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near-by village. They have had sixteen children, of whom
fourteen are living in excelient health, four boys and ten
girls, the oldest 20 years, and the youngest two years.
Then there were the old people— Father Brian, lively
at 87, whose forefuthers have been helding the farm La
Boule for one hundred and seventy years; the Guittney
brothers, farmers at Metite-Masure from futher to som,
for a hundred and fifty years; the Recoquillies, who re-
tain at La Caillauderie the frechokl estabilished by their
ancestors o hundrod and seventy years ago; FPather Ger-
main Francheteau, so merry despite s 73 years, who las
heen for 534 veuars chiel herdsman al Bols Rouard chtean.
At the banquet. which was to hiave heen presided over
Ly Kené Baziu, ol the Acaddmie Praveaise, the lost pro-
pused a toast which, to Jemi Clair-Guyot who quoted it,
Lad almost o “patriarelal savor.” The Marguis explained
to his hearers how he and the Marquise had wanted first of
all to give the Beilverts a party not only hecause they had

-been honored by the Académic Franeaise, but also hecause

they were farmoers of the highest ivpe, havrd-working, clever,
and goed Christians, Then there were the Recoguillies,
the Driands and the Guitineys, hoe explained, who had been
for a hundred and fifty veos inoa very close union with
his Comily e to suel o point, i fact, that it seemed Lo hum
there was Dby this 1ttme readly only one large family, in
which each member understood very elearvly his respousihili-
tics to all the others. Then titwere was Hne old Father
Briand, born right here, who had heen one of the main
facters i the prosperity of Bois Rouard. Ife had worked
hard all his Tite. and. in the prescace of his ehildren and
grandchildren, it was gocd to henor such a
to the community.

“To-day is ne more than o caonliition of
I rememher ane day alter the death of wmy uncle, Connt
Juigne, how 1 was going over the properiy with old Father

life of serviee
Tu conclusion, he said:
vesterday.

“Gouard whom vou all knew so wellD and he turnad to me

suddenly and said: * Mow phul the old Count would he to
sce how you are keeping evervthiue up.’  An expression
which carries well the theughi of thay ne old man who in
his heart menut ¢ Nething has heea I have
dene all T could that wothine mickt he upset heve. and
this fawmily heritage of which T om veally the trastee will
be transmitted iutact with all i< responsibiiities and com-
munal duties fo iy sou. wha would be wiih ns te-day were
Lie not al sea You lave all
helped me inowmy job, may vour ehildren help my son In
his.”

That such an almost anbeliovally fendal state of affars
in present-day France conld oxist to the mutaal satisfaction
af evervone comes 13 1 shock to various writers commenting
upon it. To the wriler in L Hhestiviion howoever, 1t does
not seom €o stranee, for he coneludes-

tinset heye.”

fulfitling: his duty as a sailor.

Family pride, love for the Tnnd- Lwo virtees which ave
fortunaicely not =0 rare 1 Fraivee ae people thinli, 1t s
by filelity to these great traditions thal there is perpetu-
ated doawn throngh suecessive generations the power and
vitalily of a race.

In another part of ¥rance, family pride avd love for
the land appears to have reached its climax as [ar as dirt
farmers are concerned. A family was discoverced. of whom
it was actually claimed that they had heen working the
suto land for more than a thousand vears! In 523 Alfred
the Great had recently dicd, the Norsenwens were rawdiug
Rome, and Louis the Bhind, a descendanl tn ihe {ourth
generation from Charlemuzne, was Romwan Fanperor awml
King of the Yranks. writers point ont that a
family with such a record as real dirt farmers, constifule
the true aristocracy of ¥rance, sud actually antedates most
of the reyul houses of Murope, past or present, including
Bourhons, Plantaganets, Stuarts, Hobenzollerns, Remaneffs,
and Hapsburgs. )

However that may be, something much more illustra-
tive of the real thing to most people happened recently up
near the Belpian border in the provinee of Nord., Madame
Degrocte, a little old lady living at Cassel, was astounded
to learn on her hirthdax that she had jusl heen made a
Chevalier of the Legion of Hanor. So far as she knew, she
had done nothing unusual—just run a big farm a1l her
life, and raise a family of hoys and girls. Why, then, the
Cross of the Legion? Here is the citation: :

French

“The Widow Degroote, an agriculturalist of Cassel,
Nord, aged to-day seveniy-four years, is the mother of
tourteen children, of whom f#ive died for France. All her
surviving sons are farmers. While they were with the
colors, she ran the farm all by herself, up to 1919. It was
not till then that she retired to one of the mest unnssy ming
houses of Cassel, after having given more than sixiy ycaré
of her life to agricnliure.”

The same writer we have quoted before, journeyed up
ta Cassel lo see this eld lady. There she was sitting al the
front window, watching the corner of the street where the
most people went by, “Bolt upright in her Llack LOWH
trimmed with ‘crépe, one bit of color at the breast being
the ribbon of the order of Excellence in Agriculture, Ma-
dame Degroote answered my questions in her p:ltois,"’ EHAYS
the writer. She was a little bewildered, but with the aid
of a much-elated danghter, she satisfied the curiosity of the
gentleman from Paris. She apologised for not WeAring
her Cross of the Legion of Honor, so he could see how fine
it looked, but you see it had not yet been sent. She was
ruther excited this particular afterncon because she hal
Inst received a letter of congratulation from a fine young
British officer who had been billeted with Ler during the
war,  Kventually she was brought to talk zbout hersel!,
and the “Gentleman from Paris” learned that it was net-
nally “back in eighteen seveniy-four” that she and her
voung husband started running the “Hamerovek” farm,
as they call it in that prevince. When her lmshand dicd
in 1912 there were eleven husky boys and two girle {o help
mother earry on. The writer continues:

With the older children, she continned to ron the farm,
whose thirtv-five acres were produeing splendidly., But in
1914, at the declaration of war, Madame Degroote suddenly
found herself almost alone. Ten of her sons and her son-
m-law went off to Then there happened on  the
CThamerovel” Farm what was to be seen almost everywhere
else 10 Prance,  The women toiled desperately hard to keep
their whole life’s work from poing to picces. Up to the
spring of 1618 it was simply a hard task, kept up without a
sign of weakening. and in defiance of fate’s most terrible
hows.  Four hoys were killed on the ficld of battle, and a
fifth suffered his life away on the farm where he had been
Lrought back mertally wounded. In April, 1018, the situa-
tion was suddenly menaced with more actual dangers.  The
formidable German drive for the North Sea ports Lronght
encmy  troops up to the very base of Mount Nemmel!
(Mount Kemmel is still vividly remembered by = «real many
Americans.) What difference did that make to Mother
Degroote?  She and her daughters went on working nnder
shell-fire. A year later, in 1919, her six lving sons were
demobilized, and the old lady farmer decided to take some
rest at last.  She was seveniy vears old, so her voungest
son, (aston, teok over the ruming of the home tarm, while
the four other bovs started on varicus other farms.

That was all there was (o say, and as the interviewer
left, Mother Degroote moved her chair back to ihe front
windew again, and her twinkling eyes peered through the
tace curtains out to the “four square yards of street where
the world goes by’ The fact that appears to have im-
pressed the interviewer most. of all as he walked back
through the quaint little streets of Cassel was this:

Madame Degroote does not understand, and prabahly
never will understand, just how Franee has enme to give
her that little red ribban. To her a Knight of the Legion
of Honor is some great man in civil life who has dene fine
higz things for the Republic. Or it is a soldier who in war
has fought very bravely for his country. But that the
President of France would thus decorate an old ludy just
from the farm, merely hecause she has tilled the soil hard
for move than sixty years, and did not stop even for the
German cannon-—-that she smilingly refuses to belicve. No,
no. She is very proud of the great honor that has come
to her, but she understands that is really a decoration, in
the person of their old Mama, of five brave hoys who died
in battle.—The Literary Digest,
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Both given the knock-out by *NO-RUBBING?’ Laudry

‘Help—hard work and disease bacteria concealed in sojled
clothing. 1t’s hygienie.
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COAL MERCHANT.
LICENSED CARRIER.

J. CUMMIN

All kinds of Coal, aiso Coke and Firewood in stock.
Gorner of Mills and North Aven Roads, Richinond, Cristchurch.
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