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0F COUNTRY'LIFE,
Residence of a Toronto Millionaire
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i of Qakvlle, his gold for this peace. Witbin automobile distanstands one of of the city a large, roarnîng house goes up. Wistates in the grounds surround it. Another city man has b
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Df Mr. Ryrie's country home is an in-
[dent in the career of a
rise from beinp, a huimhle

aDout mne country as do niost city men.
time be discovered it in England; in

Kent, where are, situated'so many of England's
finest country houses. He decided to haveý a coun-
try house, as w~ell as a town bouse, after the ad-
mirable custom of Fnglish gentlemen.

Though one of the first citizens of Toronto, Mr.
Ryrie is, perhaps, flot as welI known to the general
reading public as others of prominience in the
Qucen City. This is because of his distinct aversion
to personal publicity in the newspapers. Writing
of this modest trait of Mr. Ryrie's, reminds me
of a little incident which occurred several months
ago. I arn not sure whether he bas heard the story<or not, but, I am certain Mr. Ryrie, witb lis quiet
sense of humour, will appreciate the joke on him-
self. A Toronto paper, renowned for its weekly
slashitng attacks on frenzied -financiers,' undertook
one week to vary it 's programme with a eulogy to
Mr. Ryrie's qualities of citizenship. But the un-
discrimiînating newsboys, crying as usual the
paper's features throughout the street, yelled, "AIl
about James Ryrie miflionaire swindler-P"

In bis-offices at Ryrie Bros. great emporium on
Yonge Street, in Toronto, I saw Mr. Ryrie, the
other day. I saw a quick, agile, grey-haired, littie
man sitting at a rosewood desk, in an office pantelled
with glass. He Iooked like an advertisement of
neatness in bis suit of ligbt fiannels. There was a
touch of nature and sentimnent ini the carnation be
wore in bis buttonhole. A perfectly groomed band,
ornate with a, single little sparkler, slipped out of a
white cuif and wrote witb a gold pen. He laid
down the pen, looked up. I was cofiscious of a
pair of keen eyes, a well-trimmed pointed beard.
A suave pleasant voice was saying, briskly: "You
want to see my place at Oakville. I arn going to
let you write it up if you tbink it worth wbile.
Perbaps you think I arn courting publicity. Indeed,
I ar n ot I But, in this case, I want to encourage
city business men to go in for country lîfe. If rny
poor example will be of any service to otber busi-
nless men to enjoy more of our naturai heritage,
I give my assent to your describing my place."

ce A few days later, as I was driving along an oiled
de road approadiing Mr. Ryrîe's estate, I wondered
e- bow in the world it would be possible to stage a

dainty, dapper, little man lilce Mr. Ryrie on a farm.
of Suddenly, frorn the side of tbe road, I heard aani voice call out, "Hello, tbere 1" I turned, and there
:le was Mr. James Ryrie.-transformed. An old grey
at cap was pulled down over bis eyes, bis trousers
uil were woefully baggy; I don't tbink the tan boots

be wore had been in the hands of a
Greek for ages. He carried a lawn

rake in bis hand.
"Just been fixing up about tbe place

a little," he said.
Mr. Ryrie's estate at Oakville corn-
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