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And Nature,the old nurse

Took the child upon her knee
Saying: "Mere ie a storybook

Thy Father hae written for thell

"Come, wander with mgfshe said
"Into reglons yet untroad;
And read what 1is still unresd

In the manuscripts of God".

And he wandered away snd sway
Tith ature the dear old nurse,
Who s=2ng to him night a2nd day
The rhymes of the Universe.

And whenever the way seemed long,
@r hls heart began to faill,

She would eing = more monoefful song,
Or tell a more mervellous tale.

-mme==~ HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW
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Grendad and the Duck Hunters.

Grandad was quite a boy. One morning I waslhelping him
get his cows in. Grandma was getting an early breakfast
because it was the first day of duck shooting and Grandad
was taking me with him out to the blg slough on the North East
forty. We had just got the cows to the barn when a big grey
car came up to the gate, a man jumped out and threw the gate open
Eersl crnckne s o maliol 1bkewine Balt wayt =R apedn dhdiesD |
roared through,barely missing i@e éwinging gate.

A large man sat behind the wheel. He had a beefy red face mkx
wlith chops that rolled over his coat collar. Two other men were x
in back and I could just see the ears of a dog. The guy that
had opened the gate was sort of lean and grey with a hard face
~ 1like our local banker. The car-everyone in 1it,shrieked of
money. I° Just happened to notice that the ligence plate was
from another province when the beefy faced chap started talking.

"Say 0ld Man, they tell us in toen that there's lots of
ducks out on your slough, how d'y get there ?"

Now I've known Grandad long enough to know that most folks
8tlll take him for fifty although he is almost seventy and he 1is
not one to like being calleq "0l1é Man" in the tone Beefy'Face
used. I expected an explosion. When Grandsd gets mad he uses
very correct language and his eyes get a frosty bluelthat makes
your back bone twlch. This tlme, although he did get a bit red -
in the fac?jGrandad Just nodded and pointed out another gate to
the North East.

"Yes, there's ducks out there. Just go through that gate
and drive out that trail, you'll find the slough all right."

Then Grandad useg that tone of voice I always know
there 1s some hellery afoot. Grandad is guite a boy !



2, Grandad and the Duck Hunters.

The car started with a roar but Grandad's yell checked them
before they had got goling.

"You'd better leave the car on that clear patch of short grass.

You'll see it out there, it “leaves some bushes between you
and the slough.""

"But Grandad--; " The look he gave me 'froze anything else
I was golng to say and with a "Be seeing you Grandpop,” Zkex
from the driver of the car they roared off. The guy with the
face like money got out and opened the other gate throwing
it wide and Jjumped in the moving car not even stopplng to
shut the gate.

"Go shut the gates, Bub. " Grandad was looking thoughtfully
after the car ags 1t faded from view in the early morning light.
I wae mad as all get out because I knew the shooting we'd
planned wag 8ll off and we would have no dgcks‘for Grendma's
family gathering come Thanksglving. I hatgwshutting gates that
someone else has left open. I got madde; and madder but when
I got back to the barn Grandad was milking the roan cow and
whistling‘what sounded llke church music to me. I have known
Grandad long enough to know that when he whisles those tunes
some devilment 1s afoot. He was whistling a tune like that when
he hid the cat in Grandmale washer carly one Monday, morning .
When Grandma opened the washer the cat gave a screech and made
a dash for the neareet window. It was'nt open but the cat was an
old Tom snd heavy with years ﬁat llke Grandad,agile for his
age. The wlndow became permanently open till Grandma made
Grandad gof to town for a plece of glass . Grandma says
there L8 times when he 1s more plaguc than a boy.

But my duck huntlng was spolled. At breakfast we could
hear bang. bang. bang. away off and each report seemed to

be louder than the one before. It wase golng to be a



Grandad snd the Duck Hunters.

lovely September day too; EEE radlio weaiher broadcast was
forlclear with moderate temperature.

After breakfast Grandad said, "Bub, you can take the little
tractor over to Ben Henderson's for those fence posts and
try and get back by dark, Euppef time 1f you can. I'm going
to take the big tractor out oﬁ the other farm and help your Dad."

' Ben Henderson's place was twenty miles away.He 1g a good
friend of ours and his boys znd I always have a good time. They
have a couple of sisters too but I8n not much for girls, at least
not one of them.

A1l the way to Henderson's I kept wondering about Grandad
whistling thsat tune. I knew Dad needéd help too but the fence pmas
posts could have walted and we could have gone elsewhere to
hunt ducks. Blacklies had a slough about two miles away and a goodA
barley fleld that hadnot been plowed jm#t nearby; but 1t was not
as good ae Grandad's slough with bushes al; round the edge. Why
did he tell them to park thelr car on that short grasg----? Oh,
oh, I began to see daylight and I could'nt get to Henderson's and
bagk quick enough. The Henderson boyse, Dave and Carl, wanted me
to stay all afternoon, something I would have done at any
other time. Today I had ideas and wanted to see what came of
them. Muriel, the girl I liked better than the sister I did'nt
like, was mad when I would'nt stay. I did'nt care , I wanted to
get back to Grandeds and see what he wag up to. It was about five
o'clock when I got home énd Grandma came and opened the gate
when she hemrd the tractor.

"Your Grandad came in about hslf an hour asgo and went off
with those duck hunters, you'd better go out to the slomgh

and see whit they are mpxxzex dolng. Your Grandad looked like

he did the day the granary doorslammed shut on the Parson



Grandad =2nd the Duck Hunters.

end knocked him into the chop bin."Grendma's eyes have a

way of twinkling when she thinks there 1s something stirring
afoot, and I lost no time in followlng her advlce.

VOne of my hunches was correct anyhow. The duck hunters were
stil]/l/there :n¢ I thought I could guese why . With the tractor in
high gear I bounced off up the trail to the slough. Sure
enough, there was culte a congregation round that grassy spot.
Did I say grassy spot ? It had been a grassy spot early that
morning, now 1t looked as if four mad bulls had staged a
figh£ all over it. The blg grey car was there ag was a blg towing
truckfrom the town garage. The car lookéd kind of tired and lazy,
like one of Grandad's big fat steers when 1t lles down. It was
down bn in the grass to where the running boards should be.:

Only this model nad no running boa:é, it was one of the classy
kind that 1s all closed in, ruaning boasdée and all.The tow
truck with a fifty foot chain between 1t and the car was down

at the rear. It reminded me of a big fat ground hog I once

saw half out of his hole sunning himself.

Grandad and the garage man were looking at the four ducx
hﬁnters. The fellow with the face 1llke a five cent plece had
lodt hls coat somewhere. Beefy Fage had his off too, his shirt
was all torn over one blg fat shoulder.l got a good look at
the other two. They looked kind of migerable as well. One had
hie panté leg torn from cdff to knee snd the other had torn

his hunting coat and one suspender end was hanging way down khEreal

beneath 1t at thgrbaék.The dog, a nice black retriebver, was the

only happy , one ofjphe bunch. He lay out on what little grass
Tonaas  fohns .
was left and"I could swear he winked at me.



'I left the tractor running and walked over to where the
men stood. Beefy Face spoke up.

"Hey, kid hitch your dractor on ahead of that truck
and see what you can do !." '

I looked at Gfandad. He shook his head and said, "Ho, Bub
you'd bettef go on back to the harn and bring us some hay.
Hitch the rack behind the trsctor;" ‘

“ﬁhy, you old fool,"yells Beefy Face, "what are you going to
do with hay, give 1t to us to eat or something 2" - I could
see Grandad was getting mad so I beat it 6ff to get the My
as he told me.

When I got back Ed Brown, the garageman znd Grandad had
unhooked the chain from the car and had it on the fron'end of
the truck. Thejymotioned me to leave the rack at one side and
hitch the tractor to the truck. It was'nt much of a pull to get
the truck clear as I was on hard ground-but I could'nt see
how they were going to get the car free. The ground near-the

car was too soft even for the tractor wlth the grass all broken n

up. Beefy Face must have been the owner of the car because as soon

‘as we got theg truck out he started to yell at me to come

hitch on to the car. But Grandad Just shook his head; The
fat faced owner nearly exploded.

"You old goat, the kid coﬁld get us out easy as easy with
the tractor!®

Grandad doesht like nzmes like that and I could see his

eyes narrow ablt but he did'nt say anythlng.

The car had run onto that greasy spot all right but we all x
knew round here how‘treacheroué it wase, It mﬁst have had two,

three feet of spongy alkall soll underneath a thin létr of



Grandad and the Duck Hunters.

of sod. The big car héd just‘naturally settled down-and
prepared to walt while the hunters were away sghooting.

Grandad went ovef to the rack and brought a forkfgll
of hay and spread it behlnd thezrea each rear_wheil of the car.
I carried more and we made a path all the way back to where the
truck had been stuck, Then Grandad told one of the hunters
to hook the chsin on the rear of thelr car, They looked at
one another and the chap with the hard face gingerly picked up
the muddy chain and made i1t fast to the rear bumper. Just as
he turned around he stumbled over the retriever who had come to’
explore what was being done. The man almed a viclous klck at
the dog who gave a yelp and retreated out of danger.l could see
Grandad's Jaw harden a bit more. *

With the chaln stretched to the limlt I wheceled the tractor
round snd we hooked on. As I backed up Grandad spread some more
hay under the tractor wheels and Ed Brown spread some ahead of me.
I let in the clutch and thought we were not going to make 1t.
Buf-things held and the big car rolled up on the hay..The four
hunters did'nt even try to push, Beefy Facé got in the car, startéd
the motor and backed »ux the rest of the way turning ocut
quickly enough to pass the dug=outs made by the truck.Then
he got out and came over io Grﬁndad.

"What do we owe you for this work . Don't make 1t too much
because me you told us to come here and how were we to know
_ the ground was soft ?”‘

. Grandad strok.ed his chin for a few moments. He sort of
hummed a l;ttle tune under his breath. It sounded like hymnj

music to me again and I sure figured someone was going to get

1t plenty.



Te Grandad and the Duck Hunters.

"Lets see what ducks you have ." The garageman pricked up his
ears at this and came over.If there ls anything Ed Brown likes
better than roast duck 1t is more roast duck.

One of the back seat fellows opened up the trunk and we
counted twelve fine mallards. Grandad 1looked thoughtful.

"Let me see. You left two yard gates open this morning,
that should be a duck aplece. You called me an old fool and an
old goat, that should be another two ducks. And youl -XXERERKX
turning to "banker face',"kicked an innofensive dog. That should
be four ducks ." Before anyone could stop him Grandad reached
in and pulled all twelve ducks out on the ground.

"What about you Ed,"tﬁrﬁlng to the garageman. "¥ou've
spent quite a bit of ybur time here."

Ed spoke up, "I guess five dollars will fix that up
and=--=-"Before he could get the rest of the sentenée finlshed
Beefy face had stuffed a five spot lnto hls hand. Ed sort of
looked wonderingly at it, "and those other four ducks'. "“he
finished the sentence in shocked silence.

Then one of the hunters let out a yell, "You can't do
that to us ! Those are our ducks .| "

"Oh," said Grandad, "Ithought this was my property
and you certalnly shot these ducks on my slough. I don' t
remember you asking permission to shoot any ducks this morning.
You'd better get going before we change our minds, and
remember the gates this time-- for other folks as well.
Grandad's eyes were that frosty blue and the men did'ht have
a word to say. They gathered up thelr gear and got in the
car, calling the dog. I heard a muffled yelp es they started

away and I Just bet that one of those meanies kicked the dog

agaln,
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Grendad looked ;at Ed and they both grinned. Then they went

off to the yard 1ln the truck and I followed with the tractor and
rack. As I got into the yard I saw the car start down the highway

in a cloud of dust and then it looked as though a coat was

thrown out of one of the rear windows. I grinned and guessed

one of those fellows @rid dld not want to take a muddy coat home.
As I was putting the tractor in the shed a black retrlever

came limping round the corner. He looked as 1f he had tumbled from

semewhere but he sort of winked at me as I stooped to pet

him.

-

Grandma had her duck dinner after all. She ond §randad
asked the Hendersons and we sure cleaned up on those ducks. I
hed a great thme showing Dmve and Carl the black retriever.
I thought I'd call him Ban too but we'd found we had to

find a girls name for her. I guess I'll call her Murlel. 4
/

/
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A Little Person That I Know.

I know a 1little girl that lives out of town,

A very little girl with hair of curlybrown.

Her eyes I cant describe them,but think that they are dark;
Her flashing smile in unwary guile can seldom miss its mark.

This fine little girl with figure so straight ,
Is seldom seen around in houre that are late.

But one thing remember at the back of your head ,
Many of those hours are not spent in her bed.

No,she'saditerror with a pen ,and every now and then,

Stopping not to guestien Harry, Bill?or Ben

SHe will compile a little verse that may prove an awrul curse,
To an elder sisters beau,who has & thought he's not so worse.

There is not one that she misses she gets them all in time;
While mutterings deep and bitter,

Never even seem to hit her;

Bhe just laughs and grabs her pen to start anether rhyme.

%it this I'1l1l have you know

at though time moves very slow,

It will catch her at the gate in an hour thats very late,

Saying "good night" to some chap that she thinks is"rather great "
And oh wont it just be fun to remind her that when all's done,

Her very perfect squire

Is a very perfect liar;

And just another ©brother to Charlie ?Stewart? and John.

But to this little girl,vhose sunshine and whose smile

Has made many a winters evening seem a very pleasant while;
I send the wish that I, for one,will never spoil her fun.

And with this I will suppose its' time my poem should close
If poem you would consider the above when done.

Gouirgrates
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g, “verey TEVe notv as yé?‘&&nﬂ“'b, this Gonrentlon do request them

to do Bo at the earliest opportunlty.

COST OF EDUCATION

RESOLUTION NOe 54

That when families with many school age children live in dwellings that
cannot be sufficiently taxed for school purposes, the Provincial Government
should subsidize their education.

QUALIFICATIONS OF SCHOOL TRUSTEES

RESOLUTION NO. 55 ( (ad
That School Trusteea should have the same qualifications for election
ag Oouncillors (Sube.Sec.?, Seetion 177, Public School Ast).

CARE OF INDIGENTS

>»

RESOLUTION NO. 56

That the Provinsial Government enter into negotiations with the sister
Provineial Governmente on the matter of indigents and in the event of their
not being able to came to a satiasfactory arrangement, our Provincial Governe
ment shall assume the whole responsibilitye o/
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