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lalways use
~WINDSOR
Table Salt.

’ o)
‘ When Baking
‘are you as careful about the salt you use, as you are about

the flour or baking powder?

Poor salt wil! ruin a baking, just as surely as poor flour,
In the kitchen and on the table, use the fine, pure 63

a real refresher

A cup of ‘Camp’ in the middle

of the morning’s housework
makes a wonderful difference.
A minute to make—just ‘Camp,’
boiling water, su gar, milk—and you
are ready, refreshed, to start again.

Get a bottle from your Grocer to-day.
R.Paterson & Sons, Ltd.,Coffee Specialists, Glasgow.

Wherever

YOU GO IN CANADA, ALWAYS BUY

EDDY'S WARES

The stamp of approval that
over 5,000,000 satisfied users
have placed upon Eddy’s
wares is the result of the
wholehearted striving for ex-
cellence that has been at-
tained in all of

EDDY’S 600DS

THE E. B. EDDY COY. LTD, HULL, CANADA

Manufrs. Matches, Indurated Ware,

Paper, etc.

On one occasion, however, the loons
did not. see what was coming. For days
past the boy had longed to catch one
of the young loons, and examine it. He
wanted just to hold it in his hands for
a minute or so, then let it go again.
So one evening he crept to the water’s
edge and secreted himself in a thicket.
Presently the mother loon came swim-
ming by with her chicks, whercupon the
boy dashed knee deep into the water
after them. The old loon and one of
the chicks dived, but the other chick
lost its head, and fell an easy captive,

When the boy had satisfied his curi-
osity he waded back to the edge of the
deep water, and anxious to give the
chick a good start towards its mother,
who was calling frantically a short dis-
tance away, he threw it gently ahead
of him over the deep water.

But alas! his good intentions cul-
minated in a trigedy. Somehow the
chick met the water upside down, its
head under the surface, its little legs
sprawling helplessly in the air. And
the boy, unable to help, stood by watch-
ing, while the baby loon kicked its life
away, and the mother swam up and
down near by—ecalling, ecalling, those
long sad “Whoo-hoo’s” Not till the
tiny creature floated still and lifeless
on the bosom of the water did the boy
realize that if only he had cut a stick
from the wood behind him he might
have averted the calamity. In his anx-
iety of a moment before he had never
thought to do so.

That night, as the boy lay in his

e

jewels, which would change in after life,
perhaps, like the eyes of a child.

The summer was going south, ang at
night time the air became so chilly that
old Ben was forced to use a blanket,
though he complained about it bitterly,
For the deer 1t was the love-making
season, and as night came on the boy
would sally forth, silent in his cow hide
moccasing, to look - out for a moose
fight along the lake margin. He saw
often where the fights had been—where
the earth had been plowed up by the
great splayed hoofs of the angry rivals,
but he was never fortunate enough to
sce a fight at close quarters.

But though it was the love-making
season of the moose, the loons seemed
to be losing affection for one another,
They swam about singly, 'sometimes
miles apart, and at times positively ig-
nored each other’s existence. The young
loon.was becoming restless, too. Now
and then he would rise up in the wa.
ter to his full height, and flap his
wings, letting forth one peel of laugh-
ter after apother. And when one morn.
ing a gredt flight of wild geese, drawn
out in wedge-shaped formation, passed
high over Nighthawk Lake, trumpeting
and booming their way southwards, the
temptation was altogether too much
for him, and he rose in the air and fol-
lowed them. He went alone, and how
he found his way along the migrating
route I do not know, for all the birds
who were travelling southwards at that
carly date were young birds, who had

bunk, he pictured the sad little scene

never made the journey before,
Not till the first snow fell did the

by the lake side over and over again,
and now and then the sorrowful cry of
the mother loon floated across on the
night stillness—a, cry that went right
down to where he lived, and called him
% murderer. And ere he fell asleep he
had come to one great decision—a deci-
sion that most good naturalists arrive
at sooner or later —namely, that the
greatest kindness man can do to the
wild ereatures is to leave them alone.

The loon had now but one chick, and
all her love and ecare and devotion
should have made a wise chick of him.
For though he had been born with a
certain amount of knowledge, he had
much to learn from his mother in these
days. The boy had few chances of

toes and black flies were such a pest that
it was no longer possible to lie in hid-
ing by the lake margin. ;
One morning, towards the end of sum. | Pappimess until very re
mer, when the boy ran dow
edge of the clearing to haul
line. he ‘was surprised to see th
of the young loon protruding fro
surface near to where the line

the head disappeared,
prise he found it was not a fish he had
caught, but the Young loon.
a fish had taken the bait and the bird
had taken the fish, and it w
tunate for the loon that it fell into the
hands of so kindly a Young naturadist.
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not so beautiful.
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pede, for the boy did not see her go.
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ter settled once more upon the lonely
waters of Nighthawk Lake.
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A Dog Sleigh at Fort Alexander

old loons decide to g0. The male stood
up in the center of the lake, and lashed
the water with his wings, calling loudly
to his mate. But she was busy catch-
ing minnows and did not heed him, so
he hit out upon the long trail alone.
Day and night now thousands of birds
were passing southwards, and it must
at night time when the fe-
Joined in the general stam-

p ; :
Dad,” he said next morning, “the

“Is they” said old Ben, and with the
loons the silence of win-
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Finally, in the evening, in reply

and insistent demands
¢ matter was, the wife
and replied ;

ever I dream again that,
nother woman, I’ll
as long as I live!”
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