
disappointed. The bottom of the sea 
looked distressingly commonplace; 
rocks, weed, and mud, the latter pre
dominating—were the chief things i.i 
evidence, in fact the whole scene r' - 
minded me of nothing so much as 
Southend at low tide. An occasional 
crab or lobster would ' scuttle into 
view for a second and as quickly dis
appear again, of any fish there was not 
a vestige. A settled melancholy per
vaded everything. I thought of _ the 
“Ancient Mariner”—“So lonely ’twas,, 
that God Himself scarce seemed there 
to be." But what on earth is this 
looming up in the distance? Horrors! 
An enormous being fully twenty feet 
high. Was it one of Mr. Wells's weird 
creations come to life? Could it be 
possible that here, in the peaceful 
Solent, there lived—? Oh! no. it was 
all right! Only the diver who had 
been sent down to look after me. 
Stalking along, like a pair of runaway 
compasses, he drew near and, taking 
out a slate, wrote some words and 
passed it to me. I looked. “Are we 
downhearted? No.” There was some
thing wonderfully cheering about this 
well-worn catch phrase; I felt that, 
after all, I had not entirely lost touch 
with the other world. We had quite a 
lengthy conversation—rather labored 
on my side—by means of the slate, 
but, what with the smell of the olive 
oil—used for lubricating the air pump— 
mixed with the all-pervading essence 
of rubber and combined with the fear
ful heat (this sounds strange, but re
member the amount of clothes one has 
on), I was beginning to feel that a re
turn to the surface would be very wel
come.

At such a comparatively shallow 
depth as six fathoms (36 feet) half an 
hour is the minimum time allowed for 
the ascent. I reckoned a good ten 
minutes must have elapsed since my 
arrival, so signalling, by two pulls on 
the life line, that I had started to come 
up, I gave the air valve a turn. At 
once my feet came off the ground, and 
I could feel my increased buoyancy. 
The ascent is of necessity a slow and 
tedious business, for, should the diver, 
as sometimes happens, come up too 
quickly,, the consequences are likely to 
be fatal, particularly if he has been 
down to any great depth. After an 
infinity of screwing and unscrewing 
the air valve, first rising a little, then 
stopping, then rising again, and so on, 
a dark mass suddenly showed up ahead 
of me. It was the bottom of the pin
nace. Bump! Crash! Bump! I had ar
rived and no mistake! A wave picked 
me up and hurled me against the lad- 

My der, L tried to grasp it but another 
wave shot me back against the boat’s 
side. I wondered dully how long this 
sort of thing was going to last. 
“There’s the ladder again. I will get it 
this time!” “No!” I got within half 
an inch of it when--Swish! Swash! 

we are told, “is Bang! And I was battered against the 
pinnace again vainly trying to get a 

exe- grip on her slippery, heaving side. * 
At last, after a “Hurray! At last!” I felt strong arms 

hoisting me up on the floor boards 
completely exhausted. My helmet was 

me. The unscrewed and I sat, blinking round, 
for all the world like a newly-hatched 
chicken. Somebody asked me, with a 
grin, if I should care to adopt diving 
as a profession. My reply may be left, 
to the reader's imagination!—J. B. B. 
in Pall Mall Gazette.

An Amateur 
Diver’s Experience ■

El
It was a dull, blustering day of early 
utumn as H. M. torpedo-gunboat

Sphinx made her way out of Ports
mouth harbor towing the heavily- 
laden diving pinnance. Aboard the 
latter, a conspicuous object amongst 
the crowd of petty officers, bluejackets 
and burly divers, might have been ob
served the lonely and disconsolate 
form of a civilian looking strangely 
cut of place amid such naval sur
roundings. The civilian, too, seemed 
far from happy. At frequent intervals 
he would rise and gaze earnestly over 
the side as if endeavoring to gauge the 
depth of the water. What was pass
ing through his mind? Was it sea 
sickness? Suicide? It was neither of 
these things.

The lonely civilian was none other 
than myself. Some days previously I 
had, in conversation with a naval 
friend, expressed a desire to try my 
hand at diving. With almost uncanny 
readiness my friend had responded to 
this casually expressed wish, with the 
result that I now found myself, this 
chilly October morning, flying along, 
at a' good 12 knots, astern of the 
Sphinx, and heartily wishing that I 
had never come.

But we are nearing the diving 
ground. “Stand by to cast off!” “All 
clear!” And sweeping round in a 
semi-circle, the Sphinx steams away, 
leaving us to our fate. The anchor is 
let go, and we lie plunging and roll
ing to the short Solent seas, the diver 
who is to make the d'escent with me is 
already dressed; quickly his helmet is 
screwed on, the life line attached round 
his waist. Waddling, with weird, un
couth strides, he mounts the ladder 
slung over the side. The two 56 pov~ 1 
weights, that act as sinkers, are fas
tened on his shoulders, a wave of the 
hand, a gurgle, and he is gone! I 
watched him go with mixed feelings. 
Should I ever be able to come across 
him down there? It seemed unlikely, 
^y musings were broken into by the 
approach of the men with my costume. 
First of all—Just as a preliminary 
canter so to speak—I put on three 
pairs of woolen pyjamas; then I strug
gled into the diver’s under-suit of com
plete rubber overalls; next a thick 
wollen jersey and a stocking dap, and 
finally the diving dress proper, consist
ing of several layers of cloth sand
wiched with rubber sheathing, 
feet were encased in lead-soled boots, 
my helmet adjusted, and the pump set 
going to test all correct. Feeling ut
terly and hopelessly cut off from the 
outer world, I walked to the ladder. 
“Facilis
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descensus 
downward path,” 
paved with good intentions." My in
tentions were of the best, but my 
cution was faulty, 
fearful struggle, I succeeded in stumb
ling down the runge, and could feel 
the waves washing round 
weights were hung on, two taps on my 
helmet signified all was ready. Swing
ing off the ladder I slowly descended 
grasping the “shot" line—a guiding 
line, weighted at the bottom, enabling 
the diver to check his progress—firmly 
in one hand.

The sensation was peculiar, but, on 
the whole, not unpleasant. One had a 
soft, gliding sort of feeling—rather 
if one, were being swallowed by 

.gigantic snake. The silence, except for 
the occasional gurgling of the pump, 
was deathly. Looking up through the 
bull’s-eye of my helmet I could 
faces, like insects, peering over the 
side of the diving pinnace; gradually, 
however, the vision got fainter and 
fainter, till, at last, it faded altogether, 
and then, indeed, I felt alone, 
tervals. according to instructions, I 
stopped for a moment by hanging on 
the shot" line, at the same time in
creasing my buoyancy by a turn at 
the air valve. After a period of 
years so it seemed—in point of fact it 
was twenty minutes—I suddenly felt I 
could go no further. A cloud of brown
ish substance obscured everything. For 
a minute or two I was in doubt as to 
"'hat had happened, then it flashed 
across me—why, of course, I 
the bottom!

Averni.” “The
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NEW YORK SOCIETY.

The first of Mr. Upton Sinclair’s 
novels. “The Metropolis,” which is de
signed to indict the foolish foibles and 
whimsical extravagance of the “Four 
Hundred,” is, says a New York corre
spondent, a queer production. It will 
be recalled that the author some 
months ago disguised himself as a 
family butler at Mrs. Vanderbilt’s sea
side home- in the effort to make him- 
seuf familiar with the haunts and hab
its of luxurious society.

The book is being heralded by the 
publishers as “scathing and terrible.” 
It seems to be largely a rehash of jthe 
pablum supplied to the New York yel
low newspapers by their Newport cor
respondents anxious to outdo each otb*» 
in the fantastic stories of monkey din
ners, banquets served on horseback, and 
other devices for killing time.

as
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At in-
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Every game brings its disease. Diabrfre,. 
has produced its special malady—the 
strained wrist. If you hold the sticks in
correctly—too stiffly—the continued play
ing causes a bone to get out of joint, re
sulting in a sprained wrist.

was on 
sawThe cloud that I 

must be the mud I had stirred up. A 
pull on the life line signalled 
rival.

At first I felt frightened to 
Supposing I lost my way? Then I 
membered that another line 
fast to the end of the “shot” rope; I 
took hold of this and made a feeble at
tempt at walking. But I seemed par
alyzed; every step was a task in itself, 
an all-prevailing influence was at Work 
on me, pressing me, compelling me, 
downwards. I thought of the divers Î 
had read about and the “wreck” scenes 
I had watched on the stage. Their 
tasks had been simple enough. Was 
there buried treasure to be got? Im
portant papers to be 
made no difference to them, 
strolled unconcernedly in and 
sunken

my ar-

rmove. 1 •re- Shiloh’s
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Use Shiloh's Cure 
for the worst cold, 
the sharpest cough 
—try it on a guar- 
antee of your 
mon
doesn’t actually 
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than anything yOu 
ever tried. Safe to 
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baby. 34 years of 
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wrecks, unencumbered bv 
“shot" or "life" lines; indeed, an oc
casional tussle with a shark or sword
fish was the only thing that kept them 
from absolute freedom, I found there 

considerable difference between 
the diver of fiction and the diver of 
fact. To begin with, my vision
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■epu was
so much restrict^ that I doubt if I 
could have seen a shark or swordfish 
even had there been any, though this, 
in turn, was most unlikely, as I am told 
that a diver, being magnified to many 
times his normal size, presents a suffi
ciently awe-inspiring appearance to 
send a thrill of fear into the hearts of 
any but the most daring of

25 Bathurst street, London, Ont
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monsters. And I can well believe it.
As the water cleared, I began to get 

some idea of the nature of my 
roundings. To put it mildly—I

sur-
was

J
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!!t 48 HOURS. Cure» Kid
ney and Bladder Trouble»,
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in, with the result that the final betting 
was 10 to 4 and 10 to 3 on Hanlan. As 
has been said, the race was rowed on 
Monday morning at 8 o’clock. On the 
Sunday night previous to 9 o’clock, this 
cablegram was received from Mr. 
Whitefoot: “$25,000 uninvested, what 
shall I do with it?” The answer flashed 
back was, “Get it on at any odds,” and 
it was got on, although Canadian 
money ttiat went over with Hanlan’s 
caretaker, who was also steward of thfe 
Toronto Rowing Club, was returned un
invested. At great cost, Mr. Whitefoot 
hired tugs to go up and down the river 
to interview the occupants of the fol
lowing steamers, and it was then that, 
the Australian money running out, the 
odds on Hanlan went up to the closing 
figure already given.

The sequel was yet to come. The 
sender of the money should havjfc 
known, but had entirely forgotten, that 
settling day in England at Tattersall’s, 
with members of which the bulk o$i the 
money had been placed, was Monday. 
Consequently it was the following Mon
day, or a week later, before the money 
could reach this side. Although no ar
rangements had previously been made 
for the transaction, bettors expected to 
be paid instantly after the result be
came known, or within a day or two 
at most, but the money was not forth
coming. Mr. Whitefoot, the agent-ln- 
chief in England, went away for a holi
day immediately after the race. Cable
gram after cablegram, several times a 
day, were sent to ascertain his where
abouts, but without result. Meanwhile 
all kinds of stories were in circulation 
—that Mr. Whitefoot had gone to Spain, 
where he would be joined by “yours 
truly,” and so on. At length, orç the 
Thursday evening, four days after the 
race, the man behind the money re
ceived a message that the bank man
ager wished to see him. He went down, 
and was met by doth the manager and 
the assistant manager. The former 
said: “I am afraid it is all up with 
that money, Mr. Good. We sent three 
or four urgent telegrams to London to
day, and the final answer received was 
that nobody knew where Mr. White
foot had gone, and that he had not 
been seen for several days.” The as
sistant manager chimed In: “I told 
you, Mr. ----- , not to trust these sport
ing men.” The sender’s feelings can 
well be imagined. He had borne much 
odium as it was, and for three days 
more his agony was to remain untold. 
Not a word further came fronruLondon 
until, Friday, Saturday and Sunday 
having elapsed, Monday came round. 
The sender, saying to his wife, “I have 
done no wrong, I will face them,” I got 
c ut of bed, dressed and was in the act 
of lathering his face when the street 
door was opened and a bank official 
rushed in with the joyful cry: “The 
money’s here. Goo£; the money’s here,” 
and then Good knew nothing for some 
moments. Thq money had been cabled 
to Toronto the very first minute it 
could be got past the clearing house.

Then came the paying off, and if the 
sender, with some savage glee, watched 
check-holders running to the bank, he 
can be forgiven. And the same check- 
holders did not then realize how near 
they had been to losing their money, 
for it is told that after passing Ham
mersmith bridge, tianlan appeared to 
be “done” and paused. His coach, one 
John or Jacob Bright, a north-country- 
man, who, as usual in England, accom
panied his man In an eight, looked 
around with dismay, but, seeing that 
the Australian was in the same plight, 
excitedly shouted: “Come on, you! The 
big ’un's beat; the big ’un’s £eafe!^ 
Hanlan responded, and won by a couple 
of lengths. But it was a close shave 
for the that $60,500!

DOG DETECTIVTS.

Proposal to Use Them in London— 
What They Have Done Abroad.

The authorities at Scotland Yard In 
London have been seriously discussing 
the use of dogs as the constable’s com
panion and help. Sir Edward Henry, 
who regards the innovation sympathet
ically, considers the only crucial objec
tion to be the sentimental prejudices 
of the public.

Dogs are used by the police in Ber
lin, Vienna, Paris, Brussels, New York 
and In all the Continental armies. The 
frontiers are patrolled by dogs, and as 
a mark of the growing reputation of 
the official watch-dog, a committee ap
pointed by the French government is 
now considering their importance. 
Major Richardson, the pioneer trainer 
and breeder of these dogs, has just re
ceived a request for more dogs for 
Peterhof, for defending the palace of 
the Czar and patrolling the park, and 
two of his dogs are always kenelled In 
the Sultan’s palace at Constantinople.

Two breeds of dogs are used for two 
distinct purposes, and curiously enough, 
the best of both are bred in England, 
almost the ohly nation that does not 
use them. They are used for executive 
work and for criminal work, and the 
favorite sorts are Airedales and cross
bred bloodhounds.

Scientific tests prove that Airedales 
can hear, roughly, 400 yards further 
off than a man. Hamburg statistics 
just published show that the minor of
fences have fallen since their introduc
tion from 150 to five within a given 
period, and burglaries have been much 
reduced. The <dogs are only used at 
night. They are considered abroad 
valuable in towns but essential in the 
country*

A list of police-court cases from Ger
many contains the report of a success 
in two departments. A thief, hidden 
in a garden, was found by an Airedale 
under a small bush after the police 
had made a Vain search; and in the 
town a would-be murderer was hunted 
down by a bloodhound.

Missouri has soil that can be 
without ploughing.

Backing the
World’s Champion

By H. J. P. Good in Toronto Globe.

“Young love, he plays some funny 
tricks,” is the way a line in an ancient 
song runs, and, it is to be feared, old 
memory does the same. Anyway, it is 
here proposed to trust to the same old 
memory and to narrate an incident in 
connection with the most famous oars
man of not only his own time, but un
doubtedly of the nineteenth century. 
Other oarsmen from abroad, notably 
James Hamill (N.S.), Walter Brown 
(N.S.), and Wm. Green (Australia), had 
essayed to win professional honors in 
England before Edward Trlckett land
ed from Sydney, N. S. W., In 1876, and 
beat Joseph Sadler, the then champion, 
but it was not until three years after
wards, namely, 1879, when, In turn, Ned 
Hanlan beat Hawdon and Elliott, that 
Britishers really began to wake up to 
the fact that their supremacy on the 
river had departed. “Ned” beat Haw
don with supreme ease, but the Eng- 
lishers pinned their fath, after their 
sturdy insular fashion, to Wm. Elliott 
of Pegswood, who, by beating R. W. 
Boyd of Gateshead and J. Higgins of 
Shadwell, In two different matches, had 
won the title. But he went down in 
21.01, the fastest time on record for the 
Tyne course, as easily before the in
vincible Canadian as had his fellow- 
countryman. Having previously beat
en the leading United States and Can
adian oarsmen, Hanlan was now on 
the lookout for other worlds to con
quer. Edward Trlckett’s friends in far 
off Australia ti'ad been regarding the 
Canadian's success with jealous eye, 
and when a proposition was made for a 
match to be rowed over the Thames 
championship course they eagerly ac
cepted.

The morning of Monday, November 
15th, 1880, was the day set for the 
race, and, as might have been expected, 
tremendous excitement ensued in Brit
ain, in Australia, in the United States 
and in Canada. Neveir before had a 
sculling match created so much ifiHrest 
and never since has one done so. All 
the world was practically agog, and 
every daily paper of prominence on this 
continent each morrjlng contained 
cablegrams detailing tl\e progress m9.de 
in training by the contestants.

The betting was heg,yy, nev§r any
thing like it, and the writer of this was 
in the thick of it, although he never 
left Toronto. And thereby hangs a tale. 
It was on the Monday night prior to the 
race, or 0% November 8th, 1880, that a 
cablegram reached Toronto saying that, 
at the final deposit, set then to be made, 
“Leviathan” Thompson, who was be
hind the Australian, had offered to bet 
a thousand pounds that his champion 
would win. The cablegram stated that 
the Canadian declined the bet. That 
night the receiver of the message,, who 
was all unversed in business, and espe
cially in financial matters, dropped into 

•a hostelry on King street west for his 
customary refreshment. There hé re
marked that he wished he could cable 
money to England, as he would like to 
put a bet oh Hanlan. “You can,” said 
one of the proprietors of the place. “I 
will find out In the morning,” was the 
reply. The party of the first part made 
inquiries, and found that money could 
be sent across by wire. Whom to send 
it to was next the query. The cable
gram received, who is the writer of 
this, and who was then sporting editor 
of the Mail, had had correspondence 
with T. B. Whitefoot, editor of the 
London Sportsman, in a journalistic 
way, but otherwise he did not know 
him from Adam. However, the pro
prietors of the hotel, Chris. Mitchell 
and Ed Ryan, the latter of whom is 
still living, handed over $750, and that 
was cabled across through a local bank. 
Wednesday was the next day, and re
quests were received from the late 
John Wright and John O’Grady to send 
over $1,750. This was done, and then 
came the third day, and the avalanche 
commenced. “We cannot allow these 
blessed Cornstalks to beat us,” said 
Mr. Geo. F. Galt, now of Winnipeg, as 
he emptied his pockets of $19, all that 
was in them, and the spirit that ani
mated that gentleman appeared to have 
taken possession of many citizens, and 
extended to Hamilton, Coburg and 
Whitby, and other points. To make a 
long story short, funds were made up 
In many places, to which hundreds sub
scribed, including men of all sorts, from 
judges to peanut vendors. All day Fri
day, the fourth day, the writer paced 
to and from the bank, taking money 
here and there, entering the amounts in 
a little notebook, and cabling over as 
fast as the dollars could be counted. 
The fifth day was Saturday, and the 
bank closed at 1 o'clock. Thus came 
the last opportunity.

Tired and weary, and worn with 
anxiety and excitement, the receiver- 
general, yours truly, resolved to close 
down at noon. At that hour he repair
ed to the bank with all his pockets, 
pants, undercoat and overcoat, and a 
small hand-bag In a plethoric condition 
with bills of many denominations. Ar
rived îiâ thA bank he threw them over 
on the counter. But the crowd that 
had gathered in the street was so great 
that the bank doors had to be closed, 
and then the pounding was so vigorous 
that the bank officials commanded the 
receiver to leave. Consequently the 
money was placed In‘ a great big silk 
handkerchief and, escorted by M. E. S. 
Cox and a bank official, was taken over 
to the top story of the American hotel, 
which then stood where the Board of 
Trade building stands now, and there 
counted. What the exact figure was 
is lost to memory, but at any rate the 
amount received back was'$60,313.12.

At first the money was placed at 
odds-on, then Australian money came 
in so readily that some was invested at 
eveiuvbut Canadian money just poured
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among statesmen of the first class se
cure. And then his claim to a “double 
first” will be established.

But whether success or failure awaits 
him, lie cannot fail to stand out as 
one of the most memorable figures of 
our time. For he breathes into the at
mosphere of public life the quality It 
most needs and lacks—the quality of a 
lofty and instructed moral fervor. It 
was that quality which made Victorian 
politics great. It is the absence of that 
quality which makes the politics of to
day so mean. There is no one left who 
can use the stops of the great organ 
save Mr. Morley, and he in these days 
uses them only too rarely. Twenty 
years ago a speech by John Morley was 
an event. I recall one great utterance 
of his in Lancashire as the most mem
orable speech I have heard. Its perora
tion, so simple and poignant, lingers In 
the memory like a sonnet. He was 
speaking of Ireland, and he closed as 
I remember it, thus: “Gentlemen, do 
to Ireland as you would be done by. If 
she is poor, remember it is you who 
have denied her the fruits of labor; If 
she is ignorant, remember It is your 
laws'that have closed to her the book 
of knowledge; If she Is excessive as 
some of you may think, in her devotion 
to a church which is not the church of 
most of us, remember that church was 
her own friend and comforter in the 
dark hour. Gentlemen, the dark hour 
is past. She has found other friends, 
other comforters. We will never de
sert her.”

You will catch that thrilling note in 
the oratory of Mr. Morley at all times, 
for he touches politics with a certain 
spiritual emotion that makes it less a 
business, or a game, than religion. He 
lifts it out of the street on to the high 
lands where the view is wide and the 
air pure, and where the voices heard 
are the voices that never bewilder or 
betray. He is the conscience of the 
political world—the barometer of our 
corporate soul. Tap him and you will 
see whether we are set at “foul” or 
“fair.” He has often been on the losing 
side; sometimes perhaps on thé wrong 
side; never on the side of wrong. He
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from all eager aspirations of the new 
time. He will have nothing to do with 
strange idols. The gosped of social 
justice, that proclaimed1 by Ruskin and 
heard at the street corners, is pene
trating into parliament and changing 
the whole atmosphere of political 
thought, finds in him no response. He 
murmurs “Impatient idealists,” and Is 
still. For reward he has incurred that 
subtlest of all rebukes—the praises of 
The Spectator.

The world of politics is a world of 
action, of quick resolves, and firm and 
sudden movement. To hesitate is to be 
lost. Mr. Morley has the hesitation of 
the man of thought. In his study, 
alone with the past or the present, he 
hitches his wagon to a star and rides 
away into the pure serene. In a set 
speech, face to face with a great Issue, 
he sounds a note of moral greatness, 
austere and pure, that is heard from 
no ether lips to-day. But in the pres
ence of a situation calling for imme
diate and drastic action from himself, 
he is like Hamlet:
The time is out of joint. O cursed 

spite
That ever I was born to set it right.

It is this perplexity of the will, so 
characteristic of the philosopher In 
affairs, that is the secret of Mr. Mor- 
ley’s admiration for Mr. Chamberlain, 
for we all admire most that which we 
have not. He sees in him the quality 
of decisive action at its highest. Mp. 
Chamberlain never doiibts, never hesi
tates. He risks his whole fortune on 
the cast of a die. He does not pause 
to think: he acts. He has no yester
days, no moral obligations. His days 
are not, like the poet’s, “bound each to 
each with filial piety.” 
care what he has said: he only sees the 
instant strategy, and adopts it. Action! 
Action! And again Action! If it is 
necessary to burn his boats, he burns 
them on the instant. If it suits his 
purpose to change his coat, he changes 
it and is done with it. If his 
can only be achieved by a war, then 
war let it be. No situation so obsti
nate but “The Gordian knot of it will 
unloose familiar as his garter”—if in 
no-ether way, then with the sword. He 
is a horse in blinkers. He sees neither 
to the right hand nor to the left, only 
to the goal ahead, and to that he flash
es like an arrow to the mark. He 
knows that the thing the people love 
in a leader is swift decision and dra
matic, fearless action. “Right or 
wrong, act!” Mr. Morley, lost In re
flection, weighing all the delicately bal
anced factors, sees with wonder the 
whirlwind go by.

Twenty-five years ago the future of 
British politics seemed bound up with 
three friends, the most powerful trium
virate of our time. Citizen Chamber- 
lain provided the driving power and 
the popular appeal, Citizen Dilke the 
encyclopaedic knowledge of detail and 
affairs, John Morley the mora‘1 motive 
and the intellectual foundation. To
gether they could have moved moun
tains. But the combination, for vari
ous reasons,, fell to pieces, and the 
great hope vanished in twenty years 
of dismal reaction. “The pity of it, 
Iago, O the pity of it.” It is the great 
personal tragedy of modern politics.

Of the three, Mr. Morley alone re
mans in effective service, and upon him, 
the preacher of political liberty, the 
irony of events has placed the burden 
of despotic control over a vast subject 
people, dimly struggling towards free
dom. It seems like a Jest of fate—a 
jest to show how far the stern moralist 
can resist the assaults of circum
stances and of entrenched officialdom. 
It is too soon yet to judge of the re
sult. The deportation of Lajpat Ral 
suggested that Mr: Morley had -begun 
to dig his own grave; but the victory 
of second thoughts still keeps him on 
the side of the angels. With courage 
he may yet make India his title to rank

Mr. John Morley
A Character Sketch.

Mr. Morley is the only “double first” 
his time. He is perhaps the only 

3üble first since Burke. Other men 
ave won distinction in more than one 
;ld. Canning wrote verse. Disraeli 
rote novels. Macaulay was an orator 
3 well as an historian. Gladstone dis- 
jssed Homer as vehemently as he dis- 
îssed Home Rule. Lord Rosebery has 
•itied as piquantly with letters as he 
as with politics. Mr. Balfour has spun 
obwebs in covers as well as across the 
oor of the House. But of none of these

it be said that he was in the front 
t alike of literature and of states- 
iship. It may, with reserve, be said

John Morley.
“That a man,” wrote Macaulay, “be- 
3re whom the two paths of politics and 
terature lie open and who may hope 
or eminence in either should choose 
olitics and quit literature seems to me
nadness.” I speak from memory, but 

think he wrote that letter when he 
vas smarting under his defeat at Edin
burgh. The dictum must therefore be 
taken with reserve, for the grapes were 
sour.

is:
True as a dial to the sun, 
Although it be not shined upon.

There is about him a sense of the 
splendid austerity of truth—cold, but 
exhilarating. It is not merely that i\e 
does not lie. There are some other pol
iticians of whom that may be said. It 
is that he does not trifle with truth. It 
is sacred and inviolate. He would not 
admit, with Erasmus, that “there 
seasons when we must even conceal 
truth,” still less than touch that; “les 
Parlors sont faites pour cache 
pensees.” This inflexible veracity is the 
rarest ànd the most precious virtue In 
politics. It Is Mr. Morley’s contribu
tion to the common stock. Truth and 
justice—these are the fixed tenets by 
which he steers his barque, and as the 
prayer book places religion and duty 
after them, for indeed they are the 
true foundation of religion and duty.

It is this severe loyalty to truth and 
justice that is the note of his writings 
—this and charity and invigoratlon of 
style that gives one the sense of a 
brisk walk on the moorlands, 
is like the breath of winter — “frosty 
but kindly.” The lucidity of his thought 
is matched with the chastity of his 
phrasing. He does not love what 
Holmes calls “the Macaulay flowers of 
literature.” He does not burst

“Into glossy purples that outredden
All voluptuous garden roses.”
But he Is a well of English pure and 

undefiled. A well whose waters have 
ever served any growth save what 
noble and wothy.

He has never been a popular politi
cian. He ig too electic, dwells 
much apart for that. But there Is no 
man whose lightest word carries 
great weight with friend and foe as 
his does. When men disagree with him 
they do so with humility, for he is 
“clear of the oak and pine scrub and 
out on the rocks and the snow,” per
chance his vision is must true. And, 
right or wrong, he can never forfeit our 
respect. Least of all at a time when he 
has met an afflliction—the bitterest that 
can bereave a high-souled man—with a 
quiet humanity and generosity that 
adds a new lustre to his great name.— 
A. G. G. in London Daily News.

But we may be grateful for a 
decision that gave us a history which

withhimself compared
fTiucydjdes’ “Peloponnesian War” and 
rh/ch posterity,., if it has not ratified 
îat verdict, has placed among the lm- 
irlshable things of English literature. 
Mr. Morley, with the “two paths” 
>en before him, came to a contrary de- 
sion. In middle age, with a secure 
uropean reputation in letters, he rose 
•om the desk and took a commission In 
ie field. “He gave up to a party what 
as meant for mankind” and left “the 
arvest of his teeming brain” largely 
ngarnered. When I see him I seem 
) see a row of phantom volumes — 
ooks that will never be written—be- 
inning with that Life of Chatham the 
romise of which made nearly twenty 
ears ago is still unredeemed. And I 
fonder whether posterity will endorse 
iis decision as it has endorsed Mac-

are

notreHe does not

purpose

HeNo man ever made a more dramatic 
ntrance into office, 
lent one morning that Mr. Morley was 
le new Irish Secretary was the first 
lear indication of the most momentous 
eparture In policy made in our time, 
t meant that Home Rule was the of- 
cial policy of the Liberal party, 
tartled the country then. If it could 
ave foreseen all that it meant, it 
pould have startled it still more, for It 
vould have seen that it meant not 
nerely a change of policy but a polit!- 
ai revolution, the end of a epoch, twen-

The announce-

It

was

too
emergency of the spectre of Protection 
and side by side with it the emergency 
into practical politics of social ideals 
■which Mr. Morley was wont to regard 
as the idle dreams of “impatient ideal
ists.”

For Mr. Morley belongs to the past. 
Re looks out on politics with reverted 
eyes. He has, it is true, more-Zhan any 
other man the passion of the old philo
sophic Radicals for liberty and political 
quality. He sat at the foot of John 

tuart Min and fills the mantle of that 
Ejeat man not Inadequately. The spirit 
J*** French Revolution still burns In 
to with a pure flame. Manchester, 

he Manchester of the mid-Victorlan 
the, still speaks through him with un- 

altering accents. He is the high priest 
^ liberty—the civil and religious 11b- 
epty of the individual. He stands for 
a cause that is largely won; but, being 

3tHl needs that eternal vigilance 
hich is the price of liberty, to hold as 

Xe11 to win. That is his task. He is 
he guardian of the victories of the 

Past. He is not a seer. He points to 
n° tar horizons. He stands ioily aloof

so

INTERNATIONAL ANTHEM.

Chinese Words to Air of “God Save the 
King.”

Has China a natonal arthem? “Yes.” 
say some Chnese. “No,” say others *nd 
also many Europeans.

The controversy on the point arose in 
the Far East over an incident at Hong
kong. when Mr. Taft, the American secre
tary for war, was being entertained. The 
“Emperor of China” was toasted, followed 
by the air of "God Save the King.” Mr, 
Taft asked why “My Country, ’ts of thee” 
(the American anthem to the same air) 
had been played, and the German guests 
asked the connection between China and 
“Hell Dir im Siegeskranz” (the German 
anthem to the same air). The explanation 
was that the tune was so well known that 
It might be taken as the hymn of univer
sal brotherhood, and Chinese words had 
therefore been set to it as the national 
anthem of that country.

Now the Pekin and Tientsin Times 
chaffs the “originator of the joke” that 
China has a national anthem. But the 
Chinese legation in London stated that a 
Chinese national anthem, composed by the 
Marquis Tseng, the second reresentatlve 
of his country since the establishment of 
a legation in London, has been in exist
ence for the last twenty-one years. The 
words were written by the Marquis to 
music composed by a European musician.

Mr. Hassal, bandmaster of the Irish 
Guards, also staled that so far as he 
knew every nation in Europe, Asia and 
America had its. anthem. Such countries 
as Afghanistan and Siam were no excep
tion to the rule.

LAMENESS
Whether it la a fresh Bruise, Cut or Strain—or an old Spavin, Splint, 

Ringbone or Swelling—you can cure your horse with

Kendall's Spavin Cure
Thos. Castles, of Newark, N.J., bought a horse—lamed with a Jack 

Spavin—for $100. He cured every sign of lameness with Kendall’s 
Spavin Cure—won five races with the horse—then sold the animal to his 
former owner for $1,000.00.

Wellington, N.Z.,’Nov. 2nd, ’05.
“I have found your Spavin Cure a very fine remedy for 

all sorts of lameness in horses and I am never without it.”
E. J. WISBEY.

Get Kendall’s Spavin Cure—the remedy used by two 
nations for two generations. $1. a bottle—6 for $5. Our 

book—“Treatise On The Horse*’ 
- —will save you many a dollar if

k carefully read and acted upon.
I Write today for a free copy.

DR. B. J. KENDALL CO., 27 
I tnoaauRo Fall», - Vermont, U.S.A. Out of each five persons in New York 

city of marriageable age two are mar
ried and three are not.

\
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- $5.95 FANCY VESTS, Half PriceSuits,
Raincoats, $6.85 
Overcoats, $8.95

Big
Semi-Ready 

Wardrobe Sain
AT THE $

TRAVELING RUGS, Half Price

i

;

tf evidence as to prove, 
n sanity up to the. time 01

■ easy* that X 
come to tfc 
wo horses Is

cross mr
A
oppeslte

the same timeV he re.

c of the defence Is gener- 
fed as reflecting a dater - 
the part of Thaw’s attor- 

Le him Insane In 1806, re. 
ill consequences.
Evidence for the defence, 
a medical character, will 
•morrow morning.

TELD SITUATION;

In, Jan. 13. — President 
Is determined to withdraw' 
Iroofls from Goldfield, Nev., 
r the legislature begins its 
on on Tuesday. This ir.. 
made known at the White 

l the report of the special 
k committee was made pub- 
F with a letter from the 
l Governor Sparks, dated

l says: "The conditions 
port the general allegations 
Irnor’s request for troops, 
s specific statements estah- 
y such extent as to Justify 
lese statements for the pur. 
ling federal troops."

QUIT TO 
CITY LAYMEN

TSTS SPENT 

PLEASANT EVENING

Tendered Last Night 
Metropolitan Church 
Addresses Given.

bl room of the Metropolitan 
church was the scene of a 
le gathering last evening, 
pn was a banquet tendered 
laymen of the Methodist 
k the city, with the object 
r a deeper Interest in the 
fe of Christian missions. The 
i present were those who 
nsible for the preparation of 
kcellent dinner to which the 
treated. The tables showed 
f the skill and ability with 
ladies had done their work 

solution of thanks, moved in 
ristic speech by U. S. Consul 
seconded by C. Spencer, was 

lusiastically voted by the

kramme following the ban- 
I full of Interest. The speak- 
|e evening were Rev. 8. W. 
I A., of Calgary; Rev. Dr. 
kh, of Winnipeg, and T. T. 
[of Vancouver.
py began by paying a tribute 
lauties of Victoria to which 
kv paying his first visit. Then 
In to speak of Canada as the 
marvellous opportunity, the 
Id of the twentieth century, 
las called to big tasks In these 
He and deep canals, continen
ts, large industries were be* 

into being at the bidding of 
ms. But the imperialism of 
ty was larger than any pro- 
pmmercial life, 
as to become redeemed by 
n it was the lot of Canada to 
lare in the great work. Forty 

the prairie land of the Mid- 
l was the great lone land; 
krs ago It was the haunt of 
|.n and years ago a great 
10k place and by the hundreds 
Lnds the immigrants have 
ping in. What were we to do? 
3 says, build railways; com
ays, start industries;
Bye, Christianize and Cana- 
lese immigrants or they will 
:e” us. Canada has become 
: highway of the world and 

centre of the world’s actlv- 
loon be on this Pacific coast; 
or the Methodist church to 
er «<God-given opportunity and 
at hands of faith in this great 
winning to world for Christ, 
rprise of Christian missions 

biggest enterprise in 
day. The laymen’s movement 
a new organization but a new 
,t towards the uplift of the

The whole

the

the

Ir. Chan, the Chinese mission- 
sung the Glory Song in Chin- 
Woodsworth address the gath- 
Pith many appropriate stories 
pd home the truths he would 
le told of his work in getting 
nan
icndous growth going on iu 
try cast of the Rockies. Ho 
the movement among the for
mation of Winnipeg, and tho 
>wards the Christian religion, 

many encouraging anecdotes 
ork.
Langlois, of Wesley church, 
er, told how that in nine years 
irch he represented had ad- 
n its missionary givings until 
r, $5,000 had been given.
! movement had begun in 
he was glad that It was not 

nfined to the east. The move* 
as started on the basis that 

be carried to a.11 
next twenty

the mission fields and of

The

pel was to 
Id within the

When it is remembered
>-thirds of the world is still in 
darkness and th^t there arc 

id red million who have not. 
io gospel message, the magni- 
the undertaking will be seen.

from a worldly

1rs.

i pay .
int and he would urge all hia 
to be In earnest in their work

fcir giving.
Deaville, of the Centennial 
moved and Rev. S. W. Dean 

d, a hearty vote of thanks fc® 
teakers for the Inspiration 
Idresses. This was most heart- 
led and in a few words each re-

the vote of thanks to the ladies! 
led above, and one to the chair" 
lev. G. K. B. Adams, the doxol- 

and the gatheringas sung 
t to «£ close.
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