

In answer to his call a tiny cloud

of grey and black and rosy red rose - f

from a little patch of weeds beyond
the fence, crossed the sunshiny space
with a wave-like motion, and with- =

gay, musical, little notes and calls, =

settled on the bough at the window. :

“Oh! - Aren’t they. pretty birds?”
cried Dimple. et 5

“T never saw any like. them be-
fore,” replied Boy Blue. “Did you?”

“No; I never did. I never knew
there were such birds.: Do you see
their red caps? 1 suppose that’'s how
they got their names. Poll is another
word for head, you know.”

“Is it? "~ Some of them have';!ﬁsy.:;_‘ %
breasts and some haven’t. Hello, little *
fellow! Why haven’t you got a rosy . -

breast like those other chaps?” :
“I was. just wondering,” the mod-

" estly-dressed little bird said, “if you
were just going to talk about us and-
not say a word fo us—as if we were
stuffed specimens at a show.” g

“Oh! I beg your ‘pardon, little
chappie,” Boy Blue hastened to say.
“I'm sorry we forgot our manners
like that. I really am.” ‘=

“You're making a mistake,” the
bird went ‘on. “I'm net a ‘chappie’
nor a ‘fellow.” All the brothers in our
family have rosy breasts and the
sisters haven’t. I'm a sister” = . ¢

“Qh!‘ I see,” answered Boy Blue.

“That’s- funny,” said  Dimple. “I
should think the lady birds would
want to dress the prettiest—girls do.

-

gw’te.more fond of colour th‘n i
s._” S % % ) AT A
%he bird shook its head thought- ‘

fully. “We are as fond of colour as

anybody,” she said, “but it wouldn’t

dressed up. o %
“Wouldn’t be safe! Why?”

- be safe for our little - ones if - we 2

But. the bird didn’t stop to answer. 3
In a moment the little flock were on

the wing again, and almost before
you could wink your eye half a dozen
Bluejays sat in their place

“Good-day to you, Mr. Bluejay,”.

oA 4% i
" cried Boy Blue. “I guess we don't

need any introduction, do we? We've -
met before.” = = - S e
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