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pathetic as usual in the dile

others. We squeezed in, anyhogvlmns "
Jonkheer Brederode, who 8at on ;l::cept
to tell the driver how to go, hi -
Pulled over his eyes, as if {t v;er g
Ing with rain, instead of beip tl: sk
brilliant moonlight night; lm.dagl‘lbee w15t
all our laps at once. ! ik

Hendrik and Toon sleep on “Mascotte”
and  ‘“Waterspin,”” and they we;
board, true to duty, though it thl'e on
been anythi g ) oy had

ything but Dutchmen, they would
probably have sneaked elyly off to th
Kermess. They are not the sort olpe:
sons who show surprise at anythin
(Nell says that if the motor burst ulE
ler He“d‘”“ﬁ's nose, he would simply rup
t with a piece of cotton waste—his nose
)r‘the motor; it would not matter
Wh“’h_‘fnd g0 on with what he hag
yeen -dmng before); so no time was lost
and in ten minutes, we were off, ﬁndiné
ur way by the clear moonlight, as
asily as if it had been day.

We had not gone far, when I spied
inother motor-boat, larger than ours,
ut not.so smart, in harbor, and I
tared with all my eyes, trying to make
yut her name, ‘for she had not been there
vhen we came in; but ‘‘Mascotte’” flew
y like a bird—much faster than she
ver goes by day, in the water-trafic,
nd I could not see it.

Everything was much too exciting for
s to wish to sleep, though had we
topped quietly in the hotel, we ghould
ave been in bed before this. Jonk~
eer Brederode advised us to go below,
s the air was chilly on the water, and
uch a wind had come up that it blew
way two cushicns from our deck-chairs.
Jut we would mot be persuaded.

Out of the narrow canal we slid, into
. wide expanse of water, cold as liquid
teel under the moon, and tossed into
ittle sharp-edged waves which sent
‘Mascotte”’ rolling from side te side,
o choppily that I was glad to get in
o the next canal, even narrower than
he first, such a mere slip of water that
ows on shore, vague, shadowy, shapes,
uffed clouds of clover-sweet breath in
ur faces as we leaned toward them
‘'om the deck.

The windows of little thatched cot-
ages seemed to look straight into our
wbin windows, like curiously glinting,
akeful eyes; and Jonkheer Brederode
vid that, by daylight when the canal
as crowded with barges and lighters, it
eeded almost as much skill and patience
> steer through it, as to guide 8
otor-car through Piccadilly in the
pight of the season.

It took bribery and corruption, I'm
fraid, to get the sluice gates opened
r us in the middle of the night; and
onkheer Brederode had his Club flag
ying, in Case any one proved obstinate.
ut no one did, so perhaps—as people
re supposed to be quite the opposite of
leir real selves in disposition, if waked
iddenly—Frisians are weak and yleld-
g if roused in the night.

It was wonderful to see the moonlight
ding into dawn, over the canal, and
e gentle, indistinct landscape, and I
ished that Mr. van Buren could have
en with us, as I am sure it was the
nd of thing which would have &ppeﬂled
. his heart—especially if Freule Menela
ore not with him, to hold him down
 earth.
Morning was clear in the sky when
» came to Groningen, and we were not
the least tired, though we had pot
en tried to doze. At a nice hotel,
lled by the old name of the “Seven
i were Jonkheer Bredel‘ode
for us to stop & night it
r plans had not bees Suddenlly
anged, there was a telegram for Nle'
Mr. van Buren, amnd said,
rs to spend
Answer,

ovinces,"’
d arranged

was from
‘an I bring fiancee and siste
day with you at Utrecht ?
ybert van B., Scheveningen.”’
0f course, one word costs less than
and is therefore wiser to use in &
egram. Besides, she is his fE&ﬂCOe-
It‘ it looked so irrevocable, staring uwP
ym the paper, that [ felt more SOTTY
him than ever. [ was a little €x
ed, too, as Nell was wiring back
‘eg, delighted,’” and adding Hle. date
expected to arrive 'at
still, as I write

o

which we
recht. I am excited
; ule

s: for I have the idea that F[‘;:ren
nela was angry with Mr. van 4
{ime with us, an

- gpending so much
him—or SOme

1t she wants to punish
dy else.
(To be continued.)
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Germany’s Pigs—and
Others.

gditor “The Farmer's Advocate’’:

The Germans are badly off for pigs.
puring the period of the war, pig breed-
ing—which was improving rapidly before
jt—‘hﬂ\sgone quit,e toe the wall. At ordi-
n. times, in Germany, there are 26,-
000,000 pigs, but at the moment that
gumber gbands at just half, but if there
were mere the difficulty would be in feed-
ing them. Everything in the way e!
food stocks has gone up in price, and
pork 1is! exceedingly dear. It has ad-
vanced one to two marks per kilo in
price in many towns since the war
‘started. Having regard to the fact that
pork is ome of the staple foods of the
Germapn people, this increase in cost must
hit them very hard. In such towns as
Hamburg, Mannheim, Stettin, Berlin,
and Chemnitz, the advanced prices have
reached their highest point.

«“Trench fever’’ among the British army
is to-day receiving much attention from
the medical guthorities. The pig lies at
the bottom of it; and German pig, too !
Trench fever is really paratyphoid fever,
and the bacilli of it are often found in
pig meat, and especially German pork.
The German soldiery being much addict-
ed to such food, even when it is not of
the best quality and above suspicion,
takes in, thuswise, paratyphoid bacillus
en masse. Their trenches, consejuently,
are laden with these bacilli, and when
our soldiers take possession of them they
incidentally pick up the paratyphoid
bacillus. But, thank goodness, trench
fever i8 not common, gnd the ‘‘death
rate”’ is a small one among those men

affected. Soldiers are now being vacci-
nated with both typhoid and paraty-
phoid vaccine as a safeguard against

the diseases.

With all this in mind, I could hardly
repress a smile when in London the
other day and heard Professor Halibur-
ton, of the Institute of Hygiene, declare
that the pig gave better human food
than any other farm animal. He gdded
that a pound of bacon yielded more
nutriment than a pound of beefsteak,
which was, he averred, mostly, water
after all | The pig was the easiest kind
of flesh food to prepare for the market.
That is true, because it is the easiest to
feed, and in return also repays its pat-
rons by its prolificacy.

G. T. BURROWS.
London, England.

A French Schoolef Horti-
culture.

Editor ‘“The Farmer’'s Advocate'’:

The mention of Versailles brings to
one’s mind the Palace of the Kings, sur-
rounded by the famous gardens which are
crowded with memories of the period
when lavish extravagance, flattery and
Irivolity reigned with the last three
Louis before the clash of the Revolu-
tion. It is not of the Chateau gardens
that T intend to write, but of the nearby
gardens of the Ecole Nationale «d'Horti-
Culture de Versailles.

In the early days of our journey from
Paris to the Mediterranean. we tramped
through a market garden district into
Versailles, and among other things de-
livered our letter of introduction to the
Director of the School. Later, when we
again arrived at the appointed hour, a
huge door in the wall opened by means
of a compressed-air ball worked in the
conciergerie, and we walked into a dark
driveway, where, from the light of the
big court beyond, we could see a door
on our right. The concierge and his
wite asked us to enter their room where
we left our haversacks; then we were
Conducted into the courtyard where we
Passed on to a second man, who led us
to the head gardener.

We crossed through a hall and descend-
ed into a large square walled-in garden
where we saw the students at work; they
appeared to be youths between the ages
of school and conscription.

Try to picture an old English ;
garden, with fruit trees trained to high
brick walls, next to the wall a Wwide
border with g path that tollowed it, and

kitchen

the central beds cut into squares and
oblongs, and you will have the setting
for the picture of the youths who were
working there.

On one of the borders we saw a Eroup
of lads bending over a trench, and dig-
gilg i, g liberal dressing of manure.

while the calcarious soil stuck to their
wooden shoes; the latter they may now
have exchanged for soldier's boots, ani

pPossibly some of them are resting in

other trenches beside their now idle

shovels.

Here in Versailles they were using
g

shovels for trenching where an English-
man would use a spade, and the ground
appeared to be almost too wet to work;
but at this time not only lower Paris
and the rivers, but the newspapers seemed
to be overflowing with floods, so when
would the soil have a chance to dry ?

We walked beside the gardener and
noted the dwarf apple trees grown as
single and double cordons, while op the
walls they were tied up with osier
withes, and trained in the usual shapes,
such as espaliers, fans, and toasting-
forks; space was economized by alternat-
ing a fan-shaped tree with one having a
narrow apex and a wide bottom, so that
none of the wall was left bare.

It was the middle of November, and
the first leaves had not yet fallen; some
of the boys were picking off diseased
leaves to burn. The gardener told us
that they used a substance called Rosinal
as a fungicide. It smelled of carbolic.

As we! passed various trees, the gar-
dener pointed out that peaches growing
on walls did fairly well, but the climate
was too cold for apricots, which did not
do as well as the peaches.

The borders were edged with various
herbaceous perennials, such as ochives,
thrift and iris, while some edgings were
of clipped box. Many of the hardy
perennial roses were in flower; also wall-
flowers and pansies.

In a corner of the garden was g pyra-
mid pear tree, which, we were told, was
seventy years old.

The neighborhood of Versailles being
about ten miles south-west of Paris, is
naturally devoted to market gardening,
and here 'we saw winter vegetables of
root' and leaf type; spinach, salsify,
scorzonera, and also an assortment of
salads, including chicory and corn salad.

Salads of every description, from water-
cress to wild dandelion, form an essen-
tial part of the French daily menu. The
leaves are served with oil and vinegar;
olive o0il seems to be a necessity, while
butter is a luxury, which, if you ask for,
you may be rated as able to pay for it.
The frugal French will have no need to
learn economy, they practiced it long be-
fore the war, and in this country of
small holdings they find goat’s milk
(and in some parts the milk of, sheep)
is more economical to produce than that
of cows.

The demand for salad necessitates big
crops of it in various forms, and per-
haps it will not be out of place here to
give the ingredients of the genuine French
salad dressing.

Before we left our hotel for the gar-
dens, Francois demonstrated the art of
salad-making while he waited upon us.
On the table there was a bowl of leaves
with a wooden spoon and fork. Francois
put pepper, salt and vinegar into the
and mixed it with the fork; this
he tipped oper the leaves and added a
spoonful of olive oil. Next, the waiter

turned the salad over and over until it
condiments;

spoon

was well covered with the
times garlic is added, and even the
blanched leaves of celery. This method
of makiog salad mever varied in any of
the fifty-odd hotels or cafes where we
chanced to stay, whether in the north or
the south of France.

To return to the gardens. In a green-
of the students were attack-
ith sponges.

some

house a few :
ing mealy bugs (or thrips) w I
We looked around the house, which ap-
peared to Dbe more experimental .Lhan
ornamental, and after we had finished
here we returned to the puildings. Here
through passages to the front

we went )
inside the street

rooms, which were built

wall.
We descended stone steps

passage-like rooms

into a series
of long lit by win-
looking on to the street. The
addition to the usual iron
with wire netting.

dows
windows, in
bars, were covered : :
On our right were ghelves, eight in num-
her, and they were made of slats, (.ml_\.
instead of the glats being one _hmwm
they were in steps, gallery fashion, 8O
that the back slat was the highest.

The slats were a little wider than the
glat were arranged

-uits each
truits, and on . e
pears; they looke

rows of apples and

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

Of course, you can

buy cheaper teas, but

is undoubtedly the most economical and what
appears to be ‘cheap’ in price will prove to be
extravagant in use. The fresh young leaves of
“Salada” will yield you generous value for
your money. B115

CALDWELL'S
Raise Calves Without Milk

Caldwell’s Calf Meal enables you to sell your whole milk, yet raise
as good or better calves. Tests prove it without an equal for “‘vealing-
up’’ purposes.

ALDWELL’S
Calf Meal

is rich in protein, and furnishes a complete substitute for whole milk.
Analysis shows Protein 19 to 20%, Fat 7 to 8%, Fibre §%. The high
quality ingredients as guaranteed to the Government are: Linseed, Wheat,
Qat, Corn, Locust Bean, Pea and Molasses Meal in correct proportions

to ensure best results.
Caldwell’'s Calf Meal is a big money-maker for users, and has the

recommendation of leading stockmen. rite for free booklet.

The Caldwell Feed & Cereal Company, Lid., Dundas, Ont.

STANDARD FEEDS

JOINT AYRSHIRE BREEDERS' SALE

To be held at 10 a.m.

Thursday, Dec. 16,1915

At the Canadian Pacific East End Stock Yards, Montreal, about

0 Head of Ayrshires

From the celebrated herds of the Hon. Senator Owens, Montebello, Que.;
W. F. Kay, M.P., Phillipsburg, Que., and the Vaudreuil Dairy and Stock
Farm, Limited, Vaudreuil Station, Que., will be offered for sale at auction.

Every animal will be registered in the Canadian National Records, and
transfer and certificate of health will be delivered to each purchaser.

- ANDREW PHILIPS, Auctioneer.
Catalogue may be had from the Secretary,

A. E. D. HOLDEN
Room 805, McGill Building 211 McGill St., Montreal

made of carefully selected fabrics—woven to
order and chosen for their wear-resisting
qualities. They are })(’rf(‘ct fitting—made in
all sizes—being made for the oversize man as

11 as the average man.
e Tl‘wy are made to fit men and boys of all

sizes, and to give perfect sntisf:;clion or .m()nc{
refunded. If you are over wen.:h,t or size as
your Dealer for the ‘’Big Deacon " shirt.

DEACON SHIRT COMPANY
BELLEVILLE - CANADA 1

Established 1854

The flour of three generations—
the flour that has made the same
delicious and tempting bread and
pastry for 60 years. You shoulc’i'
use it—it is “‘always the naml;.“
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