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I have been, like Mr. Morley, his col-

league and a partner of his counsels.

On the other hand, I hved in the

closest intimacy with men who were his

associates in public life, and saw him

through their eyes.

This man was a wonderful being,

physically and mentally, the mental

part being well sustained by the

physical. His form bespoke the ner-

vous energy with which it was

surcharged. His eye was intensely

bright, though in the rest of the

face there was nothing specially in-

dicative of genius. His physical and

mental force was such that he could speak

for more than four hours at a stretch,

and with vigour and freshness so sus-

tained that George Venables, an ex-

tremely fastidious and not over-


