August 20, 1913.

THE GRAIN GROWERS’ GUIDE

Young Canada Club
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THE RUNAWAY PUMPKIN

What do you think, little gardeners,
that 1 found growing by the wayvside
vesterday but a wayward pumpkin vine.
However it had happened to wander into
that weedy grassy little corner by the
sidewalk I could never even. guess, hut
there it was, raising one huge vellow flower
above the grass and weeds and smiling
out at the world.

“Poor little pumpkin,”” T said m myself.
“you’ll never come to anything in the
world if you keep such bad company.
If you had stayed with your brothers
and sisters and been planted in nice rich
soil in the garden you might have grown
beautiful big yvellow pumpkins and been
highly respected, but now someone will
likely take you for a weed and pul! you
out by the roots or if they don’t the weeds
will choke you out until you will not be
able to grow pumpkins at all.”

What do you think the pumpkin did?
It shook its beautiful yellow flower
saucily and said, ‘I can manage my own

little affairs nicely, thank you, and T .

don’t want to keep good company and
I don’t want to grow pumpkins.”
There was nothing more to be said,

but I kept thinking about the poor little

pumpkin all day and worrying about its
poor useless little life, for while a pumpkin
in the garden is a vegetable, a punmipkin
by the roadside is a weed.

DIXIE PATTON.
THE HISTORY-OF A CROW

The first that I can remember when |
came into this great world was-this: [
wakened up one bright spring morning
from a long sleep and found myself with
four of my brothers.

I must admit we were not very pleasing
creatures to look at. Our skin was very
red looking, covered very thinly with
grey colored down. Our mouths were
large-andugly.— Sothis was our beginning,
five of us in a very queer looking house.

But this was not a house at all, as |
afterwards learned, it wag called a nest.
It was made of small sticks fastened on
the topmost branch of a large tree and
lined with feathers, which were very warm
and soft to our tender feet. The nest
*md no roof on to keep out. the rain,
which perhaps may sound rather queer
to you.

Although this was the case we very
seldom got wet, as our faithful mother
hovered over us nearly all the time and
kept us snug and warm. Our father, too,
was very willing to work. - He rose early
in the morning to catch the first worms
which caught his eye. These he would
bring to us for our breakfast. He would
also go to the creek near by and fill his
beak with water for us. Of course when
we heard him coming we would open our
mouths very wide and squak so loud th:t
I think it almost deafened him. He
would then put the water from his mouth
into ours and that is the way we got a
drink. This no doubt sounds insanitary,
but we birds did not care for that.

But with such tender care and good food
it is very little wonder that we grew very
fast. Our bodies were about twice the
size they were at first, and instead of the
grey down there was now a thick coat
of glossy black feathers. We were now
very much crowded in our nest and as
I could not iy I used to sit on the brinches
close to the nest

But one day I grew restless 1 hopped
from branch to branch, each time getting
a little lower till fnally I took a great big
jump and landed ¢nthe ground. My,

*how I danced for jux. but the gseatest

joy was when I caught a worm all by
myself. By this time I could fly quite
well so T flew away to make a home for
myself

CLEOTA CROWE,
Carstairs, Alta., Canada Age 14,

THE STORY OF A GRAIN OF WHEAT

I wakened up and found myself in
a dark place, of which I could not see
the. end, so I began to look for a door to
get out. I soon pushed out one leaf and
how glad I was, for it was warm in the
beautiful world

I don’t know how long I had heen
awal'e bhefore [ discovered that there
were more plants just like me all around
me, wherever | looked. [ ecould not see
anything more only the wheat plants,
but I soon learned that we were in a field
growing rapidly, for I pushed more

leaves out and the main stem was about
three feet high. Soon after this I pushed
out a head full of cups and the cups were
full of milk. To speak plainer, I pushed
the head from among the leaves. | grew
even more quickly than before. 1 soon
found out that I was not growing any
more, but I was getting older and older,
and while | was thus growing old, I turned
real gold. The cups that were once full
of milk were now full of golden wheat
Just as soon as the field of wheat was
ripened, the farmer came out and cut
us down with his reaper, which was
drawn by a number of horses. While he
was reaping we were passing through the
machine, being tied into sheaves and
thrown out; but another person came
along and stooked us together. After
this was done the threshing machine
came #nd we were thrown in and passed
through the ugly thing, where it separated
us from the stem and chaff. Next we
were put into bags and taken to the
market to be sold. After that we were
shipped to a large mill and ground to
flonr. We were then sewed up in baos
and shipped to a baker’s house, where
the baker took a certain measure of
flour, yeast. salt and water and Tnade us
into. a thick dough. After we were
raised we were made into loaves, put
into a pan, raised once again, put into
an oven and bhaked. Then the baker
sold us to a customer and I, the loaf
of bread, was cut up into s'ices and eaten
up with butter.
‘M ARY RIOPKA.
Broderick, Sask. Age 14,
Thanks for the picture, Mary. 1 feel
as if we were quite good friends.

THE LIFE OF A CAT

I was horn in a stable under a cow’s
manger. At first 1 could not see any
thing so I lay close to my mother.—But
in a few days my eyves opened and |
noticed two little girls coming towards us.
One was carrying a little pan with some
milk in it which she set down in front
of us. My mother began lapping it and
told me to do the same which I did. The
next morning they came again with some
more milk. Then after we had lapped
it all they took me into the house. There
they patted me and I put up my back and
purred. Soon I became used to being
inside.

One day when the mistress of the house
went down the cellar for some bread |
slipped down too and all of the afternoon
I had a fine time catching mice. So |
lived happily in that house for one and a
half years. Then one day great excite-
ment went on in the house; load after
load was taken away. Soon theyv took
me too and soon we were taken to another
station and afterwards to the country.
So here I have been for three weeks and
I don’t know how much longer | can stay.

BERTHA WENMAN,
Dunkirk, Sask. Age 12,

COYOTE’S STORY

I am only a coyote. The first thing
I remember was being very snug and warm,
the second was being always hungry. |
often had to stay at home. with my
brother while my mother went to hunt
food: when I grew older my mother taught
me how to hunt for myself

I am grey with black on my tail and
tips of my ears. I eat mice and gophers
and chickens whenever | can get them.
In the spring I hunt ducks and their
eggs, sometimes I get a prairie chicken.
But I am most always hungry

One night T got so hungry | could not
stand it any longer so I went to a farmer’s
chicken house. I prowled around to find
an opening. | scratched at the door,
but it was closed tight.  Then I went into
a clump of willows where | found a hen
setting. | grabbed her. The hen made
such a squawk that it roused the dog
that was as'eep by the barn. The dog
barked and ran after me, then I ran with
the chicken in my mouth till I was away
from the dog. I ate the chicken and had a
good supper for that night

Lots of people have wolf hounds to
hunt and kill me. When they chase me
I run slowly till they get close behind
me, then I dart off and run as fast as |
can then slow again, till finally the dogs
give up running. I am now an old wolf
and have got in many scrapes, but always
out again

CORINNE L. HAECKER, age 13.
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A Million
.. —People

Give these stockings and
2, 8ocks the hardest wear hose
= know. They

Buy Them for Style

and consider the 6 months’
wear merely an extra ad-
“vantage. Could any but
the best in a product gain
such an overwhelming

preference?

We are making a wonderful hose
in Holeproof. Walk in them, dance
in them, play tennis or golf in them.

\

J
N Holepraofflasierny

Every stitch is guaranteed for six months; not just heels and toes. Here
are hose that will stand the most strenuous sports. We even guarantee,
for men and women, three pairs of s//4 Holeproof Hose for three months.

: Silk From Japan
We could buy common silk for Holeproof. But we send to the North
of Japan for ours, for there it is grown as it is nowhere else.

74c Cotton Yarn

We could buy ordinary cotton yarn for as low as thirty-two cents
per pound. Yet we pay an average of seventy-four cents. Our in-
spection department alone costs us $60,000 a year.

For the past thirteen years, since Holeproof were first made, 85 per
eent have outlasted the guarantee. The above figures refer to Hole-

roof as made in the States and Canada. ‘Try it—buy six pairs of
loleproof today, See how they are wearing six months from today.

Sold in Your Town

The genuine Holeproof are sold in your town. We’ll tell you the
dealers’ names on-request,-or-ship-direet-where there’s no dealer near,
charges prepaid, on receipt of remittance. Six pairs of cotton hose
guaranteed six months, for men, cost $1.50 to $3 per box; for women
and children*$2 to $3 per box; 3 pairs for children, §1 per box, three
Pnirs guaranteed three months. Several weights; all sizes and colors,
T'hree pairs of silk Holeproof guaranteed three months, for men and
women, cost $2 a box for men, and $3 a box for women. All colors,
Medium Cashmere Socks for Men, 6 pairs $2—fine Cashmere 6 pairs $3.
Women's fine Cashmere Stockings, 6 pairs $3. 6 pairs of Cashmere are
guaranteed six months. Write for free book, telling all about Holeproof.,

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. OF CANADA, Ltd.
Bond Street, LONDON, CANADA
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What would you pay for
your fence, if it were not for
The Sarnia Fence Company
| and its Direct From Factory

«to Farm Method of Selling
| Wire Fence?

4,000,000 rods of Sarnia Fence have been sold
direct to the farmers of Canada this year. If you
are not a supporter of our direct policy you should
be. Mail us a card today and we will tell you'why.’

THE SARNIA FENCE CO.,, LIMITED
SARNIA CANADA

B EAV E R DEALERS IN LUMBER, LATH, SHINGLES AND ALL KINDS
OF BUILDING MATERIAL. WE OPERATE YARDS IN ALL

L U M B E THE PRINCIPAL TOWNS IN MANITOBA, SASKATOHEWAN
AND ALBERTA. SEE OUR AGENT BEFORM BUYING.

co- LTD- HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG, MAN,
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