
Embalmer.

08S Qwega.

ASTHMA
WHOOPING cough___

INFLUENZA
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A simple, safe and effective treatment avoid
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with every breath.
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UNDERTAKER

854 Bathurst St. CoU. 4638

A. W. MILES
Undertaker - 386 College Street

Motor Hearse and Limousine to any 
Cemetery, or direct to Mausoleum. Cost 
does not exceed horse-driven vehicle. 
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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.

A s tutor or companion, from May 15th. young 
A Pronch lady. University teacher, English and 
ranch testimonials, French and Canadian de- 
£s Box 731. Canadian Churchman.

XRGANIST wanted at once for St. Paul’s 
J Church. Runnymede. Free use of new two 
iinual pipe organ. State salary, and apply to 
êstry Clerk, 150 Evans Avenue. .West Toronto.

FOR RENT
rTHBRE will be for rent about May 15th a com* 
1 fortable, four room flat in north-west section 

Toronto. Only quiet, well-recommended people 
need apply. Box 11, Canadian Churchman.

M7ANTED, Assistant Priest. Write Archdeacon 
W p, w. Johnson, Moose Jaw, Sask.

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- 
viceto Hamilton. For descriptive pamphlet. 
Drawer 126 Winona, Ont.

NURSING ' 1
c.,n ?ar"s6l5 to $30 a week. Learn 

without leaving home. Descriptive booklet 
?î?t-Jree- R°val College of Science, Dept. 
H9. Toronto, Canada.

Bstablished over 30 years Phone N. 331

COLIN E. BURGESS
'^^(HOPKINS-BURGBSS)

UNDERTAKER
S28 Yonge Street

Private Chapel Private Mo

MOTOR AMBULANCE. Phone N. 4400 |

YORK BURIAL CO.
w. N. KNECHTEL 

UNDERTAKERS AND EMBALMERS 
1202 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont.

Birds of the Merry Forest
. By LILIAN LEVERIDGE '

[Copyright Applied For]

"S’

M7ANTBD, after the summer holidays, in a 
W boarding school in Toronto, an able French 
Mistress and an experienced Teacher of Domestic 
Science. Apply Box 14, Canadian Churchman.

VACANCY in September for a first-class Teacher 
V 0f English Literature. Apply Box 14. Cana- 

dian Churchman.

A JUNIOR MISTRESS wanted in a private 
school. State qualifications and send copy 

of testimonials. Box 14, Canadian Churchman.

VOUNG MEN WANTED. The South Alberta 
* Auxiliary 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 one language 
preferred. Communicate with Rev. H. D. Marr, 
District Secretary, 706 Centre Street, Calgary, 
Alberta.

WANTED

MATRON wanted for a Children’s Home. 
■. Apply, X.Y.Z. this office.

CPBAKBRS. LECTURERS.—We prepare mat- 
u erial for lecturers, sermons, addresses, special 
articles. We render scholarly service. Endorsed 
by numerous patrons; Bstablished 1904. Authors’ 
Research Bureau, 500 Fifth Ave., New York.

CHAPTER TV.

A Tired Little Boy.

EVEN sevens are forty-nine, 
seven eights are fifty-six, seven 
nines are—seven nines are—. 

Dimple, how much are seven nines?”
“Hush!” whispered Dimple. “We 

mustn’t talk in school, you know. 
Look at your book.”

“I’m tired looking at my book. It 
makes my head go round. I’m awful 
sick of lessons, Dimple. Seven sevens 
are forty-nine, seven eights are fifty- - 
six, seven nine are—-

“Chick-a-dee-dee-dee !”
Boy Blue and Dimple looked up 

with a smile of joy. There was their 
dear little bird friend on the window 
ledge outside, looking right in. at 
them.

“Please, teacher,” said Boy Blue, 
holding up his hand, “may I open the 
window. Here’s the bird wanting to 
come in.”

Miss Miller nodded assent, arid the 
twins together raised the window 
sash a wee bit. It was a big effort 
for Boy Blue, and quite took his 
breath away, but the bird wouldn’t 
come in.

“ Chick-a-dee-dee-dee ! ” it said. 
“Come out, Boy Blue. Come out to 
the Merry Forest and visit us birds. 
We’d love to have you, and we’ll be 
as good to you as you were to me 
yesterday. Come on out.”

Boy Blue was certainly surprised 
to hear the bird talking like that. 
He wondered if he was dreaming; he 
felt as if he were. But he answered 
in a low tone, “Oh! I can’t, Birdie. 
I’ve got to learn the seven times 
table, and it’s awful hard, but I’d like 
to go with you.”

“Never mind the seven times 
table,” coaxed the bird. “Come on 
out.”

Boy Blue felt very queer. The room 
seemed to be rocking like a boat on 
the water, and it made him dizzy. A 
blue mist blurred the faces of the 
other children. It grew darker and 
darker. Then the light suddenly Went 
out and he fell asleep.

When he awoke he was just dread
fully tired—almost too tired to open 

*his eyes. But.he heard Dimple asking 
him in a coaxing voice to wake up, 
so just to please her he tried hard to 
raise his heavy eyelids.

When at last he succeeded he found 
himself lying on the floor, up near 
the paltform, with the teacher’s coat 
under him and her fur muff for 
a pillow. His face felt damp, and the 
teacher was rubbing his hands.

“There; that’s right!” she said, 
gently. “You’ll soon be as chirpy as 
a sparrow. Take a little drink,” and 
she held a glass of cold water to his 

' lipa. “Do you feel better now?”
“A little,” he replied, “only I’m 

awful tired. It’s funny I went to 
sleep in school. I didn’t mean to, 
téacher.” . ". - , ...

“I know yqu didn t, dear, and it a 
all right. I expect your Daddy will 
be along soon. Jimmie went for him, 
and until he comes you just lie still 
and rest” *

In a few minâtes there was a jingle 
of sleigh bells, and in came Daddy, 
looking very worried and anxious. 
“How is the boy?” he asked the mo
ment he stepped inside.

“He’s coming round all right, 
Miss Miller answered, “and I think 
he will be quite bright as soon as he 
gets out into the air.”

Daddy strode across the room and 
lifted Boy Blue in his big, strong 
arms. “What happened you, son? 
he asked, tenderly.
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“I don’t know. Daddy. I just got 
awful tired and sleepy and couldn’t 
stay awake. But I’m nearly all right 
now. I’m glad you came, so Dimple 
and me can have a ride home.”

The teacher brought his coat and 
cap and mittens, and helped Daddy 
put them on, and by that time Dimple 
was ready, too.

“Good-bye, teacher,” said Boy Blue, 
as they went out. “Your muff made 
a nice, soft pillow, but I like my 
Daddy’s shoulder best.”

Daddy kept the boy in his arms as 
he drove along the white woodland 
rode. Neither of them talked very 
much. Only once, when they passed 
some chattering chickadees on a 
spruce tree, Boy Blue lifted his head 
and asked his sister, “Dimple, did you 
hear what that chickadee said to me 
—the one that came to the window 
just before I went to sleep?”

“No,” said Dimple. “What did it 
say?”

“It wanted me to come on out into 
the Merry Forest, for a visit. I said 
I had to study the seven times table, 
and it told me not to mind the seven 
times table, but come on out.”

“Î didn’t hear it. I wish I had,” 
Dimple replied, wistfully.

“Wasn’t it funny, Daddy,” Boy 
Blue whispered, “that the bird should 
talk to me like that?”

There was à very grave and wor
ried look in Daddy’s eyes as he 
glanced down at the little, pale face 
on his shoulder. “Bush!” he an
swered. “You know birds can’t talk. 
You were dreaming.”

“Maybe,” said Boy Blue, doubt
fully; “brit I hadn’t gone to sleep 
then. I was wide awake.”

“Well, don’t talk any more now,” 
and Daddy silenced the child’s lip 
with a kiss.

Mother was waiting with open 
arms at the door, and very soon her 
tired, little boy was resting comfort
ably on the softest cushions in the 
cosy corner by the open fireplace.

" She brought him a bug cup of hot 
milk and some dapity slices of thin 
bread and butter. He drank the milk, 
but didn’t want the bread and butter, 
not even when she put sugar on it.

When Daddy came in, after put
ting up the horse, and saw that un
tasted plate of bread and butter, -he 
turned to Mother and asked her, 
“What do you think of sending for 
Dr. Wise?”

“I would if I were you,” she said.
So the doctor came. Dr. Wise, tall, 

ruddy aqd youthful, was like a big, 
jolly schoolboy himself, and he seemed 
to carry la bit of breeze and sunshine 
with him wherever he went.

As soon as he had gone, Boy Blue, 
who had been put to bed in his own 
little blue and white room, sent for 
his sister.

“Dimple," he said, as soon as she 
appeared at the door, “come here and 
sit on the bed where I cari see you. I 
want to talk to you, and I’m too tired 
to tufn my head.”

Dimple was up beside him in a mo
ment. “What did he do to you?” she 
asked.
V “Do? Nothing—only talked. Do 
.you know what he said, Dimple?”

Dimple shook her head.
“He said I was to have, a year’s 

holiday from school—a whole year! 
Just think of it!—and be out doors 
a lot.” ,

"A year! My! but that’s a long 
time. Are you glad?"

“Y-yes," he answered, hesitatingly 
“There’s only one thing 1 mind.”

“What’s that?”
x “When I go back yen’ll be away 

ahead of me, and wé can’t be together

ACUTE COLDS
Coughs, bronchitis, laryny 
gitis, tonsilitis or an undue 
loss of weight, indicate a 

f weakening of resistance.

Scott’s Emulsion
taken regularly after meals 
fortifies the system, builds 
up resistance and helps 
drive out weakness.
If you feel a bit run
down, take Scott’s, it 
tones and strengthens.

Scott & Bowne, Toronto. Ont.
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