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(HE FIRST WHITE
WOMAN IN NORTH

Mrs. Mocdie, Wife of Fainous
R.N.W.M.P. Ofhcer, Has
Had Romantic Life.

STUDIED ESKIMO TALK

Born in Toronto, She Belongs to
Family of Exceptional
Historic Interest.

By ISABEL M. LAMBERT.
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Mounted Pulice. She was born and
educated in "oronto, and comes of
a family of very exceptional interest
or. both sides of the house.

Her futher, Mr. James Fitzgibbon
son of Co!l. Fitzgibbon, was surrogate
elerk at Osgoode Hall. Col. Fitz
gibbon is remembered as the hero of
Beaver Dam. being the officer to
whom Laura Secord carriad her
memorable warning. In later years
he was onc of the leaders of the
crown forces in the troubled times of
1837. His life has been written in
“A Veterar of 1812" by Mrs. Moody's
sister., the late Miss Mary Agnes
PFitzgibbon of Toroato. who died in
1915 and who was one of the found-
ers of the Toronto branch of the
Women’s Canadian Historical So-
eiety. The crown grant given to Col.
Fitzgibbon for his services. was prac-
tically the whole west end of To-
ronto. This land was later sold for
the prigcely sum of £80.

Mrs. Moodie’s maternal grand-
mother, Mrs. Sus.nna Strickland
Moodie, who wrote “Roughing It in
the Bush,” was one of the famous
Strickland sisters, whose quaint! and
picturgsque accounts of bush life in
Ontario are so well known. Mrs.
Trafll, another of the Strickland sis-
ters, wrote valuable studies on Can-
adfan wild flowers. Their brother,
Major Strickland, was oné of the or-
iginal settlers in 1825, of & New-
castle district, of which Peterborough
is the contre. His words in “that
year, when he first saw Lake Huron
from the spot where the town of
Goderich now stands, are typical of
the ruling motive of the whole fam-
{lv who are essentially true CAn-
adians, in the best sense. He said:
“I thought Canada—and I have never
changed my opinion—the most beau-
tiful country in the world.”

Mrs. Moodie's earliest recollections
of Toronto are interesting. Her home
was at Dovercourt, in the old Denni-
son estate. To go down town one
boarded the one-horse street car —
the pioneer of the city’s present sys-
tem. Mrs. Moody remembers the
change to a two-horse line and the
material improvement that was felt
to be. At the time -of the Fenian
raid, Mr. Fitzgibbon having died,
Mrs. Moodie’s mother was about to
be married again to Col. Brown
Chamberlain, C.M.G., Queen’s printer,
of Ottawa. All preparations for the
wedding had been made when, sud-
denly. Col. Chamberlain was recalled
to his ragiment, the cOth Rifles, by
tre advance of the Fenians. The
next week Col."Chamberlain was free
tc return to Toronto where the de-
layed wedding took place. After her
mother’'s second marriage Mrs.
Moodie went to England to live with
her aunts, the Strickland sisters.

Went West in 1879

T was there she met, and later,
in L.oondon. married Major
Moodie. They emigrated to Can-
ada. goning to a farm in Manitoba
jn 1879. -The railway at that time
had not been completed to Winni-
peg.’ so the journey was made by
boat to Duluth and thence by train
to Winnireg.

In 1885 Major Moodie was grant-
ed a commission in the Mounted Po-
lice from which splendid force he
only retired two years ago. Major
Moodie’s achievements are too well
known to need any recital here, and
his name is a household word in
Western Ceonada. Beginning with
Calgary thcre is no rolice post of any
frrortance where Major and Mrs.
Aoody have not lived, except Prince
Aihert.

in 1904, when her husband was
gent in command of the governmert’s
Arctic expedition, Mrs. Moodie went
witn the expedition. Tha “Arctie,”
formeriy the *‘Gausse,” in which a
Geirman expedition had been made,
had bez=a brought, refitted, rechrist-
ennd by trhe Conadian government
anda in it the party s ‘led for the
north. ‘'Y'he winter was spent in the
s Arctiz? enclosed in the lce fields
Instend of finding this time tedious.
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Mrs. Moodis is an unusually ctev
and talented woman, painting in wa-
ter colors, doing exquisite embroid-
ery, and wood carving, which latter
art she has taught her sons. Wkeile
stationed a: Battleford she began the
study of photography. by experiment-
ing with pictures of Indians, and has
attainad a proficiency in this art
far above the usual plane of ama-
teur work. and her collection of
photozraphs of the KEskimos is un-
cqualed.

One Eskimo woman, taught Eng-

A copy of
Moodie's photographic 'studies
e Eskimos is in the possession
of the Canadian government. In
1912, wher the major was sent to
Dawson City Mrs. Moodie made yet
another trip to the north, coming out
in 1914, Mwjo. Moodie following the
next year. .

Since retiring from the force, Ma-
jor and Mrs. Moodie have been liv-
ing on their ranch on the Swift
Current Creek,  Sask.,, where they
have a beautiful home in the fertile
valley of the Swift Current creek.
Encircled by high hills and trees,
their garden has.a fine collection of
fruits and flowers.

DUNSANY’S PUTTEES
ORD DUNSANY, whose fantastic
play “If” is to be seen at the
Ambassadors’ Theatre, London, is
the author of many plays and stories.
Lord Dunsany fought in the Boer
War and also in the European War.
He was wounded in Dublin during the
Sinn Fein Easter rebellion. It is
said that when the Sinn Feiners dis-
covered who he was, their respect
for his laerary work was so great
that the man who shot him
apologized!

Lord Dunsany is a thorough Bo-
hemian so far as clothes are con-
cerned, and during the war gained
the reputation of.  being unable to
wear his puttees correctly.

One day, after an inspection by the
brigadier, his brother officers chaffed
him about his untidiness, and one of
them said: “I hear the brigadier
strafed you about your puttees!”

“Oh, no, he didn’t,” Lord Dun-
sany replied; “he apologized to me
for tripping over them!”

BARRIE KIDS HIMSELF

R. HIND tells many amusing
stories about contemporary
writers in his new book “Authors
and L” Here is one about Sir James
Barrie, the creator of Peter Pan.
Sir James is a very retiring man.
He took the chair at a literary din-
ner in London, and an article ap-
peared in the Natignal Observer
which chaffed Barrie as chairman
and made him look rather silly. The
readers of the paper resented this
descent to personalities, .and pro-
tested that the article displayed bad
taste. The editor received so many
angry letters that he was obliged o
publish a note admitting - that the
article was written by Sir James
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himself.
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The Countess ¢f Warwick and her beautiful English home.

Sir Donald MacMaster, First Canadian
To Win Fame in England, an Insurgent

Once a Leader in Revolt for Free Political Speech at McGill—
Defended Students Who Were Arrested.

~ IR DONALD MacMASTER,
S Bart., the well-known Cana-

dian who has won distinction
in Great Britain second only to Lord
Beaverbrook and Sir Hamar Green-
wood, has been in ill-health for some
time and has offered to resign his
seat in the House of Commons as
member for the Chertsey division of
Surrey. which he has held sinca 1910.
He has, however, been prevailed on
to sit until the general election,
but intends to visit Canada.

Donald MacMaster, who is an old
Ontario boy, having been born in
Williamstown in 1846, 'had an in-
teresting career in Canada before he
began to seek old country laurels. He
became known first in’ Montreal, his
home from the beginning of his
career as a lawyer, as the leader of
a group of young men of singular
force and ability who made the Uni-
versity Literary Society of McGill
the centre of widespread public in-
terest more than half a century ago.
He came to the front as a speaker of
interest and power.

Like Hamar Greenwood in Toronto
University, MacMaster was an in-
surgent at McGill The society at
that time held its meetings in the
college buildings, but political sub-
jects were excluded from debate
by regulations, and this led to a ces-
sion from the university precincts
when a public debate was announced
on the famous question: “Should Ire-
land Have Home Rule?” The debate
was held, but in the Natural History
and young Mac-
Master made a speech on that oc-
casion which attracted favorable at-
tention by its studied 'moderation of
tone and comprehensive grasp of
political principles.

He graduated in law at the head
of his class, with the Elizabeth Tor-
rance Gold Medal, and soon forged to
the front as an advocate. He always
had a faculty for attracting atten-
tion to his work. Much amusement

was caused by his defense of a dozen

of the students of McGill, belonging
to the families of the best-known
people of the city, who were arrested
for hilarious conduct one evening.
One of the students had been ar-
rested, the others had accompanied
him to police court to give bail, when
the wholc lot were taken into custody
by an enterprising policeman.

All the incidents of the trial at-
tracted riuch attention and damages
were ultimately obtained from the
city of Montreal for false arrest.

About that time young MacMaster
crossed swords with Hon. Thgomas
White, Sir John Msacdonald’s minister
of the interior, who attempted to
suppress a new organization of the
younger men interested in politics,
and on that occasion vindicated the
attitude of the new group to the tune
of great applause from the young
men and the citizens.

While still residing 1n Quebec BbMr.
MacMaster was elected a member of
the Ontario legislature for his native
county of Glengarry, serving from
1879 to 1882. After serving a couple
of terms in Toronto, he married a
daughter of Ronald Sandfield Mac-
donald, and a niece, of the former
prime minister of Ontarlo and of the
postmaster-general in Mr. Macken-
zie's government, who had also heen
lieutenant-governor of Ontario. At
the next general election for the
House of Commons of Canada Mr.
MacMaster astonished the neighbor-
hood by coming forward as Conser-
vative candidate in opposition te his
wife’s uncle and to the whole inter-
est of the Sandfield Macdonald
family. But he was successful with
the aid of an army of yougg men
who backed him and served in the
house from 1882 to 1886.

He was defeated in the general
election and retired for a time from
public life.

He made in a way a bigger mark
before he left Canada than he has
done since. He was crown prosecu-
tor in several big Canadian cases
and was arbitrator between the
Newfoundland government and the
Reid-Newfoundland Railway. He

was counsel for the U. S.° govern-
ment in the famous Gaynor and
Greene extradition enquiry and on the
subsequent appeals to the Jjudiclal
committee of the privy council. He
was president of the Montreal bar in
1904. In 1906 he made his first:
essay in British politics, being un-
successful as Unionist candidate in
the Leigh division of Lancashire,

Sir Donald’s baronetcy only dates
from the beginning of this year when
his name figured in the King’'s hohor
list. Sad to relate he has no direct
heir to succeed in the title, as his only
son was killed in France in 1915
while serving with the Cameron
Highlanders.

EXCLUSIVE CLUB

HE Athenaeum Club, in London, is

* noted for its “brainy” members
more than its social intercourse. Sir
J. M. Barrie tells a story about
reaching out for a paper one day in
the reading room when he accident-
ally collided with an old professor.

Sir James, with his usual courtesy,
humbly apologized. To his surprise,
the old gentleman gripped him
warmly by the hand, and said, with
much feeling:

“Sir, thank you for those few kind
words. I have been a member of this
club for thirty years, and you are
the first member who has ever
spoken to me.”

WHAT HE FEARED

AS might be expected, Miss Cecil

Leitch, British lady golf champion,
has a choice collection of golf stories.

One of them concerns a once fam-
ous cricketer who scorned the “an-
cient game.” One day, however, being
present on the links with a friend, he
was induced to try “just one shot.”

Strolling languidly to the tee, he
adjusted his monocle and let drive.
By some miracle the ball fell on the
edge of the green and trickled down
into the hole.

“You're down in one, sir,” shouted
the amazed caddie.

“I'm glad of that,” said the novice;
“I was afraid I might have missed
5 S

Her Obedience
ISTRESS: “Why, Bridget, what on
earth are you doing with all the
broken dishes on ghe shelf?”
Bridget: “Sure, #ium, ye told me Oi
wur to replace every one Oi broke.”

THE C@

66 T the time I jumped the coun-
Atry for journalism by way
of the London Advertiser, 1
thought the editorship of the Globe
was the height of human grandeur.
I had the Globe, and left it only with
regret that I had had it so long. I
was called the dean of Canadian
journalism; and perhaps I was. But
the experience mainly taught me the
vanity of human .ishes. Now I am
in° the ecclesiastical class; don’t
spoil this word, joe, for vanity, van-
ity, all is vanity. Life is one disil-
lusion after another. Disillusions are
great things to puild character on,
if you don’t become SO cynical that
you can't endure yourself. Not many
people may desire the character;
but it should be useful in the next
incarnation.” -
“You belleve in remcarnation?”’ I
asked Sir John, and he answered:

“How can any intelligent man know
exactly what he believes? Journal-
ism seems to have been invented to
make a man believe everything by
turns, and nothing long. But I cer-
tainly believe in the British Empire,
though I often find myself in lugu-
brious company. Sometimes 1 am
told my Empiie §s too Timesy, and
that Lord Northcliffe is hot a good
political apostle. But what do you
want me to say? Or do you really
WANT me to say anything?”’ he ask-
ed, with a touch of acid in his tone.

Ey which it may be observed that
Sir John is not effervescent with
happiness. How could he be? Dis-
1llusion may be a great tcacher, but
it can mnever be a wellspring of
gaiety. Even if knighthood is in
flower, its petals become poverty-
stricken of perfume; and, if it has
pbeen accepted nartly as a recogni-
tion of the most self-sacrificing pro-
fession in the world. it ‘becomes &l-
as commonplace to a man Aas
his nose—or as unglamorous as &n
editorship, in whick remorseless work

Sir John Willison 1is a patriotic
Canadian, blessed with knowledge,
grasp of affairs, capacity for advo-
cacy, ability to win the admiration
¢? those who work under him; and a
writing style th t has many of the
attripuies of enduring distinction,
beiug of immortel force. de |
editor of .he

I didn’t like to
wim bluntly whether he regards
Juct of the Liberal paper as,
voment for ke was in &
as he talks {reely e¢ncugh
gei; going, it was better
So 1 szid:

wrpe pubhc i3 silways interested
tha methods of an eminent pub-
weuld you ¢ that a prime
for high journalism is

ility i writing?”

ask
nis coen

he

in

vt dan’t, it 1 am auything betier
than a journeymar.” he replied quick -
ly. “1 never wrote eanily. Like most
1 sappuas, my besi work ie
wnd. 1 can Gic-
tut dictation tends

fairly well
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By Emil Longue-Beau.
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objects of the News was ‘the dif-
fusion of useful information. You
can diffuse information, but Yyou
cannot wisely diffuse your style. I
have never, claimed originality for
my writing, and I never wanted a
whole staff to conform to my pat-
tern.”

“Is that being done now?’ I
queried; but he would not be drawn.
He did say, though:

“If a newspaper man is repressed
from developing his special gift, his
chief harms him and the paper. As a
rule, it is enough for an editor of a
party paper, whose owners ere in-
ferior to himself in political per-
spicacity, to have to try to get them
to .permit him to take a big course
without trying to reduce able ol-
leagues to his own manner of saying
what they have to say. One cf the
hardest things I ever had to do was
to defend the way Kootenay coal was
exploited by friends of the institu-
tion through which I was trying to
serve public opinion. You remember
that poor old Roblin, here in Toron-
to in 1908, made a- charge against
the Globe, which caused its then
Boanerges to announce that if I cor-
roborated what Roblin said he would
resign. I couldn’t corroborate JRoblin
—very few Dpeople ever could—
Boanerges stayed. Resignations
should never be threatened.

“In running a party paper the
question continually arises how far
you can go with the party on details
of which you do not approve. Every
ill-informed and ill-natured critic
can pretend that the press, meaning
its editors, will say anything it is
paid to say. That has always been
a libel on the Canadian press, with
possibly a few exceptions. An editor
is very like a member of a govern-
ment. He has sometimes to accept
things that he doesn’t like. He knows
that life cannot be one continuous,

“Life is one disillusior.ment after

another,” said Sir Johy- o

glorious, irresponsibility of having
your own way. The other fellow may
be righter than you are. On the
News 1 did have my own way, for
a good many years, and now—"

“The News is defunct,” I inter-
rupted, perhaps unkindly.

“It is,” said Sir John; “but it
changed its name after I left it, and
it died a party paper. When Fla-
velle bought it he gave me an abso=
lutely free writing hand in the pub-
lic interest. 1 learnt more from those
years of freedom than I did in the
other places.”

“Disillusion?” I suggested.

“Oh! yes, disillusion. I tried at first
to make a Canadian Times out of a
paper that had been the favorite of
a certain class of Orangemen, Look-
ing back I wonder we did so well,
Canada is not big and compact
enough for a New World Times.
Those were the amazing days
cheap paper and the dollar subscrip-
tion. We found that @ Toronto even-
ing paper, with the ladest sporting
news, had more waste in it for the
political reader in Moose Jaw, for in-
stance, than was good for him or for
the newspaper. John Lewis, one of
my best colleagues in both the dail-
ies I edited, used to say that if Fla-
velle really wanted to do what we
hoped to do, he should have endowed
a weekly that would have been wel-
comed by people interested in public
affairs, and should have relied on in-
fluencing those who influence othersy
rather than on getting the multitude,
which you must do with a city even-
ing, with several editions. Canada
has not got a weekly that’s devoted
to public affairs. Some day we
ought to have such a journal; but I
don’t expect to make it. Though I'm
wearing pretty well, sixty-five is
sixty-five; and the London Times
and the Reconstruction Association
keep me busy., The Times has a big
appetite.”

“Is the Reconstruction
Meighenite? I said.

“In design, no; in logic of events,
yes. 1 am the president, and we
have done a great deal of useful
work—I think valuable work. It
isnt exact!ly my metier; but a man
can’t always choose his path. 1
have always tried to keep c¢':ar of
duties that rnight seem to turn
mainly on somebcdy’s financial ad-
vantage. That is why 1 have never
owned a dollar of stock in any in-
dustrial or big financial venture.
The general public doesn’t know it,
but the Industrial and Reconstruc-
tion Association was born in Quebec;
and, partially, at least, of a tear of
a war-consequence that is srarcely
cver mentioned.

“Down in Quebec, as the war drew
towards its end, there was much talk
of a drift in sentiment towards fu-
sion with the United States. One
judge, who had been a member of
parliament, declared that whereas
when he went to the bench in his
county the sentiment against repub-
licanization was as ten to one, there

Association
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that this change from federation
would be advisable. A Quebec min-
ister had expressed the same view.

“In the west, it was stated strong-
ly among the cabinet at Ottawa, a
similar tendency was more than ob-
servable. Added to that was an ap-
prehension that the war would
demonstrate our economic depend-
ence on the United States, and a fear
that a fusion would be proposed as
the only way out of our economic
burdens,

“Instead of letting things drift
away from economic independence
by making our industrial calling and
independence sure the campaign of
education was decided on, and I took
charge of it. We must preserve the
industrial position the national pol-
icy has brought about. It cannot be
done on the lines of Crerar and
Clark. The Liberal party’s lines—
well, who knows what they are? We
are driven to support the Meighen
government. So I find myself a cor-
dial member of the National Liberal-
Conservative party, hyphen and all
When an election comes I shall be
where I was in 1911."”

“A long way from 1896, and the
life of Laurier, Sir John?” I suggest-

“Oh,” said the ‘pen-knight, “can’t
I ever get away from that literary
monument to my youthful guileless-
ness? The truth is that, as 1 was
bred a Conservative, I am back to
where I belong, though, of course,
the old fashion of Conservatism—
family compact, colonial subser-
vience, and all that can no more be
held now tkan the science of phleb-
otomy can be maintained by a
twentieth century surgeon.”

“And what is thinking imperially
just now?”

“What we shall arrive at imper-
ially it is impossible to guess. But
the tendency which governs me more
and more X{the same which impelled
me to tell Laurier that if he did not
send Canadian troops to South Afvica
he would ruin the party, as well as
put Canada in a wrong light before
the world.”

‘“‘Was that the tendency?’ 1 en-
quired of Sir John, ‘‘that made you
back up Milner in his opposition to
the self-government of the old
Transvaal and Orange Free BState
when it was proposed by Campbell-
Bannerman, on Laurier's strong re-
commendation?”

Sir John looked hard at me before
replying: ‘“Perhaps it was. That
the event has proved Botha and
Smuts to be great imperial states-
men is one of those things [ am
mighty glad of, though I don’t thank
you for reminding me of the posifion
{ took fourteen years ago. Still, I do
think I know something of public
opinion in Canada.”

“Which is now—"

“It is on the move; but for the life
of me 1 can’t tell you where it is go-
ing to land. But 1 believe it will be
in a good place.”

“If it can be sufficiently disillu-
sioned ?” ;

A laugh, and “Good-day,” was all
Lord Northcliffe’'s Canadian mentor
and the president of the Reconstruc-
tion Association would vouchsafe.

The reader wili mot take too
literally the observations of leading
men - about themselves recorded by
Mr. Longue Beau, but will under-
stand that they are what the
speakers would be likely to say

was & return to the former notion.
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Countess of Warwick, Titled
Laborite, Has Lovely Old Home

The Original Easton Lodge Was Used by Queen Elizabeth and
Her Hunting Parties—The Countess Has 32 Monkey Pets
and Innumerable Dogs—T he Gardens are W onderful.

By G. OSBORNE.

F Socialism
I all classes instead of a leveling
down of the rich it might aquick-

ly become fashionable. Very pro=
gressive aristocrats are rare in Eng-
land, but there are a few. The
Countess of Warwick was one of the
first to declare herself in sympathy
with the Labor party, and recently
was invited to stand as Labor candi-
date for East Walthamstow at the
next general election. The fact that
she did not feel equal to the strain
of constantly living in London and
attending to exacting parliamentary
business, and her attachment te a
country life and home duties made
her decide to forego the candidature.

It 18 not to be wondered at that
she should wish to spend most of her
time at Easton Lodge surrounded by
beautiful country in preference to
London. The original Easton Lodge
was used by Queen Elizabeth and
her hunting parties. Huntiag the
deer in those days was not lonfined
to & few hours, the chase was pro-
longed from one day to the next. It
being impossible to return to the
starting point within the same day,
lodges were built all over the hunt-
ing districts of England, and many
of them still remain, or have “een
rebwit. . That is why the word
“lodge” occurs as part of the name
of many country mansions. The
mind conjures up all kinds of gay
scenes at the lodge on nights when
the royal hunt and reéinue dis-
mounted for refreshment and rest.
There {s nothing left now of the ori-
ginal Easton Lodge. Early In Queen
Victoria’'s reign fire destroved the
easterly half of the ‘place, which was
reconstructed. In 1918 the old
Tudor part, which was used by the
Countess and her family, was burnt.
Twenty-six rooms were lost in one
night. [t is thought that the fire
originated in Lady Warwick’s bed-
room. These twenty-six rooms were
all large, quite unlike any modern
idea of a room. It was a great loss,
not only te the owner of the man-
sion, but to the whole countryside,
for with the high cost of materials
and labor it has been impossible to
rebuild on anything like the same
scale. besides which the cost of
maintaining & mansion in these days
{s almost out of the question. It is
in these subtle ways that the Eng-
Hsh revolution is making itself seen,
if not heard.

There is somgthing invigorating
about a - socialistic countess. Of
course one never forgets that she is
a countess and entitled to the defer-
ence due to a peeress of the realm.
With a graclious smile and ner hand
extended -in welcome she walks
across the huge lounge with a bevy
of pedigree Pekingese dogs barking
their loudest. They are very jealous
of their mistress giving any atten-
tion to anyone except them. It
seems to take a long time to walk
the length of that room, but eventual-
ly tha distance is covered and the
words of salutation which have been
drowned in the noise of the canine
chorus are repeated One of the noted
beauties of English society when she
made her debut, the Countess of
Warwick still retains her charm, and
it is always pleasant to hear English
correctly spoken.

Lady Mercy Shoots Rats

HAT the countess is fond of ani-
mals is very evident from the
number that enjoy the freedom of
the place. It is doubtful if anyone
knews how many dogs there are of
various sizes and breeds. Then there
is a valuable blue Persian cat who
periodically presents a family of kit-
tens to the lodge, and it is rumored
that the kittens are never killed, but
all are allowed to grow up.

The monkeys are the pets that real-
ly receive the lion’s share of atten-
tion. The monkey house now holds
thirty-two specimens, and they have
a glorious time disporting themselves
on the swings and trapezes erected
for their exercises. Lady Warwick
personally supervises their menu, and
they have the choicest food. Usually
the greater part of the morning is
spent in attending to their wants. The
entire frontage of the monkey house
is of wired glass. Close behind this
house are the stables where some
splendid horses are kept. Lady War-
wick is unerring in her judgment of
a horse, and it’s one of the few ex-
citements that arouses the sleepy
little town of Dunmow (about three
and a half miles from Easton Lodge),
when she comes driving along the
road with a high-stepping chestnut
attached to a light buggy. She
handles the reins with great precision,
and people stand to gaze after her
smart turn-out with admiration.

The proximity of the stables to the
monkey house is rather a drawback,
because the food given to the mon-
keys, some of which @#they scatter
about the floor, is an added attraction
to the rats who always go after the
horses’ fodder. Consequently, the
number of rats is something with

hich to be reckoned. Lady War-
zick explained that rat poison could
not be put down because of the dogs
and other pets which would be likely
to eat it and suffer. Lady Mercy
Grevill, the countess’ youngest daugh-
ter. before she went to Oxford this
year, used to lie stretched out on the
ground and pot at the rats with an
air gun, as a pastime.

The gardens at Easton Lodge are
very extensive and picturesque.
There are fascinating little by-paths
which lead to shady nooks and gar-
den seats. Ideal spots for spending
an hour or two with a book. A huge
old mulberry tree with a seat all
round it; a pergola covered with va-
rieties of rose creepers; a wonderful
crow’s nest built up among the
branches of a gigantic oak. This is
reached by means of a flight of wood-
en steps. It is not a nest for feather-
ed crows, but is the name given to a
pretty neatsummer house of oak pan-
elling perched up in the tree. There
are velvety tennis courts of grass
enclosed with prim square-cut box
hedges, and there are winter tennis
courts as well. The rose garden is a
perpetual joy during the ,summer
months. A peep through a gateway
in a forbidding looking high brick

ware a leveling up of]

wall reveals the most wonderful blaze
of colors in the flower garden, where
the quaint little round-shaped gar-
dener's cottage stands.

Countess Very Generous
MASS of blue flowers of count-
less varieties has been planted
under one wall, and the sea of living

blue is a sight one could never forget.
As a matter of fact, the first glimpse
of the flower garden when it is in its
prime rather takes one’s breath away.
The colors are magnificent. The gar-
den is full of surprises. There are
broad grassy walks, and in the
autumn the pheasants strut about
leisurely pecking at the ground. The
Omar Khayvam benches which used
to stand in the Omar Khayyam gar-
den have been moved recently and
now stand in the loggia. Carved on
the back of the benches is the" verse
from the Perslian poem:

Here with a loaf of bread beneath

the bough,

‘A flask of wine, a book of verse—and

thou

Beside me singing in the wildernees—
And wilderness is paradise e’now.

The Countess of Warwick has beem
the instigator of many philanthropiec
movements. Indeed, she is always
lending a helping hand to some one
or another. She rarely refuses a rea-
sonable request if it is within her
means and strength to grant it. She
opened a home for crippled children at
one of the houses on her estate, where
the little unfortunates might benefit
by the fresh air, sunshine and pretty
surroundings of the home, garden
and country. The agricultural school
which was started at Bigods, was one
of the earliest efforts in England to
train sons and daughters of the farm-
ers to carry on their work scientifi-
cally.

The estate belonging to Easton
Lodge at one time comprised fifteen
square miles. The present Countess
of Warwick is the last descendant of
the ancient Maynard family who
owned and built the lodge and count-
less farm houses and cottages on the
estate, Willlam, Lord Maynard of
Essex, had the trees in the park plant-
ed three deep along gravel drives but.
gales of wind have blown down many
and others, because of age or disease,
have had to be removed, so shat it is
only here and there the trees stand
as originally arranged.

Little Easton Church, where many
generations of Maynards have been
christened, married and burled,
stands In excellent preservation just
outside the eastern gate of the park.
In the Maynard chapel there are ex-
ceedingly costly Venetian glass win-
dows, sald to have been brought from
the library at Venice. Between these
two windows stands an alabastex
tomb with recumbent figures of Si:
Henry Maynard and his wife Susan:
Sir Henry dled in 1610.

“People do not in the least under-
stand how grim life is for our class.”
remarked the Countess of Warwick:
It is perhaps hard for the masses to
grasp what it means to those whe
have inherited vast estates and family
traditions to be forced to give them
up through taxation.

Nisa Side Revealed
By the Sky Pilot

Ralpfz Connor Surprised Som;
Wise Old Ministers by His

Power as a Moderator, .
g

By AUSTIN L. BUDGH
T HE author of “The Sky Pilot”

has had a turn in the moder-

ator's chair. Wise ones said,
“Militant churchmen are swords
rather than pens.” Indeed, whenm the
tall, refined figure of the well-knewn
novelist, Ralph Connor, was robed
in the gown and bands of office, he
scarcely looked the part.

He has undergone no greater test
in his varied career than in presiding
over the general assembly where the
controversy over church union was
revived. He knew that battles de
not lose in fury when renewed after
a truce. But this sky pilot-moder-
ator proved that he had a unique
type of both dignity and authority.

Much depends upon the voice. His
is so calm, clear and earnest—just
the manner required to send men
into an argument with the least pos-
sible jangle! It was needed teo,
when appeals to the chair came like
volleys from the guns. Quietly he

| would rise, with the house .on tip-

toe of interest for his decision. Then
in clear, calm tones, he probably
would say, “I see your point, let us
discuss it for light.)”” More fre-
quently he had anticipated the ques-
tion and witheut the least haste
would reply, “the point we are- dis-
cussing is this—keep to the line.”
Only once did he have any difficulty
in guiding the debate, but he was the
first out of the fog and kept to the
lawful road.

It was not his skill in church law;
nor the authority of place or power
which  made him supreme in that
great demogratic assembly. It was
character. This was felt in the daily
devotions, for he seemed to take
more interest in the prayers of the
“fathers and brethren” than in
their speeches. One incident will
suffice of its influence upon all the
business. The debate on church
union had covered parts of three
days and ended in an aexciting divi-
sion, the votes standing about four
to one. A caucus of the minority
was announced just as the zessien
was closing, when a remarkable pro-
position was made by the chair:

“Might I be permitted to meet
with you?”

The moderator had voted with the
majority. Hence it was a boldness
which only the pure in heart possess
His request was granted ind appree
ciated.

{

A Vocalist Provoked

1 KNEW there was goln’ to by
trouble as soon as the mule heard
the honk of our new flivver,” re-
marked Farmer Corntossel, ruefully,
“How did it affect the mule?”
“Threw him into a fit of pro-
fessional jealousy so violent that he
backed up and kicked the rear trans-
mission clear through the radiator,”=s
‘Washington Star. I




