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SPINDRIFT

January, 1955

(Continued from Page 1)

birds departing, in fact we were rather
pleased, especially when we beheld young
nestlings up aloft, some squatting in a
nest with necks outstretched, while some
others, of an older family, sat on pro-
jecting sticks, having the appearance
of skinny penguins.

Upon coming closer to the trees, our
faces fell, for not on any of them did the
slightest hand or foothold stand out for
a distance of 25 feet and if photos were
to be obtained, there would be a lot of
tough arm and leg work for someone.*
After some pointed, though friendly re-
marks, the Rev. Crowther decided to
tackle the job.

Putting the fishing line carefully into
his pocket, then poking a stick into his
belt to let the line down, he started the
upward journey, accompanied by a run-
ning fire of chaff as to his appearance
and the matter of evolution; but the
doughty Rector sent down as good as he
got.

Soon the voung sitting Herons feeling
the tree shake, “laid down a heavy bar-

rage,” the climbing student of theology
rapidly assuming the appearance of a
miller, Bill and I dodging off to safety
every now and then—no joke, I'll tell you,
gazing upwards.

After a very hard and plucky climb.
Mr. Crowther reached his first tiny hand-
hold, then I directed his upward course
until he was able to reach a small branch
for a breather.

Continuing the struggle he neared a
point just under the nest, the two young
birds teetering back and forth afraid to
fly, but, the spectacle of a crawling,
strange creature, so close to their tails
proved too much. Each gave a couple of
awkward flaps to reach another tree 20
feet away, there to perch on a small limb
of another nest containing five fledglings,
all cuddling down with upraised beaks,
as though enquiring as to the cause of
all the commotion.

Scrambling to a small fork, his rever-
ence prepared to settle down for business
making himself as comfortable as possible.
The fishing line was lowered, he shouted
instructions telling us what to send up
in a bag, the short lengths of line now
proving their worth for cameras and art-
icles not needed at once had to be hooked
to branches.

Weather conditions were rapidly chang-
ing, the sun going in with the sky be-
coming a leaden canopy; not a pleasant
prospect for good photography. The cam-
eraman got into action with a half plate,
also taking some snaps with a 2x2”, whilst
we on the ground took a couple of pictures
of the climber and nests from the ground.

Then the rain started and the rev-
erend gentleman on the tree top was not
so happy as he thought of the coming
greasy descent. He packed all the differ-
ent articles in the bag and lowered it to
us. Then it was he showed great resource
for a short length of rope was converted
into a safety belt and helped considerably
to impede a too-rapid descent.

All went happily and after a very
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garden path. But not for long.

A second sandwich was going the way
of the first when he re-appeared, a little
out-of-breath. Without a word, he sat
down beside her, drew a jar of milk out
of a large brown paper bag, unscrewed
the lid and drank thoroughly. In his hand
went again, coming out this time with a
sandwich that looked very much like
peanut butter and he munched in a hun-
gry sort of way.

There’s something about partaking of
food with another person that accom-
plishes what no amount of words can do.
I[n the silence that was growing more
companionable by the minute, she re-
garded him over an egg with onion. Her
eyes softened as she broke her cookie
onto her lap, and the corners of her mouth
were beginning to curve as her finger
poked the last crumb in.

“My name is Susan” she said at last.

“I'm Brian ... You know something,
Susan? I've seen a snake.”

“That’s nothing. There’s snakes all
around here all the time. They’re good
for the garden and they sleep in the sun
down the beach-path . .. But we had a
dog and a cat once, twice, and I know
someone who had a white mouse, and

'daddy knows someone who had a big
(turtle and they kept it tied to a tree
‘through a hole in its shell.” -

Brian swallowed a rock cookie complete.

“Well,” between mouthfuls, “I'm going
to tell you something, Susan, I had a real
lion once and it wasn’t in a cage either.
Tt just came in and out through the door.”

Susan smiled happily. She was only
five. But she had found a friend, while
mother listened through the open door.

strenuous 70 minutes of “Tarzan” stuff
the plucky Rector was once more on terra
firma.

A number of large Heron feathers
found on the ground, were taken as souv-
enirs and then the back trail was started
over the now slippery rocks. The detours
threugh the thick wet brush were not so
enjoyable, but finally after a very arduous
afternoon we landed back at camp in time
for supper, a very wet and bedraggled
trio.

That night the films were developed
and great was our joy to find them O.K.
and a permament record of our adventure.

It was an experience none of us would
have missed, making one more memory
to be tucked away.
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You Can Receive
QuaLity DaIRY ProbucTs
AT NO EXTRA COST

FOR DAILY SERVICE!
Call

NORTHWESTERN CREAMERY Ltd.
— 3-T147 —

IDEAL MEAT MARKET

702 JOHNSON ST.

4-4187

"Where Service and Quality Count”

SurPLIED THROUGH
WHITTAKER’S STORE
Phone 9-4390
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SHELL
FURNACE AND STOVE

OIL

Delivered by Metered Trucks
SIDNEY FREIGHT SERVICE

Sidney 135 PHONES

Keating 7-R
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McMORRAN’S

Building Supply - Cement

and Tile
Agents for—

BAPCO PRODUCTS and
DYROID ROOFING
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DORMAN’S

. ON DOUGLAS

YOUR MEN'S CLOTHING STORE

S &P

Poultry Feeds
GIVE BEST RESULTS!

SCOTT & PEDEN

The Garden Headquarters

Cormorant St.

4-7181
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INSURANCE

All Classes

RITHET CONSOLIDATED

LTD.

REAL ESTATE — MORTGAGES

760 Fort St.

2-4251
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GORDON HEAD SERVICE
STATION AND GARAGE

Complete Automotive Service

Accessories and
Towing Service

MEL DENNSTEDT

Shelbourne at Ruby Road

7-1512
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