THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.
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It is a homely old stanza current
among bee folk that :

‘““A swarm of bees in May
Is worth a load of hay ;
A swarm of bees in June
Is worth a silver spoon ;
But a swarm in July
Is not worth a fly."”

A swarm in May is indeed a treasure;
it is, like an April baby, sure to thrive,
and will very likely itself send out a
swarm a month or two later; but a
swarm in July is not to be despised; it
will store no clover or linden honey for
the ‘‘grand seignior and ths ladies of his
seraglio,”” but plenty of the rank and
wholesome poor man’'s nectar, the sun-
tanned product of the plebeian buckwheat.
Buckwheat honey is the black sheep
in the white flock, but there is spirit
and character in it. 1t lays hold of the
taste in no equivocal manner, especially
when at a winter breakfast it meets its
fellow, the russet buckwheat cake.
Bread with honey to cover it from the
samne stalk is double good lortune. It
is not black., either, but nut-brown, and
belongs to the same class of' goods as
Herrick’s

““Nut-brown mirth and russet wit.""

How the bees love it, and they bring
the delicious odor of the blooming plant
to the hive with them, so that in the
moist warm twilight the apiary is re-
dolent with the perfume of buckwheat.

Yet evidently it is not the perfume of
any flower that attracts the bees ; they
pay no attention to the sweet-scented
lilac, or to heliotrope, but work upon
sumach, silk weed and the hateful snap-
dragon. In September they are hard
pressed, and do well if they pick up
enough sweet to pay the running ex-
penses of their establishment. The
purple asters and the golden rod are
about all that are left to them.

A Letter from England.

Our old friend, H. A. B. sends us the
following interesting letter from a
correspondent in llertfordshire, England,
who, with many others in his neighbor-
hood, has seldomn been without soldier
guests ever since the beginning of the
war

Watford, Herts,
Friday, April 30th, 19153

Dear Mrs. B.,—The two soldiers we had
with us are now in Flanders right in the
thick of the fighting. The 7th City of
J.ondon Territorial regiment left here
early in March. The men did not have
much notice before leaving and our two
were disappointed, for they fully ex-
pected 5 days' leave before starting.
Watford was all astir when they left and
gave them a good send-off, although the
departure took place at nrrduight. L.oo
and I were out, and it was 8 a.m. be-
fore we returned home The next day
the town was very quiet, for, with the
exception of a few men left to settle
up at the various orderly rooms, all the
soldiers had gone, and as there were
some thousands of them you can im-
agine how they were missed The shop-
keepers had never had such times. The
watchmakers and jewellers were the most
remarkably busy, making brooches and
pins of the buttons and badges of the
various regiments One man told me
he had made some hundreds the week 1
met him, and expected to be at work
night and day until the men left Men
and women alike wore these pins—of
course, they were not the real buttons
in all cases or no soldier would have
any left. but would have had to go to
the front buttonless There were only
a few days of quiet, and then more
soldiers began to arrive, and now the




