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I'HE FARMER'™S ADVOCATE.

on» of the banks of this brook lay a log suppose that is the reason I received a
laid there many summers. lotter from a nice little girl.

which has

Something that day made me go over to I think 1 will write about the birds’
examine it, and I am very glad 1 did. nests that we have found this year. At
Alongside of this log. on the gl'mmd, was school, there was a little bird that tried
a small pile of finely-ground sawdust. to build her nest around the school for
Half-way up the log was a newly-made three years. The first and second years
slit, and in this slit a number of little she built it on a little stick in the sheds.

ants were hard at work gnawing ofl the That year a boy robbed ‘the nest: and the

wood, filling their mouths with this saw- next year the mice rifled it. This year
dust, and emptying it on the pile be- she is building it in a little stable that
neath. They have been working for over is close by. The young birds are out,
a week now and have not finished. How and I hope that the prood may be all
patient these little creatures must. be ! raised. I think the bird is a phocbe.

I think that Puck and the Beavers will I"arther down the road there is a little

agree with me, and say that these little grass bird’s nests The nest is ngear a
creatures are wood ants. little bunch of golden rod. The wee
Wishing the Club success for ever. birdies are just getting their feathers

home from school we pass by
a swallow’s
chiefly made

On the way

1. WINIFRED COLWELL (age 13).
fence rail in which there is

Brookville Station, St. John Co., N. B. a

nest. The nest seems to be
of feathers; the eggs are very white, and
Dear Puck and Beavers,—We have taken we can almost see through them. The
““The Farmer’s Advocate’' for almost 20  old swallows sit on a stick nearby.
years, and like it fine. I live on a farm At home there was a pair of robins
about a mile and a half from New Dun- that built their nest in a large maple.
dee This is a small village of about The young ones are flying now, as the

A Tiger Hunt.

five hundred inhabitants, of whoi quite other morning there was one ol the little
a few are retired farmers Quite a few ones sitting on the veraiada railing One
of the business men owil automobiles, and of the old birds cawe up with sowme food
also some of the farmers nearby. throe tinnes He seenied to cough it down
We call our farm Locust Grove, be- into the young bird’s throat 1t staved
cause there are so many locust trees in there quite a while, and atfter a \\hll-‘- 1t
our yard Some of them are over one flew olfl. 1 think that the old birds will
hundred ycars old. have another brood as 1vois ecarly vet in
| noticed that everylhing was 5o much the season
earlicr this yeal than other ycars We Noear the creek which runs throuch our
lhad roses in bloom 1In My 1 have a place a nttle bhird has built its nest e
carden of my own 1n which 1 have plant- nest sects as if a hole were made in the
ed pea and beans cround, bhecause it is alniost indistinguist-
Last summer, while T was staying with — able.
a friend of mine for a lew days, we took A pair of blue jays  have built thier
4 walk throueh the school _\;ll‘d one after- nest in o post at the cid of a lane 1o
noon I noticed that cach scholar had LWoO yedars now, and we hope they  wil
a tlower and veertable garden of his o1 build 1t again When iy mother was a
her own loach scholar made his or her little girl, and when she used to wo fon
owlin o lra 1o L sweet  peas to grow the cows, there Were 1 pair of blin
on. I will close, wl hinw the Beaver robins built their nest in the top rail ot
Circle ©¥ eSS a fence.  The same hittle birds huilt thes
AALINDA TN AN\ age 13) nests in the same rail Tor nany 1
- it 1 1 must close, hoping to receinve o pi
and thanking yonoin advane
MARGERY FIRRASI
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FOUNDED 1866
I have been a silent reader of the inter
esting letters sent by the Beavers. My
father takes “'The IFarmer’s Advocate,

and each time he stops, it seems he must
start again, as he likes it so well.
I am going to tell you about my home

It is situated in a place called the Beaver

or Cuckoo Valley, a mile from the smauall
village of Kimberley. About a mile and
three-quarters back of our farm, up on

top of the mountain, or rather hill, lies
lake half a mile from
to the other. Picnickers frequently
come here, as it seems peculiar for a l,lk;.
to be away up there. On entering the
valley from the south, you see a road
through it, then up
view at tne other
hills and rocks,
through the
meadows till it is hidden by
distance. One of our X
stations, Flesherton, is situated about ten
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Beaver Valley might well be the home of

to Kimberley

on

those who are not blind to the beauty
which is ours. )

We have a fine new school in Kimber-
ley, and in one room is a flag made by
the pupils, and on the flag are inscrihv;l
the words kimberley Public School,
‘Exevlsior.’ “Ixcelsior’” (ever upward)
is our motto Besides the flag, the
scholars have pins with the letters K. P
S. on them. ‘T'he colors of the flag and
pins are blue and white.

1 have written a lengthy letter, so must
close, wishing the Circle every success for
the future.

ODESSA WALTER (Class 1V., Sr.)

Kimberley, Ont.

This is a very well-written letter,
Odessa.

Dear I'uck and Beavers,—1 wrote a let-
ter before, but did not see it in print,
but I hope to see this one in print.

The robins have built a nest in our
hedge (written June 3rd). They started
four weeks ago, and they hnvol it built
and four little birds in it. The birds are
not able to fly yet, but I think they
soon will be .

We have a little colt, which will be four

weeks old next Sunday. It likes to be
patted under the chin, and when you do
that it will bite at your sleeve.

At school we study about wild flowers,
insects and the little animals. One
morning the teacher brought over some
water in a glass. In this water were
some little wrigglers, as the teacher called
them She said we could watch them,
and sce what they turned to. One morn-
ing she called me up and told me to look
in the glass In the glass there were
some mosquitoes, so that is what they
turned into We also have some poll):r
wogs We are watching them turn. One

has dropped off its tail and has two hind
LORENE FREEBORNLE
(Age 11, IV.)

legs.,

('lass

Beaver Circle Notes.

Please, Beavers, do not forget to tell
your class at school when writing us
If vou have junior and senior classes in
vour school, kindly write “ATxe 0 pr U
as the case might be

Don't you think the letters to-day &
greal improvement on some that we \hil\"
had I'hat is what [ like to see. Lot
oir motto he, over l[r\\ul'(l'”

Particularly good letters, in point ot
fboth “‘matter and manner,”” are those of
the  following Winifred Colwell, Ma
linda Hallman, I'ecarl D’ounder, Margery
I'raser,  Odessa Walter. We have M‘H‘I
ecach a prize bhook, either cloth-hound ot
paper-bound, according to the merits of
the letter

[.orene Freehorne might easily have won
A prize also 1f she had written a little
more about the wrigglers and pollywogs

Iiv the way, only one essay )m; bheen
roeotvod on the suboecet, I'he Story ol a
Caterpillar Beavers, Beavers, can t you
do tetter than this \iter all our study
abiott ins cts last summer, too ! [ really

ik <one of our older members should

L able 1o write something worth while

I am coine to eive vou a week longer,
mtil July Sth l.et us hear

f t

catl thoueht reduced to practice. be-

act azlitt




