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__MAKE KNOWN YOUR WANTS—

to the readers of

The Canadian Churchman

through the Classified Department

Raltes for advertising in this department
as follows:—

cent for each word including the
nd%?:ss. Cash with Order, No advertise-
ment inserted for less than 25 cents net.
Address Classified Advertising Depart-
ment. THE CANADIAN CHURCH-
MAN, Toronto.

WANTED

HE Nurse’s Training & chool of St. John's
T Hospital, Brooklyn, N.Y., gives full training
for becoming a Registered Nurse. The average
remuneration for the three years® course is $148
a year. Application blanks sent on request. 8

RENTINE CARDS, reproductions of the
Fl‘g?eat masters, in colors (including Madonnas),
ten cents each. Fra. Angelico’s Angels in sets;
$1.50each. Address C. Zara, Box 4243, Oermnné

town, Pa.

FOR SALE

BRANSTON Violet Ray Generator, Highgrade,
practically new, bargain. 80 Sussex Ave.,
Toronto. Telephone C. 3080, 6 to 7 p.m.

BOOKS o
fopzedia Britannica, Hist-ry World, Her-
wl:nca’;%yglopredia. Makers Canada, Meyer's
Commentary $15; Catalogue 10c; Libraries Pur-
chased; 1000 Letterheads $3. McCreery's Printery,
Chatham, Ont.

ALL Country Church desires to secure robes
SMfor choir, and would be glad if any Parish or
Parishes could assist us in getting them. About
a dozen surplices and cassocks and caps are
needed for ladies and half that number for men
and boys. Express charges will be gladly paid.
Address C. C. Brown, Dungannon, Ontario,

HEALTH RESORTS

LOCH SLOY REST HOME

Ideal winter or summer home in the garden
of Canada. Just the environment for rest.
Country and city combined. RElectric ser-
viceto Hamilton. For descriptive pamphlet.
prawer 126 Winona, Ont.

NURSING

Nurses can earn $15 to $30 a week. Learn
without leaving home. Descriptive booklet
sent free. Royal College of Science, Dept.
149, Toronto, Canada.

Bstablished over 30 years Phone N.331

COLIN E. BURGESS

(HOPKINS-BURGESS)
UNDERTAKER
529 Yonge Street
Private Chapel Private Mortuary

Under?ker “
FLEU RY Emb.:lmen

BURIAL CO. Ambainace

Phone
Gerrard 3704
685 Queen St. E. Toronto

E. Y. Hutchison

- UNDERTAKER
854 Bathurst St. - Coll. 4638

THE CANADIAN CHURCHMA N
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BIRDS OF THE MERRY FOREST
E' By LILIAN LEVERIDGE

[CoPYRIGHT APPLIED FOR)
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CHAPTER XIX.—(Continued.)

And Boy Blue’s faith was reward-
ed. Suddenly, one of the birds
perched on the topmost twig of the
cherry tree, ruffled his feathers, lifted
his head, and swelled his little throat
with one- thrillingly sweet ' strain.
It was the same exquisite music to
which they had been listening the last
fifteen minutes, the song whose source
they had tried so many times before
to trace.

“Isn’t it wonderful,” whispered
Dimple, tightly clasping Boy_ Blue’s

" hand, which he had half uncoffscious-

ly reached out to her. “Isn’t it won-
derful that he should come right here
and sing to us that way?”

“Yes,” Boy Blue answered  softly,
“and isn’t it lovely that the bird and
the song should belong to each other
after all?”

“If that’s. the Whitethroat,” said

Jimmie, “I know some verses about -

it—learned - them off just the other
day.” ~
“0 Jimmie,” cried the twins in one
voice. “Do please say them for us.”
And then Jimmie repeated slowly
and clearly these sweet lines:—
“Shy bird of the silver arrows of song,
That cleave our Northern air so
clear, ;
Thy notes prolong, prolong,
I listen, I hear:
‘I—love—dear—Canada,
Canada, Canada.’

O plumes of the'pointed dusky fir,
Screen of a swelling patriot heart,
The copse is all astir,
“And echoes thy part. .. .”

Here Jimmie paused a moment,
while the bird in its own lovely way
supplied the chorus:—

“I—love—dear—Canada,
Canada, Canada.”

Jimmie’s voice went on:—

“Now willowy reeds tune their silver
- flutes ;
As the noise of the day dies down;
And silence strings her lutes
The Whitethroat to crown. .. .”

b

Again the bird filled in the pause; °

and then Jimmie went on:—

“0 bird of 'the silver arrows of song,
Shy poet of Canada dear,
Thy notes prolong, prolong,
We listen, we hear:
‘I—love—dear—Canada,
Canada, Canada.’”

The clear, sweet voices of the twins
joined the bird in that last chorus;
and when the poem was ended they
were almost tod happy to speak.

Boy Blue drew a long breath.
“That must have been one of the
lovely things the ‘Wood Thrush .sang
about this morning,” he said.

“Yes,” agreed -Dimple, “and it was
really just around the turn of the
road, too.
around the next turn.)

“Well, there’s one thing sure,” put
in Jimmie. “If we don’t soon make
another start and keep going, we
won’t get to the lake before dinner
time.” 2 :

“Why, the sun is getting quite
high,” exclaimed Dimple, “and I'm
beginning to feel curious about what
Mother has put in our lunch basket.
Let’s be going on.”

.The remainder of the way to the
lake was traversed without adven-
ture. A few familiar birds were
added to their lists, but no new 415-
coveries made. They walked steadily,
and the twins were quite tired by. the

" time they reached the lake. N

‘Lonely Lake was a wild and lovely
spot. The lake itself was a clear tur-

I wonder what there’ll be
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" quoise jewel in a deep emerald sett-

ing amid the. hills. The farther
slopes were covered with hardwood
forest, with here and there a dense
jungle of wild berry bushes and trail-
iIng vines. On the near shore were
flat or nicely rounded grey rocks
where one could stand and fish, or
sit still and just enjoy the wildness
and solitude. A The trees here were
mostly pines, in whose dark, fragrant
boughs the wind loved to play strange,
weird music. Beneath in the springy
bog, composed of a. thickly matted
network of rootlets, padded with
fallen leaves and rich leaf mould,
some rare and lovely flowers grew—
in the early spring the pearly pink
arbutus, and later, painted trilliums,
pitcher plants, pyrola, wild roses, pink
laurel and other aromatic shrubs and
plants for which-the children‘had no
names. The laurel was out now in all
its glory, and a few wild roses were
opening their delicately tinted petals
to the sweet air. .

The - children’' admired everything,

their  hearts, eyes and wvoices over-:

flowing with happiness. Then they
sat for a welcome rest on the big,
grey rocks beside the water; and
opened their lunch baskets.

What a spread they had—slices of
white bread and butter, roast chicken,
sandwiches, apple turnovers, peach
pie, various kinds of cake, and some
oranges and candy. There was plenty’
of everything, enough for a bit of re-
freshment on the way home, and a
treat of cake crumbs for the birds.

The crumbs were spread on a rock

a few yards away,-and were shared
by a Junco, a Wren, a Bluebird and
a Chickadee. R '

The Bluebird, having satisfied his
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hunger, flew to a low juniper bush =

close to Dimple and began to sing,
keeping an interested but not a fear-
ful eye on.the little group all the
time. :
“Isn’t it tame?” said Jimmie. “It
seems almost to know you, Dimple.”
“I believe it does,” she replied. “I

believe it is the very same.one that .

sings so often in the apple tree by
our window. Aren’t you our own
dear little friend?” she asked, ad-
dressing the bird. 2

The Bluebird winked its wings, then
looked over at Jimmie, but kept silent.

How true and faithful a friend that
same little Bluebird was, the children
were to prove before they were many
hours older. As they sat there, at
rest and at peace, and happy-hearted,
beside the shimmering blue lake, they
little dreamed of the difficult and dan-

- gerous bit of road that awaited their

pilgrim feet just around the next
turn. ;

Did the Bluebird know? Who can
tell?

(To be Continued.)
new
THE COUNTRY BOY’'S CREED.

Edwin Osgood Grover.

1 beliefe that the country which

God made is more beautiful than the
city which man made; that life out-
of-doors and in touch with the earth
is the natural life of man. I believe
that work is work wherever we find
it, but: that work with Nature is more
inspiring than work with the most

intricate machinery; "I believe that

the dignity of labour depends, not on
what you do, but on how you do it;
that opportunity comes to a boy on

the fa;m ';ff oﬁ;exlna as to adboy in t:; i
ity; that life is larger and freer and = |
city in town;

happier on the farm than




