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_MAKE KNOWN YOUR WANTS—

to the readers of

The Canadian Churchman
through the Classified Department

Rates for advertising in this department
as follows:—

cefit for each word including the
ad?i::ss. Cash with Order. Ne advertise-
ment inserted for less than 25 cents net.
Address Classified Advertising Depart-
ment. THE CANADIAN CHURCH-
MAN. Toronto.

WANTED

urse’s Training Echool of St. John's
T Hflolgpital, Brooklys, N Y., gives full training
for becoming 2 Registered Nurse. The average
remuneration for the three years®' course is $148
ayear. Application blanks sent on request. 8

RENTINE CARDS, reproductions of the
F Lg(x)-eat masters, in colors (including Mad_onnas).
ten cents each. Fra. Angelico’s Angels in sets,
$1.50 each. Address C. Zara, Box 4243, German-
iown, Pa. 5

SERMONS: Typewritten, original, fur any
Sunday or Holy'day in the year, one dollar,
Box B. Canadian Churchman. 20

FOR SALE

BRANSTON Violet Ray Generator, Highgrade,

practically new, bargain. 80 Sussex Ave.,
Toronto. Telephone C. 3080, 6 to 7 p.m.

CHURCH EMBROIDERY |
of all kinds done by Miss GOING,
189 Earl Street, Kingston, Ont.
m_

HEALTH RESORTS

LOCH SLOY REST HOME

Ideal winter or summer home in the garden
of Canada. Just the envirenment for rest.
Country and city cembined. RElectric ser-
viceto Hamilton. For descriptive pamphlet.
Drawer 126 Winona, Oat.

|

WANTBD by Pciest, married, L.Th., Rectory.
Living wage. West or Middle West. Ten
years Canada. Box 67, Canadian Churchman.

Bstablished over 30 years Phoae N, 38t

- COLIN E. BURGESS

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

Undertaker

F LEURY Emb:;mers

BURIAL CO: Ambuasce

hone

P)
; Gerrard 3704
685 Queen St. E. Toronto

A. W. MILES

Undertaker - 396 College Street

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

College 1752

YOU

May have an hour or two each
day that we could use to
Special advantage. We have
8 new plan of subseription
Which provides for very. liberal
compensation. = Let us hear
from you to-day.

Address : :
The Canadian Churchman

Continental Life Building, Toronto
Telephone Main 5239
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THE CANADIAN CHURCHMAN
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BIRDS OF THE MERRY FOREST
By LILIAN LE VERIPGE

[CopYRIGHT APPLIED FoOR]
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CHAPTER XIX.

The Sparrows.

HE children walked on in thought-
ful silence for a little way.
Then, where ,the path crossed

a swamp, they stopped to listen to a
new song- in the red osier dogwood
by a tinkling little brook. As they
listened their attention was caught
for a few minutes by a pair of small,
dark-coloured birds, with coats of
blended brown, black and chestnut.
They were feeding beneath some low
cedar shrubs, creeping about silently
with only an occasional feeble chirp.

They hopped to within a few feet of -

the children, who stood motionless
and unobserved.

“They are Swamp Sparrows,”
whispered Boy Blue to Jimmie.
“We’ve seen them two or three times
before, but have never heard them
sing.” ~

At that very - moment one of the
modest little birds hopped on to a
low cedar spray and sang his sweet,
simple song—just a “Tweet-tweet-
tweet,” repeated all on one note, but
it expressed him and his surround-
ings perfectly.

Before they had time to make any
corament, the singer in the dogwoods
flew to an elder bush quite ¢lose to
them, where they could see him quite
plainly. .

“That’s a Fox Sparrow, I believe,”
said Boy Blue. “Just watch him.”

“He’s just the colour of a fox, with
some grey mixed in,” whispered Jim-
mie.  “Isn’t he big and handsome?”

“He must be mnearly as big as a
Robin,” ‘replied Bay Blue. “You’d
never take him to be a cousin: of

those other little birds down on the -

ground, would you?”

. - The newcomer eyed the children

curiously during this low-voiced con-
versation, but seemed to understand
that he had nothing to fear, for the
next minute he burst out again into
song. It was a joyous song, full-
toned, clear and liquidly musical, and
until it had softened into silence
again no one thought of -interrupting.

Soon he disappeared into the
bushes and went about his own
affair® Then the children hastened
to look .up his picture and deserip-

tion: in the: little brown book, and

this left them in no doubt of the

name of their new friend. ‘
Unnoticed by the others, Boy Blue

stole away into the undergrowth, and

catching another glimpse of the bird, -

he called softly: “Foxie, you make
six different Sparrows we’ve seen to-
day. If you meet any more of your

relations, send them along to us, will

you ?” :

The Fox Sparrow nodded under-
standingly, and Boy Blue went back
to his companions silently triumph-
ant.

They went on across a little ridge
of hardwood, then the path dipped
deeply into a low gully. Beyond this

was a rugged hill of solid rock,’

known as the Big Pine Bluff.. Not
that any pines worth mentioning were
to be found there now. Years ago,
the woodman’s axé and forest fires
had laid low the last stately mon-
arch, and now the hill was covered
with a sparse growth of poplar, wild
cherry, tamarack, -spruce, ' bilberry,
sumach and white birch. ;

The jagged grey and pink and

white rocks were in many places quite -

bare, and in others softly car-peted
with - green moss and grey lichen.
Between the crevices a few wild
flowers found standing room, and
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huckleberry bushes were just coming
into bloom. This was-a favourite
spot, and the twins had occasionally
come there alone.

To-day the three climbed: breath-
lessly ‘up the narrow, fern-bordered
pathway, until they had reached the
top, where they had a wide view of
the country for miles around.

After standing for a few minutes

to enjoy this sweeping view they

turned aside to a favourite spot, a
little nook near the top of the steep,
southern slope where Nature in a
long-ago day had hewn the rock into
benches and apm chairs, and, more
recently, cushioned g¢hem with the
softest and greenest of her mosses.
They did not talk much, they simply

* let the joy and the beauty of the

summer wild sink into their hearts
and minds. '

Up from the green valley there
floated a clear, ringing song—three
slow notés of “linked sweetness long
drawn out,” as the poet puts it, then
a rippling trill of shorter notes, the
whole strain magically suggestive of

trees and brooks and wide, wind- :

swept spaces.

The children were instantly alert-

and eager. “Do you know that bird,
Jimmie?” questioned: Dimple. “We
keep trying ¢very day to get a
glimpse of it, but it stays away up in
the tree-tops and won’t come near
us.” '

Again Jimmie shook his head, feel-
ing a little ashamed of his own_ ig-
norance of the wood folk which year

by. year- all his life had added so muchv'

to his pleasure. .
They took out the field glasses

and each in turn scanned the tree-

tops all around and below, but ‘in

.vain. The minstrel evidently pre-

ferred to remain behind the scenes.
“Suppose we go down there and try
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Sparrows. We've seen them several

times, but have never heard them'
sing. Daddy says there’s only one
of the Sparrows handsomer, and that
is ‘the White-crowned. We've hever
seen any of them. Daddy says these
are famous singers. I do wish they'd -

tune up for us mow.” - . o
All this time Boy Blue was watch- =
ing in silence and listening patiently .
for the song' he felt sure the bird
was keeping in reserve. et
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to get closer,” Dimple suggested, but - = f

at this Boy Blue demurred.
“Daddy says the best way to watch
for new birds is to keep still and let
them come to you,” he reminded her,
and. ‘we’ve always found it worked
out all right. - Let’s stay just where
we are and be quiet. We couldn’t
have a better place; we can see into
the tops of the trees just below, and
we are -close to the ground, too.” -

This seemed to be a good argument, .

and the others agreed. Boy Blue had
his own reasons for waiting. “There’s

no doubt the Fox Sparrow’ }mowa :
where we are,” he said to himself,

“and he won’t forget.”

The unseen musician kept on sing-
ing, with little pauses between pieces,
and then the music ceased.

“I expect he’s come to the end of

his programme,” said Jimmie.

Boy Blue didn’t answer, but kept
on watching more intently than . ever.
Presently there was a slight rustling
in the foliage of a little cherry tree
just below fhem. They saw a.twig
move here and there and heard little
low chirpings. , .

The three children waited, almost
breathless with eagerness, until at
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gestion.  © 34
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last a new bird emerged from the = o

leaves and sat in full sight, swinging '

lightly on a slender spray. Then an- * | il

other came into view, and another. -
The newcomers were dressed in
rich, reddish brown and black striped

coats, with grey vests, and caps of

white and black; but the most notice-

able thing about them was their snow-

white throats.

“Aren’t they pretty, though!” whis-
pered Jimmie. “I never saw any like
them before, did you?” e

“Oh, we have,” Dimple: answered
quickly. “They .are -White-throated




