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Gives true household service
M4M Ut CAMADA

Gold Dust really works.
In millions of homes it is today doing the hard work 
which is really unnecessary tor human hands to do if 
Gold Dust is used.
That is why Gold Dust is the leading washing and clean

ing powder in the world.
Any woman who has washed dishes 
with Gold Dust knows what this means 
—knows how Gold Dust truly works 
for her.
And if she doesn't already know, she 
will be delighted to find out how Gold 
Dust cleans everything with the same 
thoroughness, leaving it new and bright 
and clean.

10c and larger packages sold everywhere
"Lmilh»
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Special Attention Given'to and Special | 
; Facilities for Handling Farmers’ and i 

Co-operative Shipments

Remember to addre

•sun.

rtWCTMBUT J
The One Northern Milling Co. Ltd.

The Original Farmers’ Mill 
PRINCE ALBERT SASKATCHEWAN

LUMBER Do you know LUMBER Is now 
selling at unheard-of low prloee, 
which will not last very long?

NOW blktieete build a HOUSE or BARN at half-price
This Is the opportunity for the man with ready money. 
Do not delay. Write at once for quotations. Shipment 
made direct from our own mills. W# pay the freight.

If Rn/miDl IUMBIR OKITD^
' M. in— St. til- ’ • • CALGARY, ALBZIITA

History of the War
By JOHN BUCHAN. Price redeced te 35c. per vol.

There Is a big demand fur a reliable history of the 
war and after considerable searching The Guide 
has found one that will till the needs of the average 
jHTson. John Buchan, the well known Scotch 
author, Is writing such a history in monthly 
volumes. He has lo gon at the beginning and gives 
the real causes of the war and the conditions in 
the warring countries. All ttie important engage
ments are described In detail. It is the kind of 
history that everyone will welcome. Field Mar
shall Lord Methuen describes this history as ‘‘the 
clearest and best description 1 have yet read." By
residing these volumes any person may .....mom fully
Infor..... I on the greatest war the world ever saw.
It is well Illustrated, ineluding many- maps, and is 
bound in red doth with gold title. Size 71x51 
Inches. Six volumes are now ready.
Each ..................................................................... .35

NOW READY
Vol. I—from the 
beginning of the 
War to the fall or 
Namur.
Vol. II^Krom the 
battle or1 Mona to the 
battle of the Aisne. 
Vol. ill.—From the 
battle of the A lane 
to the fan or Ant
werp.
Vol. IV. From the 
fall or Antwerp to 
the battle or the 
Falkland Islands.
Vol. V.—The war or 
attrition In the west, 
the campaigns in the 
near east, and the 
lighting at sea down 
to the blockade or 
Britain.
Vol. VI.—The cam
paign on the Nié
men and the Narev, 
the struggle in the 
Carpathians, Neuve 
Chapelle, and the 
first attempt on the 
liardanelles.
Other volumes will 
be published month 
by month.

Buy Your Flour Direct t Mills
We will save you money, and you 
will get the best flour that can be 
made from Hard Saskatchewan 
Wheat.

Book Dept., Grain Growers' Guide, Winnipeg, Man.

Young Gcuiada Cl’db
BY DIXIE PATTON

PRIZES FOR STORIES
Well, children, it’s been a beautiful 

summer, has it not! And now you are 
all going back to school and it will 
seem, I know, just a little bit hard to 
fit into the harness at first, but after 
all it would be a very stupid world if 
there were nothing to do but play, early 
and late.

For my pact, I am rather glad you 
are starting to school again, for I know 
I shall get much better stories for the 
new competition, for it is a Very queer 
truth that idle people can never find 
time to do anything.

But, speaking of the new competition, 
perhaps some of you don’t know what 
it is all about. I want you to write a 
bright little story telling me which, of 
the wild things you have watched, 
seems to be best fitted by nature to get 
its living easily, to hide from or defeat 
its enemies, and to make itself a com
fortable home. Tell the story of this 
insect, bird or animal as brightly as 
you can, and mail it by first post to 
Dixie Patton, Grain Growers’ Guide, 
Winnipeg Man. The contest does not 
close until September 20, but it is bet 
ter to be sure that it will arrive on 
time than sorry when it doesn’t.

For the three best stories, three story 
books will be given as prizes, unless the 
prize winner prefers a nature book in
stead.

Any boy or girl under seventeen years 
of age may try for a prize, and every 
new contributor will at least receive a 
membership card and one of our pretty 
maple leaf pins. We are anxious to 
have all the children who see this write 
a story, only please remember to write 
in pen and ink and on only one side 
of the paper, and to have one of your, 
parents or your teacher certify that the 
story is your own work and the age 
given is correct.

DIXIE PATTON

WHAT HAPPENED TO THE SQUIR
REL FAMILY

Mr. and Mrs. Squirrel and the little 
squirrels lived in a big hollow tree ’way 
out in the woods. Their front door 
opened right on the ground, which was 
very nice indeed, as the roots of the 
tree made the prettiest little porch, 
where Mrs. Squirrel could sit with the 
children.

One morning Mr. Squirrel said to 
Mrs. Squirrel: .*

“ I believe I’ll go and see how Mr. 
Owl is. He’s been quite sick for the 
last few days.”
.‘‘Tes, indeed I I certainly would,” 

said Mrs. Squirrel. So Mr. Squirrel put 
on his hat, took his cane and started off.

Mrs. Squirrel sat on the porch a few 
minutes with the children after he’d 
gone. All of a sudden she looked up, 
and saw that the sky had become very 
black, and that the wind was begin 
ning to blow.

‘‘Dear me,” said Mrs. Squirrel, ‘‘I 
believe there’s going to be a storm. 
We’d better be going in. I do hope Mr. 
Squirrel won’t get" wet. ”

So Mrs. Squirrel and the children 
went inside and shut the door, and 
then pulled down all the windows.

The rain came down hard for a while, 
then stopped all at once. Mrs. Squirrel 
thought she’d., go out and see if Mr. 
Squirrel was coming. But when she 
tried to open the door it wouldn’t open! 
She ran to the window and looked out, 
and what do you suppose had hap
pened I The wind had blown a great 
ku£- broken branch right in front of 
the iloor!

Mrs. Squirrel sat down and began to 
cry.

‘* What shall I dot Mr. Squirrel can’t 
get in, and I can’t get out. Boo boo! 
hoo! hool hoo! ”

Then the little squirrels saw her cry
ing, and they began to cry too.

Now when Mr. Squirrel had started 
off to Mr. Owl’s, he hadn’t gone very 
far when he noticed that big black 
cloud.

11 That looks like a bad storm,” said 
Mr. Squirrel to himself; “I think I’ll 
stop at Mr. Sparrow’s until it is over.”

So he went to Mr. Sparrow’s and 
knocked, and Mr. Sparrow was very 
glad to see him.

As soon as the storm was over, Mr. 
Squirrel hurried home instead of going 
to Mr. Owl’s, as he was afraid Mrs. 
Squirrel might be worried. And then, 
when he got there, he found that great 
big branch right in front of his door! 
He heard Mrs. Squirrel crying, and 
called to her not to be frightened, as 
he’d get it away somehow. Mr. Squir
rel pulled and pulled, but he was so 
small, and it was such a big branch 
that he couldn’t pull it away. Just 
then Mr. Kabbit walked up.

‘‘What’s the matter, Mr. Squirrel?”
‘‘Oh, Mr. Rabbit! ” said Mr. Squir

rel, ‘‘this branch has fallen right in 
front of my door, and I can’t get it 
a way. ”

‘1 Why, I’ll help you,” said Mr. Rab
bit.

So Mr. Squirrel pulled, and Mr. Rab
bit pulled, and they pulled, and pulled, 
and pulled, but they couldn’t get that 
branch away.

‘‘What’s the matter?” said a voice 
behind them, and there stood Mr. ’Coon.

‘‘Oh, Mr. ’Coon! ” said Mr. Rabbit, 
‘‘this branch has fallen right in front 
of Mr. Squirrel’s door, and we can’t 
get it away.”

‘‘Well, i’ll help you,” said Mr. 
’Coon.

So Mr. Squirrel pulled, and Mr. Rab
bit pulled, and Mr. ’Coon pulled, and 
they pulled, and pulled, and pulled, but 
they couldn’t get that branch away.

‘‘Dear me, what’s the trouble?”
They turned around, and there stood 

Mr. 'Possum.
‘‘Oh, Mr. ’Possum!” said Mr. ’Coon, 

‘‘this branch has fallen right in front 
of Mr. Squirrel’s door, and we can’t 
get it away. ”

‘‘I’ll help, too,” said Mr. ’Possum.
"So. Mr. Squirrel pulled, and Mr. Rab

bit pulled, and Mr. ’Coon pulled, and 
Mr. ’Possum pulled, and they pulled, 
and pulled, and pulled so hard that the 
branch gave way, but it knocked them 
all over backward. Well, Mr. Squirrel 
picked himself up, and Mr. Rabbit 
picked himself up, and Mr. ’Coon 
picked himself up, but Mr. ’Possum was 
so fat he couldn’t get up. The others 
stood around and laughed at him; then 
they all helped him up.

Mr. Squirrel invited them all into the 
house, and Mrs. Squirrel gave them the 
best nut pudding with chestnut sauce 
that they had even eaten. Mr. and 
Mrs. Squirrel and the little squirrels 
thanked Mr. Rabbit, and Mr. ’Coon, 
and Mr. ’Possum again and again for 
helping to move the branch; and when 
their visitors left, the entire squirrel 
family stood on the porch to wave 
good-by to them.—By Julia Johnson in 
St. Nicholas Magazine.

THE SUMMER BATTLE
The tender vegetables cry,

‘1 Alas! alas! what do we spy?
Armies of weeds ôur ranks assail,
Our courage is of no avail!”
Sir Beet so brave is faint of heart,
E ’en stout Old Squash may gi ve a start 
When tough Lord Burdock joins the 

throng
And*tall Sir Mullein strides along.
‘1 Help! Help!” they call in voices loud, 
‘‘Some ally join us ’gainst this crowd! ” 
And at the cry there coineth, loi 
The Man, the great Man with the Hoe! 
Now turns the tide of battle quick, 
The weeds fly fast and dare not stick, 
As all join in the charge so grand;
The cantaloupes now have some sand, 
Tile merry corn its tassel waves,
And says, ‘‘We never shall be slaves”; 
And every little radish red,
Jumps up and dances in its bed.

St. Nicholas Magazine

NO WAVES FOR FATHER
A young mother who still considers 

marcel waves the most fashionable way 
of dressing the hair, was at work on 
the job.

The precocious child was crouched on 
its father’s lap, the baby fingers now 
and then sliding over papa’s smooth 
and glossy pate.

‘‘No waves for you, father,” re
marked the little one. ‘‘YouYe all 
beach. ”


