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A Myriad Host.

ted with red or brown or black; in
every nest. As it was now the mid-
dle of June and these birds begin to
lay on the 6th; averaging year by
year. Did we? No. Almost every
egg had been stolen. Instead of finding
four thousand five hundred eggs, allow-
ing each nesting bird a full set of
three, we found not more than fifty
gully’ eggs on the entire island. Red
man, white man, crow; all had daily
visited this lonely island and taken-
of the harvest of fresh eggs.

#* We, therefore, turned our attention
to the few birds that were nesting.
On the summit of an excrement stain-
ed cliff one watchful female stood over
her eggs. By daily adding a rock to
a pile we finally got the camera close
enough to connect the discharge line.
None of these birds approach the
visitor, nor do they defend the eggs
nor even the young. In the next
picture we show you the typical
position of the nesting female and her
timorous guardian male, another nest-
ing female just popped her head up as
Fritz cried exultantly “We got them
that time.” Now imagine this posi-
tion. Here we were in the very heart
of the breeding grounds, on the best
island. We had yet many days to
stay; but so persistently was the is-
land robbed (the crows could be seen
at all times sitting near the nests, just
waiting until hunger or alarm drove
the female off, then the greedy bird
flew down and pecked a hole in every
egg or; if in a hurry, drove its bill
into the large end of the egg, tipped
its head back and flew away with the
egg impalled upon its bill) that 1
asked the lad “Do you think we will
have to be nature fakirs and collect
an egg from three nests for a picture
of a full set” Imagine this occuring
on the far off Gulf of Georgia, in the
Southern Pacific. Bestir yourselves all
ve men that have the love of the
Virds in your hearts. I tell you that
in all my .years of work; in all parts
of this continent; all or nearly all of
the mests I have seen were fully or
partly robbed.

Well, we finally found the nest
pictured. It had the full clutch; three.
Just a grass and weed circle and three
egos that matched as well as do the
Juttons on my lady's tailor made.
Where are the other ~four thousand
four hundred and fifty eggs? Look
and T will show you a few of them
in this Indian's basket. He was of
the Coast Indians. the Salish. of the
village  of  the Sliammons. Iis fore
fathers had for generations gathered
‘he eggs, why not he? Any day it
was possible to scan the heights and
e some active klootehman; with her
laby hanging by a hair, so it seemed
1o us, from the roughly knotted shawl
that hung over her shoulder. Up and
down the broken ledges, where even

a careful, unladen boy took watchful
glance at the friable edge that led .to
death on the fallen, crushed boulders
below, along the narrow nesting shelves
these lithe mothers with their young
went, with never an inch to turn in,
forward they must go, and all for a
few strong, red yolked, harsh tasting
gulls’ eggs. I am speaking of the
white man’s taste. These tribes eat
these when they are partialty incubat-

ed.

Everywhere we went broken egg
shells proclaimed the bird robbers. At
one shell-fish formed beach, where
the tides of centuries had thrown' up
a connecting neck between the two
great steppes, we saw a party of
Indians at breakfast. All the men
were away for the salmon fishing. Here
were just the women folks and the
youngsters. Gulls’ eggs, raw sea
urchins, cod fish boiled; exactly as it
came out of the water and some flap-
jacks of the most untearable ~consis-
tancy—as we saw a babe try to tear
a bit off for a young crow they had
captured. Another captured crow lay
dead in the lap of another widely
staring youngster—mayhaps a bit had
been torn off for it. This party soon
crept into the big war canoe, put up the
tattered sail and scudded away over

Fritz coralling young gulls.
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EVERY QUALITY BED IS SOLD UPON HONOR .

and every Quality Bed is the pest that trained artisans, intelligently
directed, can produce; with a full measure of conscience wrought
into the beautiful, finished Quality craftsmanship. No slipshod
methods are tolerated in the Quality plant. Nothing is ever good
enough, unless perfect. Quality Beds are put together to stay.
Quality Beds never rattle nor wobble. Quality joints never work

B Qualigrﬁeds

are sold with the privilege of trial for thirty days. At the end of
that time, if you don’t agree that you never had as good a bed, the
dealer takes it back and the incident is closed. Further—if at the
end of five years your Quality Bed hasn’t stood firmly, withous
flinching, you simply ask for your money—and get it. This agree=
ment is plainly covered by the Quality Guarantee Ticket, attached
to all Quality Beds, brass or enamel. Just say on a postcard, “Send
me ‘Bedtime’'” and we’ll mail free, the handsomest bed catalog
you've ever seen. Write now. . > 26

Quality

d by the best Bakers
and Chterers everywhere a'so by Chefs in the
large hotels and oa Dining Cars, Steamships,
Steamboats. etc. =

It is wise to use food products that are
produced in clean factories.

E. We. GILLETT CO. LTD,s .
TORONTO, ONT.

Get Your Summer Suit
FROM US BY MAIL

and get more style better cloth and better fit than you can get from
your local tailor at any price. This is not mere talk. We guarantee
absolutely to do what we claim or refund your money without

question.

The 2 Maecs is the largest establishment in Canada, confinin

itself exclusively to Men's and Boys' Apparel, We can supply a

your personal wants by mail better than you can buy them in your

own town.

We do business on such an immense scale that we can afford to

employ the most expert London and New york cilters,

~

Try one order, If you're not satisfied, say so, and we'll refund
—

your money, .

P
FREE. Send for our illustrated catalogue, [tcontainsover 100

pages of everything men and boys wear.

Cloth Samples and Measurement Blanks free on request

Ask your local Member of Parliament about




