
if; am) T H E G R A I N GROWERS’ GUIDE July 28, 1915
«4^

USE

BLUE RIBBON Young Canada Club
BY DIXIE PATTON

r

END Your Daughters to

T. ALBAN’S COLLEGE
ASKATCHEWAN

Prince Albert

Leading Girls' School in Western Canada. Excellent results 
in Departmental, University, Music and Art Examinations

Piiaclpal: WsiJ VIRTUE rrenMnt THE LORO lltHOP if MSUTCHEWiN

Fully QuullSud ind Es- 
perlenced Staff

Modern Languîmes, Mu- 
rIc, Hinging and Elocu
tion Hpeclaltlut. Kinder
garten department under 
trained mlatreee. Excel
lent Rltuatlon. Bracing 
climate. H pedal atten
tion given to health and 
the need* of delicate arid 
growing girla carefully 
considered. Good grounds 

tennis court and ifcat- 
, lng rink. Hteam heat 

and electric light. Per
fect sanitary arrange - 

• ment*. Hchool re opens 
Heptemlier 8. 

Write for Free pectus.

ADVCRTISINO Is ths foundation sf all suoesssful enterprleee. If your advertlee- 
msnt appeared In these pspss It would be reed by ever 34,000 prospective buyers. 
Petrenlie eur edw ertleere—advert lee yourself—end we will ell be suoeeeeful.

Ço-operation
"“THIS is the age of co-op- 

A erative buying. Send us 
your addréss and let us 
tell you how to buy by 
this plan. The Flour that

Dab b alwalla 8°°d-
CapoctiM
300 Bamit ECHO MILLING COMPANY 

GLADSTONE. MAN.

*

; i

GOLD DROP Î
HUNGARIANS

24* LBS.

Y

•lie Me. 30

Preserves Can’t Burn or Boil Over in
The IDEAL Combination Steam 

Cooker and Baker
Thr "Ideel" way is the only satisfactory and easy way to 
(preserve. This wonderful Invention—that saves women many 
hours of Imrd work every day makes preserving and rooking 

of all kinds a real pleasure. When preserving with It, 
all the delirious, natural flavors of fruits are retained — 
nothing ran burn, boll over, dry up or evaporate 
And you ran rook an entire dinner over Just one burner, 
wrth wood. coal, oil or gas as a fuel.
Save yourself the weary drudgery of ordinary rooking, 
by using the “Ideal.'’
The "Ideal" steam and tireless cookers manufactured by

The Toledo Cooker Co. Toledo, Ohio.
Write for catalogue, prices and Information as to what 
Winnipeg people think of the "Ideal."
LOUIS McLAIN, ase Prince»» St_ Winnie 

Agent» wanted In every town

ALBERTA FARMERS!

Cream Wanted /wca,*oni— ■—■■■■■■■■■ arrival

SHIP TO CALGARY
P* P ALLES EM, Calgary Central Creamery, ||I 2074, Calgary, Alta

Write for full 
particulars

WHAT IS NATURE’S FAVORITE 
COLOR? *

Not counting green, of course, she 
splashes it all over everywhere, what 
color does nature like best in making 
plants? Put down the names of all 

"the wild flowers you know, or, better 
still, collect and press a sample of as 
many as are still to be had and put 
down the names of the rest, and see if 
you can come to any conclusion as "to 
which color Mother N'atSïe herself pre
fers above all others.

Let us see, to begin at I lie very .be
ginning, there is the crocus, u pretty 
purplish blue, followed by the butter
cup which is yellow and the violet 
which is blue and the three flowered 
aven 'which is red, and so on and on 
and on.

When you have found out, or think 
you have found out, which color is used 
most often, write and tell me about it, 
and 1 will publish the best of the let 
ters and I should be glad also to see 
the flowers which you press, if you care 
to send them to me.

DIXIE PATTON

ROBIN REDBREAST
You remember, my dears, what I told 

you about the wooing of Miss Rose Red
breast. Jion’t you I I know you haven’t 
forgotten how Mr. Robin asked Miss 
Rose to leave her apple tree and help 
him build a nest in the big oak.

Of course you haven’t forgotten. And 
now don’t you want to hear how Rose 
and Robin.built that nest? Would you 
like to have a story about the Red
breast babies ?

You see, Rose ami Robin were very 
industrious "birds. Yes, “industrious” 
is a big word. It is just another way, 
however, of saying they worked hard 
and carefully.

And they did, too, from the very first. 
They were eager to get their nest built 
during the pleasant spring days before 
the hot summer began. Ho Robin and 
Mistress Rose—I call her Mistress now 
because she is married—searched all 
over Molly’s farm for little bits of 
twine and for pieces of straw to put 
into the nest.

You would have been so surprised to 
see how brave Mistress Rose grew after 
she was married. When Robin met her 
she was a shy little bird. But, dear me, 
now that she had a husband she grew 
almost bold. Sometimes, really, truly 
ladies act the same way after they are 
married.

I’m almost afraid you will think this 
isn’t true, but honestly, one day Rose 
actually pecked at the hairs in the mane 
of old Bill, the plow horse. She knew 
that horse’s hair makes nests strong 
and firm.

Old Bill felt the (fulling at his mane, 
lie turned his head quickly. Away flew 
Mistress Rose, hut she had three long 
strands of hair in her mouth.

At last the nest was finished. Rose 
and Robin hail made it round and cozy 
and had fastened it across the branch 
of the oak tree, in just the way your 
hammock swings. When the roses had 
just begun to blossom Robin found Mrs. 
Rose sitting very quietly on her nest. 
She said she dùln "t want to leave. After 
Robin had begged very hard, Mistress 
Rose flew a little distance away.

See, Robin,” she said, " look in the 
nest and see what I have laid for you.”

My gracious, what do you suppose 
was there? Three smooth little blue 
eggs!

Robin was delighted. He twittered 
and sang and flew about in circles. He 
was so happy lie could not keep still. 
For days after the eggs were laid, M is 
tress Rose stayed at home. She said 
she wanted to sit on the eggs and keep 
them warm. If she left home, they 
would get cold and that would never do.

Robin missed his wife a great deal. 
But he didn’t forget her. He used to 
bring her nice, fat worms, and bits of 
bread, and good seeds to eat.

As 1 told you, Mistress Rose hail 
-stayed quietly on her nest for days and 
days. So, of course, when Robin left 
her this particular morning to get the 
breakfast he had no idea that anything 
exciting would happen.

But, my dears, he had barely reached 
Jjie cornfield, when Mistress Rose felt

the eggs moving about under her. Up 
she jumped. Well, of all things! The 
shells were cracking! Mistress Rose 
wasn’t worried, tho. She went straight 
to the eggs and picked at the cracks.

Oh! One of the eggs popped wide 
open! And, niy precious children, the 
most wonderful thing happened. Out 
erawjed a cunning little baby Red 
breast!

Soon the other tvVo'eggs burst. From 
each one there came a small bird. At 
first they were rather still. Poor little 
fellows, they were in a strange world.

It wasn't long before they began to 
open their mouths and ask for food. 
Robin, who was now in the potato patch 
éatHig bugs from the vines, heard their 
loud chirping, heard them call “Cheep, 
cheep.” (juickly Robin flew up to his 
oak tree. There were his brand-new 
babies!

You would have expected a father to 
have been proud of three fine children. 
You would have expected Robin to sing 
joyfully when he first saw his babies. 
But, my dears, he didn’t at all. He 
merely said:
“Humph, three more mouths to 

„ feed.’ ’
“Yes,” said Mistress Rose, “they are 

a noisy crowd, too.” She peeked at 
their beaks to make them hush.

Baby birds are not pretty at first. 
Do you think they are f Their bodies 
are so small and their heads and their 
mouths are so big. And what an appe
tite they always have!

Mistress Rose set about getting her 
brood their meals, ft kept her busy, 
too, finding enough for such a hungry 
family.

When they got a little older she be 
gan to teach her children to fly. She 
would hop a few feet away from the 
nest and beg the babies to come out to 
her. Sometimes, if they were timid and 
afraid to try, she would hold a big, 
juicy worm in her beak and coaxingly 

- say:
“Come, children. Spread your wings. 

Flap them like 1 do. (juick. The first 
one here can have this worm for lunch.”

The little Redbreasts easily learned to 
fly. One at a time, Mistress Rose would 
guide them down from the oak tree to 
the grass. There she would show them 
how to poke their bills into the earth 
and find a bug or two. After a rain, 
there were many worms on the damp 
lawn.

You must be wondering what Robin 
was doing all this time. Robin, I am 
sorry to say, had almost forgotten his 
children. He let his wife take care of 
them. Robins are not very kind 
fathers.

Nor did Mistress Rose watch over her 
•-babies long. As soon as they could tty 
and dig for food and hurry off from 
bad boys and cats, she turned her chil
dren away from the home nest.

Don’t think Mistress Rose didn’t love 
her children. Oh, she did, heaps and 
heaps. She knew, tho, that there 
wasu't enough food for so many birds 
in one place.
“You must go away and make your 

own home,” she told her birdies. The 
birdies didn’t want to go, but Robin 
and Mistress Rose flapped their wings 
and scolded. The youpg Redbreasts 
were frightened. And away they flut
tered.

Now, the summer had passed. The 
weather began to grow chilly. The 
leaves on the trees changed from green 
to red and gold.
“I think we will have to be g<.inH__

South for the winter,” said Mr. Robin, 
one blustery morning.

That afternoon Robin and Rose left 
the oak tree. When they were almost 
out of sight of their old home, they 
turned about to look once more at the 
nest where they had been so happy.

And away they flew to a lovely coun
try where the flowers bloom all the 
year, where the air is warm and the 
sunshine bright.

Do you suppose, children, you would 
like to hear about busy little Willie 
Woodpecker! Next month I shall tell 
you how he bored holes in the chestnut 
tree and made his nest way down in 
side the bark.

Bv I Men K. Essary, in The Mother’s 
Magazine.


