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Baturday, August 30, 1903.

IFor the Empire’s Sake.

LEAVES FIROM THE DIARY OF

A FPHEMIEWL ON TOUR.

Leyound acknowledging bis
indebtedness ta  wireless
telegraphy, the editur does
not feel ot liberty to disclose
the source of the intercsting
communication which fol-
lows, the securing of which
ia perhaps the most remark-
able “sevop” yet made in
the history of New Zealand
| jeurnalism,

1

Hull, Avgust 22.—The naval review
was the elosing act of the Corona-
wits tie eloxing aet of the Coronation
drama.  The midnight Royal salute
was the signal for visitors to pack
itheir traps and get k to thelr
Lisbmes. Om Tuesday evering, when
sauuteringe i the vicinity of Buck-
rham Paiace, a favourite resort of
ne, 1 oeankd not help remarkiog on
the  suddenness  with  which  the
s puests had taken themsclves
and those fine lines of Kig-

Lig came into my mind—

= The pht awd the shoulbang cease,
The captaing and the Kings depart,
Still stands the ancient pacrifice '’

Sa appropriaie they seemed to me;
the caprtains and the kings afl grone,
and myself standing there all alone,
and feeling quite old after all I have
saerificed tor the Empire. It is not of-
ten that 1 suffer from depression or
frel lonely, but that evening I was
fae from myseld, [ would have drop-
1ed in on the King if he had benn
at home, but he was away in the
yacht, [ experienced guite a sense
of relief when [ saw approaching me
the pental Lewanika, of Barotseland.
Under ardinary circumstances I would
Larely have moticed him, for the foal-
ish fellow. quite unintentionally, of
course, raised an awkward langh
against me the other day by remark-
iz at Lacky Dash’s At Hocne,” thut
he amd I were the only two savagr
tumiarehs present. He was evidently
hder some absued hmpression that
beciuse [ represented

wis a2 Maari ehief. On Tuesday.
however, [ was toa lonely to remem-
ber that against bim, and, after all,
he is abways a King, so | greeted him
affably.

New Zealandt

“When you go home to your coun-
try, Masss Seddon? enguired he.

I always fecl anooyed when folks
wsk me that stupid guestiom, but 1
graciously covered my impatience
and explained that 1 was waiting for
corfain things.

“{(h,” says he, with a barbaric grin,
“1 know, you mean same as Mnas=a
jantun has got.”

It was foolish of me to feel vexed
with the sarage, for he mesnt nco
harm, but 1 had just hied a disagree-
ahle interview with Barton in refer-
ence fo the same subject earlier in
the afternoon. He (Barton} came in-
to my room in the hotel to say good-
rye, as he was leaving early next
morning  for Austrualia, via Canuada.
His portmantenu was in his  hand,
ancl, laying it down on the floor he
asked, with nffested surprise.

“Aren't you coming with us, Sed-
dan?*

“No,” savs I, *I'm afraid T ecan't
get away gquite yet.,”

“(Oh!” says ha, with a beastly
smile, and added, “Well, T suppose we
may consider the feast all over now,
thowgh, T say. old man, you don’t
seem 10 have had your dessert yet™

He laughed at  his joke i1 1
thonght he was geing to have a fit.
Lut became suddenly serious whun
T savs:

“There's some, Sir Fdmund, that
have got more than their desserts.”

“That may be,” snarls he, “bput at
least they got it at the table, they're
not stopping behind to pick up the
geraps.”

“Tt isn't everybody that would he
eatisfied with a wmeasly knighthood,
Rarton. You'’re a moadest soul,” wae
was my reply.

“Ib wasu't evervbody that was of-
fered it.” le rejoins.

“Na. Rarton. there were bhigger

‘things a-gaing than that. What wonld

youn say to a baronetey, if it had
heen offcred you?”

“I would have said, “frive it to Sed-
don, he wants it more than I do.”™

“There you would have been wrong.
Sir Edmumd Barton, K.CM.GL” says
E very softiy and deliberately, “he-
cause Mr Seddon was offered it anad
refused it

“You mean, he says he was of-
fered it and refused it. We've all
kearet that yurn, Dick, my boy, but
it won’t wash; no, it won't wash,
Diek Yoo may cablbe it as a rumaour
w Zealand, if you like, and they
] swallow it, but it doesn’t gn
dawn here”  And before T had time
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to say a word he grabb.d his traps,
siid “ta-tu,” amd was gone.

- - - Left for lull the same
night. Just when [ was on the point
of getting ready for my journey one
of thuse wretcned newspuper men
waited vpon me. le wanted an in-
terview. 11 seems that Mr Stead's
rtatement giving currency to & rum-
our of my intention tu become lea-
der of the Labour party in South
Africa has ecreatad a great deal of
comment and speculation, and ihe
reporter eamwe to me to learn the
truth. He showed me a copy of n
puper containing Stead’s remarks. 1
aftected not to have seen them Dbe-
fure, fur less to have heard anything
of the 1amour to the effect that 1 was
impressed with the need of a strong
statesnan in South Africa and meant
10 offer my services; and the enquir-
ing reporter got no satisfaction oot
of me, T told him in my most ora-
cular tones that “Time would prove,”
whatever that means, and that “no-
budy is ‘ustified or authorised to say
that 1 will renounce New Zealand
ami! live at the Cape And that is
Literally 1he case. L thounght Lo have
iwcen able by this time 1o announee
my plans for the fuiure, but 1 am as
unsettled as ever. I don’t know
wlat I shall do. It all depends on
circumstances which I am expecting
10 eventuate every day. To the pri-
vate ear of this diary alone can I
oonnfide the disappointment which I
feel over the result of my visit 1o
the 0ld Country. My hopes have mou
been realised. Heaven forbid that 1
should say anything disloyal, but the
King is mest unsatisfactory. I can't
make him out. However, T am not
going to despair, afid shall extend my
stuy here for some time yet, under
one prelext vr another, to see what
turns up. As to the South African
idea, it has ceriainly been present
in my thoughts very frequenily, bur
1 never gave Mr Stead any anthority
iu say that I contemplated the Cape
as my future sphere of action. I
have the ¢learest recollection of
everything that passed between us
on the two vesasions on which he
enurtied an interview with me. On
tle second our conversation was of
such a kind that neither of us is like-
1y to ferget it, for we came to high
words and parted on ne very friendly
terms. The Editor of the “Heview
of lieviews” i3 a masterful man; and
0 am T; and it awas a case of Greelk
meeting Greek when we met. We
spoke of many Lhings, New Zealand
anl my labour legislation among
others, andl then the talk drifted
uway to Sowth Afriea, as was to be
expected. T could not help twitting
Stead with  his pro-Boer Ieanings;
and his reply was characteristic of
the man. “My dear Mr Seddon,” says
he, "you guite misread me”™ What-
ever [ may have said or written tn
fivour of the Roers belongs to the
past.  Like yourself, T must not be
Judgedt by my bygone utteranves.
liut to prove to you that T am no
pro-lloer. let me ask yon whether
you have ever heard of me being
lowg identified with any movement
that dild not pay. Review my Tong
cureer, my Tribute of Modern Baby-
lun periud, my Spook stage, my ideal
ne-wspaper epoch, and you wifll find
that, though an idenlist before all
things, I kave never allowed my com-
merecial instinets 1o be obscured or
my financial schemes to be imper-
ilied by ==ntiment or idealism. I
could not possibly be an active pro-
I'ovr now, for the simple reason that
a1 commereinl speculation there
is nothing in pro-Boerism.”

I admitted the force of his argu-
ment. :

“Many prople,” he continued, “can-
not understand my character, but T
think that you, having se much in
common with me in that respect,
will.L™ Nea, T am no pro-Boer, Mr Sed-
dun, but I am & pro-Africon, as 1 be-

lieve you to be. Alhough the Jate
Mr Rbodes did not think #it to allot
me the task of carrying out his
wishes, the aims thar he eherished
have always been mine too, and now
that he is gone, I would gludly de-
vole what talents and energy Heaven
has vouchsafed me to carry to a suc-
cessful conclusion the work he in-
suguraicd. 1 have my ideal of what
Africa wright become. 1t is a high
ideal, I admit, but nut necessarily one
impossible of attainment. Hut it re
quires a man of very rare qualifica-
tions to direct ihe destinies of the
country. I enjoy unrivalled advan-
tages for discovering such o man, for
I am on terms of personal and more
or less eonfidentinl communieation
with the Curdinal Secretary of State
at the Vatican, with the VProcurator
(General of the Holy Synod, the Aich-
Pishop of Canterbury, Dun Leno, the
Czar of all the Rus:ins, the Presiden)
of the Hayti Kepuhlic, the snccessor
to the Mahdi, the Kenniff Brothers—
in fact, with all 1he most notable and
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influentia! people of the day, and in
all thal wide gircle I kooew of no man
fitted to realise my ideal, A man witl
the wisdom of Socrates, the character
of Mareus Aurclius, and the genius of
Napoleon, is needed, and where shall
we find that trinity of gualities em-
bodigd in one man? I am well aware
that T do not possess them myself,
but with all my faults and sherteom-
ings and no one is more painfully
vonseious of them than myseli—1 am
perhaps the one individual who comes

nearest to that perfection we are
seeking after. I say 1t modestly.
ar

I ean do a bit of this sort of thing
myself, and before he had got out
more than the first word of his next
sentence T had got the Aoor and held
it.

“What troubles yon,” says J, “has
been troubling me, Ioo. As you say,
I am a pro-African, and have my ideal
as to the fuinre of that great coun-
try. DBut T experience almost the
same difficolty that you do abowt get-
ting & suitable man to direct and
guide the fortunes of the country., T
huve a pretty wide experience of men,
I am in personat and more or less
confidential communication with Mr
Witheford, Mahutu, the King, and
Frince of Wales, E. M. Smith, King
Cieorge of Tonga, Clement Wrazpe.,
. K. Dix, and, indeed, all the most
notable and influential people of the
ilny. In all that wide circle I have
only discovered ane man who woull
fill the billet, and he unfortanately
ftils nnother. He might be persuaded
to throw up the latter, however, it
sifficient inducement offered. Mind
¥ou, Mr Stead, I don't say that he
wauld, but he might.”

“You surprise me, Mr Seddon,” says
Stead, “I had not believed there was
another man in the world save the
one T mysel! anggested who would be
competent for the position, and 1 gm
inclined to question jt now., Do yon
know the gentleman you spesk of o



