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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.

WANTED .

D, locum teanens, for city church,
WM:;rﬁlgelical' Toronto, P.O, Box 214.

CAN Rector desires locum tenency in
AM'Eﬁ'Lnto around August. Good churchman-
hip; B. P. and no evening communion the
fnini;num. ddress, Examining Chaplain, care

Canadian Churchman.

PEAKERS, LECTURERS.—We prepare mat-
S erial for lecturers, sermons.addg‘esses, special
articles. We render scholarl’y service. Endorsed
by numerous patrons; Estabhshed 1904. Authors’'
Research Bureau, 500 Fifth Ave., New York.

MISS M. AURYOT, Teachers’ Agency, 35 West

42nd St., New York, would like to correspond
at once with English governess teacher for girl
nine. . Bnglish, drawing and painting essential.
Prench, music, if possible. Also nursery gover-
nesses for children from three to ten — good
salaries.

Church and Parish

PRIBST. residing in Toronto, desires Sunday
i duty, or locum tenency, during' summer
mdnths. Address 160 Canadian Churchman.'

ORGANIST wanted. male preferred, for St.
Paul's Anglican Church, St. John. Apply to
P.0. Box 550, St. John, N.B.

WANTED. an assistant at St. John’s Church,
Ottawa. Apply, stating experience, to Rev.
Canon Gorman, St. John's Rectory, Ottawa.

WANTBD.experienced Matron for Girls’ Board-
ing School in Montreal,—to take up duties
in August. Good salary to suitable candidate.
Apply Box 28, Canadian Churchman.
e

WANTBD (September), for Trafalgar Girls’

" School, Montreal, an Honours’ Graduate in
Science, to teach Botany, Geography, and Nature
Study.” Experience in teaching essential. Post
is residential. Salary $750.

WANTBD (September) for Trafalgar Girls'

... School Montreal, an experienced mistress,
with special training for Junior work. Postis non-
residential. Salary $1,000.

WANTBD. Po.sitior::l nsll;nfrish worker or deacon-
ess, experienced. References given. Appl
Box 31, Canadian Churchman. . L.

WANTED by young lady, holiday post outside
_ Toronto, for months of July and August.

Willing to go as companion, or take charge of

invalid child. Box 40, Canadian Churchman.

EIGHT-ROOMBD. furnished house to rent for
July and August. Vicinity of Avenue Road

d Bloor, in T
agurchm; nm oronto. Apply, Box 383 Canadian

REBQUIRED for September in a Church Board-
e ing School for Girls a modern languuge mis-
$; must be a good French conversationalist.

Avply to the-sister-in-ch i
College, Oshawa, Ontarig ; arge,‘plshop Bethune

—

WANTED organist and choirmaster for 8
) t.
s James’ Church (Anglican), Stratford, Ont.
ng¥‘stat|ng terms, etc., to W. H, Gregory,
ple’s Warden, 21 Caledonia St., Stratford.

Gltée%l;ATB Nurse, churchwoman, just recov:
rcI)‘m serious accident, wishes position in
s ight duties (care of invalid) in return

Ome. Box 34, Canadian Churchman.

CHURCH EMBROIDERY
of all kinds done by Miss GoiNg,
189 Ear] Street, Kingston, -Ont.

HEALTH RESORTS
e SRS A S

IMLOCH SLOY REST HOME

o winter or summer home in the garden
O Just the environment for rest.
vicotoly and city combined. Rlectric ser-

amilton. Ford
Drawer 18 Winona, Ont. " Pomphlet.

- NURSING
Rurses cap

S .
Without le.vlngnh:tl:e.h . " booklet

Descriptive
: » Royal Co
18, Toronto, v llege of. Science, Dept.

" Robins.
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Birds of the Merry Forest
By LILIAN LEVERIDGE 3

[CoPYRIGHT APPLIED FOR)
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CHAPTER VIIIL

The Robins’ Return.
“Sing me a song of the Springtime—

Merrily, merrily, merrily!
Bud-time, blossom-time; wing-time—

Cheerily, cheerily, cheerily!”

Over and over again, Boy Blue
heard this song in his dreams. The
notes were sweet and clear and ring-
ing, like the chiming of little, silver
bells. Lovely pictures of green leaves
and apple blossoms and running
brooks seemed to pass before his
eyes, until he suddenly- found himself
wide awake. . The leaves and blossoms
were gone, but the bells kept on ring-
ing that little, cheery tune.
was it? He lay perfectly still for
half a minute—then he knew.

“Dimple!” he called, bouncing wup
off the pillow as if his head were a
rubber ball. “Dimple! Here’s the
Robins come back.”

Dimple slept in the next room, and
the door betweeh was always open.
~There was a sudden thud of bare
feet on the floor, and the next mo-
ment, Dimple, all rosy in her warm,
pink' nightie, was beside her‘ slim,
‘glue-robed brother at the open win-

ow. °

“Oh!” cried Dimple, softly, .“it’s
our own dear Robins home again.
Aren’t they early? They must have
been travelling in the night.”

It was early.  The eastern sky was
rapidly changing from old-rose to
blue and gold, but the sun was still
below the horizon.

“Good morning!
Litte

Good morning!
curley heads!” called the
“Good morning, you dear Robins!”
the children returned. “And welcome
home again!” Boy Blue added. “We're
ever so glad to see you.”"

“It’s ever so. long since you went
away,” said Dimple. “Where have
you been all this time? Won’t you
tell us about your journey, and all
you’ve seen and done?”

Sir Robin winked his tail and Lady
Robin winked her eye, and then they
both laughed. SEELs

“That’s a pretty big order, seems

* to me,” said Sir Robin. “You must

think birds have nothing more to do
than boys and girls.”

“Oh!” said Boy Blue,“ they haven’t!
You birds don’t work, do you?”

“Don’t work!” they both cried
loudly. “Don’t work! Well, that’s a
good one! v g

“Who ‘do you suppose,” asked Sir
Robin, “is going  to build us a new

_ house if we don’t work? And who's

going to get us our meals, and keep
our brown coats and new red vests
clean and tidy, and lay eggs and feed
and train a hungry family—or most
likely two families—before we fly
south again, and keep the bugs and”
worms and -caterpillars from eating
up the fruit and vegetablgs—who:s
going to do all that if we birds don’t
work?” .
/ “Boy Blue had no words to express
his surprise—for this was quite a
new idea—so he just whistled.

“I guess that will keep you pretty
busy,” Dimple admitted. ¢ -

“Yes, it ‘certainly will,* Sir Robin
replied. “Ask us again when our
second brood is able to take care of
itself. Then if we have time for thn,t;,
long story—well, we'll see, we’ll see.

“Oh!” chirped Lady Robin. “I'm
so glad, glad, glad to be home again
in the dear Northland! When I think
of al} the lo::lziggag,s ahead of us T've
simply got Yt

Tgayt 3:‘. just the way Sir Robin

' felt, and they both burst into a regu-.
lar torrent of silvery song:— 2

What -

ST

“Sing me a song of the Springtime—
Merrily;-merrily, merrily!

Bud-time, blossom-time, wing-time—
Cheerily, cheerily, cheerily! :

“Sing to the blue skies above us—
Merrily, merrily, merrily!

Sing to the sweethearts that love us—
Cheetrily, cheerily, cheerily!”

When they had come to the end,
they started at the beginning and
sang it all over again. They were
just beginning it a third time when
the children, who had been listening
in silent delight, heard a soft step
behind them. Turning, they saw their
mother, with a pretty, flowered ki-
mona slipped on over her wihte gown
and her hair in a long, thick braid
down her back. ;

“Oh, Mother!” Boy Blue cried,
eagerly, “the Ribins are back. Just
listen to their lovely song!”

“Q dearie, O me!” she exclaimed.
“Do. you children want to get your
deaths, standing there by the open
window in your nighties, and with
nothing on vour feet? Hustle back
to your beds this very minute.”

“But, Mother,”

want to go to the Merry Forest.”

“By-and-by you may, but it isn’t
time yet, and you must have another
sleep. Is this the way you 4ake care
of your brother, Dimple?”

The children scampered back to bed
again., They weren’t the least bit
sleepy, but the- birds sang such a
soft, little lullaby that before they
knew it their eyes were tight shut,

and they were sailing away to the

beautiful Land of Nod.

When they awoke the sun was
shining ' brightly. Sir Robin . was
whistling a waltz tune this time, and,
as the children’s hands kept time to
such . lively music, they weren’t long
dressing. Then they knelt side by side
at the window to say their prayers.

* They shut their eyes so tight that
their faces were all*wrinkled up, but
somehow, they didn’t seem to get on
very well. . ! :
At last Boy Blue opened his eyes.
“0- dear!” he sighed. “Do your
prayers. fit that tune, Dimple ?”

“No; they don’t at all,” she re-
plied. “I can’t think of a single thing
but ‘Hickory, hickory, dock.’” :

“Robin,” Boy Blue called softly to
the frivolous bird in the apple-tree,
“Have you said your prayers yet?
'Cause if you haven’t, I wish you'd

say them now and give us a chance.”

“I always sing mine,” Sir Robin

replied, “and I sang them long ago,

but I don’t mind doing it again,” and
he began  singing a softer, slower
tune, which just fitted the children’s
whispered words:— 3

“The mornin
Has waked me from my sleep; .

Father, I own Thy love alone - =
Thy little one doth keep.”

In a few minutes they were down-
stairs, just in time for breakfast.
They were just brimming with excite-
ment, but managed to keep it in until

grace had been said. When Daddy

turned to them with  the. question,
“Well, chick-a-biddies, what have the

birds been saying to you this morn- .
ing ?” it was like taking the stopper

off a bottle of ginger pop. )
‘As their words came tumbling over

one another, and both talked at once,
easy.to make any sense |
of it, so Mother held up her hand for

it wasn't v

gilence. When they were quiet she
said, “Now, Boy Blue.” ;

“We were just telling you,” he said,
“what a pretty song they sang us.
The first verse was—I wonder now
if I can remember it.”
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Dimple pleaded,
“it’s time to get up, isn’t it? We .

bright with rosy light

- are many more who we have *

Will You?
LATELY"we‘ have been

- urging our subscribers
who are in' arrears to remit
without waiting for ‘an ac-
count.  We appreciat :

effort of those who respond
ed so promptly, but there

oy

yet to hear from. .

,If:'vyou, d}é"’oﬂe o lh&& |

- will you please send t'u(_yo.l"it,'_’

remittance at your very earli-
est convenience and oblige,
Thé. Canadian Chuwchap,
673 Continental Life Building,
Toronto. =~




