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ST. JOHN, N. B,, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 18, 1899. 

iLIMPSES OF ENGLAND. 
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It is not every day that ove is invited to 

call vpon a Countess, and when this 

Countess happens to be the most beautiful 

woman in England and lives in the hand- 

somest castle in this land of palaces 

and castles, any one would sccept with a 

good deal of pleasure. A note to the 

Countess of Warwick, asking for informa- 

tion, had brought a cordial invitation to 

come and see her. On the day appointed 

the Leamington morning paper said that 

she was seriously ill, but [ decided the 

proper thing would be to call and leave a 

card. Going up through a wonderful long 

and ivy-grown avenue cut out of the solid 

rock, into ths great inner court of War- 

wick Castle, encircled by magnificent 

towers and walls, [ rang the bell at the 

main entrance, and to my surprise the 

tootman announced that ber Ladyship was 

expecting me. While waiting, I went out 

on the stone veranda which overhangs 

the Avon, flowing meny feet below, and 

gszad on a scene which bardly could be 

surpassed. The weir with its rushing 

waters, the moss-covered arches of a rvin- 

ed stone bridge, a wooded island, the fine 

patk stretching miles awsy, and, over- 

looking all, the mastive walls of Warwick 

Castle which have stood unshaken for six 

hundred years. 

Soon a white-capped maid appeared and 

leading the way up the veritable ‘winding 

stairs,’ which one always associates with 

old castl:s, ushered me into ber Ladyships 

bedroom, a lotty and epacious apartment 

filled with all that is beautiful, artistic and 

luxurious. I had seen the Countess in full 

evening ccstume and in a most becoming 

gown at & garden party, but never did she 

cem one-hall go lovely as lying smong the 

white pillows under the tall eilken canopy. 

Her rich auburn hair was a mass of soft 

little puffs and curls, her complexion per- 

fectly dszzling and the faint shadows under 

her eyes deepened their violet tint. Fem. 

inine readers will like to hear about the 

exquisite negligee of pink silk, the full puff 

sleeve coming only to the elbow, sll over 

1:id with fine lace caught up with incumer- 

able bows of narrow pink velvet ribbon. 

The wide lace fell over her arms, one en- | 

circled by a bracelet of small diamonds 

and sapphires, the other by reveral delicate 

gold ‘bangles.’ The picture was complet- 

ed by a bedspread of pale green silk cov- 

ered with lace. I am compelled to say 

that Aphrodite was not ‘in it.’ 

There were books everywhere, by the 

bed a little table with portfolio and writ- 

ing materials, and on the seafoam counter- 

pane a big basket filled with the days mail 

which she was trying to read, for the 

Countess is by no means a woman of leis- 

ure. In addition to the great pressure of 

social duties, she is interested in a num- 

ber of enterprises, chic fly for the benefit of 

women and indirectly for that of the agri- 

cultural classes. She is in a broad sense, 

a Socialist and believes thoroughly in tke 

education of the masses, and in the train- 

ing of women to be self supporting. It 

was extremely interesting to listen and 

watch her as, half-reclining with her pretty 

elbow in the pillow, she expounded, in ber 

soft musical voice, the exact theories I bad 

so often heard advocated from the platform 

in the most uncompromising of republics, 

women whose faces bore the marks cf sad 

experience of the evils they denounced, 

whose claim to nobility rested solely upon 

personal character and not on inheritance. 

From several points of view it was a pleas 

ant hour. The Counters is most desirous 

of going to the United States sand asked 
many questions as to the places of interest 

and the best season of the year. ‘Do you 

mean for social festivities or for sight-see- 

ing? I asked. ‘O, to see the country,’ she 

said. ‘Society 1s much the same every- 

where.” We spoke of the novel just writ- 

ten by the beautiful young Duchess of 
Sutherland. ‘It never can be popular 

among the maeses.’ she said, for it is pur. 

ely socialistic > ‘Not in England, perbaps, 

I answered, ‘but in America the socialistic 

question is vital and all-prevading.’ ‘It 
ought to be everywhere,’ she replied earn- 

estly. 

As1 went down the winding stairs I 

thought if ‘walls have ears,” how strange 

must these sentiments sound to those of 
Warwick Castle, one of the great feudal 

strongholds of the ages, for whose pcsses. 

sion many & bloody bat le had been fought 

and in whose mouldy dungeons many a 
priconer bad linrered and aied, innocent 

ot all but political off:nces. A few days 

later, when the countess had gone to Lon- 

don, I went over to see the castle, and 

found that aecording to promise an order 

had been lett that the private, or ‘living’ 

rooms of the family were to be shown, 

which are never open to the public. They 

are very handsome and luxurious, with 

their rich velvet carpets. the walls of each 

room bung with brocaded silk to match 

the rare furniture, and a wealth of books, 

pictures and costly articles of bric-a-brac, 

a perfect type of an old ancestral home. 

Warwick is perhaps the most interesting 
of the historic towns of Eogland, holding 

fast to its ancient buildings and antique 

customs, but these can be erjoyed in a 

much greater degree of comfort if the 

travell’r make his headquarters at Leam 

ington, two miles distant. It is the Sira- 

toga of lin; land, or one of the Saratoga, 

for the country is rich in mineral springs 

Hawthorne lived here for a long time and 

described it az ‘the cosiest nook in the 
world.” and always in flower.” Charles 
Dickens in ‘Dombey & Son’ has Mr. Car- 

‘ker and Edith Granger meet first in Holly 

Walk, Leamington. It is green all winter 

with charming parks and public gardens, 

clean and healthful, purely a residence city 

of perhaps 25 000 inhabitants. Although 
its springs have been visited by invalids 

for 400 years, it has a modern and up tc- 
date appearance. When you start out for 
your first drive the coachman pauses be- 
fore a great oak tree encircled by an iron 

fence and says solemnly. ‘The axact cen- 

tre of England.’ And so it is, with the 

sweetest drives this side of Paradise to 

Strattord, Rugby, Coventry, Guys Cliff 

and to that grandest of all ruins, Kenil- 

worth Castle. In half an hour's time you 

can go from a new world into an old, from 

the present into the past, snd that past, 
too, which contains moet of historical in- 

terest to English spesking people. 

There is however, no spot in all Eng- 

land so full of living, breathing, human 
attraction ss Oxford. We see here, indeed 
the work of hands and brains which passed 

out of life nearly a thousand years ago, 

but upon the foundations which they laid 
are builded the vital institutions ot today. 

Oxford University is one the greatest edu 

cational centres in the world. How diff. 

erent the feeling with which we regard the 

bleck and time-stained walls of Merton, 

Magdalen, St. John’s and the other col- 

leges from those inspired by ancient castles 

and cathedrals. It is true that these col 

lege toundations were laid in sectarianism, 

that within these walls were waged the 

fiercest of religious wars, but here bas 

been also the foundation of English intell- 

ectual life and the source of a revolution in 

rellgious thought. The transforming force 

is still at work. Some one has said that 

the present age in Oxford is one of col- 
lspsed opinions. There bave been periods 
of action and of reaction, bnt each has re. 

sulted in bringing the University into a 

broader existence. Its huge ccl'sction of 

schools of science, history, philosophy, 
theology are an immense reservoir from 
which thousands of students drink daily 
dravghts of learning, and eventu:lly go 

torth to lzaaven society. 

No one can visit this great University 

and not feel profoundly stirred by the 

sight of the fresh vgorous young life cours- 

ing in and out its college walls. There is 

no finer sight than the vast University 

Prrk filled with hundreds of students en- 

gaged in various athletic games and other 

hundreds cheering and shouting their ap® 

preciation. Nothing can be more inter- 

esting tban stroll down the ‘Broad Walk, 

bordered by great elm trees, to the River 

Isis, where the long rows of college barges 

are moored and scores of sturdy young 

tellows are skimming the water in their 

swift boats, There is something in the 

very atmosphere which quickens the pulse 

and drives awsy pessimistic thoughts. 

Whatever must be omitted in a trip to 

England, let it not be Ox!ord University. 

Wherever the traveller goes she returns 

ultimately to London, for sll other places 

are within such little radius. It hardly 

saems the same city which a few months 

ago was 80 full of warmth and sunshine. 

The 1lack smoke rises from countless 

thousands of chimneys aud drops down to 

meet the fog which rolls up the Thames 

and finds its way into every narrow crook- 

ed street. The Englieh do not know 

what it is to bave a fie which warms the 

farthest corners of the room. Lika the 

na‘ives ot cur own I'lorida and C:litornia 

they know there is no danger of freczing 

to death, and so they huddle over their 

little bandfuls cf coal and shiver through 

the winter while counting the daye till 

spring. Halls are never beated, and not 

alwavs the bedrooms of well to-do families. 

Col of ‘the coals’ as they say here, is no 

more expensive than in the United States, 

and it would not require nearly so much, 

or #0 many, to produce abundant warmth, 

as the cold bere is not so intense, but the 

English are very ‘close’ in more ways than 

one. They have a funny custom, after 

poking the fire, of standing the poker 

against the grate with the end pointing up 

the chimney, which they insist makes the 

fire ‘draw.’ Another belief, which you 

cannot shake, is that the sun pu's out the 

fire. and whenever the blaze gets low they 

pull down the curtain. 

It is never of the least use to rise early 

inorler to get in a good day’s work. The 

streets ot London at 9 o'clock resemble 

those ot America at 7. Sores are being 

opened, tr:flic barely commencing, lines 

of employees going to their business, the 

city just begining to stir. Banks and var- 

ious offizes do not open until 10 o’clock, 

and the beads of firms do not go down until 

that time. They move slowly everywhere 

and for all purposes. Nobody ever hur- 

ries. I often bave taken a bundle away 

trom a salesmsn and carried it home with- 

out being tied, not becauee of any especial 

haste, but lest I should les? my b lance if 

I watched his movements any longer. One 

really ought to carry a book to improve 

her mind as she rides up snd down in the 

elevators, Une day, when I had waited 

io the upper story of a large dry goods 

store till patience was worn out, I asked 

the elevator man what made him so long 

coming. ‘I was just waiting for the lift to 
fill up,’ he said. Invariably they will tell 

you, ‘We have tried the high pressure lifts 

and our people won’t have them.” Every- 

where you see two or three persouvs doing 

what one does easily in the United States. 

If we bad been as slow as they are here, 

New York would still be a frontier fur: 

trading post. 

In America the people want the latest and 

best. Here they resent an innovation of 

any kind, There is a great outcry when- 
ever an ancient building is pulled down. 
They would much rather see an old block 

patched and propped up than replaced bya 
new one, no matter now elegant. The 

streets of London are lighted by flickering 
g's because the people prefer it to electric 
ity. You see a rumor occasionally that 

some American company is going to put in 

sn electric street railway here. It will— 
when the New Zsalander sits on London 
Bridge. There was a statement to the ef- 

fect a short time ago, and the Pall Mall 
(Gazette came out at once with a leading 

editorial in opposition, saying, ‘We are 
perfectly satisfied with the omnibus system 
which has served us so well so many years.’ 

It then goes on to show how in case of a 
fire the street cars could not get out of the 

way, while the ’busses, ‘running on more 

fl-xible lines’ could easily do so! They will 

continue to run for many years yet but not 

tor this reason. There are about one 
thousand three hundred of these vehicles, 
slow, shabby, lumbering affairs, unventil- 

ated inside and Ciflizult to mount outside, 

improved but little in the last century. The 

recent semi-annual meeting of the company 

owning them showed that during the past 

six months they had carried 97,006,000 

passengers. [Fares range from two cents 
to twelve cents, and, outside the city, 
twenty-five cents, a distance for which New 

Yorkers pay a nickle. A yearly dividend 
of 10!; per cent is paid. The company 
will hardly move to abolish ths system : nd 

it will never occur to the people to demand 
anything better. Tiere is, however, a 
measure of salvation in the ‘hsnsoms,’ or 

two-wheelers, of which there are about 

twenty thousand. They make a trip of 
two miles for a shilling, and it goes decid- 
edly against the grain when one returns to 

the United States to pay the carrisge hire 

deganded there. 

An ancient idea, which has no founda 

tion now, whatever it might bave bad in 

the past, is that the English people are 

stiff, uneocia! and diffi;ult to become ac: 

qusinted with They are quite as approach- 

able as well-bred Americans. In travel- 

ling they are always ready to begin a cor- 

versation, ‘and in hotels and boarding 

bonses they meet one full ball-w:y and are 

even more cordial than people of the Uni- 

ted states in cffering their addresses and 

urging that you visit them if in their local- 

ity. Among the lower stratum there is no 

such general intelligence as among a sim- 

ilar ¢' #8 in America. They cannot con- 

vey information because they do not pos 
sess it and thev seem stupid, reticent and 
disagreeable, but most lkely this is be- 
cause one does not understand them. The 
educated and cultured English people are 
delightful to know. The men, 1 think, 
mean to be irreproachable in manners, but 
they have not that quick, responsive cour- 
tesy which characteriz's American m°n in 
their a quaintance with women. There is 
not so much comradeship and sympathy 
between the sexss. In self-reliance and 
independence the English woman is about 
where her sister across the sea was thirty 
years ago. 1 may say, sub-rosa, that I 
think she would not be very attractive to 
the American man. He would miss some- 
thing —indefinable perhaps—which appeals 
to him in bis own country wcman. Her 
voice is lower pitched and fuller, but not 
by any means so soft and sweet as we have 
been led to believe. The loudest voices I 
ever bave heard have been those of Eng- 
lish women, and there is also a certain type 
of them more aggressive and determined 
than can be found snywhere else. As a 
rule, however, they are extremely subeer 
vient to men, and, since the latter are | 
rather a scarce commodity, they place 
remsrkable bigh estimate upon themselves, 
which the women accept. The young 
Eoglish girl is very pretty, eepecially as 
to complexion, and has many charming 
little w ys, but she is utterly without the 
poise and cleverness and piquancy which 
render the American girl so attractive. 
And vet, it must be confessed, that the 
latter has some things to learn [rom her 
Eoglish cousin, of old fashioned modesty, 
dignified reserve and courteous regard for 
older persons. 
No one can meet and talk with th: Jag- 

lish people and not be thoroughly con- 
vinced of their admiration and friendship 
tor Americans, They have really an ex- 
agerated 1dea of their capabilities and 
achievements, and of the wealth and power 
of the country. Uncle Sym has prcved an 
proved an equal match in what John Buli 
considers the greatest objects of life— 
making money and winning battles. He 
now regards America as o-e¢ does a poor 
relation who has come into a 1ortune. The 
ties of kinship have suddenly become 
strong. England fears but one danger— 
a coalition of European powers, France 
and Germany, or Rassia and France, 
might threathen her supremacy. ‘In that 
case’—I have beard this said again and 
again—‘of course we should expect the 
United States to come to our assistance 
and fight by our side.’ 

BRITISH ARMY BEARSKINS. 

The Imposing Headgear That Could be 

Obtained Ouly in America, 

For more than 130 years ‘a tall hat of 

tur‘ has been a conspicuous article of head 

gear in the British army, and it was with 
something of a shook that people read in 
the papers the other day that a committce 

was going to sit to consider the growing 
scarcity of the besrekins from which are 
made the impossirg full-dress bat of the 

foot guards. 
War Office ccmmittees on clothing are 

dreadful things, but those who sit on hats 

are uru'terable. Everybody remembers 
with horror the alleged helmet which such 
a committee produced a few years sgo. It 

was to be the universal head-covering of 

the British Army, and must be serviceable 
and useful. The committee decided, as a 
first principle, that an article possessing 
these two qualities must be ugly. Proceec- 

ing from this premise, they gave full ex. 

pression to their ideas of utility, and pro- 

duced a head-covering, the like of which 
was never seen belore on earth, and it is 

to be hoped never will be again. There 
are members of the headquarters staff, 
who to this day have not quite got over the 
sight of the experimental helmet devised 

by the committee. Fortonately, only one 

was made, or instead of only baving to 
lament the scarcity of recruits, the nation 

would have found itself without any army 
whatever. No regular soldier or selt- 
respecting milittaman—a volunteer will 

wear anything— would have put it on, and 

its adoption into the service would bave 
left no service to wear it. 

This much is necessary to explain the 
alarm felt the other day when it was an- 
rounced tta' a War Office headdress com- 

mittee was about to tamper with the 

guardsmen’s bearskins. Fortunately the 
committee has only limited powers. Its 

only function this t me is, so to speak, to 

baggie with tradesmen. The plain fact is 
that bearskins are growing scarce, and the 

cost of providing the guards with their 
magnificent ‘tall hat of fur’ is increasiug 

yearly in a remarkable manner. Only ore 
kind of fur is used for this purpose. It is 

that produccd by the American black bear 
and as Ursus Americanus’ despite the ex- 

traordinary cordiality subsistirg between 
the two great branches of the Anglo-Sixon 

race, refuses to prcdace well-furred integ- 

um:nt in suffi ient quantities to cover the 

heads of our guardemen at a reasonable 

rate, the never feiling resource of a com- 
mittee has been called into eperation. 

It costs, on an average, £1 a head per 
annum to maintain the imposing appear- 

ance impaired by the busby. The great 

caps cost the government about £8 each. 
Those worn by the cold streams are a little 
less, but those for the Grenadiers and the 

S:ots Guards cost more than that sum. 
According te the regulations, a busby 

must last for eight years, but there are 

eeveral reasors why the regulaticn ‘life’ of 
a busby, like the regulation life of a whole 

lot of other equipment, falls considerably 

short of the war office span One of the 

principal reasons is that the cap is only a 
home service equipment. When a guards 

battallion is ordered on foreiga service the 
big bushics—stirring battle pictures to the 
contrary notwithstanding—are returned to 
the store at the Pimico clothing factory. 

They are not kept there waiting the return 
of their former owners, but are reissued to 

newly joined rceruits or to batallions re- 

turning home, so that men get what is 

called ‘part worn equipment.’ 
——scspame® 

JOUBERTTO BRITISH GENERAL. 

A “tory of Majuba Hill He Told While Here 

as Henry George's Gue:t, 

Those who met Gen. Joubcr: when be 
was in this city a few years ago as the 
guest of Henry George recall himas a 
plain-faced old man with a mass of black 
hair streaked with gray and a full, grizzled 
board. He spoke English, but his wite, a 
woman prematurely aged with domestic 
toil, spoke nothing save Dutch, and sat 
patient, though unmistakably bored at the 
affairs to which she and her husbend were 
invited. With the father and the mother 
was a strapping son of sixteen or there- 
abouts, who strongly resembled Joubert. 

The old General told with modesty of 
his negotiations with the British at Majuba 
Hill, and bis eyes sparkeled as he recited 
his reply to the British commander-in- 
chief. 

“It does not comport with these,” said 
the British General, pointing to the decor= 
ations on his breast, ‘‘to accede to your 
terms.” 
To which said Joubert, pointing to his 

riflemen, “And it does not comport with 
those to offer any o'hers.” 

Joubert’s best story, as illuatrating the 
perils of South African lite was concerning 
the loss of a somewhat savage but valued 
cook, who was bodily carried off from the 
kitchen by a lion. 

Over the Falls, 

A Wisconsin paper reports an Indian's 

remarkable escape from death. He was 
one of a driving crew that broke a big jim 
above Sturgeon Falls. He attempted to 

cross the river on a log, and to the horror 
of the spectators, was carried ever the falls, 
The falls are forty feet bigh, and consist of 

two pitehes and the rapids. OI course the 
man was given up for dead, and the driv- 
ing crew toought it useless to search the 

| river for his body, as the logs were piling 

over the falls at a rapid rate. The next 
morning, however, the Indian walked into 
camp for breakfast. He had been swept 
down tbe river and up against the bank, 
where he mansged to crawl ou!. Finding 

only a few scratches and bruises, but being 
as he remarked, ‘rather tired,’ he lay dowa 
snd slapt until daylight, and was none the 
worse for his adventure. 
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