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PREFACE 

IT is now fourteen years since this book appeared 
a.nonymously. At first the story stood cold and 
shivering, disregarded by the world. Six weeks, 
however, after its production a highly appreciative 
review in one of the most important journals 
caused people to inquire after it. Since then it 
has gone through many editions: it has, in fact, 
remained alive for fourteen years. In these days, 
when the life of a book seldom extends beyond 
t.he first year, and some books which obtain a 
great run in that first year are practically dead in 
the second, it is gratifying to an author to find 
that a book, published in the autumn of 1882, 
has been continually in demand for fourteen years, 
and is now about to enter upon a new edition. I 
am also gratified to find that it will now form 
part of my collected novels, and that, with this 
object, it has passed into the hands of Messrs. 
Cbatto and Windus. I say this, of course, without 
the least feAling as regards its former publishers, 
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Messrs. Blackwood and Sons, who, I am sure, have 
done all along what could be done for it; but only 
because it is best for a writer that, if possible~ all 
his books should be in the same hands. 

Every one who has written stories knows the 
unaccountable difference there is between the ease 
and delight of writing some and the difficulties 
and troubles which attend the writing of others. 
l'he ' Revolt of Man ' was written during a certain 
summer holiday; day by day chapter by chapter 
was read out, as it was finished, to two ladies. It 
is needless to say that their comments on the pro­
gress of events were often most valuable. Above 
all I may now acknowledge their advice as to the 
conclusion of the story. At first it ended in a 
real battle. ' Let the " Revolt of Man " be blood­
less,' said my advisers. It is bloodless. The 
advice was excellent, and I followed it; and now, 
after fourteen years, I take this opportunity of 
than~ing them. 

W. B. 
UNITED UNIVERSITY 0LUD: 

December 1896. 
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THE HEVOLT OF MAN. 

CHAPTER I. 

IX PARK LANE. 

BREAKFAST was laid for two in the smallest 

room-a jewel of a rqom-of perhaps the largest 

house in Park Lane. It was already half-past 

ten, but as yet there was only one occupant of 

the room, an elderly latlr of striking appearance. 

Her face, a long oval face, was wrinkled and 

crow-footed in a thousand lines; her capacious 

forehead was contracted as if with thought ; her 

white eyebrows were thick and firmly dr;nyn ; 

her deep - set eyes were curiously keen and 

bright; her features were strongly rnarkcd,-it 

A 
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was a handsome face which could never, even 

in early girlhood, have been a pretty face; her 

abundant hair was of a rich creamy white, the 

kind of white which in age compensates its 

owner for the years of her youth when it was 

inclined to redness; her mouth was full, the 

lower lip slightly projecting, as is often found 

with those who speak muth and in large rooms; 

her fingers were restless; her figure was with­

ered by time. When she laid aside the paper she 

had been reading, and walked across the room 

to the open window, you might have noticed 

how frail and thin she seemed, yet how firmly 

she walked and stood. 

This wrinkled face, this frail form, belonged 

to the foremost intellect of England : the lady 

was none other than Dorothy Ingleby, Professor 

of Ancient and Modern History in the Univer­
sity of Cambridge. 

It would be difficult, without going into great 

detail, and telling many anecdotes, to account 

for her great reputation and the weight of her 

ai;thority. She had written litt]e; her lectures 
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were ccrtaiu]y not popular with un<lergra<luates, 

partly Lecause undergraduates will never attenrl 

Professors' lectures, and partly because the 

University would not allow her to lecture at 

all on the history of the past, and the story of 

the present was certainly neither interesting nor 

enlivening. 

As girls at school, everybody had learned 

about the Great Transition, and the way in 

which the Transfer of Power, which marked the 

last and greatest step of civilisation, had been 

brought about: the gradual substitution of 

women for men in the great offices ; the spread 

of the new religion; the abolition of the mon­

archy; the introduction of pure theocracy, in 

which the ideal Perfect Woman took the place 

of a personal sovereign; the wise measures l1y 

wbich man's rough and rude strength was dis­

ciplined in~o obedience,-all these things were 

mere commonplaces of education. Even men, 

who learned little enough, \Yere taught that in 

the old days strength was regarded more than 

mind, while the father actually ruled in the 
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place which should have been occupied by the 

mother ; these things belonged to constitutional 

history-nobody cared much about them; while, 

on the other hand, they would have liked to 

know-the more curious among them-what 

was the kind of world which existed before the 

development of culture gave the reins to the 

higher sex; and it was well known that the 

only person at all capable of presenting a faith­

ful restoration of the old world was Professor 

Ingle by. 

Again, there was a mystery about her: al­

though in holy orders, she had al ways refused to 

preach; it was whispered that she was not ortho­

dox. She had been twice called upon to sign the 

hundred and forty-four Articles, a request with 

which, on both occ;sions, she cheerfully complied, 

to the discomfiture of her enemies. Yet her 

cilence in matters of religion provoked curiosity 

and surmise-a grave woman, a woman with all 

the learning of the University Library in her 

head, a woman who, alone among women, held 

her tongue, and who, when she did speak, spoke 
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slowly, and weighed her words, and seemed to 

.have written out her conversation beforehand, so 

pointed and polished it was. In religion and 

politics, however, the Professor generally main­

tained silence absolute. Now, if a woman is 

always silent on those subjects upon which other 

women talk oftenest and feel most deeply, it is 

not wonderful if she becomes suspected of heter­

odoxy. It was known positively, and she had 

publicly declared, that she wished the introduc­

tion-she once said, mysteriously, the return­

of a more exact and scientific training than could 

be gained from the political, social, and moral 

economy which formed the sole studies of Cam­

bridge. Now, the Heads of Houses, the other 

professors, the college lecturers, and the fellows, 

all held the orthodox doctrine that there is no 

other learning requisite or desiral,le than that con­

tained in the aforesaid subjects. For these, they 

maintained, embrace all the branches of study 

which are concerned with the conduct of life. 

The Professor threw aside the ' Gazette.' 
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which contained as full a statement as was per­

mitted of last night's debate, with an angry 

gesture, and walked to the open window. 

"Another defeat!" she murmured. "Poor 

Constance! This time, I suppose, they must 

resign. These continual changes of Ministry 

bring contempt as well as disaster upon the 

country. Six months ago, all the Talents I 

Three months ago, all the Beauties! Now, all 

the First-classes I And what a mess-what a mess 

-they make between them! ·why do they not 

come to me and make me lecture on ancient 

history, and learn how affairs were conducted a. 

hundred years ago, when man was in his own 

place, and" - here she laughed and looked 

around her with a certain suspicion - " and 

woman was in hers 1 " 

Then she turned her eyes out to the park 

below her. It was a most charming morning in 

June ; the trees were at their freshest and their 

most beautiful ; the flowers were at their bright­

est, with great masses of rhododendron, purple 

lilac, and tbe golden rain of the laburnum. 



IN PARK LANE. 7 

The Row was well filled : young men were 

there, riding bravely and gallantly with their 

sisters, their mothers, or their wives; girls and 

ladies were taking their morning canter before 

the official day began; and along the gravel­

walks girls were hastening quickly to their offices 

or their lecture-rooms ; older ladies sat in the 

shade, talking politics ; idlers of both sexes 

were strolling and sitting, watching the horses 

or talking to each other. 

"Youth and hope I" murmured the Professor. 

"Every lad hopes for a young wife ; every girl 

trusts that success will come to her while she is 

still young enough to be loved. Age looks on 

with her young husband at her side, and prides 

herself in having no illusions left. Poor crea­

tures I You destroyed love-love the consoler, 

love the leveller-when you, who were born to 

receive, undertook to give. Blind I blind!" 

She turned from the window and began to 

examine the pictures hanging on the walls. 

These consisted entirely of small portraits 

copied from larger pictures. They were ar-
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ranged m chronological order, and were in fact 

family portraits. The older pictures were 

mostly the heads of men, taken in the fall 

of life, grey- bearded, with strong, steadfast 

eyes, and the look of authority. Among them 

were portraits of ladies, chiefly taken in the 

first fresh bloom of youth. 

"They knew," said the Professor, "how to 

paint a face in those days." 

Among the modern pictures a very remark­

able change was apparent. The men were 

painted in early manhood, the women at a 

more mature age; the style was altered for 

the worse, a gaudy conventional mannerism 

prevailed ; there was weakness in the drawing 

and a blind following in the colour : as for the 

details, they were in some cases neglected al­

together, and in others elaborated so as to 

swamp and destroy the subject of the pic­

ture. The faces of the men were remarkable 

for a self-conscious beauty of the lower type : 

there was little intellectual expression ; the 

hair was always curly, and while some sbowrd 
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a bull-like repose of strength, others wore an 

expression of meek and gentle submissiveness. 

As for the women, they were represented with 

all the emblems of authority-tables, thrones, 

papers, deeds, and pens. 

"As if," said the Professor, " the peeresses' 

right divine to rule was in their hearts I But, 

in these days, the painter's art is a rule of 

thumb." 

There was a small stand full of books, chiefly 

of a lighter kind, prettily bound and profusely 

gilt. Some were novels, with such titles as 

'The Hero of the Cricket Field,' ' The Long 

Jump,'' The Silver Racket,' and so on. Some 

were apparently poems, among them being Lady 

Longspin's ' Vision of the Perfect Knight,' with 

a frontispiece, showing the Last Lap of the 

Seven-Mile Race; Julia Durdle's poems of the 

'Young Man's Crown of Glory,' and Aunt 

Agatha's 'Songs for Girls at School or Col­

lege.' There were others of a miscellaneous 

character, such as 'Guide to the Young Poli­

tir.ian,' being a series of letters to a pPPfPRfl at 
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Oxford; 'Meditations in the University Church;' 

'Hymns for Men;' the' Sacrifice of the Faithful 

Heart;' 'The ·womanhood of Heaven; or, the 

Light and Hope of Men,' with many others 

whose title proclaimed the nature of their con­

tents. The appearance of the books, however, 

did not seem to show that they were much 

read. 

" I should have thought," said the Professor, 

"that Constance would have turned all this 

rubbish out of her breakfast-room. After all, 

though, what could she put in its place here 1" 

As the clock struck eleven, the door opened, 

and the young lady whom the Professor spoke 

of as Constance appeared. 

She was a girl of twenty, singularly beauti­

ful ; her face was one of those very rare faces 

which seem as if nature, after working steadily 

in one mould for a good many generations, has 

at last succeeded in perfecting her idea. Most 

of our faces, somehow, look as if the mould had 

not quite reached the conception of the sculptor. 

Unfortunately, while such faces as that of 
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Constance, Countess of Carlyon, are rare, they 

are seldom reproduced in children. Nature, in 

fact, smashes her mould when it is quite perfect, 

nnd begins again upon another. The hair was 

of that best and rarest brown, in which there is 

a touch of gold when the sun shone upon it. 

Her eyes were of a dark, deep blue ; her face 

wa8 a beautiful and delicate oval; her chin was 

}Jointed; her cheek perhaps a little too pale, 

and rather thin ; and there was a broad edging 

of black under her eyes, which spoke of fatigue, 

anxiety, or disappointment. But she smiled 

when she saw her guest. 

"Good morning, Professor," she said, kissing 

the wrinkled cheek. "It was good indeed of 

you to come. I only heard you were in town 

last night." 

"You are well this morning, Constance 1" 

asked the Professor. 

" Oh yes I " replied the girl, wearily. " I am 

well enough. Let us have breakfast. I have 

been at work since eight with my secretary. 

You know that we resign to-day." 
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"I gathered so much," said the Professor, 

"from the rag they call the ' Official Gazette.' 

They do not report fully, of course, but it is 

clear that you had an exciting debate, and that 

you were defeated." 

The Countess sighed. Then she reddened and 

clenched her hands. 

" I cannot bear to think of it," she cried. 

"We had a disgraceful night. I shall never 

forget it-or forgive it. It was not a debate 

at all; it was the exchange of unrestrained 

insults, rude personalities, humiliating recrimi­

nation." 

"Take some breakfast first, my dear," said 

the Professor, " and then you shall tell me as 

much as you please." 

Most of the breakfast was eaten by the 

Professor herself. Long before she had fin­

ished, Constance sprang from the table and 

began to pace the room in uncontrollable 
agitation. 

'' It is hard-oh I it is very hard-to preserve 

even common dignity, when such attacks are 
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made. One noble peeress taunted rue with my 

youth. It is two years since I came of age-I 

am twenty,-but never mind that. Another 

threw in my teeth my-my-my cousin Ches­

ter "--she b]ushed violently; "to think that the 

British House of Peeresses should have fallen 

so low! Another charged me with trying to 

be thought the loveliest woman in London ; can 

we even listen to such things without shame ? 

And the Duchess de ]a Vieille Roche "-here 

she laughed bitterly-" actually ha<l. the auda­

city to attack my Political Economy--mine; and 

I was Senior in the Tripos I When they were 

tired of abusing me, they began upon each 

other. No reporters were present. The Chan­

cellor, poor lady ! tried in vain to maintain 

order; the scene-with the whole House, as it 

seemed, screeching, crying, demanding to Le 

heard, throwing accusations, innuenJoes, insinu­

ations, at each other-ma<le one inclined to ask 

if this was really the House of Peeresses, the 

Parliament of Great Britain, the p1ace where 

one would expect to find the noblest repre-
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sentatives in the whole world of culture and of 

gentlehood." 

Constance paused, exhausted but not satisfied. 

She bad a good deal more to say; but for the 

moment she stood by the window, with flashing 

eyes and trembling lips. 

"The last mixed Parliament," said the Pro­

fessor, thoughtfully-" that in which the few 

men who were members seceded in a body-pre­

sented similar characteristics. The abuse of the 

liberty of speech led to the abolition of the 

Lower House. Absit omen ! " 

"Thank heaven," replied the Countess, "that 

it was abolished! Since then we have hacJ­

at least we have generally had-clecorum and 

dignity of debate." 

'' Until last night, dear Constance, and a few 

similar last nights. Take care." 

"They cannot abolish us," said Constance, 

"because they would have nothing to fall 

back upon." 

The Professor coughed drily, and took an­

other piece of toast. 



IN PAHK LANE. 15 

The Countess threw herself into a chair. 

"At least," she said, "we have changed mob. 

government for divine right." 

" Ye-yes." The Professor leaned back in 

her chair. "James II., in the old time, said 

much the same thing ; yet they abolished 

him. To be sure, in his days, divine right 

went through the male line." 

"Men said so," said the Countess, "to serve 

their selfish ends. How can any line be con­

tinued except through the mother 1 Absurd!" 

Then there was silence for a little, the Pro­

fessor calmly eating an egg, and the Home 

Secretary playing with her tea-spoon. 

"We hardly expected success," she continued, 

after a while; "it was only in the desperate 

condition of the Party that the Cabinet gave 

way to my proposal. Yet I did hope that the 

nature of the Bill would have awakened the sym­

pathy of a House which has brothers, fathers, 

nephews, and male relations of all kirids, and 

does not consist entirely of orphaned only 

daughters." 
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"That 1s bitter, Constance," sighed the Pro­

fessor. "I hope you did not begin by saying so." 

"No, I did not. I explained that we were 

about to ask for a Commission into the general 

condition of the men of this country. I set 

forth, in mild and conciliating language, a few 

of my facts. You know them all ; I learned 

them from you. I showed that the whole of 

the educational endowments of this country 

have been seized upon for the advantage of 

women. I suggested that a small proportion 

might be diverted for the assistance of men. 

Married men with property, I showed, have 

no protection from the prodigality of their 

wives. I pointed out that the law of evidence, 

as regards violence towards wives, presses 

heavily on the man. I showed that single 

men's wages are barely sufficient to purchase 

necessary clothing. I complained of the long 

hours during which men have to toil in solitude 

or in silence, of the many cases in which they 

have to do housework and attend to the babies , 
11s well as do their long day's work. And I 
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,·entured to hint at the onerous nature of the 

Married Mothers' Tax-that five per rent on 

11 ' . " a men s earnmgs. 

"My dear Constance," interrupted the Pro­

fessor, "was it judicious to show your whole 

hand at once 1 Surely step by step would have 

been safer." 

" Perhaps. I ventured next to call the serious 

attention of the House to the grave discontent 

among the younger women of the middle classes, 

who, by reason of the crowded state of the pro­

fessions, are unable to think of marriage, as a 

rule, before forty, and often have to wait later. 

This was received with cold disapprobation: 

the House is always touchy on the subject of 

marriage. But when I went on to hint that 

there was danger to the State in the reluctance 

with which the young men entered the mar­

ried state under these conditions, there was such 

a clamour that I sat down." 

The Professor nodded. 

"Just what one would have expected. Talk 

the conventional commonplace, and the Houi~e 

B 



18 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

will listen ; tell the truth, and the House will 
rise with one consent and shriek you down. 
Poor child ! what did you expect 1 " 

"A dozen rose together. Lady Cloistertown 
caught the Chancellor's eye. I suppose you 
know her extraordinary command of common­
places. She asked whether the House was pre­
pared to place man on an equality with woman; 
she supposed we should like to see him sitting 
with ourselves, voting with the rudeness of his 
intellect, even speaking with the bluntness of 
the masculine manner. And then she burst into 
a scream. ' Irreligion,' she cried, 'was ram­
pant ; was this a moment for bringing forward 
such a motion 1 Not only women, but even 
men, had begun to doubt the Perfect Woman; 
the rule of the higher intellect was threatened ; 
the new civilisation was tottering; we might 
even expect an attempt to bring about a return 
of the reign of brute force--' Heavens I and 
that was only a beginning. Then followed the 
weary platitudes that we know so well. Can no 
one place truth before us in words of freshness 1" 
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" If you insist upon every kind of truth being 

naked," said the Professor, '' you ought not to 

grumble if her limbs sometimes look unlovely." 

" Then let us for a while agree to accept 

truth in silence." 

" I would we could I" echoed the elder lady. 

" I know the weariness of the commonplace. 

When we are every year invaded by gentlemen 

at Commemoration, I have to go through the 

same dreary performance. The phrases about 

the higher intellect; the sex which is created to 

carry on the thought, while the other executes 

the · work of this world ; the likeness and yet 

unlikeness between us due to that beautiful 

arrangement of nature ; the extraordinary suc­

cess we are making of our power ; the loveliness 

of the new religion, revealed bit by bit, to one 

woman after another, until we were able to reach 

unto the conception, the vision, the realisation 

of the Perfect Woman--" 

" Professor," interrupted Constance, laying 

her hand on her friend's shoulder, "do not talk 

so. Strengthen my faith; do not destroy what 
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is left of religion by a sneer. Alas ! everything 

seems falling away; nothing satisfies; there is 

no support anywhere, nor any hope. I sup· 

pose I am not strong enough for my work ; at 

least I have failed. The whole country is crying 

out with discontent. The Lancashire women 

cannot sell their husbands' work. I hear that 

they are taking to drink. Wife-beating has 

broken out again in the Potteries. It is reported 

that secret associations are again beginning to 

be formed among the men ; and then there are 

these county magistrates with their unjust sen­

tences. A man at Leicester has been sentenced 

to penal servitude for twenty years because his 

wife says he swore at her and threatened her. 

I wrote for information; the magistrate says 

she thought an example was needed. And, in­

nocent or guilty, the husband is not allowed to 

cross-examine his wife. Then look at the recent 

case at Cambridge." 

" Yes," said the Professor ; " that is bad 
indeed." 

"The husband-a man of hitherto Llameless 
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character,-young, well-born, handsome, good at 

his trade, and with some pretensions to the 

higher culture-sentenced to penal servitude 

for life for striking his wife, one of the senior 

fellows of Trinity I" 

The Professor's eyes flashed. 

"As you are going out of office to-day, my 

Lady Home Secretary, and can do no more 

justice for a while, I will tell you the truth of 

that case. The wife was tired of her husband. 

It was a most unhappy match. She wanted to 

marry another man, so she trumped up the 

charge; that is the disgraceful truth. No fish­

wife of Billingsgate could have lied more impu­

dently. He, in accordance with our, no doubt 

most just and well-intentioned, laws, becomes a 

convict for the rest of his days; she marries 

agam. Everybody knows the truth, but no­

body ventures to state it. She banged her own 

arm black and blue herself with the poker, and 

showed it in open court as the effects of his 

violence. As for her husband, I visited him in 

prison. He was calm and collected. He says 
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that he is glad there are no children to lament 

his disgrace, that prison life is preferable to 

living any longer with such a woman, and that, 

on the whole, death is better than life when an 

innocent man can be so treated in a civilised 

country." 

"Poor man I" groaned Constance. "Stay; 

I have a few hours yet of power. His name 1 " 
she sprang to her desk. 

"John Phillips-no; Phillips is the wife's 

name. I forgot that the sentence itself carries 

divorce with it. His bachelor name was 

Coryton." 

Constance wrote rapidly. 

" John Coryton. He shall be released. A 

free pardon from the Home Secretary cannot be 

appealed against. He is free." 

She sprang from the table and rang the bell. 

Her private secretary appeared. 

" This despatch to be forwarded at once," she 

said. "Not a moment's delay." 

" Constance l " The Professor seized her 

hand. "You will have the thanks of every 
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woman who knows the truth. All those who 

do not will curse the weakness of the Home 

Secretary." 

"I care not," she said. "I have done one 

just action in my short term of office. I-who 

looked to do so many good and just actions!" 

" It is difficult, more difficult than one ever 

suspects, for a Minister to do good. Alas I my 

dear, John Coryton's case is only one of 

many." 

" I kuow ," replied Constance, sighing. "Yet 

what can I do I Our greatest enemies are­

ourselves. Oh, Professor I when I think of the 

men working at their looms from morning until 

night, cooking the dinners and looking after the 

children, while the women sit about the village 

pump or in their clubs, to talk unmeaning poli­

tics-- Tell me, logician, why our theories 

are all so logical and our practice is so bad 1 " 

"Everything," said the Professor, "in our 

system is rigorously logical and just. If it 

could not be proved scientifically-if it were 

not absolutely certain-the system could never 
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be accepted by the exact intellect of cultivated 

women. Have not Oxford and Cambridge pro­

claimed this from a hundred pulpits and in a 

thousand text-books 1 My dear Lady Carlyon, 

you yourself proved it when you took your 

degree in the most brilliant essay ever written." 

The Countess winced. 

"Must we, then," she asked, "cease to be­

lieve in logic 1 " 

"Nay," replied Professor Ingleby; "I said 

not that. But every conclusion depends UlJOn 

the minor premiss. That, dear Countess, in the 

case of our system, appears to me a little un­
certain." 

"But where is the uncertainty 1 Surely you 

will allow me, my dear Professor,"-Constance 

smiled,-" although I am only a graduate of two 

years' standing, to know enough logic to examine 
a syllogism 1 " 

"Surely, Constance. My dear, I do not pre­

sume to doubt your reasoning powers. It was 

only an expression of perplexity. We are so 

right, and things go so wrong." 
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Both ladies were silent for a few moments, 

and Constance sighed. 

" For instance," the Professor went on, " we 

were logically right when we suppressed the 

Sovereignty. In a perfect State, the head must 

also be perfect. ·whom, then, could we acknow­

ledge as head but the :Perfect "\Voman ? So we 

became a pure theocracy. Then, again, we were 

right when we abolished the Lower House; for 

in a perfect State, the best rulers must be those 

who are well-born, well-educated, and well-bred. 

All this requires no demonstration. Yet--" 

But the Countess shook her head impatiently, 

and sprang to her feet. 

"Enough, Professor! I am tired of debates 

and the battles of phrase. The House may get 

on without me. And I will inquire no more, 

even of you, Professor, into the foundations of 

faith, constitution, and the rest of it. I am 

brave, when I rise in my place, about the un­

alterable principles of religions and political 

economy: brave words do not mean brave 

heart. Like so many who are outspoken, which 
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I cannot be-at least yet-my faith is sapped, 

I doubt." 

"She who doubts," said the Professor, "is 

perhaps near the truth." 
"Nay; for I shall cease to investigate; I 

shall go down to the country and talk with my 

tenants." 
"Do you learn much," asked the Professor, 

"of your country tenants 1" 

The Countess laughed. 

" I teach a great deal, at least," she replied. 

"Three times a-week I lecture the women on 

constitutional law, and twice on the best man­

agement of husbands, sons, and farm-labourers, 

and so forth." 

"And you are so much occupied in teaching 

that you never learn 1 That is a great pity, 

Constance. Do you observe 1" 

"I suppose I do. Why, Professor 1" 

"Old habits linger longest in country places. 

What do you find to remark upon, most of 

all ? " 

"The strange and unnatural deference," re-
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plied the girl, with a blush of shame, "paid by 

country women to the men. Yes, Professor, 

after all our teaching, and in spite of all our 

laws, in the country districts the old illogical 

supremacy of brute force still obtains, thinly 

disguised." 

":My dear, who manages the farm 1" 
"Why," said the Countess, "the wives are 

supposed to manage, but their husbands really 

have the whole management in their own hands." 

"·who drives the cattle, sows the seed, reaps, 

ploughs 1" 

"The husband, of course. It is his duty." 

"It is," said the Professor. "Child, a few 

generations ago he did all this as the acknow­

ledged head of the house. He does not fo1·get." 

"What do you mean 1 " 

"I mean, my dear Countess, that things are 

never so near their end as when they appear 

the firmest. Now, if you please, tell me some· 

thing more of this great speech of yours, which 

so roused the wrath of assembled and hereditary 

wisdom. What did you intend to say 1 " 
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Constance began, in a quick, agitated way, 

nervously pacing the room, to run through the 

main points of the speech which she had pre­

pared but had not been allowed to deliver. It 

was a plea for the intellectual elevation of the 

other sex. She pointed out that, although there 

was legislation in plenty for their subjection,­

although the greatest care was taken to pre­

vent men from working together, conspiring, and 

meeting, so that most work was done in solitude 

or at home-and when that was not the case, a 

womau was always present to enforce silence 

-although laws had been passed to stamp out 

violence, and to direct the use of brute strength 

into useful channels,-little or nothing had been 

done, even by private enterprise, for the educa­

tion of men. She showed that the prisons were 

crammed with cases of young men who had 

"broken out;" that very soon they would have 

no more room to hold their prisoners ; that the 

impatience of men under the severe restrictions 

of the law was growing greater every day, and 

more dangerous to order; and that, unless 
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nome remedy were found, she trembled for the 

consequences. 

Here the Professor raised her eyes, and laughed 

gently. 

The Countess went on with her speech. " I 

am not advocating, before thia august assembly, 

the adoption of unconstitutional and revolution­

ary measures,-! claim only for men such an 

education of their reasoning faculties as will 

make them reasoning creatures. I would teach 

them something of what we ourselves learn, so 

that they may reason as we reason, and obey 

the law because they cannot but own that the 

law is just. I know that we must first encour­

age the young men to follow a healthy instinct 

which bids them be strong; yet there is more 

in life for a man to do than to work, to dig, 

to carry out orders, to be a good athlete, an 

Jbedient husband, and a conscientious father." 

Here the Professor laughed again. 

" Why do you laugh, Professor 1 " 

"Because, my dear, you are already in the 

way that leads to understanding." 
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"You speak in parables." 

" You are yet in twilight, dear Constance." 

The Professor rose and laid her hand on the 

young Countess's arm. "Child, your generous 

heart has divined what your logic would have 

made it impossible for you to perceive-a great 

truth, perhaps the greatest of truths. Go on." 

" Have I 1 The House would no1 allow me 

to say it, then; my own friends deserted me; 

a vote of want of confidence was hurriedly 

passed by a majority of 235 to 22 ; and "-the 

young Minister laughed bitterly-" there is an 
end of my great schemes." 

"For a time-yes," said the Professor. "But, 

Constance, there is a greater work before you 

than you suspect or dream. Greatest of the 

women of all time, my child, shall you be­

if what I hope may be brought to pass. Let 

not this little disappointment of an hour vex 

you any longer. Go-gain strength in the 
country-meditate-and read." 

" Oh, read ! " cried the girl, impatiently ; "I 
am sick of reading." 
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"Read," continued the Professor; "read­

with closed doors-the forbidden books. They 

stand in your own castle, locked up in caties; 

they have not been destroyed because they are 

not known to exist. Read Shakespeare." 

Events which followed prevented the Countess 

from undertaking this course of study; for she 

remained in town. From time to time the Pro­

fessor was wont to startle her by reading or 

quoting some passage which appealed to her 

imagination as nothing in modern poetry seemed 

able to do. She knew that the passage came 

from one of the old books which had been put 

away, locked up, or destroyed. It was generally 

a passage of audacity, clothing a revolutionary 

sentiment in words which burned themselves 

into her brain, and seemed alive. She never 

forgot these words, but she dared not repeat 

them. And she knew herself that the very 

possession of the sentiments, the knowledge 

that they existed, made her "dangerous," as 

her enemies called her; for most of them were 

on the attributes of man. 
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The conversation was interrupted by a ser­

vant, who brought the Countess a note. 

" How very imprudent ! " cried Constance, 

reddening with vexation. " Why will the boy 

do these wild things 1 Help me, Professor. My 

cousin, Lord Chester, wants to see me, and is 

coming, by himself, to my house-here-imme­

diately." 

"Surely I am sufficient guardian of the pro­

prieties, Constance. We will say, if you like, 

that the boy came to see his old tutor. Let 

him come, and, unless he has anything for your 

ear alone, I can be present." 

"Heaven knows what he has to say," his 

cousin sighed. "Always some fresh escapade, 

some kicking over the limits of convention." 

She was standing at the window, and looked 

out. "And here he comes, riding along Park 

Lane as if it were an open commou." 



CHAPTER II. 

THE EARL OF CHESTEJI. 

"EowARD ! " cried Constance, giving her cousin 

her hand, "is this prudent. 1 You ride down 

Park Lane as if you were riding after hounds, 

your unhappy attendant-poor girl !-trying 

in vain to keep up with you ; and then you 

descend openly, and in the eyes of all, alone, 

at my door-the door of your unmarried cousin. 

Consider me, my dear Edward, if you are care­

less about your own reputation. Do you think 

I have no enemies 1 Do you think young Lord 

Chester can go anywhere without being seen 

and reported 1 Do you think all women have 

kind hearts and pleasant tongues 1" 
The young man laughed, but a little bitterly. 

c 
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"My reputation, Constance, may just as well 

be lost as kept. ·what do I care for my repu­

tation 1" 
At these terrible words Constance looked at 

him in alarm. 

He was worth looking at, if only as a model, 

being six feet high, two-and-twenty years of age, 

strongly built, with crisp, curly brown ha.ir, the 

shoulders of a Hercules, and the face of an 

Apo11o. But to-day his face was clouded, and 

as he spoke he clenched his fist. 

"What has happened now, Edward 1" asked 

his cousin. "Anything important 1 The new 

groom 1" 

"The new groom has a seat like a sack, is 

afraid to gallop, and can't jump. As for her 

nerve, she's got none. My stable-boy Ja.ck 

would be worth ten of her. But if a man can­

not be allowed-for the sake of his precious 

reputation-to ride without a girl trailing at 

his heels, why, I suppose there is no more to 

be said. No, Constance; it is worse than the 
new groom." 
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"Edward, you are too masterful," said his 

cousin, gravely. "One cannot, even if he be 

Earl of Chester, fly in the face of all the con­

venances. Rules are made to protect the weak 

for their own sake; the strong obey them for 

the sake of the weak. You are strong ; be 

therefore considerate. Suppose all young men 

were allowed to run about alone ? " 

The Professor shook her head gravely. 

"It would be a return," she said, "to the 

practice of the ancients." 

" The barbarous practice of the ancients," 

added Constance. 

"The grooms might at least be taught how 

to ride," grumbled the young man. 

"But about this disaster, Edward; is it the 

postponement of a cricket-match, the failure 

of a tennis game--" 

"Constance," he interrupted, "I should have 

thought you capable of believing that I should 

not worry you at such a moment with trifles. I 

have got the most serious news for you-things 

for which I want your help and your sympathy." 
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Constance turned pale. What could he have 

to tell her except one thing-the one thing 

which she had been dreading for two or three 

years 1" 
Edward, Earl of Chester in his own right, 

held his title by a tenure unique in the peerage. 

]for four generations the Countesses of Chester 

had borne their husbands one child only, and 

that a son ; for four generations the Earls of 

Chester had married ladies of good family, cer­

tainly, but of lower rank, so that the title 

remained. He represented, by lineal descent 

through the male line, the ancient Royal House; 

and though there were not wanting ladies de­

scended through the female line from old kings 

of England, by this extraordinary accident he 

possessed the old royal descent, which was more 

coveted than any other in the long lists of the 

Red Book. It was objected that its honours 

were half shorn by being transmitted through 

so many males; but there were plenty to whisper 

that, according to ancient custom, the young 

Earl would be noue other than King of Eng-
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land. So long a line of only children could 

not but result in careful nursing of the estate, 

which was held in trust nnd ward by one 

Countess after another, until now it was one 

of the greatest in the country ; and though 

there were a few peeresses whose acres exceeded 

those of the Earl of Chester, there was no young 

man in the matrimonial market to be compared 

with him. His hand was at the disposal-sub­

ject, of course, to his own agreement, which was 

taken for granted-of the Chancellor, who, up to 

the present time, had made no sign. 

Young, handsome, the holder of a splendid 

title, the owner of a splendid rent-roll, said to 

be of amiable disposition, known to be proud 

of his descent-could there be a husband more 

desirable 1 Was it to be wondered at if every un­

married woman in a certain rank of life, whether 

maid or widow, dreamed of marrying the Earl 

of Chester, and made pictures in her own mind 

of herself as the Countess, sitting in the House, 

taking precedence as Premiere, after the Duch­

esses, holding office, ruling departments, making 
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eloquent speeches, followed and reported by 

the society papers, giving great entertainments, 

actually being and doing what other women 

can only envy and sigh for 1 
It was whispered that Lady Carlyon would 

ask her cousin's hand; it was also whispered 

that the Chancellor (now a permanent officer of 

the State) would never grant her request on 

account of her politics ; it was also whispered 

that a certain widow, advanced in years, of 

the highest rank, had been observed to pay 

particular attention to the young Earl in society 

and in the field. This report, however, was 
received with cautio~, and was not generally 

believed. 

"Serious news!" Constance for a moment 

looked very pale. The Professor glanced at her 

with concern and even pity. " Serious news I " 

She was going to add, " Who is it 1" but stop­

ped in time. "What is it 1" she said instead. 

"You have not yet heard, then," the Earl 

replied, " of the great honour done to me and 

to my house 1 " 
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Constance shook her head. She knew now 

that her worst fears were going to be realised. 

"Tell me quickly, Edward." 

"No less a person that her Grace the Duchess 

of Dunstanburgh has offered me, through the 

Chancellor, the support and honour of her 

hand." 

Constance started. This was the worst, in­

deed. The Duchess of Dunstanburgh ! Sixty­

five years of age; already thrice a widow; the 

Duchess of Dunstan burgh I She could not speak. 

" Have you nothing to say, Constance 1" 
asked the young man. "Do you not envy me 

my happy lot 1 My bride is not young, to be 

sure, but she is a Duchess ; the old Earldom will 

be lost in the new Duchy. She has buried three 

husbands already; one may look forward with 

joy to lying beside them in her gorgeous mau­

soleum. Her country house is finer than mine, 

but it is not so old. She is of rank so exalted 

that one need not inquire into her temper, which 

is said to be evil ; nor into the little faults, 

such as jealousy, suspicion, meanness, greed, 



40 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

and avarice, with which the wicked world credits 

her." 
" Ed ward ! Ed ward I " cried her cousin. 

"Then, again, one's religion will be so beau­

tifully brought into play. ·we are required to 

obey - that is the first thing taught in the 

Church catechism; all women are set in author­

ity over us. I must therefore obey the Chan­

cellor." 

His hearers were silent. 

"Again, what says the text 1-' It is man's 

chiefest honour to be chosen : his highest duty 

to give, wherever bidden, his love, his devo­

tion, and his loyalty.' " 

The Professor nodded her head gravely. 

"What martyrs of religion would ask for a 

more noble opportunity," he asked, "than to 

marry this old woman ? " 

"Edward I" Constance could only warn. 

She sees no way to advise. "Do not scoff." 

"Let us face the position," said the Professor. 

" The Chancellor has gone through the form of 

asking your consent to this marriage. When 1 " 
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'' Last night." 

" And when do you see her 1 " 

"I am to see her la.dyship this very morn­

ing." 

"To inform her of your acquiescence. Yes; 

it is the usual form. The time is very short." 

"My acquiescence 1" asked the Earl. "\Ve 

shall see about that presently." 

"Patience, my lord ! " The Professor was 

thinking what to advise for the hcst. "Patience I 

Let us have no sudden and violent resolves. 

We may get time. Ay-time will be our 

best friend. Remember that the Chancellor 

must be obeyed. She may, for the sake of 

courtesy, go through the form of proposing a 

suitaLle alliance for your consideration, but her 

proposition is her order, which you must obey. 

Otherwise it is contempt of court, and the pen­

alty--" 

'' I know it," said the Earl, "already. It is 

imprisonment." 

" Such contempt would be punished by im­

prisonment for life. Imprisonment, hopeless." 
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"Nay," he replied. "Not hopeless, because 

one could always hope in the power of friends. 

Have I not Constance 1 And then, you see, 

Professor, I am two-and-twenty, while the 

Chancellor and the Duchess are both sixty-fise. 

Perhaps they may join the majority." 

The Professor shook her head. Even to speak 

of the age of so great a lady, even to hint at 

her death as an event likely to happen soon, 

was an outrage against propriety-which 1s 

religion. 

"My determination is this," he went on, 

"whatever the consequence, I will never marry 

the Duchess. Law or no law, I will never 

marry a woman unless I love her." His eye 

rested for a moment on his cousin, and ho 

reddened. "I may be imprisoned, but I shall 

carry with me the sympathy of every woman­

that is, of every young woman-in the country.'' 

"That will not help you, poor boy," said the 

Professor. "Hundreds of men are lying in our 

prisons who would have the sympathies of 

young women, were their histories known. But 
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they lie there still, and will lie there till they 

die." 

"Then I," said the Earl, proudly, " will lie 

with them." 

There were moments when this young man 

seemed to forget the lessons of his early training, 

and the examples of his fellows. The meeknes1", 

modesty, submission, and docility which should 

mark the perfect man sometimes disappeared, and 

gave place to an assumption of the authority 

which should only belong to woman. At such 

times, in his own castle, his servants trembled 

before him; the stoutest woman's heart failed 

for fear: even his guardian, the Dowager Lady 

Boltons, selected carefully by the Chancellor on 

account of her inflexible character, and because 

she had already reduced to complete submission 

a young heir of the most obstinate disposition, 

and the rudest and most uncompromising mate­

rial, quailed before him. He rode over her, so 

to speak. His will conquered hers. She was 

ashamed to own it; she did not acquaint the 

Chancellor with her ward's masterful character; 
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but she knew, in her own mind, that her guar­

dianship had been a failure. Nay, so strange 

was the personal influence of the young man, so 

infectious among the men were such assertions 

of will, that any husband who happened to wit­

ness one of them, would go home and carry on 

in fashion so masterful, so independent, and so 

self-willed, even those who had previously been 

the most submissive, that they were only brought 

to reason and proper submission by threats, re­

monstrances, and visits of admonition from the 

vicar-who, poor woman, was always occupied 

in the pulpit, owing to the Earl's bad example, 

with the disobedience of man and its awful con­

sequences here and hereafter. Sometimes these 

failed. Then they became acquainted with the 

inside of a prison and with bread and water. 

"Let us get time," said the Professor. ".My 
lord, I hope "-here she sunk her voice to a 

whisper-" that you will neither lie in a prison 

nor marry any but the woman you love." 

Again the young man's eyes boldly fell upon 

Constance, who blushed without knowing why. 
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Then the Professor, without any excuse, left 

them alone. 

"You have," said Lord Chester, "something 

to say to me, Constance." 

She hesitated. ·what use to say now what 

should have been said at another lime and at a 

more fitting opportunity 1 

"I am no milky, modest, obedient youth, 

Constance. You know me well. Have you 

nothing to say to me 1" 

In the novels, the young man who hears the 

first word of love generally sinks on his knees, 

and with downcast eyes and blushing face 

reverentially kisses the hand so graciously 

offered to him. In ordinary life they had to 

wait until they were asked. Yet this young 

man was actually asking-boldly asking-for 

the word of love-what else could he mean?­

and instead of blushing, was fixedly regarding 

Constance with fearless eyes. 

"It seems idle now to say it," she replied, 

stammering and hesitating-though in novels 

the woman al ways spoke up in clear, calm, and 
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resolute accents; " but, Ed ward, had the Chan· 

edlor not been notoriously the personal friend 

and creature of the Duchess, I should have gone 

to her long ago. They were schoolfellows ; she 

owes her promotion to the Duchess ; she would 

most certainly have rewarded her Grace by 

refusing my request." 

"Yet you are a Carlyon and I am a Chester. 

On what plea?" 

"Cousinship, incompatibility of temper, some 

legal quibble-who knows ? However, that is 

past; forget, my poor Edward, that I have told 

what should have been a secret. You will 

marry the Duchess-you--" 

He interrupted her by laughing-a cheerfully 

sarcastic laugh, as of one who holds the winning 

cards and means to play them. 

"Fair cousin," he said, "I have somethinO' to 
1:> 

say to you of far more importance than that. 

You have retired before an imaginary difficulty. 

[ am going to face a real difficulty, a real 

danger. Constance," he went on, "you and I 

are such old friends and playfellows, that you 
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know me as well as a woman can ever know 

a man who is not her husband. vVe played 

together when you were three and I was five. 

When you were ten and I was twelve, we read 

out of the same book until the stupidity and 

absurdity of modern custom tried to stop me 

from reading any more. Since then we ha;ve 

read separately, and you have done your best to 

addle your pretty head with political economy, 

in the name and by the aid of which you and 

your House of Lawmakers have ruined this 

once great country." 

"Edward I this is the wildest treason. Where, 

oh where, did you learn to talk-to think-to 

dare such dreadful things ? " 

"Never mind where, Constance. In those 

days-in those years of daily companionsbip­

a hope grew up in my heart,-a flame of fire 

which kept me alive, I think, amidst the de­

pression and gloom of my fellow-men. Can 

you doubt what was that hope 1" 
Constance trembled-the Countess of Carlyon, 

the Home Secretary, trembled. Had she ever 
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before, m all her life, trembled 1 She was 

afraid. In the novels, it was true, many a 

young man, greatly daring, by a bold word 

swept away a cloud of misunderstanding and 

reserve. But this was in novels written by 

women of the middle class, who can never hope 

to marry young, for the solace of people of their 

own rank. It was not to be expected that in 

such works there should be any basis of reality 

-they were in no sense pictures of life; for, in 

reality, as was deplored almost openly, when 

these elderly ladies were rich enough to take 

a husband and face the possibilities of marriage, 

though they always chose the young men, it 

was rare indeed that they met with more than 

a respectful acquiescence. Nothing, ladies com­

plained among each other, was mere difficult 

than to win and retain a young man's love. But 

here was this headstrong youth, with love in 

his eye.s-bold, passionate, masterful love-over­

powering love-love in his attitude as he bent 

over the girl, and love upon his lips. Oh, dig· 

nity of a Horne Secretary I Oh, rules and con-
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ventions of life! Oh, restraints of religion r 
Where were they all at this most fatal mo­

ment 1 

"Constance," he said, taking her hand, " all 

the rubbish about manly modesty is outside the 

door : and that is closed. I am descended from 

a race who in the good old days wooed their 

brides for themselves, and fought for them too, 

if necessary. Not toothless, hoary old women, 

but young, sunny, blooming girls, like yourself. 

And they wooed them thus, my sweet." He 

seized her in his strong arms and kissed her on 

the lips, on the cheeks, on the forehead. Con­

stance, frightened and moved, maclc no resist­

ance, and answered nothing. Once she looked 

up and met his eyes, but they were so strong, so 

burning, so determined, that she was fain to 

look no longer. " I love you, my dear," the 

shameless young man went on,-" I love you. 

I have always loved you, and shall never love 

any other woman ; and if I may not marry 

you, I will never marry at all. Kiss me your­

self, my sweet ; tell me that you love me." 

D 
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Had he a spell ? was he a wizard, this love? 

of hers? Could Constance, she thought after­

wards, trying to recall the scene, have dreamed 

the thing, or did she throw her arms about his 

neck and murmur in his ears that she too loved 

him, and that if she could not marry him, there 

was no other man in all the world for her ? 

To recall those five precious minutes, indeed, 

was afterwards to experience a sense of humili­

ation which, while it crimsoned her cheek, made 

her heart and pulse to beat, and sent the blood 

coursing through her veins. She felt so feeble 

and so small, but then her lover was so strong. 

·Could she have believed it possible that the will 

of a man should thus be able to overpower her? 

·why, she made no resistance at all while her 

cousin in this unheard-of manner betrayed a 

passion which ... which ... yes, by all the prin­

ciples of holy religion, by all the rules of society, 

by all the teaching which inculcated submission, 

patience, and waiting to be chosen, caused this 

young man to deserve punishment- condign, 

sharp, exemplary. And yet-what did this 
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mean ? Constance felt her heart go forth to 

him. She loved him the more for his master­

fulness ; she was prouder of herself because of 

his great passion. 

That was what she thought afterwards. 

,vhat she did, when she began to recover, was 

to free herself and hide her burning face in her 

hands. 

"Edward," she whispered, "we are mad. 

And I, who should have known. better, am the 

more culpable. Let us forget this moment. 

Let us respect each other. Let us be silent." 

"Respect 1" he echoed. " Why, who could 

respect you, Constance, more than I do 1 Si­

lence 1 Yes, for a while. Forget ? Never! " 

" It is wrong, it is irreligious," she fal­

tered. 

"Wrong I Oh, Constance, let us not, between 

ourselves, talk the foolish unrealities of school 

and pulpit." 

"Oh, Edward I"- she looked about her in 

terror-" for heaven's sake do not blaspheme. 

If any were to hear you. For words less rebel-
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lions men have been sent to the prISons for 

life." 

He laughed. This young infidel laughed at 

law as he had laughed at religion. 

"Have patience," Constance went on, trying 

to get into her usual frame of mind ; but she 

was shaken to the very foundation, and at the 

moment actually felt as if her religion was 

turned upside down and her allegiance trans­

ferred to the Perfect Man. " Have patience, 

Edward; you will yet win through to the 

higher faith. Many a young man overpowered 

by his strength, as you have been, has had his 

doubts, and yet has landed at last upon the 

solid rock of truth." 

Ed ward made no reply to this, not even by 

a smile. It was not a moment in which the 

ordinary consolations of religion, so freely 

offered by women to men, could touch his soul. 

He took out his watch and remarked that the 

time was getting on, and that the Chancellor's 

appointment must be kept. 

"With her ladyship, I suppose," he said, " we 
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shall find the painted, ruddled, bewigged old 

hag who has the audacity to ask me-me-in 

marriage." 

Constance caught his hand. 

'' Edward I cousin I are you mad 1 Are you 

proposing to seek a prison at once ? Hag ? 

old 1 painted ? ruddled ? And this of the 

Duchess of Dunstanburgh? Are you aware 

that the least of these charges is actionable at 

common law? For my sake, Edward, if not 

your own, be careful." 

" I will, sweet Constance. And for your 

sake, just to our two selves, I repeat that the 

painted--" 

"Oh I" 

"The ruddled--" 

" Oh, hush I " 

" The bewigged--" 

" Ed ward I " 

" Old hag - do you hear ? - OLD HAG shall 

" never marry me. 

Once more this audacious and unmanly lover, 

who respected nothing, seiied her by the waist 



54 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

and kissed her lips. Once more Lady Carlyon 

felt that unaccountable weakness steal upon her, 

so that she was bewildered, faint, and humili­

ated. For a moment she lay still and acqui­

escent ju his arms. \Vorse than all, the door 

opened and Professor Ingleby surprised her in 

thjs compromising situation. 

"Upon my word!" she said, with a smile 

upon her lips; "upon my word, my lord-Con­

stance-if her Grace of Dunstan burgh knew this 1 

Children, children !"-she laid her withered hand 

upon Constance's head-" I pray that this thing 

may be. But we want time. Let us keep 

Lord Chester's appointment. And, as far as 

you can, leave to me, my lord, your old tutor, 

the task of speech. I know the Duchess, and 

I know the Chancellor. It may be that the oil 

of persuasion will be more efficacious than the 

lash of contradiction. Let me try." 

They stood confused-even the unblushin()' 
b 

front of the lover reddened. 

"I have thought of a way of getting time. 

Come with us, Constance, as Lord Chester's 
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nearest female relation ; I as his tutor, m 

absence of Lady Boltons, who is ill. When 

the Chancellor proposes the Duchess, do you 

propose - yourself. She will decide against 

you on the spot. Appeal to the House; that 

will give us three months' delay." 
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CH A PT E R III. 

TUE CHANCELLOR. 

THE CHANCELLOR, a lady now advanced in years, 
was of humble origin - a fact to which she 
often alluded to at public meetings with a 
curious mixture of humility and pride : the 
former, because it did really humiliate her in 
a country where so much deference was paid 
to hereditary rank, to reflect that she could 
not be proud of her ancestors ; the latter, 
because her position was really so splendid, 
and her enemies could not but acknowledge 
it. She had plenty of enemies- as was, of 
course, the case with every successful woman 
in every line of life-and these were unani­
mous in declaring that she proclaimed her 
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humble origin only because, if she attempted 

to conceal it, other people would proclaim it 

for her. And, indeed, without attributing ex­

traordinary malice to these ladies, the Chan­

cellor's unsuccessful rivals and enemies, this 

statement was probably true - nothing being 

more common, during an animated debate, than 

for the ladies to hurl at each other's heads all 

such facts procurable as might be calculated 

to damage the reputation of a family : and this 

so much so, that after a lively night the fam­

ily trees were as much scotched, broken, and 

lopped as a public pleasure-garden in the nine­

teenth century after the first Monday in August. 

At this time the Chancellor had arrived at 

a respectable age-being, that is to say, in her 

sixty-sixth year. She was a woman of uneven 

temper, having been soured by a long life of 

struggle against rivals who lost no opportunity 

of assailing her public and private reputation. 

She had remained unmarried, because, said her 

foes, no man would consent to link his lot with 

so spiteful a person; she was no lawyer, they 
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said, because her whole desire and aim had 

been to show herself a lawyer of the highest 

rank ; she was partial-this they said for the 

same reason, because she wanted to be remem­

bered as an upright judge. They alluded in 

the House to her ignorance of the higher cul­

ture-although the poor lady bad taught her­

self half-a-dozen languages, and was skilled in 

many arts ; and they taunted her with her 

friendship for, meaning her dependence upon, 

her patron, the Duchess of Dunstanburgh. The 

last accusation was the burr that stuck, be­

c11,use the poor Chancellor could not deny its 

truth. She was, in fact, the daughter of a 

very respectable woman-a tenant-farmer of 

the Duchess. Her Grace found the girl clever, 

and educated her. She acquired over her, by 

the force of her personal character, an extra­

ordinary influence-having made her entirely 

her own creature. She found the money for her 

entrance at the Bar, pushed her at the begin­

ning, watched her upward course, never let 

her forget that everything was owing to her 
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own patronage at the outset, and, when the 

greatest prize of the profession was in her 

grasp, and the farmer's girl became Chancellor, 

the Duchess of Dunstanburgh-by one of those 

acts of hers which upset the debates and reso­

lutions of years -passed a Bill which made 

the appointment tenable for life, and so trans­

ferred into her own hands all the power, all 

the legal skill of the Chancellor. It was the 

most brilliant political coup ever made. Those 

,v ho knew whispered that the Chancellor had 

no voice, no authority, no independent action at 

all ; her patron regulated everything. ·while 

this terrible Duchess lived, the Court of Chan­

cery belonged to her with all its manifold and 

complicated powers. She herself was, save at 

rare intervals, Prime Minister, Autocrat, and 

almost Dictator. Certainly it was notorious that 

whatever the Duchess of Dunstanburgh wanted 

she had ; and it was also a fact not to be dis­

puted, that there were many lawyers of higher 

repute, more dignified, more learned, more 

eloquent, and of better birth, who had been 
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passed over to make room for this protege of 

the Duchess-this "daughter of the plough." 

Lord Chester, accompanied by the Countess 

of Carlyon and Professor Ingleby, arrived at 

the Law Courts at twelve, the hour of the 

Chancellor's appointment, and were shown into 

an ante-room. Here, with a want of courtesy 

most remarkable, considering the rank of the 

ward in Chancery whose future was to be 

decided at this interview, they were kept wait­

ing for half an hour. When at length they 

were admitted to the presence, they were aston­

ished to find that, contrary to all precedent, 

the Duchess of Dunstanburgh herself was with 

the Chancellor. In fact she had been directing 

her creature in the line she was to take : she 

intended to receive the hand of the Earl from 

her, and to push on the marriage without an 

hour's delay. It was sharp practice; but her 

Grace was not a woman who considered herself 

bound by the ordinary rules. Any lesser person 

would have made her petition for the hand of 

a ward, and waited until she had received in 



THE CHANCELLOR, 61 

due course official notification of a~ceptance, 

when an interview would have been arranged 

and the papers signed. All this, owing to 

the delays of Chancery, generally took from a 

t\velvemonth upwards; and in the case of poor 

people who had no interest, perhaps their peti­

tions were never decided at all, so that the 

unfortunate petitioner waited in vain, uutil 

she died of old age, still unmarried; and the 

unlucky ward lived on, hoping against hope, 

till his time for marriage went by. The 

Duchess possessed even more than the dignity 

which became her rank. She was rather a 

tall woman, with aquiline features; her age 

was sixty-five, and in her make-up she studi-
• 

ously affected, not the bloom and elasticity of 

youth, but the vigour and strength of middle 

life - say of fifty. All the resources of Art 

were lavished upon her ,vith this object : her 

hair showed a touch of grey upon the temples, 

but was still abundant, rich, and glossy, and was 

so beautifully arranged that it challenged the 

admiration even of those who knew that it 



62 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

was a wia · her eyebrows were dark and well o• 

defined-her enemies said she kept a special 

artist continually employed in making new 

eyebrows; her teeth were of pearly whiteness; 

her cheeks, just touched with paint, showed· 

none of the wrinkles of time-though no one 

knew how that was managed; her forehead, 

strong and broad, was crossed by three deep 

lines wbicli could not be effaced by any artist. 

Some said they were caused by the successive 

deaths of three husbands, and therefore marked 

the Duchess's profound grief and the goodness 

of her heart, because it was known that one of 

them at least-the third, youngest, and hand­

somest of all, upon whom the fond wife lav~hed 

all her affections-had given her the greatest 

trouble ; indeed, it was even said that-and 

that-and that-with many other circumstances 

showing the blackest ingratitude, so that women 

held up their hands and wondered what men 

wanted. But her Grace's enemies said that her 

famous wrinkles were caused by her three great 

vices of pride, ambition, and avarice; and they 
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declared that if she developed another such 

furrow, it would represent her other great vice 

of vanity. As for that third husband-could 

one expect the poor young man to fall in love 

with a woman already fifty-eight when she 

married him 1 

The Duchess was richly but plainly dressed 

in black velvet and lace ; her figure was still 

full. As she rose to greet the Chancellor's 

ward, she leaned upon a gold-headed stick­

being somewhat troubled with gout. Her smile 

was encouraging and kind towards the Earl ; to 

Constance, as to a political enemy who was to 

be treated with all external courtesy, she bowed 

low ; and she coldly inclined her head in 

return to the profound act of deference paid 

to her by the Professor. The Chancellor, a 

fussy little woman with withered cheeks, 

wrinkled brow, and thin grey locks, sat at 

her table. She hardly rose to greet her wcJ.rd, 

whom she motioned to a chair. Then she 

looked at Constance, and waited for her to 

explain her presence. 
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'' I come with Lord Chester on this occasion," 

said Constance, "as his nearest female relation. 

As your ladyship is probably aware, I am his 

second cousin." 

The Chancellor bowed. Then the Professor 

spoke. 
"I ask your ladyship's permission to appear 

in support of my pupil on this important occa­

s10n. His guardian, Lady Boltons, is unfortu­

nately too ill to be present." 

"There is no reason, I suppose," said the 

Chancellor, ungraciously, and with a glance of 

some anxiety at the Duchess, "why you should 

not be present, Professor lngleby ;-unless, that 

is, the Earl of Chester would rather see me 

alone. But the proceedings are almost formal." 

Lord Chester, who was very grave, merely 

shook his head. Then the Chancellor shuffied 

about her papers for a. few moments, and ad­

dressed her ward. 

"Your lordship will kindly give me your 

best attention," she began, with some approach 

to blandness. "I am glad, in the first place, 
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to congratulate you on your health, your ap­

pearance, and your strength. I have received 

the best reports on your moral and religious 

behaviour, and your docility, and-and-so on, 

from your guardian, Lady Boltons, and I am 

only sorry that she is not able to be here her­

self, in order to recei,·e from me my thanks for 

the faithful and conscientious discharge of her 

duties, and from the Duchess of Dunstanburgh 

a recognition of her services in tl1ose terms 

which come from no one with more weight 

and more dignity than from her Grace." The 

Duchess held up a hand in deprecation; the 

Professor nodded, and lifted up her hands and 

smiled, as if a word of thanks from the Duchess 

was all she, for her part, wante<l, in order to be 

perfectly happy. Tee Earl, one is sorry to say, 

sat looking straight at the Chancellor without 

an expression of any kind, unless it were one 

of patient endurance. The Chancellor went 

on. 

"You will shortly, you now know, pass from 

my guardianship to the hands and care of an­

E 
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other far more able and worthy to hold the 
reins of authority than myself." 

Here Constance rose. 

"Before your ladyship goes any farther, I beg 

to state to you that Lord Chester has only this 

morning informed me of a proposal made to 

you by her Grace of Dunstanburgh, which is 

now under your consideration." 

"It certainly is," said the Chancellor, "and I 
am about--" 

" Before you proceed,"-Constance changed 

colour, but her voice was firm,-" you will per­

mit me also to make official and formal applica­

tion in the presence of the Duchess herself, who 

will, I am sure, be a witness, and Professor 

Ingleby, for the hand of Lord Chester. There 

is, I think, no occasion for me to say anything 

in addition to my simple proposal. ·what I 

could add would probably not influence your 

ladyship's decision. You know me, an.d all 

that is to be known about me--" 

" This is most astonishing I " cried the 

Duchess. 
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"May I ask your Grace what 1s astonisl1ing 

about this proposal 1 May I remind you that 

I have known Lord Chester all my life; that 

we are equals in point of rank, position, and 

wealth; that I am, if I may stty so, not alto­

gether undistinguished, even in the House of 

which your Grace is so exalted an ornament~ 

But I have to do wit.h the judgmeut of your 

Jadyship, not the opinion of the Duchess." 

The Chancellor turned anxiously to her pa­

troness, as if for direction. She repliecl with 

dignity. 

"Your ladysLip is aware that, as the earlier 

applicant, my proposal would naturally take pre­

cedence in your ladyship's consideration of any 

later ones. I might even demand that it be 

considered on its own merits, without reference 

at all to Lady Carlyon's proposal, with regard 

to which I keep my own opinion." 

Constance remarked, coldly, that her Grace's 

opinion was unfortunately, in most important 

matters, exactly opposite to her own and to 

that of her friends~ and she was contented to 
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disagree with her. She then informed the 

Chancellor that as no decision had been given 

as to the marriage of Lord Chester, the case was 

still before her, and, she suLmitted, the pro­

posals both of herself and of the Duchess should 

be weighed by her ladyship. "And," she added, 

"I would humbly suLmit that there are many 

0ther considerations, in the case of so old and 

great a House as that represented by Lord 

Chester, which should be taken account of. 

Higher rank than his own, for instance, need 

not be desired ; nor greater wealth ; nor many 

other things which in humbler marriages may 

be considered. I will go farther : in this room, 

which is, as it were, a secret chamber, I say 

boldly that care should be taken to continue so 

old and illustrious a line." 

"And why," cried the Duchess, sharply, and 

dropping her stick-" why should it not be 

:!ontinued 1 " 

Here a rcmarkaLle thing happened. Lord 

Chester should have affected a complete ignor­

ance of the insult which Constance had deliber-
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ately flung in her rival's teeth : what he did 

do was to turn slowly round and stare, in undis­

guised wonder, at the Duchess, as if surprised 

at her audacity. Even her Grace, with all her 

pride and experience, could not sustain this 

calm, cold look. She faltered and said no more. 

Lord Chester picked up the stick, and handed 
it to her with a low bow. 

"I am much obliged to you, Lady Carlyon," 
said the Chancellor, tapping her knuckles with 

her glasses; "very much obliged to you, I am 

sure, for laying down rules for my guidance­

MINE !-in the interpretation of the law and my 

duty. That, however, may pass. It is my busi­

ness-al though I confess that this interruption 

is of a most surprising and unprecedented na­

ture-to proceed with the case before me, which 

is that of the proposal made by the Duchess of 

Dunstan burgh." 

"Do I understand," asked Lady Carlyon, 

"that you refuse to receive my proposal? Re­

member that you must receive it. You cannot 

help receiving it. This is a public matter, which 
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shall, if necessary, be brought before the House 

and before the nation. I say that your ladyship 

must receive my proposal." 

" Upon my word! " cried the Chancellor. 

"Upon my word I" 
" Perhaps," said the Duchess, "if Lady Car­

lyon's proposal were to be received-let me ask 

that it may be received, even if against prece­

dent-the consideration of the case could re 

proceeded with at once, and perhaps your lady­

ship's decision might be given on the spot." 

"Very good- very good." The Chancellor 

was glad to get out of a difficulty. " I will 

take the second proposal into consideration as 

well as the first. Now then, my Lord. You 

have been already informed that the Duchess 

has asked me for your hand." 

Here the Duchess made a gesture, and slowly 

rose, as if about to speak. " A proposition of 

this kind," she said, in a clear and firm voice, 

"naturally brings with it, to any young man, 

and especially a young man of our Order, some 

sense of embarrassment. He has been taught 
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-tliat is" (here she bent her brows and put on 

her glasses at the Professor, who was bowing 

her head at every period, keeping time with her 

hands, as if in deference to the words of the 

Duchess, and as if they contained truths which 

could not be suffered to be forgotten), "if he 

has been properly taught-the sacredness of the 

marriage state, the unworthiness of man, the 

duties of submission and obedience, which, when 

rightly carried out, lead to the higher levels. 

And in proportion to the soundness of his train­

ing, and the goodness of his heart, is he em­

barrassed when the time of his greatest happi­

ness arrives." The Professor bowed, and spread 

her hands as if in agreement with so much 

wisdom so beautifully expressed. "Lord Ches­

ter," continued the Duchess, '' I have long 

watched you in silence ; I have seen in you 

qualities which, I believe, befit a consort of my 

rank. You possess pride of birth, dexterity, 

skill, grace; rou know how to wield such au­

thority as becomes a man. You will exchange 

your earl's coronet for the higher on~ of a 
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duke. I am 0ure you will wear it worthily. 

You will--" Here Constance interrupted. 

" Permit me, your Grace, to remind you that 

the Chancellor's decision has not yet been given." 

The Duchess sat down frowning. This young 

lady should be made to feel her resentment. 

But for the moment she gave way and scowled, 

leaning her chin upon her stick. It was a 

hard face even when she smiled; when she 

frowned it was a face to look upon and tremble. 

The Chancellor turned over her papers 1m­

patien tly. 

" I see nothing," she said,-" I see nothing 

at all in the proposition made by Lady Carlyon 

to alter my opinion, previously formed, that the 

Duchess has mll;de an offer which seems in every 

way calculated to promote the moral, spiritual, 

and material happiness of my ward." 

"May I ask," said Lord Chester, quietly, 

"if I may express my own views on this some­

what important matter 1' 

" You 1" the Chancellor positively shrieked. 

"You 1 The ignorance in which boys are brought 
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up is disgraceful! A ward in Chancery to ex­

press an opinion upon his own marriage I Posi­

tively a real ward in Chancery I Is the world 

turning upside down 1" 

The audacity of the remark, and the happy 

calmness with which it was proffered, were irre­

sistible. All the ladies, except the Chancellor, 

laughed. The Duchess loudly. This little 

escapade of youth and ignorance amused her. 

Constance laughed too, with a little pity. The 

Professor laughed with some show of shame, 

as if Lord Chester's ignorance reflected rn a 

manner npon herself. 

Then the Chancellor went on agam with 

some temper. 

"Let me resume. It is my duty to consider 

nothing but the interests of my ward. Very 

good. I have considered them. My Lord 

Chester, in giving your hand to the Duchess of 

Dunstanburgh, I serve your best and highest 

interests. The case is decided. There is no 

more to be said." 

" There is, on the contrary, much more to be 
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said," observed Constance. "I give your lady­

ship notice of appeal to the House of Peeresses. 

I shall appeal to them, and to the nation 

through them, whether your decision in this 

case is reasonable, just, and in accordance 

with the interests of your ward." 

This was, indeed, a formidable threat. An 
appeal to the House meant, with such fighting­

power as Constance and her party, although a 

minority, possessed, and knew how to direct, a 

delay of perhaps six months, even if the case 

came on from day to day. Even the practised 

old Duchess, used to the wordy warfare of the 

House, shrank from such a contest. 

"You will not, surely, Lady Carlyon," she 

said, "drag your cousin's name into the Supreme 

Court of Appeal." 

" I certainly will," replied Constance. 

"It will cost hundreds of thousands, and 

months-months of struggle." 

"As for the cost, that is my affair ; as for tho 

delay, I can wait-perhapo longer than your 
Grace." 
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The Duchess sai<l no more. Twice had Lady 

Carlyon insulted her. But her revenge would 

wait. 

"·we have already," she said, " occupied too 

much of the Chancellor's valuable time. I wish 

your ladyship good morning." 

Lord Chester offered bis arm. 

" Thank you," she said, accepting it, " as far 

as the carriage-door only, for the present. I 

trust, my lord, that before long you will have 

the right to enter the carriage with me. Mean­

while, believe me, that it is not through my 

fault that your name is to be made the subject 

of public discussion. Pending the appeal, let 

us not betray, by appearing together, any feel­

ing other than that of pure friendship. And 

I hope," viciously addressing Constance, "that 

you, young lady, will observe the same pru­

dence." 

Constance simply bowed and said nothing. 

The Chancellor rose, shook hands with her ward, 

and retired. 

The Duchess leaned upon the strong arm 
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which led her to her carriage, and kissed her 

hand in farewell to the young man with so 

much affection and friendly interest that it was 

beautiful to behold. After this act of polite­

ness, the young man returned to Constance. 

" Painted "--he began. 

"Edward, I will not allow it. Silence, sir I ,v e part here for the present." 

" Constance," he whispered, "you will not 
forget-all that I said 1" 

"Not one word," she replied with troubled 

brow. " But we must meet no more for 
a while." 

"Courage 1" cried the Professor, "we have 
gained time." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE GREAT DUCHES& 

hrPOSSIBLE, of course, that so important a case 

as the appeal of Lady Carlyon shoul<l be con­

cealed. In fact Constance's policy was evidently 

to give it as much publicity as possible. She 

rightly judged thf.t although, in her own Order, 

and in the House, which has to look at things 

from many points of view, motives of policy 

might be considered sufficient to override sen­

timental objections, and it was not likely that 

rr.nch weight would Le attached to a young 

man's feelings ; yet the Duchess had many 

enemies, even on her own side of the House­

private enemies wounded by her pride and 

:io.wlence - who would rejoice at seeing her 
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meet with a check in her self-willed and selfish 

course. But, besides the House, there was the 

outside world to consider. There was never 

greater need on the part of the governing caste 

for conciliation and respect to public opinions 

than at this moment-a fact perfectly well 

understood Ly all who were not blind to the 

meaning of things current. The abolition of 

the Lower House, although of late years it 

had degenerated into something noisier than a 

vestry, something less decorous than a school­

board in which every woman has her own 

hobby of educational methods, had never been 

a popular act. A little of the old respect for so 

ancient a House still survived,-a little of the 

traditional reverence for a Parliament which 

had once protected the liberties of the people, 

still lingered in the hearts of the nation. The 

immediate relief~ it is true, was undoubtedly 

great when the noise of elections-which never 

ceased, because the House was continually dis­

solved - the squabbles about corruption, the 

scandals in the House itself, the gossip about 
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the jobs perpetrated by the members, all ceased 

at once, and as if by magic the country became 

silent ; yet the pendulum of opinion was going 

back again-women who took up political mat­

ters were looking around for an outlet to their 

activity, and were already at their clubs asking 

awkward questions about what they had gained 

by giving up all the power to hereditary legis­

lators. Nor did the old plan of sending round 

official orators to lecture on the advantages of 

oligarchical and maternal government seem to 

answer any longer. The women who used to 

draw crowded audiences and frantic applause 

as they depicted and laid bare the scandals 

and miseries and ridiculous squabbles of the 

Lower House, who pointed to session after 

session consumed in noisy talk, now shouted 

to empty benches, or worse still, benches 

crowded with listless men, who only sat bored 

with details in which they were forbidden to 

take any part, and therefore had lost all 

interest. Sometimes the older women would 

attend and add a few words from their own 
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experience; or they would suggest, sarcasti· 

cally, that the Upper House was going the 

way of the Lower. As for the younger women, 

either they would not attend at all, or else they 

came to ask questions, shout denials, groan and 

hiss, or even pass disagreeable resolutions. Con· 

stance knew all this ; and though she would 

have shrunk, almost as much as the Duchess, 

from lending any aid to revolutionary designs, 

she could not but feel that the popular sym~ 

pathy awakened in her favour at such a mo· 

ment as the present might assume such strength 

as to Le an irresistible force. 

How could the sympathies of the people be 

otherwise than on her side 1 These marriages 

of old or middle-aged women with young men, 

common though they 11:ul become, coulJ never 

Le regarded by the youth of either sex as 

natural. The young Wvillen bitterly com­

plained that the lovers provided for them by 

equality of age were taken from them, and 

that times were so baJ. that in no professio:c. 

could one look to marry before forty. The 
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young men, who were not supposed to have 

any voice in the matter, Jet it be clearly known 

that their continual prayer and daily dream 

was for a young wife. The general discontent 

found expression in songs and ballads, written 

no one knew by whom: they passed from 

hand to hand ; they were sung with closed 

doors; they all had the same motif; they cele­

brated the loves of two young people, maiden 

and youth; they showed how they were parted 

by the elderly woman who came to marry the 

tall and gallant youth ; how the girl's life was 

embittered, or how she pined away, or how she 

became misanthropic; and how the young man 

spent the short remainder of his days in an apa­

thetic endeavour to discharge his duty, fortified 

on his deathbed with the consolations of reli­

gion and the hopes of meeting, not his old wife, 

but his old love, in a better and happier world. 

"Why, there coulJ be nothing but sympathy 

with Constance and Lord Chester: \Vhy, all 

the men, old and young alike, whose influ­

ence upon women and popular opinion, though 
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denied by some, was never doubted by Con­

stance, would give her cause their most actiYe 

sympathies. 
She remained at home that day, taking no 

other step than to charge a friend with the 

task of communicating the intelligence to her 

club, being well aware that in an hour or two 

it would be spread over London, and, in fact_, 

over the whole realm of England. The next 

day she went down to the House, and bad 

the satisfaction of finding that the excitement 

caused by her resignation-· a ministerial resig­

nation was too common a thing to cause much 

talk-had given way altogether to the excite­

ment caused by this great Appeal. No one even 

took the trouble of asking who was going to 

be the new Home Secretary. It was taken for 

granted that it would be some friend of the 

Duchess of Dunstanburgh. The lobbies wcfo 

crowded-reporters, members of clubs, diners­

out, talkers, were hurrying backwards and for­

wards, trying to pick up a tolerably trustworthy 

anecdote; and there was the va et vient, the 
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nervous activity, which is so much more easily 
awakened by personal quarrels than by political 
differences. And here was a personal quarrel! 
The young and beautiful Countess against the 
old and powerful Duchess. 

" Yes," said Constance loudly, in answer to a 
whispered question put by one of her friends­
she may have observed two or three listeners 
standing about with eager ears and parted lips­
" yes, it is all quite true; it was an understood 
thing-this match with my second cousin. The 
pretensions of the Duchess rest upon too trans­
parent a foundation-the poor man's money, my 
dear. As if she were not rich enough already I 
as if three husbands are not enough for any one 
woman to lament I Thank you; yes, I have 
not the slightest doubt of the result. In a 
matter of good feeling as well as equity one 
may always depend upon the House, whatever 
one's political opinions." 

The Duchess certainly had not expected this 
resistance to her will. In fact, during the whole 
of her long life she had never known any resist-
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:.ince at all, except such as befalls every politician. 

But in her private life her will uas law, which 

no one questioned or disputed. Nor did it even 

occur to her to inquire, before speaking to the 

Chancellor, whether there woul<l be any rival in 

the field. Prou<l as she was, and careless of 

public opinion in a general way, it was far from 

pleasant, even for her, to reflect on the things 

which would be said of her proposal when the 

Appeal was brought before the House-on the 

motives which would be assigned or insinuated 

by her enemies; on the allusions to youth and 

age-the more keen the more skilfully they 

were disguised and wrapped in soft words; the 

open pity which would be expressed for the 

youth whose young life-she knew very well 

what would be said- was to be sacrificed; 

the sarcastic questions which ,Yould be asked 

about the increase of her property by the new 

marriage, and so forth. The plain speech of 

Peeresses in debate was well known to her. 

Yet pride forbade a retreat : she would fight 

it out; she could command, by ways and by 
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methods only known to herself, a majority; yet 

she felt sure, beforehand, that it would be a cold 

and unsympathetic majority-even a reproach­

ful majority. Nor was her temper improved 

by a visit from her old friend, once her school­

fellow, Lady Despard. She came with a long 

face, which portended expostulation. 

"You have quite made up your mind, Duch­

ess 1" she began, without a word of explanation 

or preamble, but with a comfortable settlement 

in the chair, which meant a good long talk. 

"I have quite made up my mind." Between 

such old friends, no need to ask what was in­

tended. 
"Lord Chester," said Lady Despard, thought­

fully, " who is, no doubt, all that you think 

him - worthy in every way, I mean, of this 

promotion and your name-is, after all, a very 

young man. " 
"That," replied the Duchess, spitefully, "is 

my affair. His age need not be considered. I 

am not afraid of myself, ,Julia. ·with my ex­

perience, at all events, I can say so ruuch." 
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"Surely, Duchess; I did not mean that. The 
most powerful mind, coupled with the highest 

rank,-how should that fail to attract and fix 

the affection and gratitude of a man 1 No, 

dear friend; what I meant was this: he is too 

young, perhaps, for the full development either 

of virtues-or their opposites,-too young, per­

haps, to know the reality of the prize you offer 

him." 

" I think not, Julia," the Duchess spoke 

kindly,-" I think not. It is good of you to 

consider this possibility in so friendly a way; 

but I have the greatest reliance on the good 

qualities of Lord Chester. Lady Boltons is 

his guardian; who would be safer 1 Professor 

Ingleby has been his tutor; who could be more 

discreet 1 " 

"Y es,-Professor Ingle by. She is certain] y 

learned; and yet-yet-at Cambridge there is 

an uneasy feeling about her orthodoxy." 

" I care little," said the Duchess, " about a 

few wild notions ,vhich he may have picked up. 

On such a man, a little freedom of thought sits 
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gracefully. A Duke of Dunstanburgh cannot 

possibly be anything but orthodox. Yes, Julia; 

and the sum of it all is that I am getting old, 

and I am going to make myself happy with the 

help of this young gentleman." 

" In that case," said her friend," I have noth­

ing to say, except that I wish you every kind of 

happiness that you can desire." 

" Thank you, Julia. And yon will very 

greatly oblige me if you will mention, wher­

ever you can, that you know, on the very best 

authority, that the match will be one of pure 

affection-on both sides ; mind, on both sides." 

"I will certainly say so, if you wish," replied 

Lady Despard. " I think, however, that you 

ought to know, Duchess, something of what 

people say-no, not common people, but people 

whose opinions even you are bound to con· 

sider." 

" Go on," said the Duchess, frowning. 

" They say. that Lord Chester is so proud of 

bis hereditary title and his rank that he would 

be broken-hearted to see it merged in any higher 
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title; that he is too rich and too highly placed 

to be tempted by any of tln ordinary baits by 

which men are caught ; that you can give him 

nothing which he cannot buy for himself; and, 

lastly, that he is already in love,-even that 

words of affection have been passed between 

him and the Countess of Carlyon." 

Here the Duchess interrupted, vehemently 

banging the floor with the crutch which stood 

at her right hand. 

" Lord Chester in love 1 ·what nonsense is 

this, Julia 1 A young nobleman of his rank­

almost my rank-in love! Are you mad, Julia 1 

Are you softening in the brain 1 Are you aware 

that the boy has been properly brought up 1 
Will you be good enough to remember that 

Lady Boltons is beyond all suspicion, and that 

he could never have seen Lady Carlyon alone 

since he was a boy 1 " 

"I answer your questions by one or two 

others," replied her friend, calmly. "Are you, 

Duchess, aware that these two young people 

have had constant opportunities of being alone 
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everywhere - coming from church, going to 

church, in conservatories, at morning parties, 

at dances, in gardens 1 Lady Boltons is all dis­

cretion; but still-but still-girls will be girls 

-boys loYe to flirt. My dear Duchess, we are 

still young enough to remember--" 

The Duchess smiled : the Duchess laughed. 

Good-humour returned. 

" ·what else, Julia 1 You are a retailer of 

horrid gossip." 

"This besides. On the very morning when 

he waited on the Chancellor, he rode to Lady 

Carlyon's--" 

" I know the exact particulars," said the 

Duchess. " La<ly Boltons wrote to me on the 

subject to prevent misunderstanding. Professor 

lngleby, his old tutor, was there. He rode 

there alone because his guardian could not go 

with him. Of course he was properly attended. 

Lady Carlyon is his second cousin. Properly 

speaking, perhaps he should have remained at 

home until the Professor came to him. But 

a man of Lord Chester's rank may do things 
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which smaller men cannot. And, besides1 tbiti 

impulsiveness-this apparent impatience of con­

ventional restraint-seems to me only to prove 

the pride and dignity of his character. Is that 

all, Julia? Have you any more hearsays?" 

They were brave words; but the Duchess fc1t 

uneasy. 

" I have ; there is more behind, and worse. 

Still, in your present mood, I do not know that 

I ought to say what I should wish to say." 

" Say on, Julia. You know that I . wish to 

hear all. Perhaps there may be something after 

all. Hide nothing from me." 

"Very good. They say that Lord Chester is, 

of all men, the least submissive, the least docile, 

the least manly-in the highest sense of the 

word. He habitually assumes authority which 

belongs to Us; he flies into violent rages; he 

horsewhips stable-boys; he presumptuously de­

fies ~rders; he almost openly derides the laws 

which regulate man's obedience. He questions 

-he actually questions-the fundamental princi~ 

ples on which society and government are based. n 
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" Quite as it should be," said the Duchess, 

folding her hands. " I want my husband to 
obey no one in the world-except myself: he 

shall accept no teaching, except mine ; no doc­

trine shall be sacred in his eyes-until it has 

received my authority." 

" Would you like the Duke of Dunstan burgh 

to horsewhip stable-boys 1" 

The Duchess shrugged her shoulders. 

"vVhy not 1 No doubt the stable-boys de­

serve it. ,v e cannot, of course, allow common 

men to use their strength in this way. But, my 

dear, in men of very high rank we should en­

courage-within proper limits-a masterfulness 

which is, after all, nothing but the legitimate 

expression of legitimate pride. ,vhat is crime 

in a clown or an artisan, is a virtue in Lord 

Chester; and, believe me, Julia, for my own 

part, I know how to tame the most obstinate of 

men. 
,, 

She folded her hands and set her teeth to­

gether. Julia thought of the late three dukes, 

and trembled. 
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"No one should know better, dear Duchess. 

There remains one thing only. You tell me that 

the proposed match is to be one of pure affec­

tion-on both sides. I am truly rejoiced to hear 

it. Nothing is better calculated to allay these 

silly reports about Lady Carlyon and the Earl. 

Still you should know that outside people say 

that, should the Appeal go in your favour--" 

"'Should' ! Julia, do not be absurd. It must 

go in my favour. 'Should'!" 

"In that case, the Earl has declared before 

witnesses that he will absolutely refuse, what­

ev~r the penalty, to accept your hand. How 

am I to meet such stories as this 1 By your 

authorised statement of mutual affection 1" 

'' Idle gossip, Julia, may be left to itself. 

The Earl is only anxious to have the matter 

settled as soon as possible. Besides, is it in 

reason that he should have made such a declar­

ation 1 ·why, he knows-every man knows­

that such a refusal would be nothing short of 

contempt-contempt of the Sovereign Majesty 

of the Realm. It is punishable-ay, and it 
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shall be punished-that is, it shou'ld Le pun­

ished "-the face of the Duchess darkened­

" by imprisonment with hard labour for life­

Earl or no Earl." 

"Then, Duchess," said Lady Despard, with a 

smile, "I say no more. Of course, a marriage 

of affection should be encouraged ; and ,rn 

women are all match-makers. You will have 

the best wishes of all as soon as things are 

properly understood." 

''Julia," the Duchess laid her hand n pon her 

friend's arm, "I am unfeignedly glad that you 

have told me all this. We have had an expla­

nation which has cleared the air. I refuse to 

believe that my future husband has so lost all 

manly feeling as to fall in love. Imagine an 

Earl of Chester falling in love like a sentimental 

rustic! Your canards about private interviews 

trouble me not; I am well assured that so well­

bred a man will obey the will of the House 

without a murmur-nay, joyfully, even without 

consideration of his own inclinations, which, as 

I have told you, are already decided. And, 
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upon my honour as a peeress, Julia, I am cer· 

tain that when you come to my autumn party 

at Dunstanburgh in November next, you will 

acknowledge that the new Duke is the hand­

somest bridegroom in the world, that I am the 

most indulgent wife, and that there is not a 

happier couple in all England." 

Nothing could be more gracious than the 

smile of the Duchess when she chose to smile. 

Lady Despard, although she knew by this time 

what the smile was worth, was nevertheless 

always carried away by it. For the moment 

s:he believed what her friend wished her to 

believe. 

"My dear Duchess," she cried, with effusion, 

"you deserve happiness for your part; and, 

upon my word, I think that the boy will get 

it, whether he deserves it or not." 

The smile died out from the Duchess's face 

when she was left alone. A hard, stern look 

took its place. She took up a band-glass, and 

intently examined her own face. 
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"He is in love with the girl, is he 1" she 

murmured; "and she with Lim. Why, I saw 

it in their guilty, stolen looks; her accents 

betrayed her when she spoke. It is not enough 

t.hat she must cross me in the House, but she 

would rob me of a husband. Not yet, Lady 

Carlyon-not yet." . . . She looked at herself 

again. "Oh, that I could be, again, what I was 

at one-and-twenty I It is true, as Julia said, 

that I have nothing to give the boy in return 

for what I ask of him-bis affection. I am an 

old woman-sixty-five years of age. I suppose 

I have had my share of love. Harry loved me 

when I was young-because I was young. Poor 

Harry I I did not then know how much be 

loved me, nor the value of a man's heart. 

Well . . . as for the other two, they loved me 

after their fashion-hut it was not like Harry's 

love; they said they loved me, and in return I 

gave them all they wanted. They were happy, 

and I bad to be contented." She mused in 

silence for a time ; then she roused herself with 

an effort. " What then 1 Let them talk. 1 
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am the Duchess of Dunstanburgh. She shall 

have her whim ; she shall have her darling, and 

if he chooses to sulk, she will punish him until 
he smiles again. ·wait, my lord, only wait till 

you are safe on the Northumberland coast, and 

in my castle of Dunstanburgh." 
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CH .A. PT E R V. 

IN THE SEASON. 

WoMEN, especially politicians, are (or rather 

were, until the Revolt) accustomed to the 

publicity of photographs, illustrated papers, 

paragraphs in society papers, and to the curi­

osity with which people stare after them where­

ever they show themselves. They used to like 

it. Men, who were, on the other hand, taught 
to respect modest retirement and that graceful 

obscurity becoming to the masculine hand which 

carries out the orders of the female brain, shrank 

from such notoriety. It was a curious sensation 

for young Lord Chester to feel, rather than to 

see and to hear, the people pointing him out, 

and talking about him. 

G 
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"Courage I" whispered the Professor. "You 

will Lave to encounter a great deal more curi­

osity than this before long. Above all, do not 

show by any sign or change of expression that 

you are conscious of their staring." 

This was at the Royal Academy. The rooms 

were crowded with the usual mob, for it was 

early in June. There were the country ladies 

-rosy, fat, and jolly-catalogue and pencil in 

hand, dragging after them husbands, brothers~ 

sons-ruddy, stalwart fellows--who wearily 

followed from room to room-ignorant of art, 

and yet unwilling to be thought ignorant,­

flocking to any picture which seemed to contain 

a story or a subject likely to interest them, such 

as a horse, or a race, or a match of some kind, 

and turning away with a half-conscious feeling 

that they ought to rejoice in not liking the 

much-praised picture, instead of being ashamed 

of it, so unlike a horse did they find it, so un­

faithful a representation of figure or of action. 

There were artistic ladies, with their new fashion 

of dress and pale languid airs, listlessly ex-
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changing the commonplace of the fashionable 

school; there were professional ladies, lawyers, 

and doctors, '' doing " all the rooms between two 

consultations in an hour ; there were schoolgirls 

from Harrow, yawning over the Exhibition, which 

it was a duty they owed to themselves to see 

early in the season, unless they could get tickets, 

which they all ardently desired, for the fort­

night's private view ; there were shoals of men 

in little parties of two and four, escorted by 

some good-natured uncle or elderly cousin. The 

crowd squeezed round the fashionable pictures ; 

they passed heedlessly before pictures of which· 

nobody talked; they all tried to look critical; 

those who pretended to culture searched after 

strange adjectives; those who did not, said 

everything was pretty, and yawned furtively; 

the ladies whispered remarks to each other, with a 

quick nod of intelligence ; and they received the 

feeble criticism of the men with the defcrcnt smile 

due to politeness, or a half-concealed contempt. 

This year there were more than the usual 

number of pictures-in fact, the whole of the 
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five-and-twenty rooms were crowded. Fortu­

nately, they were mostly small rooms, and it was 

remarkable that the same subjects occurred over 

and over again. "The same story," said the 

Professor, "every year. No invention; we fol­

low like sheep. Here is Judith slaying Holo­

fernes "-they were then in the Ancient History 

Department-" here is J ael slaying Sisera; here 

are Miriam and Deborah singing their songs of 

triumph ; here is Joan of Arc raising the siege 

of Orleans,-all exactly the same as when I was 

a girl forty years ago and more. Ancient His­

tory indeed I ·what do they know about 

Ancient History 1" 

""'Why do you not teach them, then, Pro­

fessor 1 " asked Lord Chester. 

"I will tell you why, my lord, in a few weeks 

-perhaps." 

There were a great many altar-pieces in the 

Sacred Department. In these the Perfect "\Voman 

was depicted in every attitude and occupation 

by which perfection may best be represented. 

It might have been objected, had any one so 
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far ventured outside the beaten path of criticism, 

that the Perfect "\Voman's dress, her mode of 

dressing her hair, and her ornaments were all of 

the present year's fashion. "As if," said the 

Professor, the only one who did venture, "as if 

no one had any conception of beauty and grace 

except what fashion orders. Sheep l sheep I we 

follow like a flock." 

The pictures were mostly allegorical: the 

Perfect Woman directed Labour-represented 

by twenty or thirty burly young men with im­

plements of various kinds ; this was a very fay. 

ourite subject. Or she led Man upwards. This 

was a series of pictures : in the first, Man was a 

rough rude creature, carrying a club with which 

he banged something - presumably Brother 

Man; he gradually improved, until at the end 

he was depicted as laying at the altar of woman· 

hood flowers, fruit, and wine, from his own hm1· 

bandry. By this time he had got his beard cut 

off, and was smooth shaven, save for a pair of 

curly moustaches; his dress was in the fashion 

of the day; bis eyes were down-dropped in rever· 
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ential awe; and his expression was delightfully 

submissive, pious, and beate. "Is it," asked 

Lord Chester, "impossible to be religious with· 

out becoming such a creature as t ha_ t ? " 

Again, the Perfect "\Voman sat alone, think­

ing for the good of the world. She had a star 

above her head ; she tried, in the picture, not 

to look as if she were proud of that star. Or 

the Perfect Woman sat watching, in the dead 

of night, in the moonlight, for the good of the 

world ; or the Perfect "\V oman was revealed to 

enraptured man rising from the waves, not at 

all wet, and clothed in the most beautifully­

fashioned and most expensive modern garments. 

These two rooms, the Sacred and the Ancient 

History Departments, were mostly deserted. 

The principal interest of the Exhibition was in 

the remaining three-and-twenty, which were de­

voted to general subjects. Here were sweet­

nesses of flower and fruit, here were lovely creamy 

faces of male youth, here were full-length figures 

of athletes, runners, wrestlers, jumpers, rowers, 

cricket-players, and others, treated with delicate 
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conventionality, so that the most successful pic­

tures represented man with no more expres­

sion in his face than a barber's block, and the 

strongest young Hercules was figured with tiny 

hands or fingers like a girl's for slimness, for 

transparency, and for whiteness, and beautifully 

small feet; on the other hand, his calves were 

prodigious. In fact, as was al ways 'maintained 

at the Academy dinner, the Exhibition was the 

great educator of the people in the sense of 

beauty. To know the beautiful, to recognise 

what should be delightful, and then take joy in 

it, was given, it was said, only to those women 

of culture who had been trained by a course of 

Academy exhibitions. Here men, for their part, 

who would never otherwise rise beyond the 

phenomenal to the ideal, learned what was the 

Perfect Man-the man of woman's imagination. 

Having learned, he might go away and try to 

resemble him. ,v omen who could not feel, un­

happily, the full sense of the beautiful, might 

learn from these models into what kind of man 

they should shape their husbands. 
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"The drawing of this picture," said the Pro­

fessor aloud, before a picture round which were 

gathered a throng of worshippers-for it was 

painted by a royal academician of great repute 

- " is inaccurate. Did one ever see a man with 

such shoulders, and yet with such a waist and 

such a hand 1 As for the colouring, it is as 

false as it is conventional; and look at the 

peach-like cheek and the feeble chin I It is the 

flesh of a weakly baby, not of a grown man and 

an athlete." 

There were murmurs of dissent, but no one 

ventured to dispute the Professor's opinion; and 

indeed most of the bystanders had already re­

cognised Lord Chester, and were staring at the 

hero of so much talk. 

"He is better looking," he overheard one 

schoolgirl whispering to another, "than the fel­

low on the canvas, isn't he 1" 

The "fellow on the canvas" was, in fact, the 

Ideal Man. He was meant by the artist to 

represent the noblest, tallest, strongest, straight­

est, and most dexterous of men. He carried a 
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cricket - bat. It would have been foolish to 
figure him with book, pencil, or paper. Art, 
literature, science, politics, all belonged to the 
other sex. Only his strength was left to man, 
and that was to be expended by the orders of 
the superior sex, who were quite competent to 
exercise the functions for which they were 
born-namely, to think for the world. 

Of course, all the artists were women. Once 
there was a man who, assuming a female name, 
actually got a picture exhibited in the Academy. 
He was a self-taught man, it was afterwards 
discovered ; he had never been in a studio ; he 
had never seen a Royal Academy. He painted 
an Old Man from nature. There was a faithful 
ruggedness about his work which made artists 
scoff, and yet brought tears to the eyes of 
country girls who knew no better. When the 
trick was discovered, the picture was taken 
down and burnt, and the wretched man-who 
was discovered in a little country cottage, paint­
in(J' two or three more in the same style-

" went mad, and was locked up for the rest of 
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his days. Presently Lord Chester grew tired 
of the pictures and of the staring cro,vd. " I 
have seen enough, Professor, if you have. They 
are all exactly like those of last year-the 
gladiators, and the runners, and all. Are we 
always to go on producing the same pictures 1" 

"I suppose so," she replied. "They say 
that the highest point of art has been reached. 
It would be a change if we were only to de­
teriorate for a few years. l\feanwLile, one is 
reminded of the mole, who was askep. why he 
did not invent another form of architecture." 

'' What did she reply 1 " 
'' He, not she, my lord, replied that science 

could go no farther; and so he goes on build­
ing the same shaped hill." 

The crowd gathered at the foot of the stairs of 
the Academy and made a lane for Lord Chester 
quite to his carriage. It was a crowd of the 
best people in England, composed of ladies and 
gentlemen. Yet was it no insignificant sign of 
the times that many a handkerchief was waved 
to him, that all hats were lifted, and that one 
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girl's voice was heard crying, "Young men for 

young wives!" at which there was a general 
murmur of assent. 

In the evening there were the usual engage­

ments of the season, beginning with a lecture on 

the Arrival at the Highest Level. The lecturer 

-a young Oxford woman-was learned and 

eloquent, though the subject was, so to speak, 

wellnigh threadbare. Yet the discontent of the 

nation was so great, that it was necessary con­

tinually to raise the courage of the people by 

showing that if Ministries failed, it was only be­

cause the right Cabinet had not yet been found. 

On this night, however, no one listened. All 

eyes were turned to the young lord, who, it 

was everywhere stated, had announced his re­

bellious intention not to obey the law if Lady 

Carlyon's appeal went against her. The men 

whispered; the elderly ladies assumed airs of 

virtuous indignation ; the younger ones looked 

at each other and laughed. 

Then there was a dance, at which Lord 

Chester was seen, but only for a quarter of an 
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hour, Lecause the rush made by all the girls 

who could get an introduction for his name on 

their cards was almost unseemly. The Professor 

therefore took him home. 

In the Park the next afternoon, at the theatre 

in the evening, the same curiosity of the multi: 

tude. Indeed the play, as happened very often 

jn thoEe days, was entirely neglected. Glasses 

were levelled at Lord Chester's box; the whole 

audience with one consent fell to talking among 

themselves; the actors went on with the piece 

unregarded, and the curtain foll unnoticed. 

Perhaps the perfect10n of the drama was the 

thing on which the new civilisation chiefly 

prided itself, unless, indeed, it was the perfec­

tion of painting and sculpture already de­

scribed. The old tragedies, in which women 

played the secondary part, were long since con­

signed to oblivion. The old style of farce, 

which was simply brutal, raising laughter by 

the representation of situations in which one or 

more persons are made ridiculous, was abso­

lutely prohibited; the once favourite ballet was 



IN THE SEASON. lO!J 

suppressed, because it was beL)w the dignity 

of woman to dance for the amusement of the 

people, and because neither men nor women 

wished to see men dancing ; the comic inan 

naturally disappeared with the farce, because 

no one ever wrote anything fm· him. It was 

resolved, after a series of letters and discus.sion 

in the 'Academy,' the only literary paper left­

it owed its continued existence to the honour­

able associations of its early years-that laugh­

ter was for the most part vulgar; that it always 

rudely disturbed the facial lines ; that to make 

merriment for others was quite beneath the no­

tice of an educated woman ; and that the drama 

must be severe, and even austere-a school for 

women and for men. Such it was sought to 

make it, with as yet unsatisfactory results, be­

cause the common people, finding nothing to 

laugh at, came no more to the theatre ; and even 

the better class, who wanted to be amused, and 

were only instructed, ceased to attend. 

·when, therefore, the curtain fell, the scanty 

audience rushed to the doors of the house, and 
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there was something very much like a demon-. 

stration, a report of which, the Professor felt 

with pleasurable emotion, could not fail to be 

carried to the Duchess. 

The next day there came a letter to Lady. 

Boltons-who was still confined to her room 

with gout-from no less a person than the 

Duchess of Dunstanburgh, suggesting that the 

publicity thrust upon Lord Chester through the 

unconstitutional action of his cousin might pro­

duce an injurious effect upon a mind so young. 

In other words, her Grace was already sensible 

of the sympathy which was growing up for 

what was believed to be a love affair, cruelly 

blighted by herself. If Lord Chester was kept 

in retirement until the case was decided, he 

would, perhaps, be forgotten. As for Lady 

Carlyon, the Duchess rightly judged that the 

sympathy which one woman gets from another 

in such cases is generally scant. 

No doubt she was right, but unfortunately 

she was too late. The young Earl had been 

seen everywhere; his story, much altered and 
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improved, was in everybody's mouth; his like­
ness was in all the shop windows, side by side 
with that of Lndy Carlyon, or, as if to give em­
phasis to the difference beeween the two suitors, 
he was placed with the Duchess on his left and 
Lady Carlyon on his right. 'fhe young men 
envied him because he was so rich, so hand­
some, and so gallant; the young ladies looked 
and sighed. He was nearer the Ideal Man than 
any they bad ever seen ; his bold and daring 
eyes Rtruck them with a kind of awe, which they 
thought was due to his rank, ignorant of the 
manhood in those eyes, which attracted and 
yet daunted them. They bought his photo­
graph by thousands, and spent their leisure 
hours, or even the hours of study, when they 
ought to have been" mugging bones," or drawing 
contracts, or reading theology, in gazing upon 
that remarkable presence. Older ladies-those 
who had established positions and could think 
of marriage-wished that such young men were 
within their reach ; and very old ladies, looking 
at the photograph with admiring eyes, would 
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wag their heads, and tell their grandsons how 

their grandfather, dead and gone, had been just 

such another as Lord Chester-so handsome, so 

strong, so brave, and yet withal the most dutiful 

and obedient of husbands. They did not ex­

plain how the virtue of submission was corn· 

patible with such frank and fearless eyes. 

The mischief, therefore, was done. So far as 

the sympathies of the people were concerned, 

Constance could rest content. There remained, 

however, the House. 

Lord Chester appeared no more in public. 

He went to none of the cricket-matches and 

athletics which made the season so lively; nor 

was he seen at any balls or dinners ; nor did he 

ride in the Row. He was kept in almost mo­

nastic seclusion, a few companions only being 

invited to play tennis on his own lawns. But 

the Professor was with him constantly-Lady 

Boltons continuing to be laid up with her gout­

and they had long talks in the gardens, sitting 

beneath the shade of the ~.::ees, or walking in 

the lawns. During these conversations the 
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young man would clench his fist and stamp his 

foot with rage; or his eyes would kindle, and he 

would stretch out his right hand as if moved 

beyond control. And he became daily more 

masterful, insomuch that the women were afraid 

of him, and the men-servants-whom he had 

cuffed until they respected him-laughed, seeing 

the dismay of the women. Never any man 

like him I "·why," said the butler, a most 

respectable old lady, "if he goes on like this, 

he'll be like the Duchess of Dunstanburgh her­

self. She'll have a handful, whichever o' their 

ladyships gets him. Beer, my lord 1 At twelve 

o'clock in the morning I It isn't good for your 

lordshi p. Better wait - oh dear, dear I Yes, 

my lord, in one minute." 

One afternoon, towards the end of June, a 

little party had been made up for hi:;; amuse­

ment. It consisted of half-a-dozen young men 

of his own age, and a fow ladies "' hose age more 

nearly approached that of the Professor. The 

young men played one or two matches of tennis, 

changed their flannels for morning dress, and 
H 
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joined the la.dies at afternoon tea. The one 

topic of conversation possible at the moment 

was forbidden in that house : it was, of course, 

that of the great Appeal, and how some said 

that the Countess wanted it pushed on, so as to 

take advantage of the public sympathy, and the 

Duchess wanted it delayed, so as to give this 

feeling time to cool down; but the Duchess had 

sworn by everything dear to her that she would 

marry the young lord whether the House gave a 

decision in her favour or not; how Lady Carlyon 

declared that she would carry him off under the 

very nose of the Duchess ; with a thousand 

other canards, rumours, little secrets, whispers 

on the best authority, and so forth. As, of 

course, that could not be entered upon in Lord 

Chester's own house, the afternoon was dull to 

the ladies. They pumped the Professor art­

fully, but learned nothing. She was enthusiastic 

in her praises of her pupil, but was reticent 

about his previous relations, if any, with either 

of his suitors ; nor would she reveal anything, 

if she knew anything, about his inclinations-
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if he had any preference. As for liis character, 

she spoke openly; he was certainly,-well, say 

masterful-that could not be denied-in a way 

which would be unbecoming in a man below his 

rank ; as for his religion, no one could more 

truly love and revere the Perfect ·woman than 

did Lord Chester; as for his abilities, they 

were far beyond the common: and for his read­

ing, "I have always considered," said the Pro­

fessor, " his rank as of more importance than 

his sex; and though I have, perhaps, given him 

a wider and deeper education than is generally 

considered prudent for the masculine brain, I 

believe it will be found, in the long - run, a 

course productive of great good. In fact," she 

whispered, "I believe that Lord Chester is a man 

likely to be the father of daughters, illustrious 

not only by their birth, but also by their strength 

of intellect and force of character." 

"No man," said one of the guests-one of 

those persons who always know how to find the 

right commonplace at the right time,-" no man 

can have a more worthy object of ambition. 
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To sink himself in the family, to work for them, 

to reproduce his own virtues in their higher 

feminine form in his own daughters,-! hope 

his lordship will obtain this happiness." 

"But he can't," cried another-one of those 

persons who always say the wrong things,-" he 

can't if he marries the Due--" 

"Hush!" said the Professor. "My dear 

madam, we were talking, I think, about Lord 

Chester's character. Yes, he is in many respects 

a most remarkable young man." 

"But is he," asked another lady, "is he quite 

- are you sure of what you say, Professor, 

about his orthodoxy 1 " 
Professor Ingleby smiled. All smiled, indeed, 

because her own faith had been greatly sus­

pected, as everybody knew. 

"As sure," she said, "as I am of my own. 

Oh! I know what wicked people have hinted at 

Cambridge. But wait; have patience; I will 

before long prove my religious convictions, and 

satisfy the world once for all, in a way that will 

perhaps astonish, but certainly convince every· 
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body, what my faith really is, and how truly 

orthodox-and I will answer for my pupil." 

Then the young men appeared, and they be­

gan to talk about the games over their tea. 

Presently they pressed Lord Chester to sing. 

No one had a better voice, or sang with greater 

express10n. He refused at first, on the ground 

of being tired of the words of all his songs, but 

gave way and sang, with a laughing protest at 

the 'sentiment of the song and the inanity of 

the words, the following ballad, just then popu­

lar:-

"Through sweet buttercups, through sweet hay 
Rolled in swathes by the southern wind: 

Side by side they wended their way; 
The sloping sun on their faces lay, 

And dragged long shadows behind. 

Eighteen he, and stalwart to see; 
Muscles of steel and a heart of gold. 

Cheeks hot-burning, and eyes down-dropped,­
What did he think when she suddenly stopped, 

And gave him her hand -- to hold ? 

She was but thirty; her lands around 
Lay with orchards and corn-fields spread; 
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Meadow and hill with the sunlight crowned, 
Wealth and joy without stint or bound, 

And all for the lad she would wed r 

He listened in silence, as young men should, 
While she pictured the life to come; 

In tangled copse, in the way of the wood, 
With new spring flowers and old leaves strewed. 

She spoke of a love-lit home. 

Only a year: and the hay again 
Lies in swathes, like the weed on the shore; 

Lone he wanders with troubled brain, 
Crying, ' When will she come again ? ' 

Poor fool; for she comes no more. 
Forgotten her troth ; and broken her oath; 

His love will return no more." 

'' The air is not bad," said the singer, when 

he had finished, rising from the piano, "but 

the words are ridiculous. As if he were 

likely to care for a woman eighteen years his 
senior!" 

These words fell among them like a bomb. 

There was a dead silence. No one dared raise 

her eyes except the Professor, who looked up in 
warn mg. 
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Presently an old gentleman, who had been 

half asleep, shook his head and spoke. 

"The songs are all alike now. A young 

fellow gets made love to, and is engaged, and 

then thrown over. Then he breaks his heart. 

In real life he would have called for his horse 

and galloped off his disappointment." 

"Come, Sir George," said the Professor, " you 

must allow us a little sentiment-some belief in 

man's heart, else life would be too dull. For 

my own part, I find the words touching and 

true to nature." 

"How would it do 1" asked Lord. Chester, 

smiling, "to invert the thing 1 Could we have 

a ballad showing how a young lady-she must 

be young-pined away and died for love of a 

man who broke his promise 1" 

They all laughed at this picture, but the 

young men looked as if Lord Chester had said 

something wonderful in its audacity. Most 

certainly, thought the Professor, his words 

would be quoted in all the clubs that very day. 

And what-oh I what would the Duchess say 1 
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And although she had no legitimate power over 

the ward of Chancery, she could do what she 

pleased with the Chancellor. 

There was one young fellow present, a certain 

Algy Dunquerque, who entertained an affection 

for Lord Chester amounting almost to worship. 

No one was like him; none so strong, so dexter­

ous, so good at games ; no one so clever ; no one 

so audacious; no one so gloriously independent. 

They were talking together in a low whisper, 

unregarded by the ladies, who were talking 

loudly. 

'' Algy," said Lord Chester, " you said once 

that you would come to me if ever I asked you, 

and stand by me as long as I asked you. Are 

you still of the same mind 1 " 
"That kind of promise holds," said Algy. 

"·what shall I do 1" 

"Be in readiness." 

"I am always ready. But what are you 

going to do 1 Shall we run away together 1" 

"Hush! I do not know,-yet. All that 

a desperate man can do." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

WO MAN ' S E NG LAN D. 

TnE next day was Sunday, and of course Lord 

Chester went to church with the Professor, who 

was always careful to observe forms. 

The congregation was large, and principally 

composed of men. The service was elaborate, 

and the singing good. Perhaps the incense was 

a little too strong, and there was some physical 

fatigue in the frequent changes of posture. 

Nothing, however, could have been more splen­

did than the procession with banners, which 

closed the service; nothing sweeter than the 

voices of the white-robed singing-girls. It was 

a large and beautiful church, with painted glass, 

pictures having lights burning before them; and 
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the altar, on which stood the veiled figure of 

the Perfect Woman, was heaped with flowers. 

The sermon was preached by the Dean of 

'Westminster, whose eloquence and fervour were 

equalled by her scholarship. No one, except 

perhaps Professor Ingleby, was better read in 

ecclesiastical history, or knew more about the 

beginnings of the New Religion. She had 

written a book, showing from ancient literature 

how the germs of the religion were dormant 

even in the old barbaric times of man's supre­

macy. Even so far back as the middle ages 

men delighted to honour Vv oman. Every poet 

chose a mistress for his devotion, and ignorantly 

worshipped the type in the Individual. Every 

knight became servant and slave to one woman, 

in whose honour his noblest deeds were done. 

Even the worship of the Divine Man became, first 

in Catholic countries, and afterwards in England, 

through a successful conspiracy of certain so­

called "ritualists," the worship of the Mother and 

Child. At all times the effigies of the virtues, 

Faith, Hope, Love, had been figures of women. 
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The form of woman had always stood for the 

type, the standard, the ideal of the Beautiful. 

The woman had always been the dispenser of gifts. 

The woman had always been richly dressed. 

Men worked their hardest in order to pour 

their treasures into the lap of woman. All the 

reverence, all the poetry, all the imagination 

with which the lower nature of man was en­

do,ved, had been freely spent and lavished in 

the service of woman. F'rom his earliest in­

fancy, women surrounded, protected, and thought 

for men. Y{hy, what was this, what could this 

mean, but; a foreshadowing, an indication, a 

revelation, by slow and natural means, of the 

worship of the Perfect ,v oman, dimly compre­

hended as yet, but manifesting its power over 

the heart? The Dean handled this, her favour­

ite topic, in the pulpit this morning with singu­

lar force an<l eloquence. After touching on the 

invisible growth of the religion, she painted a 

time of anarchy, when men had given up their 

old beliefs and were like children-only children 

with weapons in their hands-crying out with 
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fear in the darkness. She told how women, at 

last assuming their true place, substituted, little 

by little, the true, the only faith-the ·worship 

of the Perfect \Voman, the Feminine Divinity 

of Thought, Purpose, and Production. She 

pointed out how, by natural religion, man was 

evidently marked out for the second or lower 

creature, although, by the abuse of his superior 

strength, he had wrested the authority and used 

it for his own purposes. He was formed to 

execute, be was strong, he was the Agent. 

\Voman, on the other hand, was the mother­

that is to say, the Creative Thought; that is, 

the Sovereign Ruler. In the animal creation, 

again, it is the male who works, while the female 

sits and directs. And even in such small points 

as the gender of things inanimate, everything 

of grace, usefulness, or beauty was, and always 

had been, feminine. Then she argued from the 

natural quickness and intelligence of women, 

and from the corresponding dulness of men, 

from the lower instincts of men compared with 

the spiritual nature of women ; and she showed 
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how, when women took their natural place in 

the government of the nation, laws were for the 

first time framed on sound and economical prin­

ciples, and for the benefit of man himself. 

Finally, in a brilliant peroration, she called upon 

her male hearers to defend, even to the death 

if necessary, the principles of their religion ; 
she warned the women that a spirit of ques­

tioning and discontent was abroad ; she ex~ 

horted the men to find their true happiness in 

submission to authority; and she drew a vivid 

picture of the poor wretch who, beginning with 

doubt and disobedience, went on to wife-beat­

ing, atheism, and despair, both of this world and 

the next. 

The sermon lasted nearly an hour. The 

Dean never paused, never hesitated, was never 

at a loss. Yet, somehow, she failed to affect 

her hearers. The women looked idly about 

them, the men stared straight before them, 

showing no response, and no sympathy. One 

reason of this apathy was that the congregation 

had heard it all before, and so often, that it 
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ceased to move them ; the priestesses of the 

Faith, in their ardour, endeavouring constantly 

to make men intelligent as well as submissive 

supporters, overdid the preaching, and by con­

tinual repetition ruined the effect of their earnest 

eloquence, and reduced it to the level of rhetori­

cal commonplace. 

The Professor and her pupil walked gravely 

homewards. 

" I think," sai<l Lord Chester, "that I could 

preach a sermon the other way round." 

" You mean--" 

"I mean that I could just as well show how 

natural religion intended man to be Loth agent 
and contriver." 

" I think," said the Professor, " that such a 

sermon had better not be preached, at least, 

just yet. It was rather a risky thing to make 

that remark of yours about the ballad which 

you sang yesterday. Such a sermon as you 

contemplate would infallibly land its composer 

-even Lord Chester-in a prison-and for life." 

Lord Chester was silen~ 
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" Do you speculate often," asked his tutor, 

"in these theological matters 1 " 

" Of late," he replied. " Y cs, this perpetual 

admonition about Authority worries me. ·why 

should we accept statements on Authority 1 I 

have been looking through the text-books, and 

I conclude--" 

"Pray do not tell me," she interrupted, laugh­

mg. "For the present, let me not know the 

nature of your conclusions. But, Lord Chester, 

for your own sake, for every one's sake, be 

guarded-be silent." She pressed his arm; he 

nodded gravely, but made no reply. ·when 

they reached home they learned that the Chan­

cellor herself was waiting to see Lord Chester. 

She wished to see the Professor as well. 

The Chancellor was in a great worry and 

fidget - as if this unhappy business of the 

Appeal was not enough for her-because, what­

ever decision was arrived at by the llom,e, she 

would have to defend her own, and there was 

little doubt that her enemies would not lose s'o 

good a chance of attacking her; and now the 
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boy must needs get saying things which were 

repeated in every club of London. 

"I must say, Lord Chester," she began, irrita­

bly, "that a little respect-I say a little respect 

-is due to a person who holds my office. I 

have been waiting for you a good quarter of an 

hour." 

"Had I known your ladyship's wish to see 

me, I would have saved you the trouble of com­

ing here, and waited upon you myself. I have 

but just returned from church." 

"Church ! "she repeated, in mockery; '' what 

is the good of people going to church if they fly 

in the face of all religion 1 Do not answer me, 

pray. Your lordship thinks yourself, I know, a 

privileged person. You are to say, and to do, 

anything you please. But I am the Chancellor, 

remember, and your guardian. Now, sir, I learn 

that you make dangerous, revolutionary remarks 

-you made one yesterday-openly, on the im­

possibility of a young man marrying a woman 

older than himself." 

" Pardon me," said Lord Chester ; '' I did not 
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say the impossibility of marrying, but of loving, 

a woman twenty years his senior." 

"The distinction shows the unhappy condi­

tion of your mind. To marry a woman is to 

love her. What would the boy want 1 what 

would he have? Professor Ingleby, have you 

anything to advise 1 He is your pupil. You 

are, in fact, partly responsible for this deplorable 

exhibition of wilfulness." 

"With your ladyship's permission," replied 

the Professor, softly, "I would venture to sug­

gest that, considering recent events, it would 

be much better for Lord Chester to be out 

of London as soon as possible." 

'' What is the use of talking about leaving 

town when Lady Boltons is ill?" 

"If your ladyship will intrust your noble 

ward to my care," continued the Professor, "I 

will undertake the charge of him at my own 

house for the next three months." 

The Chancellor reflected. The plan seemed 

the best. Since Lady Boltons was ill, there was 

really no one to look after the young man, while, 

I 
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at the present moment of excitement, it seemed 

most desirable that he should be out of town. 

If the boy was to go on talking in this way 

about old women and young men, there was no 

telling what might not happen; and the Duchess 

would be pleased with such an arrangement. 

That consideration decided her. 

"If you really can take charge of him-you 

could draw on Lady Boltons for whatever you 

like, in reason-it does seem the best thing to 

do. Yes-he would be safer out of the way. 

·when can you start 1 " 

"To-morrow." 

"Very good ; then we will settle it so. You 

will accompany Professor Ingleby, Lord Chester; 

you will consider her as your guardian-and­

and all that. And for heaven's sake, let us 

have no more folly ! " 

She touched his fingers with her own, bowed 

slightly to the Professor, and left them. 

"My dear boy," said the Professor, when the 

door was shut, "I foresee a great opportunity. 

And as for that sermon you spoke of--" 
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"Well, Professor 1" 

"You may begin to compose it as soon as 

you please, and on the road I will help you. 

Meantime, hold your tongue." 

·with these enigmatic words the Professor 

left him. 

There was really nothing very remarkable in 

Lord Chester's leaving London even at the 

height of the season. Most of the athletic 

meetings were over ; it was better to be in the 

country than in town : a young man of two-and­

twenty is not supposed to take a very keen de­

light in dinner-parties. Had it not been for the 

Appeal and the way in which people occupied 

themselves in every kind of gossip over Lord 

Chester - what he said, how he looked, and 

what he hoped-he might have left town with­

out the least notice being taken. As it was, his 

departure gave rise to the wildest rumours, not 

the least wild being that the Duchess, or, as 

some said, the Countess, intended to follow and 

carry him off from his own country-house. 
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,vithout troubling themselves about rumours 

and alarms of this kind, the Professor and her 

pupil drove away in the forenoon of Monday 

mormng. The air was clear and cool ; there 

was a fresh breeze, a warm sun, and a sky 

flecked with light clouds. The leaves on the 

trees were at their best, the four horses were 

in excellent condition. What young fellow of 

two-and-twenty would have felt otherwise than 

happy at starting on a holiday away from the 

restraints of town, and in such weather 1 

"There is only one thing wanting," he said, 

as they finally cleared the houses, and were 

bowling along the smooth higbroad between 

hedges bright with the flowers of early summer. 

"What is that ? " asked the Professor. 

"Constance," he replied, boldly; "she ought 

to be with us to complete my happiness." 

The Professor laughed. 

"A most unmanly remark," she said. " How 

can you reconcile it with the precepts of 

morality 1 Have you not been taught the 

wickedness of expressing, even of allowing 
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yourself to feel an inclination for any young 

lady 1" 

"It is your fault, my dear Professor. You 

have taught me so much, that I have left off 

thinking of unmanliness and immodesty and 

the copy-book texts." 

"I have taught you," she replied, gravely, 

"things enough to hang myself and send you to 

the Tower for life. But remember-remember 

-that you have been taught these things with 

a purpose." 

" What purpose 1 " he asked. 

"I began by making you discontented. I 

allowed you to discover that everything is not 

so certain as boys are taught to believe. I put 

you in the way of reading, and I opened your 

mind to all sorts of subjects generally concealed 

from young men." 

"You certainly did, and you are a most crafty 

as well as a most beneficent Professor." 

"You have gradually come to understand 

that your own intellect, the average intellect of 

Man, is really equal to the consideration of all 
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questions, even those generally reserved and set 

£ " apart or women. 

" Is it not time, therefore, to let me know 

this mysterious purpose ? " 

Professor lngleby gazed upon him in silence 

for a while. 

"The purpose is not mine. It is that of a 

wiser and greater being than myself, whose will 

I carry out and whom I obey." 

",Viser than you, Professor 1 .. Who is she 1 

Do you mean the Perfect ,v oman herself 1 " 

"No," she replied; "the being whom I obey and 

reverence is none other than-my own husband." 

Lord Chester started, 

"Your husband 1 " he cried. " You obey 

your husband? This is most wonderful." 

"My husband. Yes, Lord Chester, you may 

now compose that sermon which shall show how 

Man is the Lord and l\faster of all created 

things, including-\Voman. I told you I would 

help you in your sermon. Listen." 

All that day they drove through the fair 
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garden, which we call England. Along the road 

they passed the rustics hay-making in the fields; 

the country women were talking at their doors ; 

the country doctor was plodding along her daily 

round; the parson was jogging along the way­

side, umbrella in hand, to call upon her old 

people; the country police in blue bonnets, 

carrying their dreaded pocket-books, were loi­

tering in couples about cross-roads; the farmer 

drove her cart to market, or rode her cob about 

the fields; little girls and boys carried dinner to 

their fathers. Here and there they passed a 

country - seat, a village with :its street of cot­

tages, or they clattered through a small sleepy 

town with its row of villas and its quiet streets, 

where the men sat working at the windows in 

hopes of getting a chat or seeing something to 

break the monotony of the day. 

The travellers saw, but noted nothing. For 

the Professor was teaching her pupil things 

calculated to startle even the Duchess, and at 

which Constance would have trembled-things 

which made his cheek to glow, his eyes to 
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glisten, his mouth to quiver, his hands to clench; 

-things not to be spoken, not to be whispered, 

not to be thought, this Professor openly, boldly, 

and without shame, told the young man. 

"I might have guessed it," he said. " I had 

already half guessed it. And this-this is the 

reason why we are kept in subjection I-this is 

the LIE they have palmed upon us ! " 

"Hush I calm yourself. The thing was not 

done in a day. The system was not invented 

by conscious hypocrites and deceivers; it grew, 

and with it the new religion, the new morality, 

the new orrler of things. Blame no one, Lord 

Chester, but blame the system." 

"You have told me too much now," he said; 

"tell me more." 

She went on. Each word, each new fact, tore 

something from him that he would have believed 

part of his nature. Yet he had been prepared 

for this day by years of training, all designed 

by this crafty woman to arm him with strength 

to receive her disclosures. 

"What you SCP." she said, as they drove 



WOMAN'S ENGLAND. 137 

through a village, "seems calm and happy. It 

is the calmness of repression. Those men in 

the fields, those working men sitting at the 

windows-they are all alike unhappy, and they 

know not why. It is because tbe natural order 

bas been reversed; the sex which should com­

mand and create is compelled to work in blind 

obedience. You will see, as we go on, that we, 

who have usurped the power, have created noth­

ing, improved nothing, carried on nothing. It 

is for you, Lord Chester, to restore the old 

order." 

" If I can-if I can find words," he stam­

mered. 

"I have trusted you," the Professor went on, 

" from the very first. Bon sang ne peut rnentir. 

Yet it was wise not to hurry matters. Your 

life, and my own life too, if that matters much, 

hang upon the success of my design. Nothing 

could have happened more opportunely than 

the Duchess's proposal. Why, on the one hand, 

a sweet, charming, delightful girl; and on the 

other, a repulsive, bad - tempered old woman. 
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·while your blood is aflame with love and dis· 

gust, Lord Chester, I tell you this great secret. 

We have three months before us. We must 

use it, so that in less than two we shall be able to 

strike, and to strike hard. You are in my hands. 

Vv e have, first, much to see and to learn." 

Their first halt was Windsor. Here, after 

ordering dinner, the Professor took her pupil to 

visit Eton. It was half-holiday, and the girls 

were out of school. Some were at the Debating 

Society's rooms, where a political discussion was 

going on; some were strolling by the river under 

the grand old elms ; some were reading novels 

in the shade; some were lying on the bank 

talking and laughing. It was a pleasant pie· 

turd of happy school life. 

" Look at these buildings," said the Professor, 

taking up a position of vantage. "They were 

built by one of your ancestors, beautified by 

another, repaired and enlarged by another. 

This is the noblest of the old endowments-­

for boys." 

The Earl looked round him in wonder. 
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"What would boys do with such a splendid 
place 1 " he as]rnd. 

"Have my lessons borne so little fruit that 

you should ask that question ? " The Profes­

sor looked disappointed. "l\fy dear boy, they 

played in the playing-fields, they swam and 

rowed in the river, they studied in the school, 

they worshipped in the chapel. When it was 

resolved to divide the endowments, women nat­

urally got the first choice, and they chose Eton. 

Afterwards the boys' public schools fell gradu­

ally into decay, and bit by bit they were either 

closed or became appropriated by girls. There 

was once a famous school at a place called 

Rugby. That died. The Lady of the Manor, 

I believe, gradually absorbed the revenues. Har­

row and Marlborough fell in, after a few years, 

for girls. You see, when once mothers realised 

the dangers of public school life for boys, they 

naturally left off sending them." 

"Yes-I see-the danger that--" 

"That they would become masterful, Lord 

Chester, like yourself; that they would use their 
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strength to recover their old supremacy; that 

they would discover "-here she sank her voice, 

although they were not within earshot of an, 

one-" that they would discover how strength 

of brain goes with strength of muscle." 

She led the young man back across the river 

to the Windsor side. On the way they passed 

an open gate ; over the gate was written " Se­

lect school for young gentlemen." ·within was 

a gymnasium, where a dozen boys were exer­

cising on parallel bars, swinging with ropes, 

and playing with clubs. 

"As for your education," said the Professor, 

" we have discovered that the best chance for 

the world is for a boy to be taught three things. 

He must learn religion-i.e., submission, and 

the culture of Perfect Womanhood; he must 

learn a trade of some kind, unless he belongs 

to the aristocracy, so as not to be necessarily 

dependent; and he must be made healthy, 

strong, and active. History will credit us with 

<>ne thing, at least; w~ have improved the 

race." 
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It wanted an hour of dinner. The Professor, 

who was never tired, led her pupil over such 

portions of the old castle as could still be visited 

-the great tower and one or two of the terraces. 

" This was once yours," she said. "This is 

the castle of your ancestors. Courage, my lord; 

you shall win it back." 

It was in a dream that the young man spent 

the rest of the evening. The Professor had 

ordered a simple yet dainty dinner, consisting 

of a Thames trout, a Chateaubriand, quails, and 

an omelette, with some Camembert cheese, but 

her young charge did scanty justice to it. After 

dinner, when the coffee had been brought, and 

the door was safely shut, the Professor continued 

the course of lectures on ancient history, by 

which she had already upset the mind of her 

pupil, and filled his brain with dreams of a 

revolution more stupendous than was ever sus­

pected by the watchful bureau of police. 

Their next day's drive brought them to Ox­

ford. It was vacation, and the colleges were 

empty. Only here and there a solitary figure 
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of some lonely Fellow or Lecturer lingering 

after the rest had gone flitted across the lawns. 

The solitude of the place pleased the Professor. 

She could ramble with her pupil about the 

venerable courts and talk at her ease. 

" Here," she said, " in the old days was oncE! 

the seat of learning and wisdom." 

"What is it now 1" asked her disciple, 

surprised. " Is not Oxford still the seat of 

learning 1" 
"You must read-alas! you would not under­

stand them-the old books before you can answer 

your own question. ·what is their political 

economy, their moral philosophy, their social 

science-of which they make so great a boast 

- compared with the noble scholarship, the 

science, the speculation of former days 1 How 

can I make you understand 1 There was a 

time when everything was advanced-by men. 

Science must advance or fall back. We took 

from men their education, and science has been 

forgotten. We cannot now read the old books ; 

we do not understand the old discoveries; we 
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cannot use the tools which they invented, the 

men of old. Mathematics, chemistry, physical 

science, geology-all these exist no longer, or 

else exist in such an elementary form as our 

ancestors would have been ashamed to acknow­

ledge. Astronomy, which widened the heart, 

is neglected ; medicine has become a thing of 

books ; mechanics are forgotten--" 

"But why 1" 
"Because women, who can receive, cannot 

create; because at no time has any woman 

enriched the world with a new idea, a new 

truth, a new discovery, a new invention; be­

cause we have undertaken the impossible." 

The Professor was silent. Never before had 

Lord Chester seen her so deeply moved. 

"Oh, Sacred Learning I" she cried, "we have 

sinned against thee ! We poor women in our 

conceit think that everything may be learned 

from books : we worship the Ideal Woman, and 

we are content with the rags of learning which 

remain from the work of Man. Yes, we are 

contented with these scraps. We will accept 
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nothing that is not absolutely certain. There­

fore we blasphemously and ignorantly say that 

the last word has been said upon everything, 

and that no more remains to be learned." 

"Mankind is surrounded," the Professor went 

on as if talking to herself, "by a high wall of 

black ignorance and mystery. The wall is for 

ever receding or closing in upon us. The men 

of the past pushed it back more and more, and 

widened continually the boundaries of thought, 

so that the foremost among them were godlike 

for knowledge and for a love of knowledge. 

We women of the present are continually con­

tracting the wall, so that soon we shall know 

nothing, unless-unless you come to our help." 

"How can I help to restore knowledge," 

asked the young man, " being myself so 

ignorant ~ " 

"By giving back the university to the se.1. 

which can enlarge our bounds." 

Always the same thing-always coming back 

to the one subject. 

There was a university sermon in the after-
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noon, being the feast of St Cecilia ; they looked 

in, but the church was empty. In vacation 

time one hardly expects more than two or three 

resident lecturers with their husbands and boys, 

and a sprinkling of young men from the town. 

The sermon was dull-perhaps Lord Chester's 

mind was out of sympathy with the subject; it 

treated on the old well-worn lines of Woman as 

the Musician. 

"I will show you at Cambridge," said the 

Professor when they came out, "some of the 

music of the past. What are the feeble strains, 

the oft-repeated phrases of modern music, com­

pared with the grand old music conceived and 

written by men 1 Women have never com­

posed great music." 

They left Oxford the next day and proceeded 

north. 
"I think," said the Professor as they were 

driving smoothly along the road, "that they 

did wrong in not trying to maintain the old 

railways. True there were many accidents, 

and sometimes great loss of life; yet it must 

K 
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have been a convenience to get from London 

to Liverpool in five hours. To be sure the 

art of making engines is dead : such arts could 

not survive when their new system. of separate 

labour was introduced." 

They passed the old tracks of the rail ways 

from time to time, now long canals grass­

grown, and now high embankments covered 

with trees and bushes. There were black 

holes, too, in the hillsides through which the 

iron road had once run. 

"The country in the nineteenth century," 

said the Professor, "was populous and wealthy; 

but it would be at first terrible for one of us 

to see and to live in. From end to end there 

were great factories driven by steam-engines, 

in which men worked in gangs, and from 

which a perpetual black cloud of smoke rose 

to the sky; trains ran shrieking along the 

iron roads with more clouds of smoke and 

steam. The results of the work were grand; 

but the workmen were uncared for, and killed 

by the long h~urs and the foul atmosphere. I 
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talk like a woman " - she checked heraelf 

with a smile,-" and I want to talk so that 

you shall feel like a man - of the ancient 

type. 

"There 1s one point of difference between 

man's and woman's legislation which I would 

have you bear in mind. Man looks to the 

end, woman thinks of the means. If mau 

wanted a great thing done, he cared little 

about the sufferings of those who did that thing. 

A great railway had to be built; those who 

made it perished 

What matter 1 

of fever and exposure. 

The railway remained. A 

great injustice had to be removed; to remove 

it cost a war, with death to thousands. Man 

cared little for the deaths, but much for the 

result. Man was like Nature, which takes 

infinite pains to construct an insect of mar­

vellous beauty, and then allows it to be crushed 

in thousands almost as soon as born. Woman, 

on the other hand, considers the means." 

They came, after three days' posting, to Man· 

chester. They found it a beautiful city, situ-
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ated on a clear sparkling stream, in the midst 

of delightful rural scenery, and regularly built 

after the modern manner in straight streets at 

right angles to each other: the air was peculiarly 

bright and bracing. "I wanted very much," 

said the Professor, "to show you this place. 

You see how pretty and quiet a place it is; 

yet in the old times it had a population of 

half a million. It was perpetually black with 

smoke; there were hundreds of vast factories 

where the men worked from six in the morning 

until six at night. Their houses were huts­

dirty, crowded nests of fever ; their sole amuse­

ments were to smoke tobacco and to drink beer 

and spirits; they died at thirty worn out ; they 

were of sickly and stunted appearance ; they 

were habitual wife-beaters ; they neglected their 

children; they had no education, no religion, 

no hopes, no wishes for anything but plentiful 

pipe and beer. See it now t The population 

reduced to twenty thousand ; the factories 

swept away; the machinery destroyed; the 

men working separately each in his own house, 
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making cotton for home consumption. Let us 

walk through the streets." 

These were broad, clean, and well kept. Very 

few persons were about. A few women lounged 

about the Court, or gathered together on the 

steps of the Town Hall, where one was giving 

her opinions violently on politics generally; 

some stood at the doorways talking to their 

neighbours ; in the houses one could hear the 

steady click-click of the loom or spinning-jenny, 

as the man within, or the man and his sons, sat 

at their continuous and solitary labour. 

"This is beautiful to think of, is it not 1" 

"I do not know what to say," he replied. 

" You ask me, after all that you have taught 

me, to admire a system in which men are slaves. 

Yet all looks well from the outside." 

" It began," the Professor went on, without 

answering him directly, "with the famous law 

of the 'Clack' Parliament-that in which there 

were three times as many women as men­

which enacted that wives should receive the 

wages of their husbands on Monday morning, 



150 THE REVOLT OF MAN, 

and that unmarried men, unless they could be 

represented by mothers or sisters, or other 

female relations of whom they were the sup­

port, should be paid in kind, and be housed 

separately in barracks provided for the purpose, 

where discipline could be maintained. It was 

difficult at first to carry this legislation into 

effect: the men rebelled; but the law was 

enforced at last. That was the death-blow to 

the male supremacy. Woman, for the first 

time, got possession of the purse. ·what was 

done in Manchester was followed in other places. 

Young man, the spot you stand on is holy, or 

the reverse, whichever you please, because it is 

the birthplace of woman's sovereignty. 

"Presently it began to be whispered abroad 

that the hours were too long, the work too hard, 

and the association of men together in such 

large numbers was dangerous. Then, little by 

little, wives withdrew their husbands from the 

works, mothers their sons, and set them up 

with spinning - jennies and looms at home. 

Hand-made cotton was protected; the machine-
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made was neglected. Soon the machines were 

silent and the factories closed ; in course of 

time they were pulled down. Then other im­

provements followed. The population was enor­

mously diminished, partly by the new laws 

which forbade the marriage of unhealthy or 

deformed men, and only allowed women to 

choose husbands when they bad themselves 

obtained a certificate of good health and good 

conduct. Formerly the men married at nine­

teen; by the new laws they v.ere compelled to 

wait until four-and-twenty; then, further, to 

wait until they were asked; and lastly, if they 

were asked, to obtain a certificate of soundness 

and freedom from any complaint which might 

be transmitted to children. Therefore, as few 

of the Manchester workmen were quite free 

from some form of disease, the population rapidly 

decreased." 

" But," said Lord Chester, "is that wrong 1 

A man ought to be healthy." 

That was, indeed, the creed in which he had 

been brought up. 
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" I am telling you the history of the place," 

replied the Professor. " Marriage being thus 

almost impossible, the Manchester women emi­

grated and the workmen stayed where they 

were, and gradually the weakly ones died out. 

As for the present Manchester man, you shall 

see him on Sunday when he goes to church." 

They stayed in this pleasant and countrified 

town for some days. On Sunday they went to 
the cathedral, and attended the service, which 

was conducted by the Bishop herself and her 

principal clergy. As the Bishop preached, 

Lord Chester looked about him, and watched 

the men. They were mostly a tall and hand­

some race, though, in the middle-aged men, the 

labour at the spindles had bowed their shoulders 

and contracted their chests. Their faces, how­

ever, like those of the London congregation, 

were lis~less and apathetic ; they paid little 

heed to the sermon, yet devoutly knelt, bowed, 

and stood up at the right places. They seemed 

neither to feel nor to take any interest in life. 

Some of the women looked as if they inter-
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preted the law of marital obedience m the 

strictest, even its harshest manner possible. 

Lord Chester looked with a certain special 

curiosity at a regiment of young unmarried 

workmen. He had often enough before watched 

such a regiment passing to and from church, 

but never with such interest. For in these 

boys he had now learned to recognise the 

masters of the future. 

They were mostly quite young, and naturally 

presented a more animated appearance than 

their married elders. Those of them who came 

from the country, or had no parents, were kept 

in a barrack under strict rule and discipline, 

having prescribed hours for gymnastics, exer­

cises, and recreation, as well as for la.hour. 

They were not all boys. Among them 

marched those whom unkind Nature or acci­

dent had set apart as condemned to celibacy. 

These were the consumptive, the asthmatic, the 

crippled, the humpbacked, the deformed; those 

who had inherited diseases of lung, brain, or 

blood ; the unfortunates who could not marry, 
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and who were, therefore, cared for with what was 

officially known as kindness. Thes~ poor crea­

tures presented the appearance of the most hope­

less misery. At other times Lord Chester would 

have passed them by without a thought. He 

knew now how different would have been their 

lot under a government which did not call it­

self maternal. Neither boys nor incurables re­

ceived pay, and the surplus of their work was 

devoted to the great Mothers' Sustentation Fund, 

or, as it was called for short, the 1\fothers' Tax. 

This was intended to supplement the wages 

earned by the husband at home in case of 

insufficiency. But the wives were exhorted 

and admonished to take care of their husbands, 

and keep them constantly at work. 

"They do take care of them," said the Pro­

fessor. "They make them clean up house, cook 

meals, and look after the children, as well as 

carry on their trade; while they themselves 

wrangle over politics in the street or in some 

of the squabble-halls, which are always open. 

The men never go out except on Sundays ; 
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they have no friends; they have no recrea­

tion." 

"But formerly they were even worse off, 

according to your own showing." 

"No; because if they were slaves to their 

wheels, they were slaves who worked in gangs, 

and they sometimes rose from the ranks. These 

men are solitary slaves who can never rise." 

"Is there nothing good at all 1" cried the 

young man. ""\Vould you make a revolution, 

and upset everything 1 As for religion--" 

"Say nothing," said the Professor, "about 

religion till I have shown you the old one. 

Yes ; there was once something grander than 

anything you can imagine. We women, who 

have belittled everything, have even spoiled our 

religion." 

They passed a couple of young men wending 

their way to the gymnasium with racquets in 

their hands. 

"They are the sons of the doctor or lawyer, 

I suppose," said the Professor, looking after 

them. "Fine young fellows I But what are 



156 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

we to do with them 1 The law says that every 

boy, except the son of a peeress, shall learn a 

trade. No doubt these boys have learned a 

trade, but they do not practice it. They stay 

at home idle, or they spend their days in 

athletics. Some time or other they will marry 

a woman in their own rank, and then the rest 

of their lives will be devoted to managing the 

house and looking after the children, while their 

wives go to office and earn the family income." 

"What would you do with them 1" 
"Nay, Lord Chester; what will you do for 

them 1 That is the question." 

The next day they left Manchester, and pro­

ceeded on their journey. At Liverpool they 

saw seven miles of splendid old docks, lining 

the banks of the river; but there were no 

ships. The trade of the old days had long 

since left the place : it was a small town now 

with a few :fishing smacks. The Professor en­

larged upon the history of the past. 

" But were the men happy 1" 

" I do not know. That is nowhere stated. 
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I imagine there used to be happiness of a kind 

for men in forming part of a busy hive. At 

least the other plan-our plan-does not seem 

t-0 produce much solid happiness. " 

Gradually Lord Chester was being led to 

think less of the individual and more of his 

work. But it took time to eradicate his early 
. . 
1mpress10ns. 

At Liverpool they visited the convict-prison 

-the largest prison in England. It was that 

prison specially devoted to the worst class of 

criminals-those undergoing Jife sentences for 

wife-beating. They found a place surrounded 

by a high wall and a deep ditch ; they were 

admitted, on the Professor showing a pass. 

through a door at which a dozen female warders 

were sitting on duty. One of them was told 

off to conduct them round the prison. 'l'he 

convicts, coarsely clad in sackcloth, were en­

gaged in perpetually doing unnecessary and 

profitless work-some dug holes which others 

filled up again ; some carried heavy weights up 

ladders and down again,-there was the corn-
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bined cruelty of monotony, of uselessness, and 

of excessive toit In this prison-because phy­

sical force is necessary for men of violence­

they had men as well as women for warders. 

These were stationed at intervals, and were 

armed with loaded guns and bayonets. It was 

well known that there was always great difficulty 

in persuading men to take this place, or to keep 

them when there. Mostly they were criminals 

of less degree, who purchased their liberty by 

becoming, for a term of years, convict-warders. 

"No punishment too bad for wife-beaters," 

said the Professor when they came away. 

"·what punishment is there for women who 

make slaves of their husbands, lock them up, 

kill them with work ? or for old women who 

marry young men against their will?" 

"You must clear out that den," she went on, 

after a pause. " A good many men are im­

prisoned there on the sole unsupported charge 

of their wives - innocent, no doubt; and if 

not innocent, then they have been punished 
enough." 
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Lord Chester was being led gradually to re­

gard himself, not as an intending rebel, but as a 

great reformer. Always the Professor spoke of 

the future as certain, and of his project, yet 

vague without a definite plan, as of a thing 

actually accomplished. 

They left the dreary and deserted Liverpool, 

with its wretched convict-prison. They drove 

first across the country, which had once been 

covered with manufacturing towns, now all re­

duced to villages; they stopped at little country 

inns in places where there yet lingered tradi­

tions of former populonsness; they passed 

sometimes gaunt ruins of vast brick buildings 

which had been factories; the roads were quiet 

and little used ; the men they met were chiefly 

rustics going to or returning from their work; 

there was no activity, no traffic, no noise upon 

these silent highways. 

" How can we ever restore the busy past 1" 

asked Lord Chester. 

" First release your men ; let them work to­

cret her· let them be taught; the old creative 
0 ' ~ 
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energy will waken again in the brains of men, 

and life will once more go forward. It will be 

for you to guide the movement when you have 

started it." 

As their journey drew to a conclusion, the 

Professor gave utterance, one by one, to several 

maxims of great value and importance:-

" Give men love," she said; "we women 

have killed love." 

" There is no love without imagination. Now 

the imagination cannot put forth its flowers but 

for the sake of young and beautiful women." 

"No true work without emulation; we have 
killed emulation." 

"No progress without ambition; we have 
killed ambition." 

'' It is better to advance the knowledge of the 

world one inch than to win the long-jump with 
two-and-twenty feet." 

" Better vice than repression. A drunken 

man may be a lesson to keep his fellows sober.• 

"Nothing great without suffering." 

" Strong arm, strong brain." 
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",vhcn women begin to invent they will 

justify their supremacy." 

" The Higher Intelligence is a phrase that 

must be transferred, not lost sight of." 

"Men who are happy laugh- they must 

laugh. Women, who have never felt the 

necessity of laughter, have killed it in men." 

" The sun is masculine - he creates. The 

moon is feminine-she only reflects." 

And so, with many other parables, dark 

sayings, and direct teachings, the wise woman 

brought her disciple to her own house at 

Cambridge. 

L 



CHAPTER VII. 

ON THE TROMPINGTON ROAD, 

PROFESSOR lNGLEBY lived on the Trumpington 

Road, about a mile and a quarter from the 

Senate House. Her residence was a large and 

handsome house shut in by a high wall, with 

extensive grounds, and surrounded by high 

trees, so that no one could see the garden from 

the main road. The house was a certain mys­

tery to the girls who on Sundays took their con­

stitutional to Trumpington and back. Some said 

that the Professor was ashamed of her husband, 

which was the reason why he was never seen, 

not even at Church; others said that she kept 

him in such rigid discipline that she refused the 

poor man permission even to walk outside the 
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grounds of the house. Her two daughters, who 

regularly came to church with their mother, were 

pretty girls, but had a submissive gentle look 

quite strange among the turbulent young spirits 

of the University. They were never seen in 

society; and for some reason unknown to any­

body except herself, the Professor refused to 

enter them at any college. Meantime no one 

was invited to the house : when one or two 

ladies tried to break through the reserve so 

Atrangely maintained by the most learned Pro­

fessor in the University, and left their cards, 

the visit was formally returned by the Professor 

herself, accompanied by one of her girls. But 

things went no further, and invitations were 

neither accepted nor returned. It is therefore 

not surprising that this learned woman, who 

seemed guided by none of the motives which 

influence most women-who was not ambitious, 

who refused rank, who desired not money­

gradually came to bear a mythical character. 

She was represented as an ogre: the under­

graduates, always fond of making up stories, 
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amused themselves by inventing legends about 

her home life and her autocratic rule. Some, 

however, said that the house was haunted, her 

husband off his head, and her daughters weak 

in their intellect. There was, therefore, some 

astonishment when it was announced officially 

that the Professor was bringing Lord Chester to 

stay at her own house-" in perfect seclusion," 

added the paper, to the disgust of all Cambridge, 

who would have liked to make much of this inter· 

esting young peer. However, long vacation had 

begun when he came up, so that the few left were 

either the reading undergraduates or the dons. 

" Here," said the Professor, as she ushered 

her guest into a spacious Hall, with doors open· 

ing into other rooms on either hand, "you will 

find yourself in a house of the past. Nothing 

in my husband's house, or hardly anything, that 

is not two hundred years old at least; nothing 

which does not belong to the former dynasty: 

we use as little as possible that is new." 

Lord Chester looked about him: the Hall was 

hung with pictures, and these were of a kind 
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new to him, for they represented scenes in 

which man was not only the executive hand, 

but also the directing head, u.:;urping to himself 

the functions of the Higher Intelligence. Thus 

Man was sitting on the Judicial Bench ; Man 

was preaching in the Church; Man was holding 

debate in Parliament; Man was writing books; 

Man was studying. Where, then, was "\Voman 1 

She was represented as spinning, sewing, nursing 

the baby, engaged in domestic pursuits, being 

wooed by young lovers, young herself, sitting 

among the children. 

" You like our pictures ? " asked the Professor. 

"They were painted during the Subjection of 

'Noman two hundred years ago. Men in those 

days worked for women; women gave men their 

love and sympathy: without love, which is a 

stimulus, labour is painful to man; without 

sympathy, which supports, labour is intoler­

aLle to him ; with or without, labour-necessary 

work with head or hand for the daily bread­

is almost always intolerable to woman. There­

fore, since the Great Revolution, there has been 
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no good work done by man, and no work at all 

by women." 

She opened a door, holding the handle for 

a moment, as if with reverence for what was 

within. 

"Here is our library," she whispered. "Come, 

let me present you to my husband. I warn you, 

beforehand, that our manners are like our fur- " 

nitnre-old-fashioned." 

It was a large room, :filled with books of 

ancient aspect : at a table sat, among bis papers, 

a venerable old man, the like of whom Lord 

Chester had never seen before. It must be 

owned that the existing regime did not pro­

duce successful results in old men. They were 

too often frivolous or petulant; they were some­

times quei;ulous; they complained of the want 

of respect with which they were' treated, and 

yet generally neither said nor did anything 

worthy of respect. 

But this was a dignified old man : thin 

white -locks hung round his square forehead, 

beneath which were eyes still clear and full of 
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kindliness; and his mobile lips parted with a 

peculiarly sweet smile when he greeted his guest. 

For the first time in his life, Lord Chester 

looked, with wonder, upon a man who bore in 

his face and his carriage the air of Authority. 

The room was his study : the walls were 

Ii icldcn with books; the table was covered with 

papers. Strange, indeed, to see an old man in 

such a place, engaged in such pursuits I 

"Be welcome," he said, "to my poor house. 

Your lordship has, I learn, been the pupil of my 

wife." 

"An apt and ready pupil," she interposed, 

with meaning. 

"I rejoice to hear it. You will now, if you 

please, be my pupil--for a short time only. 

You have much to learn, and but a brief space 

to learn it in before we proceed upon the Mis­

sion of which you know. Will you leave Lord 

Chester with me, my dear 1 " 
The Professor left them alone. 

"Sit down, my lord. I would first ask you 
~ t' " a 1ew q nes ions. 
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He questioned the young man with great 

care; ascertained that he knew already, having 

been taught in these late days by the Professor, 

the most important points of ancient history; 

that he was fully acquainted with his own 

pedigree, and what it meant; that he was filled 

with indignation and shame at the condition 

of his country; that he was ready to throw off 

the restraints and prejudices of Religion, and 

eager to become the Leader of the " Great 

Revolt," if he only knew how to begin. 

"But," said Lord Chester, stammering and 

confused, "I shall want help-direction-even 

words. If the Professor--" he looked about 

in confusion. 
" I will find you the help you want. Look 

to me, and to those who work with me, for guid­

ance. This is a man's movement, and must be 

guided by men alone. Sufficient for the mo­

ment that we have in your lordship our true 

leader, that you will consent to be guided until 

you know enough to lead, and that you will be 

with us-to the very death, if that must be." 
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"To the very death," replied Lord Chester, 

holding out his hand. 

" It is well that you should first know," the 

old man went on, "who I am, and to what 

hands you intrust your future. Learn, then, that 

by secret laying on of hands the ancient Epis­

copal Order hath been carried on, and continues 

unto this day. Though there are now but two 

or three Bishops remaining of the old Church, I 

am one-the Bishop of London. This library 

contains the theology of our Church-the works 

of the Fathers. The Old Faith shall be taught 

to you-the faith of your wise fathers." 

Lord Chester stared ; for the Professor had 

told him nothing of this. 

"You may judge of all things," said the Bishop, 

"by their fruits. You have seen the fruits of 

the New Religion : you have gone through the 

length and the breadth of the land, and have 

found whither the superstition of the Perfect 

Woman leads. I shall teach you the nobler 

Creed, the higher Faith,-that "-here his voice 

lowered, and his eyes were raised- " that, 



170 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

my son, of the PERFECT MAN -the DIVINE 

MAN. 

"And now," he went on, after a pause, riug­

ing the bell, "I want to introduce to you some 

of your future officers and followers." 

There appeared in answer to this summons a 

small band of half-a-dozen young men. Among 

them, to Lord Chester's amazement, were two 

friends of his own, the very last men whom he 

would have expected to meet. They were Algy 

Dunquerque, the young fellow we have already 

mentioned, and a certain Jack Kcnnion, as good 

a rider, cricketer, and racquet-player as any 

in the country. These two men in the plot 1 

Had he been walking and living among con­
spirators 1 

The two entered, but they said nothing. Yet 

the look of satisfaction on their faces spoke 
volumes. 

"Gentlemen," said the Bishop, "I desire to 

present you to the Earl of Chester. In this 

house and among ourselves he is already what 

he will shortly be to the whole world-his 
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Royal Highness the Earl of Chester, heir to the 

crown-nay-actual King of England. The 

day long dreamed of among us, my children­

the day for which we have worked and planned 

-has arrived. Before us stands the Chief, will­

ing and ready to lead the Cause in person." 

They bowed profoundly. Then each one 

advanced in turn, took his hand, and murmured 

words of allegiance. 

The first was a tall thin young man of four­

and-twenty, with eager eyes, pale face, and 

high narrow forehead, named Clarence Veysey. 

"If you are what we hope and pray," he said, 

looking him full in the face with searching gaze, 

" we are your servants to the. death. If yon 

are not, God help England and the Holy 

Faith I" 

The next who stepped forward was Jack 

Kennion. He was a young man of his own 

age, of great muscular development, with square 

head, curly locks, and laughing eyes. He held 

out his hand and laughed. . "As for me," he 

said, "I have no doubt as to what you are. 
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We have waited for you a long time, but we 

have you at last." 

The next was Algy Dunquerque. 

"I told you," he said, laughing, "that I was 

ready to follow you. But I did not hope or 

expect io be called upon so soon. Something, 

of course, I knew, because I am a pupil of the 

Bishop, and knew how long Professor Ingleby 

has been working upon your mind. At last, 

then! " He heaved a mighty sigh of satisfac­

tion, and then began to laugh. "Ho, ho I 

Think of the flutter among the petticoats t 

Think of the debates in the House I Think of 

the excommunications I" 

One after the other shook hands, and then the 

Bishop spoke, as if interpreting the thought of all. 

"This day," he said, "is the beginning of 

new things. We shall recall the grandeurs of 

the past, which no living man can remember. 

Time was when we were a mighty country, 

the first in the world: we had the true Religion, 

two thousand years old ; a grand State Church; 

we had an ancient dynasty and a constitutional 
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monarchy ; we had a stately aristocracy always 

open to new families ; we had an immense 

commerce; we had flourishing factories; we 

had great and loyal colonies ; we had a dense 

and contented population; we had enormous 

wealth; science in every branch was advanc­

ing; there was personal freedom; every man 

could raise himself from the lowest to the high­

est rank ; there was no post too high for the 

ambition of a clever lad. In those days Man 

was in command. 

"Let us," he continued, after a pause, "think 

how all this has been changed. We have lost 

our reigning family, and have neither king nor 

queen; we have thrown away our old hereditary 

aristocracy, and replaced it by a false and pre­

tentious House, in which the old titles have de· 

scended through a line of women, and the new 

ones have been created for the noisiest of the 

first female legislators; we have abolished our 

House of Commons, and given all the power to 

the Peeresses; we have lost the old worship, and 

invented a creed which has not even the merit 
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of commanding the respect of those who arc 

most interested in keeping it up. Does any edu­

cated woman now believe in the Perfect Woman, 

except as a means of keeping men down 1 

"As for our trade, it is gone; as for our great­

ness, it is gone ; as for our industries, they are 

gone; as for our arts, they have perished: we 

stand alone, the contempt of the world, to whom 

we are no longer a Power. Our men are kept in 

ignorance ; they are forbidden to rise, by their 

own work, from one class to another; class and 

caste distinctions are deepened, and differences 

in rank are multiplied; there is no more science; 

electricity, steam, heat, and air are the servants 

of man no longer ; men cannot learn ; they are 

even forbidden to meet together; they have lost 

the art of self-government; they are cowed ; 

they are cursed with a false religion; they have 

no longer any hopes or any aims. 

"Fortunately," he continued, "they have left 

man something : he has retained his strength; 

they have even legislated with the view of keeping 

him healthy and strong. In your strength, my 
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eons, shall you prosper. But you will h::rve to 

revive the old spirit. That will be the most 

difficult-the only difficult-task. Take Lord 

Chester away now, my children, and show him 

our relics of the past." 

In the room next to the library was a collec­

tion of strange and wonderful things, all new 

and unintelligible to Lord Chester. Jack Ken­

nion acted as exhibitor. 

"These," he said, '' are chiefly models of the 

old machinery. I study them daily, in the hope 

of restoring the mechanical skill of the past. 

These engines with multitudinous wheels which 

are so intricate to look at, and yet so simple 

in their action, formerly served to keep great 

factories at work, and found occupation for 

hundreds and thousands of men ; these black 

round boxes were steam machines which dragged 

long trains full of people about the country at 

the rate of sixty miles an hour; these glitter­

ing things in brass were made to illustrate 

knowledge which has long since died out, unless 

I can recover it by the aid of the old books ; 
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' these complicated things were weapons among 
us when science ruled everything; all these 
books treat of the forgotten knowledge; these 
paintings on the wall show the life of the very 
world as it was when men ruled it ; these maps 
showed the former greatness of the country : 
everything here proves from what a height we 
have fallen. And to think that it is only here­
in this one house of all England-that we can 
feel what we once wcre,-what we will be­
yes, we will be-again ! " 

His eyes were lit with fire, his cheeks 
aflame, as he spoke. 

During the talk of this afternoon, Lord Ches­
ter discovered that the education of every one 
of these young men had been conducted with 
a view to his future work in or after the 
Revolution. Thus Algernon Dunquerque was 
learned in the old arts of drilling and ordering 
masses of men. Jack Kennion had studied 
mechanics and mathematics ; another had 
learned ancient law and history; another had 
been trained to speak,-and so on. Clarence 
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Veysey, for his part, had been taught by the 

Bishop the Mysteries of the Old Religion, and 

was an ordained Priest. These things the new 

recruit made out from the eager talk of his 

friends, who seemed all of them anxious to 

instruct him at once in everything they knew. 

It was a relief at last, when the first bell 

rang, to be alone for a few minutes, if only to 

get his ideas cleared a little. What had he 

learned since he left London 1 What was 

before him? 

Anyhow, change, action, freedom. 

He found the Professor and her daughter in 

the drawing- room. The girls received him 

with smiles of welcome. The elder, Grace­

a girl whose sweetness of face was new to Lord 

Chester, accustomed to the hard lines which a 

life of combat so early brings upon a woman's 

eyes and brow- had, which was the first 

thing he noticed in her, large, clear grey eyes 

of singular purity. The other, Faith, was 

smaller, slighter, and perhaps more lovely, 

though in a different way, a less spiritual 

:M: 
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fashion. Both, in the outer world, would have 

been considered painfully shy. Lord Chester 

was beginning to consider shyness as a virtue 

in women. At all events, it was a quality rarely 

experienced outside. 

He was already prepared for many changes, 

and for customs new to him. Yet he was 

hardly ready for the complete reversal of social 

rules as he experienced at this dinner. For 

the subjects of talk were started by the men, 

who almost monopolised the conversation; while 

the ladies merely threw in a word here and 

there, which served as a stimulus, and showed 

appreciation rather than a desire to join in thfl 

argument. And such talk I He had been 

accustomed to hear the ladies talk almost un­

interruptedly of politics - that is, of personal 

matters, squabbles in the House, disputes about 

precedence, intrigues for title and higher rank 

-and dress. Nothing else, as a rule, occupied 

the dinner-table. The men, who rarely spoke, 

were occasionally questioned about some cricket­

match, some long race, or some other kind 
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of athletics. This was due to politeness only, 

ho\Yever; for, the question put and answered, 

the questioner showed how little interest she 

took in the subject by instantly returning to 

the subject previously in discussion. But at 

this table,-the Professor's-no, the Bishop's 

table,-the men talked of art, and in terms 

which Lord Chester could not understand. 

Nevertheless, he gathered that the so-called a,rt 

of the Academicians was a thing absolutely 

beneath contempt. They talked of science, 

especially the square-headed youth Jack Ken­

nion, to whom they deferred as to an authority; 

and he spoke of subjects, forms, and laws of 

which Lord Chester was absolutely ignorant: 

they talked of history, and all, including the 

Bishop's daughters-strange, how easily the new 

proselyte fell into the way of considering how 

the highest education is best fitted for men!­

showed as intimate an acquaintance with the 

past as the Professor herself. They talked of 

religion ; and here all deferred to the Bishop, 

who, while he spoke with authority, invited 
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discussion. Strangest thing of all I-every man 
spoke as if his own opinion were worth consider­

ing. There was not the slightest deference to 

authority. The great and standard work of Cor­

nelia Nipper on Political Economy, in which 

she summed up all that has been said, and left, 

as was taught at Cambridge, nothing more to 

be said; the Encyclopredia of Science, written 

by Isabella Bunter, in which she showed the 

absurdity of pushing knowledge into worthless 

regions ; the sermons and dogmas of the illus­

trious and Reverend Violet Swandown, consid­

ered by the orthodox as containing guidance 

and comfort for the soul under all possible cir­

cumstances,-these works were openly scoffed 

at and derided. 

Lord Chester said little; the conversation 

was for the most part beyond him. At his side 

sat the Bishop's elder daughter, Grace-a young 

lady of twenty-one or twenty-two, of a type 

strange to him. She had a singularly quiet, 

graceful manner; she listened with intelligent 

pleasure, and showed her appreciation by smiles 
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rather than by words; when she spoke, it was 

in low tones, yet without hesitation; she was 

almost extravagantly deferent to her father, but 

towards her mother showed the affection of a 

loved and trusted companion. It was too much 

the custom in society for girls to show no re­

gard whatever for the opinions or the wishes of 

their fathers. 

The younger daughter, Faith, talked less ; 

but Lord Chester noticed that as she sat next 

to Algy Dnnquerque, that young man fre­

quently ceased to join in the general conver­

sation, and exchanged whispers with her; and 

they were whispers which made her eyes to 

soften and her cheek to glow. Good; in the 

new state of things the men would do the 

wooing for themselves. He thought of Con­

stance, and wished she bad been there. 

When the ladies retired, the Bishop began to 

talk of the Great Cause. 

"Your training," he said to Lord Chester, 

"has been, by my directions, that of a Prince 

rather than a private gentleman. That is to 
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say, you have been taught a great many things, 

but you have not become a specialist. These 

friends of ours,"-he pointed to his group of 

disciples,-" are, each in his own line, better 

than yourself, and better than you will ever try 

to become. A Prince should be a patron of 

art, learning, and science and literature; but it 

does not become him to be an artist, a scholar, 

a philosopher, or a poet. You must be con­

tented to sit outside the circle, so to speak. 

Now let us speak of our chances." 

. He proceeded to discuss the best way of 

raising the country. His plan was a simul­

taneous revolt in half-a-dozen country districts; 

an appeal to the rustics; the union of forces; 

the seizure of towns; continual preaching and 

exhortation for the men; repression for tlie 

women ; the destruction of their sacred pictures 

and figures; but no violence-above all, no Yio­

lence. The Bishop was an ecclesiastic, and he 

was a recluse. He therefore did not under­

stand what men are like when the passion of 

fighting is roused in them. He dreamed of 
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a bloodless Revolution ; he pictured the men 

voluntarily confessing the wisdom and the 

truth of the Old Religion. The event proved~ 

that all human institutions rest on force, nnd 

cannot be upset without the employment of 

force. To be sure, women cannot fight ; but 

they had on their side the aid of superstition, 

and the strong arms of the men whom they 

led in superstitious chains. 

Up-stairs one of the girls played and sang old 
songs : the words were strange ; words and air 

went direct to the heart. Lord Chester listened 

disturbed and anxious, yet exultant. 

The Professor pressed his harn.1. 

"It is death or success," she whispered. "Be 

of good cheer; in either event, you shall be 

counted noble among the men to come." 

·when Grace Ingleby wished him good-night, 

she held his hand in hers with the firm grnsp of 

a sister. 

"You are one of us," she said, frankly. "In 

this house we are all brothers and sisters in hope 

and in Religion. And if they found us out," she 
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added, with a laugh, " we should be brothers 

and sisters in death. Courage, my lord ! There 

is all to gain." 

Faith Ingleby, the younger sister, who had 

less ardour for the Cause than for the men who 

were pledged to it, whispered low, as he took 

her hand-

" We know all about Lady Carlyon; and we 

pray daily for her, and for you. Mother says 

she is worthy to become - to be raised - to 

be--" 

" What 1" he asked, reddening ; for the girl 

hesitated and looked at him with a kind of awe. 

" Queen of England." 

"Don't anticipate, Faith," said Algy. "Con­

sidering, however, what we have come out of, it 

strikes me that we have nothing to lose, what­

ever we may gain. Come, Chester, we want to 

have a quiet talk together as soon as the Bishop 

goes to bed." 

They talked for nearly the whole night. 

There was so much to say; one subject after 
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another was started; there were so many 

chances to consider,-that it was four o'clock 

when they parted. Algy found, somewhere or 

other, a bottle of champagne. 

" Come," he cried, "a stirrup-cup I I drink 

to the day when the 'King shall enjoy his own 
again.'" 

"Algy I " said Lord Chester. " To think that 

you have deceived me I " 

"To think," he replied, laughing, "that wo 

have dreamed of this day so long ! ,vhat would 

our Revolution be worth unless we were to have 

our hereditary and rightful king for leader I 

Yet, I confess, it was hard to see you drnwn 

daily closer to us, and not to hold out hands to 

drag you in-long ago. Yes, the Professor was 

right. She is always right. She glories in her 

obedience to the Bishop, but-whisper,-we all 

know very well that the Bishop does nothing 

without consulting her first, and nothing that 

she does not agree with. Don't be too sure, 

dear boy, about the Supremacy of Man." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE BISHOP. 

AT Eleven in the morning, Lord Chester was 

roused from an extremely disagreeable dream. 

He was, in this vision, being led off to execu­

tion, in company with the Bishop, Constance, 

the Professor, and Grace Ingleby. The Duchess 

of Dunstanburgh beaded the procession, carry­

ing the ropes in her own illustrious hand. Her 

face was terrible in its sternness. The Chancel­

lor was there, pointing skinny fingers, and say­

ing "Y ah I" Before him, within five minutes' 

walk, stood five tall and comely gallows, with 

running tackle beautifully arranged ; also, in 

case there should be any preference expressed 

by the criminals for fancy methods of execu-
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tion, there were stakes and fagots, guillotines, 

wheels to be broken upon, men with masks, and 

other accessories of public execution. 

It was therefore a relief, on opening his eyes, 

to discover that he was as yet only a peaceful 

guest of Professor Ingle by, and that the Great 

Revolt had not yet begun. "At all events," he 

said, cheerfully, "I shall have the excitement of 

the attempt, if I am to be hanged or beheaded 

for it. And most certainly it will be less dis­

agreeable to be hanged than to marry the Duch­

ess. Perhaps even there may be, if one is lucky, 

an opportunity of telling her so. A last dying 

.speech of that kind would be popular." 

Shaking off gloomy thoughts, therefore, he 

dressed hastily, and descended to the Hall, where 

most of the party of the preceding night were 

collected, waiting for him. The tinkling of a 

bell which had awakened him now began again. 

Algy Dunquerque told him it was the bell for 

chapel. 

"But," he added, '' don't be afraid. It is not 

the kind of service we are accustomed to. There 
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is no homily on obedience; and, thank goodness, 

there is no Perfect Woman here I " 

The chapel was a long room, fitted simply 

with a few benches, a table at the east end, a 

brass eagle for lectern, and some books. The 

Professor and the girls were already in their 

places, and in a few moments the Bishop him­

self appeared, in lawn-sleeves and surplice. 

For the first time Lord Chester witnessed the 

spectacle of a man conducting the services. It 

gave a little shock and a momentary sense of 

shame, which he shook off as umvorthy. A 

greater shock was the simple service of the 

Ancient Faith which followed. 

To begin with, there were no flowers, no in­

cense girls, no anthems, no pictures of Sainted 

Women, no figures of the Holy Mother, no veiled 

Perfect \Voman on an altar crowned with roses; 

and there were no genuflections, no symbolical 

robes, no mystic whisperings, no change of dress, 

no pretence at mysterious powers. All was per· 

fectJy simple-a few prayers, a lesson from a 

great book, a hymn, and then a short address. 
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The Ancient Faith had long since become a 

thing dim and misty, and wellnigh forgotten 

save to a few students. Most knew of it only 

as an obsolete form of religion which belonged 

to the semi-barbarism of Man's supremacy: it 

had been superseded by the fuller revelation of 

the Perfect \Voman,-imposed, so to speak, upon 

the world for the elevation of women into their 

proper place, and for the guidance of subject 

man. It was carefully taught, with catechism, 

articles, doctrines, and history, to children as 

soon as they could run about. It was now a 

settled Faith, venerable by reason of its endow­

ments and dignities i:ather than its age, sup­

ported by all the women of England, defended 

on historical and intellectual grounds by thou­

sands of pens, by weekly sermons, by domes­

tic prayers, by maternal admonitions, by the 

terrors of the after world, by the hopes of that 

which is present with us. A great theologi­

cal literature had grown up around the Faith. 

It was the only recognised and tolerated reli­

gion; it was not only the religion of the 
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State, but also the very basis of the political 

constitution. For as the Perfect "\Voman was 

the goddess whom they worshipped, the Peer­

esses who ruled were rulers by divine right, 

and the Commons-before that House had been 

abolished-were members of their House by 

divine permission : every member officially de­

scribed herself a member by diYine permission. 

To dispute about the authority of the ecclesias­

tical Decrees, which came direct from the Upper 

House, was blasphemy, a criminal offence, and 

punishable by death ; and to deny the authority 

of the Decrees was to incur certain death. It 

is not, therefore, surprising to bear that there 

was neither infidelity nor nonconformity in the 

whole country. On the other hand, because there 

must be some outlet for private and independent 

opinion, there were many interpretations of the 

law, and opinions as many and as various as 

those who disputed concerning the right inter­

pretation. Under the rule of woman, there 

could be no doubt, no compromise, no dispute, 

on essentials. The principles of religion, like 
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those of moral, social, and political economy, 

were fixed and unalterable ; they were of ab­

solute certainty. As to the Articles of Religion, 

as to the Great Dogma of the Revealed Perfect 

Woman, there could be no doubt, no discussion. 

And now, after a most religious training, Lord 

Chester-a man who ought to have accepted and 

obeyed in meekness-was actually assisting, in 

a spirit half curious, half converted, at a service 

in which the Perfect Woman was entirely left 

out. "'What next? and next ? 

Ever since Lord Chester had become awakened 

to the degradation of man and the possibility 

of his restoration, his mind had been continually 

exercised by the absolute impossibility of recon­

ciling his new Cause with his Religion. How 

could the Grand Revolt be carried out in the 

teeth of the most sacred commandments ? How 

could he remain a faithful servant of the Church, 

and yet rebel against the first law of the Church? 

How could he continue to worship the Perfect 

Woman when he was thrusting woman out of 

her place? We may suppose Cromwell, by way 
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of parallel, trying to reconcile the divine right 

of kings with the execution of Charles the First. 

Here, however, though as yet he understood it 

not, there was a service which absolutely ignored 

the Perfect Woman. The prayers were addressed 

direct to the Eternal Father as the Father. The 

language was plain and simple. The words of 

the hymn which they sang were strong and 

simple, ringing true as if from the heart, like 

the hammer on the anvil. 

The Bishop closed his book, bowed his head for 

a few moments in silent prayer, then rose and 

addressed his congregation; and as he spoke, the 

young men clasped hands, and the girls sobbed. 

" Beloved," he began, " at this moment it 

would be strange indeed if our hearts were not 

moved within us-if our prayers and praises 

were not spontaneous. Let us remember that 

we are the descendants of those who handed 

down the lamp in secrecy from one to the other, 

always with prayer that they might live to see 

the Day of Restoration. The Day of Attempt, 

indeed, is nigh at hand. ,v e pray with all our 
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hearts that we may bring the Return of the Light 

of the "\Vorld. Then may those who witness 

the glorious sight cry aloud to depart in peace, 

because there will be nothing more for them to 

pray for. ·what better thing could there be for 

us, my children, than to die in this attempt 1 

"You who have learned the story of the past; 

you who worship with me in the great and sim­

ple Faith of your ancestors; you who know how 

man did wondrous deeds in the days of old, 

and how he fell and became a slave, who was 

created to be master; you who are ready to begin 

the upward struggle; you who arc the apostles 

of the old Order,-children of the Promise, go 

forth in your strength and conquer." 

Then he gave them the Benediction, and the 

service was concluded. 

Half an hour afterwards, when the emotions 

of this act of worship were somewhat calmed, 

they met at breakfast. The girls' eyes were 

red, and the young men were grave; but the 

conversation flowed in the accustomed grooves. 

After breakfast, Lord Chester was intrusted 

Ji 
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to the care of the pale and austere young man 

who had been first presented to him. 

" Clarence Veysey," said the Bishop, " is my 

secretary, my private chaplain, and my pupil. 

He is himself in full priest's orders, and will 

instruct you in the rudiments of our Faith. We 

do not substitute one authority for another, 

Lord Chester. You will be exhorted to try and 

examine for yourself the doctrines before you 

accept them. Yet you will understand that 

what you are taught stood the test of question, 

doubt, and attack for more than two thousand 

years before it was violently torn from mankind. 

Go, my son, receive instruction with docility; 

but do not fear to question and to doubt." 

" I am indeed a priest," said Clarence Veysey, 

taking him into the library. "I have been 

judged worthy of the laying on of hands." 

" And do not your friends know or suspect 1" 
"No," he replied. "It is, in fact "-here he 

blushed and hesitated-" a position of great 

difficulty. I must, perforce;), until we are ripe 

for action, act a deceptive part. The necessity 
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for concealment is a terrible thing. Yet, what 

help 1 One remem hers him who bowed him­

self in the House of Rimmon." 

"The concealment," said Lord Chester, 

unfeelingly, because he knew nothing about 

N aaman, " would be part of the fun." 

"The fun 1" this young priest gasped. "But, 

of course-you do not know. We are in 

deadly earnest, and he calls it-fun : we strive 

for the return of the world to the Faith, and 

he calls it-fun I" 
" I beg your pardon," said Lord Chester. " I 

seem-I hardly know why-to have offended 

you. I really think it must be very good fun 

to have thia pretty secret all to yourself when 

you are at home." 

"Oh I he is very -very ignorant," cried 

Clarence. 

"Well--" Lord Chester did not mind 

being instructed by the old Bishop or by 

the Professor. But the superiority of this 

smooth-cheeked youth of his own age galled 

him. Nevertheless, he saw that the young 
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priest was deeply in earnest, and he restrnined 

himself. 

"Teach me, then," he said. 

"As for the deception," said Clarence, "it is 

horrible. One falsehood leads to another. I 

pretend weakness-even disease and pain-to 

escape being married to some one ; because 

what can a man of my position-of the middle 

class-do to earn my bread 1 Then I have 

simulated sinful paroxysms of bad temper. This 

keeps women away: so long as I am believed to 

be ill-tempered and sickly, of course no one will 

offer to marry me. A reputation for ill-temper 

is, fortunately, the best safeguard possible for a 

young man who would possess his soul in free­

dom. I try to persuade myself that necessary de­

ception is harmless deception ; and if we succeed 

--" he paused and sighed. " Come, my lord, 

let me teach you something of the true Faith." 

They spent the whole morning together, 

while Clarence Veysey unfolded the mysteries 

of the Ancient Faith, and showed how divine a 

thing it was, and how fitted for every possible 
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phase or emergency of life. His earnestness, 

the sincerity and honesty of his belief, deeply 

moved Lord Chester. 

"But how," asked the neophyte, "came this 

wonderful religion to be lost 1 " 

"It was thrown away, not lost," replied the 

priest. " Even before the women began to en­

croach upon the power of men, it was thrown 

away. Had the Ancient Faith survived, we should 

have been spared the coming struggle. It was 

thrown away. Men themselves threw it away­

some wilfully, others through weakness-receiv· 

ing forms and the pretensions of priests instead 

of the substance; so that they surrendered their 

liberty, put the priest between themselves and the 

Father, practised the servile rite of confession,and 

went on to substitute the image of the Mother 

and Child upon their altars, in place of the 

Divine Manhood, whose image had been in their 

fathers' hearts. Why, when after many years it 

was resolved to place on every altar the Veiled 

Figure of the Perfect Woman, the very thought 

of the Divine Man bad been wellnigh forgotten. 
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" But not lost," he went on in a kind of rap­

ture-" not lost. He lingers still among us­

here in this most sacred house. He is spoken 

of in rustic speech; He lingers in rustic tradi­

tions; many a custom still survives, the origin 

of which is now forgotten, which speaks to us 

who knew of the dear old Faith." 

He spoke more of this old Faith,-the only 

solution, he declared, ever offered, of the problem 

of life,-the e-ver-living Divine Brother, always 

compassionate, always helping, always lifting 

higher the souls of tho.:re who believe. 

" See I" cried the enthusiast, falling on bis 

knees, "He is here. 0 Christ - Lord - Re­

deemer, Thou art with us-yea, always and 

always I" 

When he brought Lord Chester agam into 

the presence of the Bishop, they both bad 

tears in their eyes. 

"He comes, my lord," said Clarence, a sober 

exultation in his voice-" he comes as a cate­

chumen, seeking instruction and baptism." 

Needless here to relate by what arguments, 
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what teaching, Lord Chester became a convert 

to the new Faith ; nor how he was baptised, nor 

with what ardour he entered into the doctrines 

of a religion the entrance to which seemed like 

the bursting of prison - doors, the breaking of 

fetters, the sudden rush of light. His new 

friends became, in a deeper sense, his brothers 

and his sisters. They were of the same re­

ligion ; they worshipped God through the re­

velation of the Divine Man. 

Then followed a quiet time of study, talk, 

and preparation, during which Lord Chester 

remained in perfect seclusion, and went into 

no kind of society. Professor Ingleby reported 

to Lady Boltons that her ward went nowhere, 

desired no other companionship, amused him­

self with reading, made no reference whatever 

to the Duchess or Lady Carlyon, and appeared 

to be perfectly happy, in his" quietest and most 

delightful manner." The letter was forwarded 

by Lady Boltons to the Chancellor, and by her 

to the Duchess, who graciously expressed her 
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approbation of the young man's conduct. 

There was thus not the least suspicion. On 

Sunday, which was a day of great danger, be­

cause the young men were growing impatient 

of restraint, Lord Chester went to church with 

the Professor and her daughters. 

Here, while the organ pealed among the 

venerable aisles of the University Church, while 

the clouds of incense rolled about before the 

Veiled Statue on the altar, while the hymn was 

lifted, while the preacher in shrill tones defended 

a knotty point in theology, w bile the dons and 

heads of houses slumbered in their places, while 

the few undergraduates remaining up for the 

Long leaned over the gallery and looked about 

among the men below for some handsome face 

to admire, Lord Chester sat motionless, gazing 

straight before him, obedient to the form, with 

his thoughts far away. 

The strangeness of the new life passed away 

quickly; the outside life, the repression and 

pretence: were forgotten, or only remembered 

with indignation. These young men were free ; 
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they laughed-a thing almost unknown under 

a system when a jest was considered as neces­

sarily either rude or scoffing, certainly ill-bred­

they laughed continually; they made up stories; 

they related things which they had read. Algy 

Dunquerque, who was an actor, made a little 

comedy of the Chancellor and the Duchess; and 

another of the trial and execution of the rebels, 

showing the fortitude of Clarence Veysey and 

the unwillingness of himself; and another on the 

arguments for the Perfect Government. They 

sat up late ; they drank wine and sang songs; 

they talked of love and courtship; above all, 

they read the old books. 

Think of their joy, when they found on the 

shelves Shakespeare, Rabclais, Fielding, Smollett, 

and Dickens I Think of their laughter when 

they read aloud those rude and boisterous 

writers, who respected nothing, not even mar­

riage, and had never heard of any Perfect 

Woman at all! Think, too, of their delight 

when the words of wisdom went home to them; 

when they reflected on the great and wise 
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Pantagruel, followed the voyagers amoug the 

islands of Humanity, or watched over the 

career of Hamlet, the maddened Prince of 

Denmark ! These were for their leisure hours, 

but serious business occupied the greater part 

of the day. 

Continually, also, the young men held coun­

sel together, and discussed their plans. It 

was known that the Rising would take place 

at the earliest possible opportunity. But two 

difficulties presented themselves. What would 

constitute a favourable opportunity 1 and what 

would be the best way to take advantage 

of it 1 

Algy Dunquerque insisted, for bis part, that 

they should ride through the country, calling 

on the men to rise and follow. What, however, 

if the men refused to rise and follow 1 

Jack Kennion thought they should organise 

a small body first, drill and arm them, and then 

seize upon a place and hold it. Clarence 

Veysey thought that he was himself able, book 

in hand, to persuade the whole of the country. 
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For men to rise against women seems, since 

the event, a ridiculously easy thing. As a 

matter of fact, it was an extremely difficult 

thing. For the men had been so kept apart 

that they did not know how to act together, 

and so kept in subjection that they were cowed. 

The prestige of the ruling sex was a factor of 

the very highest importance. It was established, 

not only by law, but by religion. How ask 

men to rebel when their eternal interests de­

manded submission 1 Men, again, had no longer 

any hope of change. ·while the present seems 

unalterable, no reform can be even attempted. 

Life was dull and monotonous ; but how could 

it be otherwise 1 Men had ceased to ask if a 

change was possible. And the fighting spirit 

had left them; they were strong, of course, but 

their strength was that of the patient ox. 

If there was to be fighting, the material on 

the side of the Government consisted first of 

the Horse Guards-three regiments, beautifully 

mounted and accoutre~ in splendid uniforms­

every man a tall handsome fellow six feet high. 
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These soldiers formed the escort at all great 

Functions. They never left London ; they 

enjoyed a very fair social consideration ; some 

of them were married to ladies of good family, 

and all were married well; they were com­

manded from the ,v ar Office by a department 

of a hundred secretaries, clerks, and copying· 

women. 

Would they fight for the Government 1 or 

would they come over 1 At present no one 

could tell. 

In addition to these regiments, the nation, 

which had no real standing army, maintained 

a force of constabulary for prison-warders. It 

has been already stated that the prisons were 

crowded with desperadoes and violent persons 

convicted of wife-beating, boxing their wives', 

ears, pulling their hair, and otherwise ill-treating 

them against the religion and law. They were 

coerced and kept in order by some fifteen or. 

twenty thousand of the constabulary, who were 

drilled and trained, commanded by men chosen' 

from their own ranks as sergeants, and armed 
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with loaded rifles. It is true that the men 

were recruited from the lowest class-many of 

them being thieves, common rogues, and jail­

birds, some of them having even volunteered as 

an exchange from prison; their pay was low, their 

fare poor ; no woman of respectability would 

marry one of them; they were rude, fierce, and 

ill-disciplined; they frequently ill-treated the 

prisoners; and their superior officers-women 

who commanded from the rooms of a depart­

ment-had no control whatever over them. 

They would probaLly fight, if only for the con­

tempt and hatred in which they were held by 

men. 

·where, for their own part, could they look for 

soldiers 1 
There were the rustics. They were strong, 

healthy, accustomed to work together, outspoken, 

never more than half convinced of the superiority 

of women, practising the duty of obedience no 

more than they were obliged, fain to go court­

ing on their own account, the despair of 

preachers, who were constantly taunted with 
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the ill success of their efforts. ·why, it was 

common-in some cases it was the rule-to 

find the woman in the cottage that most con­

temptible thing-a man-pecked wife. What 

was the good of paying wages to this wife, 

when her husband took from her what he wanted 

for himself? What was the good of making 
laws that men should not be abroad alone after 

dark, when in most of the English villages the 

men stood loitering and talking together in the 

streets till bed-time? What was the use of 

prohibiting all intoxicating drinks, when in 

every village there were some women who made 

beer and sold it to all the men who could pay 

for it, and though perfectly well known, were 

never denounced? 

"They are ready to our hand," said Lord 

Chester. "The only question is, how to raise 

them, and how to arm them when they are 

raised." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE GREAT CONSPIRACY. 

ONE morning, after six weeks of this pleasant 

life, Lord Chester, who had made excellent use 

of his time, and was now as completely a man 

as his companions, was summoned to the 

Bishop's study, and there received a communi­

cation of the greatest importance. 

The Professor was the only other person 

present. 
"I have thought it prudent, Lord Chester," 

said the Bishop gravely, "to acquaint you with 

the fact that the time is now approaching when 

the great Attempt will be made. Are you still 

of the same mind 1 May we look for your 

devotion-even if we fail 1 " 
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"You ma.y, my lord." The young man held 

out his hand, which the aged Bishop clasped. 

"It is good," he said, "to see the devotion of 

youth ready to renounce life and its joys; to 

incur the perils of death and dishonour. This 

seems hard even in old age, when life has gi,·en 

all it has to give. But in young men-­

Yet, my son, remember that the martyr does 

not change a lower life for a higher." 

"I give you my life, if so it must be," Lord 

Chester repeated. 

""\Ve take what is offered cheerfully. You 

must know then, my lord, that the ground has 

been artfully prepared for us. This conspiracy, 

which you have hitherto thought confined to one 

old man's house and half-a-dozen young men 

living with him, is in reality spread over the 

whole country. "\Ve have organisations, great 

or small, in nearly every town of England. 

Some of them have as yet only advanced to the 

stage of discontent; others have been pushed 

on to learn that the evil condition of men is 

due chiefly to the government of women; others 
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have learned that the sex which rules ought to 

obey; others, that the worship of the Perfect 

·woman is a vain superstition : none have gone 

so far as you and your friends, who have 

learned more-the faith in the Perfect Man. 

That is because you are to be the leaders, you 

yourself to be the Chief. 

"Now, my lord, the thing having so far 

advanced, the danger is, that one or other of 

our secret societies may be discovered. True, 

they do not know the ramifications or extent of 

the conspiracy. They cannot, therefore, do us 

any injury by treachery or unlucky disclosures; 

yet the punishment of the members would be 

so severe as to strike terror into the rest of our 

members. Therefore, it is desirable to begin as 

soon as possible." 

"To-day 1" cried the young Chief. 

"No-not to-day, nor to-morrow. The diffi­

culty is, to find some pretext-some reasonable 

pretext-under cover of which we might rise." 

" Can we not in vent something 1 " 

" There are the convicts. ·we might raise a 

0 
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force, and liberate those of the prisoners who 

are victims of the harsh laws of violence and 

the refusal to take a husband's evidence when 

accused by a wife. Then the country would be 

with us. But I shrink from commencing this 

great rebellion with bloodshed." 

He paused and reflected for a time. 

"Then there is the labour cry. We might send 

our little force into the towns, ancl call on the 

workmen to rise for freedom. But suppose they 

would not rise 1 Then-more bloodshed. 

"Or we might preach the Faith throughout 

the land, as Clarence Veysey wants to do. But 

I incline not to the belief in wholesale miracles, 

and the age of faith is past, and the number of 

our preachers is very small." 

"You will be helped," said the Professor, "in 

a quarter where you least suspect. I, too, with 

my girls, have done my little.''' 

She proceeded to open a packet of papers, 

which she laid before the young Chief. 

"What are these 1 " he asked. 

" They are called Tracts for the 1,imes," she 
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replied. " They are addressed to the vV omen of 

England." 

She took them up and read them carefully 

one by one. 

" Who wrote these 1 " 
" The girls and I together. ,v e posted them 

wherever we could get addresses-to all the 

undergraduates, to all the students of hospitals, 

Inns of Court, and institutions of every kind; 

to quiet country vicarages ; to rich people and 

poor people,-wherever there was a chance, we 

directed a tract." 

"You have done well," said the Bishop. 

"They have been found out, and a reward is 

offered for the printers. As they were printed 

in the cellars of this house, the reward is not 

likely to be claimed. They were all posted 

here, which makes the Government the more 

uneasy. They belieYe in the spread of what 

they call irreligion among the undergraduates. 

Unfortunately, the undergraduates are as yet 

only discontented, because all avenues are 

choked." 
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The Bishop took up one of the tracts again, 

and read it thoughtfully. It was headed, 

'' Tracts for the Times : For Young Women," 

and was the first number. The second title was 

"Work and \Vomen." 

The writer, in brief telling paragraphs, very 

different from the long-winded, verbose style 

everywhere prevalent, called upon women seri· 

ously to consider their own position, and tho 

state that things had been brought to by the 

Government of the Peeresses. Every profession 

was crowded: the shameful spectacle of women 

begging for employment, even the most ill-paid, 

was everywhere seen; the law in both branches 

was filled with brie:fless and clientless members; 

there were more doctors than patients; there 

were more teachers than pupils ; there were 

artists without number who produced acres 

of painted canvas every year and found no 

patrons; the Church had too many curates; 

while architects, journalists, novelists, poets, 

orators, swarmed, and were all a..like ravenous 

for work at any rate of pay, even the lowest. 
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The happiest were the few who could win their 

way by competitive examination into the Civil 

Service; and even there, the Government hav­

ing logically applied the sound political axioms 

of supply and demand to the hire of their ser­

vants, they could hardly live upon their miser­

able pay, and must give up all hopes of mar­

riage. There was a time, the tract went on, 

when men had to do all the work, including 

the work of the professions. In those days 

all kinds of work were considered respectable, 

so that there was not this universal run u1wn 

the professions. And in those days, said the 

writer, the axiom of open competition in profes­

sional charges was not acted up to, insomuch 

that physicians, barristers, and solicitors charged 

a sum agreed upon by themselves-and that an 

adequate sum-for services rendered; while the 

pay of the Services was given in consideration 

to the amount required for comfortable living. 

The only way out of the difficulty, concluded 

the author, was to limit the number of those 

who entered the professions, to regulate the 
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charges on a liberal scale, and to increase the 

pay of the Services. As for the rest, if women 

must work, they must do the things which 

women can do well-sew, make dresses, cook, 

and, in fact, perform all those services which 

were thought menial, unless, indeed, they pre· 

ferred the hard work of men in the fields and 

at the looms. 

The second tract treated of the Idleness of 

Men. 

By the wisdom of their ancestors, it had been 

ordained that every man should be taught a 

handicraft, by means of which to earn his own 

living. This wholesome rule had been allowed 

to fall into abeyance; for while some sort of 

carpenter's work was nominally and officially 

taught jn boys' schools, it had long been con­

sidered a mark of social inferiority for man to 

do any work at all. "·we educate our men," 

the tract went on, "in the practice of every 

gymnastic and athletic font; we turn them out 

strong, active, able to do and endure, and then 

we find nothing for them to do. Is it their 
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fault that they become vacuous, ill-tempered, 

discontented, the bane of the house which their 

virtues ought to make a happy home 1 ·what 

·else can we expect ? ·whence the early falling 

off into fat cheeks and flabby limbs? whence 

the love of the table-that vice which stains 

our manhood 1 whence the apathy at Church 

services ?-whence should they come but from 

the forced idleness, the lack of interest in life 1" 

The tract went on to call for a reform in this 

as in other matters. Let the men be set to 

work"; let men of all classes have to work. 

Why should women do all, as well as think for 

all? " It must be considered, again, that every 

man cannot be married ; indeed, under the 

present state of things few women can think 

of marriage till they have arrived at middle age, 

and therefore most men must remain single. 

Why should we doom them to a long life of 

forced inaction 1 Happier for the rustic who 

ploughs the field, or the cobbler who patches 

the village boots." Then there followed an 

artful and specious reference to old times : 
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"Under the former _regime, men worked, and 

women, in the freedom of the house, thought. 

The nominal ruler was the Hand ; the actual, 

the Head. In those days, the flower of woman's 

life was not wasted in study and competition. 

The maidens were wooed while they were young 

and beautiful; their lovers worked for them, 

surrounded them with pleasant things, lapped 

them in warmth, brought them all that they 

could desire, made their lives a restful dream of 

love. It has come to this, 0 women of the New 

Faith, that you have thrown away the love of 

men, and with it the whole joy of creation I 

You worship the ,v oman ; your mothers, happier 

in their generation, were contented each to be 

worshipped by a man." 

"That is very good," said the Bishop. 

Then the Professor produced another and a 

more dangerous manifesto, addressed to the 

young men of England. It was dark and 

mysterious : it bade them be on the watch for 

a great and glorious change ; they were to re­

member the days when men were rulers; they 
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were to distrust their teachers, and especially 

the priestesses; they were to look with loath­

ing upon the inaction to which they were con­

demned; they were told to ask themselves for 

what end their limbs were strong if they were to 

do nothing all their lives; and they were taught 

how, in the old days, the men did all the work, 

and were rewarded by marrying young and 

lovely women. This tract had been circulated 

from hand to hand, none of the agents in its 

distribution knowing anything of the plot. 

There were others, all turning upon the evils 

of the times, and all recalling the old days when 

women sat at home. 

"We want," said the Bishop, '' a pretext,­

we want a spark which shall set fire to this mass 

of discontent." 

That very night there was a stormy debate in 

the House of Peeresses. The Duchess of Dun­

stanburgh, whose Ministry was kept in power 

by nothing but the stern will of their leader, 

because it had never commanded the confidence 

or even the respect of the House, came down 
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with a bundle of papers in her hand. Tht1y 

were these very tracts. She read them through, 

one by one. She informed the House that these 

tracts had been circulated wholesale: from every 

town in the country she received intelligence 

that they had been taken from some girl's hands, 

-in many cases from the innocent hands of 

young men. She said that it had been ascer­

tained so far that the tracts were posted from 

Cambridge; it was believed they were the work 

of certain mischievous and infidel undergradu­

ates. She had taken the unusual course of insti­

tuting a college visitation, so far without effect., 

Meantime she assured the House that if the 

author of these tracts could be discovered, no 

punishment would be too severe to meet the 

offence. 

The Countess of Carlyon rose to reply. She 

said that no one regretted more than herself the 

tone of these tracts. At the same time there 

was, without doubt, ample cause for discon­

tent. The professions were crammed ; thou­

sands of learned young women were asking 
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themselves where they were to look for even 

daily bread. In the homes, the young men, see~ 

ing the misery, were, for their part, asking why 

they should not work, if work of any kind were 

to be got. To sit at home, and starve in gentil­

ity, was a hard thing to do, even by the most 

patient and religious young man; while for a 

girl to see the days go by barren and unprofit­

able, while her beauty withered,-to have no 

hope of marriage ; to see the man she might 

have loved taken from her-here the Countess 

faced the Duchess with indignant eyes-taken 

from her by one old enough to be his grand­

mother,-surely here was cause enough for dis­

content I She urged the appointment of a com­

mission for the consideration of grievances ; and 

she urged, further, that the evidence of men, 

old and young, should be received-especially 

on two important points : first, whether they 

really lilccd a life of inaction; and secondly, 

whether they really liked marrying their grand­

mothers. 
The scene which followed this motion was 
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truly deplorable. The following of Lady Car­

lyon consisted of all the younger members of 

the House-a minority, but full of life and 

vigour ; on the opposite side were the old and 

middle-aged Peeresses, who had been brought 

up in the doctrine of woman's divine right of 

authority, and of man's divine rule of obedience. 

The elders had a tremendous majority, of course; 

but not the less, the fact that such a motion 

could be made was disquieting. The debate 

was not reported, but it got abroad ; and 

while the tracts circulated more widely than 

ever, no more were seized, because they were 

all kept hidden, and circulated underhand. 

From end to end of the country, the talk was 

of nothing but of the old times. "\Vas it true, the 

girls asked, that formerly the women ruled at 

home, while the men did all the work 1 If that 

was so, would no one find a compromise by 

which they could restore that part, at least, of 

the former regi1ne 't Oh, to end these weary 

struggles,-these studies, which led to examina­

tions; these examinations, which led to diplo-
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mas; these diplomas, which led_ to nothing; 

these agonising endeavours to trample upon 

each other, to push themselves into notoriety, 

to snatch the scraps of work from each other's 

hands I Oh, to rest, to lie still, to watch the 

men work ! . Oh - but this they whispered 

with clasping of hands-oh, to be worshipped 

by a lover young and loyal! What did the 

tract say? Happy women of old, when there 

was no Perfect 1N oman, but each was the 

goddess of one man l 



CHAPTER X. 

THE FIRST SP .ARK. 

IN the early autumn the Cambridge party broke 

up. Clarence '1 eysey was the first to go. His 

sisters wanted him at home, they said. 

"They are good girls," he sighed, "and lesa 

unsexed than most of their sex. Thanks to my 

reputation for ill health, they do not interfere 

with my pursuits, and I can read and meditate. 

Writing is, of course, dangerous." 

Lord Chester had not been long at the Pro­

fessor's before he discovered two of those open 

secrets which are known by everybody. They 

were naturally affairs of the heart. It was 

pleasant to find that the young priest, the 

ardent apostle of the old Faith, was in love, 
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and with Grace Ingleby. The courtship was 

cold, yet serious : he loved her with the self­

ish affection of men who have but one absorb­

ing interest in life, and yet want a wife in 

whom to confide, and from whom to receive 

undivided care and worship. This he would 

find in Grace Ingleby,-one of those fond and 

faithful women who are born full of natural 

religion, to whom love, faith, and enthusiasm 

are as the air which they breathe. 

The other passion was of a less spiritual kind. 

A1gy Dunquerque, in fact, was in love with 

Faith Ingleby,-head over ears in love, madly 

in love,-and she with him. He would break 

off the most absorbing conversation - even a 

speculative discussion as to how they would 

carry themselves, 'and ·what they would say, 

when riding in the cart to execution-in order 

to walk about under the trees with the girl. 

"The fact is," he explained, "that if it were 

not for Faith and for you, I doubt if I should 

have been secured at all for the Revolution. 

One more good head woulil havn been saved." 
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Another complication made his case serious, 

and added fresh reasons for despatch in the 

work before them. His mother addressed him, 

while he was at Cambridge, a long and serious 

letter- that kind of letter which must be 

attended to. 

After compliments of the usual kind to the 

Professor and to Lord Chester,-it was for the 
sake of this young man's friendship, and its 

possible social advantages, that Algy, as well as 

Jack Kennion, was permitted to stay so long 

from home,-Lady Dunquerque opened upon 
business of a startling nature. She reminded 

her son that he was now two-and-twenty years 

of age, a time when many young men of posi­
tion arc already established. "I have been 

willing," she said, "to give you a long run of 

freedom,-partly, I confess, because of your 

friendship for Lord Chester, who, though in 

many respects not quite the model for quiet 

and home-loving boys "-here Algy read the 

passage over again, and nodded his head in 

approbation-" will be quite certainly the Duke 
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of Dunstanlmrgh, and in that position will Le 

the first gentleman of England. But an event 

has occurred, an event of such good fortune, 

that I am compelled to recall you without de­

lay. You have frequently met the great lawyer 

Frederica Roe, Q. C. You will, I am sure, be 

pleased to learn "-here Algy took the hand 

of Faith Ingleby, and held it, reading aloud­

" that she has asked for your hand." 

"I am greatly pleased," said Algy. "Bless 

the dear creature! She dresses in parchment, 

Faith, my angel : if you prick her, she bleeds 

ink; if she talks, it is Acts of Parliament; and 

when she coughs, it is a special pleading. Her 

complexion is yellow, her eyes are invisible, 

she has gone bald, and she is five-and-fifty. 

What good fortune! What blessed luck!" 

Then he went on with his letter. 

" Of course I hastened to accept. She will 

be raised to the Peerage whenever a vacancy 

occurs on the Bench. I confess, my dear son, 

that this match, so much beyond our reasonable 

expectations, so much higher than our fortune 
p 
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and position entitled us to hope for on your 

behalf-a match in all respects, and from every 

point of view, so advantageous-pleases your 

father and myself extremely. The disparity of 

age is not greater than many young men have 

to encounter, and it is proved by numberless 

examples to be no bar to real happiness. I say 

this because, in the society of Lord Chester, you 

may have imbibed-although I rely upon your 

religious principles-some of those pernicious 

doctrines which are, falsely perhaps, attributed 

to him. However, we hope to see you return 

to us as you left us, submissive, docile, and 

obedient. And your friendship with Lord 

Chester may ultimately prove of the greatest 

advantage to, you." "I hope it will," said Jack, 

laughing, as he read this passage. "Your father 

begs me to add that Frederica, who is only a 

few years older than himself, is in reality, though 

somewhat imperious and brusque in manner, a 

most kind-hearted woman, and likely to prove 

the most affectionate and indulgent of wives." 

"What <lo you think of that, brothers mine 1 " 
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he asked, folding up the letter. They looked at 
each other. 

"Oh, begin at once!'~ cried Faith, clasping 

her hands. "They will marry you all, the horrid 

creatures, before you have struck the first blow. 

Do you hear, Algy 1 begin at once." 

"It is serious," said Jack. "If pity is any 

good to you, Algy, you have it. A crabbed 
old lawyer-a soured, peevish, argumentative 

Q.C." He shuddered. "It is already Vacation; 

she is sure to want to push on the marriage 

without delay. What are we to do 1" 

He looked at Lord Chester for a reply. 

"My own case," said the young Chief," comes 

before the House in October. The first blow, so 

far as I am concerned,must be struck before then." 

"For heaven's sake," cried Algy, "strike it 

before this old lawyer swallows me up! I feel 

like a piece of parchment already. A little 

delay I can manage ; a toothache, a cold, a 

sore throat- anything would do - but that 

would only delay the thing a week." 

The little party was broken up. Jack 
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Kennion alone remained. He had obtained 

permission to accompany Lord Chester to 

his Chester Towers, • his country seat. The 

Professor and the girls were to go too-an 

arrangement sanctioned by Lady Boltons, 

happily ordered abroad to drink the waters. 

Three weeks passed. Letter after letter came 

from Algy. His .fiancee was pressing on the 

marriage ; he had resorted to every expedient 

to postpone it; he knew not what he could do 

next; the day had to be named; wedding 

presents were coming in; and the learned law­

yer proved more odious than could be imagined. 

Lord Chester was not idle. 

He was sitting one afternoon at this time, 

Algernon's last despairing letter in bis pocket, 

on a hillside four or five miles from the Castle. 

Beside him stood a young gamekeeper, Harry 

Gilpin, stalwart and brawny: there was no 

shooting to be done, but he carried his gun. 

"It is our only chance, Harry," said Lord 

Chester, in low earnest tones. "We must do 

it. Things are intolerable." 
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"If there's any chance in it ; but it is a poor 
chance at best." 

"What, Harry! would you not follow me 1" 

"I'll follow your lordship wherever you lead. 
I'll go for your lordship wherever you point. 
Don't think I'm afeard for myself. I'm but a 

poor creature-easy to find plenty as good as 
me ; and if so be I must end my days in a con­
vict-prison, why, I'd rather do it for you, my 
lord, than for lying accusations." 

" Good, Harry." Lord Chester held out his 
hand. " We understand each other. Death 
rather than a convict - prison. "\Ve strike for 
freedom. Tell me next about the discontent." 

"All the country-side is discontented, along 
o' the old women. It's this way, my lord. We 

get on right well, let us marry our own gells. 
"\Vhen the gells gets shoved out o' the way, apd 

we be told by the Passon to marry this old 

woman, an' that, why ... 'tis nature." 

"It is, Harry, and my case as well as yours. 

Then if all are discontented, we may get all to 

JOlll us." 
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"Nay, my lord; many are but soft creatures, 

and mortal afraid of the women. We shall get 

some, but we must make them desperate afore 

they'll fight." 

"You keepers can shoot. How many can 

we reckon on 1 " 
Harry laughed. 

"When your lordship lifts up your little fin· 

ger," he replied, "there's not a keeper for miles 

and miles round that won't run to join you, uor 

a stable-boy, nor a groom, nor a gardener. Ay ! 

a hundred and fifty men, counting boys, will come 

in, once pass the word. A Chester has lived 

in these parts longer than men can remember." 

"Do they remember, Harry, that a Chester 

once ruled this country 1 " 

"Ay ... so some say ... in the days when 

, •. but there! it is an old story." 

"But the girls, Harry, who have lost their 

lovers,-your own girl, what will she do 1" 
"They whimper a bit; they have a row with 

the old womau ; and then the Passon steps m 

and talks about religion, and they give in." 
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"What I If they saw a chance, if they 

thought they could get their sweethearts back 

again, would they not rejoice f' 
Harry hesitated. 

"Some would, some wouldn't. You see, 

my lord, it's their religion stands in the way; 

and their religion means everything. What 

they say is, that if they married their sweet­

hearts, these being young and proper men, and 

masterful, they would perhaps get put upon; 

whereas, they love to rule their husbands. 

But some would . . . yes, some would." 

Lord Chester rose, and began slowly to return 

home across the fields. 

A hundred and fifty, and all true and loyal 

men I As the occupation of most of them pre­

vented their going to church, and kept them 

apart from the rest, in a kind of loneliness, they 

were comparatively uninfluenced by religion; 

and though theit wives drew the pay, the keepers 

understood little about obedience, and indeed 

had everything their own way. A hundred 

and fifty men !-a little army. Never before 
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had he felt so grateful for the prest1rvation of 

game. 

" You said, Harry, a hundred and fifty men I" 

"A hundred and fifty men, my lord, of all 

ages, by to-morrow morning, if you want them, 

and no doubt a hundred and fifty more the day 

after. Why, there are seventy men on the 

Duchess's estate alone, counting the rangers, 

the gardeners, the keepers, stable-boys, and all." 

Three hundred men ! 

Lord Chester was silent. 

cated enough of the plot. 

He had communi­

Harry knew that 

his master, like himself, was threatened with 

an elderly wife. He also knew that his master 

proposed an insurrection against the 

of young men against their wills. 

Harry did not inquire. 

marriage 

Further, 

Now, while the leader of the Revolt was con-

sidering what steps to take,-nothing is harder 

in revolutions than to make a creditable and 

startling commencement,-accident put in his 

way a most excellent beginning. There was a 

hard-working young blacksmith in the village 
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-a brawny, powerful man of thirty or there­

abouts. No better blacksmith was there within 

thirty miles : his anvil rang from morning until 

night ; he was as handsome in a rough fashion 

as any man need be; and he ought to have 

been happy. But he was not, for he was 

married to a termagant. Not only did this 

wife of his take all his money, which was le­

gitimate, but she abused him with the foulest 

reproaches, accusing him perpetually of wife­

beating, of infidelity, of drunkenness, and of all 

the vices to which male flesh is liable, threaten­

ing him in her violent moods with imprisonment. 

That morning there had been a more than 

usually violent quarrel. The scolding of the 

beldam in her house was heard over the whole 

village, so that the men trembled and grew 

pale, thus admonished of what an angry woman 

can say. During the forenoon there was peace, 

the blacksmith working quietly at his forge. 

In the dinner-hour the row began again, worse 

than ever. At two o'clock the poor man came 

out with hanging head aud dejected face to his 
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work. One or two of the elder women admon­

ished him against exasperating his wife; but he 

replied nothing. Children, for whom the un­

lucky smith had ever a kind word and a story, 

came as usual, and stayed outside waiting. 

But there was no word of kindness for them 

that day. Men passed down the village street 

and spoke to him ; but he made no reply. 

Then the village cobbler, a widower, and inde­

pendent, and so old and crusty of temper that 

no one was likely to marry him, came forth 

from his shop and spoke to him. 

"How goes it, Tom 1" 

"Bad," said Tom. " Couldn't be worse. And I 

wish I was dead-dead and buried and out of it." 

The cobbler shook his head and retired. 

Then there came slowly down the street, 

carrying a basket with vegetables, a young 

woman of five-and-twenty, and she stopped 

in front of the forge, and said softly, '' Poor 

Tom I I heard her this morning." 

Tom looked up and shook his head. His eyes, 

which were soft and gentle, were full of tears. 
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And then ... then ... the wife rushed upon 

the scene. Her eyes were red, her lips were 

quivering, her whole frame shook with passion. 

For she was no longer simply in a common, 

vulgar, everyday rage; she was in a rage of 

jealousy. She seized the younger woman by 

the arm, dragged her into the middle of the 

road, and threw herself before her husband in 

a fine attitude. " Stand back ! " she cried. 

"You ... you . . . Susan I He is my man, not 

yours-not yours." 

'' Poor fellow I" said Susan. She was a young 

person with black hair and resolute eyes, and it 

was well known that she had regarded Tom as 

her sweetheart. "Poor fellow I It was a bad 

job indeed for him when he became your man." 

A war of words between an elderly woman, who 

may be taunted with her years, her jealousy, 

her lack of children, teeth, and comeliness, and 

a young woman, who may be charged with 

many sins, is at best a painful thing to witness, 

and a shameful thing to describe. Suffice it to 



236 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

say, that the elder lady was completely discom­

fited, and that long after she was extinguished, 

the girl continued to pour upon her the vials of 

her wrath. The whole village meanwhile-all 

the women, and such of the men as were too 

old for work-crowded round, taking part in 

the contest. Finally, the wife, stung by words 

whose bitterness was imbittered by their truth, 

cried aloud, taking the bystanders to witness, 

that the husband for whose sake, she said, she 

had endured patiently the falsehoods and ac­

cusations of yonder hussy, was nothing better 

than a beater, a striker, a kicker, a trampler, 

and a cuffer of his wife. 

"I've borne it long," she cried, "but I will 

bear it no longer. To prison he shall go. If I 

am an old woman, and like to die, you shall 

never have him-do you hear ? To prison he 

shall go, and for life." 

At these words a dead silence fell on all. 

The blacksmith stood still, saying not a word, 

leaning on his hammer. Then his wife spoke 

again, but slowly. 
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'' Last night," she said, "he dragged me round 

the room by the hair of my head; this morning 

he knocked me down with his fist ; and last Sun­

day, after church, he kicked me off my chair; yes­

terday fortnight he beat me with a poker--" 

"Lies I lies!! LIES ! ! ! " cried Susan. "Tom, 

say they are lies." 

Tom shook his head, but spoke never a word. 

"Tom I" she cried again, "they will take 

you to prison ; say they are lies." 

Then he spoke. 

"I would rather go to prison." 

" Don't believe her," Susan cried. " Don't 

believe her. Why, she's got no hair to be 

pulled .... Don't. . . . Oh I oh ! oh ! " 

She burst into an agony of weeping. 

The women clamoured round the group,­

some for justice, because wife-beating is an 

awful sin ; some for mercy, because this woman 

was in her fits of wrath a most notorious liar, 

and not a soul believed her accusations. 

It was in the midst of this altercation that 

there arrived on the scene, from opposite points, 
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Lord Chester with Harry, and two of the rural 

police. 
"Take him into custody," gasped the black­

smith's wife. " Take him to prison. Oh, the 

wretch! oh, the wife-beater! oh, I am beaten 

to a jelly-I am bruised black and blue ! " 

Lord Chester stepped before the unhappy 

blacksmith. 
"Stay I" he said to the policewomen. "Not 

so fast. Tom, what do you say 1 ,, he asked the 

blacksmith. 
' 

"I never laid hand on her," said the unhappy 

man. "But all's one for that. I suppose I'll 

have to go to prison, my lord. Anyhow, there 

can't be no prison worse than this life. I'm 

glad and happy to be rid of her." 

"Stay again," said his lordship. The people 

gathered closer in wonder. The masterful 

young lord looked as if he meant to interfere. 

" Some of you," he said, " take this woman 

away, and look for any marks of violence. 

No," as the elder women pressed forward, ":not 

you who have got young husbands of your 
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own, and would like to get rid of them your­
selves perhaps. Some of you girls take her." 

But she refused to gr>, while the old women 

murmured amongst each other. 
"Must obey orders, my lord," said one of the 

police. "Here's a case for the magistrates. 
Woman says her husband struck, beat, and 
kicked her. Magistrates will hear the case, 

my lord." 
She pulled out her handcuffs. 
Then Lord Chester saw that the moment had 

arrived. 

"Harry," he said, "stand by." 
He laid his hand on the blacksmith's shoulder. 
"No one shall harm him," he said. "Tom, 

come with me." 

"My lord! ... my lord," cried the police­
women. "What shall we do 1 It's obstructing 
law-it's threatening the executive : what will 
the justices say-1 It's a most dreadful offence." 

" Come, Tom," he said. 

The crowd parted right and left with awe­
struck eyes. 
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As Lord Chester carried off his rescuell 

prisoner, the Vicar came running out with dis­

may upon her face. 

"My lord! my lord I" she cried. "What 

dreadful thing is this 1 And you, Tom,-you, 

after all your promises! In my parish, too I" 

" Hold your foolish tongue ! " said Lord 

Chester, roughly. " .. Why not in your parish 1 

In every parish, thanks to you and your accursed 

religion, the young men are torn from the girls, 

and there is misery. Stand aside. . . . You, 

Susan, will you come with me and your old 

sweetheart 1 " 

The Vicar gasped. She turned white with 

terror. "Foolish tongue ! Accursed religion ! " 
Had she heard aright 1 

The police-constables looked stupidly at one 
another. 

"Please, my lord," said one, "we must report 
your lordship." 

"Go and report," replied the rebel. 

It was now half-past five in the afternoon, 

and the labourers were returning from the fields. 
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The village street was crowded with men, most 

of them young men. 

The men began whispering together, and the 

women were all delivering orations at once. 

The Chief pointed to some of the men and 

called them by name. 

"You, John Deer ; you, Nick Trulli her ; you 

-and you-and you,-come with me. You 

have oict wives too; unless you ws.nt to be sent 

to prison for life for wife-beating, come with me 

and fight for your liberty." 

They hesitated; they trembled; they looked at 

the vicar, at their wives : they would have been 

lost but tor the presence of mind of the cobbler. 

He was, as I have said, an elderly man, bowed 

down by his work and by years. But he sprang 

to the front and shouted to the men-

" Come, unless you are cowards and deserve 

the hulks. ·why, it's slavery, it's misery; it's 

unnatural pains and penalties. Come out of it, 

you poor, wretched chaps, that ought to be 

married to them as is young and comely. Come 

away, all you young fellows that want young 

Q 
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wives. Hooray l his lordship's going to deliver 

us all. Three cheers for Lord Chester ! We'll 

fight for our liberty." 

He brandished his bradawl, seized one of the 

men, and the rest followed. There was a gen­

eral scream from the women of rage and terror ; 

for all the men followed, like sheep, in a body. 

Not a single man of the village under sixty years 

of age or over sixteen slept in his wife's house 

that night. 

"I always knew, my lord," said the cobbler, 

"that it was stuff an' nonsense, them and 

their submission. Yah I some day there was 

bound to be a row. Don't let 'em go back, 

my lord. I'll stick by your lordship." 

(" It is a very odd thing," said the Professor, 

when she heard the story, "that cobblers have 

always been atheists.") 

"\Vhat next1 

Lord Chester had now got his men-a band 

forty-seven strong, nearly all farm-labourers 

-within the iron gates of his park, and these 

were closed and locked. They were as fine a 
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body of men, both young and old together, as 

could be collected anywhere. But they under­

stood as yet nothing of what was going to 

be done, and they slouched along wondering 

stupidly, yet excited at the risk they were 
running. 

Lord Chester made them a speech. 

"Remember," he said, "that the prisons of 

England are full of men charged with wife­

beating. They never had an opportunity of 

defending themselves; they are tortured day 

and night. You may, all of you-any of you 

-be charged with this offence. Your word is 

not taken ; you are carried off to hopeless im­

prisonment. Is that a pleasant thing for you 1" 

They murmured ; but Tom the blacksmith 

waved his hammer, and Harry the keeper his 

gun, and the cobbler his bradawl, and these 

three shouted. 

" Who asked you," cried Lord Chester, "if 

you wanted to marry an old woman 1 Did any 

of you choose her for yourselves 1 Why, when 

there were girls in the village, sweet and young 



244 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

and pretty, longing for your love, is it likely 

you would take an old woman 1 " 
Then the girl they called Susan, who had fol­

lowed with Tom, sprang to the front. 

"Look at me, all of you," she cried. " Tom 

and me was courtin' since we were children­

wasn't we, Tom." Tom nodded assent. "And 

she comes and takes him from me. And the 

Passon said it was all right, because a man must 

obey, and sweetheartin' was nonsense. How 

long are you going to stand it 1 If I was a man, 

and strong, would I let the women have their 

own way 1 How long will you stand it, I say 1" 
Here the men lifted up their voices and 

growled. Liberty begins with a growl; rage 

begins with a growl; fighting begins with a 

growl,-it is a healthy symptom for those who 

promote mischief. 

"Are they pretty, your old women 1 " the 

orator went on. "Are they good-tempered 1 

Are they pleasant to live with 1" 
There was another growl. 

" ~--r c: 1 " cried Lord C:L ,,ster, "WP have borne 
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enough. Wake up ! ·we will end all this. 

We will marry the women we love-the pretty 

sweethearts who love us-the young girls who 

will make us happy. Who will follow me 1" 

Harry the keeper stepped to the front with 

a shout. Tom the blacksmith followed with a 

shout, brandishing his hammer. The cobbler 

pushed and shoved the men. Susan threw her 

arms round Tom's neck and kissed him, crying, 

"Go and fight, Tom ; follow his lordship. Come, 

all you that are not cowards." 

Two things happened then which determined 

the event and rallied the waverers, who, to tell 

the truth, were already beginning to expect 

their wives and sisters upon the scene. 

The first was the appearance of Jack Kcnnion, 

followed by two men bearing a great cask of 

beer. Then tankards passed from lip to lip, and 

the courage which is said to belong to Holland 

rather than to England mounted in their hearts. 

"Drink about, lads," cried Jack. "Here ! 

give me the mug. Hurrah for Lord Chester 1 

Drink about. Hurrah ! " 
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They drank-they shouted. And while they 

shouted, they became aware of a tall and beau­

tiful girl who came from the house and stood 

beside Lord Chester. Her lips were parted; 

her long hair flowed upon her shoulders ; the 

tears stood in her beautiful eyes. She tried to 

speak, but for a moment could not. 
" Oh, men I" she cried at last, - "Men of 

England I I thank kind Heaven for this day, 

which is the beginning of your freedom. Oh, 

be brave ! think not of your own wrongs only. 

Think of the thousands of men lingering in 

prison ; think of all who are shut in houses, 
working all day for their unloved wives; think 

of the young girls who have lost their lovers; 

think of your strength and your courage, and 

fight-to the death, if needs be I" 

"We will fight," cried the cobbler, "to the 
death!" 

Then Grace lngleby, for it was she, went from 

man to man anu from group to group, praising 

them, telling them that it was no small thing 

they had done-that no common or cowardly 
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man would have dared to do it; commending 

their courage, admiring their strength, and in­

forming them carefully that this their act could 

never be forgiven, so that if they did not succeed 

they would assuredly all be hanged; and im­

ploring them to lose. no time in drilling and 

learning the use of weapons. 

The Professor, meantime, was writing letters. 

She wrote to her husband, begging him to 

remain quiet while the news was spreading 

abroad, when he had better get across country 

by night and join the insurgents. She wrote 

to all the disciples, telling them to escape and 

make their way to Lord Chester; and assisted 

by the girls of the household, who all espoused 

the cause of the men, she took down the guns, 

swords, and weapons from the walls, and 

brought them out for use. 

After supper-they cooked plentiful chops 

for the hungry men, with more beer - Jack 

called the men out for first drill. It was hard 

work; but then drill cannot at first be any­

thing hut hard work. The men were armed 
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with pikes, guns, clubs, anything; and before 

nightfall, they had received their first lesson in 

the art of standing shoulder by shoulder. 

They slept that night in tents made of sheets 

spread out on sticks- a rough shelter, but 

enough. But the chiefs sat till late, thinking 

and talking. 

Early in the morning, at daybreak, Lord 

Chester dropped asleep, worn out. "'\Yhen he 

awoke, Grace stood over him with smiling face. 

"Come, my lord," she said, "I have some­

thing to show you." 

He stood upon the terrace. The night be­

fore, he had seen a group of fellows in smock­

frocks shoving each other about in a vain 

attempt to stand in rank and file. Now, the 

lawns were crowded with men of a different 

kind, who had come in during the night. 

First and foremost, there were a hundred 

bronzed and weather-beaten men armed with 

guns-they were Harry's friends, the keepers, 

rangers, and foresters; among them stood a 

score of boys ,vho had been sent round to sum-
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mon them ; and behind the keepers stood the 

rustics. 

Oh, wonderful conversion I They had been 

already put into some sort of uniform which 

was found among the lumber of the Castle. 

The jackets were rusty of colour and moth­

eaten, but they made the men look soldier­

like ; every man had round his arm a scarlet 

ribbon; some had scarlet coats, but not many. 

At sight of their Chief they all shouted to· 

gether and brandished their weapons. 

The Revolt of Man had begun I 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A MARRIAGE MARRED. 

THERE was great excitement in the village of 
Much cum Milton-a little place about thirty 
miles from Chester Towers-because Lady Dun­
querque's only son, Algernon, was to be married 
that day to the great lawyer, Frederica Roe. 
Apart from the natural joy with which such 
an event is welcomed in a monotonous country 
village, Algernon was deservedly popular. No 
better rider, no better shot, no stouter, hand­
somer lad was to be found in the country-side ; 
nor was it to his discredit that he was the per­
sonal friend of young Lord Chester, whose Case 
was on everybody's lips; nor, among young 
people, was it to his discredit that he was sus-
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pected of being on Lady Carlyon's side. The 

village girls smiled and looked meaningly at 

each other when he passed: there were reports 

that the young man had more than : once shown 

a certain disposition to freedoms; but these, for 

the sake of his father's feelings, were not spread 

abroad; and indeed, in country districts, things 

which would have ruined a young man's repu· 

tation in town-such as kissing a dairymaid or 

a dressmaker-were rather regarded with favour 

by the girls thus outraged. 

The only drawback to the general joy was 

the thought that the bride was over fifty 

years of age. Even making great allowances 

for the safety which experience gives, it is not 

often that a young man who has attracted the 

affections of a woman thirty years his senior, 

is found to study how to preserye those affec· 

tions ; and even considering the position offered 

by a woman safe of the next vacancy among the 

judges, a difference of thirty years did seem~ to 

these village girls, who knew little of the ways 

of the great world, a bar to true love. Their 
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op1mon, however, was not asked, and the fes­

tivities were not outwardly marred by them. 

Early in the morning the village choir as­

sembled on the lawn beneath the bridegroom's 

chamber, and sang the well-known wedding­

hymn beginning-

"Break, happy day ! Rise, happy sun ! 
Breathe softer, airs of Paradise ! 

The days of hope and doubt are done; 
To higher heights of love we rise. 

Ah ! trembling heart of trusting youth, 
Fly to the home of peace and rest; 

From woman's hands receive the truth, 
In woman's arms be fully blessed. 

O sweet exchange ! 0 guerdon strange 
For love and guidance of a wife, 

To yield the will, and follow still 
In holy meekness all your life." 

The bridegroom-elect within his room made 

no sign; the window-blind was not disturbed. 

As a matter of fact, Algy was half-dressed, and 

was sitting in a chair looking ,_ horribly ill at 

ease. 
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They began to ring the bells at six; by eight 

the whole village population was out upon the 

green, and the final preparations were made. 

Of course there were Venetian masts, with gay­

coloured flags flying. The tables were spread 

in a great marquee for the feast which, at mid­

day, was to be given to the whole village. There 

were to be sports and athletics for the young 

men on the green; there was to be dancing in 

the evening; there was a band already begin­

ning to discourse sweet music ; there was a cir­

cus, which was to perform twice, and both times 

for nothing; there were ginger-bread booths, and 
rifle-galleries, and gypsies to tell fortunes ; they 

had set up the perambulating theatre for the 

drama of Punch and Judy, in which the repro­

bate Punch, who dares to threaten his wife with 

violence, and disobeys her orders, is hanged 

upon the stage-a moral lesson of the greatest 

value to boys ; and there was a conjuring­

woman's tent. The church was gaily dressed 

with flowers, and all the boys of the village 

,T0r0 told. off to strew roses, though the season 
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was late, under the feet of bride and bride­

groom. 
At the Hall, an early breakfast was spread; 

but the young bridegroom, the hero of the day, 

was late. 
"Poor boy," said his sister, "no doubt he is 

anxious and excited with so much happiness 

before him." 

It was a well-bred family, and the disparity 

of age was not allowed to be even hinted at. 

The marriage was to be considered a love-match 

on both sides: that was the social fiction, though 

everybody knew what was said and thought. 

Lady Dunquerque had got the boy off her hands 

very well : there was an excellent establishment, 

and a good position, with a better one to follow; 

as for love-here girls looked at each other and 

smiled. Love was become a thing no longer 

possible, except for heiresses, of whom there 

are never too many. Fifty years of age and 

more ; a harsh voice, a hard face, a hard man­

ner, an unsympathetic, exact woman, wrinkled 

and grey-haired,-how, in the name of out-
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raged Cupid, could such a woman be loved 

by such a lad~ But these things were not 

even spoken,-they were only conveyed to each 

other by looks, and smiles, and nods, and ]ittle 

movements of the hands. 

"I think, Robert," said Lady Dunquerque, 

" that you had better go up and call Algernon." 

Sir Robert obediently rose and departed. 

When he came down again, his face, usually 

as placid as the face of a sheep, was troubled. 

"Algernon will not take any breakfast," he said. 

"Nonsense I the boy must take breakfast. Is 

he dressed 1" Lady Dunquerque was evidently 

not disposed to surrender her authority over her 

son till he had actually passed into the hands of 

his wife. 

"Yes, yes,-he is nearly dressed," stammered 

her husband. 

" Well, then, go and tell him to come to 

breakfast at once, without any nonsense." 

Sir Robert went once more. Again he came 

back with the intelligence that the boy refused 

to come down. 
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Thereupon Lady Dunquerque herself went up 

to his room. The two girls looked at each other 

with apprehension. Algy was hot-headed : he 

had already, though not before his mother; 

made use of very strong language about his 

bride ; could he be meditating some disobedi­

ence 1 Horrible I And the guests all invited, 

and the day arrived, and the boy's wedding 

outfit actually ready I 

"What did he say, papa 1" one of them asked. 

" I cannot tell you, my dear. I wash my 

bands of it. Your mother must b1~ng him to 

reason. I have done my best." Sir Robert 

answered in a nervous trembling manner not 

usual with him. 

\Does he . . . does he . . . express any un­

willingness 1" asked his daughter. 

"My dear, he says nothing shall make hini 

marry the lady. That is all. 'l'he day arrived 

and everything I No power on earth, he says, 

shall make him marry the lady. That is all. 

·what will come to us if her ladyship cannot 

m~.k;:; hiru. lic.,.1. rcaJ011, I dare not think." 
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Just then Lady Dunquerque returned. Her 

husband, trembling visibly, dared not lift hi~ 

eyes. 

"My dear girls," she said, with the calmness 

of despair, " we are disgraced for ever. The 

boy refuses to move. He disregards threats, 

entreaties, everything. I have appealed to his 

obedience, to his religion, to his honour,-all is 

of no avail. Go yourselves, if you can. Now, 

Sir Robert, if you have anything to advise, let 

me hear it." 

"I can advise nothing," said her husband, 

quite overwhelmed with this misfortune. "Who 

could have thought that a--'' 

"Yes - yes, - it is of no use lamenting. 

What are we to do 1 Heavens I there are the 

church bells again I" 

Meantime his sisters were with Algernon. 

They found him sitting grim and determined. 

Never before had they seen that expression of 

determination upon a man's faee. He abso­

lutely terrified them. 

"You are come to try your powers, I sup· 

R 
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pose 1" he said. "Well; have your say. But 

remember, no power on earth shall make m'e 

marry that detestable old woman." 

"Algernon I " cried his younger sister. " Is 

it possible that you . . . you . . . our own 

brother, should use these words 1" 

"A great deal more is possible. I, for one, 

protest against this abominable sale of men in 

marriage. I am put up in the market ; this 

rich old lawyer, with a skin of parchment, blood 

of ink, heart of brown paper, buys me : I will 

not be bought. Go, tell my mother that she 

may do her worst. I will not marry the 

woman. " 
"If you will not think of yourself," said his 

elder sister, coldly, "pray think of us. Our 

guests are invited,-they are already assembling 

in the church; listen-there are the bells!" 

" I should like," said Algy, laughing,-" I 

should like to see the face of Frederica Roe in 

half an hour's time." 

The two girls looked at each other in dismay. 

What was to be done 1 what could be said 1 
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" You two little hypocrites ! " he went on, 

"you and your goody talk about the day of hap­

piness I and the humbugging hymn! and your 

sham and mockery of the Perfect "\Voman I and 

your reign of the Intellect I "\Vait a little, my 

sisters; I promise you a pleasing change in the 

monotony of your lives." 

" Sister," said the younger, " he blasphemes. 

We must leave him. Oh, .unhappy boy! what 

fate are you preparing for yourself~ " 

"Come," answered the elder. "Come away, 

my dear. Algernon, if you disgrace us this 

day, you shall be no more brother of mine; I 

renounce you." 

They left him. Presently his father came 

back. 
"Algernon," he said, feebly, "have you come 

to your right mind 1" 

"I have," he replied-" I have. That is the 

reason why I am here, and why I am staying 

here." 

" Then I can do nothing for you. Poor boy I 

my heart bleeds for you." 



260 THE REVOLT OF MAN. 

"My poor father," said his son, speaking in a 

parable, "my heart has bled for you a long time. 

Patience I-wait a little." 

'' The last wedding-present has arrived," said 

Sir Robert. "What we are to do I cannot, 

dare not, think. Your mother must break the 

news to Frederica." 

" Whose is the wedding-present 1" 

"It is from Lord Chester-the most magni~ 

fi.cent hunter, saddled, and all; with a note." 

Algernon sprang to his feet and rushed to 

the window. On the carriage-drive he saw a 

little stable-boy leading a horse. He knew the 

boy as one of Lord Chester's-a sharp, trusty 

lad. What was the horse saddled for 1 

"Give me the letter," he said, almost fiercely, 

to his father. 

Sir Robert handed him the note, which Lady 

Dunquerque had opened and read :-

" Congratulations, dear Algy ; the happy day 

has dawned.-Yours most sincerely, 

CHESTER." 
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" Among other disasters, you will lose this 

friend, Algy," moaned his father. "No one can 

ever speak to you again ; no one can--" 

"Tell my mother, sir, that I am ready," he 

interrupted, with a most extraordinary change 

of manner. " I will be with her as soon as I 

can complete my toilette. One must be smart 

upon one's wedding-day. Go, dear father, tell 

her I am coming down-stairs, and beg her not 

to make a row-I mean, not to allude to the 

late distressing scene." 

He pushed his father out of the room. 

Two minutes later he stood in the breakfast­

room, actually laughing as if nothing had hap­

pened. 

"I am glad, my son," said his mother, " that 

you have returned to your senses." 

"Yes," he replied, gaily, as if it had been a 

question of some simple act of petulance; "it 

is a good thing, isn't it? Have you seen Lord 

Chester's gift, sisters 1 " 
The girls looked at each other in a kind 

of stupor. What could men be like that they 
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should so lightly pass from one extreme to 

the other 1 

"Tell the boy," he ordered the footman, "to 

lead the horse to the Green ; I should like 

all the lads to see it. Tell them it is Lord 

Chester's gift, with his congratulations on the 

dawn of the happy day-tell them to remember 

the dawn of the happy day." 

He seemed to talk nonsense in his excitement. 

But Sir Robert, overjoyed at this sudden return 

to obedience, shed tears. 

"Now," said Lady Dunquerque, "we have no 

time to lose. Girls, you can go on with your 

father. Algernon, of course, accompanies me." 

w·hen they were left alone, his mother began 

a lecture, short but sharp, on the duty of mari­

tal obedience. 

"I my no more," she concluded, " on the 

lamentable display of temper of this morning. 

Under the circumstances, I pass it over on con­

dition that you look your brightest and best all 

day, and that you show yourself alive to the hap­

piness of the position I have gained for you." 
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" I think," he replied, "that in the future, if 

not to-day, you will congratulate yourself on 

my line of action." 

A strange thing for the young man to say. 

Afterwards they remembered it, and under­

stood it. 

Meantime the churchyard was full of the 

village people, and the church was crammed 

with the guests in wedding- favours; on the 

Green the band was discoursing sweet music; 

in the centre, an object of the deepest admira­

tion for the village lads, stood Lord Chester's 

gift, led by his boy. 

At a quarter to eleven punctually, the car­

riage containing the bride and principal brides­

maid, a lady also of the Inner Bar, about her 

own age, arrived. The bride was beautifully 

dressed in a rich white satin. She was met 

in the porch by the other bridesmaids, includ­

ing the groom's sisters. All were in great 

spirits, and even the harsh face of the bride 

looked smiling and kind. The sisters, reas­

sured on the score of their brother, were re-
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joicing in the sunshine of the day, the crowds, 

and the general joy. Sir Robert and the other 

elderly gentlemen were standing in meditation, 

or devoutly kneeling before the chancel. 

Hush! silence! Hats off in the churchyard t 

There are the wheels of the bridegroom's car­

nage. Here come the Vicar and the choir 

ready to strike up the Processional Hymn. 

Clash, clang the bells l one more, and altogether, 

if it brings down the steeple ! Now the lads 

make a lane outside. Off hats ! Cheer with a 

will, boys l Hurrah for the bridegroom ! He 

sits beside his mother, his head back, his eyes 

flashing; he laughs a greeting to the crowd. 

"Capital, Algernon ! " says his mother. "Now 

subdue your joy; we are at the lych-gate." 

Th.e carriage stopped. Algernon sprang out, 

and assisted his mother to alight. Then the 

procession, already formed, began slowly to 

move up the aisle singing the hymn, and the 

organ rolled among the old low arches of the 

little village church ; and the Vicar walked last, 

carrying her hymn-book in her hand, srngmg 



A MARRIAGE MARRED, 265 

lustily, and thinking, poor woman, tbat the 

marriage procession was advancing behind her. 

Well, it was not; and when she turned round, 

having reached the altar, she stared blankly, 

because there was no marriage procession, but 

a general looking at each other, and whispering. 

What happened was this. 

After helping Lady Dunquerque out of the 

carriage, Algernon quietly left her, and without 

the slightest appearance of hurry, calmly walked 

across the Green and mounted Lord Chester's 

gift. 

Then he rode to the churchyard gate, and 

took off his hat to his bride, and shouted, so 

that all could hear him, even in the church, 

"Very sorry, old lady, but you must look for 

another husband." Then he turned his horse 

and cantered quickly away through the crowd, 

laughing and waving his hand. 

Half an hour later, Frederica Roe, after a 

stormy scene with Lady Dunquerque, which 

ended in the latter thanking Providence for 
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having delivered her headstrong boy, even at 

the last moment, from so awful a temper, re­

turned with her best-maid to town. There was 

laughter that evening when the news reached 

the Club. Cruel things, too, were said by the 

Juniors. There would have been more cruel 

things but for the circumstances which followed. 

It was naturally a day of Rebuke at the vil­

lage. The circus, the gypsies, the conjurors, 

and the acrobats, were all packed off about 

their business; there was no feast ; the children 

were sent back to school ; the wedding-guests 

dispersed in dismay ; and Lady Dunquerque, 

with rage and despair in her heart, sat amid 

her terror· stricken household, none daring to 

say a word to soothe and comfort her. Later 

on, her husband suggested the consolations of 

religion, but these failed. 

The summons reached Clarence Veysey on the 

next day. The boy who brought him the letter 

had ridden fifty miles. 

He was waiting at home in great despondency. 

The perpetual acting, the deception, tortured 



A MARRIAGE MARRED. 267 

his earnest soul ; he lacked companionship ; he 

wanted the conversation of Grace lngleby ; his 

sisters wearied him with their talk, and their 

aims-aims which he was about to make im­

possible for them. The boy, who was the son 

of one of Lord Chester's keepers, came to the 

house by the garden entrance, and found Clar­

ence walking on the lawn. He tore OJ>en the 

note, which was as follows :-

"Come at once; we have begun. C." 

Then Clarence waited for nothing, but started 

to walk to Chester Towers. He walked for four­

and-twen ty hours; when he arrived he was 

faint with hunger and fatigue, but he was there. 

The Rebellion had begun, and he was with the 

rebels. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

IN THE CAMP AT CHESTER TOWERS. 

THE first days were spent in drill, in exhortation, 

in feasting, and in singing. Grace Ingle by fitted 

new words to old tunes, and the men sang them 

marching across the Park. A detachment of 

keepers was placed at the gates to receive new re­

cruits, and to keep out the women who crowded 

round them all day long-some laughing, some 

crying, some threatening. The women of the 

Castle, being offered their choice whether to 

remain in the service of the Earl or to go at 

once, divided themselves into two parties-the 

elder women deciding to go, and the younger 

to remain ; " for," as they said, " if the men 

ride all over the country, as Mrs Ingleby says 



IN THE CAMP AT CHESTER TOWERS. 269 

they will, what can we women do to keep them 

down 1" And then they blamed the unequal 

marriages, and irreligious things were said about 

the Duchess of Dunstanburgh. Those who 

stayed were employed in making rosettes and 

ribbons in scarlet silk, and in getting out of the 

old lumber-rooms all the finery which could be 

found to serve for the men's uniforms. 

"First rule," said Jack the prudent, "keep 

the men's spirits up-with beer, and singing, 

and feasting; next, make them proud of their 

gallant show." 

Every hour raised the spirits of the men, 

every moment new recruits came in, who were 

greeted with shouts, beer, and exhortation, 

chiefly from the cobbler, who now wore a glit­

tering helmet, and carried a ten-foot pike. 

In the course of the next two or three days 

all the Bishop's disciples came in : Clarence 

Veysey, dusty and wayworn, yet full of ardour; 

Algy Dunquerque rode in gallantly, laughing at 

his escape. The others came in one after the 

other, eager for employment, and were at once 



270 •rHE REVOLT OF MAN. 

set to work. No time this for love-making; 

but Grace exchanged a few words with Clarence, 

and Faith ran about among the men, telling 

them all that Captain Dunquerque was her 

sweetheart, asking who were the girls they 

loved, and how they wooed them, and so de­

lightfully turning everything upside down, that 

she was better than all the barrels of beer. 

Lord Chester was the Chief, but Captain 

Dunquerque was the favourite. It was he 

who kept everybody in good spirits - who 

organised races in the evening, set the men to 

box, to wrestle, to fight with single-stick, with 

prizes and cheering for the winners ; so that 

the lads for the first time in their lives felt 

the fierce joy of battle and the pride of victory. 

It was Captain Dunquerque who had a word 

for every man, forgetting none of their names ; 

who praised them and encouraged them, was all 

day long in the camp, never tired, never lost 

his temper-as some of the keepers did who 

were promoted to be sergeants ; who was gener­

ous with the beer; who promised to every man 
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money, independent work, and a pretty wife­

after the Cause was won. So that Algy Dun­

querque, the first commander-in-chief under the 

new regime, began his popularity as the sol­

diers' general from the very first. 

On the evening of his arrival, Clarence 

preached to the men-a faithful discourse, which 

yet only revealed half the Truth. \Ve must 

destroy before we can build up. 

He bade them remember that they were, as 

men, the workers of the world-nothing could 

be done except by them ; and then he told 

them some of the wonders which had been 

accomplished by their forefathers in the days 

when men had been acknowledged to be the 

thinkers and creators as well as the workers , 

and he told them, in such simple language as he 

could command, how, since women had taken 

over the reins, everything had gone backwards. 

Lastly, he bade them remember what they 

were, what their lives had been, how slavisJ:, 

and how sad, and what their lives would still 

continue to be unless they freed themselves. 
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" Time was-the good old time-when every 

man could raise himself, when there was a 

ladder from the lowest station to the highest. 

Now, as you are born, so you must die. No 

rising for you-no hope for you. Work and 

slave-and die. That is your lot. They in­

vented a religion to keep you down. They told 

you that it is the will of Heaven that you 

should obey women. It is a LIE." The preacher 

shouted the words. "It is a LIE. There is no 

such religion; and I am here to teach you the 

Truth, when you have proved that you are fit 

to receive it." 

The preacher was received with an indiffer­

ence which was discouraging. In fact, the men 

bad been preached at so long, that they had 

ceased to pay any attention to sermons. Nor 

could even Clarence's earnestness surpass that 

of the Preaching Order, the Holy Sisterhood, 

which trained its members in the art of in­

spiring Hope, Terror, and Faith. 

The address finished, the men betook them 

once more to singing, while the beer went 
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round, about their camp· fires. Here was a 

glorious change ! Even the gamekeepers - a 

race not easily moved - congratulated each 

other on the recovery of their freedom. That 

night a proclamation was made in camp that 

every man would receive his pay himself-the 

same as that earned in the fields-in full. Men 

looked at each other and wondered. Those who 

only half believed in the Cause were reassured. 

To be paid, instead of seeing your wife paid, 

proved, as nothing else could, the strength 

and reality of the Rebellion. Another procla­

mation was made, repealing all prohibitions for 

men to assemble, remain out of doors after sun­

set, and form societies. This was even more 

warmly received than the former proclamation, 

because many of the men did not know what 

to do with their money when they got it; 

whereas they had all of them learned this grand 

pleasure of companionship, drink, and song. 

On that night and the next, two councils 

were held, big with importance to the Realm of 

England. The first of these was at Chester 
s 
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Towers, under the presidency of Lord Chester. 

There were present the Bishop-whose impa­

tience made him set out on the first receipt 

of the news-Clarence Veysey, Algernon Dun­

querque, Jack Kennion, and the rest of the 

Disciples. The Professor and the girls were in 

the room, but they did not speak. 

They sat until late considering many things. 

Had they known more of man's real nature, 

there would have been no hesitation, and a bold 

forward march might have saved many diffi­

culties. The Bishop and Clarence Veysey, who 

believed the Truth by itself a sufficient weapon, 

wanted to await the arrival of all Englishmen 

in the Park, and meantime to be preaching per­

petually. Algernon was for movement. The 

Chief at last decided on a compromise. They 

would advance, but slowly; and would send 

out, meanwhile, scouts and small parties to 

bring in recruits. The danger of the Revolt, 

provided it were sufficiently widespread, lay 

chiefly in the imagination. It was difficult 

cYen for the 1cadcrs, w·ho had been so long 
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and so carefully trained by the Bishop and his 

wife, to shake off the awe inspired by the fem­

inine oppression and their early training. Every 

woman seemed still their natural ruler. Yet 

the Reign of Woman rested on no more solid 

basis than this awe. Its only defence lay in 

the regiments of Horse Guards and its Convict 

Wardens; while, to make the latter available, 

the prisoners would have to be discharged. 

The other council of war was held in the 

House of Peeresses, called together hastily. 

There had been grave disquiet all day long; 

and though nothing definite was known, it was 

whispered that there was an outbreak of the 

Men. A Cabinet Council was called at noon, 

the Home Department was agitated, the sec­

retaries went about with pale faces, there 

was continual ringing of bells and scurrying 

of clerks, the Archbishop of Canterbury was 

sent for hurriedly, crowds of women gathered 

about the lobbies of the House, and it was 

presently known everywhere that the thing 

most dreaded of all things had happened-a 
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Rising. Outside the House it was not yet 

known where this hau occurred, nor under what 

leaders : within, the doors were closed, and in 

the midst of a silence most profound and most 

unusual, the Duchess of Dunstanburgh rose, 

with papers in her hand. 

She briefly announced that a rebellion had 

broken out in Norfolk. A score or so of poor 

peasants belonging to one small village had 

risen m revolt. They were headed by Lord 

Chester. It was nothing-a mere lamentable 

outbreak, which would be put down at once 

by the strong hand of law. 

Then she sat down. All faces were turned 

immediately to her Grace's young rival. Lady 

Carlyon rose and asked if her Grace had any 

more details to give the House. She implored 

the Government to put the House in possession 

of all the facts, however painful they might be. 

The Duchess replied that the news of this in­

surrection, abont which there could unfortu­

nately be no doubt, reached her that morninrr 
0 

only. It arrived in the shape of a Report drawn 
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up by the Vicar of Chester Towers, and sworn 

before two justices of the peace. The rising, if 

it was worthy to be called by such a name, was 

begun by the forcible rescue from the hands of 

the law of a certain blacksmith-a scoundrel 

guilty of wife-beating in its most revolting 

forms. He was torn from the hands of the 

police by Lord Chester and a gamekeeper. The 

misguided young man then called upon the men 

of the village to rise and follow him. He led 

them to his own Castle. He was joined by a 

body of gamekeepers, and men connected with 

manly sports of other kinds. By the last 

advices, he had gone the desperate length of 

defying the Government, and was now drilling 

and arming his troops. The Duchess assured 

the House again that there was nothing to 

fear except a probable loss of life, which was 

lamentable, but must be faced; that the Gov­

ernment had ordered two thousand of the Con­

vict Wardens to bo held in readiness, and that 

meanwhile they had sent two Sisters of the 

Holy Preaching Order with twenty constables to 
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disperse the mob. As for the ringleaders, they 

appeared to be, besides Lord Chester himself, 

Professor Ingleby of Cambridge, her husband, 

her two daughters, and a band of some half­

dozen young gentlemen. The House might 

rest assured that signal justice would be done 

upon these mad and wicked people, and that 

no favour should be shown to rank or sex. As 
for herself, the House knew the relations which 

existed between herself and Lord Chester--

Lady Carlyon sprang to her feet, and asked 

what relations these were. The Duchess went 

on tJ say that there was no occasion to dilate 

upon what was perfectly well known. She 

would, however, assure the House that this 

unhappy man had cut himself off altogether 

from her sympathy. She gave up, without a 

sigh, hopes that had once been dear to her, and 

left a miscreant so godless, so abandoned, to his 

fate. 

Lady Carlyon begged the House to suspend 

its judgment until the facts were clearly known. 

At present all that appeared certain was, that a 
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body of men had locked themselves within the 

gates of Lord Chester's Park. She would ask 

her Grace whether any grievances had been 

stated. 

The Duchess replied that at the right moment 

the alleged grievances, if there were any, wonl<l 

be laid before the House. 

Lady Carlyon asked a.gain whether one of the 

grievances was not the custom-falsely alleged 

to be based upon religion- which compelled 

young men to marry women who were unsuit­

able and distasteful to them by reason of age, 

temper, or other incompatibility 1 

This was the signal for the most frightful 

scene of disorder ever witnessed in the House; 

for all Peeresses with husbands younger than 

themselves screamed on one side, and the young 

Peeresses on the other. After a little quiet had 

been obtained, Lady Carlyon was heard again, 

and accused the Duchess of Dunstanburgh of 

being herself the sole cause of the Insurrection. 

"It is time," she said, "to use plainness of 

speech. Let us recognise the truth that a 
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young man cannot but abhor and loathe eo 

unnatural a union as that of twenty years with 

forty, fifty, sixty. For my own part, I do not 

wonder that a man so high-spirited as Lord 

Chester should have been driven to madness. 

All in this House know well, without any pre­

tences as to the honour of Peeresses, that a 

majority in favour of the Duchess was certain. 

Can any one believe that the judgment of the 

House would have been given for the happiness 

of the young man? Can any one believe that 

he could have contemplated the proposed union 

without repugnance? We know well what the 

end of the rising may be; and of this am I well 

assured, that the blood of this unhappy boy, and 

the blood of all those who perish with him, are 

upon the head of the Duchess of Dunstanburgh." 

Then began another terrible scene, in which 

all the invective, the recrimination, the accusa­

tions, the insinuations, of which the language is 

capable, seemed gathered together and hurled at 

each other : there was no longer a Government 

and an Opposition ; there was the wrath of the 
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young, who had seen, or looked to see, the men 

they might have loved torn from them by the 

old ; there was the fury of the old, calling upon 

Religion, Law, Piety, and Order. 

Constance withdrew in the height of the bat­

tle, having said all she had to say. It was a 

clear and bright morning; the sun was already 

rising; there were little groups of women haug­

ing about the lobbies still, waiting for news. 

One of them stepped forward and saluted Con­

stance. She was a young journalist of great 

promise, and had often written leaders at Con­

stance' s suggestion. 

"Has your ladyship any more news 1" she 

asked. 

"I know nothing but what I have heard 

from . . . from the Duchess." It was by an 

effort that Constance pronounced her name. " I 

know no more." 

"We have heard more," the journalist went 

on. "We have heard from Norfolk, by a girl 

who galloped headlong into town with the in­

telligence, and is now at the War Office, that, 
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yesterday morning at nine o'clock, Lord Chester 

rode out of his Park, followed by his army, car­

rying banners, and armed with guns, pikes, and 

swords. They are said to number at present 

some two or three hundred only." 

Constance was too weary and worn with the 

night's excitement to receive this dreadful news. 

She burst into passionate tears. 

"Edward," she cried, "you rush upon certain 

death I" Then she recovered herself. " Stay I 

let me think. '\Ve must do something to allay 

the excitement. The Government will issue 

orders to keep the men at home-that is their 

first thought. We must do more : we must 

agitate for a reform. There is one concession 

that must be made. Go at once and write the 

strongest leader you ever wrote in all your life : 

treat the rebellion as of the slightest possible 

importance; do not weigh heavily upon the 

unhappy Chief; talk as little as possible about 

misguided lads; say that, without doubt, the 

men will disperse ; urge an amnesty ; and then 

strike boldly and unmistakably for the great 
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grievance of men and women both. Raise the 

Cry of ' The Young for the Young ! ' And keep 

harping on this theme from day to day." 

It was, however, too late for newspaper 

articles : a wild excitement ran through the 

streets of London ; the men were kept indoors ; 

workmen who had to go abroad were ordered 

not to stop on their way, not to speak with each 

other, nor to buy newspapers. Special constables 

were sworn in by the hundred. Later on, when 

it became known that the insurgent forces were 

really on their southward march, a proclama­

tion was issued, ordering a general day of humi­

liation, with services in all the churches, and 

prayers for the safety of Religion and the Realm. 

The Archbishop of Canterbury herself performed 

the service at Westminster Abbey, and the Bishop 

of London at St Paul's. 

Meantime, spite of law and orders, the coun­

try-people flocked from all sides to see the gal­

lant show of Lord Chester's little army. Captain 

Dunquerque led the van, which consisted of fifty 
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stalwart keepers. At the head of the main body 

rode the Chief, clad in scarlet, with glittering 

helmet; with him were the officers of his Staff, 

also gallantly dressed and splendidly mounted. 

Next came, marching in fours, his army of three 

hundred sturdy countrymen, armed with rifle 

and bayonet; after them marched the younger 

men, some mere lads, carrying guns of all de­

scriptions, pikes, and even sticks,-not one among 

these that did not carry a cockade : their banner, 

borne by two of the strongest, was of red silk, 

with the words, "We will be free ! " An im­

mense crowd of women looked on as they started: 

some of them cursed and screamed; but the girls 

laughed. Then other men of the villages broke 

away from their wives and sisters, and marched 

beside the soldiers, trying to keep in step, snatch­

ing their cockades, and shouting with them. Last 

of all came a little band of twenty-five, mounted, 

who served to keep the crowd from pressing 

too closely, and guarded a carriage and four, in 

which were the Bishop, the Professor, and the 

two girls. They sat up to their knees in scar-
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let cocka<les and rosettes, which the girls were 

making up and the Professor was distributing. 

In this order they marched. After the first 

few hours, it was found that, besides a great 

number of recruits, the army had been joined 

by at least a hundred village girls, who walked 

with them and refused to go back. They fol­

lowed their sweethearts. " Let us keep them," 

said the Professor : "they will be useful to us." 

At the next halting-place she had all these 

girls drawn up before her, and made them a 

speech. She told them that if they desired a 

hand in the great work, they might do their 

part: they would be allowed to join the army 

on condition of marching apart from the men ; 

of not interfering with them in any way; of 

doing what they were told to do, and of carry­

ing a banner. To this they readily consented, 

being, in fact, to one woman, enraged with the 

existing order of things, and caring very little 

about being the mistress if they could not have 

their own lovers. And in the end, they proved 

most valuable and useful allies. 
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Whenever they passed a house, Lord Chester 

sent half-a-dozen men to seize upon whatever 

arms they could find, and all the ammunition, 

if there was any. They had orders, also, to 

bring out the men, whom the officers inspected; 

and if there were any young fellow among them, 

they offered him a place in their ranks. A good 

many guns were got in this way, but very few 

men,-the young men of the middle class being 

singularly spiritless. They had not the healthy 

outdoor life, with riding, shooting, and athletics, 

that men of Lord Chester's rank enjoyed; nor 

had they the outdoor work and companionship 

which hardened the nerves of the farm-labourers. 

Mostly, therefore, they gazed with wonder and 

terror at the spectacle ; and on being brought 

out and harangued, meekly replied that they 

would rather stay at home, and retired amid 

the jeers of the soldiers. 

Several pleasant surprises were experienced. 

At one house, the squire, a jolly fox-hunting old 

fellow, turned out with his four sons, all well 

mounted, and brought with him a dozen good 
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rifles_ with a large supply of ammunition. The 

old follow remarked that he was sixty-five years 

of age, and had been wishing all his life, and l:lO 

had his father and his grandfather before him, 

to put an end to the intolerable upside-down 

condition of things. "And mind, my lady," 

he shouted to his wife and daughters, who were 

standing by, filled with rage and consternation, 

"you and the girls, when we get back again, 

will sing another tune, or I will know the reason 

why!" Nor wa& this the only instance. 

,vhen they marched through a village, the 

trumpets blew, the drums beat, the soldiers 

shouted and sang; then the men were brought 

out, and invited to join; the place was searched 

for arms, and the company of women ran about 

congratulating the girls of the place on the ap­

proaching abolition of Forced Marriages. 

The first day's march covered twenty miles. 

The army had passed through five villages and 

one small town; they had seized on about two 

hundred guns of all kinds, and a considerahJe 

q11antity of ammunition ; they had increased 
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their ranks by two hundred and fifty strong and 

lusty fellows. The evening was not allowed to 

be wasted in singing and shouting. Drill was 

renewed, and the new-comers taught the first 

elements of marching in step and line. For 

the first time, too, they attempted a sham fight, 

with sad blunders, as may be imagined. 

"They are good material," said the Professor, 

"but your army has yet to be formed." 

"If only," murmured Clarence, "they ·would 

listen to my preaching." 

"They have had too much preaching all their 

lives," said the Bishop. 

and preach afterwards. 

may be no bloodshed." 

"We will conquer first, 

Let us pray that there 

The second clay's march was like the first; 

but the little army was now swelling beyond all 

expectations. At the close of the second day it 

numbered a thousand, and commissariat diffi-

culties began. Here the company of women 

proved useful. They were all country girls, 

able to ride and drive; they "borrowed" the 

carts of the farmhouses, and, escorted by sol-
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diers, drove about the country requisitioning 

prov1s10ns. It became necessary to have wag­

gons : these also were borrowed, and in a short 

time the army dragged at its heels an immense 

train of waggons loaded with ammunition, pro­

visions, and stores of all kinds. For everything 

that was taken, an order for its value was left 

behind, stamped with the signature of "Chester." 

At the close of the second day's march, being 

then near Bury St Edmunds, they were two 

thousand strong ; at the end of the third, being 

on Newmarket Heath, they were five thousand; 

and here, because the place was open and the 

positicn good, a halt of three days was resolved 

upon, in which the men might be drilled, taught 

to act together, and divided into corps; also, 

sham fights would be fought, and the men, 

some of whom were little more than boys, could 

grow accustomed to the discharge of guns and 

the use of their weapons. The camp was pro­

tected by sentinels, and the cavalry scoured the 

country for recruits and information. As yet 

no sign had been made by the Government 

T 
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But on Sunday morning, being the third day of 

the halt, the scouts brought in a deputation 

from the House of Peeresses, consisting of two 

Sisters of the Holy Preaching Order, and a 

guard of twenty-five policewomen. Lord Ches­

ter and his staff rode out to meet them. 

" ·what is your message 1 " he asked. 

"The terms offered by the House to the in­

surgents," replied one of the Sisters, " are, first, 

laying down of arms, and dispersion of the 

men; secondly, the immediate submission of the 

leaders." 

"And what then ? " asked Lord Chester. 

"Justice," replied the Sister, sternly. "Now 

stand aside and let us address the men." 

Lord Chester laughed. 

"Go call -a dozen of the women's company," 

he ordered. "Now," when they came, "take 

these two Sisters, and march them through the 

camp with drum and :fife. These are the women 

who are trained to terrify the men with lying 

threats, false fears, and Yain superstitions. As 

for you policewomen, you can go back and tell 



IN THE CAMP AT CHESTER TOWERS. 291 

the House that I will myself inform them of my 

terms." 

The officers of law looked at each other. 

They saw before them spread out the white 

tents of the camp, the splendid army, the glit­

tering weapons, the brilliant uniforms, the flags, 

the noise and tumult of the camp, and they 

were afraid. Presently they beheld, with con­

sternation, the most singular procession ever 

formed. First went the clrums and fifes; then 

came, handcu:ffed, the two Holy Preaching Sis­

ters-they were clad in their sacred white roLes, 

to touch which was sacrilege ; behind them ran 

and danced the troop of village girls, shouting, 

pointing, singing their new songs about Love 

and Freedom ; and the soldiers came forth from 

their tents clapping their hands and applauding. 

But the Bishop sent word that they were to be 

stripped of their white robes and turned out of 

the camp. It was in ragged flannel petticoats 

that the poor Sisters regained their friends, and 

in wofnl plight of mind as well as of body. 

The three days' halt finished, Lord Chester 
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gave the word to advance. Aud now his army, 

he thought, was large enough to meet any number 

of Convict Wardens who might be sent against 

him. He had eight thousand men, hastily drilled, 

but full of ardour ; he had a picked corps of five 

hundred guards, consisting of his faithful game­

keepers and the men who had been always with 

gentlemen about their sports. These were good 

shots, and pretty sure to be steady even under fire. 

He had five hundred cavalry, mostly mounted 

well, and consisting of farmers' sons, officered by 

the fox-hunting squire, his four sons, and a few 

other gentlemen who had come in. The diffi­

culty now was to admit all who crowded to the 

camp. For the news had spread over all Eng­

land, and the roads were crowded with young 

fellows flying from their homes, defying the 

rural police, to join Lord Chester's camp. 

The time was come for a bold stroke. It was 

resolved to leave Jack Kennion-greatly to his 

discontent, but there was no help-behind, to 

receive recruits, and form an army of reserve. 

Lord Chester himself, with the main body and 
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Algy Dunquerque, was to press on. The boldest 

stroke of all was the surprise of London, and 

this it was decided to attempt. For by this 

time the ardour of the troops was beyond the 

most sanguine hopes of the leaders : the sub­

missiveness of three generations had disappeared 

in a week; the meek and docile lads whose 

wives received the pay, and ordered them to go 

and sit at home when there was no work to do, 

were changed into hardy, reckless, and enthusi-

astic soldiers. 

dare-devil lot. 

Turenne himself had not a more 

They were nearly all young ; 

they had never before been free for a single 

day; they rejoiced in their new companionship; 

they gloried in the sham fights, the wrestling, 

the single-stick-all the games with which the 

:fighting spirit was awakened in them. As for 

the march, it was splendid : they sang as they 

went; if they did not sing, they laughed-the 

joy of laughter was previously unknown to these 

lads. The ruling sex did not laugh among 

themselves, nor did they understand the mas­

culine yearning for mirth. In the upper classes 
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jesting was ill-bred, and in the lower it was 

irreligious. Irreligious I Why, in this short time 

the whole army had thrown off their religion. 

All over the country the men were rising and 

rushing to join Lord Chester. The great con­

spiracy was not alone answerable for this sudden 

impulse ; nor, indeed, had the conspirators been 

successful in the towns, where the spirit of the 

men had been effectually crushed by long isola­

tion. Here, however, the leaflets distributed 

among the girls bore good fruit. Not a house­

hold ia the country but was now :fiercely 

divided Letween those who welcomed the re­

Lellion and those who hated and dreaded the 

success of the men : on the one side, orthodoxy, 

age, conservatism; on the other, youth, and the 

dream of an easy life, rendered easier by the 

work and devotion of a lover. So that, though 

the towns remained outwardly quiet, they were 

ready for the occupation of the rebels. 

The army presented now an appearance very 

different from the ragged regiment which sallied 

forth from the gates of the Park. They were 
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dressed in uniform: the guards wore a dark­

green tunic-only proved shots were admitted 

into their body; the cavalry were in scarlet, tLe 

line were in scarlet; the artillery wore dark­

green. All the men were armed with rifles. 

Of course, the uniforms were not in all cases 

r.omplete, yet every day improved them; for 

among the volunteers were tailors, cobblers, and 

handicraftsmen of all kinds, whose services were 

given in their own trades. The great banner, 

with the words " We will be free ! " was carried 

after the Chief, and in the rear marched the 

company of a hundred girls, also in a kind of 

uniform, carrying their banner, "Give us back 

our sweethearts I " 

The line of march was kept as much as 

possible away from the towns, because it was 

thought advisable not to irritate the munici­

palities until the time came when they could be 

gently upset; also, the material of the men in 

the towns was not of the sturdy kind with which 

they hoped to win their battles. 

Nothing more was heard of the House of 
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Peeresses. What, then, were they doing 1 They 

were holding meetings in the morning, and 

wrangling. No one knew what to propose. 

They had sent executive officers of the law to 

the camp ; these had been contemptuously 

told to go back. They had summoned the 

leaders to lay down their arms; they had been 

informed that Lord Chester would dictate his 

own term~. They had sent Preaching Sisters,­

the most eloquent, the most persuasive, the most 

sacred: they had been stripped of their sacred 

robes, tied to a cart-tail, and driven through the 

camp by women, amid the derision of women­

actually women I What more could they do 1 
The army was reported as marching south­

wards by rapid marches, headed by Lord 

Chester. They passed Bury St Edmunds and 

Cambridge, without, however, entering the 

town. They recruited as they went; so that 

beside the regularly drilled men, now veterans 

of a fortnight or so, it was reported that the 

line of march was followed for miles by run­

away boys, apprentices, grooms, artisans, and 
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labourers, shouting for Lord Chester and for 

liberty. All these things, and worse, were 

hourly reported to the distracted House. 

"And what are we doing ? " shrieked the 

Duchess of Dunstan burgh. "What are we 

doing but talk 1 Are we, then, fallen so low, 

that at the first movement of an enemy we 

Lave nothing but tears and recrimination 1 Is 

this a time to accuse me-ME-of fo!cing the 

rebel chief into rebellion ? Is it not a time to 

act? When the rebellion is subdued, when the 

Chief is hanged, and his miserable followers 

flogged-yes, flogged at the very altars they 

have derided -let us resume the strife of 

tongues. In the name of our sex, in the name 

of our religion, let us Act." 

They looked at each other, but no one pro­

posed the only step left to them. Lady Car­

lyon was no longer among them. She would 

attend no more sittings. The clamour of 

tongues humiliated her. She sat alone in her 

house in Park Lane, thinking sadly of what 

might happen. 
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"On me," said the Duchess solemnly, "de· 

volves the duty, the painful duty, of reminding 

the House that there is but one way to meet 

rebellion. All human institutions, even when, 

like our own, they are of Divine ongm, are 

based upon-Force. Law is an idle sound 

without-Force. Duty, religion, obedience, 

rest ultimately upon-Force. These men have 

dared to band themselves together against law, 

on1er, and religion. ,Ve must remember that 

they represent a very small, a really insignifi­

cant, section of the men of this country. It is 

cheering, at this moment of gloom and distress, 

to receive by every post letters from every 

municipality in the country expressing the 

loyalty of the towns. Order reigns everywhere, 

except where this turbulent boy is leading his 

troops-to destruction. I use this word with 

the utmost reluctance ; but I must use this 

word. I say-destruction. Among the ranks 

of that army are men known to many in this 

House. My own gamekeepers, many of my own 

tenants' sons and husbands, are in that rabble-
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rout of raw, undisciplined, and imperfectly 

armed rustics. Yet I say - destruction. ·we 

have now but one thing to do. Call out our 

prison - guards, and let loose these fierce and 

angry hounds upon the foe. I wait for the 

approval of the House." 

All lifted their hands, but m silence ; for 

they were sadly conscious that they were send­

ing the gallant, if mistaken, fellows to deatli, 

and bringing sorrow upon innocent homes. 

The House separated, ancl for a while there was 

no more recrimination. The Duchess called a 

Cabinet Council, and that night messengers 

sped in all directions to bring together the 

Convict Guards - not only the two thousand 

first ordered to he in readiness, but as many 

as could be spared. It was resolved to replace 

them by men chosen from the prisoners, whose 

cases, in return for their service, should have 

favourable consideration. By forced marchc;;, 

and by seizing on every possible means of cou­

veyance, it was reckoned that they could mus­

ter some ten thousand,-all strong, desperate 
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villains, capable of anything, and a match for 

twice that number of raw village lads. 

They came up in dribblets-here a hundred 

and there a hundred-from the various prisons 

throughout the country: they were men of 

rough and coarse appearance ; they wore an 

ugly yellow uniform; they bore themselves as 

if they were ashamed of their calling, which 

certainly was the most repulsive of any; they 

showed neither ardour for the work before 

them nor any kind of fear. 

They were received by clerks of the Prison 

Department, who sent them off to camp in 

Hyde Park, where rations of some kind were 

prepared for them. The clerks showed them 

scant courtesy, which, indeed, they seemed to 

take as a matter of course ; and once established 

in their camp, they gave no trouble, keepmg 

quite to themselves, and patiently waiting 

orders. 

Three days were thus expended. 'rhe ex­

citement of the town was frightful. Busmess 

was suspended, prayers were offered at all the 
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churches every morning, the men were most 

carefully kept from associating together, con­

stables patrolled in parties of four all night 

long, and continually the post-girls came gal­

loping along the roads bringing the news. 

"They are coming, they are cc.ming ! " Oh, 

what was the Government about ? Could they 

do nothing, then? What was the use of the 

Convict Wardens, unless they were to be sent 

out to arrest the leaders, and shoot all who 

refused to disband and disperse? But there 

were not wanting ominous whispers among the 

crowds of wild talkers. What, it was asked, 

would happen if the men did come ? They 

would take the power into their own hands. 

Very good. It could not be in worse hands 

than Lady Dunstanlmrgh's. They would turn 

the women out of the Professions. Very ,vell, 

said the younger women. They only starved in 

the Professions; and if the men were in power, 

they would have to find homes and food at least 

for their sisters and wives. Let them come. 

In three days Lord Chester was at Bishop 
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Stortford. Next, he was reported to be en­

camped in Epping Forest. His cavalry had 

seized the arsenal at Enfield, which with care­

lessness incredible had been left in charge of two 

aged women. This gave him a dozen pieces of 

ordnance. He was on the march from Epping; 

he was but a few miles from London; contra­

dictory rumours and reports of all kinds flew 

wildly about; be was going to massacre, pil­

lage, and plunder everything; he was afraid 

to advance farther; he would destroy all the. 

churches; he was restrained at the last moment 

Ly respect for the faith in which he had been 

l,rongbt up; his men had mutinied ; his men 

clamoured to be led on London. All these 

reports, and more, were whispered from one to 

the other. ·what was quite certain was, that 

the Convict Wardens were all arrived, and were 

under orders to march early in the morning. 

And it was also certain, because girls who had 

nntured on the north roads bad seen them, 

that the rebels were encamped on Hampstead 

Heath, and it was mid that they were in high 
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spirits-singing, dancing, and drinking. No 

one knew how many they were- thousands 

upon thousands, and all armed 

There was little sleep in London during that 

night. The married women remained at home 

to calm the excitement of the men, now getting 

beyond their control. The unmarried women 

flocked by thousands to Hyde Park to look 

at the tents of the Convict "\Vardens, now 

called the Army of Avengers. In every tent 

eight men ; more than a thousand tents; ten 

thousand men; the fiercest, bravest, most ex­

perienced of men. ·what a lesson, what a 

terrible lesson, would the rebels learn next 

morning I 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE NIGHT BEFORE THE BATTLE, 

IT was evening when the rebel leader stood 

upon the heights of Hampstead and looked before 

him, by the light of the setting sun, upon the 

hazy and indistinct mass of the great city which 

he was come to conquer. Behintl him his ten 

thousand men, with twice ten thousand fol­

lowers, were erecting their tents and setting 

up the camp with a mighty bustle, noise, and 

clamour. Yet there was no confusion. Thanks 

to the administrative capacity of Algy Dun­

querque, all was done in order. The Professor, 

who had left her carriage, stood beside Lord 

Chester. He was dismounted, and, with the 

aid of a glass, was trying to make out familiar 
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towers in the golden mist that rested upon the 

great city. 

"So far, my lord, we have sped well," she 

said, softly. 

He started at her voice. 

"Well indeed, my dear Professor," he re­

plied. "I would to-morrow were over." 

"Fear not ; your men will answer to your call." 

"I do not fear. They are brave fellows. 

Yet-to think that their blood must be spilt I" 

"There spoke Lord Chester of the past, not 

the gallant Prince of the present. Why, what 

if a few hundreds of dead men strew this field 

to-morrow, provided the Right prevails 1 Of 

what good is a man's life to him, if he does not 

give it for the sacred cause 1 To give a life­

why, it is to lend a thing; to hasten the slow 

course of time ; to make the soul take at a 

single leap the immortality which comes to 

others so slowly. Fear not for the blood of 

martyrs, my lord." 

'' You always cheer and comfort me, Pro­

fessor." 
u 
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"It is because I am a woman," she replied. 

"Let me fulfil the highest function of my sex." 

They were interrupted by an aide-de-camp, 

who came galloping across the Heath. 

"From Captain Dunquerque, my lord," he 

began. "The Convict ·wardens are encamped 

in force in Hyde Park; they number ten thou~ 

sand, and have got thirty guns ; they march 

to-morrow morning." 

" Very good," said the Chief; and the young 

officer fell back. 

" Ten thousand strong ! " said the Professor. 

"Then they have left the prisons almost without 

a guard. ·when these are dispersed, where will 

they find a new army 1 They are delivered into 
your hands." 

Hampstead Heath may be approached by two 

or three roads: there is the direct road up Hav­

erstock Hill; or there is the way by the Gospel 

Oak and the Vale of Health ; or, again, there is 

the road from the north, or that from Highgate. 

But the way by which the Convict Wardens would 

march from Hyde Park was most certainly that 
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of Haverstock Hill; and they would cmergu 

upon the Heath by the narrow road known as 

Holly Hill, Heath Street, and the Grove,-prob­

ably by all three. Or they might attempt the 

upper part of the Heath by the Vale of Health. 

The plan of battle was agreed to with very 

little debate, because it was simple. 

The cannon, loaded with grape-shot and masked 

by bushes, were drawn up to command these 

three streets. 

Behind the cannon the Guards were to lie, 

ready to spring to their feet and send in a vol­

ley after the first discharge of grape-shot. 

The cavalry were to be posted among the 

trees, on the spot called after a once famous 

tavern which formerly stood there-Jack Straw's 

Castle; the infantry, now divided into five bat­

talions, each two thousand strong, were to lie in 

their places behind the Guards. These simple 

arrangements made, the Chief rode into the 

camp to encourage the men. 

They needed little encouragement : the men 

were in excellent spirits ; the news that they 
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would have to fight those enemies of mankind, 

the Convict Wardens, filled them with joy. Not 

one among them all but had some friend, some 

relation, immured within the gloomy prisons, 

for disobedience, mutiny, or violence ; some had 

themselves experienced the rigours of imprison­

ment, and the tender mercies of the ruffians who 

were allowed to maintain discipline with rod 

and lash, rifle and bayonet. These were the 

men who were coming out to shoot them down I 

Very good ; they should see. 

Lord Chester and his Staff rode about the 

camp, making speeches, cheering the men, drink­

ing with them, and encouraging them. Their 

liberties, he told them, were in their own hand : 

one victory, and the cause was won. Then he 

inspired them with contempt as well as hatred 

for their opponents. They were men who could 

shoot down a flying prisoner, but had never 

stood face to face with a foe: they were coming 

out, expecting to find a meek herd, who would 

fly at the first shot; in their place they would 

meet an army of Englishmen. The men shouted 
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and cheered : their spirit was up. And later 

on, about ten o'clock, a strange thing happened. 

No one ever knew how it began, or who set it go­

ing; but from man to man the word was passed. 

Then all the army rose to their feet, and shouted 

for joy ; then the company of girls came, and 

shed tears among them, but for joy ; and some, 

including the girl they had called Susan, fell 

upon the necks of their old sweethearts, and 

kissed them, bidding them be brave, and fight 

like men; and those who were old men wept, 

because this good thing had come too late for 

them. 

For the word was-DIVORCE I 

The young men, they said, were to abandon 

the wives they had been forced to marry. With 

Victory they were to win Love l 

It was about ten o'ciock when Lord Chester 

sought the Bishop's tent. He had just con­

cluded an Evening Service, and was sitting with 

his wife, his daughters, and Clarence Veysey. 

With the Chief came Algernon Dunquerque. 

" We are here," said Lord Chester, "for a few 
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words-it may be of farewell. My Lord Bishop, 

are you contented with your pupils~" 

"I give you all," he said, solemnly, "my 

l1lessing. Go on and prosper. But as we may 

fail, and so die, because victory is not of man, 

let those who have aught to say to each other 

say it now." 

Algernon spoke first, though all looked at 

each other. 

" I love your daughter Faith. 

consent, my Lord Bishop, before 

fight." 

Give us your 

we go out to 

The Bishop took the girl by the hand, and 

gave her to the young man, saying, "Blessed be 

thou, 0 my daughter I" 

Then Clarence Veysey spoke likewise, and 

asked for Grace ; and with such words did the 

father give her to him. 

"Now," said Algernon, "there needs no more. 

If we fall, we fall together." 

"Yes," said Grace, quietly, "we should not 
survive the Cause." 

"I hope," said Lord Chester, smiling gravely, 
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" that one of you will live at least long 

enough to take my last message to Lady Car­

lyon. You will tell her, Grace, or you, my 

dear Professor, that my last thought was for 

her." But as he spoke the curtain of the tent 

was pulled aside, and Constance herself stood 

before them. 

She was pale, and tears were m her eyes. 

She wore a riding-habit; but it was covered 

with dust. 

"Edward!" she cried. '' Fly ... fly •.. 

while there is time I All of you fly ! " 

" \Vhat is it, Constance '? How came you 

here 1" 

"I came because I can bear it no longer. I 
came to warn you, and to help your escape, if 
that may be. The Duchess has issued a warrant 

for my arrest, -for High Treason: that is noth­

ing," with a proud gesture. "They will say 

I ran away from the warrant: that is false. 

Edward, your life is gone unless you are twenty 

miles from London to-morrow I" 

"Come, Constance," said the Professor, "you 
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are hot and tired. Rest a little ; drink some 
water; take breath. We are prepared, I think. 
for all that you can tell us." 

"Oh no! . . . no! . . . you cannot be. 
Listen I They have ten thousand Convict 
vVardens in Hyde Park . . . " 

" We know this," said Algernon. 
"Who will attack you to-morrow." 
"We know this too." 
"Their orders are to shoot down all without 

parley; all-do you bear?- who are found 
with arms. The Chiefs are to be taken to the 
Tower!" she shuddered. 

"We know all this, Constance," said Lord 
Chester. 

" You know it ! and you can look uncon­
cerned 1" 

"Not unconcerned entirely, but resigned per­
haps, and even hopeful." 

"Edward, what can you do 1" 
"If they have orders to shoot all who do not 

fly, my men, for their part, haYe orders not to 
fly, but to shoot all who stand in their way." 
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"Your men 1 Poor farm -labourers! what 

can they do ? " 

"Wait till morning, Constance, and you shall 

see. Is there anything else you can tell me ? " 

" Yes. After the Wardens have dispersed the 

rebels, the Horse Guards are to be ordered out 

to ride them down." 

" Oh I " said Lord Chester. "Well . . . after 

we are dispersed, we will consider the question 

of the riding down. Then we need not expect 

the Horse Guards to-morrow morning ? " 

"No; they will come afterwards." 

"Thank you, Constance; you have given me 

one piece of intelligence. I confess I was uncer­

tain about the Guards. And now, dear child," 

-he called her, the late Home Secretary, "dear 

child,"-" as this is a solemn night, and we have 

much to think of and to do . . . one word 

before we part. Constance, you have by this 

act of yours cast in your lot with us, because 

you thought to save my life. Everything is 

risked upon to-morro~v's victory. If we fail we 

die. Are you ready to die with me?" 
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She made no reply. The old feeling, the 

overwhelming force of the man, made her cheek 

white and her heart faint. She held out her 

hands. 

He took her-before all those witnesses-in 

his arms, and kissed her on the forehead. " Stay 

with us, my darling," he whispered; "cast in 

your lot with mine." 

She had no power to resist, none to refuse. 

She was conquered; Man was stronger than 

'Woman. 

" Children," said the Bishop, solemnly, " you 

shall not die, but live." 

Constance started. She knew not this kind 

of language, which was borrowed from the Books 

of the Ancient Faith. 

" There are many things," said the Rishop, 

"of which you know not yet, Lady Carlyon. 

After to-morrow we will instruct you. Mean­

time it is late; the Chief has business; I ·would 

Le alone. Go you with my daughters and rest, 

if you can, until the morning." 

The very atmosphere seemed strange to Con-
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stance : the young men in authority, the women 

submissive; this old man speaking as if he were 

a learned divine, reverend, grave, and accus­

tomed to be heard; and, ontside, the voices of 

men singing, of arms clashing, of music playing, 

-all the noise of a camp before it settles into 

rest for the night. 

"Can they," Constance whispered to Grace 

Ingleby, looking round her outside the tent­

" will they dare to :fight these terrible and cruel 

Convict Wardens 1 " 
"Oh, Lacly Carlyon!" Grace replied, "you 

do not know, you cannot guess, what wonderful 

things Lord Chester has done with the men in 

the last fortnight. From poor, obedient slaves, 

he has made them men indeed." 

"Men I" Constance saw that she could not 

understand the word in the sense to which she 

had been accustomed. 

"Surely you kno,v," Grace went on, "that 

our object is more than we have ventured to 

proclaim. We began with the cry of 'Youth 

for· the Young.' That touched a grievance 
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which was more felt, perhaps, in country dis­

tricts, where men retained some of their inde­

pendence, than in towns. But we meant very 

much more. We shall abolish the Established 

Church, and the Supremacy of Woman. Man 

will reign once more, and will worship, after the 

manner of his ancestors, the real living Divine 

Man, instead of the shadowy Perfect Woman." 

"Oh I" Constance heard and trembled. 

"And we-what shall we do?" 

" We shall take our own place-we shall be 

the housewives ; we shall be loving and faithful 

servants to men, and they will be our servants 

in return. Love knows no mastery. Yet man 

must rule outside the house." 

" Oh I " Constance could say no more. 

" Believe me, this is the true place of woman ; 

she is trne giver of happiness and love; she is 

the mother and the wife. As for us, we have 

reigned and tried to rule. How much we have 

failed, no one knows better than yourself." 

Grace guided her companion to a great mar­

quee, where the company of girls, sobered now, 
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and rather tearful, because their sweethearts 

were to go a-fighting in earnest on the morrow, 

were making lint and bandages. 

" I must go on with my work," said Grace. 

Her sister Faith was already in her place, tear­

ing, cutting, and shaping. " Do you lie down ; 

here is a pile of lint-make that your bed, and 

sleep if you can." 

Constance lay down; but she could not sleep. 

She already heard in imagination the tramp of 

the cruel Convict ·wardens; she saw her lover 

and his companions shot down ; she was herself 

a prisoner; then, with a cry, she sprang to her 

feet 

" Give me some work to do," she said to 

Grace ; " I cannot sleep." 

They made a place for her, Grace and Faith 

between them, saying nothing. 

By this time the girls were all silent, and 

some were crying; for the day was dawning­

the day when these terrible preparations of lint 

would be used for poor wounded men. 

When, about half-past five, the first rays of 
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the September sun poured into the mar<Jueo 

upon the group of women, Grace sprang to her 

feet, crying aloud in a kind of ecstasy. 

"The day has come-the day is here! Oh, 

what can we do but pray I" 

She threw herself upon her knees and prayed 

aloud, while all wept and sobbed. 

Constance knelt with the rest, but the prayer 

touched her not. She was only sad, while Grace 

sorrowed with faith and hope. 

Then Faith Ingleby raised her sweet strong 

voice, and, with her, the girls sang together a 

hymn which was unknown to Constance. It 

began-

" Awake, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily course of duty rr..n." 

This act of worship and submission done, they 

returned to their work. Outside, the camp be­

gan gradually to awaken. Before six o'clock 

th0 fires were lit, and the men's breakfast was 

getting ready; by seven o'clock everything 

was done - tents struck, arms piled, men 

accoutred. 
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Constance went out to look at the strangQ 

sight of the rebel army. Her heart beat when 

she looked upon the novel scene. 

Regiments were forming, companies march­

ing into place, flags flying, drums beating, and 

trumpets calling. And the soldiers I-saw one 

ever such men before 1 They were marching, 

heads erect and flashing eyes; the look of sub­

mission gone-for ever. Yes; these men might 

be shot down, but they could never be reduced 

to their old condition. 

"There is-the Chief," said Faith Ingleby. 

He stood without his tent, his Staff about 

him, looking round him. Authority was on his 

brow; he was indeed, Constance felt with sink­

ing heart, that hitherto incredible thing- a 

l\fan in command. 

""\Ye girls have no busines~ here," said Faith ; 

"let us get back to our tent." 

But as she spoke, Lord Chester saw them ; 

and leaving his Staff, he walked across the 

Heath, bearing his sword in his hand, followed 

by Algernon Dunquerque. 
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"Constance," he said, gravely, "buckle my 

sword for me before the battle." 

She did it, trembling and tearful. Then, 

while Faith Ingleby did the same office for 

Algernon, he took her in his arms and kissed 

her lips in the sight of all the army. Every 

man took it as a lesson for himself. He was to 

fight for love as well as liberty. A deafening 

shout rent the air. 

Then Lord Chester sprang upon his horse and 

rode to the front. 

Everything was now in readiness. The can­

non, masked by bushes, were protected by the 

pond in front; on either side were the Guards 

ready to lie down; behind them, the regiments, 

massed at present, but prepared for open order; 

and in the trees could Le seen the gleaming 

helmets and swords of the cavalry. 

"Let us go to my father," said Faith; "he 

and Clarence will pray for us." 

"Algy," said Lord Chester, cheerfully, "what 

are you thinking of 1" 
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" I was thinking how sorry Jack Kennion 

will be to have missed this day." 

And then there happened the most remark­

able, the most surprising thing in the whole of 

this surprising campaign. There was a move­

ment among the men in front, followed by loud 

laughing and shouting; and then a party of 

girls, some of the Company of women which 

followed the army, came flying across the Heath 

breathless, because they had run all the way 

from Marble Arch to convey their news. 

"They have run away, my lord l " they cried 

all together. 

"·who have run away 1" 

"The Army of Avengers-the Convict Ward­

ens. They have all run away, and there is not 

one left." 

"Run away 1 What does it mean 1 Why 

did they run away 1" 
Then the girls looked at each other and 

laughed, but were a little ashamed, because 

x 
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they were not quite sure how the Chief would 

take it. 

"It seemed such a pity," said one of them, 

presently, " that any of our own brave fellows 

should be killed." 

"Such a dreadful pity," they murmured. 

"And by such cruel men.'' 

"Such cruel, horrible men," they echoed. 

" So that we . . . we stole into the camp 

when they were asleep and we frightened them; 

and they all ran away, leaving their arms be­

hind them." 

Lord Chester looked at Captain Dunquerque. 

" Woman's wit," he said. " ,v ould you and 

I have thought of such a trick 1 Go, girls, tell 

the Bishop." 

But Algy looked earl. 

" And after all this drilling," he said, with a 

sigh, "and all our shouting, there is to be no 

fighting ! " 
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CH APTER XIV. 

THE ARMY OF AVENGERS. 

THE awful nature of the crisis, and the strange­

ness of the sight, kept the streets in the neigh­

bourhood of the Camp in Hyde Park full of 

women, young and old. They roamed about 

among the tents, looking at the sullen faces of 

the men, examining their arms, and gazing upon 

them curiously, as if they were wild beasts. Not 

one among them expressed the least friendliness 

or kind feeling. The men were regarded by 

those who paid them, as well as by the rebels, 

with undisguised loathing. 

About midnight the crowd lessened; at two 

o'clock, though there were still a few stragglers, 

most of the curious and anxious politicians had 

gone home to bed ; at three, some of them still 
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remained; at four - the darkest and deadest 

time of an autumn night-all were gone home, 

every special constable even, and the Camp was 

left in silence, the men in their tents, and 

asleep. 
There still remained, however, a little crowd 

of some two or three dozen girls ; they were 

collected together about the Marble Arch. They 

had formed, during the evening, part of the 

crowd; but now that this was dispersed, they 

seemed to gather together, and to talk in 

whispers. Presently, as if some resolution was 

arrived at, they all poured into the Park, and 

entered the sleeping Camp. 

The men were lying down, mostly asleep ; but 

they were not undressed, so as to be ready for 

their early march. No sentries were on duty, 

nor was there any watch kept. 

Presently the girls found, in the darkness, a 

cart containing drums. They seized them ancl 

began drumming with all their might. Then 

they separated, and ran about from tent to tent; 

they pulled and haled the sleepers, startled 
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by the drums, into terrified wakefulness ; they 

cried, as soon as their men were wide awake, 

~' Wake up all !-wake up !-run for your lives! 

-the rebels will be on us in ten minutes! 

They are a hundred thousand strong : run for 

your lives I-they have sworn to hang every 

Convict W ardcn who is not shot. Oh, run, run, 

run ! " Then they ran to the next tent, and 

similarly exhorted its sleepers. Consider the 

effect of this nocturnal alarm. The men slept 

eight in a tent. There were about thirty girls, 

and somewhat more than a thousand tents. It 

is creditable to the girls that the thirty made 

so much noise that they seemed like three thou­

sand to the startled soldiers. To be awakened 

suddenly in the dead of night, to be told that 

their enemies were upon them, to hear cries and 

screams of warning, with the beating of drums, 

produced exactly the consequences that were 

expected. The men, who had no experience of 

collective action, who had no officers, who had 

no heart for their work, were bewildered ; they 

ran about here and there, asking where was the 
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enemy: then shots were heard, for the girls 

fotmd the rifles and fired random shots in the 

.air ; and then a panic followed, and they flecl­

flecl in wild terror, running in every direction, 

leaving their guns behind them in the tents, so 

that in a quarter of an hour there was not one 

single man of all the Army of Avengers left in 

the Camp. 

The orders were that the march should begin 

about six o'clock in the morning-that is, as 

soon after sunrise as was possiLle. 

It was also ordered that the Army of Avengers 

should be followed by the Head of the Police 

Department, Lady Princetown, with her assis­

tant secretaries, clerks, and officers, and that 

they should be supplied with tumbrils for the 

conveyance to prison of any who might escape 

the vengeance prepared for them and be taken 

prisoners. 

At a quarter past six o'clock an orderly clerk 

proceeded to the Camp. To her great joy the 

Camp was empty; she did not observe the guns 
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lying about, but as there were no men visible, 

she concluded that the Army was already on the 

march. She returned and reported the fact. 

Then the order of the Police Procession was 

rapidly arranged ; and it too followed, as they 

thought, the march of the Avengers. 

By this time a good many women were in 

the streets or at the windows of the houses. 

l\fost of the streets were draped with black 

hangings, in token of general shame and woe 

that man should be found so inexpressibly 

guilty. The church bells tolled a knell; a ser­

vice of humiliation was going on in all of them, 

but men were not allowed to participate. It 

was felt that it was safer for them to be at 

home. Consequently, the strange spectacle of 

a whole city awake and ready for the day's 

work, without a single man visible, was, for one 

morning only, seen in London. 

The Police Procession formed in "Whitehall, 

and slowly moved north. It was headed by 

Lady Princetown, riding, with her two assistant 

secretaries ; after them came the chief clerks 
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and senior clerks of the Department, followed by 

the messengers, police constables, and servants, 

who walked; after them followed, with a horrible 

grumbling and grinding of wheels, the six great 

black tumbrils intended for the prisoners. 

The march was through Regent Street, Oxford 

Street, the Tottenham Court Road, Chalk Farm, 

and so up Haverstock Hill. Everywhere the 

streets were lined with women, who looked after 

the dreadful signs of punishment with pity and 

terror, even though they acknowledged the jus­

tice and necessity of the step. 

These men, they told each other, had torn 

down Religion, scoffed at things holy, and pro­

claimed divorce where the husband had been 

forced to marry ; they pretended that theirs 

was the right to rule; they were going to de­

stroy every social institution. Should such 

wretches be allowed to live ? 

Yet, always, the whisper, the susp1c10n, the 

doubt, the question, put not in words, but by 

looks and gestures,-'' ·what have we women 

done that we should deserve to rule ? and 
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which among us does not know that the Re­

ligion of the Perfect ·woman was only invented 

by ourselves for the better suppression of man? 

\Vho believes it 1 \Vhat have we done with 

Love 1" 

And the sight, the actual sight, of those offi­

cers of law going forth to bring in the prisoners, 

was a dreadful thing to witness. 

Meantime, what were the Army of Avengers 

doing 1 
Slaughtering, shooting down, bayoneting, no 

doubt. No farther off than the heights of 

Hampstead their terrible work was going on. 

It spoke well for the zeal of these devoted sol­

diers that they had marched so early in the 

morning that no one had seen them go by. 

Very odd, that no one at all had seen them. 

\Vould Lord Chester escape? And what-oh 

what I-would be done with Lady Carlyon, Pro­

fessor Ingleby and her two daughters, and the 

crowd of girls who had flocked to London with 

the rebels 1 Hanging-mere hanging-was far 

too good for them. Let them be tortured. 
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The Procession reached the top of Haverstock 
Hill. Hampstead Hill alone remained. In a 
short time the relentless Lady Princetown would 
be on the field of action. Strange, not only 
that no sign of the Army had been seen, but 
that no firing had been heard ! Could Lord 
Chester have fled with all his men 1 

Now just before the Police Procession reached 
the Heath, they were astonished by a clattering 
of mounted soldiers, richly dressed and gallantly 
armed, who rode down the narrow streets of the 
town and surrounded them. They were a de­
tachment of cavalry headed by Captain Dun­
querque, who saluted Lady Princetown laugh­
mg. All the men laughed too. 

"I have the honour," he said, "to invite your 
ladyship to take a seat in a tumbril. You are 
my prisoner." 

"·where-where-where is the Army 1" 
"You mean the Convict 1,N ardens 1 They fled 

before daylight. Come, my lads, time presses." 
They were actually in the hands of the 

enemy I 
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In a few moments the whole of the Chiefs of 

the great Police Department were being driven 

in the rumbling black tumbrils, followed by the 

Lancers, towards the rebel camp. They looked 

at each in sheer despair. 

"As for you women," said Captain Dun­

querque, addressing the clerks and constables, 

" you can go free. Disperse ! Vanish ! " 

He left them staring at each other. Presently 

a few turned and hurried down the Hill to 

spread the news. But the greater part followed 

timidly, but spurred by curiosity, into the Camp. 

Here, what marvels met their eyes I 

Men, such as they had uever dreamed of, 

bravely dressed, and bearing themselves with 

a gallant masterfulness which frightened those 

who saw it for the first time. Presently a 

trumpet blew and the men fell in. Then the 

astonished women saw that wonderful thing, 

the evolutions of an army. The regiments were 

drawn up in a great hollow square. At one 

corner stood the fatal black tumbril with Lady 

Princetown and her aides sitting dolefully and 



332 TIIE REVOLT OF MAN. 

in amazement. Bands of music stood m the 

centre. Presently Lord Chester, the Chief, rode 

in with his Staff, and the bands broke out in 

triumphal strains. 

" Men of England ! " he cried, " our enemies 

have fled. There is no longer any opposition. 

"\Ve march on London immediately." 

The shouts of the soldiers rent the air. When 

silence was possible, the Bishop, venerable in 

lawn-sleeves and cassock, spoke-

" I proclaim Edward, sometime called Earl 

of Chester, lawful hereditary King of Great 

Britain and Ireland. God save the King!" 

Then the officers of the Staff did homage, 

bending the knee and kissing the hand of their 

Sovereign. And the bands struck up again, 

playing the old and wellnigh forgotten air 

"God save the King I" And the soldiers 

shouted again. And Lady Princetown saw, 

indeed, that the supremacy of women was gone. 

Then the march on London was resumed. 

After the advance-cavalry came the Guards, 
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preceding and following the King. Before him 

was borne the Royal Standard, made long ago 

for such an occasion by Grace and Faith Ingleby. 

The bands played and the soldiers sang " God 

save the King" along the streets. The houses 

were crowded with women's faces-some anxious, 

some sad, some angry, some rejoicing, but all 

frightened ; and the wrath of those who were 

wrathful waxed fiercer when the company of 

girls followed thJ soldiers, dressed in " loyal " 

ribbons and such finery as they could com­

mand, and singing, like the men, "God save 

the King." 

The House of Peeresses was sitting in per­

n~ anence. Some of the ladies had been sitting 

all night; a few had fallen asleep ; a few more 

had come to the House early, unable to keep 

away. They all looked anxious and haggard. 

At nine o'clock the :first of the fugitives from 

the Police Procession arrived, and brought the 

dreadful news that the Army of Avengers had 

dispersed without striking a blow, that Lady 
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Princctown was a prisoner, and that the rebels 

would probably march on London without delay. 

Then the Duchess of Dunstanburgh informed 

the terror-stricken House that she had ordered 

out the three regiments of Guards. They were 

to be hurled, she said, at the rebels; they would 

serve to harass and keep them in check while a 

new army was gathered together. She exhorted 

the Peeresses to remain calm and collected, and, 

above all, to be assured that there was not the 

slightest reason for alarm. 

Alas I the barracks were empty I 

·what, then, had become of the Guards? 

At the first news of the dispersion of the 

Avengers, the wives of the Guardsmen, acting 

with one common consent, made for the barracks 

and dragged away the soldiers, every woman her 

own husband to her own home, where she defied 

the clerks of the ·war Office, who rushed about 

trying to get the men together. For greater 

safety the women hid away the boots-those 

splendid boots without which the Horse Guards 

would be but as common men. Of the three 
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thousand, there remained only two orphan 

drummer-boys and a sergeant, a widower with­

out sisters. To hurl this remnant against Lord 

Chester was manifestly too absurd even for the 

clerks of the "\Var Office. Besides, they refused 

to go. 

On the top of this dreadful news, the House 

was informed by the Chancellor that the officers 

sent to carry out the arrest of Lady Carlyon 

reported that her ladyship had fled, and was 

now in Lord Che!ilter's camp with the rebels. 

What next 1 

" The next thing, ladies," said a middle-aged 

Peeress who had been conspicuous all her life 

for nothing in the world except an entire want 

of interest in political questions, "is that our 

reign 1s over. Man has taken the power in 

his own hands. For my own part, I am only 

astonished that he has waited so long. It 

needed nothing but the courage of one young 

fellow to light the fire with a single spark. I 

propose that a vote of thanks be passed to 

her Grace the Duchess of Dunstanburgh, whose 
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attempt to marry a man young enough to be 

her great-grandson has been the cause of this 

House's overthrow." 

She sat down, and the Duchess sprang to her 

feet, crying out that the House was insulted, and 

that these traitorous words should be taken down. 

"·we shall all be taken down ourselves," 

replied the noble lady who had spoken, "before 

many hours. Can we not devise some means 

of dying gracefully? At least let us spare 

ourselves the indignity of being hustled down 

the steps of Westminster Hall, as the unlucky 

Department of Police has been this mornmg 

hustled on Hampstead Heath." 

Several proposals were made. It was pro­

posed to send a deprc.tation of religion. But 

the Preaching Sisters had been rejected with 

scorn, when the army was still small and hesi­

tating. What would happen, now that they 

were victorious ? It was proposed that they 

should send a thousand girls, young, beautiful, 

and richly dressed, to make overtures of peace, 

and charm the men back to their allecriance. 
0 
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The young Lady Dunlop - aged eighteen -

icily replied, that they would not get ten 

girls to go on such an errand. 

It was proposed, again, that they should 

send a messenger offering to treat prelimin­

aries on Hampstead Hill. The messenger was 

despatched-she was the Clerk of the House­

but she never came back. 

Then the dreadful news arrived that the con­

queror had assumed the title of King, and was 

marching with all his forces to 1.Vestminster, in 

order to take over the reins of power. 

At this intelligence, which left nothing more 

to be expected but complete overthrow, the 

Peeresses cowered. 

"As everything is gone," said the middle­

aged lady who had first expressed her opinion, 

'' and as the streets will be extremely uncom­

fortable until these men settle down, I shall go 

home and stay there. And I should recommend 

your ladyships to do the same, and to keep 

your daughters at home till they can learn to 

behave-as they have tried to make the men 
y 
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behave. My dears, submission belongs to the 
sex who do none of the work." 

She got up and went away, followed by about 
half the House. About a hundred Peeresses 
were left. 

"I," said the Dnchess of Dunstan burgh, 
"shall remain with the Chancellor till I am 
carried out." 

"I," said the Chancellor, "shall remam to 
protest against the invasion of armed men 
and the trampling upon law." 

"And I," said young Lady Dunlop, loud 
enough to be heard all over the House, "shall 
remain to sec Lord Chester-I mean, his Ma­
jesty the King. He is a handsome fellow, and 
of course Constance will be his Queen." 

" Ladies," said the Duchess, dignified and 
austere to the last, " it is at least our duty 
to make a final stand for religion." 

Lady Dunlop scoffed. " Religion ! " she 
cried. "Have we not had enough of that non­
sense 1 Which of us believes any more in the 
Church 1 Even men have ceased to believe-
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especially since they were called upon to marry 

their grandmothers. The Perfect "\Y oman I 

Why, we are ourselves the best educated, the 

best bred, the best born-and look at us! As 

for me, I shall go over to Lord Chester's religion, 

and in future worship the Perfect Man, if he 

likes to order it so." 

The Duchess made no reply. She had re­

ceived so many insults; such dreadful things 

had been said ; her cherished faiths, prejudices, 

and traditions had been so rudely attacked, 

-that all her forces were wanted to maintain 

her dignity. She sat now motionless, expec­

tant, haggard. The game was played out. She 

had lost. She would have no more power. 

It was then about half-past three in the after­

noon. They waited in silence, these noble ladies, 

like the Senators of Rome when the Gaul was 

in the streets-without a word. Before long the 

tramp of feet and the clatter of arms were heard 

in Westminster Hall. 

The very servants and officers, the clerks, of 

the House, had run away ; there was not a 
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woman m the place except themselves: the 

House looked deserted already. 

There hung behind the Chancellor a heavy 

curtain, rich with gold and lace; no one in that 

House had ever seen the curtain drawn. Yet 

it was known that behind it stood the image 

in marble of the only Sovereign acknowledged 

by the House-the Perfect Woman. 

When the trampling of feet was heard in 

\Vestminster Hall, the Duchess of Dunstan burgh 

rose and slowly walked-she seemed ten years 

older-towards this curtain : when the doors of 

the House were thrown open violently, she stood 

beside the Chancellor, her hand upon the curtain. 

Tan-ta-ra-ta-ra ! A flourish of trumpets, and 

the trumpeters stood aside. 

The Guards came after, marching up the floor 

of the House. They formed a lane. Then came 

the Bishop in his robes, preceded by his chap­

lain, the Rev. Clarence Veysey, surpliccd, car­

rying a Book upon a velvet cushion; then the 

officers of the Staff with drawn swords· last 
' ' 

in splendid dress and flowing robes, the King 
himself. 
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As he entered, the Duchess drew aside the 

curtain and revealed, standing in pure white 

marble, with undraped limbs, wonderful be­

yond expression, the Heaven-descended figure 

of the Perfect ·woman. 

" Behold I " she cried. " Reve1·e the Di vine 

Effigy of your Goddess." 

'l'he young priest in surplice and cassock 

sprang upon the platform on which the figure 

stood and hurled it upon the floor. It fell 

upon the marble pavement with a crash. 

"So fell the great God Dagon," he cried. 

Then no more remained. The ladies rose 

with a shriek, and in a moment the House 

was empty. It is not too much to say that 

the Duchess scuttled. 

And while the King took his place upon the 

throne, the bands struck up again, the soldiers 

shouted, volleys of guns were fired for joy, and 

the bells were rung. 

Strange to say, the dense crowd which 

gathered about the army of victory outside 

the Hall consisted almost wholly of women. 
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CONCLUSION. 

THE Great Revolution was thus accomplished. 

No woman was insulted : there was no pillage, 

no licence, no ill treatment of anybody, no 

revenge. The long reign of woman, if it had 

not destroyed the natural ferocity and fighting 

energy of men, had at least taught them respect 

for the weaker sex. 

The next steps, are they not written in the 

Books of the Chronicles of the country 1 

A few things remain to be noted. 

Thu~ because the streets were crowded with 

women come out to see, to lament, sometimes 

to curse, a proclamation was made ordering all 

women to keep within doors for the present, ex­

cept such as were sent out to exercise children, 

and such as received permission for special 
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purposes: they were forbidden the right of pub· 

lie meeting; the newspapers were stopped ; re­

ligious worship of the old kind was prohibited. 

These apparently harsh and arbitrary meas­

ures, rendered necessary by the refractory and 

mutinous conduct of the lower classes of women, 

who resented their deposition, were difficult to 

enforce, and required that every street should 

be garrisoned. To do this, thirty thousand 

additional men were needed : these were sent 

up by Jack Kennion, who had recruited double 

that number. As the women refused to obey, 

and it was impossible to use violence towards 

them, the men were ordered to turn the hose 

upon them. This had the desired effect ; and 

a few draggled petticoats, lamentable in them­

selves, proved sufficient to clear the streets. 

Then the word was given to bring out all the 

men and parade them in districts. Indeed, 

before this order, there were healthy and en­

couraging signs on all sides that the spirit of 

revolt was spreading even in the most secluded 

h >mes. 
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The men who formed the first army were 

entirely country born and bred. They had 

been accustomed to work together, and freedom 

became natural to them from the first. The 

men whom the Order of Council brought out of 

the houses of London were chiefly the men of 

the middle class-the most conventional, the 

worst educated, the least valuable of any. They 

lacked the physionl advantages of the higher 

classes and of the lower; they were mostly, in 

spite of the laws for the Promotion of Health 

and Strength of Man, a puny, sickly race; they 

had been taught a trade, for instance, which 

it was not considered genteel to practise; they 

,,ere not allowed to work at any occupation 

which brought in money, because it was fool­

ishly considered ungentlemanly to work for 

money, or to invade, as it was called, woman's 

Province of Thought. Yet they had no money 

and no dot; they had very little hope of marry­

ing; and mostly they lounged at home, peev­

ish, unhappy, ignorantly craving for the life of 
occupation. 
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Yet when the day of deliverance came, they 

were almost forcibly dragged out of the house, 

showing the utmost reluctance to go, and cling­

ing like children to their sisters and mothers. 

"Alas ! " cried the women, " you will find 

yourselves among monsters and murderers, who 

have destroyed Religion and Government. Poor 

boys! ·what will be your fate 1" 

They were brought in companies of a hun­

dred each before the officers of the Staff. At 

first they were turned out to camp in Hyde 

Park and other open places, where the best 

among them, finding themselves encouraged to 

cheerfulness, and in no way threatened or ill 
treated by these monsters, began to fraternise, 

to make friends, to practise gymnastics, to 

entertain rivalries, and in fact to enter into 

the body corporate. To such as these, who 

were quickly picked out from the ignoble herd, 

this new life appeared by no means disagree­

able. They even began to listen to the words 

of the new Prnachers, and the doctrines of the 

new Religion; they turned an obedient ear to 
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the exhortations of those who exposed the in­

efficacy of the old Government. Finally, they 

were promoted to work of all kinds in the 

public departments, or were enlisted in the 

Army. It presently became the joy of these 

young fellows to go home and show their new 

ideas, their new manners, their new uniforms, 

and their new religion, to the sisters whose rule 

they acknowledged no longer. 

There came next the feeble youths who had 

not the courage to shake off the old chains, or 

the braius to adopt the new teaching. These 

poor creatures could not even fraternise; they 

knew not how to make friends. It was thought 

that their best chance was to be kept contin­

ually in barracks, there to work at the trade 

they had Leen taught, to eat at a common 

table, to live in common rooms, and to be made 

strong by physical exercise. Out of this poor 

material, however, very little good stuff could 

be made. In the long-run, they were chiefly 

turned into copying-clerks, the lowest and the 

meanest of all handicrafts. 
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Allusion has been made to the barracks in 

which were confined the unmarried men who 

had no friends to keep them. Among these 

were the poor creatures afflicted with some 

impediment to marriage, such as hump-back, 

crooked back, consumptive tendencies, threat­

enings of heart disease, cerebral affections, 

asthma, gout, and so forth. They were em­

ployed in houses of business at a very small 

rate of pay, receiving in return for their labour 

nothing for themselves but free board and lodg­

ing in the barracks. It is curious to relate that 

these poor fellows proved in the reorganisation 

of civic matters the most useful allies: they 

had lived so long together that they knew how 

to act together ; they were so cheap as servants, 

and so good, that they had been intrusted with 

most important offices: in short, when the Gov­

ernment seemed about to fall to pieces by the 

threatened closing of all the mercantile houses, 

these honest fellows stepped to the front, took 

the reins, directed the banks, received the 

new men - clerks, taught and assigned their 
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duties, and, m fine, carried on the trade of 

the country. 

The question of religion was the greatest 

difficulty. Where were the preachers 1 There 

were but two or three in whom trust could be 

placed ; and these, though they did their best, 

could not be everywhere at once. Therefore, 

for a while, the Religion of the Perfect \Voman 

having been abolished, there seemed as if noth­

ing else would take its place. 

The Government for the present consisted of 

the titular King, who was not yet crowned, 

and the Council of State. There were no min­

isters, no departments, no Houses of Parliament. 

As regards the Lower House, it would have 

been unwise to elect it until the constituencies 

had learned, by experience in local matters, 

something of the Art of Government. But the 

Upper 1 Consider that for two hundred years 

the title had descended through the mother to 

the eldest daughter. This being reversed, it 

became necessary to seek out the rightful heirs 

to the old titles by the male line. No titles 
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were to be acknowledged except those which 

date:l back to the old kings. These, which had 

been bestowed in obedience to the old laws, 

were to be claimed by their rightful owners. 

Now, it is easy to see that while a title held the 

female branches of the House together, because 

each would hope that the intervening claimants 

would drop out, the male branches would not 

be so careful to preserve their genealogies, and 

so a great many titles would be lost. This, 

indeed, proved to be the case ; and out of the 

six hundred Peers who enjoyed their rank under 

Victoria of the nineteenth century, scarcely 

fifty were recovered. Many of these, too, were 

persons of quite humble rank, who had to be 

instructed in the simplest things before they 

were fit to wear a coronet. 

All later titles ·were swept away together; nor 

was any woman allowed a title save by mar­

riage, unless she was the daughter of a Duke, a 

Marquis, or an Earl, when she might bear a cour­

tesy-title. Of course, the late Peeresses found 

themselves not only deprived of their power, but 
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even of their very names; and it was the most 

cruel of all the misfortunes which befell the ·old 

Duchess of Dunstanburgh, that she found herself 

reduced from her splendid position to plain and 

simple Mrs Pendlebury, which had been the 

name of her third husband. All her estates 

went from her, and she retired to a first-floor 

lodging at Brighton, where she lived on the 

allowance made her by the Relief Commission 

appointed by Government for such cases as 

hers. 

As regards puLlic opinion on this and other 

changes, there was none, because Society was 

as yet not re-established ; and the new daily 

papers were only feeling their way slowly to the 

expression of opinion. It remains to be told 

how these changes were received by the sex 

thus rudely set aside and deposed. 

It cannot be denied that amonO' the elders 
0 

there was disaffection amounting to Llind hatred. 

Yet what could they do 1 They could no longer 

combine; they had no papers; they had no 

club; they had no halls; thev had no theatres 
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for meeting; they had no d1scu8sion-forums,­

as of old. Even, they had no churches; and 

although in the past days they seldom went into 

a church, regarding religion as a thing belonging 

to men, they now made it their greatest griev­

ance, that religion had been abolished. In pri­

vate houses the worship of the Perfect Woman 

was long continued by those who had been 

brought up in that faith, and in d:1~-s when it 

was actually believed in and accepteu. 

As for the younger women, they, too, differed. 

The lower orders, for a long time, regretted their 

ancient liberty, when they could leave the hus­

band to work in the house, children and all, and 

talk together the livelong day. But in time they 

came round. The middle-aged women, especially 

those of the professional classes, no doubt suf­

fered greatly by being deprived of the work 

which was to them their chief pleasure. Some 

compensation was made to them by a system 

of partnership, in which practice in their own 

houses and private consultations were allowed 

some of them for life. As for the very young, 
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it took a short time indeed to reconcile them 

to the change. 
No more reading for professions! Hurrah I 

Did any girl ever really like reading law 1 No 

more drudgery in an office I Very well. Who 

would not prefer liberty and seeing the men 

work1 

They gave in with astonishing readiness to the 

new state of things. They ceased to grumble 

directly they realised what the change meant 

for them. 

First, no anxiety about study, examinations, 

and a profession. Next, no responsibilities. 

Next, unlimited time to look after dress and 

matters of real importance. Then, no longer 

having to take things gravely on account of the 

weaker sex, - the men, who now took things 

merrily-even too merrily. Lastly, whereas 

no one was formerly allowed to marry unless 

she could support a husband and family, and 

then one had to go through all sorts of humili­

ating conferences with parents and guardians,­

under the new regime every man seemed making 
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love with all his might to every girl. Could 

anything be more delightful 1 Was it not infin­

itely better to be wooed and made love to when 

one was young, than to woo for one's self when 

one had already passed her best 1 

Then was born again that sweet feminine gift 

of coquetry : girls once more pretended to be 

cruel, whimsical, giddy, careless, and mischiev­

ous ; the hard and anxious look vanished from 

their faces, and was replaced by sweet, soft 

smiles; flirtation was revived under another 

name-many names. A maiden loved to have 

half a dozen - yea, she did not mind half a 

_hundred - dangling after her, or kneeling at 

her feet; men were taught that they must 

woo, not be wooed, and that a woman's love 

is not a thing to be had for the mere asking : 

and dancing was revived-real honest dancing 

of sweetheart and maid. There was laughter 

once more in the land ; and all the songs were 

rewritten; and such pieces were enacted upon 

the stage as would but a month ago have taken 

everybody's breath away. And there was a 

z 
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general burning of silly books and bad pic­

tures; and they began to open churches for the 

new Worship, and always more and more the 

image of the Divine Man filled woman's heart. 

Finally, these things having. been settled in 

the best way possible, it was resolved to hold 

the Coronation of the King at Westminster 

Abbey. 

" Constance," he said, holding her in his arms, 

"you believe that I have always loved you, do 

you not 1" 

" I pray your Majesty," she said, humbly, 

"to forgive my errors of the past." 

"My dear, what is there to forgive 1" 

"Nay, now I know. There is the Perfect 

Woman ; but she lives in the shadow of the 

Di vine Man : she has her place in the Order 

of the World; but it is not the highest place. 

We reigned for a hundred years and more, and 

everything fell to pieces ; you return, and all 

begins to advance again. It is as if the foot of 

woman destroyed the flowers which spring up 
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beneath the foot of man. King, if I am to be­

come your wife, I shall also become your most 

faithful subject." 

" You are my Queen," he said ; " together we 

will reign: it may be for the good of our people. 

We have little strength of ourselves, bqt we 

seek it--love--" 

" We seek it," she replied, lifting her eyes to 

Heaven, "of the Divine Man." 

On the day of the Coronation, by Royal Order 

all classes of the people were bidden to the 

ceremony ; as many as could be admitted were 

invited to the Abbey. Along the line of march 

they had raised seats one above the other, cov­

ered with awnings. An innumerable crowd of 

people gathered at early morning, and took 

their places, waiting patiently for eleven, the 

hour of the procession. 

At ten the Peers began to arrive-the newly 

recognised Peers-the men who had been brought 

up in ignorance of their origin and rank. They 

were uneasy in their robes and coronets; they 
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had been carefully instructed in their part of 

the ceremony, but they were nervous. However, 

the people outside did not know this, and they 

cheered lustily. 

Long before half-past ten there was not a 

vacant place in the Abbey; the venerable 

church was crowded with ladies, who were 

anxious to make the Coronation the point of a 

new departure; Society, it was said, would be­

gin again with a King. No doubt, many ladies 

whispered, women were, after all, poor adminis­

trators ; their nature was too tender, too much 

disposed to pity, which produced weakness. 

Men, who received these confessions, laughed 

courteously, but remembered the crowded prisons, 

and the prisoners, and the Convict Wardens. 

At eleven o'clock the procession started from 

Buckingham Palace. The ancient ceremonials 

were copied as closely as possible. After the 

bands came the mounted Guards; then followed 

heralds ; then came the Venerable Bishop of 

London, who was to crown the King, in a car­

riage ; then officers of State on horseback ; 
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then the King's faithful Guards, those sturdy 

gamekeepers who stood by him at the begin­

ning; and last of all, save for a regiment of 

cavalry which brought up the rear, the King 

himself on horseback- gallant, young, hand­

some, his face lit with the sunshine of success; 

and riding beside him-at sight of whom a 

shout went up that rent the air-no other than 

the beautiful Lady Carlyon herself. 

It appeared, when they arrived at the Abbey, 

that the . Coronation was to be preceded by 

another and an unexpected ceremony. For 

the organ pealed forth the " Wedding-March ; " 

there were waiting at the gates a dozen brides­

maids in white and silver; the choristers were 

ready with a wedding-hymn; and the Bishop, 

with the Very Rev. Clarence Veysey, newly 

appointed Dean of the Abbey, was within the 

altar-rails to make this illustrious pair man 

and wife. 
Then followed, without a pause, the Corona­

tion service, with the braying of trumpets, the 

proclamation of heralds, the King's solemn oath, 
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the crowning of King and Queen, and the hom­

age of the Peers. And amid the shouts of the 

people, while cannon fired feux de }oie, and the 

bells rang, and the bands played " God save the 

King," Edward the Seventh rode back to hir. 

Palace, bringing home with him the sweetheart 

of his childhood. 

Now there is so much grace and virtue in a 

real love-match that it goes straight to the heart 

of all who witness it. And since such fruits as 

these manifestly followed with Man's admin­

istration, not a maiden among them all but 

cried and waved her handkerchief, and sang 

" God save the King!" 

THE END, 

SpotHn,oode ,k Co. Printer,, N,u:-,treet Square, Lcnion, 
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\ Vh1spcrs the o erfraught heart and bids it break." -Shakespear, 



WHAT IS MORE TERRIBLE THAN REVOLUTION 7 
"As clouds of adversity gathered around, M "·"'' A ntoinate displayed a Patience and Courage in Unparalleled Sufferings such as few Samts and Marlyn have equallul. . . . The Pure Ore of her nature was but hidden under the cross of worldliness, and the scorching fire of suffering revealed one of the tenderest hearts, and one of the Bravat Natures that history records. 
(Which wlll haunt all who have studied that tremendous drama, 

"THE FRENCH REVOLUTION.") "When one reflects that a century which considered itself enlightened, of the most refined civilization, ends with public acts of such. barbarity! one begins to doubt o( Human N atur, itself, and fear that tha brute whu;h is always ID Human nature, has tlu 
ascendancy I "-GOWER. IN THIS LIFE'S FITFUL DREAM 
THE DRYING UP OF A SINGLE TEAR HAS MORE HONEST FAME THAN SHEDDING SEAS OF GORE!! 1: 
What Is Ten Thousand Times more Horl'lble than Revolution Ol' War? 

-- OUTRAGED N.ATUBE ! -... 
" O World! 0 men! what are we, and our best designs, that we must work by crime to punish crime, and slay, as if death had ~ut this one gate? ."-BYRON~ : "What is Ten Thousand Times more Terrible than Revolutwn or War? Outraged, Nature! She kills and kills, and is never tired of killing, till she bas taught man the' terrible lesson he is so slow to learn-that Nature is only conquered by obeying her, . . Man has bis courtesies in Revolution and War; he spares the woman and child. But Nature is fierce when she is offended; she spares neither woman nor child. She has no pity, for some awful but most good reason. She is 1'01 allowed to have any pity, Silently she strikes the sleeping child with as little remorse as she would strike tlle strong man with musket or the pickaxe in his hand. Oh! would to God that some m~ had the pictorial eloquence to put before the mothers o.f England the mass of prevenlab/ji: sujjeri11g, the mass of preventable agony of mind which exists in England year aftd year."-KJNGSLEY. 

JEOPARDY OF LIFE, THE GREAT . DANGER OF DELAY 
You can change tire trickling stream, but not the Raging Torrent. ii: How important it is to have at hand some simple, effective, and palatable rem such as ENO'S "FRUIT SALT," to check disease at the onset!!! For this is time. With very little trouble you can ci,ange the course of the trickling mounta1 stream, but not the rolling river. It will defy all your effo.rts. I cannot sufficiently impress this important information upon all household. ers, ship captains, or European! generally, who are visiting or residing in hot or foreign climates. Whenever a change i contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let ENO'S "FRUIT SALT• be your companion, for under any circumstances its use is beneficial, and never can harm. When you feel out of sorts, restless, sleepless, yet unable to say wby,.frequentI:r without warning you are seized with lassitude, disinclination for bodily or mental exertion, loss of appetite, sickness,. pain in the forehead, dull aching of back and limbs, coldness of the surface, and often shivering, &c., then your whole body is out of order, the spmt o_f danger has _been kindled, but you do not know where it may end ; it is a real necessity to have a s1mpl.e remedy at hand. The c9mmon idea is: 11 I will wait and s~e. perhal:5 I shall be better to-morrow," whereas had a supply of ENO'S "FRUIT ~.;!~ :;~id::r at hand, and use made of it at the onset, all calamitous results might have .. 

"I used my 'FRUIT SALT' In my last severe attack of fevel', and I have 
every reason to say I believe It saved my life. "-J. C. BNO. 

The effect of ENO'S" FRUIT SALT" on a disordered or FEVERISH condition 
of the system ilr MARVELLOUS. 

Small Pox, S.carlet Fever, Pyaemia. Erysipelas. Measles, Gangrene, and almost eyery m~ntlonable disease.-" I have been a· nurse for upwards of ten years, and m that time have nursed cases of scarlet fever, pymmia, erysipelas, ~easles, gangrene, c~cer, and almost every mentionable disease. During the whole hme I have not been 111 myself for a single day, and this I attribute in a great measure to the use of ENO'S • FRUIT SALT,' which has kept my blood in a pure state. I recommend it to all my patients during convalescence. Its value as a means of health cannot be over-estimated.-April 21, 18g4." A PROFESSIONAL "NuRSE. 
CAUTION,-See the C_APSULE is marked" E.VO'S FRUIT SALT." Without it you have bun imposed on by a worthless i,,,itation. Prepared OJJly at 

ENO"S "FRUIT SALT" WORKS, LONDON, S.E., by J, C. ENO'S Patent. 







LIST OF BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

CHATTO & WINDUS 
rrr ST. MARTIN'S LANE, CHARING CROSS, LONDON, W.C. 

About (Edmond).-The Fellah: An Egyptian Novel. Transla ted by 
S ir RANDAL ROBE RTS. Post 8vo, illustr:ited boards, zs, 

Adams (W. Davenport), Works by. 
A Dictionary of the Drama: bein,z a co mprehensive Guide to the P lays, Playwrights, Players, 

~~y _PllCr~°:~e:\'i,f h!rtb~~d~~z~tidom and America, from the Earliest T imes to [~;t'J;~~:;~ 
Quips and Qutddltle s. Selected by ,v . DAVENPORT ADAMS. Post 8vo, cloth limp , zs. 6i. 

Agony Column (The) of 'The Times,' from 18oo to 1870. Edited 
with an Introduction, by ALICE CLAY. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2.S. 6d. 

Aide (Hamilton), Novels by. Post Svc, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Carr of Carrlyo n. I Confidences. 

Alden (W. L.) .-A Lost Soul: Being the Confession and Defence of 
~~arlP-s Lindsay. F c ap. Svo, d o th h oards, r.r. 6cf. 

Alexander (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Ma.Id, Wife, or Widow? I Valerte'a Fate. I Blind Fate, 

Crnwn Svo, cloth, 3s . 6d. each, 
A Lire Interest. I Mona' s Choice. I By Woma.n'• Wit, 

Allen (F. M.).-Green as Grass. W ith a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3-1. 6d. 

Allen (Grant), Works by. 
The Evolu tionist a t L a r g e . Crown fwo, doth e xtra. 6.r, 
Post-Prandial PhUosophy. Crown 8vo, art linen, 3s. 6.i. 
Moorland Idylls. Crown Svo, cloth decorate d, 6s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth e xtra, y. 6d, each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each. 
Babylon. 1 2 Illustrations. I The Devil's Die. l The Duchess of Powysla.nd, 
Stl'ange Storie s . Frontis. This Mortal Coll. Blood Roya l . 
;::::f!1!'·~nla~:?d. ;t: i:::!: ~~:::.m· F rontis, ~i~n8~:1f;!:!1s::riru~t~e. 
Ph1llstla, I In all Shades Dumare~q's Daughter. At Market Value. 

Under Sealed Orders. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y . 6d, 
Dr. Pallt ser's Patient, Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, r.r. 6d. 

Anderson (Mary).-Othello's Occupation: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
~ uth,~r.6_~-----------------------------

AntipOdean (The): An Australasian Annual for 1897. Demy 8vo, IS, 

Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by. 
The Wonderful Adventures of Phra the Phmnlclan. Crown Slm, cloth extra, with 12 

IUu~tration.s by H. M. PAGET, 3-1"· 6d.; post 8vo, illustra ted boards, 2.r. 

The Constable of St. Nloholas. With Frontispiece by S. L. , vooo. C:-own Svo, cloth. 3J. 6d. 

~rtemus Ward's Works. ·w ith Portrai_t and F acsimile. Crown 8vo, 
cloth cxt;a, 3s. 6d,-Also a PorULAR EDITION post £vo, p1i:turc boards, 2.f, 



• CHATTO & WINDUS, 111 St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 

Ashton (John) Works by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each, 
History of the Chap-Books of the 18th Century. With 334 I~ustrations • 
Humour, Wit, and Satire or the Seventeenth Century. \~1th 82 Illustrat'!ODS. 

~':,i~:! ~r:!~:t:!Ti:J1s~ ~~~t1r:71fus~:tfo':i~~on the First. With us Illustrations. 

Social Life in the Reign of QuieD-Anne. With 85 lllustrations. Crown Bvo, doth, 3J". 64. 

Bacteria, Yeast Fungi, and Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 
W. ll. GRO\'E, B.A. With 87 Jllustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, JS. 6d. 

Bardsley (R.ev. C. Wareing, M.A.), Works by. 
English Surnames: Their Sources and Significations. FIFTH .EDITION, with a New Preface 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Curiosities of Puritan Nomenclature. Crown s,•o, cloth, 3.r. 6d. 

Baring Gould (Sabine, Author of 'John. Herring.' &c.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SS· 6d. each; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, :is. each. 

Red Spider. I Eve. 
Barr (Robert: Luke Sharp), Stories by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d, each. 

In a. Stearuer Chair. With Frontispiece and Vignette by DEMAIN HAMMOND. 
From Whose Bourne, &c. With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST and others. 
A Woman Intervenes. With 8 Illustrations by HAL HURST, 
Revenge? With 12 Illustrations by LANCELOT SPEED :rnd others. 

Barrett (Frank), Novels by. 
Post Bvo, illustrated Loards, 2s. each: cloth, zs. 6d. each. 

::!t~1'iid :r1att!6
Zassoullch. I to:::.0t!~~1

;
18

a1~r't:11~e;;e1pmate, 
Between Life and Death. A Recoiling Yengean_ce. 

l'.:fl!Ye lf~~i;sirnto~. Honest Davte. ~~'i,ui"o!:r::J>~;,~ou~~und Gullt:v, 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. C"_r. 8vo, _doth, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, boards 2S.; cl. limp, 2.r. 6d. 

Crown BvO--:-"clotlleXt"r.:i~-""ir."6d.each. 
The Harding Scandal. I A .Missing Witness. With 8 lllustrations by ,v. H. MARC.ETSON'. 

Barrett (Joan).-Monte Carlo Stories. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, rs. 6d. 
Beaconsfield, Lord. By T. P. O'CONNOR, M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
Beauchamp (Shelsley).-Grantley Grange. Post Svo, boards, 2s. 

Besant (Sir Walter) and James R.ice, Novels by. 
Crown Orn, cloth extra, 3r. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrate<l bo:irds, 2s. each; cloth limp, :is. 6d. each. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. I By Celia's Arbour. 
My Little Girl. The Cha.plain of the Fleet, 
With Harp and Crown, The Seamy Side. 
This Son of Vulcan. The Case of Mr. Lucraft, &c. 
The Golden Butterfly. 'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay, &c. 
The M~nks of TheJem9:. The Ten Years' Tenant, &c. 

•.• There ts also a LIBRA~:\' LUITJON of the abo,,e Tweh'e Volumes, handsomely set in new t_rpe on a ~::t~~o;,a;~,t~te,
8
~.~.J6,t~~~.}h, ~~~th extra, 6.r. each; and a l'OPULAR EDITION of The Golden 

Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by. 
ii'i°81

~~~ ~~~l c~t~.di~j·~'~ sl·;~_il rd~~~ ;\'~ ... ii::l:~1 
~·;;,~·.,,; :~~(~/1~··1i2!irR1

;:~.'. ~!\!': );~:.:u. 6d. each. 
The Captains' Room, &c. \\"itl, h1,;11i,,1,i..·ce \,y F. J. W11r:t-.r_E1'-. 
AH in a Garden Fatr. \\'1th 6 Jllw;tr:r11, ,r,·. !,y H ,\ r: r~y 1; L' JtNJSS. 

Bc:i~~!hfa::,r:,~t~lhe';·~;.1}:,r~-1ttl"!Jll:Lc l.,y CllAltLLi~~~~J~;~n of Gibeon. 
The World Went yery Well Then, ~\'ith T:::! ll!uc;tr.i.ti,,nc; t, 1· ,\. J-o1-'1· __ -r 11--1· 
Herr Paulus: Hi·, lZi,.·~. !11s Cr,·.,\.ucss, and .lus r.Jll. l The· Bell of St. t..,.1.i.1l's. 
For Fatth and Freedom. \VithJ\111stra\1r,ns J.y A. f,"(IRJ!STll.K .ind 1.-. \\',\UDY. 
To Call Her Mine. ~\r .. With 9 Illustr;itit,ns b}-" A. FORESTIER. 
The Holy Rose,&,:, \\'1tlJ Frontispicc~ by F. BARNARD. 

::.1.c~t~e~In~~0;;~~! :T~~en;_~ncwrri11:~·1~tJ~·tra~Y~~~l17/~~~~{:~~~ by F. BARNARD. 

;~:b: ::r~i~;~l
0
1a Stephaiotl'i~· R~~~\ a.;;;;;~s.piecc by GOl:.DON DROWNE. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. Wtth 1 :i I ll1:·.tr.1ti,J:1c; l,v w. II. I-IYDE, 

In Deacon's Orders, &c. ~'i~,7~:~i~ti~:~~~ce~~~:\.~ i·,.,\~·}:c:\c:~R. 
;~: ~i~;o!~ ~e~g:: With a F

1
rontis~~~e ~t~~';t ,f ~1a-.~~~~an. 

All Sorts and Condltlo~.s of !V!_~n. _ C~EAP -Pt"'ll'UI-AR~~u1no~. M~dhim Sv" 
6
d. doth 11 A Fountain Sealed. "1t!1 Fruati~1,11 Le JJr JI. G. llUIIGI:.~~- Crr,wn evo rlo ' ' ' The «;:harm, .11, 1 ."11.r;r Drawmg--r,_,.,n1 PL,ys. J\;,- Sir \VALTER HE-.:,A:·:·1 ;:.iit.l WA rh, 6s. 

,Vtth5olllu~tr:1t1·rnshy CHRIS H,\'\l:,..fqND ;c;_nd JULE Goon:,..i~i.!'.. Crown Svo --TCJ{ ll: POLLOCK. r 1rty :rear~ A~o._ With tJ..I Pl.1tcs ;\i1d wOOctC1.:t~crown 8vo, Cloth (":lr1.," . 'l·,th, :,;:It edges, ,,s. 
The E!.1IOJ:!f." of Richard Jefferies. With Portrait. C1,,1·.n 8\'•J, cloth e:.:t ,.r. 
London, \ · 1th 1J.,\l:w,t:·,1t"·n~. lJc111y evo,, J,,ili, i ~ 6'i. .r:t, 6s. 
Westminster. \\ ~tl1 1:tr.l,(,d rr .. 1,ti-;1.ic.-.e J,y l·. ;, ,vALKER R p E 

\\'1LLIAM PATThN and oth.._. _n,:n,y tlvo, d,.1t1L, ,;. 6d. · ' • · ··, and 130 I1:u!,tr,1tions hi: 
Sir Richard WhltttnJil:ton. With Frunli-.piecc. Crow" Svo art inen 3~ 
Qa.spa..r4 de CoU~nf• With a f'urttJ.it, Cr,.m11 E\<.', art r111e11: 3-f· 6,l.. ' ' 6.t. 



CHATTO & WINl>U.S, 111 St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 3 

Beautiful Pictures by British Artists: A Gathering of Favourites 
from the Picture Galleries, engraved on Steel. Imperial 4to, cloth extra, giltedge91 21.r. 

Bechstein (Ludwig).-As Pretty as Seven, and other German 
Stories. \Vith Additional Talc!I by the Brothers GRIMM, and 98 Illustrations by RICHTER., Squaro 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.; gilt edge,. 7s. 6d. 

Bennett (W. C., LL.D.).-Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 

Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By AusTIN DoasoN. With 95 
Illustrations. Square Bvo, cloth extra, 6.r. 

Bierce (Ambrose).-ln the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 
Civilians. Crowe. Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Bill Nye's History of the United States, With 146 Illustrations 
by F. OPPER. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3:S'· 6d. 

Bire (Edmond). - Diary of a Citizen of Paris during 'The 
Terror.' Translated and Edited by JOHN DR VILt.lERS. With 2 Photogravure PorLraits, Two Vais., 
demy Bvo, cloth, 2u. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Handbooks. 
Academy Notes, 189'7. • Grosvenor Notes, Vol. III., 1888-90. With 
Academy Notes, 18'75-79. Complete in 230 Illustrations. Dcmy 8vo cloth, JS, 6.f, 

One Vol., with 6oo Illustrations. Cloth, 6r. The New Gallery, 1888-18921~ With 250 
Academy Notes, 1880-84. Complde in Illustrations. Demy Bvo, cloth, 6.r. 

A~;d~~)" w~l~t~s!1~Sic:~gn~: ~~~pt:te in Engllsh Pictures at the National Gallery. 
One Vol., with Boo I'.iustrations. Cloth, JS· 6d. With II4 Illustrations. u. 

Grosvenor Notes, Vol. I., 18'77-82. With Old Masters at the National Gallery. 
300 Illustrations. Demy Bvo, cloth 6s. With 128 lllustrations. xs. 6d. 

G~s11i~~~a~i!~.tei~~~\~~·.· J:t~~6:"· With 
11

~
0
:1\!~~~dW~t~t2!!~!~!s. tte~Yesv!~fJ~~:;~ 

The Illustrated Catalogue of the Paris Salon, 189'7. With 300 Sketches. y. 

Blind (Mathilde), Poems by. 
The Ascent of Man. Crown Svo, cloth, ~s. 
Dramas In Miniature. With a Frontispiece by F. MADOX BROWN. Crown Bvo.. cloth, 5s. 

if;1'J: o9rn3a~~~gee:sSon~~acii tt~
0 

o;f!ut"!.td1=>~~fl~Jt: Second Edition. Crown Bvo, linen, 6s. net. 

Bourget (Paul).-A Living Lie. "Translated by JOHN DE VILLIERS, 
With special Preface for the English Edition. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Bourne IH. R, Fox), Books by. 
English Merchants: Memoirs in IUustration of the Progress of British Commerce. With numerous 

Jllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

:::i1tlh~0:.~!att:::~ i~:r~~~~~ Hi~1~ff.J~;::Ition:c~;':!5av~~~futt~·s~
10

th, 
2
SS· 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each. 
Chronicles of No-Man's Land. I Camp Notes. I Savage Life. 

------
Brand (John).-Observations on Popular Antiquities; chiefly 

~~s~r;tn!l~~s?~tt 00J~~:0~~\1:!:s~~~{i:S~· ~~~e:no;t~~· ci~?h Se'it~!:~~~olJ: With the Additions of Sit 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. 
The Reader's Handbook of Allusions, Reference,, Plots, and Stories. Eighteenth 

Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 
Authors and their Works, with the Dates: Being the Appendices to • The Reader's Hand ... 

book,' separately printed. Crown Svo, cloth limp, :is. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, Realistic, and.Dogmatic. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. 6d. 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 
::::em"'::t~!: !~~~1~::~ :C~et1~~~~e/t~1~~P;;~tnf ~n°cfK.';P~:K~hrtt}f:·Po~!ti.lates. 
Letters on Natural Magic. With numerous Illustrations. 

BrillataSavarin.- (' astronomy as a Fine Art, Translated by 
R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post Bvo, half·bound, 2S. 

Brvdge.s (Harold\.-Uncle Sam at Home, With 9t Illustrations. 
- - fost svo, illustrated boards, 21. i cloth limp, 2J". 6d, 



cttAT'rO & WINDUS, 111 St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 

Q.uchanan (R.obert), Novels, &c., by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, JS, 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated bo:mi!, -=~: e:!~h. 

The Shadow of the Sword. I Love Me for Ever. With Frontlsplece.. 
A Child of Nature. With Frontispi"ce. Annan Water. 11.oxilove Blanof, 
Gi~Eao~i:!1:A:~n. With u Illustrations by ~1!.it ~4l~t~~~}~!;rava:" ,:i~DF~~~spi1;ce. 
The Martyrdom of Madallne. With The Master of the m:tne. With Frontispiece. 

Frontispiece by A. W. Coore~. The Heir of Llnne. J Woman and &he•an. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

Red and White Heather, I Lady K!lpatrlok, 

The Wandering Jew: a Chri~tmas Carol, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.s. 

The Charlatan. Dy RonrrnT UUCHANAN and HF.t:.:RY f\,[URRAY. Crown 8vo, cloth, with a 
Fruntispiece hyT. I r 1,, ,1 1~;-..;,,:-,1

1 
3r. 6d,; post 8vo, ptcture boa::'::.ds::·::.2s:.:· ________ _ 

Bus=-ton (Rich;-;-d F.).-The Book of the Sword. With over 400 
-'~""-''-"-'_i, '_'"_-_!~(-·~~~ ,\l" _._,_:,_,,_,, _c_xt_,a.:__'::.32_,_· ---------:----,:----:--=:-:--:--=----:-
Bu rtOn (Rohert).-~The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla-

liu11<; uf tl1r: • .'"' ,t.,11,, I 1<.·111y 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Melancholy Anatomised: An Ahridgment or DURTO'.'l'S ANATO:-.tY. Po,t Svo, half-bd., 2s. 64. 

Caine (HaU), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.; post 
Svo, illu-,tr-1tcd bn;ird~. 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Shadow or a Crime. I A Son or Hagar. I The Deemster. 
Also LIBRARY EDITIONS of The Deemster ,rnd The Shadow of a. Crime, set in new type, 

£rown 8vo, and bound uniform with The Christian, 6s. each. 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).-The Cruise of the 'Black 
Prince' Privateer. Post 8vo, picture bo:ird~. 2.r. 

Captain Coignet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 
Edited by LOREDAN LARCHEY. Translated by ?-.lrs. CAREY. With l'OO Jllustrations. Crown Svo. 
cloth, 3r. &i. 

Carlyle (Jane Welsh), Life of. By Mrs. ALEXANDER IRELAND, With 
Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra'.,._7,_._6,_f. ___________ _ 

Carlyle (Thomas).-On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., 1s. 6d. 
Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson, 183lJ'. .. l.8'72. Edited by 

C. i.:. NORTON, \Vith Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8Yo, cloth, Z:,:4':_:_· _________ _ 

Carruth (Hayden).-The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra-
tions. Fcap. s,·o, clu_tl~'·-'-'·-----------------------

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap. 8vo, 
cloth, 2s, 6d. each. 

The King In Yellow. , In the Quarter. 

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol. I~ Pl;y, ComrletP, including the 
D.mbtful Onf>"i.-Vol. IT., l'ocmc; and Minor Tr.,11<..htionc;, witl, 1 .. · .. 11· l,1· A, C. <:;11·1>1L1.·R:-;-E.-\'ol. 
JI L,.Iran<;btions of thl! Il_ia<I an_~ ~lyssey.:____!hrl'c Y"!c;., crowr~· 1 ·~_I, ~~'.:_).i::._ 6d~__::~~c._------

Chapple (J. Mitchell).-The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 
I ).,1rn:1. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. -

Chatto \W· A.) and J. Jackson.-A Treatise on Wood Engraving, 
Ilistorica and Practical, \Vith Chapter by H. G. BOHN, ,m,l 450 fine Jllu,;ts. Lar,:.;e -4to, half-leather, ,Ss. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. HA WEIS. With 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra, JS, 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. HAWE IS. Ocmy Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open-
ings. By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. \VOR:\IALD. Crown 8vo, cloth, SS· 

The ~In~!" ~actlcs of Chess : A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra· 
teg1c Prmc1ple. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWELL. Long fcap. Svo, cloth, 2J'. 6d. 

'rbe Hastings Chess Toul'.nament. Containing the Authorised Account of the 2 30 Games 

§~i~~F!~~:Sf~\~~~~mt~~R~i;ti!~~o;,s B~=A~~~tI:if:.YcJ-::BKE\1a, Ty.~~:ti~,1\1~1i~~l~~j 
ALBT.:-.l: li1o~raplucal Sketches of the Chess Masters, and 22 Portraits, Edited by H. F. CHE.SHIRE, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Clare (Austin), Stories by. 
For the Love of a Lass. Post 8vo, Ulustrated board9 zs. i doth, 2!, M. 
Bv 1~:~w~iH \If ,h11.m11cr; Tales an<I Skot•l>N In Soulh Trnodalo. Cro'lt'II h'o, bijtkram, l(lll 
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Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. eacµ. 
Paul Ferron. __ I Why Paul Ferron Kiiied his Wife. 

C~_~d__(Edward, F.R.A.S.).-Myths and Dreams. Cr. Svo, 3s. 6d. 

Coates (Anne).-Rie's Diary. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 
The Cure of Souls. }Jost 8vo, Illustrated boards, '2.f. 
The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boa1ds; ~. 
The Burden of Isabel. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, JS. 6d. 

Coleman (John).-Curly: An Actor's Story. With 21 Illustrations 
by J.C. DOLLMAN. Crown 8\'0, picture cover, IS, 

Coleridge (1'1. E.).-The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Cloth, u. 6d, 

Collins (C. Allston).-The Bar Sinister. Post Svo, boards, 2,. 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. 

Illustrations of Tennyson. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6.r. 
Jonathan Swit A Biog-raphical and Critical Study. Crown Svo, cloth extra, S.r, 

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each; post Svo, illustrated board~. 2s. each. 

From Midnight to Midnight, I Blacksmith and Scholar. 
Transmigration. I You Play me False. I The Village Comedy. 

Poc;t 8vo, illustr:ited boards, :u. each. 
Sweet Anne Page. 1 A Fight with Fortune. I Sweet and Twenty. I Fra,nce• 

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth ~xtra, many lilustrated, :,s. 6d. each; post 8vo1 picture boards, 2s. each J 

cloth limp, 2s. 6·t. each. 
• Antonina. My Miscellanies, Jezebel's Daughter. 
•Basu. Armadale. The Black Robe. 
•Hide and Seek. Poor Miss Finch, Heart and Science. 
•The Woman in White. Mlss or Mrs.? • I Say No.' 

=i1!':i r:~~n~rf:~· i~: ::o~e:~:e~~n. fh!
0l~r;~~!i-:;s. 

After Dark. The Law and the Lady. Little Novel&, 
The Dead Secret. The Two Destinies. The Legacy of Cain. 
The Queen of Hearts. The Haunted Hotel, Blind Love. 
No Name. The Fallen Leaves. 
• •"' Afarked • are the NEW LIBRARY EDITION at 3s. 6d., entirely reset and bo,md ,·1, new style. 

POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium 8vo, 6d. each; cloth, IS, each. 
The'Woman In White. I The Moonstone. I Antonina. 

The Woman In White and The Moonstone in One Volume, m'?dium 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

Colman~-(George)- Humorous Works: 'Broad Grins,' 'My N1ght-
~own and Sliµµers,' &c. \Vith ~ife and Frontispiece. Crown 8".'o, ck)th extr.1., 3s. 6d. 

Colqul;oun- (M. J.).-Every Inch a Soldier. Post Svo, boards, 2s. 

Colt=breaking,Hints on. By w. M. HUTCHISON. Cr. Svo, cl., 3~. fd. 
Co,ivalescen-t Cookery. By CATHERINE RYAN. Cr. 8vo, IS.; cl., IS, 6d. 
Conway-(Moncure D.), W<>rks by.. . 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. \\ 1th 6s lltu~trat1ons. Two\ (•k, dPmy 8vo, cloth, 28.r. 
George Washington's Rules of Civility. Fcap. 8rn, Jap;rnr .. ,e vellum, '..!S, 6-'f. 

Cook- (ouHon)~ovels by. 
Po:;t 8vo, illustrateJ boards, 2.r. each, 

Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

Cooper (Edward H.).-Geoffory Hamilton. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s 6T 
Cornwall.-Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The 

Dru!ls, Tra(litiunc;, and Superstitiuns of Ohl Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S. With 
two Steel }'!ates by GEORGE. CRUJh'.SHANK. Cr()wn 8vo, cloth, 7.r. 6.i. ---~----~ 

Cotes-(V:-Cecil) .-Two Girls on~aBarge. With 44 lllustrations by 
F. H. Tr)WNSE:"-ID. Post 8Y'>, cloth, n. 6d. 

Craddock -(C~giiert)~-Stories by. 
~r:.&!~f:he:do,:::. GJ'r~i~·~ ~~~tfti ~fr~~,~~!~_1. Post Svo, illustrated boards, zr. 

Cram (Ralph Adams).-Black Spirits and White, l:"cap. l)vo, 
doth J.S. 6rJ. 
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Crellin (H. N.). Books by. , 
Romances of the Old Seragllo. Wlth 2e lllustrations by~. L. ,voon. Crown IWD, c~oth, 3r. &E. 
Tales of the Caliph. Crown Svo, doth, ~r. 
The Nazarenes: A Drama. Crown Svo, ts. 

Crim (Matt.).-Adventures of a Fair _RebeL Crowrt Svo, cloth 
extra, with a frontispiece by DAN. BF.ARO, y. fJti.: po!it :-:.\ ,:>, 1llustrated l.,o:irds, ::s_. ------

Crockett (S. R.) and others. -Tales o~ Our Coa~t., By s:. R. 
CROCKRTT, GTLTIERT PARKER, HAROLD FREPERlC, 'Q., and W Ct.ARK RUS5ELL. \\·lth t 

]llustrations by FRANK UR.\NL;\\'YN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 61'. 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
each ~ost Evo, il\uc;trated boards, ::.,r. each: cloth limp. ::.,.r. 6d. each. 

tri\!~ 
0
,1s.;a~::J~l

0

e. I ~~:~:rsp';ii;l~.gton. I fT!t~i~?" Likeness, 
Ylllaa:e Tale• and Jungle Tragedies. I Two Masters. I Mr. Jervis, 

Married or Bingle? 
The Real I,ady Hilda, 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

I In the Kingdom of Kerry. 
----'--'I"n"tc=ecc.r!"e"rence, I A Thlrd Person, 

Beyond the Pale. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. 
Miss Balmalne's Past. Crown 8\'0, buckram, gilt top, 6.r, [Sltortt,, 

Cr-uTkshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two SERIES: The 
r:rnsT, from 18:15 to 18.n: the SECOND, from 1844 to 185~. A G.ithering of the Best Humour of 
THACKERAY, 11000, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A'BECJ-:ETI', ROBERT BROUGI1, &c. With 
numer0us Steel Eng1avings and ,voodcuts by GEORGR CRUIKSHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c, 
Two Vais., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Life of George Cruikshank, By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84 Illustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3S· 6d. 

Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Demy Svo, cl. ex., 8s. 6d. ea. 
i~ lt: ::!>t~fae;as 'i!1d ,l~:~v;~·'i':t:t~~is~~~in:',!1.d \iN~u:;r;1t

0
~;;~tions. 

Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With 2'i Illustrations. 

Vla Cornwall to Egypt, With a Photogiavure Frontispiece. Dcmy 8vo, cloth, 7s, 6d. 

Cussans (John E.).-A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 
fur Tracing Pedii?recs and Deciphering- Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 4o8 Woodcuts 
~ __:_ C_oloured Plates. Crown 8\'0, cloth extra., 6s. 

Cyples (W.).-Hearts of Gold. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, bds., 2s. 

Daudet (Alphonse).-The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra., 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated b':)ards, 2s. 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).-Hints for Parents on the Choice of 
a Profession for their Sons when Starting ln Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, u. 6d. 

With a Davidson (Hugh Coleman).-Mr. Sadler's Daughters. 
Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD, Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke=), Works by. Cr. 8vo, Is. ea.; cl,, IS. 6d. ea. 
i!:s~:ou~r:t~ :'1t'H~~~r~~~i~~fn i~~lt~~~i·i~~:!~nts. 
Fooda 7or the Fat: A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure. 

Alda to Long Life. Crown 8vo, u. ; cloth limp, "· 6d. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 
with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols., crown Bvo, cloth, 3r. 6d. each, 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).-The Fountain of Youth. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUME. NISI,ET, gs. 6d.; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2S, 

De Guerin ~Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. s. TREBUTIEN. 
~~~~~t~enr,~~p.Ya~:.'~~fb~~;'ct~!~. 

6
~~nslated from tl1e 20th French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH• 

De Maistre (Xavier\.-A Journey Round my Room. Translated 
by Str HENRY ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2S. 6d. 

De Mille (James).-A Castle in Spain. Crown Svo cloth extra with 
a Frontispiece, JS. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrate:! boards, 2S, ' ' 

Derby (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 
of THB OAKS, By LOUIS HENRY C\JRZON, Crova1 Svo, cloth limp, w. 6d. 
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Derwent (Leith), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post Svo, 2s. ea. 
Our Lady of Tears. I Circe•s Lovers. 

Dewar (T. R.).-A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra· 
t1ons. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

De Windt (Harry.)-Through the Gold~Fields of Alaska to 
_ Bering Straits. Wit11 l\lap and 30 full-pa2"e Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 16s. [Shortly. 

Dickens (Charles).-Sketches by Boz. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

About England with Dickens. By ALFRED RIMMER. With57Illustrationsby C. A. VANDER· 
HOOF, ALI-RED RL\l:\lER. and others. Square 8vo, cloth e~tra, 7s. 6d. 

Dictionaries. 
Tht.8c~~l~~~~~~~tnL~~~0~i~~ a~IJ~~~~~~·B~~f~ii:;:;~y_Pl~:0~~1~81!~. ~~~~!~~r"a, ~J. J~~ Rev. 
Authors and their Works. wit~ the Dates. Crown Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 
A Dictionary of Miracles: Inutativ..:, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C. BRBWE.R 

LL.I). CrO\\U 8vo, cloth, JS. 6d. ' 
Familiar Short Sa~ings or Great Men, ,vith Historical and Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL 

A. llE:-.T, A.J\1. Cruwn 8\"C,, cl•Ali extra, 7s. 6d. 
The Slang Dictionary: Etvmolo; .. :"ical, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 6d. 
Words, Facts, and PhraSes: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 

ELI EZER EDWARDS. Crown S\·o, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Diderot.-The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 
WALTER HER RIES POLLOCK. With Preface by Sir HENRY IRVING. Crown Svo, parchment, 4J. 6d. 

bob-son(Austin), Works by. 
Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With 95 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, 6s. 
Four Frenchwomen. With Four Portraits. Crown Svo, b:.ickram, gilt top, 6s. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. IN THREE SERIES. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 

Dobson (W. T.).-Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 
~~~· cloth hmp, zs=-. "'=i:.:·------------------------­
Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post 8YO, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2.l'. 6d. each. 
The Man-Hunter. I WantedZ I A Detective's Triumphs, 
Caught at Last. In the Grip of the Law. 
Tracked and Taken, From Information Received. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan ? Link by Link, I Da.rk Deeds. 
Suspicion Aroused. Riddles Read, 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, JS. 6d, each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each ; cloth, zs. 6d. each. 

i~:c~:d l~tioo~~n~tii~~t?.:ful~~~~e
21il~~~~~t~~nt.y GORDON BROWNE. 

The Mystery of Jamaica. Terrace. _____ _ 

The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch, of the Russian Secret Service. Crown Bvo, 
cloth, JS. 6d. 

Dowling (Richard).-Old Corcoran's Money. Crown 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Doyle (A. Conan).-The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 3s. 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes. Critical and Explanatory, and a Iliographical Memoir by 
WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNJNGHAU. Three Vais. 

Ch3:fr:~~;~n!~!i~~:~ E~~~;\~°l~·c.~~~t~nci;~~~l~ \'lit~Ir~ f;~\tl~ci~n~~i :1!;; fifa~~;n:ntt8d;~~;~ 
Marlowe's Wo1•ks. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNl:,;'GHAM. One Vol. 
Massinger's Plays •. From GIFFORD'S Text. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 

Duncan (Sara kannette: Mrs. EvERARD Corns), Works by.---
crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

A Social Departure. ,vith 111 Hlustrations by F. H. TOWNSF.ND . 
.An American Girl Jn London. ,vith 80 Illustr:itions by F. H. TOWNSl!NO. 
The Simple Adventures of a Memsahib. With 37.!_llustrations by F. H. TOWNSEr-.'D. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6.{. each, 
A ~-1.•.ughter or To~~ay, I Yer~on's A~nt •. With .l7 Illustrations by IIAL HURST. 

Dutf (Rome.sh-C-:-).-England and India: A Record of Progress 
Curing One Ilumlrcd Y{:ars. Crown 8\'0! cloth, 2s·.--.-----;;.-as.-::,-,---,.-;s---.---,~ 

Dyer (T. F. Thiselton).-T-he Folk~Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations 

by !{ev. A. H. GROSART, D.D. Crown 3vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d, per Volume. 
Fletcher's tGlles) Complete Poems. One Vol. 
Davies' /Sir John I Complete Poetical Works. Two Vais. 
Herrlck's !Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney's (Sir Phillp) Cgmplete roetical Works. Three Vols. 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).- Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 
aud on the RiYcr r:=:,. WUik 4,dlli..st,NlOU. ~ ~V"- c.lcth extra, s:s. 
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Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 
Archie Lovell. Post Svo, illustrater bAri"oi~te:tHonour. 

Edwards (Eliezer).-Words, Facts, and_. Phrases: A Dictionary 
0£ Curious, Quaint, and Out·of-thc-Way Matters. Cheaper Ed1t1on. Cruwn Svo, cloth, JS. 6d. 

Edwards (M. Betham=), Novels by. 
Kitty. Post Svo, boards, zs.; cloth, 2s. 6d. I Felicia. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, z. 

Egerton (Rev. J. C., M.A.). - Sussex_ Folk and Sussex Ways. 
\\'ith Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. "'ACP., an,1 Four lllustrat1ons. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Eggleston (Edward).-Roxy: A Novel. Post Svo, illust. boards. 2s. 

Englishman's House, The: A Practical Guide for Select_ing or Build-
ing a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Front1c;p1ece and c;34 lllust,;;. Cr. Orn, cloth, -:is. 6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.l, Works by. 
The LUe and Times of Prince Char es Stuart. Count of Albany (THE YOUNG PRETP.N­

DER) ,vith a Portrnit. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Btorfes. from the State Papers. With Autotype Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

Eyes, Our: How to Preserve Them. By Jo·1N BROWNING. Cr. Svo, IS, 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By SAMUEL ARTHUR BENT, 
A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised an<l Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of a Candle: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 

On blh~
1
~~:f~~;(~;:~se{·~r5N~i~~~'.u;~rJt~~~~tRt!l~~lons to each other. Edited by 

WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. ",.ith Il1ustr.1tionc;. 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 
Mtlitary Manners and Customs. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6.r. 
War: Three Essa.ye;, re1,rintcd frnm 'Military Manners and Customs.' Crown Rvo, Y!.: cloth, IS. 6d. 

Fenn (G. Manville), Novels by. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post evo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each. 

The New Mistress. I Witness to the Deed. I The Tiger Llly, I The White Virgin. 

A Woman Worth Winning, Crown 8vo, cloth, g-ilt top, 6s. [Sltortly, 

Fin-Bec.-The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 
and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By THOMAS KE~TISH. With '267 11 ustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, SJ', 

First Book, My. By WALTER BESANT, JAMES PAYN, \V, CLARK f,r,s. 
SFLL, GRANT ALLEN, HALL CAINE, GEORGE R, SIMS, RUDYARD KIPT IN1""; A C.-iN.<\N f),1n p 

M. E. BRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, H. RmE.R HAGGARn, R. M. BALL.A1':TYNE. J. ZA:--.:,;\,-,1~,:· 

~i~R;:;: K1r¥~1tR~?E, ~Q~.~s~ip,:~~ 't~~\~/i: :.v;in~0J~.FLLJ;.J,,~~s1t~~'.' ~~(~-ii ~' ;:~.\1;::~~' '~~Ort 
Uy JEROME K. JEROME, and 185 Illustrations. A New Edit10n. Small ctcmy8vo, .-irt l·nLn, 3.,-. v.l. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. • 
Little Essays: Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo, doth, 2S. 6tl. 
Fatal Zero. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, JS. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, :.:.r, 

Bella. Donna. 
Polly, 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S, each. 

I The Lady or Brantoma. I The Second Mrs. Ttllotson. 
Never Forgotten. Seventy~tlve Brooke Street. 

The Life of James Bc;,_swell (or Al!chinleck). ,vith Illusts. Two Vol!.., demy Svo, cloth, 24.S", 
The Savoy Opera. \\ 1th 6o lllustrat1ons and Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, JS· 6d. 
Sir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the L)-"Ccum. \Vith Portrait. Crown Bvo, u.; doth, u. 6d. 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 
Pop~Jar Astr(?nomy: A General Description of the Ht:'"avcns. Translated by J. ELLARD-GORB. 

ur!rifr/·1 R~~~~Ie~re\vft1i~~/ 1i~~t:~;i~~~~trct:~:!.~; st~~~li~ :~~;a~
1~!~1

• IOJ". 6d. ' 

Fletcher's .(<;mes, B.D.) Complete Poems:. Chrigt's Victorie in 
~!~A.'fh2~is~\~t;,n;!,.~~ ~:~\·n\~~c~:tJ

0
~ 1r~,12:~Js.o;~\~eath, and Minor Poems. With Notes by 

Fonblanque (Albany) -:-Filthy Lucre. Post Svo, illust. boards, 25, 
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Forbes (Archibald).-The Life of Napoleon Ill. With Photo-
g-ravurc Frontispicr:e and Thirty-six full-pa~c llluc;tr1tionc;. Demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, r2s. [Ja11. 11• 

Fow_ler (J •. Kersley).-Records of Old Times: Historical, Social, 
;;ir~~Ic.~P~~:~~I{ a~~~~~r.~~t~:-~.\~tth Eight full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 1os.6d.-Also, 

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

g~;e1:.Yo?~:;.d. Illustrated I A Real Queen. I A Dog And hlo Sha40111r. 

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Queen Cophetua. I Olympia. I Romances of the Law. I King or Knave 7 
Ja.ck Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8\•o, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
Seth's Brother's Wife. I The Lawton Girl. 

French Literature, A History of. By HENRY VAN LAUN. Three 
Vais., demy 8vo, cluth boan_ls_, ~7s_. _6d_._e_ac_h_. -------------------

Fry' s (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities. Edited 
_ _!!y_JS,~iN LANE. Published Annually. Crown Svo, cloth, IS, 6d. 

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, Is. each; cloth limp. Is. 6d. each. 
A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse. By GEORGE GLENNY. 

:h::S:::J:n~C:!ic;~\':{the BI~i;.1 aBi ~~~{ /,~R~~r~i~· Illustrated. 

__.l!!Y Gard~_n Wlld, By FRANCIS G. HEATH. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt erlges,cc6,cc·c.__ ____ _ 

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).-Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being 
the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by the 
Author and F. H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4tu, half-bound, 2rs. 

Garrett (Edward) .-The Capel Girls: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
hoar<ls, 2s. 

Gau lot (Paul) .-The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans-
lated by JOHN DE VILLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, JS, 6d. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. Is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 
Articles upon Literature, Science, Bio£"raphy, and Art, and' Table Talk' b}' SYLVANVS URBAN, 
*** Bound Volumes for ,·ecent ye,u·s kept in st,1ck, 8s. 6c{. t!ad,. Caus for bi,rdini:-, '2S. u:clt. 

Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in November. Is. 
The Title of the 1897 ANNUAL is The Secret of Wyvern Towers. By T. W. SPEIGHT. 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers GRIMM and 
J~~;1~1~~t~0r~~~t!K:'AJ~~~~~ 8:~.i~;o~~~r6~~l~~~i;~i~Ye}i~.~s~6~:KIN, dnct '22 Steel Plates after 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post Svo, bjs., 2s. ea. 

:h~1Go~d::· s~v~~i.FrwN~P}.~~~tispiece. I ~f~ilh aD~g:::.i· 
Post Svo, illustratccl boards, :u. each. 

The Flower of the Forest. In Love and War. 
The Dead Heart. A Heart's Probtem. 

~~a~a*~1f\;:1~orld Say? ,~eMBr"a~:~r:!~~::: 
For the King. I A Hard Knot:. Fancy Free. 

P:i0:sfJr~~e Gw::::.ow. 1fe!!~~og:1fg
0
h~~di Blood-Money. 

Gibney-(SomerviUe).-Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, IS. 6d. 
Giiberl(W. s:y;-Original Plays by. In Three Series, _2s. 6d. e_ach. 

The FIR~T SERil--:S cont.1i11-:;: The Wicked World-Pygmahon and Galatea-Chanty-The Pnncess-

The ~hF.eC~;~~c~ ~~ ~~~~ 11:Br~i~·~; }.if:!~~~ En:;ag-E;d-Sweethearts-Gretchen-Dan Druce-Tom Cobb 
-H M S • Pina.fore'-The Sorcerer-The Pirates of Pcnzanc~. 

Tliep!{i~~~~i~\~~;;s:1{fl~T1:i ~ti1k~l~~iJdii~~!~f\i~ .. ~~~;!t~~:ccaunat:d~-¥h~~
1::si:i~:= 

The Mountebanks-Utopia. . , 

Elg~~ 69.~1
f:i~a\·1~eo~~~-;-::,c~~[,tn~n;~i¥~: Jl[r~~;e~:_'M\~1~TPin1.:raJt~if1~c1~irat~::;1{p~n°~a~~~ 

Iolanthe-Patience-Princess lt..!a-The Mikado-Trial by Jury. . 
Tlw SECOND SERIE~ containin~: The Gondoliers-The Grand Duke-The Yeomen of t_he Guard­

His Excellency-Utopia, Limitcd-Rudt..!i.L!"ore-The Mountebanks-Haste to the Weddmg. 
!l'he Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: Quotations for Every J?ay in the Year, selected 

from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A, SULLIVAN. CompaleU by ALS.X. WATSON, 
W.oyal 16mo, Japanese leather, 2S, 6d. 
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Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2S. each. 
Dr, Austin's Guests. I Ja.mea Duke, Coatermonger. 
The Wizard of ihe Mountain. 

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extr:i, 3.r. 6.l. e;:,,ch; post 8vo, lllustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Lost Heiress: A Tale of 1-.. 1·,~. M:lttlc, ;\llr\ AdYenture. Wit!~ Two Illustrations hy H. NI~Bf!T. 
The Fosslcker: A Romance ,.f r..1;1..,1iv11;1bnd. With Two Illustrations by HUME NlS.UET. 
A Falr Colonist. With a r'ronlispiecc Uy STANLEY Wooo. 

The Golden Rock. ""ith a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Bvo. cloth extra, y. 6d, 

:!f~! r!!:;.n:he \;~)·d.8vZvi~~c\~~:Cf;;'Jliu1s~~!tf~~~b;\tdN ISDET, Crown Bvo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Glenny (George).-A Year's Work in G~rden and Greenhouse: 
Prn.ctic:-il Advice ;is to the Manai:ement of the J'lower, Fruit, :me\ Frame Garden. Pvst &vo, IS.: cloth, rs.6d. 

Godwin (William).-Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The: An Encyclopa:dia of QuoTA· 
110:-.:s. Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown_8_vo~,_c_lo_th~g,_lt_. 7~'--6_d_. _________ _ 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Du~hesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil-
dren of France), 1773-1836. \Vith Two Photog-ravun:~. Two Vols., rlc:my 8vo, cloth extra, 2ts. 

Goodman (E. J.).-The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 
Mnnumcntc:;, By ERN"ST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustra• 
tiuns. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6.i, 

Greville (Henry), Novels by. 
Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s, each. 

Ntkanor. Translated hy ELIZA E. CHAS H. 
A Nob)e Woman. Translate(} by ALBERT D. VANDA:\!. 

Griffith (Cecil).-Corinthia Marazion: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, JS, 6..t. ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Grundy (Sydneyl.-The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 
Life of a Youug Man. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6.f.: post Bvo, illustrated boards, zs. 

Habberton (John, Author of• Helen's Babies'), Novels by. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, u. each : cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each. 

Brueton's Bayou, I Country Luck. 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans, 
l.ited from the German of Dr.]. Pli\CUS. Crown Svo, IS, i cloth, u. 6d. '-

Hake !Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. 
.htW Symbols. I Legends of the Mol'l'OW. 

Cr. 8vo, cl. ex,, 6s. each, 
I The Serpent Play, 

_______ M_alden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 

Halifax (C.).-Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs, L, T. MEADE and 
CLIFFORD HALIFAX, M.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, .:it. Gd. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).-Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 
Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. 
Small demy Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. 
The Track of a Storm. Che1per Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, :;.r. 6d. 
Jetsam. Crown 8rn, cloth, 3S 6d. 

Halliday (Andrew),-Every-day Papers. Post Svo, boards. 2s. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over roo Facsimiles and 
Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE SALA.MANCA. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 25. 6d. 

Hanky-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand, &c. Edited by ,v. H. CREMER. ,v1th zoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Hardy _(Thomasl.-Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with Portrait and IS Illustrations, JS, 6d, ; 9ost Bvo, illustrated boards 2s • cloth limp, 21, 6d. 
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Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 
EDJTIO:'ll, in Nine Volumes, crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

Vol. I. cm.11'1.ETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. ,vith Steel-plate Portr.ait. 
11. THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP-BOHEMIAN PAPERS-AMl:.RJCAN LEGEND, 

111. TAI.ES OF THE ARGONAUTS-EASTERN SKETCHES. 
JV, GARRIEL CONROY. I Vol. V. STORIES-CONDENSED NOVELS, &c. 
VI. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE. 

" v";:t i1t~~ g~ ~:~~ i:;~r-1;i;.~l:c~!pR~~~:1 Portrait by JOHN PETTIE, R.A, 
,, IX. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREL. 

Bret Harte's Choice Works, in P~,-o-se-a.i-,d~V~e-,s-e.-=,\=rith Portrait or the Author and 40 Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3..f, 6d. 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown Svo, buckram, .µ, 6d. A New Volume of Poems. Crown Svo, buckram, SS· · [f'n/)arbtJ!. 
'l'hti'i~~~~s e; it~11~~~a~~.1~1~· s!!~:14~~.C::1~1h~a~s~rawings by KATE GREE~AWAY reproduced 

A Waif of t~:\P1!iri;.10
t{~i\~t~ rir~:i~~~~·! ·b~

05~!~0
Lf~r~\~g~rg_s, 

2
S, each. 

A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 59 lllustrations by STANLEY L. Woon. 
Cro~, cloth extra, V• 6tl.each. 

A Sappho of Green Springs, &c. With Two lllustrations by H.UME NISBET. 
Colonel Starbottle's Client, and Some Other People. \\"1tb a Frontispiece. Susy: A Novel. \Vith Frontispiece and Vi.;:nette by J. A. CHRISTIE.. 
Bally Dows, &c. With 47 lllustrations by W, D. AU.!ON"D and others. th:r:!~f-e:.~~::~~ A':~?!~'tc~c,Vi~~;i~~ ·~~~~~:~ri~iib~ ta'J~Li~1t~:~~ ~~~t~~iiers. Clarence: A Story of the American War. With Eight lllustratiuns by A. JULE GOODMAN. g::r1t;;•;.;;.':i~~c~c,Vi~~i~l\]io~~li~~i~a:!ob: ~.t.F6JEER~~i:,~• PAUL HARDY, &c. 

i~:e~l';::t:e~! ~~~ ;~i~;l~~ctr/:n if!~h; ¥~~:t~~1\~ce~hif 8 ,~!~r~~~n:t:J.RG~'t~CH. _ 
Tales of Trail a.nd Town. W(th Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB·HOOD. [SJiortl)I. 

Post Svo. illustrated ·boards, 2s. each. 
Gabl'lel Conroy. I The Luck of Roaring Camp, &c An Hell'ess ot Red Dog, &c. Californian Stories. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, :as. each; cloth, 2s. 6d, each. ' 
Flip. J Maruja. / A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 
The Art of Beauty. ,vith Coloured Frontispiece and 9r Illustr;itions. Square Svo, cloth hds., 6.r. The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Fronti'ipiece and 74 lUustr:i.tions. Sq. 8vo, clotb bds., 6.t, The Art of Dress. With 32 lllustrations. · Post 8vo, is.; cloth, is. 6d. 
Chaucer for Schools. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Chaucer for Children. With 38 Illustrations {8 Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3S, 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.), Books by. 
American Humorists: WA>.:HJNGTON IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, JAMES RUSSELL 

LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, MARK TWAIN, and BRET HARTE. Third Edition. CrownSvo, cloth extra, 6.r, 
~ravel and Talk, 1885-93-95: My Hundred Thousand Miles of Travel through America-Canada -New Zealand-Ta<;mania-Australia-Ceylon-The Paradises of the Pacific, With Photogravure Frontispieces. A New Edition. Two Vais., crcwn Svo, cloth, us. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra,:µ. 6d. e.icb; post 8vo, illustrated hoar<ls, 2s. each. 

Garth, I Ellice Quentin. I Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. Sebastian Strome. David Poindexter's Disappearance, Fortune'& Fool. I Dust. Four lllusts. The Spectre of the Camera, 
PosCSvo,iiiUStratcd boa;, is-:-;:;::-e"ach. 

Mtss Cadogna. I Love-or a Na.me. 
ff:i,,,thorne (Nathaniel).-Our Old Home. Annotated with Pas-

:-.,~·---- fr, ,1n the Author's Note-books, and Illustrated with 31 Photog-ra\'Ute'>. Two Vais., er. Svo, 15,r. 
Heath-(Francis George).-My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 

There. Crown 8\·o, cloth extra, gilt ed:i'-ge_s_, ~6s_. -~~-~-~--~----~---
Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by. Post Svo, cloth limp, 25. 6d. each, 

Animals and their Masters. I Social Pressure. 
Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown Bvo, cloth ex~ra, 1r. 6d.; post Bvo, illustr;'l.ted boards, ~.r 

Henderson (Isaac). - Agatha Page: A Novo!. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3,. Gd. 
Henty(G. A.), Novels by. 

Rujub the Juggler, With Eight Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD Crown Eva, clcth, y, 6d.; 
i.,u:;t 8\'0, illustratl.!d boa.rds, 2.r.C =-,o-w-n~S-vo-.-c~lo~tl-,,-JS-.~6~;{.-e-,...,.ch. 

Dorothy•s Double. l The Q~een's Cup. 
Colonel Thorndyke'& Secret. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. [SJ,o,-tly. 

Herman(Ben~A Leading Lady. Po~t Bvo, bds., 25. ; cl., 25. 6d. 
Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

Collected Poems. ,v1th Memoria!-Introduction and Notes by the Rev, A. B. GROSART, D.D 
~::;•:J I'•.'ft;.•i'., ~c. Tfir~i:: Vqf~·· qo1•r11.Bvq, cloµ,. bQijf'4s, ;p-, (id. ef!:ch, 
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).-Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans-

lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crm~·n 8vo, cloth extra, 6.r. \ 

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).-Tunis: The Land and 
the People. \Vith 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 

Hill (Headon).-Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.; 
post 8vo, picture boards, 2r. : cloth, 2S. 6d, 

Hill (John), Works by. 
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, boards, zs. I The Common Ancestor. Cr. 8vo, cloth, JS. 6d. 

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).-The Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 

Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. SHOLL, Sir H. MAXWELL, 
Bart., M.P., JOHN WATSON, JANE IlARLOW, M,\RY L0\.ETT CA?itERON, JUSTIN H MCCAR1 HY, 
PAUL LANGE, J. W. GRAHAM,]. H. SALTER, Pil1E1;E ALLEN, S.J. BECKHn·, L. RIVERS VINF., 
and C. F. GORDON CUMMING. Crown 8\'o, H.: t.:l.,tll, JS. od. 

Hollingshead (John).-Niagara Spray. Crown 8vo, IS. 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.)-The Science of Voice Production and 
Voice Preservation. Crown Svo, rs.: cloth, u. 6.1. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. CORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, cloth 

Th~inJfut-~c6:;t ~t0i~~ il~~~~r;;~!T~b1~th~2J· The Professor at the Breakfast-Table 
In U!1t! Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, :u. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 
11 .. Author, Portrait, and 200 lllmtrc1tion~. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.r. 6d. 
Hood's Whlms and Oddtties. \\'uh 85 Jl111c.tr.-1tinnc;. Pw,t 8vo, h:i.lf-nound, ~s. 

Hood (Tom).-From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah's 
Arb~~Jogical Narrative. With 25 Jllustratiuns by W. DRUNTQN and E. C. BARNES, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6.r.: 

Hook's (Theodore\ Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi-
crous Ar:lventurcs, Hons 1'.fots, Puns, and Hoaxes. \Vith Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles anJ. 

__ lllustr;1t1on,;, Crown 81•0, cloth extr:1, 7s. 6d. • 

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).-The House of R.aby. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 

Hopkins (Tighe).-"Twixt Love and Duty.' Post Svo. boards, 2.t, 

Horne (R., Henglst). - Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 
Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of 'Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 
Post 81·0, tllustrated boards, 2s, each: cloth limp, :u. 6d. each. 

A Malden AU Forlorn. I A Modern Circe. l An Unsatisfactory Love•, 
:!i•f,~~~ce YUe. A Mental Struggle. Lady Patty. 

t:;;; ~~r~0~~·:11i:ght~,i. e~c~; po;~~0 ·J1!d:~t~~!~1;t:·s~~:;~h ;I cloth~h7'Thr6:e t"G~~cea. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, JS. 6d. each. 
The Professor's Experiment. With Froutispicce by E. J. WHEELER, 
Nora Crelna. I April's Lady. I Peter'• Wife, 
An Anxtoue Moment. A Point of Conscience. 

Lovtce. Crown;::8-;-vo~,;:c;--lo_th~,_6._,. __ ~;;;;--:--:---:,:--,:----:---------

H unt' s (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner &c. Edited 
by EDMVNO OLI.11:R. Post 8vo, half-bound, u. f , 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, JS. 6d. £':i.ch ; post Bvo, illustrated bo:u'ds zs each 

The Leaden Casket. I __ S~Ir-Condemned. I That other ·Paraon. 
Thorntcroft'a Mode~. Po.:;t 8vo, h':'_:1rcls, ~. I-~ ~_rsd_;j"tet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,:µ. 6d, 

Hutchison (W. M.).-Hints on Colt=breaking, With 25 lllustra-
1,ons. Crown !svo, cloth extra, ~- 6d. 

Hydrophobia: _An Account of M. PASTEUR's System; The Technique of 
li1s Method, and Statistics. Dy RENAUD SUZOR, l\f.Il. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Hrne (C. J. Cutcliffe).-Honour of Thieves. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Idler (The): An Illustrated Monthly Magazine. Edited by J K JEROME 

t-lor. ,I~O 48~ 6d. each. NI'). 4Q and fo. llowing Numbers, IS. each. The first EIGliT Voi,S cloth. St e.-ch; 
V2:: t•· an ... Mter, 7s, ~4'. escn.-~s~s for ~iq4lrur, t;, <x(, ~ilCh, . . . ·.:i . J • • !1 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Cheaper Edition, with a New Pre-
face. Post Bvo, blush-rose paper and cloth, :zs. 6d. 

Indoor Paupers. By ONE OF THEM. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victwaller's Manual. 
By j. TREVOR-DAVIES. Crown 8n,, 1s. ; cloth, u. 6d. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 
PERCEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 
By PERCY FITZGERALU. With Portrait, Crown Svo, IS,; cloth, IS. 6d. 

James (C. T. C.). -A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 
Bvo, cloth limp, IS, 6d. 

Jameson (William).-My Dead Self. Post 8vo, bds, 25.; cl., 25. M. 

Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).-Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. Svo, cloth, ,55, 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 25. each. 

The Dark Colleen. I The Queen of Conne.ught. 

Jefferies (Richard), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Z5. 6d. each. 
Nature near London. I The Lue of tho Fields. I The Open Air. 

** * Also the HAND-MADE PAPER EDITION', crown Bvo, buckram, gilt tor, 6$. each._ "• • 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir WALT~R BESANT. Wi~1 a Photoeraph Portrp.it. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ~.r. 6d. 
Lord Tennyson: A Bioi;::raphical Sketch. With Portrait. Post Svo, r.r.: cloth, rs. 6d. 

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 
Stageland. ,vith 64 Il\u-.tr:iti"n" l·\' J. BERNARD PARTRTDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cm•er, r.r. 
John Ingerfleld, &c. With 9 l!lwi< by A. S. BOYDandJOHNGULICH. Fcap.8vo, fJic.cov. u.6d. 
The Prude's Progress: A Cumcrly by J. K. JEROME and EDEN PHlLLPOTTS. Cr.Pvo, JS. 6d. 

Jerrold (Douglas).-The Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog 
Letters. Post Bvo, printed on laid p;1per and half.bound, u. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, Is. ea.; cloth limp, zs. 6d. each, 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward).-Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 
Post Bvo, cloth limp, :u. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 75, 6d. each: 
Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Legemlary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 lllustrations, Second 

Edition, Revised ;rntl Eular:,.:i::d. 
Credullties, Past and Present. T:1, 1 ·,,li11'.;" the Sea and Seamen, Miners, TaHsm:ms, ,voni and 

Letter Divination, Ex.on:bin;; .,11 I l~k,-,,1;..:- "l Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. \Vilh Frontj::opit!<.~. 
Crowns and Coronations: A History ,,f l\.cgalia. ,vith JOO Illustrations. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory. and 
a Diogr.1phical Memoir by WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vol., 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 1 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated_ hy WHISTON. Con­
¥~~n~~1:1.'.hd!~iiu~:i~!1tb~l~~J.c~~: 6~~d 'The Wan; of the Jews.' With 52 Illustration. and Maps. 

Kempt (Robert).-Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 
Post Bvo, cloth llmp, z..r. 6d. 

Kershaw (Mark). - Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post 8vo, iUustratQd boards, 2s. ; doth, :::s. 6d. 

l(ing (R. Ashe), Novels by. 
A Drawn Game. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6,f.; post 8vo, boards, u, 

Pu~t 8yo, illustrated boards, :2.r. each, 

• ::Che W!}ll,flIJI or tl:)e 4;l~e~n,' I Paoslon'• Slav~, 
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Knight (Willfam, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). - The 
Patient'• Yade Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. 8vo, u.; cl., JS. 6d. 

Knights (The) of the Lion: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF LORNE, K.T. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6J 

Lamb's (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 
• Poetry for Children and 'Prince Dorus.' Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEP· 
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the' Essay on Roast Pig.' Crown Svo, .cl ... th, 3,r. 6d. 

The Essays of Elia. Post 8rn, printc:rl on laid paper and half-bound, 2.r, 
Little Essays: !:,ketches and Ch;ir~ctcrs by CHARLES LAMll, selected from his Letters by PERCY 

FITZGERALD. l'o~t Svo, c\11tb limp, :H, 6,_{, 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb, With Introduction and Notes by BRANDER MAT 

THEWS, and Stccl-µlate Portrait. reap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 6d. 

Landor (Walter Savage).-Citation and Examination of William 
Shakspeare, &c., before Sir Tt10mas Lucy, touching Decr-ste:iling-, 19th September, 1582. To which 
is added, A Conference of Master Edmund Spenser with the Earl of Essex. touching the 
State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburglle, 2s. 6d. 

Lane (Edward Williaml.-The Thousand and One Nights, com-
monly called in England The Arabian Nights' Entertainments. Tr;inslated trom the Arabic, 
with Notes. 111ustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD 
STANLEY POOLF.. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols,, dewy 8rn, cloth, 7s. od. ea. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Post Bvo, laid paper, half-bound, 2.r. 

Forensic Anecdotes. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, ::zs. 6d. each. 

I Theatrical Anecdotes. 

Lehmann (R. C.), Works by. 
Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 

Post 8vo, IS, each; cloth, Is. 6d. each, 
Conversational Hints for Young Shooters: A Guide to Polite Talk. 

Leigh (Henry S.).-Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand-made 
paper, bound in lmckram, 5s, 

Leland (C. Godfrey). -A Manual of Mending and Repairing • 
.....:........ Wit~~iag"?-ms. Cro_"_'n_8_v<_•,_c_lo_tl~,,~s,_. _________ -,------------

.Lepelletier (Edmond). - Madame Sans~Gene. Translated from 
the French by JOHN DE VILLIERS. Crown 8vo, cloth,:µ. 6d.; post Svo, picture boards. :z.r. 

Leys (John).-The Lindsays: A Romance, Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
Lindsay (Harry).-Rhoda Roberts: A Welsh Mining Story. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3,S. 6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, J.I"· 6d. each; pest Bvo, illustrated boards, :u. each. ,::r~!:n1!~~:r~f iea.n:~&:;.das. I P»¥!4£o':::f~h 1jri:wi~~I ~h~l~ria;;ins. The World Well Lost. With 12 Jllusts. Paston Carew, ~lilliouaire and Miser. The One Too Many. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
!l'he Rebel of the Famlly. With a Bllken Thread. 

Fast 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

::~~cst:ir::~·Extracts from the Works of irJs. L \~~rf_~~~~~= Ess.ciys on Women.. 

Dulcie Everton. Crovm Bvo, cloth extra, 3-S· 6d. 

Lucy (Henry W.).-Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, JS. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, u. 

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 
Teresa Itasca. Crown Byo, cloth extra, u 
Broken Wings. With Stx 111ustrations by W. J. HE1'.'NRSSV. Crown s,•o, cloth extra, 6J'. 

1'1acdonell (Agnes).-Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

1'1acGregor (Robert).-Pastimes and Players· Notes on Popular 
Ga_mes. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, • 

Mackay(C::harles, LL.D.). - Interlude~ an'1 Un'1ertone.:.·
1 

or, 
~lg~J< ijl Twilii;h" CrPwn svo, cloth e~tr;i. w, · "' 
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McCarthy (Justin, M.P.), Works by. 
A ~!:o~orzr~i~:: i~1~1~!?1ei~i~0vo;~~ :ec:,;ssJ~~.0~12~e=~t~~t~~~ ~~~~~-G1~:r~ i~;i~nA~ 

EDlTION, in Four Vais., crown Svo. cloth extra, 6.r. each.-And the JUBILHB EDITION, with an 

JI. Jr:t;:~x ~~ Eo~;s ~:~ e;~~e1~fr~':n T~ ~~
5th~3 1is~~~:dn ~~'t;i1~

1
~.th o::;, 7;;!:'·ct~tl~'extra1 

12s. Uniform with the LIBRARY F.DI1'ION of the first Four Volumes. • 
A Short History of our Own Tln:aes. One Vol., cz:own tivo, cloth extra, 6s.-Also a CHl!AP 

POPULA.R EDITION', post Bvo, cloth hmp, 'ZJ". 6d, 
A History of the Four Georges. Four Vais., demy Bvo, et. ex., ias. each. [Vols. I. & It. ready, 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3.r. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, z.r. each i cloth limp, 2S. 6cl. each. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. I Donna Qulxote. With 12 Illustrations. 
My Enemy's Daughter. The Comet of a Season. 
A Fair Saxon. Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations. 

t~~:t:do;~r:3.i.tn. ~t:tl:t=ato~!rl with a Fortune. 
Jlllss Misanthrope. With 12 Illustrations. Red Diamonds, 
The Riddle Ring. Crown Svo, cloth, JS. 6d. 
The Three Disgraces, and other Stories, Crown Svo, cloth, 3.r. 6d • 

• The Right Honourable.• By JUSTJN MCCARTHY, M.P., and Mrs. CAMPBELL PRABD. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 6.r. 

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. · 
The French Revolution. (Constituent Assembly, 1789-91). Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 12s. each. 
An Outllne of the History of Ireland. Crown Bvo, IS. ; cloth, 1.r. 6d. 
Ireland Since the Union: Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1886, Crown Svo, cloth, 6.r. 
Hafiz In London: Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, gs. 6d. 
Our Sensation NoveJ. Crown Bvo, picture cover, 1.r.; cloth limp, IS, 6d. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, IS. 

f1~~t=a!a~kr~~m;~~;:n tr~!~c;~~: ck~~~~ X:ote~.
0 !~.1

;ii~fdt~sii!"·. rs. 6d. 
The Thousand and One Days. iith Two Photogravures. f:fwo Vols., crown Svo, hnlf-bd.1 111. 
A London Legend. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3.r. 6d. 
The Royal Christopher. Crown.Svo, cloth, 3.r. 6d. 

MacDonald (George,. LL.D.), Books by. 
Works of Fancy and lmaglnatlon. Ten Vols., 16mo, cloth, gllt edge!, in c:loth ca!t, 2:t.1.; or 
Vol.the1:7\t~~~~:1!r.r~\~:~~6J;~~!fi}: ~~~t~~lf~F:~ 2s. 6d. each. 
II II. THE DISCIPLE.-THE GdSPEL WOMEN.-BOOK OF SONNETS.-0RGAN SONG~. 
,, III. VIOLIN SONGS.-SONGS OF THE DAYS AND NIGHTS,-A BOOK OF DRRAM~.-ROADSIDB 

POEMS.-POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 
" IV. PARABLES.-BALLADS.-SCOTCH SONGS. 
"V. & VI. PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance. f Vol. VII. THZ PORTENT, 
,, VIII. THE LIGHT PRINCESS.-THE GIANT'S HEART,-SHADOWS • 
., IX. CROSS PURPOSES.-THE GOLDEN KEY.-THE CARASOYN,-LITTLE DAYLIGHT. 

X. THE CRUEL PAINTER.-THE WOW O' RIVVEN.-THB CASTLE.-THB BROKBN SWORD!I. 
-THE GRAY WOLF.-UNCLE CORNELIUS, _ 

Poetical Works of George MacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two \'"cls., 
crown 8vo, buckram, 1:2s. 

A Threefold Cord. Edited by GEORGE MAC DONALD. Post Svo, cloth, s.r. 
Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. With 25 Jllu·;;trations by J. BELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ;,. 6d, 
Heather and Snow: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, JS. 6d. ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
Lllitb : A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6.r, 

Madise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac• 
!~~8

ln:~d~~~N1~!~:!trJ'e ~tr~:ti~:a~:;;;~t th~t~a:~r:till~,i~f;a~~!~~~t cc~~~~1';y~~~i0~;f~!~~ 
BATES, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
Jn the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by THOMAS R. MACQUOID. 
Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany, 34111usts. byT. R. MACQUOJD. 
ihrough Normandy. With 92 Illustrations bf T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map • 

.a.t~«:i't~o~~~t:ri,~~· w'ft~~il1~~1:t~~t~~i~:t~\. R~~f!~g%i7~~· and a Map, 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each. 
The Evil Eye, and other Stories. I Lost Rose, and other Stones. 

Magician's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 4,J'. 6d. 

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management: Including full Practical. 
Directions. By T. C. HEPWORTH. With 10 Illustrations. Crown Svo, is.; cloth, u. 6d. 

Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 
Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5.r. 

Mallory(Sir Thomas). - Mort d' Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and or the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTGOMBRIH RAN· 
J(ING, Post 8vo1 cloth limp, s.r, 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 
if:: ::: ::Ef iu~.ir;i~i!v:0 i>~~~~/~~:n~0~:~n~·Ja~1th t:~·s!~. 6c1~th, U. 6d • . 
A Romance or the Nineteenth Century. Crown 8vo, cloth 6s.: post Bvo, illust. boar~. 21. 
Poems. Small 4to, parchment. 8s. 
Is Life Worth Living? Crown Bvo, doth extra, 6s. 

Margueritte (Paul and Victor).-The Disaster. 
FREDERIC LEES. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Translated by 
[Shortly 

Marks (H. S., R.A.), Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four 
Photogravures and rz6 Illustratirms. Two Vols. demy evo, cloth, 3::-s. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction.:;1 by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3S· 6d. 

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited 
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 

Masterman (J.).-Halfca=Dozen Daughters. Post 8vo, boards. 2s. 

Matthews (Brander).-A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 2s.; cloth limp, zs. 6d. ' 

Meade (L. T.\, Novels by. 
A Boldler of Fortune. Crown 8vo, doth, :is. 6d, ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.1. 

Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d each. 
In an Iron Gr1p. I The Voice of the Chal'mer. ,Vitb a Illustration!. 
Dr. Rumaey's Patient. By L. T. MEADE and CLIFFORD HALIFAX, M.D. 

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 
The Man who was Good. Post Bvo, picture board~. '"· 

Crown 8rn, cloth,:µ. 6d. each; J • 
This Stp.ge of Fools. I Cynthia I A D3ughter of the Phllisdne,. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the· Rio Grande. By 
~- S\\'E.F.T and J. ARi\10Y KNOX. ,vith 265 Illustrations. Crown S\to, cloth e'."ltrR, 7s. 6d, 

IHiddlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
Touch and Go. I Mr. DorllUon. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).-Physiologl for the Young; or, The 
House of Life. With numerous Illuc;trations. Post Svo, clot l_im-'p~·..,':-':_-6_d_. :--:-----:-:---:--

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, Is. each; cloth, Is. 6d. each. 
The Hygiene of the Skin. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, ·riaths, ,vines, &c. 
The Bath In Diseases of the Skin, . _ . 
The Laws or Life, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin. 

Minto (Wm.).-Was She Good or Bad? Cr. 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown S_vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 
The Gun·Runner: A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontis-piece by STANLEY r_ WOOD. 

;t: 1tt::.s0~~:;gi)~ 1U1l{eJec~~u-':1~~ ~1fu~~~~~~iE~:c~/ls\~~~-~~I. \,.,,~6~2°· 
Renshaw Fanning•s Quest. ,vith a Frontispiece hy ·sTANu~v 1_ Wooo. 

Molesworth (Mrs.), Novels by. 
Hathel'court Rectory. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. 

That Glnl in Black. Crown Sn,, ck,th, 1s. 6d. 

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott=).-The Abdication: An Historical Dram:1. 
With Seven Etching-s by Ju!IN PETTIE, W. Q. 0RCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HVNT~R, 
R. MACBETH and TOl'I! l>RAl!AilI. Imperial 4to, buckram, 2IS. 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 
The Epicurean; an_d Al~lphron. l'ost 8vo, half-bound, 2.r. 

Prose and Verse; mcludmg Supprcc:scd P;lssa~es from the MEMOIRS op LORD BYRON Edited 
l,y R.H. Sl!EPHERlJ. With Portrait. Crnwn Bvo, doth extra, 7s. 6d. ' 

Maddock (J. E.) Stories by. 
Maid Marian and Robin li~~d~ 8{~?{t1~

1~!\~~~~~tfo~~tts~rANLRY Wooo J::~g i1!,'::t~!~·. Wilh Frontispiece by STANLEY Woon. ' 

, Post Bvo, illustrated boards.~- e::ich. 
The .Dead Mans Secret. I Fr_om the Bosom af the Deap, 
8-torle.a Weird and Wonderful. PO&t Svo, illustrated boards, u.; cloth,"· 6d. 
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Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 
Crown S,.,o, cloth cxtrn, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Ltfe's Atonement. I A Model Father. I Bob Martin's Little Girl, 
Jo&el)h's Coat. 12 lllusts. Old Blazer's Hero. Time's Revenges. 

i~t1~c:.~:~~~· J lUusts. ii0l~eFG.!!~~;·t;~r9n~~:· fn ~:;.~t;tdP~i;.\ire· 
Hearts. , A Bit oD:·Hu.man Nature. Mount Despalr. 
The Wa.y of the World. First Pet'son Singular. 
The Making of a Novelist: An Experi111ci1t in A:utobiography. With a Collotype Portrait, Cr. 

8vo, buckram, JS. 6d. 
My Contemporaries ln Fiction. Crown 8Yo, burkrrtm, 3s. 6d. 

~h?:t'tt~1~· i~~rci. c~~~n
8~~~~~l~~h~~ifttop, 6s. 

Tales in Prose and Verse. With Frontis. 'by ARTHUR HoPKT~,;;. Cr. S,•o, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Slz.:wt:,,. 

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, JS. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated board~. :2S. each. 

One Traveller Returns. J The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones's Alias, &c. With Illustrations by A. F()RESTIER and G. N 1COLET . 

.Murray (Henry), Novels by. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each: cloth1 ::?J', 6d, each, 

A Game of Bluff. I A Song of Sixpenca. 
Newbolt (Henry).-Taken from the Enemy. F=c=p=."'"s_v_o_, ~cl~o~th~.-I-5.-6-d~. 

Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 
'Bail Up.' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.: post 8vo, illustrated bo:nd!!I, u. 
D.r. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo, illu~trated boards, u. 
Lessons i.n Art. With 2:r Illustration5.-CroWn-8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. 
Saint Ann's. Crown 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d.: poc;t 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 
Billy Bellew. With a Frontispiece by F. H. T,_,w:.;...;E:-·m. Crowrt 8vo, doth, 3.r. 6tf. 

O'Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Post-0vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Unforeseen. I Chance? or Fate ? 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each. 
Doctor Rameau. r A Last Love. 0)~:::: %~~S~)o,wn~v~;:r~ 3'bt: p;;;;· ~~~.'e]°~i::-:-~-·e-,dc-c-b-O_a_r-cd~s-, -2-S-, -e-a-c'h, 
The Primrose Path. I Whiteladies. 
The Greatest Heiress In England. 
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, c\o·c",h'-.~3-s.-c6,d.-------

O' Reilly (Mrs.).-Phrebe's Fortunes. Post Svo, illust, boards, 25. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

Music and Moonllght. I Songs of a Worker. 
Lays of France. Crown Svo, cloth extr:-1, 10s. 6,f. 

Ouida, Novels by. Cr. Svo, cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post Svo, illust. bds .. 25. ea. 
Held In Bondage. Folle-Farlne. I Moths. I Piptstrello. 
Tricotrin. A Dog of Flanders. In Maremma. I Wanda. 
Strathmore. Pascarel. l Signa. Bimbi, I Syrlin. 
Chandos. Two Wooden Shoes. Frescoes. I Othmar. 

fia.icJ~~~!!~";.1!~::s Gage ~rl!.~!~ter I CJ!f.indship. ~~i113::~y~a~raa~n~~o. 
Puclit. I Jdalla. A Village Commune. ! Two Offenders. 

Squ.,re 8vo, doth extra, ss: each, 
Bbnbt. With Nine Illustr;ttion,; by ErntUND H. GARRErf. 
A Dog of Flanders, &c. ,Yilll Six Illustrations l.iy EDMUND H. GARRETT, 

Santa Barbara. &c. Square 8v0. cl,"'ith~ 6.f,; croWl18vo, cloth, JS. 6d.; post Bvo, illustrated boards, u. 
POPULAR EJJIT!Ui'S. M°Z:tl;um 8\'n,- 6d. each: cloth, u. each. 

Under Two Flags. I Moths. 
Wisdom, Wlt. and Pathos. ~n11 tilf! \\·-;;-;:I::--nl4JL'!DA by F. SYDNEY l\'IORRIS. Post 

8vo, cloth extra, 5s.-CHEAP EDITION, illustrated board.:;, 2s. 

Page (H. A.).-Thoreau: His Life and1\Jms. With Portrait. Post 
Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d .• ~~~----=-~-Pand urang Hari; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 
BARTLE FR~RE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.: post 8vo, ill~istrated boar?.:;, 2s. 

Parker (Rev. Joseph, D.D.).-Might Have Been: some Life 
Notes. Crown 8vo, cloth • .,_, ::.;6'c:.· ~-~---~=-~=-----=-~---,--,--=--c--: 

Pascal~Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 
introduction and Notes by T. l\f'CRIE. D.D. Post 8vo, c'clo~t_h_li-:m~p~, z_s_. =----=---.---.--~. 

Paul (Margaret A.).-Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 
Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON, 3S• 6,f.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, JS, 6d. each J post 8-ro, Illustrated board!, zr. each. 

Lost Sir Masslngberd. Holiday Tasks. 
Walter's Word. 1 A CountyFamU~, The Canon's Ward. ,Vith Portrait. 
Less Black than We're Painted. The Talk of the Town. With .12 lllusts. 
By Proxy. I For Ca.ah Only. Glow~Worm Tales. n~:e:w~;t~oof. ~~= Wo~~eiz.grtt4~r:13~e, 
A Confidential Agent. With r~ 11lusts. The Burnt Million. 
A Grape from a Thorn. \\'ith 12 Illusts. Sunny Stories. I A Trytng Patient. 

Post Svo illustrated ooards, :zs. each. 
Humorous Stories. J From Exile, The Clyffards of Clyffe. 
The Foster Brothers. Found Dead. J Gwendollne•s Harvell!, 
Th 2 Family Scapegrace, Mirk Abbey. A Marine Resldenae. · 
Mat>rled Beneath Him. Borne Private Views. · 
Bentinck's Tutor. Not Wooed, But -Won. 
A Perfect Treasure. Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 
Like Father, Like Son. The Best of Husbands. 
A Woman's Vengeance. Halves. J What He Cost HU. 
Carlyon's Year. I Cecll's Tryst. Fallen Fortunes. Kit: A MemoQ. 
Murphy's Master. At Her Mercy. A Prince ot the Blood, 

In Perll and Privation. Witl: 17 lllustrations. Crown Svo, doth, 3S· 6d. 
Notes from the• News.• Crown Svo, portrait cover, u.; cloth, u. 6d. 

Payne (Will).-Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. ea. 
Puck on Pegasus. With Tllustrations. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. \\'ith Ten full-page Illustrations by G. DU MA URIER. 
The Muses of Mayfair: Vers de SociCte. Selected by H. C. Pl!NNELL, 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, IS. ea. ; cloth, 1s. 6d. ea. 
Beyond the Gates. I An Old Maid's Paradise. I Burglars 1n Paradise. 
Jack the Fisherman. Illustrated br C. \V. REED, Crown Svo, cloth, u. 6d. 

Phil May's Sketch=Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. A 
New i-.,l1ti,_,n. Cr,.\111 fnli,,,, J,.th, !?S, C.!_. ___________________ _ 

Phipson (Dr. T. L.).-Famous Violinists and Fine Violins: 
Historical No1,·, .. \~1~~,t""· .1:1.--J Reminiscences. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

Planche (J. R,), Works by. 
The Pursulvant of Arms. With Six Plates and~ TTiustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s, 6d. 
Songs and Poems, 1819-18;9. With fr.troduction hv Mrs. MACKARNF..55. Crown Svo, cloth, 6.r. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 
Plut:i.rch by JOHN and \\"M, LANGHOR:-..E, and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8\·o, half-bound tos. 6d. 

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. With Intro. 
duction 1,y CHARLES BAU /JELAIRE. Portrait and Facsimiles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget, &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Pollock (W. H.).-The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By 
Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTE.R H. POLLOCK. With 50 Illustrations. Crown 1!vo. cloth.gilt. 6s. 

Pollock (Wilfred).-\Var and a \Vheel: The Gr::eco-Turkish War as 
Seen from a [h:ycle. \\'ith .i. I'llap. Crown s,·o. picture cover, 1s. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Post 8vo,_c_l_o_th_l_im__,_p--'-,-2_s_. _______ _ 
Porter (John).-Kingsclere. Edited by BvRoN WEBBER. With 19 

full-page :rnd many Sm<\J\cr Illu<;trations. Second Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth decorated, 18s. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, each. 
The Romance of a Station. l The Soul of Countess Adrian, 

Crown Svo, cloth, JS. 6d. each: post Svo, boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W. PAGBT, 

=~!in~~ei~s:;~:1~·-A~~!~~tfa~l1~~1~~~:1~~~ btr~~~~~:d. ~l~~~zt· Crown Bvo, cloth extra, :;s. 6d. 

Price (E. C.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo1 cloth extra, 3s. 6d. e;-ich: post 8vo1 illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Valentina. I The Foreigners. I Mrs. Lancaster'& Rlval. 
~~ald.~!t8vo,illustratedb0_:1_,<l_s~,o_s_. ___________ ~-~---~~~ 

Princess Olga.-Radna: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 
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Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 
Flowers of the Sky. ,vith SS Illustrations. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 3.r. 6d. 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Night in the Year. Crown Svc, cloth, 6.r. 
Pamllla:r Science Studies. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Saturn and its System. With r3 Steel Plates. Demy Bvo, cloth extra, 1os. 6d. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6.r. 
The Universe of Suns, &c. With numerous Illustrations, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown Svo, 1.r. 6d. 

Pryce (Richard\.-Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW, :,.r. 6d.; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2.r. 

Rambosson (J.).-Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. PIT· 
MAN. With 10 Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut lllustratkms. Crown Bvo, cloth, ~s. 6rf. 

Randolph (Lieut.~Col. George, U.S.A.).-Aunt Abigail Dykes: 
A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Rea~ (General Meredith).-Historlc Studies in Vaud, Berne, 
and Savoy. With 31 full-page Illustrations. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 28s. 

Reade' s (Charles) Novels. 
The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long primer 

type, printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price:µ. 6d. each. · 
1. Peg Woffl.ngton; and Christie John• 7. Love Me Little, Love me Loni?, 

stone. s. The Double Marriage. 
2. Ba.NI Cash, 9. Griffith Gaunt 
3. The Cloister and the Hearth, \Vith a 10. Foul Play. 

Preface by Sir WALTER DP.SANT. II, Put Yourself In His Place, 
4. • It Is Never Too Late to Mend,' 12. A Terrible Temptation. 
5· The Course of True Love Never Did 13. A Simpleton. 

Run Smooth; and Singleheart and 14. A Woman-Hater, 
Doubleface. 15, The Jilt, and other Stories: and Good 

6. The' Autobiography of a Thief; Jack Stories of Man and other Animals. 
of au TPades; A Hero and a Mar.. 16. A Perilous Secret. 
tyr i and The Wandering Heir, 17. Readiana; anJ Bible Characters, 

In Twenty-one Volumes, post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each. 
Peg Wofflngton. l Christie Johnstone. Hard Cash. ~ Griffith Gaunt, 

~~e
1
~:Uer~!ror~~u~ti~;~ N~t~~·i:.1d Run l.0T~iritfe 1'e~:tat~~~~elf in His Place. 

Smooth. A Simpleton. I The Wandering Belr. 

T:fl ~::~:~or~:J>}[r:JsaLi~~~~t~ack of :1:-1~:::;r:~:ri,oubleface. 
l.iove Me Little, Love Me Loni'., Good Stories of Man and other .Animals. 
The Double Marriage. The Jilt, and other Stories. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. A Perilous Secret. I Readlana, 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium Svo, 6d. each : cloth, IS. each. 
• It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' I The· Cloister and the Hearth, 

Peg Wofflngton; and Christie Johnstone, 
It ls Never Too Late to Mend' and The Cloister and the Hearth in One Volume, 

medium Svo, cloth, zs. 

i~g·~1
:nl:~r:!?nc!h~~~r ;;r~~~~sdt~cE1z~~~i~*i.ri¥.~~~~ 8~~~e1~!~1.tr~~b~~:ri~.

8
:~ .. ~;~f-Roxb.

2
s.6d. 

The Cloister and the ifearth. In FourVols., post8vo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER BR· 

Bib1~NJh:~da~t:~~~tisp~~~~ k~o:J~~t~;;~·t:;,s·1~?e set, 
Selections from the Works of Charles Reade, With ao lntroduction by Mrs. ALEX. IRR· 

LAND. Crown Svo, buckram, with Portrait, 6s.; CHEAP EDITJON, post 8vo, cloth limp, :.is. t:Jd. 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 
Weird Stories. Crown Svo, cloth extra, :µ. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, :z.r. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Uninhabited House, I Fairy Water. 
The Prince of Wales'& Garden Party, Her Mother's Darling. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. The Nun's Curse, I Idle Tales. 

Rimmer (Alfre~, Works b?i'.. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each. 
~:~i1:sc~~~~7 Etc:,::~·d :~~JJ~1

.us~vN~;! ,rii~;a~i~~~0by the Author. 
About England with Dickens. With sS Illustrations by c. A. VANDERH00F and A. Rn.n,IER, 

Rives (Amelie).-Barbara Dering, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
post 8vo, illustrated board&, :u. 

Robinson Crusoe. By DANIEL DEFOE. With 37 Illustrations by 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Post Svo, half-cloth, :z.r.; cloth extra, gilt ed~es, :z.r. 6d. 
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Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
The Poets• Birds. I The Poets' Bea~ts. 
The Poets and Nature: ReptJles, Fishes, and Insects. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notes 
and an Jntroductory Essay by SAINTE·BEUVE. l'u'ot 8\·o. cloth limp, zs 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, 1o66. Printod in Gold ;\nd Colours, SS, 

R.ose~g-arten- (A.)-:-_:__A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans· 
Jated 1,y w. (_·, •LLE 1 ·1-SA'.'s!l.\J:S. With 630 Illustrations. Crown Svo, clotb e:,ctra, 7s. 6d. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post. Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. Wilh numerous Illustrat,ons. 
More Puniana. Profusely lllustr~ted. 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post Bvo, bds., 2s. ea.; cl., 2s. 6d. ea. 
Skippers & Shellbacks. I Grace Balma1gn•s Sweetheart. I Schools & Soholara. 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 
A Country Sweetheart. Crown Svo, c\r.t'h, 3J'· 6.1.; post Svo, picture boards, 3s. 
The Drift of Fate. Crown Svo, cloth, 3,. ,JJ. 

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3.r. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated board,;, 2.r. each; cloth limp, 2s, 6d. each. 

Round the Galley-Fire. I The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. Jn the Middle Watch, An Ocean Tragedy. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. My Shipmate I.Ou.1se. 
A Voyaie to the Cape. Alone on a Wide Wide Be• 

~h:~~s~~~;~, :~;ff!o~:~~ Star.' ~t: jg~~t~:t:t:.oc~• 
Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s,6d, each. 

The Tale _of the Ten. With 1~ lllustra, I Is He the Man? I The Convict Ship, 
t1ons br 1,. MuNTJ:ARu. Heart of Oak, The Last Entry. 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 
Crown 8\'0, clo~h extra, 3s. &{.each; post Svo, illustrated boards, ,z.r, each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note by OLIVER WE;\'DELL HOLMES and a Frontispiece. 
The Junior Dean. j The Master of St. Benedict'&, j To H1s Own Maatu. 
Orchard Da.merel. Jn the Face of the World, 

Fc:lp. Bvo, cloth boards, t.r. 6d. each. 
The Old Maid's Sweetheart. I Modest Little Sara. 

The Tremlett Diantonds. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3-S'· 6d. 
·-------------~-----~ Saint John (Bayle).-A Levantine Family. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
A New Edition. 

Sala (George A.).-Gaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 
By Ex-Chicf·Impco..:tor CA\ A'\"Al,II. l'l•~t Svo, illustratell boards, 2S.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain-
i:11: E:-.:peri1nen!s in IJra,,·in~·room or' White' MaL!ic. By,v. H. CREMER. ,vith 3oolllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4S, 6d. 

Seguin (L. G.), Works by. 
The Country of the Passion Play (Oberammarga.u) and the Highlands or Bavaria. ,vith 

l\lap and 37 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, JS. 6d. 
Walks In Algiers. With Two i\laps and 16 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6.r. 

Senior (Wm.).-By Stream and Sea. Post Bvo, cloth, 2s. 6d, 

Sergeant (Adeline).-Dr. Endicott's Experiment. Cr. Svo, 3s. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 
With lllu.,trations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH, Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 3.r. 6d, 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 
th_e C,am•;".'lnol ~!1'.'rt°', tJi,.. i'l • .111·'.•'r<;, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time, By WJLLfAM]. ROJ.,FI 
~Jtt.D. .\ 1th -:-' liiL!~'.L!t1•.,n>. L l''JIVI! 8\'0, cloth ?ilt

1 
3.f, 6f!. · , · · 
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~_h:i_rp (William}.-Children of To~morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 
Edi\1-·<l. Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HERNE SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown Svo, cloth, JS, 6d. each. 

P,,et1cal Works, in Three Vols.: 
\·ul, I. lntro(luctinn by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre· 

!~~t~!1~~ep~!:s~t~co~~~~J a!J1H~Yea~111¥:~~JS1':~s 8~b~~n~1
t~d:~~is~h&c~otes; Alastor, 

.. II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas; Eptpsychidion; Hdlas. 

.. I I 1 P,Jsthumous P0ems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces, 
Pra:>se Vlorks. in Two Vols.: 

Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi '.1-nd St. Irvyne: the Dublin anrl. Marlow Pamphlets; A Reru. 
taticm of Deism; Letters to Lei.l{h Hunt, an_d some Minor \Yritings and Fragments. 

II. The Es~1.ys; Letters from Abroad; Translations and FraR"ments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY. 
Wnh a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose \Yorks. 

-----**" Also a few copies of a LARGE-PAPER EDITION, 5 vols., cloth, £z IZS, 6d. 

Sherard (R. H.).-Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 

Sheridan (General P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 
___ ~ps, an_(~ ~~~~i~es. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, z.µ. 

Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 
Anecdotes. lndmlin)!" his Dramatic Writings, his \Yorks in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, 
an<l Jokes. With 10 lllustrat1ons. Crown 8vo, cloth, JS, 6d. 

The Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post 8vo, hair-bound, 2s. 
Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro­

duction and Notes to each Pby, and a Dio~raphical Sketch, by BRANDER !\-lATl'HEWS. With 
Iil11stratinn<;. Dcrny Svo, half-parchment, 1zs. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 
those in' Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A, ll. GROSART, 
D.D. Three \'ols., c1vwn 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d, each. 

Signboards: Their History, including Anecdotes of .Famous Taverns and 
~:~~a~.~~lb~: fit~:t~~~i~~·s. B[r{~~108~.J~~\1~~~~~7r;,nt!~J~N CAMDEN HO'lTEN. With Coloured Frontis 

Sims (George R.), Works-by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, :u. each; cloth limp, ~. 6d. each 

The Ring o. • Bells. I Dramas of Life, With 6o Illustrations. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Mary Jane 'Married. My Two Wives. 
Tlnkletop's Crime. Scenes from the Show. i!Y!s: ti: Cf~~d!;:Y, &c. The Ten Commandments: Starlet. 

Crown 8\'0, picture cover, rs. each; cloth, rs. 6d, each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readini;s and Recitations in Prose and Verse 

selected from his own \Vurks \,}' GEORGE R. SIMS. 
The Case of George Candlemas. I Dagonet Ditties, (From The Rtfffu.) 

Rogues and Vagabo:ids. A '\',·w Editir.n. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. &.i. 
How the Poor Live; .rnd Horrible London. Crown Svo. picture cover, u 
Da.gonct Abroad. r -r,1w11 l:Sv, •. , 1, ,:1,, 3J. o !. ; p•J'>t 8vo, pictur~ Lnc1rd~. zs. 

Sister Dora: A Biography. By MARGARET LONSDALE. With Four 
Illustrations. Demy Svo, picture cover, 4d. ; c\oth, __ 6_d_, =--=-.--

5ketch ley (Arthur).-A Match in the Dark •. Post 8vo. boards, is. 

Siang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extr:1,, .-. r,d. 

SmarC(Hawiey), Novels by. ·• 
Crown 8\'o, cloth g.r. 6,i. each: post Svo, picture bc,;uds, 2.r. each, 

Beatrice and Benedick. I Without Love or Licence. 

Long Odds. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

I The Master_o!_R_athkelly. I The Outsider. I A Raaln• Rubbe~. 

The Plunger. Post Svo, picture bo:ud,.,s:,_, ="'c_· -------------------

8m ith (J. Moyr), Works by. 
The Prince of A1·g0Hs. With 1/0 Illw,tr.1tions. Post Svo, cloth cxtr~. y. 6<(. 
T~e Wooinl{ of the Water W tch. With mu11erous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, Qs. 

Society in London. Crown 8vo, IS.; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Society-in-Pai-is: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 

from Count PAUL VASILI to a Young- French Diplomat. Crown Svo, cloth, 6.r. 

Somerset (Lord Henry).-Songs of Adieu. Small 4to, Jap. vel., 61. 

Spalding (T. A., LL.8.).- Elizabethan Demonoloi;r; Ag ):!:s§ay 
QP the BcliefiQ th~ l3iistence Qf Pcv;Js, C,o_.-n avQ, cloth e1;tr,1., '1• 
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Speight (T. W.), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

By Devious Ways, &c. 
The Mysterle1 of Heron Dyke, I 
Hoodwinked;. & Sa.ndycrort Mystery, 
The Golden noop. 
Back to Life. 

The Loudwater Tragedy, 
Burgo's Romance. 

iu:J!~b~~d1¥r::•~·be Sea. 
Post Svc, cloth limp, IS. 6d. each. 

A Ba.rren Title, ____ __:l __ w_1---,r---,e---,--or No Wire? 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, ,3S, 6d. each. 

! ~~c:;:~ 0i,t~:!e81~~oh :Tft!1~a~~e ~0s~:Kit112';n1~l!:;.ter or Trena.nee. 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. TOWRY. With Coloured Illustrations 
by WALTER J. !\-'{ORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra. JS· 6d. 

Stafford (John), Novels by. 
Doris and I. Cruwn Svo, cloth, JS· 1,./. 
Carlton Priors, Crown 8vo, cloth, :.;ilt_t...:op:..:' _________________ _ 

Starry Heavens (The): A POETICAL BIRTHDAY BooK, Royal 16mo, 
cloth'"Cxlra, u. 6d. 

Stedman (E. C.), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gs. each. 
Victorian Poets. I The Poets of America.. 

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).-The Cruciform Mark: The Strango 
Story of RICHARD TREGENNA, Bachclur of Medicine {Un.iv. Edinb.) Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

Sterndale (R. Armitage) .-The Afghan Knife: A Novel. C~own 
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; 1,,_,·.t !:ivo, illwtr._,t_,c1_·_u_"_"_J,_·,_zs_. _______________ _ 

Stevenson (R, Louis), Works by. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ea. 
Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by WALTER Cl .\.'.':E., 
An Inland Voyage, W1th a Frontispiece Uy WALTER Cl.:.AI\B., 

Crown Svo, buckram, g-ilt top, 6..r. each, 
FamtHar Studies of Men and Books. 
~~: :~~;;a~e~~uatters. With Frontis1JiCCCJ~Je~WS0ToRdOS'llf,1'oems. 

Memories and Portraits. 
Virginlbus Puerisque. an<l other Papers. I Ballads. I Prlnoa OUo. 
Across the Plains, with other r.kuwries and Essays, 
Weir of Hermiston. 

A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 27 full-pag-e lllu:.trations by A. S. BOYD. Frap. ,,o, 
cluth, Cs. [~hurt,)', 

Songs of Travel, Crown Svo, buckram, 5s. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.: post B,·o, illustrated boards, 2.r. 

The _Suici.de Club; and The Raiah's_Diamond. (From ?,LW ARABJA..'11 NIGHTS.) With 
L1.:!.'. 11,L:,lr.il:_,._, L,y ,v. ]. l!L:-::i .-:_~\'. Lro,,u 8\'v, duth, JS. 6d. 

The_ Edinbui·_gh Edition of the Works of Robert L:iui_s Steyenson. Twenty-seVen 

~~:~j; ;1\,1?i ,i \,~J·m:!~'\'i ,.~'./~r:'.~11~.::_1('-,_1.(1~~sl.uJ1\tt;1•! i'. ,1J ~;· \ ;_,:',\;/i:\:1,115s 1-,;;/·,;1~1\\j\~,t.1t·si!~1e price ol 

Stories jrom Foreig·n Novelists. With N'oticcs by HELEN and 
ALICE Zl :>ll!ERN. t_ r,_,1·. 11 l I, ,t\i extra, JS. er.; post 8,·o, illustrated b, ... mls, 2s, 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, wiLh 19 Illustrations by GILUERT GAUL, SS·; pust 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S. 

Strange Secrets. Told by PERCY FITZGERALD, CONAN DOYLE, FLOR· 
r.;-.;u!. .\l AKI{ VAT, &c. Pos.t Bvo, illustrated boards, ~s. 

Strutt (Joseph). - The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 
England j including- the Rural and D0;11,_·'-tic l\.,_',:rt· 1•:,,1h, '.\1.-,y 1;.111w5, Mummeries, Shows,~..:., from 
the Earliest Period to the l'rcscnt Tilnc. LJ11cc.l Uy\\ ILLL\:ll llv;-.;E. \Vith 140. lllustratiaus. t...:ruwn 
8\"0, cloth eYtra, 3s. 6d, 

Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 
Portrait, and Facsinules of the Maps in' Gulliver's Travels.' Crown Svo, cloth, JS. 6d, 

Gulliver's Travels, ;i.nol A Tale of n Tub. Vnst Bvo, hair-bound, ar. 
Jon~th~n ~wtti; A, ~:•_:,J~-. ~l· J. U!'_'E!•_-:-; Cl'~)-!i'JS. CrQ\Vµ8yq1clq~~:J~r~§I 
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Swinburne (Algernon C.\, Works by. 
&elections from the Poetical w'ork1, of A Study of Shake!l!peare, Crown 8vo, 8.r. 

A. C. Swinburne. reap. S\ro 6.r. Songs of the Sprlngtides. CrownSvo, 6s, 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown Bvo, 6.r. Studies In Song. Crown Bvo 7s. 

~:~::
1
:~:; BAal~~ci~~ly.Fl ~~~~v~:~~£~~· Crown fr~:fr!!tu:;t:C,J~~~~~Y· Cr~r:~"~v~:

09.r.Ss. 
8vo, ur fca!-J. 8vo, 9s. A Century or Roundels. Small 4to, 8.r. 

Poems and Ballads. SECOND SERIES, Crown A Midsummer Holldp.y. Crown Bvo, 7s. 
8\·o, 9,1. Marino Faliero: A Trag-edy. Crown Bvo, 6.r, 

Poems & Ballads. THIRD Se RIES. Cr. Bvo, 7.r. A Study of Victor Huil:o, Crown 8vo1 6s. 
S~ngs before Sunrise. Crown f:;vo, 1os. 6d. Miscellanies. Crown Bvo, 12.r, 

=~:~:~}1~~~-r~~tf~n~rr,~~o!:1~8i~~-6~· i 0
S~!!1de~ :, ~~~?on;~~~ll tr~·:i·avo, 7s, 

Geor~e Chapma_n, t5a Vol. 11. of G. CHAP· The Sisters: A Tra;:cdy. Crown Bvo, 6.r. 
M .i.:-. S Works.) Crown 8\•o, JS. 6d, Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Essays arid Studies. Crown 8vo, 1:?S, Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. Bvo, 9s. 
Erechtheus: A Trag"i.:dy. Cr,_1wn Svo, 6s. The Tale or Balen. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
---------- ---------------------------
Syntax's (D:-.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 

of Co1L,,lation, anc(i~. ~c.irc~ of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustratjons, and Life or the 
Author Uy J. C; HO I l EN'. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. -

Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by HENRY VAN 
LAUN. Four Vais., small demy 8\'o, cloth bo.irds, 3os.-POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols., large crown 
Svo, clot!! "!Xtra, 15s. 

Taylor (Bayard). - Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modern \\'riters. Post Bvo, cloth limp, ~s. 

Taylor (Tom). - Historical Dramas. Containing 'Clancarty,' 
'Jeanne Dare,' ''Twixt Axe and Crown,' 'The Fool's Revenge, • Arkwright's \Vife,' 'Anne Boleyn,' 
'Plot and Passion.' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jS. 6d. 

*-!<'" The Plays may also be had separately, at rs. each, 

Tennyson (Lord) : A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. JENNINGS. Post 
Svo, portrait cover, zs.: cloth, ts. 6d. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 
Hundreds of Sketches by ,VrLLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Thames, A New -Pictorial History of the. By A. S. KRAUSSE. 
With 340 Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, IS. 6d. 

Thiers (Adolphe). - History of the Consulate and Empire of 
France under Napoleon, Translated by D. FORBES CAMPBELL and JOHN STEBBING. With 36 Steel 
Plates. 12 Vols., dcmy Bvo, cloth extra, 12.r. each. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr_ 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, 2s. ea. 
The Violin-Player. I Proud Maisie. 
Cresslda. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro-
Juc~~o~ hy ALLAN CUNNINCHA~I. and 48 lllustrations. Post Svo, half-bound, zs. 

Thornbury (Walter), Books by. 
The Life and Corresponden~e of J .• M. W. Turner. With Eight Illustrations in Colours and 

Two \v'oot..lcuts, New and Revised Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, JS. 6d. 

Post Svo illustrated boards, 2S. each. 
Old Stories Re-told. I Tales for the Marines. 

Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
The Hlst!)rY of Clubs and. Club Llfe in London: Anecdotes of its Famous Cotree-hou,es, 

Hostelnec-., and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations. 
English Eccentrics and E~entr1citles: Stories ~f Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes, 

Eccentric Artists, Theatrical i;oJk, &c. Wnh 48 lllustrat1ons. 

Transvaal (The). By JOHN DE VILLIERS. With Map. Crown 8vo, IS. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 
Crown Bvo, cfoth extra, JS• 6d. each; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 

The Way We Live Now. I Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
Frau Frohmann. The Land-Leaguers, 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each. 
Kept tn the Dark. I The American Senator. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. John Caldlgate. I Marlon Fay. 

Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. 
Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each; post 8vo, mustrated board:,, zs. each. 

Like Ships Upon the Bea. I Mabel's Prot1reu, I Anne F,unea1, 
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Trollope (T. A.).-Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 

Trowbridge (J. T.).-Farnell's Folly. Post Svo, illust. boar_ds, 2s. 

Twain'.s (Mark) Books. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3S· 6d. c-ich. 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Conectcd throughout by the Author. W} 
Ro~~~i!grrt~\;~:t1~1~;e1~~~~~~~~i~tffome. With 200 ll'11c;trations by F. A. FRASER. The Americri.n Claimant. With8r llll1~tr111 .. n-.l1y HAL HURST and others. Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 Ill11<.tr,tt1,o11:., l•r J) \" RHA.RD. ' 

}~~d~i1::3rifir::~~l ve.rt~· Po~~~~!i\ l~~~ts\;·1\;;~~t~
0

:ti~1~1!\ly Lrn · 15 T .nJ~ fi. Mark Twaln's Library ot Humour. \\ nli 197 lllustrations Uy E.W. Kc.MELE. 

Crown 2vn, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each; post 8vo, picture boards, 2.r. each. 
A Tramp Abroad. \Yith ,t4 Illustrations. . The Innocents Abroad; ·"r, The New Pili;rrim s Progress. "'ith ::?J4 Illustrations. (The Tft'o Shll· lin·• Edition is entitl,·d mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.l 
~~: itJ~:~t'!J:~ ~/ ~~~~8T;~~~;:1d,~itfi~~?it~~~iiot{~ith 212 Illustrations. 
The Prince and the P3.uper. \o'lith 1qn Illustrations. 
~:.:: AdJ:!t~;::1

:~iWul~k~~g~l~YI~~~~~io~~\th 174 Illustrations by E.W. KE!lrRLB. A Yankee at the Court or King Arthur. With 220 Illustrations by DAN BEARD. The Stolen White Elephant. 
The £1,000,000 Bank-Note,c. ---------
Mark Twaln's Sketches. Post 8vo, illu.:;tratcd board.<., 2s. 
Personal Recollectlons of Joan of Arc. With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du MONO. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
More Tramps Abroad. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser~).-J\iistress Judith: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra,;µ. 6d.; post Bvo, illus1rated boards, zs. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ench; post Bvo, illu!ltrated h.;.1rds, 2.1. each 

Lady Bell. I Burled Diamond&. I The Blackhall Qho1t1, 
Pust Srn, illustrated boards, 2.t. each. 

Citoyenne Jacqueline. Noblesse Oblige. 
What She Came Through. I The Huguenot Pamtly. 
The Bride's Pass. Beauty and the Beasi, Saint Mungo'& City. Disappeared. 
The Macdonald Lass. With Frt1nti-.pi,:ce. Crown 2vu, cloth, JS. 6d. 
The Witch-Wire. Crown s.c,. d,,th,...:3c...'·_6_.i_. ------------------

Upward (Allen), Novels by. 
A Crown or Straw. Crown Svo, clotl\, 6.r. ----------Crown Svo, cloth, JS. 6d. each; post 8vo, picture l)o;i.rds, ::?S. each. 
The Queen Against Owen. I The Prince of Balkistan. 
•God Save the Queen:• a Tale ur ·_,7. Cr,:,,rn !::,u. d•.'L·orated cover, is; cloth, zs. 

Vashti and Esther. By •Belle' of The WoJi. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Vizetelly (Ernest A.) .-The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 

Walford (Edward, M.A.), Works by. 
Wal!ord's C.ount¥ Fa~illes of the United Kin,t~om <1698). Containing- the De,;cent, R1rth, Marriage, 1~duca~1on, &c., of I::-,ooo HcaJs u( F.J.1111ht:s, their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, doth gilt, 5os. · 
Wal~ord's Shilling Peerage (1898). Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers, &:c. 32mo, cloth, Is. 
Walford's Shilling Baronetage (1893). C,n'.::-iinin~ a List of the Baronets of the United Kmhdum, Biog-r.1phical Notices, Addresses, &c. 3~mo, cl .. tli, 1s, 

Wak~~~~:~n. \~01::~~l~ic:f':J~fi~!:\ed({!~!~.l&c.co;J,~g,i~fot~. ~~st of the Knights of the United 
Walford'& _Shilling ;t,touse of Commons (1898). Containing a List of all the Members of the New Parltament, their Addresses, Club,, &c. 3:::mo, cloth, IS. 
Walford'& Complete Peera~e, Baronetage, Kntghtaie1 and Hoiiae of Common• U,898)., Royal 32mo, cloth, g1lt,cdges1 s.r [In t)u press. 
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Waller (.S, E.).-Sebastiani's .Secret. With Nine full-page 1llus-
trations by the Author. Crcwn ?.l'o,_~_:lo_t_h_, 6_s_. ------------------

Walfon and Cotton's Complete Angler; or, The Contemplative 
Man's Recreatlcn. by JZAAK ,VALTON; and Instructions How 1,--i Ang-le, for a Trout or Grayling in a 
clear Stream, by LHARLES COTTON. With -Memoirs and No'tes by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6I 
Tllustratior,:,,, Crowu l:(vo, cloth nntiq11c, 7s. 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by WILLIAM 
, M. ROSSHTT[. Wilh l'ortrait. Crown ·-v,11 hand-made paper and buckram, 6s. 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 
:;eL7r:a!r~t~l:~a~~1:yq:nJ:a~at.!1!::!B,W~~it~1I?i~.]llp:;t~iig.s~s.~~r~~1.~v1;. ~d_o·t_h_. ,_,i.r_. __ _ 

\Yarman (Cy).-The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the 
R "Iii. Crown Flvo. cloth, :IS, {:,.{_ 

\Varner (Charles Dudley).-A R.oundabout Journey. Crown Svo, 
__ cloth extra, 6s. 

\Varrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 
and Seals. Printed on p.ipcr 22 in. liy 14 in. 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. A Facsimile, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa· 
tur~ an<l the Great Seal. 2s. -----

Washington's (George) R.ules of Civility Traced to their Sources 
and Restored by MONCURE D. CONWAY. Fcap. 8vo, Japa_ne_s_e_vc_l_lu_m_,_.,_._6d_. ______ _ 

Wassermann (Lillias) and Aaron Watson.-The Marquis of 
Carabas. Pt)c;t 8\·o, illus-"t,-"at'-'e_d-'b'-'o-'-a,_d_.,,'---,-'-'·-------------,------------

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 
Bv F. W. CORY. "'ith Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, rs. 6d. 

We.stall (William), Novels by. 
Trust-Money. l'ost 8vo, illustrated hoards, 2s.; cloth, 2S. 6d. 

~Ut 0tfh!e~\:J· E~t'il\;\ 81'~~~~~ne~~f ~~ 61\rol. Crown Svo, doth, 6s. 
A Woman Tempted Him. Crown Svo, cloth, J,!ilt top, 6r. [Sho,-tly. 

Westbury (Atha).-The .Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro-
mance of Maoribn,I. Crown 2._:_·v_.n,c;<:clo-'t:.:'h'c,3c.':.c· 6:cd.c., -------------------

White (Gilbert).-The Natural History of Selborne. 
printed on laid paper and h:,lf-bound, 2.r. 

Williams (W • .Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7s. 6d. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8\'0, cloth extra, 6s. 

Post Svo, 

The Chemistry or Iron and Steel Making. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
A Vindication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 lllusts. Demy Bvo, cloth extra, r,.r. 6d. 

\Vi_lliamson (.Mrs. F. H.).-A Child Widow. Post Svo, bds., 2s. 

Wills (C. J.), Novels by, 
:rs t~~-~!~f. Ft~;~~Svo~~t~~.s;.r~· clolh, 3s. 6d. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R,.S.E.), Works by. 
Chapters ON. Evolution, With '.;'$Q Illustrations. Crown Bvn, ck,th extra, 7s. 6d. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-Book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Leisure-Time Studies. With J\lustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6.r 
Studies in Life and Sense. \Yith numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth ex~r3., 6s. 
Comrr.on Accidents: How to Treat Them. With Illustration,;. Crown 8vo, IS.; cloth, rs.6d. 
Gllmpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, JS, 6d. 

\Vinter (John Strange), Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 
'.;'S. r,ach: cloth limp, '.:'S. 6d. each. 

Cavalry Life, I Regimental Legends, 

Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. LrnRARY EDITION, set in new type and hand· 
somely \ .. -,11w\. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

A SoJdjer's Children, \\"ith 34 lllustrations by E. G. THOMSON and E. STUART HARDY. Crown 
:-: . ._,,, Ll•_1'.h extra, JS. 6d. 

Wissmann (Hermann von). - My Second Journey through 
Equatorial Africa. With 9::: Jllustrations. Dcmy P:vo, c1otJ_,,_,_r,_,. __________ _ 

\Vood (Ii. F.), Detective Stories by. Post Svo, boards, 2s. each. 
The F:1~s:..1ng'er from Scotland Yard, I The E:il;Hshman of the Rue Ca.In. 
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Woolley (Celia Parker).-Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The-
olo~y. Post 8\•n, illustrated boards, zs.: cloth, zs. 6d. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by. Cr?wn 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
The Caricature History of the Georges. With 400 Cancatures, Squibs, &c. 
History of Caricature and of the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and 

Painting, lllustrated hy F. W. FAWIIULT, F.S.A. 

Wynman (Margaret).-My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 
). IlERNARD PARTRIDGE., Post 8vo, cloth lnnp, 2S. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Land at Last. I The Forlorn Hope. I Castaway. 

Zangwlll (1.). - Ghetto Tragedies. With Three Illustrations by 
A. S. BoVD, Fcap. 8'1'u, cloth, :u. net. 

• z. z.• (Louis Zangwill).-A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr. 
8\'0, cloth, :JS. 6i. ··---------:---------:----:----

Zola (Emile) Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
His Excellen~y 1Eugene Rougon) •. "'ith an Jntr?ductio1; by E_RNF.~T A. V!ZETELLV, 
The Dram-Shop (L'Assommoir1. With Introduct10n by E. A.\ 1Zl:.1ELLY. 
The Fa.t and the Thin. Translated by ERNEST A. VlZETELLY. 

r::::i~·w~r~r.1:-ite,pr~;;s~~~f~~rE~·;~'~;;.i~~l~E\\v. . 
The Dream. Translated by ELTZA CHASE. With Eig-ht Illustrations by ]EANN'IOT. 
Doctor Pascal. Transl:i.tcd by E. A. VIZETELLY. With Portrait of the Author. 
Lourdes. Translated hy ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
Rome. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY, 
Paris. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. [SJ:i,rtly. 

SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 
•~• For fuller catalog11i11g, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-26. 

The Mayfair Library. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume. 
A Journey Round My Room. DyX. DE UAISTRE. Theatrical Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD. 

Tram,btcd J,y .Sir IIENH.Y ATTWELL Witch Stories. By E. LYNN LINTON. ~~p~:~:y Q~f ~!e~f ·~h~V Ti~e~.~)AMS. ~:~:~~~s~:~1iv~r!~~J;1ii.Tifi.ccREGOR. 
roeel~~f 

0
i[g~!ftZ:!.

8
et~ ~~~i~l-~1

:
1
~~t-~,~~~RTON. ¥~:rfe3:

1&~;~i;il~~i~\;· W~)lr:''i.1~i_~~ ~c'i-~ 1 
JCK. 

The Cupboard Pa.1-1ers. Dy r-1r,.;-J;Fc. Puck on Pega.sus. l!y JI, C. l'E.NN'P..LL. 
W. B. Gilb,,rt's Pla.ys. Three Series. Pe~sus Re-:mddled. By H. C. PENXEI.L. 
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. Muses of Ma.vfall'. Edited by II. C. PF.~\-l'LJ .• 

t:~f~r~~!;!~irl~
3
S
6i~ei~· ll~~r)~~ A HEL!'S, i=!:.: ~; kJ;. i~e(;~~"lt~\\~:EJ!: A. l'.\~.E. 

¥:1r~i~e/:-~-~~r\t1;~1D~ea~tat~T~t>l:Nt!}~-i'ivER ~:P~tl~!~;ti !YJ1~~~~ii~~- Ru\\'LEY, 

Pe~~il~!~J·Pai~1~ie~1Eiiy R. KE~IPT. ~~a~~~e~~:1 a ~tiur~s~~iLk!~~'B!~;.10iy Dr. 
Little Eseays: from LA~IB'S LE'ITERS. ANDRE\\' WILSON. 
Forensic ~e~dote!:___!ly_JACOB I_.~A_1'_11_·0_0_0_. ___________________ _ 

The Gold.en Library. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2S. per Volume. 
Diversions of the Echo Club. BAYARD TAYLOR. The Autocrat of the Breakfa-,t Table. By 
Songs for Sailors. ey \\'. C. m~....:NR.1T. I OLIVER \VE;-.JDELL Hou:E'.",. 

it~e~~~t\~it Nw~~t~~~CAJ~·xa~~e":·p~~~WIN. ~~o!~c\a1·~~~: 07~~~~~~1 '~~~_,:;l~ I Al.I.OR V. 
Scenes of Country Lire. By EDWARD JESSE. Maxima an.1 Re:fi.ectio::.::i 01 Rochefoaca.uld. 
Ta.le for a. Chimney Corner. Dy LEIGH HUNT. 

Handy Novels. Fcap, Bvo, cloth boards, ,s. 6d. each. 
The Old Maid's Sweetheart. Ry A. ST. AUBYN. I A Lost Soul. nv ,v. L. Ar.nE:,. 
Modest Little Sa.ra. By ALAN ST. AURYN. Dr. Pa.lliser'sPa.ticnt. By GRAr.:T AI.T.1--~N 
Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. l\l. If. COLERIDGE.. Monte Carlo Stodes. ny Jo .. ,~ BAJ.:J.:ElT. 
Ta.ken from the Enemy. Dy H. N EWUOL T. Bla.i:::k Spirits and White. l'ly R. A. C?, ., '.1. 

My Lihrary. Printed on laid paper, post Bvo, half·Roxbur,;1,e, 2.,. M. e.1ch. 
Citat10n ;:i ;:d £:.::1 rr.111-. L•.,11 vl William Sha.kspea.re. / Christie Johnstone. D\· lJ r ·\Rf FS RF.ADH.. 

Ily W. 0. LA:,uor:.. . Peg Wofflngton. By CHARLES RE,\DE. 
The Jo~al of Maurice de G,,.,rm. The Dra.n.a.tic Ess::i.ys of Charles Lamb. 

The Pocket Library. P,,st Svo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., es. each. 
The _Essays of Elia. Ily CIT .\RLES LA~m. White's Natural History of Selborne. 
Ro~inson Crusoe. Illu'.,lr.Ll•.:.\ by G. CRUJKSIIA}.J.::. Gulliver s Travels, &c. By D>!,l:• SwirT. 
Whims a.nd_Odditics. J:y Tll();\IAS IIoul). Plays liy RICI-IAl{D BRINSLEY Sl!J:.l{JIJAN. 

~~t~!!~:Or/ cri~i~RNI~);~~~(:1ii1JRROLD. ~h!~~~~: ~~:!'oen~!er1?i'u"str~re!tCOH LAR\Vt",Cn. 
The Epicurean, &c. Jiy_ -1. i 11 1 \1,,s MOORE. Autocrat of fJ\e Br_e&kfast·Table and The ProfeHor 
Leigh Hunt·s Essays, b.!1tcJ by E. OLLlER, &t the Brea.lu'a.n·Ta.ble, Ly O. W. llOLMI:.S. 
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 
LIBRARY EDITION'S OF NoVELS 1 many Illustrated, crown 8vo, c1oth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER, By MORT, &. FRANCES COLLINS . 
.&.Lffelntereat I Mona's Choice t ByWoma.n'1Wit Tra.namigratlon. I From Midnight to Mld· 

By F. M. ALLEN. Blacksmith .t Scholar. night. 
Green as Grass. The Village Comedy. You Play me False. 

By GR.ANT ALLEN. By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
PhlUstia. The Great Taboo. The Red Sultan. I The Burden of Isabel 
Btra.nge Storlea. Dumaresq's Daughter. Bv E. H. COOPER.. :::~:lmte's Sake, ~fo~hdeRo«:arowyaland. Geotrory Haniiiton. 
In all Shades. Ivan Greet·, M••ter· By V. CECIL COTES. 
The Beckoning Hand, piece. Two Glr1a on a. Barge. 

i!!,ni::~;~ff::i1. l'teJ~:!
1
.;t~fiue. His v~~.f.;d ~~rBERT CRADDOCK, 

The Tents or Shem. Under Sea.led Order1. · 
By MARY ANDERSON. By H. N. CRELLIN. 

Othello's Occupation. Romances of the Old Seraglio. 
By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. By MATT CRIM. 

Phra. the Phamicia.n.. I Constable of St. Nicholas. The Adventures o! a Fair Rebel. 
By ROBERT BARR. By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 

In a. Steamer Chair. I A Woman Intervenes. Tales of Our Coast. 

Prom WhB"; BFRANK t.\R~eJTT. By B. M, CROKER, 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. Dian~ Ba~mgton. . The Real Lad.Y Hilda. 
'lhe Harding Scandal, I A Mt:slng Witness. ri::utri.~:enesa. f;~r:U!s~!r~~ugle 1 

V htl d E t~y BELLE. Pretty Miss Neville. IntheKingdomofKerr7 

a.By Sir \V. BESANT and J. RICE. ;lT!'[~tf PtM~~Jervls :i:~4e;~~~on 
Bea.dr;-MoneyMortiboy. I Bh Celia."sArbour. Village Ta.lea & Jungle I :rtk l~~G!1'~d Crown. ih:PJ:~~;~ii~ Fleet. Tragedies. 
Thu Son of Vulcan. The Caseol Mr.Lucraft. By WILLIAM CYPLES. 
The Golden Eutterfl.y. In Trafalgar·s :Bay. Hearts of Gold. 
The Monks of Thelema. The Ten Years· Tenant. By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

By Sir WALTER BESANT. The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 
Ali Sorts and Condi· 1:he Bell of St. Paul's. By tl. COLEMAN DAVIDSON, 
~!°C!potfa!.!,nR.oom. i~!:!f 0~i,8;0nesae. Mr. Sadler·a Daughten. 
Allina.GardenFa.ir. S.Ka.therine'ab,;Tower By ERASMUS DAWSON. 
Dorothy Forster. Verbena. C.imellia. Ste· The Fountai?::t of Youth. 

f:~1Vo8;.1:·went Very Tliehi~~~~·Ga.te. ~y J~MES DE MILLE. 
Well Then. The Rebel Queen. A Castle in Spam. 

i~~:1re:ur~~ibeon. Bi:::lc::1e Dreams of Our La.fl ~f {~a~~ IT~ c~!;.~~v~r~T. 
For Fa.ith and Freedom. The Master Craftsman. B:6'. DICK DONOVAN. 
;::it!v!f{ :f1?i{&n. The C.ty of Refuge. il!:~~~i!o Maonoc~~ster.1 Th.;/f/a~~~ry of Jam:1.ica 

Bcfs AMBROSE BIERCE. The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. 

In the w.;; 0P;,_i~L BOURGET. Old cor~!r.~!'ir~,!~D DOWLING. 

A Llvlnif:tROBERT BUCHANAN, Th• FirmBJ t,'.dl~~o~fN DOYLE, 
Shadow of the Sword. The New Abe ard. By S, JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 
AChildo!Nature. Ma.tt. I Ra·hel Dene. A Daughter o! To-da.y. I Vernon's Aunt. 
God and the Man. Master of th' Mine. By G, MANVILLE FENN. 
Martyrdom of Madeline i,~m1!.';:ra~~ ~~en~an. The New Mistress. [ The Tiger Lily. 
~~~w::e~.ver. Ri,,dand White Heather. Witness to the Deed. The White Virgin. 
Foxglove Manor. Lady Kilratrick. By PERCY FITZGERALD, 
ROB. BUCHANAN & HY. MURRAY, Fatal ZeBy R, E. FRANCILLON. 
The Charla.tan. ELL CHAPPLE One by One. I Ropes of Sand. 

B:y J. MITCH • A Dog and his Shadow. Jack Doyle's Daughtos. 
l'be Minor Chord. A Real Queen. 

By HALL CAINE. Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
The Shadow of a. Crime. I The Deemster. Pa.ndura.ng Ha.rt. 
A Bon of HBogarA. NNE COATES By PAUL GAULOT. 

y ' The Red Shirts. 
11.1e·1 DlarBy. WILKIE COLLINS By CHARLES GIBBON. 

[ 

• 1 Robin Gray J Of High D1>gree. 
Armada.le. AfterDark. The Two Deatin es. Loving a Dream. The Golden Shaft. 
No Name. Antcninall.. ~:: i~": .. i.~ Wit~fdy. By E. OLA NV ILLE. 
Bull. 1 H1 e a.nd See The Fallen Leaves The Lost Heiresa. j The Golden Rock. 1'!:e~e:tJ::::5~· Jezebel's Daughter. A Fair C~lonist. Tales from the Veld. 1 Miscellanies The Black Robe. The Foss1cker. TJie Woman in White. Heart and Science, By E. J, GOODMAN. 
The Moonstone 'I Bay No.' The Fate o{ Herbert Wayne. 
Man and Wi!e.' Little Novels. By Rev. S, BARINO GOULD 
Poor Mias Finch. The Evil Genius. Red Spider. I Eve. 
MIA or Mrs. 1 Tbe Le~cy orcalll. By CECIL GRIFFITH, 
'!'he New Magdalen, ~"f!.•c1guLe I Life, Corllltbla Marazlo11, 
rh• Frozen Deep. MMM ave. 
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THE P1CCADILLY (3/6) NovELs-contfoued. 

By SYDNEY GRUNOY. 
The Daya ors~· ;;wiN HALL. 
The Track of a Storm. I Jetsa.m. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under tbe Greenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 
A Wa.lf of the Plains. A Protegi:e of Jack 
A Ward of the Golden Ha.mlin·s. 

Gate. [Springs. Clarence. 
A Sa.ppho of Green Barker's Luck 
Col. Sta.rbottle's Client. Devil"s Ford. [celsior.' 
Susy. I Sa.Uy Dows. The Crusade or the• Ex-

Eell-Ringer T~1!:~r~~au~1!:JT::.~nera. 
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Garth. I Bea.trix Randolph. 
Elhce Quentin. David Poindexter'! DU· 
Sebuti:i.n Strome. appea.ra.nce. 
Dust. The Spectre of the 
Fortune's Fool. Camera.. 

By Sir A. HELPS. 
l van de Biron. 

By I. HENDERSON. 
Aga.tha Pa.ge. 

By G. A. HENTY. 
i:~!:h~~: J!5f[!_r. \ The Queen's Cup. 

By JOHN HILL. 
'fhe Common Ancestor. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
Lady Verner's Flight. I Nora. Creina. 
The Red-House Mystery An Anxious Moment. 
The Three Graces. April's La.dy. 
ri!i1s;t~i ~:J's~~~:.t· j Peter·s Wife. 

Bl, Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
if!tL~;h::1ie~s,!~~- I ~:!-_0J:ft:~ed. 

By C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE. 
Honour of 'thleves. 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 
Ma.dame Sans Gt'ne. 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 
Rhoda. Roberts. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon F~;c\,. LYNN LINTON. 
Pa.tr.icia. Kem ball. I The Atonement ofLea.m 
Under which Lord '1 Dunda.s. 
'My Love I' I lone. The World Well Lost, 
Pa.ston Carew. The One Too Many. 
Sowing the Wind. Dulcie Everton. 

By JUSTIN McCARTHY. 
A Fa.ir Saxon. Donna. Quixote. 
Lfol,;y Rochford. Ma.id of Athens. 
Dear Lady Disdain. The Comet of a. Sea.son. 
C,\mtola The Dicta.tor. 
Wa.terd.ale Neighbours. Red Diamonds. 
My Enemy's Daughter. The Riddle Ring. 
Mis.a Misanthrope. The Three Disgraces. 

By JUSTIN H. McCARTHY. 
A London Legend. I The Royal Christopher. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Heather and Snow. I Pha.nta.stes. 
tty PAUL & VICTOR MARGUERITTE 
The Diaa.ster. 

By L. T. MEADE. 
A Soldier of Fortune. I The Voice of the 
ln a.n Iron Grip. Charmer. 

By L. T. MEADE and CLIFFORD 
HALIFAX, M.D. 

Dr. Rumsey's Pa.tlent. 
By LEONARD MERRICK, 

This Bhge of Fools. I Cynthia.. 
By BERTRAM MITFORD. 

The Gun-Runner. j The King's Aaaega.t. 
T~die~~;

4 
of Gerard R~:at7 Fanning'• 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Ma.id Ma.r1a.n &n.d Robin Hood. 
Ba.alle the Jester. I Young Lochlnvar. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
to~!~t~s ~!°:i~ment. ~h!'~!;~;i::; World. 
Coals of Fire. BobMartin'aLittle,Qul. 
Old Blazer·s Hero. Time's Revenges. 

Ia.i1:~1~1?a~h!r~earti. fn ;ir'::t
4Pt;°~•· 

By the Gate of the Sea. Mount De1pair. 
A Bit of Human Nature. A Capful o' Nall1. 
First Person Singular. Tales and Poems. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
The Bishops' Bible. I Paul Jones'• Alia.a. 
One Tra.veller Returns. 

By HUME NISBET. 
'Ball Up I' 

By W. E. NORRIS. 
Saint Ann's, I Billy Bellew. 

By G. OHNET •. 
A Weird Gift. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
The Sorceress. 

By OUIDA. 
Held tn Bondage. Two Little Woodq 
St!"&thmore. In a WinterCity.;,Shoea 
Cha.ndoa. Friendship. 
Under Two P'la$'•· Moth1. I B.att:..no. 

t~:na, Caatleu}!i':i~~i ~i~iJ~°CommUlle. 
Tricotrin. I Puck. Bimbi. I Wanda. 
Folle Farine. Frescoea. I Othma.r. 
A Dog of Flanders. In Ma.rem.m&. Pa,carel. I Signa. Syrhn. I Gulldero,. 
Princesa Na.praxine. Santa Barbara. 
P-ria.d.ne. Two Offenders. 

By MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 
f~!! i1

1~:a.sJi1:Jbw1'e~i-e ~~gd~r
68!;;~of. 

Painted. Glow-worm 'laln. 
A Conftdentta.I Agent. The Talk ol the To1111, 
A Grape from a Thorn. Holiday Task.a. 

~i;eir1y~~:r;riitt~f;_ ~~~ i~!1nr'1inon. 
By Proxy. [bridge. TheWordandthe'WUI The Ca.non 's Ward. S11nny Stories. "" 
Wa.lter·s Word. A Trying Patient. 

By WILL PAYNE. 
Jerry the Dreamer. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED, 
g::;l:Jn!n8ii1;~d.maker. I Mra. Trega.akiu. 

By E. C. PRICE. 
Valentina.. I Foreigners. I Mu. Lancaster I Rival. 

By RICHARD PRYCE. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections. 

By CHARLES READE. 
Peg Woffh1gton; and Love Me Little LOVI 

Chriatie Johnatone. Me Long.. ' 
Ha~d .cash. The Doable M&l'rlage, 
Cloister & the Hearth. Foul Play. 
NeverTooLa.tetoMend Put Yourself in Hl1 
The Course of True Place. 

Love Never Did Run A Terrible Temptation. 
Smooth ; an<l Single- A Simpleton, 
heMta.ndDoublef&ce. A Woman-Hater. 

A~t1!tgr~!!~ :l a~ TleG~~~ ~~~:::~o~ 
Trades; A Hero &'t'ld and other Anima.J.a. 
a Martyr ; and The A Perilous Secret. 
Wandering Heir. Re~diana; and Bibll 

Gri11ith Gaunt. Characten. 
By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Weird_ Stories. 
By AMELIE RIVES. 

Barbar& Dertng. 
By F. W. ROBINSON. 

The Kanda of Juatice. I Wom.,. In tile »at-. 
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THE PICCADILLY (3/6) Nov&Ls-contimttd. 
. .. By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

Round the Ga.lley-Fire. My Shipmate I.ouhie. 
In the MtddlA Watch. Alone onWideWlde Sea, 
On the Fo'k'ale Head. The Phantom Death. 
A Voyage to the Ca.pe. ls Be the Man ? 

:;:~:;:r~o!!"a~1s1~~; ~~~~~!!fc~ ::1t~ck.' 
Tbe &"ma.nee of Jenni Heart of Oak. 

Harlowe. The Tale ot the Ten. 
An Ocean Tragedy. The Last :E:ntry. 

By DORA RUSSELL. 
A Country sweetheart. I The Drift of Fate. 

By BAYLE .ST. JOHN. 
A Leva.Dtine Fa.mily. 

Dr. En~fuot!!>E~~r':'!.n~;ERGEANT. 
By HAWLEY SMART. 

Without Love or Licence., The Outsider. 
The Ma!iter of Ra.thkelly. Beatrice & Benedick. 
Long Odds. A Racing Rubber. 

By T. W. SPEIGHT. 
:h~e8~:; ~!!:.Sea. I lhM~i~~e~F{?:H:~~~-
A Fellow !lT~n~t~.N ST.; l,~ ~\i;:,· World. 
The Junior Dean. I Orchard Damerel. 
M.uter of St.Benedict'1, The Tremlett Dia.monds. 
To his Own Master. 

By JOHN STAFFORD. 
Doris and I. 

By RICCARDO .STEPHENS. 
The Cruciform Mark. 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

By R. LOUIS .STEVENSON. 
The Suicide Club. 

' By BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisie. ! The Vtolin-Plaver. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. J Sca.rboro11gh's F.1mUy, 
Frau Frohmann. The Land-Leaguers 

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ship1 upon the J Anne Furness. 

Sea. M!!.bel'a Pro~rea". 

By IVAN TUROENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. 
Mark Twa.in'a Choice Tom Sa.wyt!r, Ditective. 

Works. Pudd'nhea.d ?lllion. 
Mark Twa.t~·· Library The Gilded Age. 

of HO.mour. Prince and the Pll.urer. 
~~lh!~cel~~· :;,~re:;:~ ~: 0AJe:n~::111~pt. 

Innocents a.t Home. Huckleberry l'inn. 
A Tramp Abroad. A Yankee a.t the Court 

'i~~!:1t~::.£oc';;/$~~a;1et~ St~\e!~h~ti1:Phant. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. £1.000,000 Bank.note. 

By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
Miatres1 Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 
Lady Bell. I The Macdonald La.as. 
Buried Dia.mond1. The Witch-Wife. 
ThB Bla.ck.ha.11 Ghost,. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen a.ga.inst Owen 1 The Prince of Balkista.n 

By E. A. VIZETELLY. 
The Scorpion : A Romance of Spain. 

By CV WARMAN, 
The Express Messenger, 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 
Sons of Beli.al. 

By ATHA WESTBURY. 
The Sha.dow of Hilton Fernbrook. 

By C. J. WILLS. 
An Easy-goinl{ Fellow. 

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 
Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. 
A Sold.ier's Children. 

By MARGARET WYNMAN. 
My Flirtations. 

By E. ZOLA. 
The Downfa.11. lThe Fa.t and the Thin. 
The Dream. His Excellency. 
Dr. Pa.seal. Tbe Dram-Shop. 
:lloney. I Lourdes. Rome. I Paris. 

By' • Z.' 
A Nineteenth Centur:v Miracle. 

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR. NOVELS. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

By ARTEMUS WARD, a .. !r.ysa~.~~SLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Artemna Ward Complete. B Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. Reaay.MoneyMortiboyl Bh Celia's Arbour. 
The Fellah. .. ,.. ~t;\\~~PG~~d Crown. ~h:PJ!~':n;f Jf1c{e~leet. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. This Son of Vulcan. TheCaseofMr.Lucralt. 
Carr of Ca.i-rlyon. I Co1111.dencea. The Golden Buttertly. In Trafaliuu's Bay. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. Tbe Monks o~ Thelema.. The Ten Years· Tenant. 
?,!'&Id Wife or Widow? I Valerie's Fato. By Sir WALTER BESANT 
Jnind' Fate All Sorts and Condi- Tfl Ca.II Her Mine. 

By GRANT ALLEN. T:!
0
g!;iat!:?1Rootn. it: ~~\~0

~ 0~!-.Pa.ul'a, 
Phlli1tla. The Great Ta.boo. All in a. Garden Fa.ir. Armorel of Lyones.11e. 

l!1°b~:.stor1e1. E:cti~~~g~/p~~t!:~. ~:~~!h!a.~:.rster. ~:~;:iiric~!lu~os::. 
For M&lmie's Sa.ke. Blood Roya.I. [piece- The World Went Very phanotts. 
In all sh,4es. Ivan Greet'• Ma.ster. Well Then. The Ivory Gate. 
The Beckoning Hand. The Scallywa.~. Children or Gibeon, The Rebel Queen. 
The Devil's Die. This Morta.I Coil. Herr Paulus. Beyond the Drea.m1 of 
The Tents of Shem. At Market Value. For Faith and Freedom. Avarice. 

By E LESTER ARNOLD. By AMBROSE BIERCE. 
Pbr& the 1'11.ce~ician. ' In the Midst of Life. 

BY FRANK BARRETT. By FREDERICK BOYLE. , 
Fettered, for Ltte. A Prodiga.l's Progre11. Ca.mp Notes. I c1¥;~;:tes of No-man I 
Little L&4Y Linton. Found Guilty. Savage Lile. T H "'TE 
Between Ltfe & Dea.th. A Recolling Vengeance. BY . B RE . A~ • 
The Sin or Olga. zauou- For Love and.Honour. Ca.lifornl.an Stones. I Fhp. I Maruja.. 

ll h John Ford· and Bis Gabriel Conroy. APhyllisofthe Sierru. Foll lf'ortlton. Helpmate', The Luck. of Roa.ring A Waif of the Plailul. 
Llouf. Batn&bal, The Woman or the Iron Camp. A Ward or the Goldea 
BoReit J>avi,, Braceletl, An Belre11 or lted Doi. Gate, 
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Two-SHILLING NovELs-continued, 
By HAR.OLD BR.YDOES. 

Uncle Sam &t Home. 
By R.OBER.T BUCHANAN. 

Shadow of the Sword. The Martyrdom of Ma--

to~h!~1 °ti~iJ~~· Th~~~~ Abelard. 
Love Me for Ever. lVIatt. 

i~!~i?:~~~e Mine. ~:m1!.~ira~~ ti~n~~n. 
Anna.n Wa.tcr. Rachel Dene. 

By BUCHANAN and MURRAY. 
The Charla.ta.n. • 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Sha.dow of a. Crime. \ The Deemster. 
A Son of Ba.ga.r. 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The CruiBe of the • Black Prince.' 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 
The Adventures of Jones. 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the Love of a La.ss. 

By Mrs ARCHER CLIVE. 
Paul Ferron. 
Why Pa.ul Ferron Killed h111 Wife. 

By MACLAREN CORBAN. 
'lbe Cure of Souls. I The Red Sulta.n. 

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 
By MORT. &. FRANCES COLLINS. 

Sweet Anne Page, I Sweet and Twenty. 
Transmigration. The Villa.ge Comedy, 
From Midnight to Mid- You Play me F<1.lse. 

night. Bla.cksmith ar.d Scholar 
A Fight with Fortune. Frances. 

Br WILKIE COLLINS. 
Armadale. AtterDark.. My Miscellanies. 
No Na.me. The Woman in White. 
Anton.in&. The Moonstone. 
Ba.sil. Ma.n and Wife. 
Hide and Seek. Poor Miss Finch. 
The Dead Secret. The F&llen Leave1, 
Queen of Hearts. Jezebel's Daughter. 
MiH or Mrs.? The Bia.ck Robe. 
The New Ma.gda.len. Heart and Science. ~= rr;;e:n~ure·Lady ~1:tvff~e1

niu1. 
The Two Destinies. Little Novels. 
The Haunted Hotel. Legacy of Ca.in, 
A Rogue's Life. Blind Love. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 

By DUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foater'a Daughter. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountai.D1, 

By MATT CRIM. 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By B. M. CROKER, 
Pretty Miss Neville. I A Family LtkeneH. 
Diana Barrington. Villn.gt" Ta.lea a.nd Jungle 
'To Let.' Tragedies. 
A Bird of Pa.aaa.ge. Two Mastera, 
Proper Pride. [ Mr. Jervis, 

By W. CYPLES. 
Hearta or Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET, 
The Evangellst; or, Port Salvation. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 
The Fountain of Youth. 

By JAMES DE MILLE. 
A castle in Spa.in. 

By J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Ov Lady of Tears. I C1rce·s Loven. 

Bketch!ty ~~;AR.LES DICKENS. 

By DICK DO NOY AN. 
The Kan-Hunter. In the Grip of the Law, 
Tracked and Taken. From Information Be· 
Caught at Lut I ceived. 
Wanted I Tracked to Doom. 
Who Polaonocl Hotty Link by Link. 

Duncan 1 Suspicion ArouaecL 
Man from Manchester. Dark Deeds. 
A Detective's Triumphs Riddles Read. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace.. 

By Mrs. ANNIE EUWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. I Archie Lovell. 

By 1"'. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

By EDWARD EGGLESTON. 

Roxy. By G. MANVILLE FENN. 
The New Mistress. \ The Tiger Lily, 
Witness to the Deecl. The White Virgin. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna.. I Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Never Forgotten. Seventy - Ave Brooke 
Polly. Street. 
Fa.ta.l Zero. The La.dy of Brantoml 

By P. FITZGERALD and others. 
Strange Secrets. 

Fil~[y t-u~!~NY DE FONBLANQUB. 

By R.. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. I King or Knave? 
One by One. Roma.ncea of the L&w. 

~u!::1 c~;h~a. i°E~: c:1:~·Shadow, 

By HAROLD FR.EDER.IC 
Seth's Brother's Wife. I The Lawton Girl. 
Prefaced by Sir BAR.TLB FR.BR.B.i 

Pa.ndurang Ka.ri. 

By EDWAR.D OAR.R.ETT, 
The Capel Girle. 

By QILBER.T OAUL. 
A Strange Manuscript, 

By CHAR.LES OIBBON. 
Robin Gray. In Honour Bound. 
Fancy Pree. Flower of the Fored. 
For La.ck of Gold. The llraea or Ya.rrow-
What will World Say? The Golden Shaft. 
In Love and War. Of High Degree. 
For the King. By Mead a.nd Stream. 
In Pastures Green. Loving a Dre14. 

iu;:a:f.s~~o~1:~.ow. !e!t~ :1J'iht. 
The Dead Heart. lllood-Money. 

By WILLIAM OILBER.T. 
Dr. Austin'& Guests. j The Wlza.rd. or thf 
Ja.mes Duke. Mounta.ln. 

By ERNEST GLANVILLE, 
The Lost Heiress. \ The Fosaicller. 
A Fair Colonist. 

By R.ev. S. BARINO GOULD~ 
Reel Spider. J Eve. 

A NobleB.J'o..:!!:NR.Y I «:it.f';,~!.LLE, 

By CECIL GRIFFITH. 
Corlnthia. Ma.razion. 

By SYDN'EY GRUNDY. 
'rho Days of his Vanity. 

B:,, JOHN HABBERTON, 
Brueton's Bayou. I Country Luck. 

By ANDREW HALLIDAY, 
Every-clay Papen. 

Vndor t11,
8lr,!..~~1l'~!,. HAR.DY, 
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Two-SHILLING NovELs-continued. 
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 

Garth. I Bea.trix Randolph. 
EWce Quentin. Love-or a. Na.me. 
FortUD.e's Fool. David Poindexter'& Dlll-
)1111 Ca.dogna.. appearance. 
Sebastian Strome. The Spectre of the 
Dust. Camera.. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS, 
Iva.n de Biron. 

By G. A, HEN'J'Y, 
Rujub the Juggler. 

By HENRY HERMAN, 
A Lea.dl.Dg Lady. 

By HEADON HILL, 
Za.mbra. the D.etective. 

By JOHN HILL, 
Treason Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 
The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

By TIGHE HOPKINS. 
Twixt Love and Duty. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
A Maiden a.11 Forlorn. I Lady Verner's Flight 
In Dura.nee Vile. The Red House Myste1 r 
Marvel. The Three Graces 
A Mental Struggle. Unsatisfactory Lover, 
A Modern Circe. Lady Patty. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
Tbornicroft's Model. j Self-Condemned. 
Tb.at Other Person. The Lea.den Casket. 

By JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

My Dead :!ft. WM. JAMESON, 

The Dark friee~.ARRI ~J.Jn :;~Y,;naught. 
By MARK KERSHAW. 

Co~onia.l Facts and Fict10:is. 
By R, ASHE KING. 

A Drawn GamP-. I Passion's Slave. 
• The Weadng of the Bell Ba.r1·y. 

Green." 
By EDMOND LEPEU ... !..:TIER, 

MJ.d:i.c.c Sa.n:i Gene. 
By JOHN LEYS. 

'I':ie Ltndrny.::. 
By E. LYNN LINTON. 

Pa.trJC'ia Kemba.11. I The A. tonement o!Leam 
The \'Vorld Well Lost. Dunda.s. 
Under whic!, Lcrd ·r With a Si!ken Thren.d. 
Pastoo Carew. Rebel of the F~mily. 
• 11.6v Love I ' Sowmg the Wind. 
Iolie. The One Too Many, 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN McC.ARTHY, 
Dear Ladv Disdain. I Cam1o!a .. 
Waterdale Neichbours. Donna. Qu1:xote. 

~~;;_~e:~;n~&ughtcr. ~:i~:O:t~f!1
Seaaon. 

Liolev Rochford. The Dictator. 
Misa M~a.nthrope. Red Dia.mr,nds. 

By HUGH MACCOLL 
Mr Stranrrer·s Sea.led r·acket. 

. By GEORGE MACDONALD, 

l!eathy:;.ni~NES MACDONELL. 
Qn:tkfl Couf'inB 

By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 
The Evil Eye. I Lost Pc~e. 

By W. H. MAI.LOCK. 
A Romane. e of the Nine· i The New Republic, 

teentll Cei::.t1..ry. 

By J. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

By BRANDl::R MATTtlEWS · 
A Secret of the Sea.. 

By L. T. MEADE. 
A. Soldier of Fortune. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 
The Man who was Good. 

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. I Mr. D.>ril.Uon. 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt Rectory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Stories Weird and Won-1 From the Dosom of the 

derful. Deep. 
The Dead Ma.n'a Secret. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Model Father. By the Gate of the Sea.. 
Joseph's Coat. A Bit of Huroa.n Nature. 
Coals of Fire. First Person l<in:;uhr. 
Val Strange. I Hearts. Bob Martin's Little Girl 
Old Bla.zer·s Hero. Time's Reveng, s. 
The Way of the World. A Wasted Crime. 
Cynic Fortune. Jn Direst Peril. 
A Life's Atonemellt. Mount Despair. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
One Traveller Returns. , The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones's Alias. 

By HENRY MURRAY. 
A G&me of Bluff. I A Song of Sixpence. 

By HUME NISBET. 
'Bail Up I' I Dr.Berna.rdSt.Vincen , 

By W, E, NORRIS, 
Saint Ann's. 

By ALICE O' HAN LON. 
The Unforeseen. I Chance 7 or Fate? 

By GEORGES OHNET. 
~ri!~~~~~: I A Weird Gift. 

By Mrs. OLIPHAI\T. 
f!i~Jf!reosSe Path. I Tien~f!:~:st Heire81 in 

By Mrs. ROBERT O'REILLY, 
Phoobe·s Fortunes. 

By OUIDA. 
Held in Dondage. Two Lit. Wooden Shoes. 
Strathmo1·e. Moths. 
Cha.ndos. Bimbi. 

~~a.J~~- Two Fla.ga. i_i~f1~~~
1
~°Commune, 

Cecil Castlemaine-sGage Wa.!lda.. 
Trlcotrin. Othmar 
Puck. Freac.oes. 
Folle Farine. In Maremma. 
A Dog of Flande:-1. Guilderoy. 
Pasca.rel. Ruffino. 

~~f:;;ss Napra:z:tne. I ~r~~:·Barb.ara .. 
In a Winter C.ity. Two Offenders. 
Ariad:1.e. Oulda's Wisdom, Wlt, 
Friendship. and Pat.boa. 

By MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle a.!ld Simple. 

By EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of !rla.rie Roget. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED, 
The Romance of a. Station . 
The Soul of Countess Ad..."ian. 
Ou.t1nw a.r.d Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 

By E. C. PRICE. 
~:!eF~i;e~gJlers. I re-:ai~~caster·a Rival 

By RICHARD PRYCE, 
HJ.as :M1u:well's AJlectiona. 
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Two-SHILLING NovELs-co11li1111ed. By T. W. SPEIOHT. 
By JAMES PAYN. TheMysterieao!Heron1B•cktoLife. 

Bentlnct'a Tutor. The Talk or the Town. Dyke. The LoudwaterTr&gedy. 
Murphy·1 Muter. Holiday Tasks. The Golden Hoop. B11rgo'1 Koma.nee. 
A county Family. A Perfect Treasure. Hoodwinked. Quittance 1n Fall: 
At Her Mercy. What He Cost Her. By Devious Ways. AHuaba.nd fromtb.l Sea 
C•cil• Tryst. A Conlidentlal Agent. By ALAN ST, AUBYN. 
The Cly1fal'ds of Clyffe. Glow-worm Tales. A Fellow of Trinity. I To His O.vn Ma.ster. 
The Foster Brothers. The Burnt Million. The Junior Dean. Orchard Damerel. 
~~~fe~te~Husba.nda. f~!~1l 1:~~~~llgberd. Ma.ater of St.Benedict's In the Fa.oe of the World. 
Walter·, Word A woman·s Vengeance. The Afgf.! -1};,e~' STER.NDALE, 
¥!!}~~Fortune•. a~ec!~:ii1/scifu~~1~~t~· By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 
:;t~oi~';'a.~~~rics. ki~:,;:JhB!"n!'~~: ti!1n. New Arabian Nights. 
A ~h··lue Residence. lfot wcoed, but Won. By BERTHA THOMAS. 
?tirk Abbey Ler;s n:ack tha.n We're Cressida.. j The Violin-Pla..yer, 
By Proxv. Painted. Proud Ma.iaie. 
UnderOn, Roof, Some Private Views. By WALTER THORNBURY. ~!;ry:~-~~~a.J'. fh~raJ;!~-~1~ a. 0~h~- Tales for the Ma.rinea. I Old Storie& Retold. 
From Exile. bridge. By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE, 
For·caah Only. The Word a.nd the Will. Dia.mond cut Di&mond. · 

~~; Ca.non·• ward. f ~~~~~~ 1alreenriood. By F. ELEANOR. TROLLOPE. 
By CHAR.LES R.EADE, Li:a.Shlpi upon the I ~~!,;"p~:; .... 

It la Never Too Late to A Terrible Tempt&tlon. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
Mend. Foul Play. Frau Frohma.nn. I The La.nd-Leaguen. 

Christie Johnstone. The Wandering Heir. M3.rion Fa.y. The American Sena.tor. 
The Double Marriage. Hard Ca.eh. Kept in tb.e Dark. Mr. Scarborough's 
Put Yoursel! in His Singlel.J.ea.rta.ndDouble- John Ca.Id.iga.te. Fa.11111:,. 
L:;:cMe Little, Love ocI!JStorles of Ma.n and The Wa.y We Live Now. GoldenLtonofGr&npere 

Me Long. other Animala. Fa.rnell'Ba Y
0

llJy •. T, TROWBRIDGE, 
The Clolst.er and the Peg Wofft.ngton. Ft 

Hearth. Griffith Gaunt. By IVAN TUROENIEFF, &c. 
Tt~v;.ourse of Ti·ue f {/::~~~~n~ecret. Stories from Foreign Noveliata. 
The Jilt. Readlana. By MARK TWAIN, 
T~e Tt!}~biogra.phy of I A Woma.n-Ha.ter. A ai:~:::t~rip on the w: o~~~e~r1~t~ 

By Mrs. J, H. RIDDELL. The Gilded Age. Pauper. · . . • 
W~ird Stories. I The Uninhabited House. Huckleberry Pinn. A Yankee at the Court 
Fa.U"y Water. The Mystery in Pa.11:1.ce Ma.rkTw&tn'1Sketche1. of King .6..rduar. · ·. ' 
Her Mother·e Darling. Gardens. Tom Sa.wyer. The a:_ooo.q Ball1r." 
The Prin1.:e of Wa.les·a The Nun·s Carae. A Tramp Abroad. Bote. 

Guclen Party. Id.le Ta.lea. Stolen White Elephant. 

By AMELIE R.l\'ES. By C. C, FR.ASER.·TYTLER., 
B&rbM"a Dering. Mlatresa Judith. 

By F. W. ROBINSON. By SAR.AH TYTLER 
Women are Strange. I The Hands of Justice, The Bride'2 Pa.as. I The Huguen;t Fa.mt'y. 

By JAMES RUNCIMAN. Burled Diamonds, The Bia.ckha.11 Gho•ta. 
Sllippers and Shellbacks. I Schools and Schola.ra. St. Munfio's City. What SheOameTbrougJa 
Gra.ce Ba.lma.ign"s Sweetheart. ~~~re:.~ Oblige. g1t~;t:n::1ai::,t::s'· 

By W. CLAR.K RUSSELL. Disappeared. 
~~:~i~~k;t~Ueit:e, ThHa.~~!:~ce of Jenny By ALLEN UPWA~D. 
In the Middle Wsi.tch. An Ocean Tra.gedy. 'I'he (lueena.ga.inst Owe:1. I Prince or B&.lkilta.n. 
A Voya.ge to the C1pe. My Shipmate Louise. 'God Sa.ve the Q11een I' 
A ,!~o/ for the Ham- #~~n•;

0
n
0
';'fit•hr;d•,t:: By AAR.ON WATSON and LILLIAS 

The Mystery of the hock.' WASSER.MANN. 
• Ocean Star.' The Phantom Death. The Ma.rqufs of Ca.raba.s. 

By DOR.A RUSSELL, By WILLIAM WESTALL. 
A Country Sweetheart. Trust-Money. 

By OEORGE AUOUSTUS SALA, By Mrs. F. H. WILLIAMSON. 
Ga.alight a.nd Daylight. A Child. Widow. 

By OEORGE R, SIMS. By J. S. WINTER. 
if~er:UJfn~:sBii~~olrs. I ~1Jwo Wives. Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legenda. 

Ma.ry Jane lla.rried. I Memoi.r1ofaLandlady. The P&r•.t:n,::~:~_.\r~.; S~~t.l!~?~a.~ci 
~~t'r:ia~f 0~

0Jf f ;b~u;~ J~:i1!i!:d.!~i:: The L; -:Lsaunil of tl!e Rue Cil.in. 
Tinkletop·a Crime. Dagonet Lbroad. By CELIA PAR.KER WOOLLEY. 

By ARTHUR. ShETCl1LEY, Rachel Armstrong; o,, Love and Theology. 
AMatchlntho Dark. By EDMUND YATES, 

By HAWLEY SMAR.T. i~~r~tt:.:,~ope. I Castaway. 
Without Love or Licence. 

i::tn::.n!~':i Benedick. Gb•tto Tl'a}:,L~: ZANGWILL. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~-'-.~~-

OGDH:r S~1ALE AND CO, LIMITED, PRINTERS, GRE/iT SAFFRON HILL, ~.Q. 
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BIRKBEOK BANK, 
Southampton Buildings, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 

INVESTED FUNDS £8,000,000 
Number of Accounts, 75,061. 

TWO-AND-A-HALF per CENT. INTEREST allowed on DEPOSITS, 
. repayable on demand. 

TWO per CENT. on CURRENT ACCOUNTS, on the minimum. 
monthly balances, when not drawn below £100. 
STOCKS, SHARES, and Ai\i\UITIES purchased and sold for customers. 

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT. 
Small Deposits received, and Interest allowed monthly on 

each corn pleted £ r. 
The BIRKBECK ALMAN ACK, with full particula,·s, post free. 

·Telephone No. 65005. Telegraphic Address: "BIRKBECK, LONDON ... 

FRANCIS RAVENSCROFT, Manager. 

~SBORNE, BAUER & CHEESEMAN'S CELEBRi~~b~ALITIES. 

OSBORNE, BAUER & CHEESE MAN'S 
WORLD-RENOWNED 

"CLYCERINE&HONEY JELLY." 
For Chaps, Roughness of Skin, &c. 

~~1,7(~!k·i1~ ~~lt~;',:t;_:t·;1~11~:1~1~i~~f1'. ~~~~ 
lar t.11,.,1r 111cr 30 years' u •·. / .. _- ,,,, ,·/ 
spuru:11., ln11i,,:,,·,.,·.- . ...,,,Id l,1· :,ll < •. lwn,1,.t-.: 
and Store~ m ,\J,_.1.,ll1, 1 ubes, 6d .. 111,.l ls. 

l'ost free for 6 or J:.: ~l<Lllip:., 

'''la." THE INCOMPARABLE -,.,ELLING SALTS" 
As ~plied to tht Quun, 

InvaJuable in Hot Assemblies. 
ALWAYS REFRESJt1.-.,v. 

Of great Value ln the Sick Room. 
I'Ju but companifln at Ckurch,Citape!, Ball, 

.,. , : Theatre, or any ltt.ated Assembly, 
B,,ttlc,;;, 9d •• ls., ls. 6d. 2s. Post 

free it",.,r sta111p~1 fr,_,1n t!,c :,,,I,· nt.:t,,h 

"BABY'S SOAP" 
II THE ORIGINAL." 

REG, 

A 
5(:hfrJ~!1~!~dd 51:~il~r :ii~les, 

Tender Skin. 
Has rood the test r:/ 30 _1·e,1..-:s. 

lnv~luable in tl1<:- :'\tir\en· Ddicat<"ly per­
fumed with tl,c fr.1;.;r:1n,:,_· ,_,t \-i,.Ju-.;_ FJ,_ •ats LH 
.i::lo.lh. t'ost I rct' f, 1., ni: '" ,_,f 21<:,Je .l-'rc.,~1netr_,r .... 

BAUER'S 
''HEAD(&BATH 1SOAP" 

A SHAMPOO AT HOME. 

J J, 
healthy ,ictw;z of 

A Superior 
BATH AND SHAVING SOAP • 

6d. Tablets post fre!'? (for stamps) t>f 
Proprietors. 

Sold !Jy a!t ChemzSt.s, Pe,:/unun and StfrCS. Prepared 011/y oy 

- ESEMAN PERFU~S l'O OSBORNE, BAUER & CHE ' TH_E_ ,P-Ed. 
Sole Proprietors of "Na!atha. Soap" for Tender Feet, "Glymiel Sonr .... ~e, 

19, GOLDEN SQUARE, REGENT STREET, LONp()i'f, W. 
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ROOK LIFE 
ASS·URANCE COllf PANY. 

ESTABLISHED 1806. 

TRUSTEES: 

JoSl!PH GURNEY BARCLAY, Esq. l Sir CHARLES RuGGE-PRICE, Bart. 
W1LFRID ARTHUR BEVAN, Esq. The Hon. CHARLES HEDLEY STRUU 

The Right Hon. LORD MONK BRETTON. M.P. 

CUTHBERT EDGAR PEEK, Esq. SAMUEL HARVEY TWINING, Esq. 

DIRECTORS: 

JOHN WoLFE BARRY, Esq., C.B. CUTHBERT EDGAR PEEK, Esq. 

W1LFRID ARTHUR BEVAN, Esq. t Sir CHARLES RuGGE-PRICE, Bart. 
The Rt. Hon. WM. ST. JOHN F, BROD- i ALFRED SAVILL, Esq. 

RICK, M.P. l Hon. FITZROY SOMERSET KEITH 
GEORGI! CROSHAW, Esq. STEWART, -

ALFRED GEORGE LucAs, Esq. Hon. CHARLES HEDLEY STRUTT, M.f 

The Rt. Hon. LORQ MoNK BRl!TTON. SAMUEL HARVEY TWINING, Esq. 

I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I 

TRUST FUND INVESTMENT POLICIES: 

LEASEHOLD SINKING FUND POLICIES. 

LOW PREMIUM RATES for WITHOUT PROFIT POLICI~ 
Loans on Life Interests and Reversions. at 

Moderate Interest. 

PENSIONS, ENDOWMENTS, INVESTMENT POLICIES. 

SPECIAL FACILITIES to NAVAL & MILITARY OFFJ 
Policies made world-wide, Nonforfeitable & I ndisputau1. 

CHIEF OFFICE : 

5, NEW BR.IDGE STR.EET, LONDON, E.C. 

GEORGE S. CRISFORD, Actuar1 
Appllcatloas for Agencies Invited. 





.Soap 

By permuti<>n of the Proprietors oj "PUNCH.~ 

"T,vo years ago I used your 
Soap, since when I have used no 
other." 

Punc.,h, April 26th, 1884. 

t.OMUHD EVANS, EHO!lAVER AHr, PRINTER, RADqUET OOURT, FLEET STRtET1 LONDON, LO. 
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