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" I dipt into the future, far as human eye could see ; 
Saw the vision of the world, and all the wonders that would be.' 

"Human nature's human nature; and while human nature's 
human nature, human nature will be human nature." • 

Boy^s Be;port of Bishop's Ser-mon. 

" Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap." 

" I will rise and go 
Down into Troy, and ere the stars come forth 
Talk with the wild Cassandra, for she says 
A fire dances before her, and a sound 
Kings ever in her ears of armed men." 
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THE DECLINE AND FALL 
OF THE 

BRITISH EMPIRE; 
OR. 

T H E W I T C H ' S C A V E K N . 

C H A P T E R I . 

A LETTER OF EXPLANATION. 

THOSE who are familiar with Professor Lay ton's valuable 
work, ^'Eesearches in Great Britain," may feel that some 
explanation of the publication of the present work is 
needed. This is given in the following letter, which I 
publish in extenso :— 

Melbourne, August 12th, 2992. 
M Y DEAR J A C K , — 

You will, I am sure, be pleased to hear that I 
have decided to publish the story of my visit to the cradle 
of our race in 2990. You were among the first to welcome 
me on my return from that visit, and to listen to the 
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narrative of my adventures. You were the first to urge 
ine to give the whole story to the public—advice which, 
for some time, I hesitated to follow. The storĵ , however, 
leaked out, and became known to many friends, and this 
(j[ualified publicity, led to my being requested to deliver 
a lecture on the subject in the National Hall. With 
some reluctance I acceded to the request, for to comply 
involved a considerable amount of labour, a portion of 
which consisted in reading, a second time, Lay ton's 
''Eesearches," in the same land fifty years ago, and 
obtaining suitable copies of the drawings which illustrate 
his book. Having consented to deliver the lecture, 1 
threw all my energy into its preparation, and endeavoured 
to do my best in the hour and a half allotted to me. 

'' I had a good audience in the hall itself, and, I was 
informed, a much larger one by means of the audiphone. 
The audience listened to my account with that silent atten-
tion which gives pleasure to a speaker; and the papers, 
next day, were good enough unanimously to praise my 
work, and some even to urge me to give the result of my 
visit, with ifcs strange sequel, to the public in a more 
permanent form. 

"Having thus broken the ice, and procured by antici-
pation a favourable criticism, 1 the more readily accepted 
the advice, and proceeded to prepare my adventures for 
the press in a more detailed manner. Through various 
causes which I need not now specify, I was not able to 
complete my story till after the lapse of some months. At 
last, however, I finished my manuscript, and submitted it 
to a publisher, who was good enough to accept it, and to 
o:ffer to bring out the book in the early spring. I did not 



THE BEITISH EMPIRE. 11 

let you know of my intention sooner, as I was not sure 
that I should be able to finish the account to my own 
satisfaction, nor, when completed, was I quite certain that 
it would find a publisher. So, till these preliminaries 
were finished, I did not take anyone, except my sister and 
another, into my confidence. Now, however, as the book 
will see the light (I am actually revising the proofs) in 
September, I am no longer afraid of speaking about my 
' forthcoming work.' You, however, are the first person, 
with one exception, outside the family circle, to receive 
the information which this letter conveys. By way of 
furnishing an effective contrast—I may not say background 
—to my picture of Ancient Britain, I purpose giving â 
bird's-eye view of the Eepublic of Australia.' Expecting 
a line of encouragement, if not of congratulation, 

am, dear Jack, always 
Your a:ffectionate friend, 

^ 'W ILLIAM F U H L E Y . " 

CHAPTEE II. 

A BIHD'S-EYE VIEW OF THE AUSTRALIAN" EEPUBLIC : THE 
START. 

H A V I N G finished my University course, I received my 
degree from the Melbourne University at Easter, 2988. 
As I had taken honours in English, logic, and mathematics, 
my friends were sanguine enough to think that I might 
successfully enter the Metropolitan University with a fair 
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prospect of pulling off tlie blue ribbon. Fired by ambition, 
I eagerty accepted tbeir advice, and began to prepare 
myself for the preliminary competition. Whether these 
hopes rested upon substantial grounds, or were due to 
the whisperings of vanity, will never be known, as my 
health gave way, and I had to abandon the idea, and take 
a long holiday in the sister province of Tasmania. Here I 
spent; twelve months among the hills and gardens of 
that lovely island, simply recuperating my health. I 
shall never forget the hospitality of the islanders, or the 
beauty of Tasmania's daughters. I went from bay to bay, 
and from mountain to mountain, and never wearied of the 
charmicg scenery. Everywhere I was the recijDient of 
that kindness and hospitality for which Tasmania is 
proverbial; everywhere I was struck by the beauty of 
its women and the manly strength of its men, and it 
was with much regret that at the end of twelve months I 
turned my steps homeward. 

Before settling down to work—for I had abandoned the 
idea of pursuing my studies—my father thought it well 
that I should make a tour of the Continent; and it was 
thus that I got that bird's-eye view of Australia " which 
I proceed to describe. 

As the tour was to be a pleasure trip, a small party was 
made up for my benefit. The following were the members 
of it:—My sister Mary, and her friend, Ethel Maynard, 
with Miss James and Miss Marsten, as companions; 
Kayner Maynard, my fellow-student, with Mr. Henty and 
Mr. Sampson, our assistants. Nothing could have been 
happier than this arrangement, which made a perfect 
party, with plenty of variety, and yet a unity of spirit 
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which enabled us to move from place to place without a 
single unpleasantness or jar. Having completed our 
preparations, and said good-bye to our friends, we left 
Melbourne towards the end of September, 2989, in an 
electric car. Some of our party wished to travel by the 
aerial route—a course which would have given us greater 
freedom; but I must confess that I did not quite like the 
idea of aerial travelling, so the electric route was selected. 

We started from the Central Station, on the twentieth 
of the month, amid the waving of hands and hand-
kerchiefs from the many friends who had come to see us 
o:ff for our three months' trip ; for at that time we had nô  
idea that with a short interval our wanderings would run 
into the best part of a year, extending to the Old World, 
and including a visit to the home of the Australian race. 

The air of the afternoon was cool even to keenness; 
and we anticipated with pleasure the warmer latitudes 
for which we were bound; for our destination was 
Eyreton, via Albury. After we had passed the Great 
Beserves, which confine the capital city of Victoria on all 
sides except the sea, and prevent its expansion, we 
travelled at the rate of eighty miles an hour ; yet not a 
movement could be felt, everything was as still and as 
noiseless as if we were in our drawing-room at home. 
We could walk and talk, or read and write, without the 
slightest interruption; but there was too much to occupy 
our eyes and our tongues to permit any inclination for 
these latter employments, except when anyone wished to 
note some point of interest, suggested by the scenes 
through which we were passing at such speed. The' 
Eeserves gave evidence of extensive and careful cultivation, 



14 THE DECLINE AND FALL OF 

and here and there the hillsides were bright with spring 
bloom, and the fields covered with the early green, 
while the pasture land was filled with lowing herds 
and fioclvs of sheep. The artificial water was too artificial 
to be beautiful, yet it added to the charm of the scene 
below us. . ' 

So soon as we left the plain/we found ourselves in the 
hilly country beyond Kilmore, and rapidly approaching 
the Goulbourn river, on the banks of which lies the large 
town of Seymour. Our journey was through an alternation 
of city and farm, town and country, hill and plain, thickly 
peopled; our view a succession of crowded farms and 
lessening towers:'* everywhere were evidences of prosperity 
and comfort, in the midst of natural and artificial beauty. 
We arrived at Albury in a little under three hours. 

Here we stayed for the night, and as we were to leave' 
again in the morning at eight o'clock, we just took a 
glimpse at the city before retiring. It is a well-built 
town, with fine public buildings (notably the town-hall 
and the cathedral), and large, well-kept parks ; although 
the air was somewhat keen, the latter were crowded with 
people listening to the public bands and enjoying the 
coolness. We did not stay long, for we had a considerable 
journey before us on the morrow—upwards of 1,000 miles 
—so we went early to bed. 

At eight o'clock punctually the next morning we left 
Albury behind us, and were steering for Eyreton, which 
we hoped to reach about nine o'clock that evening. We 
saw the usual features of AustraKa everywhere in rapid 
successî on. Erom the tower which we ascended we 
obtained a wider horizon, and were much impressed by 
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tlie view whicli we thus gained. The numerous cities and 
towns, the agricultural and animal wealth, the scenes of 
natural beauty and sites of special interest were pointed out 
to us, such as the monuments which mark the resting-places, 
or supposed resting-places (for there is some doubt upon 
the subject) of Burke and Wills, the intrepid explorers 
of the continent, 1,000 years ago. When night fell upon 
the scene, it was interesting to watch the numerous 
lights which marked the situation of towns and cities as 
we swept past them. 

A little after eight o'clock the guard drew our attention 
to a distant light, and told us it was Eyreton. We 
contemplated it with interest, for here we were to spend a 
week or a fortnight. It looked like a full moon, lying low 
on the horizon in the west. Every moment it grew larger, 
and seemed to hang over a vast volcano, whose lurid glow 
trembled beneath it. Presently, as we looked, the moon 
split into ten thousand brilliant stars, whose rays filled 
the field of vision. They grew larger each moment as we 
sped on, and separated themselves by wider intervals, 
until the whole rolled out before us as the lights of a great 
city. The sight was extremely charming, even fascinating. 
We were at last at Eyreton, arriving exactly at nine 
o'clock, hardly a minute behind our time. My father's 
agent, Mr. Lang, met us and took us to the Palace Hotel, 
where arrangements had been made for our stay in 
Eyreton. As we were tired, and there was plenty of time 
before us for sightseeing, we went to bed immediately 
after supper. . 



1 6 THE DECLINE AND FALL OF 

CHAPTEE III. 

A BIRD'S-EYE YIEW OF AUSTRALIA : EYEETON. 

EayjS^er Maynard and myself had agreed overnight to 
make a tour of the city before our nine o'clock breakfast 
next morning. "We were therefore up betimes and down 
early. What was our pleasure to find Mary and Ethel 
ready to accompany us! 

" W© thought," said Mary, that we would give you a 
surprise^ and join your excursion, if you did not object.'* 
We gladly assented. ^̂  But where," said Ethel, shall 
we go first ? We ought to have a guide." 

Let us find our way to the lake," exclaimed Eayner ; 
and to this we all agreed. Twenty minutes' walking 
brought us to the extensive sheet of water, like an inland 
sea, lying calm and motionless under the newly-risen sun. 
The upper lake is about seventy miles in length and some 
forty in width in its widest part; but to the south is a 
much smaller lake, and the waters of the two are united 
by a narrow strait. The water is clear and deep, and 
abounds in fish, which furnish a rich harvest to the 
inhabitants of the city. 

Numerous vessels, of all sizes, some very large, were 
lying peacefully at anchor near to the shore and well 
out in the lake. Early as it was, many people were 
pursuing their several vocations in garden and field, as 
well as upon the water. Eyreton is built upon the shores 
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of tlie lake, from whose water it derives much of its wealth, 
and the land around much of its fertility. 

After watching the fishermen bringing their fish ashore, 
we turned our steps cityward, to get some general idea of 
the metropolis of Australia. The streets are extremely 
wide, over three chains; the footpaths occupying, each, 
nearly half a chain of well-paved space. In the centre of 
the broad street is a third footpath, on either side of 
which grow wide branching, broad-leaved trees for shelter 
and beauty. I am the more particular in noting these 
facts, as they are especially impressive to me, after my 
old world experiences, to be presently narrated. All the 
public buildings are massive and capacious, national 
schools included. The buildings of a private character 
deserve the same description in a lesser degree, for their 
construction is controlled by municipal statute, which 
demands a stern obedience to the laws of health, every 
room being suitable for human habitation. Hence every 
human being, however poor his condition, lives in a house 
which tends not to degrade but to elevate and refine his 
nature. The parks are numerous and extensive, and 
are adorned with statuary, trees of all kinds, and flowers 
from every clime; while in every direction the eye is 
refreshed by glimpses of water—a pleasant sight in a 
somewhat weary land. The public buildings, including 
the libraries, it should be noted, are beautified with 
choicest paintings; indeed, the greatest attention is 
bestowed upon everything that is regarded as belonging 
to the whole community. Everyone has an interest in the 
streets, the parks, and the public buildings, and can use 
them at all times, without detriment to the public service. 

B 
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Individual riglits are, in all cases, subordinated to the 
welfare of tlie whole community, whose political, commer« 
cial, intellectual, and moral sanity is necessary to thQ 
very existence of the individual, except in a state o,̂  
savagery. 

Health, comfort, leisure, are the needed conditions of 
individual development; and these are contributed, so 
far as they can be contributed, by the whole community 
to the whole of its members. 

Such are the impressions that a first view of Eyreton 
gave us. We thoroughly enjoyed the early morning walk, 
but were glad to turn our steps towards our hotel, where 
we found, on arriving, the rest of our partj^ awaiting 
breakfast. Our stroll had given us an appetite, and we 
enjoyed our meal without requiring the incentive which 
the many delicacies on the table would furnish to less 
hungry people. While we are breakfasting, and discuss-
ing in merry vein the prospects of our tour, I will quietly 
put the reader in possession of one or two facts of import-
ance respecting the city. Eyreton has a population of 
nbout 150,000. As in all large Australian cities, the 
tendency to expansion, which was the disease of the ancient 
world, has been checked by a very simple remedy: the 
establishment and maintenance of large reserves, outside 
the city block, and the rigid enforcement of the municipal 
law referred to above. I t thus became impossible for the city 
to expand indefinitely. The reserves checked its growth. 
Human rookeries were equally impossible, for the statute 
dominated all buildings within the city bounds. The 
reserves were leased to cultivators of the soil; and those 
around Eyreton were, at the time of my visit, green with 
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the coming harvest of wheat, Indian corn, &c., and bright 
with the delicate blooms of cherry and apple and peach 
trees. They were very extensive, consisting of many 
thousand acres. Some miles distant we saw the purple 
gloom of a vast forest, and were informed that it was the 
haunt of herds of buffaloes. 

Everywhere we saw evidence of industry and applied 
knowledge. Here was an ostrich farm, there an orange 
grove ; in a swampy plain were vast rice fields, on the hill 
sides vineyards just bursting into tender green, and the 
custard and pine-apple; while the tea plant, the arrowroot, 
and the guava were also much en evidence. Animal wealth 
was equally abundant: sheep, cattle, horses, camels, 
alpacas, kangaroos (cultivated for their valuable skin), 
emus, and other birds of richly-variegated and gorgeous 
plumage. There was, however, a scarcity of song 
birds. 

But breakfast is finished, and I have to pay a visit to the 
President, Lord Lington, an old friend of my father, 
recently elected to occupy the high position of President 
of the Australian Eepublic. 

Time had passed so pleasantly and quickly at the break-
fast table that it was nearly ten o'clock before we rose from 
tliat meal. I had, therefore, to hurrj^ off to the Senate 
House without making arrangements for the morning 
movements of the party. 

I reached the House a little after ten, and learned that 
the President had arrived, and was in his private room. 
I sent in my father's letter, with my card, and waited in 
the library for the result. During the few minutes that 
elapsed before the reply came I entered into conversation 

B 2 
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w i t h one of t l ie attendants, a f ine-looking man of for ty . 
Some remarks about Melbourne led to my asking whether 
he knew that city, to which he replied, Yes, I know i1 
well, s i r ; I was born there, and educated there. Da 
you know Professor Campbe l l? " 

Yery wel l , " I answered ; was my mathematical 
professor at the Univers i ty . " 

Indeed ! " the attendant replied ; ^'he was mine some 
twenty years ago, when he was quite a 3"0ung man. " 

W h a t ! have you been through the Universi ty, then ? " 
^ ' I have , s i r ; I took my degree there seventeen years 

ago." 
I suppose my looks expressed surprise, for the man 

continued: 
ought to have done bettor, s i r ; but education and 

abi l i ty are not a l l that a man requires. I threw away 
my chances, and now I am one of the hewers of wood and 
drawers of water. Some go up and some go down; I am 
among the latter, more's the pi ty , for I had capital 
opportunit ies." * 

I remonstrated, is not too late to retrieve 
your position, you are st i l l i n the pr ime of l i fe . " 

' ' A h ! I have lost heart, and worbe than that, I havo 
contracted habits that keep me down." 

Before I could reply, I was summoned to the President's 
room : and could only say, as I gave my new acquaintance 
a k ind ly nod : 

' ' Take heart, my fr iend, and do not lose hope." 
L o r d L ing ton received me w i t h much kindness. H e was 

a fast f r iend of my father's. " Bu t I have not seen h i m , " 
he said, " f o r many years; we read together at college, 
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but our paths separated in after life—Le went into 
business, I into public life.'* 

which you have been completely successful, Lord 
Lington," I ventured to say. 

he assented with a smile; ' ' I have obtained 
my highest ambition, but whether the game is worth the 
candle I sometimes doubt. For three years I can do 
something more than administer the affairs of the Eepublic ; 
and after, I may retain my title and become one of the 
Council of Advice to my successor. But," he added, you 
are here," pointing to my father's letter, ^'to learn as 
much as you can of Eyreton and its ways. You had 
better begin to-day. An important discussion takes place 
at the meeting of Senators this morning ; would you like 
to be present ? " 

I expressed my thanks for the opportunity. " This," 
Lord Lington said, handing me a card, ^'will admit you 
to my box—your sister is with you, so I have said, 
* William Furley and party.' I am busy now, for I preside 
at eleven o'clock, and must prepare for the meeting. 
To-morrow I hope to see you and Mary at dinner, at half-
past five." With these words we parted, and I hurried 
away, delighted with my reception. 

Lord Lington was a tall, well-formed, handsome man 
of fifty-seven. His features wore refined, and the ex-
pression of his grey eyes kindly but firm, his complexion 
fair. I quite felt that he was a born ruler of men. 

On reaching the hotel I found that all the members of 
my party, except Miss Marsten, had gone out on an 
exploring expedition; Mary's companion had, for some 
reason, not joined the rest. 
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' 'Al l out!" I exclaimed; ' 'how tantalizing! Here liave 
I a card, admitting me and party to the President's box 
at the House, Tvhere there is an important debate to-day." 

" Oh! how interesting," exclaimed Miss Marsten. 
" Would you like to go ?" I inquired. 
" Very much, indeed; what is the subject of the debate ? " 
" Bather a dry one, I fear; a question of the freedom 

of trade with China " (for Lord Lington had told me). 
" D o you still think you would care to hear it?" I 
asked. 

" I think I would, if I may; but what will your 
sister think ?'' 

"Oh, that is all rij^ht. Mary will be glad that there 
was some one to represent her; we must, however, make 
haste, as the Senate opens at eleven o'clock, and the 
debate begins early." 

We were in good time to hear the great debate; the 
various boxes and galleries were full of listeners, evidence 
of the importance of the subject. All the senators were 
in their places oî  the floor of the Chamber; while the 
President, surrounded by his Council of Advice, occupied 
the dais. In an outer circle, a little behind, sat the 
several heads of departments, ready to give needed 
information. 

When the expected motion was called on, a young man 
of about thirty rose in his place, and, bowing to the 
President, began his speech. After a few words of 
apology, delivered in an easy, natural manner, the speaker 
said: " I feel very deeply that the resolution which I have 
the honour to move is one of great importance, and 
that, if accepted, its application must be extended 
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to other countries than China. I am about to ask 
the honourable representatives of the whole of the 
Eepublio to reverse a policy that has obtained 
for hundreds of years, and under which, it is con-
tended, the people of the Eepublic have prospered. Under 
such circumstances I might well be excused if I declined 
to proceed with my notice. (Cries of No, no ; go on ! 
came from all parts of the house.) But, fortified by the 
opinion of men of learning, and conscious of the support 
of a not inconsiderable body of public opinion, which haa 
always existed on the vast continent, although it has not 
often been represented in this Senate, I am bold to make 
the attempt, which is formulated in the motion which 
stands in my name. That motion is, ^ That the 
restrictions which embarrass the exchange of commodities 
between the Eepublic and the Chinese Empire be re-
pealed.' These restrictions are of a burdensome character, 
impeding trade and enhancing the cost of living to the 
people of this country. The voice of Nature is loud and 
urgent in demanding her rights—that the fruits which she 
gives freely and spontaneously shall not be restrained by 
artificial restrictions. China produces, through the operation 
of various causes, tea, silk, and other commodities needful 
for the support and convenience of life, abundantly and 
cheaply. We foolishly refuse to receive these benefits; 
with less wisdom than our forefathers, we impose a duty 
upon these articles of consumption, and refuse to accept the 
bounties of Nature. Was ever conduct more fatuous and 
reprehensible ? One country produces wheat—a necessity 
of life; another produces tea, sugar ; each gives that which 
Nature intended it to contribute to the general welfare. 
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The excliange of commodities, tlius produced according to 
iSTaturê s laws, sliould bo free, in order that widely-
separated peoples, who are members of one family, may 
benefit by the bounties of Nature. Heavy duties restrict 
the use of those productions which were intended for 
the benefit of the whole world. They restrict, by enhancing 
their price, and thus placing them beyond the reach, or 
almost beyond the reach, of those whose means are limited. 
The duties upon tea and silk, for example, not to speak of 
other commodities, cost the people of this country a 
hundred millions a year. (Sensation, and cries of 
no! absurd.") I can assure honourable members that I 
have not overstated the case; I have figures here which 
prove my contention up to the hilt, and I rely upon these 
to carry conviction to the Senate of Australia. The duty 
on tea is sixpence a pound. In a population of 400̂  000,000, 
who are a tea-drinking people, the quantity of tea annually 
consumed is, if all drank that beverage, 2,800,000,000 lb. 
per annum. Sixpence a pound would thus entail a cost to 
the community of not less than £70,000,000 a year ; but 
I do not make the assumption that all are tea-drinkers, or 
that all drink tea to the same extent, so I reduce this 
amount to £50,000,000. A similar calculation will prove 
that another £50,000,000 is paid through the duties levied 
on silk and other commodities that are similarly taxed. It 
is true that much tea and silk used by the community aro 
produced in this country, but the existence of the duty I 
refer to enhances the cost by at least the amount of 
the duty. For if the duty were repealed, tea and 
silk w ôuld bo sold to tho people of tliis country at prices 
less the duties which embarrass trade. This is perfectly 
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clear; nor will it, I am sure, be denied by any member of 
tins honourable body. 

But, it is replied, by maintaining these duties we are 
giving employment to a vast number of people who are 
engaged in the production of tea and the cultivation of 
silk in Australia. I am well aware of the force, the 
immense force, of this argument; and I proceed to show 
that it is fallacious; and that, even were it true, we are 
maintaining a large body of men at an extravagant and 
unnecessary cost. If China can produce the commodities 
referred to, and sell them to us at a lower price than 
Australia can produce them, it is evident that Nature 
never intended Australia for a tea-growing country. The 
labour now expended in producing tea is artificially sus-
tained, and should be dispersed and distributed over other 
areas of industry, to its own advantage and that of the whole 
community; for its employment would then rest upon a 
stable foundation, and the community would have 
£100,000,000 a year more to expend in the production of 
other commodities, and would be enriched by their possession. 
But to come to my second point, that the maintenance of 
those engaged in the production of tea and silk, by levying a 
heav}^ tax upon the whole community, is a wasteful and 
extravagant proceeding. If the duty which I seek to 
repeal be necessary in order to find remunerative employ-
ment for those engaged in the industries protected, then the 
duty is a benevolent tax. By its means we raise a fund 
for the support of the tea-growers and the silk manufac-
turers. Such a course may Le benevolent, yet it is wasteful 
benevolence, and ought to be corrected. We take at least. 
£100,000,000 a year out of the pocket of the general com-
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munitj , ill order that we may support those engaged in tlio 
industries referred to. £100,000,000 a year ! This would 
give, if equally divided, £100 a year to one million families ; 
that is, it would support five, or even six, millions of people 
in idleness. If all the tea and silk farms were turned into 
rice and sugar plantations, and those now exclusively en-
gaged upon them were cast out of employment and could not 
obtain other employment, £10,000,000 a year would ade-
quately support them without work. Am I not justified, 
therefore, in sa^dng that our present method of furnishing 
employment (if that contention, which I do not grant, be 
correct) is wasteful and extravagant ? Let the bounties of 
Nature come freely to our shores, and life will be easier and 
pleasanter to everybody; and, best of all, we shall be taking 
a step that will give emphasis and sincerity to the cry of the 
democracy, that all men—not those living in Australia only, 
but that all men—are brothers." 

I have given the barest outline of the speaker's argument, 
but I have, I believe, not omitted any element of impor-
tance. The speech made a great impression, and the speaker 
was warmly applauded on resuming his seat. All sat silent 
after the cheering had subsided, for a short space, as if to give 
time for the argument of the speaker to digest. Presently 
there was a call for ^'Lington," Lington,'* the Presi-
dent," who was known to be opposed to the motion. The 
President, who is allowed to make two speeches on each 
question, rose slowly to his feet, as if he were realising the 
gravity of the occasion or the force of the speech just 
delivered. His rising was greeted with considerable 
applause, followed by a hushed silence, that not a word of 
his TQjAy might be lost. After a few graceful words of 
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congratulation, addressed to tlie mover of the resolution, 
the President began his reply, which I summarise in the 
following report:—• 

" I have nothing to complain of in regard to the manner 
in which the honourable member has marshalled his argu-
ments in favour of the motion he has urged the Senate to 
adopt. His estimates may be a trifle too sanguine, but I 
shall not complain of that. That the motion is deeply im-
portant goes without saying; and I shall refer to this later 
on. I doubt not the mover has spoken under a deep 
sense of its importance. I am at one with him in all that 
he has said of the bounty of Nature, using that term in 
the qualified sense which I shall presently describe ; and 
I agree with him that Nature's bounteous gifts should 
meet with no restrictions on our side. They are the gifts 
of God to His children, and I believe that it would be 
the better for mankind were they accepted freely, and 
distributed with as little cost as possible to the whole 
community" (a sense of surprise seemed to pervade the 
Chamber, as if many had begun to suspect that Lord 
Lington was supporting the motion). The President 
continued : — A l l this I gladly concede, and will presently 
show that the Eepublic, whoso children we are, has steadily 
kept the fact in view in all its economic legislation (a sense 
of relief was apparent here); but I cannot admit that the 
commodities in favour of which the resolution is moved are 
the productions of Nature, in any true sense of the word. 
What are the factors of production ? They are two : Nature 
is only one of them. The conditions of production, so far 
as Nature contributes to them, are—climate, soil, and the 
weather, vv̂ hich varies from year to year. Under the 
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operation of these conditions, China produces tea^ silk, 
and other commodities. But are these conditions wanting 
in Australia ? Certainly not; we know that they are as 
favourable to such productions in this country as in 
China. If this is so, and I know that honourable 
gentlemen will not deny it ( "Oh , oh," and laughter), 
how is it that China can afford to undersell Australia ? 
('^Because she can produce more cheaply.") Yes, and no ; 
yes, if we leave out of account the penalty which 
China pays for her cheapened production; no, decidedly 
no ; if we take all the producing elements into account. I 
have spoken only of one ; there is another—man. It is 
man who, by the aj)plication of knowledge, skiU, and 
labour, awakens into active exercise the productive powers 
of Nature. Man is the second factor. Now, it is not man 
degraded to a machine or a hand, but man considered as 
mariy regarded as one of those brothers to which the 
speaker so eloquently referred in his peroration, awaking, 
I am sure, the sympathy of his audience. But man, 
engaged in producing the fruits of the earth for the 
benefit of his fellow-men is worthy of all honour. He must 
not be degraded below the level of his manhood. W e 
demand that he shall have time for rest, recreation, enjoy-
ment ; that he shall be properly housed, fed, and clothed ; 
that he shall have time and opportunity for improve-
ment, for developing his true human nature. These 
demands have been enforced within the limits of all 
Australia. It was the wise aim of our fathers, who 
laid the foundations of this great nation, to make the 
human instrument of production as perfect as might be, 
considering its frail nature. "We have demanded that the 
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liours of labour sliall be restricted to a period consistent 
with tlie preservation of health ; that the period of labour 
shall cease as strength decays. Would anyone wish to see 
an alteration in this respect? ( ' N o ' ; and murmurs of 
approval.) But further, the unit of production is not the 
individual, but the family. (Loud applause.) The family 
has been wisely made the basis of the representative system 
of this continent; only those, as we are all aware, who have 
entered into the responsibilities of family life can exercise 
the privilege of the franchise. This fact shows the im-
portance that our fathers (and we, adopting their sound 
conclusions) attached to the family as the unit of the State 
and the cradle of the nation. The second factor of 
production is man. The husband and his wife, with the 
four or five children (I speak of the average family which 
requires to be maintained by the husband and father's 
labour), these must be fed and clothed and housed as human 
beings ; it is not enough that they be treated as beasts of 
burden. It is a fundamental principle that the unit of 
labour be treated as human beings, and this treatment 
involves food, clothing, shelter, education, and leisure. Is 
there an3 ône who desires its abandonment? ( 'No, no.') 
Such are the factors of production. They are, it will be seen, 
natural and artificial. Man, who in this connection is not 
a part of Nature, is the artificial agent; and it is his 
intrusion within the sphere of production that creates the 
difficulties of statesmen. 

" I t is easy to interfere unduly and unwisely; this was 
done in the Old World, with the worst results, so as to 
depress labour, and ultimately to annihilate productive 
energy. Wisely directed^ that energy may be stimulated 
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to tlio liigliost (logreo, and exercise, indirectly, a beneficial 
effect, oven upon those who treat it unwisely, either by 
reducing it to a condition of serfdom, or by letting it run 
riot and become anarchical, under mistaken notions of the 
equality of man. Let mo repeat—climate, soil, of a 
suitable character, human energy directed by knowledge 
and skill: human energy, and the latter factor properly 
regarded, donuinds as its natural right a sufficient portion 
of the thing produced for its maintenance and satisfaction. 
This is given in Australia. Is it given in China ? No, 
no,' and much applause.) No one knows better than my 
honourable friend who has spoken, that the human factor 
of production in China is degraded and miserable. The 
Chinese labourer works fourteen or sixteen hours a day, 
with no weekly rest. l ie is badly fed and miserably 
clothed; he is ignorant and wretched, and often lays violent 
hands upon liimself, in order to escape from his misery. 
Hence China is able to produce more cheaply than Australia. 
She produces at the cost of human happiness and life itself. 
For these reasons we decline to put her productions upon 
a level with those of America or Africa. In these countries 
inherent riglits—rights demanded by human nature— 
are respected. Hence their productions are freely admitted 
into Australia. Wo do not need, nor do we demand, any 
other protection than that which Nature itself gives us: 
distance, the cost of transit, is a sufficient protection; the 
bounties of Nature, plus human labour, are permitted to 
come to us freely, and we welcome them with both our 
hands. China's cheap silk and tea are not the gifts of 
Nature; they are the products of starvation and slavery, 
of children's tears, of Avidows' sighs, of human degradation 
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and misery, and we' l l have none of them. (Hear ty applause.) 
Let me i l lustrate this position, for the sake of clearness. 
I f China cult ivated her fields w i t h slave and prison labour, 
d r i v ing the wretched workers to the fields w i th the whip, 
or at the point of the bayonet, and was able thus to 
produce, at the lowest cost, whatever she desired to sell, 
would the honourable gentleman then advocate the opening 
of our ports to the products of slave and prison labour ? 
I am sure he would not. Then he agrees w i t h me, for 
the principle on which our present restrictions are based 
is the equalisation of the artif icial, not the natural, 
conditions of production. H e has wel l said that he feels 
his responsibil i ty i n moving this motion. Indeed, the 
mot ion is a deeply important one, for i t seeks nothing 
less than the reversal of that policy which has obtained 
i n this continent for hundreds of years. A n d when we 
look around us, and see the abounding evidence of pro-
sperity, everywhere a contented and ha23py people, covering 
the vast continent w i t h wel l -bui l t cities and towns, and are 
made more sensible of our happy condition by a glance at 
the Old Wor ld , where the reverse of a l l this obtains, we 
may wel l reflect before we touch a single stone of that 
economic structure, so slowly bu i l t up, which thus 
protects and blesses our people. I move the rejection of 
the mot ion." 

The President resumed his seat amid hearty and pro-
longed applause, which broke out again and again as he 
rose to acknowledge his sense of the honour done to 
h im. The doom of the resolution was sounded, bu t I 
d id not stay to hear more, for i t was one o'clock, and 
lunch was at half-past one. So Miss Marsten and I 
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wended our way homewards, discussing the speeches we 
had just heard. 

*'Whom do you vote for, Miss Marsten?" I asked of 
my companion. 

Lord Lington, of course, Mr. Eurley! I hope there is 
no doubt that the resolution will be rejected." 

Well, you know, life would be easier for some persons 
if it were adopted; tea and silk, and many other things 
would be cheaper; many things from India would be 
cheapened; for the principle of the resolution would, if it 
were adopted, open the flood-gates of Bussia also." 

I have no doubt some things would be cheapened, but 
mere cheapness is not the object aimed at by great nations, 
or why should we not buy from a thief who stole the com-
modities he o:ffers for sale, and can sell them cheaply ? 
The pirates of ancient times could sell more cheaply than 
the honest merchant. Yet a nation dealing with them, 
knowingly, would have been held in reprobation." 

^'AVelldone, MissMarsten! Lord Lington would have 
been grateful for your illustration. No; mere cheapness 
is not the final object of commerce. If it is our duty to 
buy honestly in the markets of the world, it must be right, 
and therefore our duty, to require, as far as we can, that 
the goods we buy have been honestly obtained, which is 
another way of saying (difficult though it be to make all 
persons see this) that those engaged in their production 
shall receive the treatment of human beings—that is, shall 
be honestly paid for them. There is Lord Lington's 
argument in a nutshell. But here we are at the i'alace 
Hotel." 

Mary and her friends had not yet returned ; and I had 
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quite a sense of relief tliat I and my companion were back 
first. While I was getting ready for lunch I heard the 
deep, sweet tone of the organ accompanying a rich 
contralto voice, and was sui-prised, on looking into the 
music-room, where several persons were gathered, to 
learn that the player was Miss Marsten, and that the 
sweet, powerful voice was hers. Within the last half-hour 
my relation to her had undergone a considerable change. 
Up to the limit of that period I had regarded her, in the 
conventional way, as one occupying an inferior social 
position. Now her personnel had forced itself upon my 
attention. She was educated, thoughtful, accomplished; 
equal, in reality, to Mary or Ethel, although socially 
below them. This change in my sentiments found ex-
pression—on the return of Mary and our party, while wo 
were waiting for lunch—in the suggestion that Miss 
Marsten and Miss James should lunch with us. To which 
my sister replied, Of course not, Will ; it's not desirable 
to be too intimate with them." 

" Why not, my dear ? they are ladies, of good education 
and manners." 

Of course, or they would not be suitable companions 
for Ethel and me; but it would be inconvenient to be 
on too intimate terms with them. Besides, it would not be 
pleasant for them, and would be a restraint upon our-
selves. Men," she added, turning away, don't understand 
these things." 

Perhaps not, but I did not think Mary had so much 
pride, so I resolved to say nothing about my companion-
ship to the Senate. I felt that it would give her, if Mary 
knew it, an unpleasant sense of surprise, and hoped that 

0 
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Miss Marsten would bo equally discreet. While" lunch 
was proceeding, I told my friends of my visit to the Senate, 
and of the debate I had heard, giving them an outline of 
the speeches of Mr. Hoyte and Lord Lington. 

To my surprise, Mary said, do not agree with Lord 
Lington; I think Mr. Hoyte is quite right." 

Well, dear, you will have the opportunity of arguing 
the matter with Lord Lington, for he has asked us to 
dinner to-morrow at half-past five." 

It seems to me absurd,'' Mary continued, " to think 
we are enriching the country by making everybody pay 
more for the necessaries of life." 

" Of course, if that wore the whole of the matter, but 
there is another view of the subject—we owe a duty to the 
Chinese, we are not merely considering ourselves. . Look 
at the conditions under which they labour in order that 
we may buy cheaply." 

/^All conditions are relative," said Rayner Ma3^nard; 
conditions that are hardships to some, are not so to 

others." 
"Well, the conditions are hard enough to the unfortunate 

Chinese, for their average length of life is much less than 
the average age of an Australian." 

"Oh, that may be due," Eayner replied, "to other 
circumstances—climate, constitution, race. Experience has 
taught them, as it has taught us, how long and under what 
conditions they can best labour." 

" As you and I, Eayner, attended the same professor, 
I am surprised to find you going over to the enemy so 
readily." At this Ethel laughed, and exclaimed— 

"Eayner swears by Professor Mary, Will; she is the 



THE BEITISH EMPIRE. 35 

latest professor; aren't you, my dear ? " turning miscliiev-
ously to Mary. 

Besides," said Mary, slightly blushing, I am not sure 
tliat we are not wrong ia the other part of the argument: 
the protection of our own people from the competition of 
what we call underpaid labour. There is nothing like 
experience to teach people on how much or how little they 
can live, and discharge all the duties of life. These things 
settle themselves in a practical way; we have fixed, arbi-
trarily, upon seven hours a day as the maximum period of 
labour; some people can work a good deal more, and are 
the better for it; some cannot work so loDg. "Why not 
leave the whole matter to the free play of the fullest com-
petition ? 

said Eayner, *'let us all pull our best and the 
strongest win. I am for the fullest freedom in all economical 
and commercial questions. Think of £100,000,000 of 
mone}'' thrown awa}̂  by our stupid policy ! What immense 
wealth misapplied! If we can t̂ hold our own in this 
matter of tea and silk—well. Nature has not intended us 
to produce tea and silk, and we must turn our energies to 
other fields." 

" I can't forget, Eayner, that the Chinese are our 
brethren; and that we owe a duty to them as well as to 
ourselves. And the whole argument is contained in this 
position.'* 

g2 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

A B1RD*S-EYE VIEW OF AUSTRALIA : THE MARBLE GATE ' — 
HOME. 

BUT I am reminded that in this Bird's-eye view of 
Australia " my object is not to talk but to see, so I must 
hurry into the streets of Eyreton and tell what I saw. 
They were full of people intent on business, or, like our-
selves, on sightseeing. The graceful dresses—not like the 
awkward costumes of our ancestors—lightly covering and 
yet revealing the human form divine, with the rich and 
varied colouring, of which our fathers never dreamt, made 
up a beautiful and attractive sight. At four o'clock all 
business was suspended, and at five all labour, except 
private labour in the garden and the house, came 
to an end. At half-past six o'clock we were in the 
parlvs, which were well filled with people, listening to 
the excellent music of the public bands, under conditions 
that tended to banish care, and sweeten life. The people 
were of all sorts as well as of all classes—the good, bad, 
and indifferent mingling freely; and yet with a differ-
ence, for while the vicious, if there were such, were 
regarded as human beings, they were made to feel that 
virtue had its rewards which they could not share; 
and the impulse towards goodness coming from within 
was encouraged, by a kindly nod or friendly salutation, to 
develop into a habit of life. 

I.ater, we visited the public halls, and heard an opera 
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rendered by some sv»̂ eet voices, and set out by beautiful 
surroundings. 

The next day Mary and I dined with Lord and 
Lady Lington. I do not refer more particularly to this, 
as time forbids; and refer to it only as it was the occasion 
of our introduction to their son, the Honourable Spencer 
Lington (Honourable, for the children—the children only— 
participate in the honour which the State bestows upon 
the parents). Through his invitation and arrangement 
1 paid a visit to a beautiful spot, afterwards notorious f• sr 
a terrible tragedy—the Marble Gates. The place so named 
was a lakelet in Simpson's Gap, at a considerable distance 
from Eyreton. It was surrounded by steep, precipitous 
heights, and the sun rarely fell upon the enclosed waters, 
which were intensely cold. Towards one end of the lakelet 
rose two massive granite rocks, like the lintel-posts of a 
huge gate; one could imagine that the stone gate had 
been torn from its hinges by some convulsion of nature, 
the resemblance was so perfect. The sides and top of 
the precipice were covered with climbers, and the hills 
around thickly massed with tall forest trees, while the 
whole was bright with flowers. Some distance from 
the Marble Gate was a magnificent building, tho 
residence of John Budolf and his wife; it was as massive 
as an ancient castle, and overlooked the gloomy waters 
—a curious situation in which to place one's home, 
I thought. But it looked out also over a wide-
stretching, broken country of great fertility. We were 
introduced to Rudolf and his wife, and enjoyed their 
hospitality. The former had the reputation of a student, 
but I did not like the expression of his eye and mouth. 
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"wliicli I thought cruel; but perhaps I read into them, 
what I afterwards learned by the awful tragedy that 
occurred. His wife was a gentle woman of education and 
refinement. This excursion brought our Eyreton visit to 
a close. 

Erom Eyreton we sped on to Cape Talbot, and looked 
upon the ocean that rolls between ourselves and the Old 
World. As we stretched our eyes across the sea, and 
remembered that beyond its furthest bounds lay India, 
China, the thought entered my mind that I would like to 
see the Old World, and compare it with the New World in 
which we lived. 
. In due course we found our way to Biirketown, or 
Burton, named after the intrepid explorer of old times. 
As I looked upon the waters which washed the shores 
on which the city lies, and saw the fleet of ships which lay 
calmly at its feet, I thought of the unfortunate explorer's 
weary watch on these same shores 1,000 years ago, waiting 
for the relief which never came. 

It was while we were here that the tragedy of the 
Marble Gates occurred. One morning we were horrified to 
learn that John Eudolf had been arrested for the murder 
of his wife. Her body had been found in the icy waters 
of the small lake; it exhibited marks of violence, and cir-
cumstances, which I need not detail, pointed to the 
husband as the murderer. A preliminary inquiry had 
been held, and the trial before the magistrates was to bo 
held in a week. If he were convicted, it was satisfactory to 
know that swift and condign punishment would follow. So 
unusual an event caused great excitement. In the follow-
ing week Eudolf was tried and condemned. His appeal 
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to the Jury of Equity deferred the final treatment of the 
case for another week. The jury found that all the equities 
of the case had been observed, and confirmed the sentence. 
The criminal was permitted the choice of one of the three 
modes of death sanctioned by the Eepublic—drowning, 
poison, electricity. He chose the last; and the following 
day expiated his ofiPence in this way. It was sad to think 
of the violent death of this gentle woman by the hands of 
one who was bound by every obligation to cherish and 
protect her; sad to think that amid such surroundings 
of beauty and happiness a man could be found so 
indifferent to their influence as to plan and perpetrate so 
terrible a crime. But one learns that under all conditions 
human nature remains human nature, that circumstances 
do not fundamentally change it. A wider and fullei 
experience has emphasised this conclusion. 

We visited Cape Yorke, the various points of interest 
in Queensland, and, about the middle of December, found 
ourselves in Sydney, on our way home. I need not speak 
of the great natural beauties of Sydney, its marvellous 
harbours and bays. I dwell only a moment upon our 
visit here, as it was here that the idea of visiting our old 
home was born and developed. At an evening party, 
given by the Governor of the Province, I met a Professor 
Fowler, a great antiquarian. He had studied widely 
things of antiquity, and was deeply interested in the Old 
World. We gave him some account of our Continental 
tour, to which he listened attentively. At. the close ol 
my narrative he said: 

" Europe in her palmiest times could never compare 
with Australia, and never possessed more than half our 
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present population. Even Great Britain, one of the most 
prosperous countries of the Old World, never had a 
population of forty millions.'* 

** And what is it now, Professor Fowler? " asked Ethel, 
now it is very small indeed; but," he added, 

turning the conversation, ** why should you not extend 
your tour, and visit Old England ? I have often thought I 
would like to make one of a party, and pay a visit to the 
old home." 

It would be delightful, wouldn't it, Mary? " said Ethel, 
turning to my sister. ^'Do you think it might be 
managed?" 

am sure such a visit would be not only pleasant 
but instructive," continued the Professor. I have 
carefully read Layton's * Eesearches,' and find them full of 
interest. It would be doubly instructive to read them on 
the spot." 

The idea took hold of me—indeed, we were all interested 
in it, and discussed it anew as wo returned to our hotel. 

** Suppose I communicate wdth father about it," I said, 
turning to Mary; and so we dismissed the subject for the 
night. The next day at breakfast Mary said, reverting to 
the subject: 

" D o you know. Will, I think it would be best to wait 
until wo can talk the matter over at home." 

And thinking that Mary's influence would be more 
potent than my own, I consented. 

"Meanwhile," she continued, "you could make the 
necessary inquiries, and arrange with Professor Fowler 
about the trip, if it comes off." 

To this also I agreed. 
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" It will," the Professor said, time enougli to reach 
England in May; but we could take Africa on the way, 
and spend some weeks, or even months, there. It will 
widen our experience." 

We reached home in time to spend Christmas together, 
and received a hearty welcome from our friends, especially 
from those of our own household. During the course of the 
week following our return, I gave my father and mother a 
full account of our journeyings and adventures, concluding 
with Professor Fowlersuggestion. My father was kind 
enough to say that I had made good use of my opportuni-
ties, and did not negative Professor Fowler's proposal, 
neither did he assent to it. 

''Time enough," he said, *'to think over it, and to 
decide." 

CHAPTER V. 

HOMEWARD BOUND : AFRICA. 

ABOUT the beginning of the year we received my fathers 
decision, which, I am glad to say, was favourable 
to our plans. Towards the end of February or the 
beginning of March we were to start on our extended 
excursion, which was to include Africa, or a portion 
of it, and Great Britain. 

I at once communicated with Professor Fowler, and 
began the necessary preparations for our lengthened 
absence from home. 
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During the interval that elapsed I thoroughly read and 
mastered Layton's ^'Eesearches.'^ I read also several works 
on Africa, one a re^irint of an amusing book published 
1,000 years ago—H. M. Stanley's ' 'Through Darkest 
Africa," a book which made a great stir in its day. The 
reprint was very ancient, some hundreds of years old, 
known only to antiquarians ; it had been recommended to 
]no by'Professor Fowler; as descriptive of the very reverse 
of all that now obtains in what was formerly known as the 
Dark Continent, it is certainly amusing, and worth reading. 

On the third of March we started by the electric route 
for Africa. Our party consisted of all the members of the 
former party, except Mr. Sampson, one of our assistants. 
We did not replace him, as his withdrawal only took place 
a day or two before we started, and wo were unwilling to 
jeopardise the harmony of the party by employing any 
person at once available. 

Professor Fowler and his assistant, a Mr. Thomson, joined 
us in the end of February, and made the acquaintance of 
my father, who was much pleased with both gentlemen. 

Our immediate destination was Zanzibar, the eastern 
entrepot of the Great Continent. Nothing more eventful 
occurred during the voyage than a severe storm, which 
came up from the South Pole, and caught us, on the 
fourth day from our departure, in the Indian Ocean. I 
liad no idea, till this experience, of the force of the wind 
and the waves combined. The vast vessel was tossed 
about like a liuge cork by the force of the water. The 
great waves, like small mountains, rose high over the 
side of the vessel, and threatened to engulf u s ; but we 
rode over them iu safety, thauks to the skilful mana<;oment 



THE BRITISH EMPIEE. 43 

of our captain. On one occasion, through some mischance, 
a huge wave caught us before the vessel could rise on its 
crest, and gave us a blow which was felt in every timber of 
the ship, a large mass of water coming on board and 
sweeping the lower deck with great violence. We thus 
had a taste of its quality, and learned to respect both the 
storm and our captain's seamanship. While we were in 
the midst of the hurricane 'we witnessed an unwonted 
sight—one of the aerial vessels driven before the fierce 
tempest at a tremendous pace. She was evidently out 
of her course, and was vainly struggling with the 
adverse wind. We watched her for ten minutes, as she 
was blown across the line of our route at a tremendous 
rate (three miles a minute), and with the aid of our 
glasses followed her for some time. In reply to an 
expression of alarm for her safety, the captain assured us 
that she was quite safe so long as she eased the wind ofi 
her, as she was now doing, but that she was being driven 
by the fierce wind considerably out of her course. It 
certainly was an extraordinary sight to see a huge vessel 
fijdng high over our heads in safety, and to note the 
varying shapes that distance lent to her appearance. 

The next day the storm had blown itself out; but a 
heavy swell, which made our vessel unsteady, followed, to 
the great discomfort of most of our party. In a few days, 
however, Zanzibar was in sight, and our inconvenience 
came to an end. 

Seven days from Melbourne to Zanzibar! Only a daĵ  
behind our calculated time, and this delay we debited to 
the storm fiend. On landing we were at once sensible of 
an immense change in the climate. This was still more 
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marked -wlien we landed on the continent. As onr 
arrangements included a visit to the Mountains of the 
Moon, or the Snowy Eanges, we were anxious to reach 
these regions with as little delay as possible. And when 
we came in sight of them! "We looked upon masses of snow 
that had lain there for ages; and were told of rivers of 
ice, hidden in the inaccessible tops, which seemed to pierce 
the clouds. None of us had ever seen snow before. The 
year I liad spent in Tasmania had been genial and warm, 
and Mount Wellington had not worn its snowy mantle. 
We regarded the dazzling white with admiration and 
amazement, enjoying the cool air after our late tropical 
experience, I shall not detain my readers in Africa, 
although we were detained there for nearly two months. 
I merely make one or two passing remarks. Its cities, 
towns, and crowded population, its fertile soil highly 
cultivated, its gorgeous bloom, its vast resources—all was 
deeply interesting; but the physical and mental character 
of its people was not that of the Anglo-Saxon race. They 
had lost the fair hair and blue eyes of the race; the fair 
complexion was darkened and somewhat sallow. This 
change was largely due, it was said, to the intermarriage 
of the Saxon and the negro races; though climate was also 
partly responsible for the result. The character of tho 
Central African was also of a more languid type than that 
of the Auf^tralian; he had lost something of the Anglo-
Saxon energy; and Professor Fowler explained that his 
political institutions were not of so thoroughly a 
representative character as our own. The people were 
more inclined to follow their political leaders than were 
Australians; climate, of course, plays some part in the 
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formation of a people's character. I have condensed the 
experience and observation of two months into these few 
sentences, as I am, equally with my readers, eager to 
reach the shores of Old England—the cradle of the 
Australian people. 

CHAPTEE VL 

ENGLAND. 

IN the beginning of May we started from Tangier on our 
adventurous voyage. The second night at sea brought us 
an unusual experience. About ten o'clock, a strange, 
weird sound broke upon our ears as we walked the lower 
deck. This was the syren or fog-horn, and informed the 
initiated that we were surrounded by fog. It was our first 
experience of the kind. In vain our eyes strove to pierce 
its white folds; in vain the electric light strove to pierce 
the watery veil. 

It wrapt us round and round like a pall, and diminished 
our speed to one-quarter of its normal rate. 

Early next morning we heard between the shrieks of 
the syren the reply of a distant horn, and thus learnt that 
another ship was near us. We all rushed on deck and 
listened. From behind the thick curtain came the wild 
jhriek, as from a ghostly being, warning us of some un-
earthly danger. 

About eight o'clock the fog lifted suddenly, and then 
we saw a large ship, distant about a mile, moving slowly, 
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liko ourselves, on a line parallel with us, but in an 
opposite direction. All danger was over, but the ex-
perience gave us some definite idea of the peril to which 
those who go down to the sea in ships are exposed, even 
when guided by the best available human skill. Now 
that the fog was dispersing we were able to pursue our 
course at our former speed, which was henceforward 
maintained until we reached the shores of Old England. 

The next morning the captain informed us that wo 
might see land at any moment if we kept a sharp look-
out. This information brought us all on deck, and sent 
us to the upper deck, glasses in hand. 

Within twenty minutes Ethel cried out, ' ' I see it! I 
see it! " to which there was an immediate response from 
several others. 

^̂  Yes, there it is ; there's England ! " 
Eapidly the fu]l extent of the English coast opened out 

before us. "We were making straight for Plymouth. Very 
soon we could see forests of trees down to the very water's 
edge, and, presently, the lovely green of the grassy slopes, 
but no houses, although Plymouth was close at hand, and 
we were making straight for the harbour. When within 
a mile of the shore we hove to, a^d blew the whistle to 
announce our arrival. We waited eagerly for a sight of 
our kinsmen in the Old World; and presently two or 
three small boats were seen coming out of the harbour 
each containing four or five people. When they reached 
us there was not a human being on board who was not 
looking excitedly over the ship's sides, there was not one 
wlio did not feel a tlirill of painful pleasure. 

The men were soon on board, and received a hearty 
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welcome from their kinsmen from over the sea. We all 
felt like crying—know that I did; and I am sure I saw 
tears in the eyes of Mary and Miss Marsten. After the 
lapse of a quarter of an hour, during which period we 
freely interchanged question and answer, I began to ob -
serve our kinsmen more closely. I was struck with the 
vigour and the freshness of their complexions. There was 
a rude independence and freedom about them that pro-
claimed them a dominant race. We felt proud of our 
ancestry. They told us that we could enter the harbour, 
and find deep water behind the mole, or all that remained 
of the ancient mole. So taking their boats in tow, the 
captain ran his vessel into the harbour, and lay her to 
under the shelter of the ruined breakwater. We now saw 
lying before us a small village, built on the site of ancient 
Ptymouth, and lost no time in getting ashore, where we 
found the whole village ready to welcome us. 

The village contains some six or seven hundred inhabi-
tants, and of these fully two hundred men, women and 
children, were gathered on the beach to receive us. 
When they understood that we were Australians, they 
set up such a cheer as warmed our hearts, and made 
us feel that there is something after all in blood. The 
Professor endeavoured to make a speech, but after a 
vain attempt broke down, and burst into tears, in which 
emotional expression I fear I must confess several of our 
party as well as the islanders joined. 

Never mind,'* said the sympathetic Professor; let 
us have another cheer," an invitation which received a 
hearty response. 

Tho women were remarkable for their rich colour, the 
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children for tlie fairness of their skin; I had seen nothing 
like it except in Tasmania; but the fair islanders cannot 
compare with the English. This fact was more deeply im-
pressed upon me when I came to know the women of the 
higher class; for those we now saw were not of that 
class. The reception they gave us was most kindly, their 
hospitality unbounded. During the two days we were 
with them everything was done to make our stay pleasant, 
and not a single thing was accepted by way of remunera-
tion ; although wo gladly left behind us some mementoes 
of our visit, and invited the whole village to visit the ship 
and partake of our hospitalit3% 

The houses in which the natives lived were exceedingly 
small, the rooms very cramped and confined; but they 
were not without comfort. I daresay one would get 
accustomed to them in time. The people lived chiefly by 
fishing and agriculture ; but some cultivated sheep, and 
were owners of flocks, numbering several thousands each. 
The fortunate possessors of these flocks were better off, and 
lived in large and more commodious houses. They were 
the gentry, and were better educated and more refined in 
manner and appearance. Their clothing also was of better 
material, but was, to our eyes, extremely inconvenient in 
shape and make. Behind and around the village were the 
cultivated land of the islanders, which seemed to be very 
fertile. To the left of the village was a thickly-timbered 
forest. Mount Edgecumbe, the haunt, we were told, of 
wild boars. The country was everywhere well wooded 
—indeed, heavily timbered, and only required clearing to 
make room for a large population; although I fear the 
intense cold of the country will always be a drav/back to 
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sGttlement. Professor Eowler's statement that the place 
had formerly a population of a couple of hundred thousand 
seemed almost incredible. Equally so was the information 
that the harbour was then the resort of thousands of large 
ships every year. The iohabitaDts informed us that the 
winter had been unusually severe and prolonged, and that 
cultivation in consequence was in a very backward state. 

We had heard or read of boar hunts in the Old World, 
and were glad, therefore, to learn that one was to bo 
specially arranged for our edification and amusement on 
the morrow. During the night a storm, coming up from 
the eouth, passed over the place, but the morning was 
comparatively fine, and towards noon the rain and mist 
had cleared away. After lunch we sallied out with our 
island friends, many of whom ŵ ere mounted on hardy 
little horses. Mounts were also found for the several 
members of our party. With the help of half a dozeu fine 
dogs, of a different breed from those known to us, several 
boars were hunted out of the forest, and killed with 
spears and long-handled knives. 

Such hunts are not without danger, as we learnt from 
our own experience ; for one of the brutes came rushing 
down the hill, when driven from its lair, and, ripping 
open one of the dogs in its course, made straight for my 
sister, who was sitting carelessly on her pony. There was 
a loud and anxious cry from those in pursuit; and before 
we well knew what was the matter, her pony was down, 
and the boar, foaming at the mouth and mad with rage, 
was rushing hither and thither in our midst, before it was 
despatched by one of the hunters. How we escaped with-
out serious injury was a marvel. But I had had enough 

D 
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of sucli hunts, whiciL seem to me to be a cruel kind of 
sport. The natives enjoyed the excitement amazingly. 
Mary and Ethel received the tusks of the slain boar, as a 
memorial of the day's sjDort, which was concluded with a 
supper, given by one of the gentry to the members of our 
party. 

I t would have given us much pleasure to remain among 
these kind people a little longer; but as we were anxious 
to reach London with as little delay as possible, and as the 
weather was unsettled and damp, we deterjnined to hasten 
our departure. We took this step with loss reluctance, as 
we proposed to return to Plym—as the village was called— 
later in the season, when we hoped for ]3leasanter weather. 

The morning after the boar hunt wo left the harbour 
early, amid many demonstrations of regard from the 
islanders. As the storm of the previous day had brought 
up a heavy sea, which rolled in upon the shore with great 
violence, causing a great roar that could be heard for 
many miles, we stood out from the coast. We were, 
however, well within sight, and could at times hear the 
thundering roll of the surf breaking upon the shore. As 
wo passed along, the various spots of interest were pointed 
out and noted. Nearly every part of the land visible was 
thickly clothed with forest trees; and here and there a 
small village could be seen, planted in some spot of 
vantage protected from the sea, and yet giving the in-
habitants access to the ocean for fishing purposes. 

We were soon passing the Isle of Wight, formerly the 
favourite resort of England's most inlluential queen, 
Yictoria, now covered wijih trees, yet showing patches of 
cultivation and a few houses. Passing Southampton, wo 
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were informed tliat what was formerly known as '' South-
ampton Water" was quite silted up, and that the siltinp^ 
was still going on, extending to the sea outside the 
harbour. AVith the aid of our glasses, we caught a 
glimpse of the village, which was surrounded by 
''clearings,*' which were under cultivation, for the land 
was very rich. 

About noon I saw the captain and Professor Fowler 
come from the map-room, glasses in hand. As soon as 
they joined us, these were directed towards the shore, 
about five miles distant, with groat intentness. The rest 
of our party followed their example; but we could see 
nothing of interest. All that I could discern were huge 
waves rolling inwards, and breaking with a thundering 
noise upon the shore ; the broken water rushing upwards, 
and the white spray casting itself into the air like thick 
smoke. As I watched this for some time, I could fanc}^ I 
heard the shitJier of the water as it rushed over the shing}^, 
as if it would devour it. After looking for some time. 
Professor Fowler said, "Yes , that is it; that is the site 
of Brighton, a place of great importance when England 
was in her prime. It had then," he added, turning to 
Ethel, ' ' a population of nearly 150,000 people, and was a 
fashionable resort; I can't see now a single habitation, 
can you ? " 

No, not a trace of human life could be discerned. Sea 
birds flew high over the breaking waters; but of other 
life there was none. AVe expressed our amazement. 

' 'One of the kings of England had a palace there, 
known as the Pavilion. The place used to be thronged 
with the fashionable life and weabh of England in the 

D 2 
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nineteenth century. Now not one stone is left upon 
another, and the sea rolls over the bones of hundreds of 
thousands who once lived and enjoyed the sun there. 
Alas for man ! 

We stood contemplating the scene in silence until our 
good ship carried us far beyond all that remained of 
Brighton. Shortly we came in sight of the white cliffs of 
Dover, and were greatly moved. They had dazzled the 
eyes of the great Eoman Conqueror three thousand years 
ago, and had bidden defiance to the wasting energies of 
time. They had awakened the admiration of Albion's 
children, and inspired the songs of her poets. " The white 
cliffs of Albion'' were familiar to all minds. "We seemed 
to be looking upon old friends, and turned our glasses 
eagerly to them. On the heights above we could make out 
a small village, the sails of a primitive windmill, and a 
herd of cattle. On we swept, and, passing Eamsgate and 
Margate, bent our course towards the mouth of the 
celebrated Thames. Strange ! that as we passed the sites 
of Eamsgate and Margate dim memories began to stir 
within me as if I were returning to once familiar scenes, 
or had seen the places in some other state of existence, or 
in dreams. About six o'clock we reached Gravesend, and 
here the captain proposed to remain, for the depth of llie 
Thames was not sufficient to enable him to lie nearer to 
London, distant about thirty miles. At one time ships of 
large tonnage could lie twenty miles further inland, but 
now the river higher up was shallow and full of obstacles. 
Hundreds of years of disuse and neglect had obliterated its 
numerous docks and filled the basins with silt. Many boats 
came oS to us the moment we lay to, and the boatmen were 
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eager to take us ashore. As they were accustomed, f rom 
time to time, to the visits of large ships which carried off 
wool and other produce, our arr ival d id not arouse so much 
excitement here as at Plymouth. W e could not go on to 
London that n ight , so we resolved not to go ashore t i l l the 
morning. There was noth ing special to be seen i n the 
villages, which were visible here and there. However, ŵ e 
made inquir ies as to the best means of reaching London, 
and arranged for our next day's t r ip . 

I n the morning, at ten o'clock, we were a l l aboard " a 
lumber ing coach, drawn by four horses, and shortly after 
that hour we started, the driver of the coach cracking his 
whip, and the guard b lowing his horn. Thus we started 
for London. The road was fa i r l y good, al though i t 
had been recently flooded w i t h water, and was i n 
places sodden in consequence. Our road for a whi le 
lay th rough forests of trees, that had a strange look 
to our eyes; for i n winter they lose their leaves, and 
had not yet reclothed themselves w i t h their foliage. They 
were just budding into leaf, and although the green was 
delicate, yet the general appearance of the forest was 
desolate. Now and then we passed a small collection of 
houses, and saw fields under cult ivation. These became 
more numerous and extensive as we neared London. 
Cul t ivat ion was carried on by the rude appliances of 
ancient t imes; yet, I daresay, they were effective for 
the purpose, for the islanders were able to provide enough 
food to supply their own wants, as wel l as something for 
exportation. Between one and two o'clock we came i n 
sight of London, the capital town of Great Br i ta in, and 
rat t led th rough its main street at great speed, wi th 
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liorn accompaniment, many of tlie turning out 
to witness our arrivaL We drove up before the door 
of an hotel, around which were gathered a number of 
poorlj^-dressed i^eoplo, who seemed anxious to do anything 
that we required. 

C n A P T E E Y I L 

londojs- m 2990. 

I WAS now at last in London: London, of which we read 
in ancient history. We had learnt that when England was 
in her zenith, London was the heart of the world ; tliat 
her merchants covered the seas with their ships and their 
commerce ; that her capitalists found money for every 
commercial and speculative enterprise ; that she was tlie 
centre of all intellectual movement, philosophy, art, science; 
that nearl}^ all civilising influences went forth from the 
Thames; that it was the home of a dominant and governing 
people, which ruled one-third of the human race. As I 
looked around me the story seemed like a fable; for London 
lay before me—a small town, badly built; the streets 
narrow, and often crooked, still narrower alleys lying 
behind them. The houses were small, in the principal 
streets of only one storey, occasionally of two storeys ; in 
other streets they consisted usually of but a ground floor, 
and in the alleys were wretched huts. The larger streets, 
however, were well paved with stone. IritGrnally, the rooms, 
even in tlio largest houso.̂ , were small. A room IB I't by 
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21 ft. was considered large; and rooms of tliat size were 
rare exceptions. The population was about 10,000 ; but 
there were many villages within a radius of ten miles; 
altogether, the population did not number 20,000 people. 
The houses were usually built of a light-coloured brick; 
but the better class were of stone, taken from the ruins 
that lay beneath our feet—the remains of the London of 
old days. 

The streets at this hour were well filled with people, 
who moved about busil̂ ;̂ some well wrapped up, for the 
cold was intense. We were glad to get into the shelter of 
one of the best of the many hotels of the place. Here we 
got immediate shelter and warmth ; and presently a good 
hot lunch, which we enjoyed, after our long cold drive. 
The rest of the afternoon and evening was spent in 
observation and inquiry. 

The country in the immediate vicinity is chiefly agri-
cultural, and the forest land is, consequently, at a con-
siderable distance from the town. The principal cultivation 
is to the south and the west of London. Beyond the 
cultivated area are large sheep farms, in the hands 
of the wealthier gentry, who, we were informed, were 

> extremely exclusive and proud. Fortunately, one of the 
leading gentlemen at Plymouth had given me a letter of 
introduction to the prince, or president, who was known 
as Prince Albert. 

The day after our arrival in London I called at this 
gentleman's residence—a well-built comfortable stone house, 
known as the Palace. Two soldiers guarded the entrance 
of the grounds, but did not interfere with my approach 
to the house. On making known my business, I was 



56 THE DECLINE AND FALL OF 

courteously requested to enter my name in the visitors' 
book, and leave my card. This I did, and sent in my 
letter of introduction. I was informed by a gentleman in 
attendance upon the Prince, that his Highness (for that 
was his style) would communicate with me. I mus*: 
confess to a sense of disappointment—of almost resent-
ment. I had come a distance of 12,000 miles, from a great 
nation, where I could speak freely with its President as 
his equal, and this petty princeling would communicate 
with me " ! I laughed down my rising indignation. 

Next day I had a visit from one of the Prince's sub-
ordinates, a gentleman in uniform, who told mo that his 
Highness would receive me that afternoon at four o'clock. 
At that hour I again called at the Palace, and was ushered 
into the august presence of Prince Albert. I found him 
surrounded by a number of gentlemen, with whom he 
was engaged in conversation. The Prince bowed slightly 
when I was presented to him, and immediately entered into 
conversation with me. He was a young man about thirty, 
reserved in manner, yet courteous and pleasing. He was 
well informed,' and had been well educated. In less 
reserved moments, I learned that he was fond of quoting 
?rom ancient classical authors, and was familiar with the 
pages of Horace and Virgil. The other members of his 
Court w êre equally well-informed men. They were all, 
including the Prince, m.uch interested in Australia, of which 
country they had a very imperfect knowledge, as well as 
of the world at large. Por they were a very insular people, 
with strong prejudices, especially in regard to democratic 
institutions. After considerable time had been spent in 
pleasant conversation, I made my bow, and departed, the 
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Prince graciously shaking hands with me. After my first 
formal interview, my intercourse with the Prince and the 
leading gentry of the place became oE a more familiar 
character, and their kindness and hospitality were extended 
to the several members of my party. Indeed, some of 
them became extremely intimate with the ladies of the 
Prince's household, as well as with the families of the 
principal gentlemen of the place. Great was the amuse-
ment we derived from their strange social ways; equally 
great, doubtless, was the amusement they derived from our 
ideas and habits. The New World was very much a terra 
incognita to them; they were out of its swirl and progress, 
and lived contentedly in the delusion that they were the 
world. 

The weather, I have remarked, was intensel}^ cold, and 
the week of our arrival brought us a strange experience. 
It began to snow! It was a pleasant sight to see the 
beautiful white flakes falling softly without noise to the 
ground, and to watch them gradually covering and hiding 
the streets from view, till all was veiled in a beautiful 
white mantle. The snow continued falling for a couple of 
days, until it was eighteen inches or two feet in depth, and 
a number of labourers had to be employed to clear the 
streets. The snow was followed, by several weeks' fine 
w^eather, which advanced the vegetation immensely. 
I t did not, however, interfere seriously with our enjoy-
ment ; for invitations to lunch, dinner, and evening 
parties showered upon us. 

While the snow was still on the ground, one of the 
gentlemen proposed that we should make an excursion to 
Palace Hill, about seven miles distant, from which he said 
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a beautiful view of tlie country covered with snow could be 
obtained. The party, which included Mary, Ethel, May-
nard. Fowler, and myself, consisted of ten persons; two of 
whom carried rifles of a peculiar make. On my remarking 
them, our host. Lord Heathfield, explained that it was safer 
to take firearms, as the country below Palace Hill was 
infested occasionally by wolves, and they might be trouble-
some after the snow. 

When we reached the hill I have mentioned, a beautiful 
sight lay before us—a wide stretch of country clothed in 
white! For Palace Hill (why Palace Hill nobody seemed 
to know) commanded an extensive view. We continued 
our excursion to the south, or south-east, some two or three 
miles, and crossed a wide cutting, evidently artificial, 
(though nobody could explain its origin), and came across 
some old ruins, evidently the remains of some ancient 
building of importance. As we were returning to the hill 
there was borne to us, on the wind, a deep yelping cry, 
coming from the forest in a valley below us. Immediately 
one of the party exclaimed, ^'Wolves!" and advised a 
hasty retreat. Wo put our horses into a gallop, but before 
we reached the top of the hill we could see, on looking 
back, a long grey line of living things rushing on with 
long heavy strides, at great speed. The wolves, indeed, 
were after us, and were gaining upon us. Night, too, was 
falling, and we were miles from safety. We continued to 
push on, and our horses needed no spur or whip, for they 
were as conscious as ourselves that there were enemies in 
pursuit. 

On, on, the brutes came, with their great red tongues 
hanging out of their mouths. Presently one of our party 
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fired ; a loud report—for the islanders use a detonating 
powder—followed, and one of the wolves fell. The pack 
stopped; ano ther of our party fired, and another of the 
brutes fell. While thej' were devouring their fallen 
comrades we dashed on at a good speed, and placed con-
siderable distance between ourselves and our pursuers. 
But only for a time, for soon we heard again the fierce deep 
cry of the pack, and knew that they were on our track once 
more. Turning in my saddle, I saw the dark shadowy 
forms of some thirty or forty wolves, and could distinguish 
their great red tongues, so near were they. Again our 
escort halted and, at the Steady, boys'* of Lord Heath-
field, fired, bringing down two more of our pursuers. 
Again they were checked in their career, and again we fled 
on, making considerable progress, only, however, to find 
that our enemies were once more in pursuit of their 
intended victims. Again and again at the right moment 
our valuable escort came to our rescue, until the lights of 
London could be seen in the distance. On the last 
occasion our defenders, waxing bolder, fired charge after 
charge into the pack, making great havoc in its ranks. 
Before the wolves recovered from this volley we were 
under the protection of the friendly lights of London, and 
were eafe. I t was an exciting^close to the day's excursion, 
for we, being fairly safe, thoroughly enjoyed it. "We 
were none the less thankful to find ourselves under'the 
shelter of the hotel, and, later on, partaking of a hearty 
supper, and relating our experiences, fur the benefit of 
Miss Marsten and Miss James. 

We learned that the country io the north was infested 
with wolve?, which did considerable damage to the fi.cks 
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of the sheep farmers; but that they were not usually as 
troublesome in the south, except after a severe and 
prolonged winter, such as this must have been. 

CHAPTEE YIII. 

LONDON- SOCIETY IN 2990. 

While I was making the acquaintance of the people, 
inquiring about their social habits and industrial pursuits, 
and getting a general idea of England as it now is, for 
purposes of comparison, rt.^ofessor Fowler was pursuing 
his investigations in anolA quarter. He visited the 
various villages around LonaDn, followed the course of the 
Thames, examined various remains, and took a general 
interest in excavations that were being carried on in 
several places with the utilitarian purpose of providing 
well-cut stone at a cheap price for building purposes. 
That object, I need not say, did not enter into the Pro-
fessor's pursuits. 

He made numerous inquiries respecting traditionary 
sites, and paid several visits to the ship at Gravesend, to 
obtain books of aiT-antiquarian character, which he had 
brought with him from the Antipodes. 

One of the excavations that was being worked was near 
the town, and this the Professor regularly visited. Just 
below it, to the north of the Thames, was a small lake 
surrounded by swampy land. This sheet of water attracted 
his attention, and he identified it with St. Jameses Park of 



THE BRITISH EMPIRE. 6 1 

former times. On one occasion he took me for a somewhat 
lengthened excursion round the windings of the river, in 
an easterly direction, until we reached a place where the 
Thames broadened and spread out into a swamp, which 
was covered with rushes and reeds. A good deal of the 
land in this direction must have been often under water, 
for it was low-lying. But the Professor's chief attraction 
was the excavation that I have already mentioned. I did 
not know the object of all his examinations and inquiries, 
but suspected it was of an antiquarian character. Ethel, 
to my surprise, seemed to enter heartily into the Professor's 
pursuits, and often joined him in his investigations during 
the day, assisting him in looking up his references in the 
evening. Mary, Rayner Maynard, and myself therefore 
often spent our evenings alone. I thus sometimes wished 
that Miss Marsten and Miss, James could share our com-
panionship, and help to enliven us after the wearying 
pursuits of the day. To my surprise and delight, one 
afternoon I saw Mary in affectionate and confidential talk 
with these ladies ; Mary was alwaj^s kindly, but maintained 
a courteous reserve in all her intercourse with them—a 
reserve which checked the expression of warm feeling. 
The change in her manner was followed, to my still greater 
pleasure, by an invitation to the two young ladies to dine 
with us; and henceforth, I may anticipate, they were 
admitted without reserve to the heart of the part3\ 
Whence this change ? I did not like to ask, for I knew 
IMary's nature, and knew that she would take me into her 
confidence when she thought fit; but I so far noticed the 
change as to say with a pleasant smile, I am glad, my 
dear." To which her only response was an answering 
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smile. However, tlie next day, during the morning, when 
we liad a little time to ourselves, she referred to the 
change, and gave me an interesting account of the conver-
sation and experience which led to it. I shall not relate 
this in the exact words of my sister. 

IVEary, Lady Ella (the eldest daughter of Lord Heath-
field), and Ethel were on the previous day walking together 
in some jjart of London, their companions a little in the 
rear of the three ladies. As the party were passing a poor 
woman,of the vicious class, to whom I had several times 
when with my sister addressed a few kind words, Mary 
stopped and spoke to her, the other ladies, except Miss 
Marsten, after a moment's hesitation, passing on. On her 
rejoining the party. Lady Ella said : 

^'Do you know who that is, Miss (she called her Miss) 
Furley ? " 

Poor thing!" replied Mary; I fear she is dissipated 
and very miserable." 

•'Oh, she's worse than that," the lady replied; she 
belongs to a class of women that no respectable people ever 
speak to or notice." 

' ' Indeed! " quietly replied Mary. She needs all the 
more that someone should befriend her; she is still human, 
and a woman." 

"Oh, she has forfeited all claim to womanhood; she 
can't be recognised or spoken about in respectable society 
in England." 

"Are vicious men treated in the same severe way in 
England ? " asked my sister. 

"They ought to be, but society makes more allow-
ance for them; therefore, it is not improper to recop--
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nise or speak to. them, if they belong to one's own 
class." 

^'Well,'* replied Mary, *'they are both, men anl 
women, human, and should be treated with forbearance 
and kindness; but it is the woman, surely, who is entitled 
to the greater forbearance and sympathy—sympathy 
which may call out the latent good tliat is in every human 
heart, and so reclaim Jher from a life of evil, and restore 
her to the society of her friends." 

^'Such a course is quite impossible for one who has 
fallen in that way ; she can never be restored to the society 
of her friends, except in the case of the lower classes." 

They w êre walking in a part of London which w\a3 
frequented by the poor, and at this moment they met a 
man, mean and shabby in appearance, who lifted liis 
liat respectfully, and took his pipe out of his mouth (all 
men in London seem to smoke) as the ladies passed. 
Lady Ella went up to him, and speaking in the kindest 
way, asked him about his wife and children, and then gave 
him a few shillings. 

That's one of ray poor," she explained. 
will he take money from y o u ? " asked my 

sister. 
At this question Lady Ella opened her eyes and laughed 

merrily. 
'̂AVhy, poor fellow, of course he will! We do lots of 

things for the poor. Haven't you any poor in Australia ? 
Dear me, what should we do without our poor ? " 

^̂  Yes, wo have poor people in Australia, but we don't 
adsist them in that way. They get all the help wdiich they 
need, as a matter of right. But beyond this necessary 
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lielp there is iBUch that wo can do. We can sympathise 
with and advise them. They know that they are not 
being patronised, and we know that they are not expecting 
some gift as the price of their docility and obedience." 

I should not care to live in a place where all people 
are equal in that way. God always intended that there 
should be poor, and that different classes should exist." 

Of course," Mary replied, there will always be 
poor, through misfortune, as well as from viciousness 
of life; and different classes must always exist—of 
course.'* 

' 'And here," said Mary, in relating this conversation, 
I halted lamely, for I thought of Miss Marsten, and was 

quite unable to conclude as I intended, namely, that such 
social differences should be emphasised as little as possible. 
For my own beliaviour, dear Will, had strongly emphasised 
the differences between Miss Marsten and luyself. I was 
reminded of this," she continued, before our walk termi-
nated, by Lady Ella, quite innocently. 

" ^ Who,' she asked, 'is Miss Marsten? I see that you 
don't treat her as an equal.' 

" I explained that she was my companion. 
'' ' Is she a lady ? ' she continued. 

' Oh, yes; of courte she is.' 
' ' * I mean,' she explained, *is she a lady by birth ? 

' I don't quite understand,' I replied, 'what you mean 
by a lady by birth.' 

" ' Why, if her father wore in trade or business, we 
would not say she was a lady; and, unless, under very 
exceptional circumstances, would refuse to admit her into 
our society. Society is very refined, and that refinement 
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makes it highly exclusive, not in a vulgar way, but 
instinctively.* 

" * Miss Marsten's father was an eminent clergyman, who 
died at an early age, and left his family badly off. She 
has been well educated, and is ladylike, as you see, and 
accomplished. She paints, plays, and sings, and is clever. 
Her position with me is not regarded as in any sense 
derogatory to her ; but of course, it makes a difference in 
her relation to me aod my friends.' 

« < Why, my dear,' she was kind enough to say, ' she is 
a lady born; and if her education and accomplishments 
are equal to her birth, the fact of her poverty should give 
her a claim upon the sympathy of other ladies. Forgive 
me,' she said, smiling, ^ we are strange beings. Here 
am I reading you a lecture in exchange for the one you 
read me half an hour ago, :̂ nd both are on the same 
subject—sympathy.' 

She is very sweet, "Will," said Mary, ^̂  and she's not 
responsible for the strange ideas of the people around 
her." 

I t was my turn to smile now, for my dear Mary, like many 
another listener, was fitting the application of the sermon to 
the rest of the congregation. I was pleased at the change in 
my sister, for a selfish reason. For Miss Marsten was a 
brilliant talker, and beautiful in face and figure, pleasant to 
look upon (though I had only become aware of this quite 
recently), and brought plenty of life and spirit into our 
party. She had an idea that the change I have mentioned 
was due to me. I read this in the grateful look she gave me 
several times during the course of the evening; and when 
she eaid good-night, the warm pressure of the hand which 

£ 
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I received—the first time I had shaken hands with her— 
expressed the same gratitude. Nor did I then undeceive 
her. Her grateful looks were pleasing; and besides, I 
think I had a hand in bringing about this change in the 
relations of the several members of the party. 

CHAPTEE IX. 

LOED BEACONSFIELD'S STATUE. 

On the afternoon of the following day Professor Fowler 
came to lunch in a state of great excitement. 

^'Eureka! Eureka!" he exclaimed, have found it ! 
I can now reconstruct the map of ancient London." 

Our interest was aroused by his exclamations and his. 
manner; for he was striding about the room, waving his 
hands. 

' 'What have you discovered, Professor?" asked Mary, 
with vivacity. 

' ' Lord Beaconsfield's statue," he answered. 
Mary^s countenance fell; nor did the information greatly 

excite any of the party, except Ethel. 
' 'Who was Lord Beaconsfield, that he should have a 

statue ? " inquired Maynard. 
"Lord Beaconsfield, Lord Beaconsfield," answered the 

Professor emphatically, "was one of England's greatest 
statesmen, given rather much to epigram and mystery, yet a 
wise and far-seeing man. His genius was of an Asiatic, 
rather than an English character, yet he was a great states-
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man; and under his rule—for lie was Premier of England— 
England readied lier prime, and became a controlling 
political force. After his death., in 1881, the grateful 
country erected a statue to his memory in Parliament 
Square, close to the walls of Westminster Abbey; and I 
have found it I That fixes the site of the Abbey, and enables 
me to plot out the London of that centuiy! " 

^'How deeply interesting!" said Ethel. But how do 
you know that the statue is his ? " 

" Oh, no one could ever forget that face who had once 
seen it. The general contour, the pose of the head, the 
mobile lips—I will show you his likeness," he exclaimed, 
rushing out of the room. Presently he returned, bringing 
one of his antiquarian books, and turning over the pages 
rapidly, put his finger upon a very old engraving of the 
anoient statesman. ^^There!" he exclaimed, that is 
Disraeli, or Lord Beaconsfield ! " 

Our interest was aroused. As we examined the engraving, 
Professor Powler continued: 

" W e wiU now go and compare the statue with the 
engraving. Oh, there's not the shadow of a doubt about 
it," he added, preparing to leave the room. 

" Let us have some lunch first, Professor, if you please," 
said Mary; " after that, we wiU place ourselves under your 
direction for the rest of the day, if you like." 

The Professor laughed, and assented to this most reason-
able suggestion, as lunch was already on the table. 

Our visit to the excavation introduced us to the statue that 
had aroused the Professor's enthusiasm. There could be 
no doubt that, if the engraving represented Lord Beacons-
ficld, the statue wa'̂  of the same person. 

E 2 
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This, theu, is Parliament Square, where the statue 
was erected; a few yards from this spot lies the site 
of the ancient Abbey. If we could only open out that 
mound yonder," pointing to an elevation some yards nearer 
to the Thames, we should come upon its foundations and 
ruins. This discovery is most important.'^ 

It required a fuller and more accurate knowledge 
of English history than^ the majority of us possessed to 
enable us to share the Professor's enthusiasm. Yet 
we were interested, and awaited further developments. 
He now abandoned his excavating work, and devoted 
himself to the study of his books and maps, alternating 
such studies with little excursions to various districts 
within a slight radius of Parliament Square. "We were 
made aware of the results in a day or two, and listened 
to them with gradually increasing interest. After dinner, 
one evening, at which Lord Heathfield and his daughter 
were present, the Professor brought out an ancient map 
of London—as it was in the nineteenth century—and 
exhibiting it to the company, said : 

"There! that is the London of 1,000 years ago! Here 
is Parliament Square. Taking that as the centre of a 
circle, with a radius of five miles, we include the princi[>al 
portions of old London. Within that space there was a 
population of four millions of people." 

"Four millions!" exclaimed Lady Ella; "and now 
there are not 20,000 ! " 

"The population of the whole of London was nearly 
five millions at the period referred to. The present London 
is on the site of what is marked on the map as Pimlico, 
the lake near was St, James's Park, as I suspected; 



THE BRITISH EMPIRE. 6 9 

beyond the lalie was Trafalgar Square (Nelson's monu-
ment lies buried there, or what remains of it); here is 
Waterloo Place (we can visit these places now); under-
neath its cultivated ground lie memorials of the Crimean 
war." 

Thus he went on, identifying various localities known 
to us. 

*'You remember," he said, turning to me, "our long 
walk, and the swamp crowded with rushes and reeds, in the 
east. Here it is—the India Docks, where ships of great 
tonnage once lay; the swampy land, lying nearer to West-
minster, was Whitechapel, the haunt of poverty and 
crime." 

What was the population of England in those days ? " 
asked Lady Ella and Mary. 

About twenty-five millions," replied the Professor. 
Twenty-five millions ! " exclaimed both ladies together. 
Will you not tell us, Professor," asked Ethel, " how 

all the surprising changes you refer to were brought 
about ? There must be some cause. It would be so interest-
ing to hear its nature. Must all nations pass—like human 
beings—through the several stages of birth, growth, 
decay, and finally end in death ? " 

The question was profound, and plumbed the depths of 
the Professor s philosophy. We joined in Ethel's request. 
Even Lord Heathfield urged it ; said it would be deeply 
interesting and instructive to learn how England had de-
scended from her former greatness to her present condition. 

To these united requests Professor Fowler gave a hearty 
assent, but would require a day or so to look up references 
and put his thoughts together. 
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" Oh, I will help you with your references, if I may," 
exclaimed Ethel. am getting fond of antiquarian re-
searches. It is so interesting to look upon old things." 

So long as they arc things; human beings are pleasantest 
when they are young," remarked the Professor, in a vein of 
gallantr}'. Yes, Etliel, you shall help me, if you will, and, 
we will begin at once." A sliglit blush suffused Ethel's 
pretty face. 

In a couple of days I shall hope to be prepared with my 
lecture, if I may call it by such a name." 

On the day agreed upon we met at Lord Heathfield's to 
hear the Professor's lecture. His lordship had invited (with 
the lecturer's consent) a few other friends. .For the 
information of these, Professor Fowler again opened his 
atlas, and pointed out the several places of interest which he' 
had identified, repeating the information he had already 
given on the previous occasion. 

' 'The hill known as Palace Hill," he added, "was so 
named from a vast structure called the Crystal Palace, 
built in the century of which I purpose to speak more 
particularly. The ];)lain beyond, from which our friends 
the wolves came, must be near old Croydon, which 
contained a palace of the Archbishop of Canterbury; and 
here," he continued, " ran a railway, the Brighton and 
South Coast ; that artificial cutting which we observed 
on the occasion of our visit must be some of the remains." 
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CnAPTEE X. 
THE CAUSES OP ENGLAND'S DECLINE. 

" I HAVE said tliat I would deliver a lecture, but I iiope 
you will understand tliat I do not purpose undertaking 
anything so serious or presumptuous; I hope that all 
present will regard my talk as only part of a serious 
conversation, in which, with your consent, I purpose taking 
the lead—that is all.'* 

To this we agreed, and Professor Fowler continued: 
Ethel, the other evening, gave expression to an 

opinion which was commonly held in past times as ex-
planatory of the decay of nations—that nations, like 
human beings, pass through the several stages of 
birth, growth, and decay, ending in death. I hope, my 
dear Ethel, you will allow me to say that the analogy 
is very misleading. Man is born, grows, decays and 
dies, of necessity ; nations do not—they may rise again, as 
Greece and Syria have done." 

And man, too, rises again," interrupted Ethel. 
Yes, in another sphere, under wholly different condi-

tions. So far as this life is concerned, and the conditions 
of this life, death closes his career. But a nation may re-
arise, and become prosperous under the same conditions 
amid which she formerly lived. Nor is there any necessity 
lhat a nation should die, if these conditions continue to 
exist and to be observed." 

" The case of China is evidence of this. Here is a 
nation that is as powerful to-day as it was four thousand 
years ago." 
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** May not tliat be due," Lord Heathfield remarked, 
** to lier feeble vitalit}^, wliich does not make heavy demands 
upon tlie national life ? " 

I tliink not; and I hope to prove that a nation, 
any nation, may remain vigorous and prosperous if she 
observes the conditions under which prosperity obtains. 
The conditions are:—Soil and climate, which are usually 
stable; the character of its people, which is largely the 
effect of both; its form of government, which again is 
an outcome of the people's character ; its defensive power, 
which may be due to either its position, or the number 
and courage of its people ; and economic laws—those laws 
which regulate the interchange of commodities; or to 
speak more exactly, the creation and the distribution 
of wealth. Where these conditions obtain, a nation 
prospers; where any one of them fails, the nation decays. 
They all existed in a high degree ia this country in 
the centur}^ under review. Many of them still exist here. 
The soil of England is extremely fertile, and produces 
abundantly; the character of its people is of the same 
solid kind that it was in old times; the people are moral 
and religious. The Teutonic or Saxon race was aWa^^s, 
even ia the days of Tacitus, the Eoman historian, noted 
for the possession of its moral qualities, which lie at the 
root of the domestic life, the cradle of the nation." 

This sentiment met with an emphatic approval from 
the Professor's audience. 

And its people are," he continued, a law-abiding 
people, which is, again, a characteristic of the Teutonic 
nature, and fond of representative institutions. England 
is protected by her position from the attacks of her enemies; 
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The sea is still her defence, as of old. Now, in all these 
things the England of to-day is the same as the England 
of the nineteenth century. AVe must seek, therefore, in 
the two remaining conditions of prosperity—climate and 
economic laws—for the explanation of the changes that we 
see. The climate of England has changed. A thousand 
3'ears ago it was ten to fifteen degrees warmer than it is 
to-day." 

This opinion evoked exclamations of surprise and many 
inquiries— 

How can that be? The climate can't have changed." 
^'Tcan assure you that it has; and to the full extent 

that I have mentioned." 
^̂  But how ? " asked Mary. 
" I will try to explain. The Gulf Stream, which, as 

3'ou are aware, is an extended belt of warm water, running 
like a river across the Atlantic, and passing in part through 
the Panama Canal into the Pacific Ocean, had a thousand 
years ago a different course. Before that canal was made 
the warm stream impinged upon the shores of America, 
and was thus diverted from its course, and impelled 
towards the north ; passing through the Gulf of Florida 
it rushed on, with hardly diminished s|)eed, up the coast 
of America, imparting some of its heat to the eastern 
ehores of that continent; advancing still further north, 
it struck the coast of Newfoundland, and was headed, 
so to speak, into a south-easterly direction, branching at 
the Azores, one branch flowing towards the British Islands 
and northern Europe at a reduced speed, yet still carrying 
a considerable amount of warmth in its bosom, wlrch it 
imparted to Great Britain and Ireland, raising their tem-
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perature some ten or fifteen degrees, giving tliem a temperate 
climate, one of the conditions of prosperity. Instead of 
-having a seven months winter—(' Some times longer/ said 
Lady Ella)—England then had a four montlis' winter, 
and of course the winter was much less severe. You can 
jiidge of its character when I tell you that sometimes the 
trees were in leaf in April. England had ne^er a fine 
climate when compared with Australia; but in those days 
it was a good climate. But this change, great as it un-
doubtedly was, does not give the whole reason for the 
decay of England. Other causes contributed materially to 
it. Parts of Canada are as cold as Great Britain, and yet 
Canada has a large population and is fairly prosperous. 

England, in the nineteenth century, was characterised 
by the existence of immonse wealth, in the hands of the 
few, and awful and squalid poverty the lot of the many. 
There existed also an intense symj^athy with human suffer-
ing, the out-growth of Christianity. These facts gave birth 
to earnest and continuous efforts to diminish the pressure 
of poverty, and to improve the lot of the suffering. So 
far, so well. The movement was right in its aims, but 
wrong in its methods. Had it been wisely directed, and 
become successful, England would, despite the increasing 
cold, have continued great and prosperous—would have led 
the van in the march of progress. Unhappily the move-
ment was not wisely directed. People who had a 
smattering of knowledge, but who were filled with human 
sympathies, caught at any plausible theories which 
seemed likely to give immediate relief, and embraced them 
and urged their adoption upon their fellow countrymen. 
They were such theories as were known by the names of 
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protection, socialism, communisin; terms whicli I need not 
now explain. In one word, tliey were of an artificial cha-
racter, and tended nnduly to the restriction of individual 
freedom, which is one of the chief factors of progress. 

"These ideas were in the air. The j)eople generallj; 
111 ought that if they could only be embodied in legislation, 
all evil would cease. They were easily imposed upon by 
specious arguments." 

'̂That^s the danger of a democracy'; government—well 
ordered government, becomes impossible in a democracy,'* 
fcaid Lord Heathfield. 

am not prepared to admit that," replied Professor 
Fowler, ^ f̂or Australia is a democracy; but education 
should accompany, if not precede, the possession of political 
power. If this is the case, then the institutions of a 
country rest not only on the broad base of a people's 
will, but on the broad base of an educated people's will, 
which makes all the difference. It cannot be said that 
the privileged classes of that day did their duty. Some 
of them did, but many of them were conspicuously in-
different to the welfare and claims of their fellow-creatures. 
The character of the nation deteriorated through various 
causes. Eeligious belief was too often of an otiose 
character. In many cases the great facts of religion 
were scornfally rejected. One of the great statesmen of 
the age said that the lower classes had ceased to believe in, 
and the upper classes to practise, Christianity. My own 
studies have led me to reverse and vary the epigram. 
The upper classes had ceased to believe in Christianity, and 
neither the upper nor the lower practised it. But this 
statement must be accepted with a very large grain of salt. 
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The institutions of religion flourisliod, and numbers of 
people in all classes,'especially of the lower classes, were 
ferv<^ntly religious. Still it was an age of scornful 
irreligion. Laxity of morals followed. Women, even 
publicly, strove to break down the barriers with which the 
"wisdom of ages had protected the sanctity of the marriage 
relation, and to sweep away, as far as might be, the 
distinctions of sex. All thê  foundations wore out of 
course. Grinding poverty urged men on to demand 
change, for change's sake, in hope that something to the 
advantage of the poverty-stricken might turn up. Law-
lessness was organised into a creed, ignorance triumphed, 
and the wildest economic theories were accepted and 
enforced. These things operating with the climatic 
changes, slowly following the diversion of the Gulf Stream, 
gradually destroyed the commerce of England. Its people 
emigrated by hundreds of thousands every year ; popu-
lation was at a standstill, and then began steadily to 
decline. All who loved freedom fled away, and founded 
new empires of the British blood in Canada, Africa, 
Australia. It took centuries fully to manifest the blighting 
and destructive influence of the bad economic laws that 
were adopted and enforced. But time effectually revealed 
their true character, and England slowly decayed, and 
ceased to be a nation among the nations of the earth. I 
regret that facts compel me to utter truths that must be 
unpleasant to the ears of our kind friends. Yet they will, 
I am sure, pardon me." 

We had all listened with deep interest, and now pro-
ceeded to ask questions and to offer opinions. The cluinge 
indicated had not been accomplished without much 
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suffering, injustice, and bloodslied. This fact had been 
lightly touched upon in the Professor's lecture. 

Thank you, very much, Professor Fowler," said our 
noble host, for your most admirable exposition of our 
past history. I shall value more highly than ever the 
institutions under which we now live. It would be an 
interesting appendix to your lecture to tell the story of our 
recovery from that awful lapse. "We will hope for this 
some other day. We are now, I trust, on the high road to 
renewed prosperity, and the resuscitation of a great nation. 
And now," he said, turning to Miss Marsten, let us 
wash the taste of these unpleasant truths out of our 
mouths, and have some music. Will you oblige us, Miss 
Marsten?" 

To this request Miss Marsten most pleasantly responded, 
and took her place at the piano. The piece selected by her 
was called '' The Sibyl's Curse." It began in a low, soft, 
crooning way, as if the sibyl was gathering strength for 
her awful utterance. Presently, when the spirit of 
divination fell upon her, the notes of the instrument 
crashed and wailed, rising to an awful shriek. The move-
meat was repeated with variations, and then the muî ic 
died away in a low melancholy wail, after which came the 
song of the sibyl. 

As I listened to the music and watched the player's face 
and its varying expression, I could imagine her a prophetess 
of ancient time, informed and animated by some divine 
spirit, foretelling coming doom. The subject was a 
congenial closing to the Professor's lecture. Other music 
and conversation followed, and then our pleasant evening 
came to an end. 
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** Good-niglit, Margaret," I said to Miss Marsten, when 
we parted for the night. Thank you for your weird 
song and its speaking accompaniment." 

" I am so glad you liked it, for it is my own." And 
my hand lingered in hers as we partv?d. 

CHAPTER XI. 

THE WITCH'S cavern I THE VISION'S. 

The night was fine, and a bright half-moon filled the 
heavens with her soft light. My mind was strongly 
excited, and I did not go to bed, but, throwing open 
the bedroom window, sat thinking, occasionally looking 
out upon the scene below and beyond. I was in London 
—the London which once filled the eye of the world, whose 
ruins lay beneath my very feet. I thought of the story 
we had just heard, and wondered if it could be true. 
Again I looked out of my window, this time extending 
my view across the river, and looking upon the forest on 
the opposite shore. There was also a forest on this side 
of the river, about half a mile from the hotel. Something 
impelled me to visit it; the walk would dissipate my 
excitement and cool my fevered imagination. So I 
descended into the street, and turned my steps in tho 
direction of Belgrave Forest. After walking for some 
time, I resolved to return (it was just twelve o'clock), 
and turned my steps homeward. I had hardly done so 
when I saw a small hare, perfectly white, running before 
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me. Struck by the unusual appearance, I stopped; 
immediately the hare stopped, and raised itself on its 
hind feet. It continued to grow and expand itself till 
it seemed four or five feet high! I broke out into a 
cold perspiration, and felt my very hair rising on end. 
It was as if a spirit stood before me. Turning its course, 
the thing moved on slowly. I felt constrained to follow. 
Whenever I stopped it stopped, and made me understand 
that I was to follow. This idea came upon me instinc-
tively. Slowly it thus led me into the recesses of the small 
forest. I was in a long avenue of elms, whose leaves were 
well developed, and whose branches met overhead aod 
dimmed the light of the moon. On reaching the middle 
of the avenue it w^aited for a moment, and then turned 
into a recess. I followed, and found myself before the 
mouth of a small cave or cavern. Under its shadow stood 
a woman—a beautiful woman—whose raven hair veiled 
the beauty of her face, which was still further hidden by 
the graceful folds of some soft, dark material, lightly 
wrapped round her head, yet not so closely but that I 
could see the expression of her lovely face, which was 
thoughtful and melancholy. 

" Y o u have done well in coming," she said, in a low, 
sweet voice; have much to show you. Come!'* she 
continued, taking my hand. 

Without reluctance I gave myself up to her guidance. 
She led me through the windings of the cave, into which 
tlie lio-ht of the moon faintly struggled, until we stood on 
the banks of the river, which rolled sluggishly by at our 
feet and rippled softly in the moonlight. All this time the 
mysterious guide held my hand. 
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Look! " she exclaimed, pressing it. 
I looked, and a mighty city rose before me. A miglity 

city! I had never imagined anything so vast. I had 
read of ancient Babylon, of Old London; but had never 
realised what their vastness meant. The city seemed 
interminable. It was as if the whole country had been 
turned into bricks and mortar; it was a forest of houses; 
and once in it, it would be impossible to find one's way 
out. Its vastness was appalling 1 After the first sense 
of surprise was over, I began to observe more closely 
the character of the houses. Many of them were large 
and well-built, and adorned without regard to cost. 
Elegantly and expensively dressed men and women came 
from them. Behind these, almost abutting upon them, 
were houses of mean appearance—huts, hovels, dens, unfit 
for human habitation ; yet they were crowded with people 
—poor, sickly, underfed; children crawled in the courts 
and filled the narrow alleys. I looked upon them with 
wonder, uncared for and neglected; they were miserably 
clad, half starved, and bore marks of ill-treafment and 
violent usage upon their bodies. One little girl, six years 
old, was looking out of 'a dirty window in one of the 
hovels. The window panes were broken and stopped in 
places with brown paper; through the openings the cold 
wind whistled, while the snow (for it was snowing) fell. 
The child looked at me and cried for help. Her poor 
wan face told a tale of cruelty and suffering. Her low 
wail smote upon my ear, and then it seemed as though I 
had become all ear ; I heard a mighty wail from thousands 
of children's voices borne in upon me. But presently the 
wail was drowned by a loud roar, which filled the whole 
sphere of sound. This was the roar of the streets; for 
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the streets were crowded with people, some well dressed, 
most of them badly clad. They hurried hither and thither 
in great haste; and as their footsteps smote upon the 
pavement the air was filled with a roar of sound. In the 
middle of the streets were long, lumbering vehicles, and 
these also were filled with people. Strange and cruel 
scenes, which I thought had gone from the world for ever, 
passed before me as I gazed. A vast crowd of people 
was collected in one place. It was a jeering, ragged 
crowd, and many were running to join it. In the midst 
of it were two men, naked and bleeding; around them, in 
the foreground, were many well-dressed men, who took 
the keenest interest in the sight. The two men were 
fighting as if for dear life, with fierce vindictive looks, 
while those around encouraged them by shouts and 
laughter to greater ferocity. Many of the sightseers had 
books in their hands, in which they noted down bets that 
were freely made by their companions. I felt sickened 
at the sight, and turned away my eyes to look at other 
scenes. Here and there I saw gentle and kindly faces, 
men and women moving among the crowded alleys, offering 
a kind word, a little relief, to the wretched inhabitants. 
But they were a mere handful in number. The great 
majority were intent upon their own interests, their own 
pleasures. I had seen enough. Was there no end to 
this vast city and its miseries? My guide relaxed her 
pressure upon my hand, and the city passed. 

I was standing upon the bank of the Thames, the trees 
Boughing over my head. I took a long breath, and looked 
at my guide. Her face was calm and immovable as a statue. * * * * 

F 
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Again she tigMened her grasp npon my hand, and I 
was standing upon a vast prairie; rather, let me say, a 
boundless plain, illimitable, except f\)r the far-off horizon. 
A hot fierce sun poured down its rajs upon the plain. I 
took this in at a glance, for my eye rested not upon the 
plain, but upon a living stream, whose breadth I could 
not measure, which flowed ceaselessly across it. It came 
from the rising of the sun, and streamed on towards its 
setting. On, on, on, it moved, without breaking rank or 
pausing. As I examined it more closely, 1 saw that it was 
composed of every kind of creature known and unknown : 
the huge elephant in gay trappings, the tall giraffe, the 
proud lion, the cruel tiger, the fierce wolf; nor these only, 
but domestic animals of every kind : the noble cart-horse, 
the handsome thoroughbred, dogs of every variety, and 
domestic fowl; while overhead soared the bird of prey— 
the fierce eagle and the obscene vulture. Here, too, were 
loathsome reptiles : the huge constrictor, the poisonous 
snake, hissing and writhing. In the midst were men 
and women, who marched on harmless beside their 
strange companions; stranger still, vast numbers of little 
children, some held tenderly by the hand of their mother, 
others running in and out among the motley throng. I 
had heard of prairie fires, and the strange companionships 
which follow in the attempt to escape from its devouring 
flames, but there was no fire here, only a constant and 
hunting movement of life, on, ever on, towards the setting 
sun. As I looked more closely, I observed that many of 
those composing the great multitude—the great majority 
of them were thin and weary, and that there was often an 
almost human look in the eye. They sometimes looked 
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on eagerly and anxiously towards tlie west, or up towards 
the sun, as if help and relief were expected. For there 
was in all a sense of weariness, except in the case of the 
little children. And yet they never rested; the pressure 
from behind drove on those that were before. As the 
general scene became more familiar to my eyes, I began 
to take notice of particular incidents. The men and 
women were grave and serious in manner, as if they were 
responsible for the movement of the surging throng of 
life surrounding them. The children played about with-
out fear, and yet the stately march was not without 
incidents of danger. For I now began to notice that the 
cruel tiger was here, as elsewhere, cruel and bloodthirsty; 
that he tore his victims limb from limb, and marched on 
crunching his bones, while the blood dripped from his 
mouth; that the huge constrictor coiled himself suddenly 
round a fine horse or ox, and despite its struggles and cries 
crushed it to death ; that the fangs of the poisonous 
serpent smote suddenly, and left a swollen corpse to be 
trodden under foot; that the eagle swooped down upon 
the frisking lamb, and tore out its eyes before its dam. 
These things and such things occurred every moment; and 
yet the ranks were unbroken and the march unimpeded 
even for a moment. But the children seemed to bear a 
charmed life. Some disappeared, but others immediately 
took their place, as full of glee as were their pre-
decessors. I watched more closely, and became conscious 
of exceptions to this. A wolf with cruel fangs seized a 
little child as it danced by, and tore it to pieces, growling 
fiercely. Immediately there was an angry howl and cry 
from those near at hand, which did not for a moment 

F 2 
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interrupt the onward marcli, and the wolf was torn limb 
from limb. From this scene of horror my attention was 
drawn to another of a different and even more awful 
character. I saw a beautifully marked snake writhe up to 
a lovely child and attract her attention. The child put 
out her hand and played with the neck of the serpent, 
whose baleful eyes were fixed intently upon her face. 
The child drew closer and closer to the serpent, when, 
in a moment, the deadly blow was struck at the child's 
breast, and I expected to see her fall dead. She shuddered 
visibly, but kept on caressing the cruel serpent with her 
hand, sometimes laying its head in her bosom. And now 
I beheld a new horror. She began to change in outward 
form, each moment becoming more and more like the 
serpent by her side, and in an incredibly short space of 
time another ser̂ Dent writhed in the throng. I was horror-
stricken. And now I saw other metamorphoses of like 
character taking place. A w ôlf played with a child, the 
child returned the wolf's caresses; occasionally its com-
panion snapped and snarled, but the child still continued 
its companionship. Gradually its outward form changed, 
and wolf-like it trotted beside or snarled and fought with 
its companion. A new light began to dawn upon me. The 
almost human look of each member of the varied crowd was 
explained by what I had seen. The crowd was the arena of 
many strange, cruel dramas. When would it come to an 
end ? It moved on, ever with its face towards the setting 
sun, its mighty tramp making the earth tremble and filling 
the air with sound. It had come-from the rising of the sun 
and would not cease at its going down. The sight was in-
expressibly pitiful and wearying. The mind longed for rest. 
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At this point the hand that held mine so firmly relaxed 
its hold, and the scene faded away, giving place to the 
soft moonlight reflected in the passive water 

^̂  * îf 

Again the hand closed on mine, and I stood by a great 
river, whose broad-darkened waters rolled at my feet. 
But it was not the Thames that I looked upon; high 
mountains enclosed the slowly-moving mass ; precipices, 
jagged and rugged, frowned over the river. Beyond, 
other mountains, bare at the base and clothed with stunted 
trees at their tops. Beyond these, again, inaccessible 
heights, whose snowy tops glistened and shimmered. 
Everywhere this triple battlement, except in one direction 
to my right, where a dark valley opened as a gate to the 
river's brink. Not a sound broke the death-like stillness 
which brooded over the scene; the water rolled on between 
its rocky barriers, smooth and gliding; a strange, loath-
some smell, whose effect was sickening, rose from it, and 
drove me from the brink. As I wondered at the efiect 
thus produced upon me, there was a rush of wild beasts 
from the dark valley to the r ight; they came on in wild 
career, tossing their heads in the air, to the brink of 
the river. Putting their noses to the stream and smell-
ing, they threw up their heads and bellowed; again they 
sni:ffed the river, and again threw their noses into the air 
and drew back, pawing the ground with their feet, bellow-
ing and roaring like mad creatures. While I wondered 
at this sight they, lashing themselves with their tails, 
disappeared into the dark valley. Scarcely had they gone 
when a wind arose and ruffled the surface of the water, 
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which began to moan and sigh, as if ifc were alive and in 
pain. The cry was weird, and almost human. The wind 
increased in force and volume, and then great waves rose 
and rushed and roared. But above the cry of the tossing 
waves I heard a piercing shriek, as of a human voice. 
Looking in the direction from which the cry came, I was 
appalled to see a human hand tossing in the red waves—-
which shone like crimson —bright red waves! They rolled 
over the human hand, and stilled for ever the human cry. 
And now, at my feet, the body of a woman, with a child 
folded to her breast, rolled into the shore. Her gaping 
throat looked horrible, and the child's heart was exposed 
to view. The return of the wave cast them again into 
the deep. The wind howled furiously, and, dashing the 
waves mountains high against one another, cast up a 
crimson spray into the air. As I stood watching the 
horrible and fascinating sight, the wind caught the light 
spray and drenched me as I stood. Ugh, the sickening 
smell! the crimson drops—blood! blood! It was a river 
of blood. My face was blanched with terror. My heart 
s^ood still, and I should have fallen, but that the sibyl's 
hold relaxed, and the scene faded away. . . . 

ie * ii- i:^ 

I drew a sigh of relief, and would have turned away, 
but that again her hand closed over mine; and again I 
stood by a stream; but how unlike the former! The shores 
were low-lying. Trees grew here and there along the 
margin, stunted and blasted. The river sparkled and leapt 
as it rushed on in its bed, hissing and roaring in its course. 
Its surface was illuminated with rich, soft light; above 
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it hung a lurid atmosphere. Birds, uttering low sad cries, 
flew over it and around it, and fell from time to time into 
its depths to rise no more. The air became sultry and 
stifling, and the perspiration broke out all over me. I 
drew back a little from its banks, and listened to the rush 
of the river, hissing and roaring as it went by. Presently 
the trees on its margin burst into flames; the whole place 
was on fire, which burnt fiercely in its rocky bed, and 
consumed earth and stone and air. The air was alive with 
fire, and I could endure no moie . . . . 

The sibyl released my hand, and I was standing in the 
cave, where the trees met over my head, through whose 
branches the moonbeams fell upon me. The awful scenes 
were gone. They were mere phantasmagoria, nothing 
more. Thank God for that! 

You have gone through much," said the sibyl, " but 
more is to come. Here," she continued, drawing a ring 
from her finger, " i s a potent charm. AVear it upon your 
hand, and you are safe." As she said this she placed the 
ring, a plain ring, with a small plain stone in it, on a 
finger of my left hand. " You need rest, for the heavy 
task that lies before jou. Drink this, and you will be 
refreshed." 

She placed a small glass to my lips, the contents of which 
I drank, without hesitation or question, and immediately 
sank down into an unconscious sleep. • • « • 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

THE METAMOKPHOSIS : LOKDON BEIDQE. 

How long I slept I know not. But wlien I awoke the 
forest had disappeared, and with it the sibyl's cave. The 
air was full of unusual and strange sounds. I was standing 
upon a narrow bridge, spanning a muddy river some 200 
or 300 yards wide, whose banks on either side were hidden 
by numerous houses, reaching as far as the eye could see. 
The surface of the river was almost covered by a number 
of small flat boats as dirty-looking as itself. Here and 
there were narrow vessels of larger size, from whose small 
boilers steam was puffing and shrieking. They were 
crowded with people in peculiar costumes. The bridge, 
too, on which I stood was thronged with people in similar 
dresses—gloomy-looking, dirty dresses. Many of the 
throng were hurrying rapidly over the bridge—some in 
one direction, some in another. In the middle of the 
bridge were strange-looking, lumbering coaches, each 
drawn by two horses, and filled with passengers. Num-
bers of the people on the bridge were standing still, 
leaning against its parapets, looking into the water, or 
watching the small steamers. About a quarter of a mile 
distant was another bridge, and over this dark-looking 
carriages, linked together, were passing, impelled by an 
engine, from which clouds of steam rose; indeed, the 
whole atmosphere was darkened by the smoke, while now 
and then screams from these steam-drawn vessels filled 
the air. It was a busy scene that I looked upon, but in-
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expressibly saddening. The human beings—Grod's highest 
handiwork on earth—did not seem to consider that cleanli-
ness and neatness and beauty were demanded of them. 
Only here and there did the eye look upon an appearance 
that awakened a sense of pleasure. The great mass were 
hurrying through life without regard to those personal 
attentions which the high importance of human life 
demands. / 

I was too intent upon the facts which surrounded me so 
strangely to consider for a moment how mysterious was 
their sudden advent. As people passed by I overheard 
scraps of conversation, and thus learnt that the language 
of this strange people was English—but English of a kind 
which antiquarian students call provincial. Anxious to 
obtain an explanation of the strange scene, I addressed 
myself to one who was passing in a more leisurely way 
than most of the passengers. 

' 'Excuse me, sir; will you kindly tell me the name of 
this river ? " pointing to the muddy water below the 
bridge. 

' 'The Thames," he answered shortly, looking upon me 
with surprise. 

" And this bridge ? " I continued. 
London Bridge, ̂ ^ in a more surprised tone. 

I bowed, and 8weej)ing my hand in the direction oE the 
numerous buildings on either side of the river, said: 

" Kindly tell me the name of this place." 
" This," he exclaimed, shortly and suspiciously, moving 

off, " this is London and was gone. 
" L o n d o n ! " "The Thames!" "London Bridge!'» 

I almost laughed aloud at the strange trick that had been 
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played npon me. I was actually in the Old London of 
Professor Fowler's antiquarian researches. As I thought 
of this strange metamorphosis, I felt a profound change 
passing, not over me, but within me. The old memories 
that had been stirring within me like shadows began to 
take shape and substance. Isolated recollections became 
linked through the rash of other memories, and my inward 
consciousness of another era became vital and vivid. I was 
in the nineteenth century, and not in the thirtieth ! "Was 
the contention of metaphvsiciaos—that there was no such 
thing as time, that past, present, and future were merely 
modes of existence—true after all? The experiences of 
2900 were gone; those of 1800 were present. The story 
of the Australian Hepublic in the year of 2990 had already 
receded into the dim distance. The nineteenth century, 
with its restless, active life, had taken its place in my 
consciousness, and lay in the foreground of my mental 
picture; yet I still retained a faint sense, becoming 
momentarily more and more dim, of that future time. 
The nineteenth century was the foreground ; the Australian 
Republic was thrown by the perspective into the far dis-
tance. My full self now awoke within me. I recollected 
my home down in Devonshire, the garden of England; 
I recalled with grief the recent death of my dear mother, 
following that of my father some three years earlier; my 
only sister married and settled in Australia; my school-
days at Winchester; my Cambridge course; the taking 
of my degree ; and my coming out in honours (second 
class). My mind was busy with these recollections. 

As all these thoughts resumed their sway in my con-
sciousness and drove out my Australian experiences, they 
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made me another than William Fiuiey. While I was 
thinking dreamily about my new self, moving on slowly 
as a man in a dream, I was aroused by a touch on the 
shoulder, and a voice in my ear, which I instantly 
recognised. 

*'Hillo, Graham! You here? What are you doing in 
London ? " 

Fred Burton stood before me. Yes ; the veritable Fred— 
the friend of my school and college days. After mutual 
greetings, which were cordial and hearty, I noticed that 
he was dressed like a priest, even to the hard felt hat, 
corded and tasselled and pleated collar. 

^'What's the meaning of this, Fred? You've not 
turned Eoman ? " 

B}̂  no means," he answered ; I am a Catholic priest 
in what you Protestants call the Church of England; in 
what we good Catholics call the Catholic Church in 
England.'' 

You w êre a Protestant when you were at college, old 
man, or your reverence—which is it to be ? " 

*'Hang the reverence, old boy, for the nonce. Yes, I 
wa8 a Protestant; but I have seen the error of my ways. 
After you left Cambridge I resolved to study for orders, as 
the phrase is ; and so after taking my degree—only a pass, 
Bill—I went into a Theolog, and there got enlightenment, 
and eschewed my evil ways, amongst w^hich was my 
Protestant heresy. But come along. You have only just 
come to London; you'll want to see all that's to be seen, 
but first you'll want lodging and food. I am working in 
an East-end parish, with a most devout fellow—Fathel 
Feilding. He has four curates, and we all live together, 
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in the clergy-liouse, like one family; but I've no doubt 
that I can give you house-room for a day or two; the 
vicar's most kind, and will be pleased with the prospect 
of a convert." 

Thus merrily talking, like the Fred of old, Burton 
hurried me on through the crowded streets of London, in 
the direction of the East-end. 

On arriving at the clergy-house I was introduced to 
the vicar, the Eev. W. J . Feilding, commonly called 
Father Feilding. He was a silent man, of grave manners. 
But his silence did not give me the idea of reserve; 
rather it suggested thoughtfulness. The kindly smile, 
when he did smile, dispelled the least notion of reserve. 
His silence was preoccupation. I was at home at once, 
and gladly consented to trespass for two or three days 
on Burton's hospitality. At two o'clock lunch I met 
several Of the clergy—one, a Mr. Williamson, a lithe-
looking little man, with what children call cross-eyes," 
or a squint. He was dressed a la mode^ ritualistically 
considered, that is, he wore a sort of clerical poncho, 
which gave him the appearance of a monk of old 
times. The other members of the party were adorned 
in ecclesiastical costumes of the most advanced type; 
the immediate spectacular effect of which was to remove 
them from the sphere of ordinary human beings. Yet 
they were all, except the meditative vicar, who sat 
silent, human enough; they ate and drank (beer) and 
talked; the cross-eyed brother, by no means cross-, 
grained, keeping up a lively chatter; so I soon felt 
quite at my ease. Shortly after we had begun our 
meal a tall, dark, heavy-looking man, of handsome 
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appearance entered the room, and took his seat at the 
table. 

^̂  "We could not wait, Dunstan," said W i l l i amson ; 
* punctual i ty is the politeness of priests.' W h a t w i l l you 

take? T r y some beer ; you look t i red." 
Yes, I ' m awfu l ly done up. I ' ve had a whole morn ing 

of i t . Those women have always such a lot to te l l one," 
replied Dunstan. 

*^You didn ' t receive confessions, did you? I thought 
you were only to give them a homily ? " 

** They wouldn ' t let'me off w i th t h a t ; I had to improvise 
a confession; and here I am, an hour late." 

** Of course the divine sister made her confession?" 
said Wi l l iamson, w i t h a mischievous glance. 

To this Dunstan made no reply, but began his lunch, 
after crossing himself and saying a few words i n Lat in , 
dur ing the saying of which there was a moment^s silence 
on the part of the others at the table. Dunstan had no 
sooner taken his seat than Wi l l iamson returned to the 
charge about the divine sister. The joke, for such i t 
seemed to be, amused the younger members of the par ty 
immensely, bu t d id not elicit any response f rom the subject 
of i t other than a rap id side glance i n my direction, which 
led to my introduct ion to the reverend missioner and 
confessor. I had often heard of h im, and had formed 
quite other notions of h im. H e was a great preacher, and 
an author of ecclesiastical history. H e was also a wr i ter 
of hymns, some of which he had himself set to music. I 
could see for myseK that he was handsome, and suspected 
that he knew i t . I was not surprised to learn f rom Burton, 
as wel l as f rom the merry badinage of the luncheon party, 
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that the ladies doted on him. I did not like him. There 
was something in the furtive glance of his eyes which 
suggested distrust. When in my room upstairs, Burton 
joined me for a smoke, and asked me what I thought oi 
his friends. My opinion, especially of the vicar, pleased 
him. In regard to Dunstan, I gathered that he shared 
my own sentiments, for he said : 

' ' I don't care for him, myself; but he is a dear 
good fellow, and I know the fault is my own. You 
see he's reserved, and I'm not a bit, feo that makea 
a world of difference. But the women run after him 
—he must be sympathetic, and he's such a handsome 
feUow.'̂  

Later in the day I had a long talk with the good vicar, 
and realised the cause of his grave and thoughtful manner. 
In reply to my question, How do you get hold of the 
masses around you ? " he said: 

' 'Not very well yet. They are slow to learn ; they have 
BO much to unlearn, and Protestant prejudice is great. 
I've been working among them for ten years, and the 
results are discouraging. If it were not for our kind 
friends from other parts of London, they would be more 
unsatisfactory still. English independence or individuality 
is strong; but faithful work, with the Divine blessing, 
must succeed—must succeed," he repeated. 

'' May it not be, sir," I suggested, "that your methods 
are not suited to the genius of the Teutonic nature ? The 
confessional, for instance : will English people ever accept 
that ? " 

" Why not ? " he replied. '' They did accept it once, for 
England was once Catholic, and she is still religious. In 
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the days of King John she was the most Catholic nation 
in Europe, and why should she not be so again ? 

I thought his illustration was rather a bad one, for I 
had read English history differently, and would certainly 
not regard the England of John as a type to be desired. 
But ' ' clerical history " is, I have learned, vastly different 
from that which is in favour with secular people. How-
ever, I did not reply to the vicar's remark, for the fact to 
which it referred seemed to cheer him in his almost hope-
less task. 

The next day was Sunday, and there were two or throe 
' ' early celebrations," or administrations of the Holy Com-
munion. The methods at these services were all new to 
me, nor did I like them. However, I attended the eleven 
o'clock service, and found the church well filled with 
respectably dressed people, who seemed to enjoy a service 
that was certainly not the service of the prayer book. It 
is too well known to need description here. The Eev. 
Wilfrid Dunstan preached an eloquent sermon, without 
notes, and appeared at his best when addressing, in earnest 
tones, the large audience. I was surprised, not at tHe 
number of the people, but at their fashionable attire, and 
lemarked upon the fact to Burton. 

Oh," he replied, "most of them come from the West-
end, and other parts of London. They come, like good 
Catholics, to uphold the hands of the faithful priest in 
his arduous labours. We shouldn't be able to get along 
without them. They find the sinews of war, my boy, and 
help us in a variety of ways. They also make our work 
popular in West-end drawing-rooms. What did you think 
of the Eev. Wilfrid's sermon ? It was fine, wasn't it ? " ' 
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With this opinion I agreed; yet I did not like the Eev. 
Wilfrid Dunstan, whose reserve, by the way, completely 
disappeared at dinner time. 

On Tuesday morning Burton showed me letter he had 
received from the editor of the London Express, which had 
reference to myself, and explained tiiat he had written to 
him on Saturday with respect to me. 

^^It was only the day before I met you that I was 
dining with him, and he asked me if I knew a man who 
would suit him as assistant editor. Directly I met you in 
London I knew you were the man, for you alwaj^s had 
journalistic proclivities, even as an undergrad. Here is 
his reply.'* 

Shortly, the editor would see me at two o'clock that 
day, and if I was a likely man, he would be glad of my 
services in the capacity of assistant editor of the London 
Express, I was much touched at Fred's thoughtful kind-
ness, and expressed m̂ ^ gratitude. 

Never mind, old man, you'll be able to repay me by 
inserting paragraphs, in which the ^ able and eloquent 
Fred Burton, late of St. Catherine's Hall, Cambridge,' will 
make a frequent appearance." 

I interviewed the editor at the hour named, and was 
offered and accepted the position of assistant editor, and 
thus became a London journalist in the close of the 
nineteenth century, and began my experience of London 
life. 
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CHAPTEE XII I . 

A DINNER PARTY : THE POOR AND THEIR VICES. 

I BEGAN my work on tlie London Express without loss of 
time. Part of the duties that fell to me as one of the 
assistant editors of the London Express was to act as 

buffer" between the editor and persons desirous of 
*' seeing the editor —a rather numerous class. There were 
some people who were admitted to that high honour, but 
usually he was fenced off from the profane vulgar by 
numerous ingenious devices, as well as by the blunt, 

Editor's busy," or the veracious, Editor s not in." Of 
those who were privileged to have personal access to the 
editor's sanctum were politicians and people in society 
who wished to be on personal terms with one who could 
paragraph them or put them into a leading article. This 
privilege was also at times accorded to men of wealth, who 
were interested in speculative concerns; but, as a rule, 
this class was treated with a courteous reserve, and did 
not get beyond the assistant editor; who was also the 
medium of communication between those who had informa-
tion to communicate and the great public who read the 
paper. The number of people who were anxious to assist 
me in my editorial duties was large. Letters, received 
every day, containing valuable information, often already 
packed up in neat telling paragraphic form, were numer-
ous. Usually the persons contributing them were directly 
or remotely interested in the information which they kindly 
forwarded in the interests of the public. Strange, the 

Q 
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devouring appetite for publicity wliicli affects the cliildren 
of the nineteenth century! Strange, that a x^aragraph 
which nobody reads except the writer and the sender 
should be the highest aim of thousands! To see themselves 
or their surroundings in print 1 I learnt much during my 
position as assistant editor of the London Express, and 
strove to pcrfect myself in my duties. Occasionally I 
wrote one of tlie leading articles in the paper, and had the 
honour of hearing my coatribution discussed in public. 

So soon as I had settled down to my work, I found 
lodgings in Westminster, that I might be near tlie scene of 
my nightly labours. There I was fortunate enough to 
make the acquaintance of a family whose members, or 
some of them, will i)lay an important part in this story. 
Mr. Benson was a barrister of good standing and some 
wealth. l ie was also a member of Parliament. His wife, 
a woman of nearly forty-five, w âs one of the sweetest 
natured women I ever met. She was even now extremely 
pretty, and must have been lovely in her youth. She had 
four children, the two eldest of whom were bo3̂ s at school; 
the two younger, girls, Margaret, about eight, and Sybil, 
hix years old. They had caught something of their mother's 
beauty. I met Mrs. Benson and her husband first at a 
dinner-party in Grosvenor Place. But two or three 
sentences are needed by way of preface to the conversation 
I am about to relate. 

The London Express threw open its columns, from time 
to time, for the discussion of various social questions. At 
one time it was the condition of the poor seamstress that 
was discussed, and communications from the class referred 
^0 were invited. Many letters of a most piteous charactej 
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reached us, and some were published. They told of 
respectable women able, by twelve, fourteen, even sixteen 
hours' continuous labour with their needle, to obtain the 
bare necessaries of life! Five shillings a week; some-
times a little more ! Out of this pittance two shillings 
went for the rent of a solitary room, which served for all 
the purposes of life : cooking, which meant the occasional 
boiling of some water for a cup of tea ; working, and 
sleeping. We did ail we could to verifj^ the tales that 
these letters made public, and I regret to say that they 
were substantially true. Such was the pressure of com-
petition. Then came indignant remonstrances from ag-
grieved housekeepers, whose consciences had been touched 
b}̂  this revelation of suffering, stating that they were 
willing to pay five, six, or seven shillings a week, and find 
food, for good servants that were not to be had. AVhat 
need, therefore, for the poor seamstress to' wear out her 
life in her solitary room ? 

This correspondence was followed shortly after, being 
the slack season, by another on marriage. Is it a failure ? 
The subject was a large one; but most of the correspon-
dents took the adverse side, and maintained, on various 
grounds, that marriage was a failure. The majorit}^ of 
the writers of the letters were women; some of them 
single women! I, of course, did not know, or, to speak 
more correctly, did not always know, who the writers 
were, but the letters passed through my hands, and 
I saw that they were usually written in a feminine 
style. 

The reasons assigned for these diverse opinions were 
qfte^ a siugule^r ql̂ r̂aqtê .̂ T^e soî l of the husband 
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did not respond to tlie aspirations of the wife. The wife 
did not advance with the husband's advancement in life ; 
she was a mere housekeeper, while he had brains enough 
for a Lord Chancellor. Marriage, wrote one lady, was a 
relic of barbarism—a survival from the time when a wife 
was one of the chattels of the rich and powerful. It was 
a symbol of subjection, a badge of slavery. Another 
sentimental lady thought that the love of one man tended 
to cramp and restrain that divine spirit which should 
expand itself, and realise its native divinity by embracing 
many.' Again, another wrote that woman could never 
take her right place in the world until she was man's 
declared equal, taking her place by his side on the plat-
form, in the forum, in Parliament. That if she were 
married, there might be occasions, delicately underlined, 
when she would be secluded, and precluded from the 
discharge of her womanly duties. That such periods of 
seclusion degraded woman to the level of the beast! 
Another, a man who shortl}^ after deserted the patient 
mother of his five children, was verĵ  strong upon the 
necessity of soul meeting soul, and of marriages being 
arranged in heaven in the presence of God's angels, in 
order that they might be eternal! 

This correspondence revealed a curious state of society 
in its inward life ; for the writers were, so far as we knew, 
respectable people. It showed, too, how far removed 
we were from that primitive state when men and women 
married for better, for worse ; " for every correspondent 
evidently thought that the existence of " incompatibili-
ties " was a sufficient reason for forthwith dissolving the 
marriage relatiou, 
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While the correspondence was in progress, I was invited 
to a dinner party in Grosvenor Place. The host was a 
leading politician, and I suspect I was asked at the 
suggestion of the editor, as he could not himself attend, 
and my presence would at least secure a paragraph in 
the London Express, The invitation was accepted ; and 
the evening named found me a guest at the table of 
Lord and Lady Hopfield. I need not say that there 
was every seasonable delicacy; that the wines (which 
I did not touch) were of the most expensive kind. 
The rooms were well lighted, and looked magnificent. 
The guests were distinguished, and the dresses of the 
ladies resplendent; half a dozen well-kept and well-fed 
servants waited at table; and everything went off to 
the satisfaction of Lady Hopfield and her hospitable 
husband. After the first glass of wine, the guests began 
to feel more at home with each other, and conversation 
became natural and free, sometimes general. One of the 
subjects discussed was the prospective condition of the 
poor during the hard winter that was anticipated. 

' ' I t is very sad,'' said our hostess ; but I fear a good 
deal of their poverty is due to their want of thought.'* 

' ' Yes," said a lady dressed in an expensive light blue 
silk, which, with trimming, must have cost the lady's hus-
band at least a hundred pounds ; ' ' yes, do you know. Lady 
Hopfield, I was recently told of a case where a poor family 
were actually burning their boots to boil a kettle of water, 
as if they could not have drunk cold water. Such extra-
vagance ! " 

' ' I have known a similar case," said a clergyman 
!itting opposite me, the Eev. Arthur Grately. The poor 
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things liad no fire, nor any means of making one, nor had 
they anything to eat in the house. All they had was a 
little tea and sugar; so, to relieve the craving of the 
hunger of their children, they created sufficient heat by 
burning some paper and strips of leather, cut out 
of their old worn shoes, to boil a little water, and so 
make some tea. I knew the case myself j it was most 
piteous." 

^'It was most pitiful, indeed," said a small, well-formed 
woman at my side. She was inexpensively but ŵ -̂ll-
dressed, her petite figure showing to advantage; her face 
was tender and sympathetic. Mrs. Benson, I found, was 
her name. How many children were there ? What did 
you do for them, Mr. Grately ? " 

There were five, madam ; the ^^oungest a baby in arms. 
I got them immediate relief—food, coal, and covering—for 
they were in want of everything." 

Of course, it was very dreadful," said the lady in 
blue, a Mrs. Smithson, whose husband was very wealthy, 
and represented a city constituency; but their conduct 
was very wasteful." 

doubt, Mrs. Smithson," replied the clergj^man, 
''but consider the circumstances, and the great ignorance 
of the poorer classes; ignorance for which I fear we are 
responsible." ' 

" But, tell me, Arthur," said Lady Hopfield, who was 
Mr. Grately's first cousin; ' 'did not the husband drink, 
or was he not lazy ? " 

" I fear I must acknowledge, poor fellow, that he did 
drink sometimes." 

Ah, there it is, you see, there's the miachief," remarked 
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Lord Hopfield, wlio was a rising but eccentric politician. 
No one need starve in England, if lie will only work and 

keep out of tlie public-house.'* 
** There's a great deal," replied Mr. Grately, in what 

you say; and I wish that all the public-houses could be 
closed." 

Oh, that would never do in England,^' answered our 
host; *'an Englishman likes his glass of beer, and usually 
knows when he has had enough. "Why should Jones be 
deprived of his beer because Smith takes too much ? It 
will never do to interfere with an Englishman's liberty. 
Like an eminent prelate, I would rather see England free 
than sober." 

AYith all due respect to the eminent prelate and your-
self, he has not fairly stated the alternative. His paradox 
gives us the choice of two alternatives—to be free and 
drunk, or to be sober and enslaved. The terms of each of 
the alternatives have no relation to each other. A sober 
people are more likely to preserve their freedom than a 
drunken people; but the paradox notwithstanding, it will 
be admitted that the time has come for statesmen to deal 
with this crying evil." 

*' Another thing,'' remarked Mrs. Smithson; '̂ these poor 
people seem to delight in having such large families. 
'Why, I have heard of a man—a poor labourer—who 
actually had twelve children! Such extravagance and 
immorality." 

The slightest suspicion of a smile brightened the faces 
of the remainder of the guests at this curious charge. 

<'If anything," she continued, "would induce me to 
agree with those horrid letters in the papers about marriage. 
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it would be the recklessness of the poorer classes in regard 
to marriage. A man who has only a room to take his 
wife to, without a stick of furniture, will nevertheless 
marry with a light heart, even before he is one-and-
twenty; IVe heard of lots of cases.*' 

" I think you are right there, madam," replied Mr. 
Grately; ^'butletme ask you again to consider. These 
poor people see very little prospect of improvement 
before them ; they have never known the comfort that is 
essential to people like ourselves, or that we think 
essential ; their fathers and mothers before them acted in 
the same improvident way—as their fathers did, so do 
they. In their class they act like the young people in our 
own, who marry on three hundred year; very imprudent, 
no doubt. Yet this yerj imprudence calls into exercise 
higher qualities, and the wife and the husband are mutu-
ally helpful to each other. Their miserable condition 
plunges them into their improvidence. Of course, I am 
not defending such improvident and early marriages; I am 
only pointing out their causes and their contingent 
advantages." 

*'Well," said Lady Hopfield, whatever be the cause 
of their wretched condition, it is our duty to help them— 
that is where we women come in." 

Of course, Lady Hopfield," responded Mrs. Smithson, 
agree with that, and am always ready, I hope, to 

assist." 
** Yes," said Mrs. Benson, ** we are all agreed that they, 

our fellow-creatures, have claims upon our kindness and 
sympathy; that we must help them in their need." 

' 'Yes, my dear Mrs. Benson, I am confident of that j 
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but there is still a more excellent way; we should teach, 
them to help themselves, so that they may not, unless in 
exceptional cases, require help from others/ ' 

Ah, that is, I fear, a Utopian idea.'' 
do not think so, Lord Hopfield/' 

Well, how would you begin? " 
have said, that I would ultimately close all public-

houses, and I would begin by diminishing their number ; 
then I would give the people easier access to the soil; a 
peasant proprietary, or rather, the existence of small 
farmers, cultivating their own land, would diminish the 
tendency of population to towns and cities/' 

" I do not see how this can be done,'' replied his lord-
ship. The land already produces as much as it can be 
made to yield ; nor does it pay those who are engaged in 
cultivation. The land will not bear a large population." 

" Y o u are aware," replied Mr. Grately, that the per-
sentage of cultivators of the soil is smaller in England 
than in any other European country. In Eussia it is 
eighty-six per cent, of the population; in Belgium fifty-
one ; in Holland sixteen; in Great Britain only twelve. 
Surely a change in this respect is possible, when we take 
into account the fertility of the soil ! " 

peasant proprietary would mean the extinction of 
the landed gentry of England ; and that would be a revo-
lution for which none of us is prepared," replied our host, 
thoughtfully. For Lord Hopfield was young, and although 
a man of intellectual sympathies with reforming ideas, had 
not yet emancipated himself from the prejudices of hia 
class. Under the influence of his wife, however, hia 
hereditary prejudices were softening. He was a man 
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singularly accessible to new ideas. This was my rapid 
estimate of him. After a somewhat long pause I ven-
tured to sa}^:— 

addition to making a material redaction in the 
number of drinking-shops, and so diminishing the temp-
tation to drinking, we must educate the people and elevate 
their tastes, that theĵ  may be able to share in intellectual 
and festhetic pleasures, and thus create an influence that 
will raise them above their present debased tastes.'' 

Yes, educate them above their station, and unfit them 
for their condition in life," remarked Mr. Smithson, the 
husband of the lady in blue. 

' ' Over-education," he continued, ^'is one of the fertile 
causes of the present agitation and restlessness. No one is 
satisfied with his position. Everyone wants to clamber 
up to that immediately above him. The labourer wants 
his son to be a clerk, the shopkeeper to make a gentleman 
of his; their daughter must learn to play the piano; 
and instead of becoming domestic servants, they become 
milliners and barmaids, with what results the corre-
spondence in one of the daily papers has shown us. If 
people were contented w îth their position, we should hear 
much less of their looverty. Be contented with your station 
In life, is my remedy.'* 

"Permit me to sa}^," replied Mr. Grately, " while agree-
ing with you that everyone should be contented with his lot 
in life, yet that such contentment is by no means inconsis-
tent with a desire and an effort to improve one's position. 
The notion of keeping people in their proper position ia 
to me an odious and unchristian idea." 

doesn't the Church herself say that God liaa 
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placed every man in his proper position, and that he ought 
to do his duty there ? " exclaimed the M.P. 

The words you probably refer to are not quite as you 
quote them; they are to the effect that we must do our 
duty in that state of life in which it has pleased God to 
place us." 

There, that's plain enough—God has placed him there. 
Let him stay there, that's what I say." 

these words are to be applied as you seem to under-
stand them, then no one should try to advance himself 
from one position to another. Just let me say, in passing, 
that we all know an excellent Bishop of our Church whose 
mother, it is said, took in washing. Her son did not—and 
the Church is a gainer that he did not—remain in that state 
of life in which, you would say, God has placed him, with 
an instruction to remain there. 

" What the Church teaches by the words quoted is, that 
wherever he is placed, there he is to do his duty—that is 
all. That he is to make no effort to improve his position 
in life is not said ; and if the words could be so interpreted, 
all the experiences of life would protest against such an 
interpretation. But I would go further, and say that it is 
our Christian duty to improve the position of every child 
in the kingdom. Every boy should receive the education 
of a gentleman, so far as he is capable of receiving i t ; 
and every girl should receive the education of a lady, 
with the same limitation. They are God's children, and it 
is a shame and a sin that we do not treat them as such, and 
make them worthy of their Father." 

This sentiment was a surprise to all, myself in-
cluded. 
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Would not human life be happier and more beautiful 
if it were so ? " reasoned Mr. Grately. The sentiment wap, 
however, condemned on all sides as Utopian and im-
possible without further argument. Mrs. Benson, how-
ever, replied : 

^̂  While I would like to see everyone educated according 
to his station in life, and possess some of the comforts 
which others have in fuller measure, yet permit me to say 
that I think your opinion rests upon a fundamental 
error: that material advantage is a chief end and aim of 
life. Biches are not necessary to either happiness or 
goodness; a rich person may be very miserable and very 
wicked, while a poor man may be both good and happy. 
Indeed, if he is good he must be happy. That was brought 
out so clearly in a speech which the late Lord Cairns 
delivered. And besides, if all were rich, the discipline of life 
would fail; kindness to the poor and sympathy with them 
in their sufferings would be impossible; we should all lose 
by such a chaDge. I couldn't live without my poor, and 
you know it is said they shall never cease out of the 
land." 

*'Nor will they, my dear lady; misfortune, incom-
petence, vice, will always bring poverty and suffering. 
But even were it otherwise, kindness may always be 
exercised on those around us; while suffering and loss, 
which are our common lot in this life, will always afford 
ample scope for the exercise of sympathy." 

**But if all were educated as you wish, Mr. Grately," 
observed Mrs. Smithson, who would cook our food 5 or 
clean our boots ? " she added, smiling. 

I do not think," he replied, " that any of us would be 
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the worse, or less a gentleman or lad}^ if we cooked our 
own food or blacked our own boots. And if our brethren, 
God's children, are to be kept in poverty and ignorance, 
simply that life may be easier for the few, I for one would 
be ashamed to claim from them the performance of such 
menial offices. Then, the existence and maintenance of 
classes is an ingenious device, for no higher purpose than 
to maintain a few people in luxurious idleness. Do you 
remember," he added, turning to Lady Hopfield, ^'that 
the author oi the Da^ of Boom represents the patriarchs 
as having, by magical art, diminished the size of man, in 
order that they might keep them in servitude and obtain 
their services to clean their boots and to cook their food. 
Is this an example that we should imitate ? No, let 
us elevate the whole of our brethren, if it can be done, 
and so far as it can be done. How pleasant would the 
world then be ! For man and woman, especially woman, 
educated and refined, are the most lovely sight upon earth, 
when found in the way of righteousness. 

To have every girl clear eyed, straight limbed and 
shapety; well educated and companionable; lady-like and 
refined, of womanly nature— 

' A perfect woman, nobly planned;' 

"Every boy well built and manly; well trained in body 
and mind; with a bold front, yet gentle manners: this 
would be a consummation lliat would change the face of 
the world, and would transform it into another paradise." 

Utopian, sir, quite Utopian," exclaimed Mr. Smithson. 
May be so; yet the end desired is worth an effort —a 

long-sustained effort," replied Mr. Grately, 
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It is a knotty problem," reflected Lord Hopfield, and 
one that we shall not solve in our day. AVhatever may 
be possible at the origin of society, it is clear that such a 
scheme as Grately advocates so earnestly could not be 
carried out in England without a revolution. AVe should 
have to raze the present structure to its foundation-^, and 
rebuild from foundation to pinnacle; and in the process 
who can forecast the damage? " 

Here Lady Hopfield rose from her seat, and with the 
other ladies and Mr. Grately passed out of the dining-room. 

" These ideas of our friend are quite impracticable," 
said one gentleman, who had not hitherto taken aoy part 
in the conversation. " I t is singular to find a clergyman 
advoratiug them." 

" You should make him a bishop," said Mr. Smithson. 
"Wel l , " replied our host, " i t is not my province to 

make bishops, and I fear that bishops holding such 
revolutionary opinions would hardly do at present. He 
is an excellent fellow, and is devoted to his work in the 
East-end. He lives too much among the grinding poverty 
of the people, and it probably makes him morbid. It 
would do him g )od to get him out of the place, only lie 
won't move. It is only on rare occasions that my wife 
can get him to come to us. Shall we adjourn, and join 
the ladies ; Lady Hopfield has a reception to-night." 

We all rose and passed into the drawing-room, already 
well filled with a distinguished company. I stayed but a 
short time, and took an early opportunity of getting awaĵ , 
al hough the rain was falling and the night was extremely 
Qold,, 
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CHAPTER X I Y . 

THE CHILDREN OF THE POOR.—LITTLE ROBBY. 

THE night was bitterly cold, and rain was falling lightly. 
Putting lip my umbrella, I resolved to walk across 
St. James's Park, and take a *bus down the Strand to the 
office of the London Express. I knew that natural heat 
would stand me in better stead than artificial, so I walked 
on hasiily, and soon my body was all in a glow. After I 
had crossed the park, I turned into Spring Gardens, and 
under one of the houses there I caught sight of a bundle 
of clothes, lying in a slight recess between two houses. 
Stopping to look at it, I recognised the form of a child, 
lying under the shelter of the houses. At once I stooped 
down to examine, and saw it was a youDg child, 
not more than three years old, wretchedly clad, with a 
piece of a sha.wl wrapped round its shoulders. His hand 
suj)ported his little head as he slept. I knelt down, and 
looked closely at the little thing. The light of the moon 
enabled me to see his face distinctly. He was fair and 
pretty looking, and as he lay sleeping peacefully, I 
recalled to my mind the face of my little brother, who died 
many 3'ears ago, before he was four; and remembered 
how my dear mother hung over him as he lay in his last 
sleep. This memory touched my heart, and awakened 
my sympathies. I put my hand gently upon the face of 
the sleeping child. "Was he asleep ? It was cold to the 
touch. Immediately he started, and sitting up began tq 
cr^, ' 'Mammy, mimmy, I'se told^/' 
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' 'What's your name, my dear? Where is mammy?" 
I asked, gently laying my hand on him. To this inquiry 
I got no other answer than the renewed cry of, ''Mammy, 
mammy," followed by an outburst of tears. 

I took him by the hand, which he trustfully placed in 
mine. He was cold and wet, and, as his simple words 
told me, " 'ungly." What could be done at this hour ? I 
looked round carefully to see if his mother—some poor, 
drunken creature, I supposed—was near, but could see 
nothing; the street was deserted, although in the distance 
I could hear the footsteps of passengers hurrjdng in the 
cold. Holding him by the hand, I led him into Trafalgar 
Square, not knowing what to do with my helpless charge. 
While I was doubting what I should next do, the measured 
tread of a policeman suggested my course. The police-
man was accustomed to such experiences. He said at 
once: 

" Oh, I'll take him to the station, sir; I suspect his 
mother's lying drunk somewhere in the park, or she's run 
off from him. Lots of 'em do it." 

"He's very cold, policeman," I said, "and wet and 
hungry." 

" Yes, poor little devil! They've hard times of it." 
All this while the little fellow clung to me, and looked 

up into the face of first one, then the other, as if he 
knew his fate depended upon our consultation. Here h^ 
broke out again, " Mammy, I want mammy." 

"What is your name, my little man?" inquired the 
kind-hearted policeman. Nothing could be obtained 
from him but cries of "Mammy." Putting a shilling in 
the hand of the policeman, and recommending the littlQ 
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mite to his care, I hurried on to the office, promising to 
look in at the station next day to see how the child fared. 

This was a striking commentary, I thought, on our 
conversation at Lord Hopfield's. Here, almost under the very 
shadow of the houses of the rich, was one of the children of 
the poor, dying of starvation and cold, whose lot would be 
enviable if he had only the crumbs of the feast in which 
I had that night participated. However, work, necessary 
work, cut short my meditations, and the incident was dis-
missed from my mind. 

About eleven o'clock the next day (for I was out early), 
I called on my way to the office at the police-station to see 
if the child's friends had come to claim him, and met 
one of the inspectors at the door in conversation with one 
whom I recognised as the Assistant Commissioner. 

Come in," he said politely, when I had introduced 
myself. ^'It was you who found the little waif. Let me 
see—I daresay he's been claimed before this. Bless you ! 
lots of children are found and brought to the station. 
It's a matter of daily occurrence. Kindly wait, 
Mr. Graham, I'll inquire," 

To the inspector's inquiry a respectful orderly replied 
that the child was still unclaimed, and that he could not 
give his name. 

'*The mother's sure to turn up, sir," he added, touching 
his cap. 

suspect," said the commissioner—a Mr. Granvers, a 
man of good family, ** that the mother was on the drink, 
and will be in a fine state when she comes round. What 
is the child like, Kenny? " he inquired of the orderly. ^ 

A poor little chap, but decent," was'the reply. 
n 
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Af ter a few words with, the Inspector, I was about to 
wi thdraw f rom the office, when a woman entered w i th 
hurr ied step and anxious look. 

" O h , s i r , " she began, lost my l i t t le Eobby. 
He's just three years old, sir. I lef t h im for a moment 
last n ight whi le I went into a shop, and when I came out 
he was gone." She said a l l this a l l at once, wi thout 
drawing breath, i 

** I daresay we can find h im for you, Mrs. . What 's 
your name ? " 

* 'Brownell , sir. Oh ! I V e been looking for h im al l 
n ight . ' ' 

He r appearance, worn and anxious, was evidence of the 
t ru th of her words. She was a ta l l woman, w i th brown 
eyes and soft brown hair, well-formed, s l ight ly stooping, 
must have been handsome once, apparently about forty, 
but was probably five or seven years younger. 

' ' I had to take some work home late," she continued, 
and Eobby wanted to look into a window, so I left him, 

te l l ing h im not to move, whi le I entered the shop. I was 
kept a l i t t le longer than I expected, and when I came 
out he was gone. Th ink ing he might have t r ied to find 
his way home, for Eobby's very sharp, sir, I walked back 
down the Strand and Fleet-street looking for h im ; and 
I ' ve been looking for h im a l l n ight , and so has my 
husband." A n d here the poor woman burst into tears. 
AVhen the policeman brought the l i t t le fel low, com-
fortably wrapped up, into the office, the mother caught up 
Eobby i n her arms, and sobbed over him. Oh, thank 
you, sir. This is my chi ld ; this is Eobby . " 

" W e l l , Mrs. Brownell , your thanks are due to this 
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gentleman. It was lie who found liim, and sent him on 
to the station; and he has been kind enough to call this 
morning to make further inquiries." 

The woman expressed her thanks to me, and was about 
to leave, carrying Eobby in her arms, when the Inspector 
said: 

Mrs. Brownell, you had better leave us your 
address. Where do you live ; and what does your husband 
do?'^ 

To these inquiries she replied, giving her address in 
Whitechapel—a small alley off Dock-street, and informing 
us that her husband was a mattress maker. After her 
departure, Mr. Granvers said, rising from his seat: 

daresay her story is correct. She looks all right; 
but you can never tell." The Commissioner walked with 
me chatting as far as Charing Cross, where we parted, 
and I returned to my lodgings. 

During the day I followed up my acquaintance with 
the Bensons, by taking an early advantage of Mrs. Ben-
son's invitation to call on them. I told her of my adven-
ture of the previous night and the early morning. She 
listened with ready sympathy, and was deeply interested. 

'^Poor child! to think that while we were so com-
fortably placed, he was lying out in the bitter cold, crying 
for food. It is all so perplexing." 

Well, it's all over now, and Eobby is none the worse 
for his night out, I hope." ' . v ' 

' 'But his poor mother—what a right she must have 
passed! To lose one of my dear children would nearly 
drive me mad; and the poor thing must have been dis-
tracted." 

H 2 
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Our friend, Mrs. Smithson, would say that women 
of that class don't feel as keenly as mothers like your-
self." 

**0h! I don't think she would say that. A mother's 
love is the same in all classes. It is the one divine 
thing that never dies in a human heart. Can a woman 
forget her suckling child? Yea, she may forget—as if 
such a thing were almost impossible.'^ 

On the following Monday I was down in Whitechapel, 
and finding myself near Dock Street, I thought I would 
look up my little friend and see how he fared after his 
midnight experience. With some little difficulty I found 
the alley, and then the rooms of the mattress maker. 
The door was opened by a bright-looking girl of about 
ten, who was only half-clad^—the morning was bitterly 
cold, for October was closing. On looking into the room I 
saw a man in shirt and trousers onl}', and his wife, like 
her daughter, without an overgown—the mother of Eobby, 
working at a mattress. 

"Oh, Bob, this is the gentleman that found Eobby. 
Come in, sir," she added. " Here's Bobby," directing 
my attention to the child, who lay in a corner of the room, 
carefully wrapped up in some old clothes, for there was 
not a spark of fire. While my attention was drawn to the 
child, the mother passed into the inner room and presently 
returned with her gown on. The place was bare of furni-
ture: two boxes and an old chair, with a kettle and a 
couple of pots, were all I could see. I could not see 
into the inner room, but I caught a glimpse of some 
bagging lying on the floor, and knew afterwards that 
this represented all the bed that the family possessed. 
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Well, how are you getting on?'^ I inquired of 
him. The man paused in his work to say : 

^'He's very little the worse for his night out, sir. 
Thank you for picking him up. He's caught a little cold 
—that's all." 

think he'll be all right, sir, directly. I must get 
some medicine for it." 

^'It's very little we can afford for medicine," was the 
man's reply to his wife's remark. ' ' It 's hard enough to 
find food for tlie children—and the kitten." 

j?or a little kitten, which had been lying in Bobby's 
arms, at this moment jumped out of its resting-place, and 
made a lunge at the stranger, spitting in mock anger. As 
soon as it had challenged me in this way, it darted off in 
pursuit of a piece of wool that was being " tagged" by 
the young girl, and seizing it as if it were a mouse, shook 
it, tossed it into the air, and caught it as it fell, retiring 
after this feat into the arms of Bobby, who, with his sister, 
had followed its gambols with a faint smile. The kitten 
curling itself up in the child's arms, lay purring, and 
keeping its eyes upon the visitor. 

" A h , " I said in reply to the man's remark, " I suppose 
it's not an over well-paid employment?" 

"Wel l paid, sir! Wh}', me and the missus and the 
children together—there are two others—(' Yes; they're at 
school this morning, sir,' explained the mother)—can't earn 
more than fifteen shillings a week at it, working twelve 
hours a day, and then the landlord takes four shillings for 
rent." 

Eleven shillings a week for food and clothing for six 
people ! And hero was I getting eight pounds a week! I 
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was conscious of a painful sense of contrast, especially 
wlien emphasised by tlie presence of the children, with 
their pinched appearance and miserable surroundings. 

I am glad," I said, that Bobby is none the worse fur 
his dissipation, except for a little cold. Let me advise 
you," I continued, ' ' to get him a bottle of medicine, and 
I hope you'll let me pay for it," I added, putting a couple 
of shillings into the woman's hand. 

"Thank you, sir. God bless you. It's hard enough to 
find money for food ; but I'll go round to the chemist's and 
get Eobby some medicine at once." 

CIIAPTEE XV. 

TltE REV. ARTIIUII GEATELY I AN EAST-END CLELGYMAN. 

As I turned into the street I met the Eev. Arthur 
Grately, who was very much surprised to meet me in his 
district. I explained the reason of my presence, to which 
he replied : 

I know the family well. They are highly respectable, 
but wretchedly poor, as you see. They came, some years 
back, from the countr}^—Wiltshire, I think, and have had 
a hard fight for bare life in this cruel citj'. But as you are 
here and interested in these things, you had better come 
with me and I'll show you my schools. We have nearly 
500 children, all of the same class, and are doing all we 
cau for them, to give them a chance." I accepted the 
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invitation, and walked with my friend towards his schools, 
while we rehearsed the eonversaaon at Lord Hopfield's. 
' 'The worst of it is that these people can't enter into 
synipatliy with real reform in regard to the poor. They 
are quite ready to subscribe for their immediate relief. 
Lady Hopfield is as good as gold, and he is always ready 
to subscribe. This too, is the case with many in their 
position; although, of course, there are too many who look 
upon the poor as a nuisance and a tax upon their means. 
Lut temporary relief is one thing, permanent reform a very 
different one. Their fixed opinion is that poverty is due 
not to those conditions of life which we seek to change, but 
to improvidence : early marriages, drunkenness, or waste-
fulness. They can't realise that these vices, so far as they 
are vices, are the fruits of their miserable surroundings. 
Another idea which possesses them is, that poverty is due 
to the over-crowding of towns. This is only partly the 
case. They crowd into the towns, poor things, because 
they hope to improve their miserable lot in the country, 
and too often they fail. For London is so vast, and the 
number of people so appalling, that the individual is lost in 
the mass—is no longer poor Tom or poor Bill, but one 
of the poor. And then, as you heard the other night, 
people strive to justify the existence of the state of things 
that obtains by sajing it is of Divine appointment! ' The 
poor will never cease out of the land'—' Classes must 
always exist'—'There must always be rich and poor ' ; 
savings that are only true in a sense. Our social and 
economic system is a struggle between the strong and 
the weak ; the smart and the simple; with the inevitable 
result that the feeble and ignorant go to the wall, and are 
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kept therft, except in rare cases ; and yet there are sweet-
natured children enough, to brighten the world, if they got 
a chance in the race of life. But here we are at my 
schools." 

An oasis in a desert; large, well-built stone schools, 
standing in about half an acre of land, planted with trees, 
plantain, oak, and elm. On entering the school grounds, 
where numbers of children were pla^dng (it was recess 
time), we were immediately surrounded by them: they ran 
up to my companion and took him by the hand, which 
some of them kissed; others laid their heads affectionately 
on his breast. He had at least half a dozen clinging 
to him. They were all of the poorest class, but looked 
clean, and were neatly though poorly dressed. Taking 
me through the several class-rooms, Grately introduced 
me to his teachers," who seemed, so far as I could judge, 
to be like their clergj^man, in S3̂ mpathy with their poor 
charges. Some of the teachers, he told me, had been 
taken from the poorest classes, and had been trained for 
their office in his school. Their lot was, in consequence, 
vastly different to what it would otherwise have been. 
Grately explained to me the whole work of the school, 
including the mid-day meal, which was provided for the 
scholars, and for which those who could afford it paid one 
penny. I watched the children at the dinner hour file 
into the dining-room, where a plain, good meal was 
spread for them, under the superintendence of a motherly 
woman. I could not forbear noticing the respectable 
appearance of the children who thronged to the long 
tables. Upon my remarking this fact, my friend replied : 

" Yes; even the children of the poorest can usually 
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make a respectable appearance. "We insist upon clean 
hands and face, tidy, decent looking clothes. But they 
are wretchedly poor. You shall learn for yourself. 
*'Here, Willy, come this way,'' to a sturdy-looking lad 
of nine. Tell this gentleman, Willy, what you had for 
dinner yesterday." Willy hung his head, looking side-
ways at the rapidly filling table. " Don't be afraid, my 
lad, this gentleman thinks that you may not be in need of 
a dinner. Tell him what you had yesterday." 

AVilly, on hearing this, raised his eyes to me reproach-
fully, and opened them widely in astonishment. 

** What was your Sunday's dinner, Willy ? " 
A piece of bread, sir ; that was all mother had," 

** And what did you have for breakfast before you came 
to school ? " 

**Nothing, sir; mother went out to work, and wasn't 
back before we left." 

^̂  She's an office cleaner," explained Grately, and 
must be out at four or five o'clock. That will do, Willy ; 
run to your place and eat a good dinner. Now let us ask 
this girl that is coming with her little brother. Come this 
way, Sally. This gentleman, Sally, wants to know what 
you had for dinner yesterday. Kindly tell him." 

Sally, like Willy, hung her head, and drew her little 
brother, whom she held by the hand, closer to her. 

Don't be afraid, my dear, but tell the gentleman. Did 
you have bread and butter?" 

' 'Oh, no, sir, we never have butter,'* replied the child, 
looking up in surprise, we haven't had butter for foui' 
months," 

** Well, what did you have, my dear ? " I asked. 
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Nothing," whispered the girl. 
' 'What! nothing at all?" 
"No, sir; father wasn't paid on Saturdaj^, and—and— 

we had to go without." 
"What did you have for breakfast?'' asked Gratel}', 

softly. 
"The woman next door gave me a piece of bread, 

but—but—" 
" Y o u gave it. to Tom?" 
"Yes, sir," said the little maiden, relieve^l. 
"Wel l , run off, my dear, and make a large dinner. 

How's Eobby to-day?" 
"Oh, he's better, sir, thank you." 
"That," said my friend, " i s the daughter of the 

Brownells, and the sharp little boj at her heels is her 
brother." 

I felt a strange lump rising in my throat, and felt, too, 
ashamed of myself and my comforts 

" And how do you keep this up ? " I asked. 
"Various people help me, Lady Hopfield amoDg the 

number." 
" Let me give a small subscription towards this object; 

I wish it was ten times as much, but it will not be the 
last." 

" Oh, come, I did not bring you here to fleece you ; I 
have enough at pre-ent," he said, refusing my money. 

"Please, Mr. Grately, let me give something, if it is 
only to relieve my own feelings, and excuse myself for 
living in comfort while so many are in need of the very 
necessaries of life." 

I was appalled by the mass of misery which this little 
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incident revealed. This was only one small, very small, 
part of the East-end of London. It might be multiplied a 
hundred times, and thea it would nut be all told! 

CIIAPTEPt XVI. 

ONE W A Y MOllE TO THE TIT. 

the Thursday after the Monday that I visited Mr. 
Gratuly's schools, I called, in the afternoon, on my friend, 
Mrs. Benson, before whose beautiful house lay a garden 
of green, called Winchester Square, enclosed by an open 
iron fence. She was interested in my account of the 
schools, and expressed a wish to visit them; was deeply 
moved by the tale of the dinnerless children, and the con-
dition of the Brownell family. 

I wwld like to do something for them; the poor 
mother must have a hard life. And to see her children 
growing up in the midst of such surroundings, and in 
ihe direst poverty, is worst of all. What is she like ? " 

^'She is a tall, well-made woman, and might be 
graceful under other circumstances. She must have been, 
in her young days, quite pretty. She reminded me 
strangely of Mrs. Smithson, whom I met at Lady Hop-
field's, but is ten years older." 

' ' I f she is anything like Mrs. Smithson, she must be 
prftty. Kindly make arrangements for me, Mr. Graham, 
when it is convenient; I should very much like to see 
her and her children, who are about the same age, the 
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girls are, as Margaret and Sybil. But you have not seen 
my girls ; let me send for them.'* 

Presently her two daughters appeared, the younger 
carrying a small kitten in her arms. The moment it was 
put down, it made a lunge at me and spat, offering me 
instant fight, after which it commenced a gyratory move-
ment in pursuit of its tail, to the great amusement of its 
youthful friends. This done, the kitten darted behind 
the curtain, and, wrapping itself in its soft folds, 
endeavoured to pull it to the ground. 

^̂  Oh, you dear little kitty," cried Sybil, catching it in 
her arms, w ĥere it quietly reposed until a further oppor-
tunity for another wild gambol offered. 

'^Surely, I have seen that kitten before, Sybil," I 
remarked; it's quite familiar to me." 

no; we only got it yesterday; Margaret got it 
from two poor girls while mamma was in a shop—didn't 
you, Maggy?" 

Yes," replied her sister, two such poor-looking 
children; we saw them standing in the street, with the 
kitten in their arms, and Syb. and I went up to it, and 
stroked it, and it spat at us, just as it did at 3̂ ou. The 
children told us they were going to give it away, and 
that we might have it if we liked, as their father 
wouldn't let them keep it. Wasn't it a shame ? Only we 
were to be kind to it—as if we wouldn't. Titty—and let 
them come and see it sometimes. But I told them I would 
buy it from them with my own money, and mamma said I 
might, and so we carried Titty home, such a dear ! " 
Here Titty's nose came in for a shower of kisses from the 
two little maidens. 
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And I must tell Mr. Graham, dear, that the kitten 
cost you half-a-erown.'^ 

It was all my own, mamma, wasn't it ? and I'm sure the 
poor children needed it ; they were so pleased, and shook 
hands with Titty, and kissed him—for its a boy—when 
they went away.^' 

I was very much interested in this child's tale, for I 
knew now that the frisky kitten, whose lot had fallen 
in such pleasant places, was the same which I lately saw 
with little Eobby, my midnight friend. 

I told Mrs. Benson my surmise, who was equally sur-
prised at the coincidence. 

How very singular it is that we have both been 
brought into relation with the same family; as if God 
intended some purpose in this. For you know, not a 
sparrow falls to the ground without Him." 

The whole story of the Brownells, so far as it has 
appeared in this narrative, was told over again for the 
benefit of the two girls, whose sympathies, at an early 
age, were thus awakened in their poorer brethren. 

I had no opportunity of fulfilling my promise to Mrs. 
Benson for some days after this conversation. On Friday 
night, in glancing over the police-court reports for the 
next day's paper, I was startled by a paragraph to the 
following effect: —Yesterday (this) morning Eobert 
Brownell, a mattress maker, living in Whitechapel, was 
charged with being drunk on the previous day and assault-
ing his wife, Sarah Brownell. Constable Bayfield deposed 
that he found the prisoner drunk, and fighting with his 
wife, in a lane off Dock Street. On attempting to arrest 
him, the man made a desperate resistance, during which 
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Bayfield's uniform was severely handled, and much 
damaged. The wife, whose face bore marks of ill-usage, 
made a piteous appeal to the presiding magistrate to let the 
prisoner off, as he was always kind to her. This being 
the first case against the man, a light penalty was inflicted, 
a fine of five shillings, and £ l for injuring the policeman's 
uniform, or fourteen days' imprisonment in default." I 
was horrified to read this, and resolved to call at once on 
the poor woman. I had arranged, however, to go out of 
town, down into Kent, on Saturday morning, returning 
on Sunday night. So I put off my visit till my return. 

Early on Monday morning I started for Whitechapel, 
arriving at Dock Street a little before twelve o'clock. I 
was surprised to find Mrs. Brownell's rooms empty, not a 
trace of the family remaining. The woman next door 
could only tell me that the landlord had on Saturday 
evening seized what little furniture the poor woman 
possessed, and that Mrs. Brownell, with her family, had 
left the ne'ghbourhood. 

Have you any idea where they have gone to ? " 
*'None, your honour; into the river, like enough; 

for life is miserable enough." 
Mr. Grately could give me no information, and was 

surprised to hear what I told him. I always knew that 
he would take a little, but never suspected what you tell 
me. To strike his patient wife ! When he first came here, 
some eight years ago, he was an extremely sober man. 
Ah! well, this is the usual course—down hill, down hill. 
God forbid that his poor wife should follow him, or 
worse will ensue.'* 

I was very much distressed, and kept away from my 
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friends in Winchester Square, hoping to be able to dis-
cover Mrs. Brownell's place of refuge. As I could hear 
nothing of her, neither could Mr. Grately discover any 
trace, I resolved to take counsel with Mrs. Benson. She, 
too, was very much shocked at what she heard, for she 
had not read the police court paragraph. She had, how-
ever, some news of interest. 

^'The children were here only yesterday," she said. 
Margaret and Sybil were playing in the square with 

their kitten, when three little children stopped by the 
fence and watched them through the open railings. As 
the kitten darted about, playing hide-and-seek with the 
children, they heard a voice coming from the little group 
exclaim, * That's Titty, that's my Titty'; and then call 
* Titty, Titty.' Margaret stopped in her play, and looking 
up saw and recognised one of the girls. My two girls 
immediately ŵ ent across to the little children and spoke 
to them. They asked to be allowed to see the kitten, which 
was put through the railings into their hands. Sybil told 
me that the kitten knew its old friends and playfellows, 
and began playing with them and licking them, much to 
the children's delight. They looked very wretched and 
miserable. So Margaret ran in to me, and got permission 
to give them some bread and butter. I myself went out and 
spoke to them. The two girls had with them their little 
brother Robby, who I thought was looking ill, and had 
a severe cold, the effects of the bitter night. I gave them 
a little more food, and told them that I hoped to come 
and see their mother soon, and sent them away happy.'* 

You did not ask where they were living? " I inquired. 
No," she replied. ^'I, of course, thought that they 
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were in their old home, and that you knew whore they 
lived. I am so sorry, but they are sure to come again." 

Nothing more could be done. Day after day passed 
away, and we heard nothing more of the family. I felt 
anxious about them, as I knew that their necessities must 
be great; without furniture, the husband and father in 
jail, and no one to help the poor woman in her need. 

About five or six days after this conversation, as I was 
returning to my lodgings rather earlier than usual, when I 
reached a lonely part of one of the side streets, a woman 
spoke to me. This was an event of frequent occurrence, and 
it was my invariable practice to respond with a cheerful 

good-night,'* and pass on. For, however vicious people 
may be, they are still human beings. Something, however, 
in the tone of the woman's voice arrested a closer attention, 
and awakened my interest in an unusual degree. I had no 
sooner bidden her good-night, than she turned from me, 
exclaiming, No, no, I didn't mean it,'^ and hastened away. 
The slight glimpse I had got of her face by the aid of the 
moonlight (she was standing in the shadow) revealed 
the speaker to me. I t was Mrs. Brownell. So hurrying 
after her, I cried, ^'Stop, stop, Mrs. Brownell, I want to 
speak to you ; stop." She stopped, and when I came up 
with her, cried, Forgive me, sir, but they are starving, 
and little Eobby's dying; I wouldn't do it, only for them." 
The poor woman was trembling and crying. *'You were 
quite right, my dear Mrs. Brownell," I said, appearing 
not to understand her, you were quite right to 
stop me ; of course I will help you. I wish only you had 
come to me sooner. Come," I said, laying my hand on 
her arm, tell me all about it. I have been looking for 
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you, and so, too, lias Mr. Grately. We have been very 
mueli concerned about you.'' 

Oh, sir, don't tell him; I only did it for them. I would 
rather die than live, only for my children ;" and she burst 
out afresh, sobbing. I walked on with her in silence a little 
way, until she grew calmer, and then heard her tale of 
suffering. I gave her three or four shillings, all I had 
in my pocket, and, noting down her address, said I 
would ask a lady to come and see her in the morning, or 
come and see her myself. "Don't, sir," she said, beseech-
ingly, " don't tell her." To this request I made no reply, 
for it passed rapidly through my mind that Mrs. Benson 
would understand and sympathise with her the more if 
she knew all. After leaving her, I went on my way 
to my lodgings, feeling elated at my discovery, and yet 
penetrated with shame by the revelation of the manner 
in which our sisters are degraded and cast under foot 
by the pressure of poverty. 

C H A P T E R X Y I I . 

ALAS ! POOR EOBBY ! 

I PAID a very early visit to Winchester Square, and 
informed Mrs. Benson of my midnight experience—telling 
her everj^thing. She was shocked that such things could 
happen in a Christian country, in the midst of numbers of 
people ready to help the unfortunate. 
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How shocldiig! to get food for her starving children, 
and one of them dying! Yet there's something almost 
noble in it, mistaken and dreadful as it is. I will go at 
once, and do all I can for them.'* I handed her a 
small sum of money, and promised more. 

Oh," she said, ' ' I can get help from several people, as 
well as from the parish funds, for such a case." 

May I call in the afternoon and hear your report ? " 
Of course, of course," the answered. I will take with 

me something for the poor sick child." And she hastened 
away to prepare it. 

In the afternoon, at three o^clock, I called again, and 
received Mrs. Benson's report. She was a woman of tendei 
sympathies, as the reader has learnt, but was possessed oi 
fctrong common-sense and good business method. She told 
her tale in a plain unvarnished way. 

*' They had nothing in the house, except some old 
bagging; all their clothes, except their underclothing, had 
been pawned for food. She gave me the pawn-tickets. The 
poor things had had nothing to eat for forty-eight hours; 
not even the sick child, who is, I fear, dying; you know 
what the nights have been. I took the things out of pawn 
immediately, and got them coals, blankets, and warm 
nourishing food; I also sent for Dr. Newton to attend 
the child. He says he does not think he can possibly live, 
as he is so low for want of food and proper attention. 
There, that's shortly the state of the case. She is full of 
gratitude to you, and cannot sufficiently express her thanks 
for the help you have sent her. It is the most pitiful case 
I have ever known. It is strange that our lot is bound up 
in some way with this woman's; and,, like you, I could not 
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help noticing her likeness to Mrs. Smithson. Singular that 
people so differently placed should be so much alike. Sho 
is almost like an elder sister. But I hope to learn more 
of her presently. Poor thing, she will require some time 
to recover. The poor children looked so thin and worn. 
Oh, it's heart-breaking that such things can be in God's 
world! ' 

The sj^mpathetic reader will understand that to a young 
man of six or seven and-twent}^ whose experience of life 
was limited, such a case as the one I am describing was 
deeply interesting ; and will not regret that I dwell upon 
it with some particularity. I thought it would be kind 
to Mrs. Brownell if I looked in, to ask after Eobby; so 
the next day I called, and saw that the condition of the 
Brownell family was fairly comfortable. A bed had been 
bought, a small table, and a chair or two; a small piece of 
matting put upon the floor, and Bobby's surroundings 
were made comfortable. The woman was full of gratitude 
and apologies. Fearful of seeming to intrude myself too 
much upon her, I stayed only a short time, and left her 
with' a few words of sympathy, for it was evident to me 
that the child would die. 

Oh, sir, do jou. think there's any hope ? she asked, 
tearfully. 

He's very ill, Mrs. Brownell, but then he's young, 
and he has the best attention and care, and all that is 
required for his comfort. Let us hope for the best." 

On Friday afternoon I called at Winchester Square 
on my way into town. Mrs. Benson gave me a bad 
account of Hobby. The doctor had said that there was 
no hope. 

I 2 
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While we were talking the servant came in to say that 
the two children of Mrs. Brownell were at the door. 

Oh, ma'am, Eobby's dying, and wants to see the 
kitten," was the simple and touching message which they 
brought. 

The kitten was straightway packed off by the little 
suppliants, with many instructions from Margaret and 
Sybil as to his care ; a message, pencilled on Mrs. Benson's 
card, was sent off to the doctor; and she herself prepared 
to go round to the alley where they lived. 

^̂  If I may, I should like to go with you." 
To this proposal she readily assented. When we 

reached the room it was evident that the child's days were 
numbered. He was lying on his mother's bed, the little 
kitten curled up upon his breast, and folded by his 
arms; his eyes were closed. His mother leant over him 
watching the flickering life of the dying child, and 
weeping eorely. The father, who had come home that 
morning, was seated in a chair, shading his eyes (his 
tears falling silently). He had come home to see his little 
favourite die, and knew that he was in a sense responsible 
for what he saw. The other children moved about 
quietly and tearfully, knowing that the awful Presence 
was in their midst. Mrs. Benson took her place by the 
side of the bed, and proceeded to give the little sufferer 
a spoonful of chicken broth, watched by the mother with 
mournful gratitude. Eobby's eyes unclosed to receive 
the nourishment, and then murmuring, Titty, Titty," 
he folded his little arms more closely round his playfellow, 
who lay quietly, and closed them again. 

The heavy breathing gave tokens of the progress of 
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the terrible inflammation, and apprised us that the end 
M as near. One long sigh, and tlie opening of his eyes, 
which fell upon his 'mother's face, and the little sufferer 
was gone, entered within that mysterious veil which 
hides so much from our anxious questioning. The tears fell 
from Mrs. Benson's eyes as she closed those of the child, amid 
a wild burst of grief from the stricken mother and the 
wail of the children who stood round. The doctor drove 
up when all was over, but had he been present he could 
have done nothing. The case had long since passed 
be^ ond the roach of human skill. 

ho said to me, as he drew on his gloves, 
see lots of such cases—dozens." 

' 'Dozens," Mr. Grately had sa id ,scores ," and if they 
wero multiplied by hundreds the whole yearly tale would 
not bo told. 

As we w^alked back sadly, Mrs. Benson said, " I f we 
could oiily see all the sufferings of one day, if our ears 
w êre keen enough to hear every wail that goes up to 
heaven, and if our hearts retained their sensitiveness, life 
would be unbearable. The whole creation groaneth and 
travaileth in pain together; and yet there is One that 
sees all, hears all, and He forgetteth not the complaint 
of the poor. But I often feel inclined to ask. How long, 
0 Lord, holy and true, dost Thou not judge the earth? 
0, I fear our sins will be visited upon our childrcu. May 
heaven forbid 1 " 

To this I felt impelled to say a fervent Amen* 

y 
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C H A r T E E X V I I I . 

THE HEART OF SOCIETY. 

M R S . BENSON'S sympathy was of an energetic kind, and 
expressed itself in an endeavour to materially improve the 
position of the poor family so painfully bereaved. Her 
efforts to console the afflicted mother were incessant, and 
frequent visits were paid to their wretched home, now 
assuming a more comfortable appearance. Meeting me 
after one of these, she said: 

so glad to see you. I have had a long talk with 
our poor friend, and she has told me her sad story. She 
is the daughter of a small farmer in Wiltshire, named 
Routh. Their mother—for there was a second daughter 
—died when they were children. The elder sister went 
into service in a respectable family. She married, before 
she was twenty, a young labourer, her present husband, 
whose wages were only ten shillings a week. On my 
expressing my surprise at this imprudent step, she 
answered, * I daresay it was a mistake, ma'am; but 3'ou 
see he wanted me and I liked him. I t would be better if 
we could see all the misery beforehand not to marry. Bat 
then, ma'am, I shouldn't have had Mary and Sarah and 
Tom, and—and—poor Eobby.* Of course, poor thing, 
this reminded her of her loss, and she broke down. After 
awhile she was able to go on with her story. On hot* 
father's death the farm, which her husband was to have 
had, parsed to another tenant, work became scarcer and 
their lot harder, after the birth of her eldest child, Mary; 
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and so, like many others, they migrated, with hopeful 
hearts, to great London, where they have simply been 
absorbed and lost. After a time they settled down in 
Whitechapel at mattress-making, and there they have 
lived till now. She wishes that they had never left the 
country and its green fields. This explanation confirms 
what we heard from Mr. Grately at Lord Hopfield's. Times 
were bad for the farmers; they could not meet their heavy 
rents—heavy because the charges upon land are so many ; 
and the labourer's lot suffered with that of the poor tenant. 
Hence they came to London." 

'' And what became of the elder sister ? " I asked. 
Oh, she was servant in a clergyman's family for a 

time, and after the father's death she got a place in 
London, where she too was swallowed up. Her sister 
heard no more of her; this is twelve years ago, and she 
may be dead. She was very much attached to her, and 
has named her eldest daughter after her. I remember 
she told me that." 

Nor did Mrs. Benson's efforts end here; she mYide many 
of her friends pay tribute for the benefit of the poor 
family. One incident in connection with her canvass was a 
notable one. She was calling, she said, on Lady Hopfield, 
when Mrs. Smithson was present. So she told them the 
story of this family, and solicited their assistance. Mrs. 
Smithson was much interested, and asked a number of 
question about Mrs Brownell. 

'' What is her name ? " was one of them. 
Brownell,'* replied Mrs. Benson. 

I mean her christian name." 
I don't know; probably Sarah, for her eldest 
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daughter is named after her own sister Mary, and her 
second, Sarah, was probably named after herself/' 

never saw Mrs. Smithson so much moved. She 
immediately promised me a subscription, which she would 
send, and do you know she actually sent me ten pounds, 
and told me that she would at any time be glad to help 
me in this way in my benevolent work. She is, you see, 
a kind-hearted woman, despite her hard opinions. We 
often misjudge people ; and she insists that her name is 
not to be known to anyone, or she would be bothered out 
of her life. There, now, Mr. Graham, that's something 
pleasant to think of." 

"With the kind and generous help thus obtained, the 
condition of the family was much improved. Nor did Mrs. 
Benson's active benevolence end here. She got a maid's 
place for the eldest v irl—for she was tall for her age—with 
one of her friends, in order that she might be trained for 
domestic service. 

The husband had, as Grately feared, begun to go down 
hill, and although the pace was checked, yet the descent 
went on, slowly at first, but accelerating in speed after a 
time. But of this we shall unhappilj^ hear more. 

The experiences that I have related were like the opening 
of a door to me. They had shown me something of the 
reality of the sufferings and sorrows of the poor; and 
through that open door I saw stretching away, in almost 
infinite perspective, a region of hopeless human misery. 

After this I began to look upon the agitations that 
abounded in London with sympathy. Even the political 
agitator's career assumed a different aspect to me. He 
was personally often highly objectionable, trading upon 
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the necessities of his class, but their urgent necessities, 
their crjdng wrongs, justified his existence, although not 
hi« methods. But I felt it is human to err. If only the 
methods were right, the remedy would not be so far to 
seek. 

CHAPTER X I X . 

ANOTHER DINNER-PAllTY : THE WORKING MAN, AND HOW TO 
mrROVE HIS CONDITION. 

TEN years have passed since the events last recorded; 
ten years of ceaseless agitation, of varied and fruitless 
effort. The condition of the poor became yearly more 
trying and depressing ; the efforts of public and political 
agitators became yearly more wild and revolutionary. 
Again I was dining at Lord Hopfield's, and some of our 
former acquaintances were present, with some persons that 
are new to these pages. Among the former were Mrs. 
(now Lady) Smithson and her husband, still M.P. for a 
city constituency, the Eev. Arthur Gratel} ,̂ Mr. Granvers, 
the Assistant Commissioner of Police, and the Eev. Wilfrid 
Dunstan, with whom we have but a slight acquaintance, 
but whom wo are destined to know more intimately. 
Among those new to these pages :—Lady Lilias, daughter 
of the Earl of Twickenham, a j^oung lady of beautiful but 
sad face, her father the Earl, and several others who need 
not be particularly mentioned. 

^'Do you t h i n k , s a i d the Earl, addressing Lord 
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Hopfield, ** there's any chance of the Land Bill passing 
the Lower House ? 

*'Not the least, as far as I can judge/* that gentleman 
replied; but if it does, T trust you will make short work 
of it in the House of Peers." 

That we certainly will. It was an extraordinary idea 
of the mover that the law of Settlement is merely the law 
of entail under another form; and that entail exists in 
reality though not in name." 

Y e s ; b u t i t w a s a m e r e argumentum adpopulum. B u t 

if the law of Settlement were repealed, I do not see in 
what way the working man would benefit by the change. 
Landlords less able and less willing to assist them would 
still remain, and the lot of the labourer would be harder. 
The last state would be worse than the first." 

Arthur," said Lady Hopfield, turning to her cousin, 
has a strong opinion upon that point, haven't you, 

A r t h u r ? " 
I certainly have," responded Mr. Grately, " and I 

wish I could get your husband, Cicely, to look at the 
subject from my point of view." 

Well, here I am, willing to be taught; fire away," said 
our host, good-humouredly. 

' ' I have very little hope of seeing a change in my 
life-time (even though I should make a convert of 
3-ou), for the sentiment in favour of a landed aristocracy 
is so powerful in England. It has been said that landlord-
ism finds here a congenial home. People anxious to be of 
social importance think that the possession of a landed 
estate is a passport to that distinction, and this tendency 
streugthens ihe existing instinct. It is thought, too. 
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that to hunt over an estate is absolutely necessary to the 
maintenance of healthy Engl ish instincts. L i t t l e do such 
people th ink, i f i t be true, how few people have oppor-
tun i ty to possess these healthy Engl ish instincts. The 
sentiment is a formidable barrier to the desired reform 
and the breaking up of great estates.^' 

Heaven fo rb id ! " exclaimed the Eev. AVilfr id Dan-
stan, that our lawmakers should ever sanction so 
revolutionary a proceeding. The existence of the nobi l i ty 
and gentry is necessary to the development of the Engl ish 
character. They are objects, not only of admiration, 
but of imitat ion, and thus their existence tends to the 
ennobling of the average Englishman. A nobi l i ty without 
estates would be an anomaly. The whole class would 
tend to the level of tradesmen and dealers. Now, the 
Great House i n the county is the rendezvous of a l l good 
society, and f rom i t radiates a generous hospitality. The 
nobi l i ty and the gentry of England are the bulwark of the 
Church, and stand between the Crown and revolution." 

A very important sentiment," said the Earl . 
** A n d one I fear that w i l l long hinder the settlement of 

the people on the land," interposed Grately. 
' ' "Wel l , " said Lo rd Hopfield, suppose I concede the 

desirabil i ty of repealing the law of Settlement, I can't see 
i n what way this w i l l benefit the work ing classes, or even 
the farmers. Somebody else w i l l buy their estates, and 
another great land-owner w i l l take the place of the here-
di tary one. I n what way w i l l the farmer and his labourers 
be benefited by a mere change of landlords?" 

' ' I am not at a l l sure that the estates would pass into 
the hands of another great land-owner; on the contrary, 
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I tliink it highly probable that the land would pass into 
the hands of the actual cultivators of the soil." 

'' Now, to take an actual case," said the Earl. There's 
the estate of the Marquis of Elsford. He is anxious 
to get authority to sell, but to whom ? To a wealthy 
brewer, who is ready to give him, it is said, a million and 
a half for his 90,000 acres." 

^'That might happen in a particular case; but it does 
not follow that it would be a type of all cases, if land trans-
actions were unfettered. Even in the particular case the 
Earl mentions, the Marquis might find it to his advantage 
to cut up his estate into small farms, say of 300 acres 
each, and put them into the open market. There are 
hundreds of people, aye, thousands, in London and 
elsewhere, who have saved a little money, and would like 
to invest it in land, on which they and their families could 
live, and which they might cultivate; and even of the 
farmers, there are many who have saved money, and 
would like to own their farms if they had opportunit3\" 

' ' AVell, suppose the landlord to be extinguished, what 
is to become of him ? That^s an important question," said 
the Earl. You would not surely desire to ruin him ? " 

Here I ventured to remark, do not th nk he would 
necessarily suffer. Let me supj)ose a case—suppose an 
estate of 20,000 acrcs. This would be let, say for £20,000 
or £25,000 a year." 

' 'Ear too high, far too high," said the nobleman. 
The necessary charges on this would amount to at least 

£5,000 a year, so that he cannot rely upon an income of 
more than £20,000 a year ; and that, as Lord Twickenham 
says, is a high estimate, under existing circumstances. 
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Now, in the event of his determining to sell, were it in 
his power to do so, he would receive, say, £400,000— 
twenty years' purchase. This sum invested in the Colonies 
at 5 per cent, would bring in a certain £20,000 a year, 
and the owner would be protected from the chances of 
political agitation, and he would no longer be obnoxious 
to a large number of his fellow-countrymen.'* 

There is something in that ," said Lord Hopfield ; but 
in w^hat way would the farmer benefit by becoming the 
actual possessor of his farm ? Eonts are low enough at 
present, and yet he cannot live.*' 

Allow me," I continued, *Uo put before you some 
figures that recently came into my hands—a small farm 
of 300 acrps, let for 30s. an acre, with about £100 charges 
paid by the landlord. The landlord received a clear 
£350 a year. Suppose the farmer to give £25 an acre 
for the farm, the price w^ould come to £7,500. The 
yearly value of this sum in this country on such security 
would be £225 a year. Add to this the hundred pound 
charges which the farmer would now pay, and he would 
gain by the transaction a clear £25 a year. So that it 
w^ould pay him, even under the circumstances supposed, 
to become the owner of his estate, and the probability is 
that he would obtain it for much less than the amount 
supposed." 

^'But even if he gets his farm, I see little hope of 
his making it pay, a result that is essential to both his 
own and his labourers' improvement. Can you show us 
how this is to be achieved." 

I will try," said Mr. Grately. First, I would reduce 
the charges on land; laud is too heavily burdened ; it is 
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weighted with numerous taxes that ought to be distributed 
over other portions of the commuuity, and thus the cost 
of production is enhanced." 

don't see how this is to be remedied," replied 
Lord Hopfield. ** If you can devise a sj^stem of taxation 
that .will lighten the burden of the landlord you will 
deserve well of your country." 

When the land passes to the farmer there will be 
less difficulty in reducing the charges on land, so let us 
leave the landlords out of account. Taxation is needed 
in order to maintain the army aud the navy—the defensive 
forces of England; to pay the police, and to maintain the 
justiciary" ("And to pay interest on the National Debt," 
interjected Lord Twickenham). " The National Debt was 
contracted in the defence of Great Britain, and the exten-
sion of her territory; and the interest may justly be 
regarded as a portion of our defensive expenditure. For 
all these purposes we need, in round numbers, about 
£80,000,000 a year. Now let me ask, ' Why do we need 
an army, a navy, police, magistrates, and judges?* For 
the protection of life and property; chiefly for the pro-
tection of property. Then it is a matter of simple equity 
that property shall pay the cost of its own protection." 

That is fair enough," assented Lord Hopfield. 
**The property so needing protection is worth at this 

moment something like eleven thousand millions sterling." 
How much ? " exclamied the Earl. 

*'The accumulated savings of this country must be 
about eleven thousand millions, land included ; land, 
houses, scrip, shares, notes. Consols, ships, railways, 
factories, coal mines, etc., which go to make up the whole 
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of the property' wliich demands protection, may be valued 
at the amount I have stated. One penny in the pound 
would yield a vast sum amounting to £44,000,000 a year; 
and if the value of the property demanding protection in 
other portions of the empire were included, an equal sum 
would be realised from them, and such a tax would be 
paid, not by the poor, or by those seeming to have, but 
by those who actually have; and they could therefore pay 
the light tax demanded of them for the protection of their 
property—all that remained to them after the payment of 
their just debts or liabilities." 

*'Why, such a change in the incidence of taxation 
would be little less than a revolution." 

** The tax is equitable, and conforms to the fundamental 
law of taxation ; it reaches those who can afford to pay." 

But how could we ascertain the property-holders ? " 
asked Lord Hopfield, reflectively. 

**A11 property is held by some title. All such titles 
might be registered, not being legal till they were so 
registered; and then returns from all public companies, 
made triennially or oftener, would enable the Government 
to estimate the actual possessions of any propertj^-holder 
in the country, and to check the personal returns by 
mutual comparison. Land would then only bear its fair 
share in the cost of governing the country; such a tax 
would be George's one tax, with a difference, a difference 
which equity demands. Land could be leased at lower 
rents, having lighter burdens, and the farmer conld 
produce at a lower cost, and comjDete successfully with 
foreign production." 

There may be something in it, Grately; but it 
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requires th ink ing over. Please go on ; I am deeply 
interested in your ideas, and would l ike to hear how your 
scheme, i f carried into effect, w i l l benefit the labourer, the 
class we are anxious to benefit." 

** Then let me suppose the farmer to bo the owner of his 
farm. H e w i l l be, on this supposition, l i v ing on and 
cult ivat ing hi^ own land. Where there was one pro-
prietor, to revert to the case of the Marquis of Elsford, 
there are now three hundred proprietors. This is an 
immense gain to the neighbourhood. More money is 
expended in the place i n consequence. The children of 
the farmer, now the owner, assist i n the cult ivation of 
the farm, which is cultivated to the greatest advantage; 
so as to b r ing for th abundantl3^ There w i l l bo increased 
returns f rom the farm. I may assume that this increase 
w i l l exceed £100 a year i n each case. That is, there w i l l 
be £30,000 a year more to expend on the e s t a t e m o r e 
labourers can be employed, more people w i l l be required 
to minister to their increased wants ; and these, again, w i l l 
give additional employment. Of course, these advantages 
w i l l come shortly, a l l too shortly, I fear ; but they w i l l 
come certainly. A n d the tendency ci tyward w i l l be 
checked." 

* 'Yes; and the moment you wi thdraw Englishmen f rom 
London to the prosperous country, they w i l l be replaced 
by foreigners f rom Germany, France, I t a l y ; even the 
Chinaman is f inding his way here. So we shall lessen 
the poverty of Englishmen, only to be confronted w i t h 
that of the foreigner. Even i f I concede your argument, 
how do you propose to deal w i th this problem? " 

' ' A l a s ! " replied Mr . Grately, ' 'one is reminded that 
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the wliole world is kin, and that if one member suffer 
all the members suffer with it. But it is our first duty to 
take care of our own; and, although I am not prepared 
to advocate the restriction of immigration, yet I would 
suggest that we have a remedy by that means. Prosperity 
can only be assured and rest upon a solid basis by the 
concurrent improvement of the whole world.'' 

^̂  And that/' said Mr. Dunstan, " shows the impossibility 
of the thing. The problem is an insoluble one, and 
was intended to be so, like so many others. This world 
is only the training place for another; poverty is one of 
the conditions—the necessary conditions. As there are 
king, lords, and commons in the State; bishops, priests 
and deacons in the Church—equally of divine appointment 
so there must be upper, middle, and lower classes. Even 
in heaven there are angels, archangels and Deity; and 
in ourselves body, soul, and spirit. While society is so 
constituted there will always be poor, and if only everyone 
would do his duty in the state of life where it has pleased 
God to place him, there would be less suffering and more 
happiness." 

The analogy did not touch the argument, yet it served 
the purpose of one, by withdrawing our attention from the 
point at issue, and so was a conversational triumph for Mr. 
Dunstan. 

" We ladies have been very attentive, and I suppose 
we may now offer an opinion upon the subject. What do 
you say, Lady Smithson ? " 

Oh, I would say if the poor of our cities can be 
withdrawn from the miseries of London by putting them 
upon the land, put them upon the land.'' 

K 
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'^Mary," exclaimed her husband, ^'how can you be so 
absurd ? You know that their condition is due to their 
improvidence—early marriages among the number. How 
often have I heard you say so." 

' 'Yes, my dear," she replied. " I think a good deal oi 
it is due to such improvident marriages ; but their miser-
able surroundings are responsible for a good deal ô  
their improvidence. Don't you think so. Lady Hop-
field?" 

^^You must know, Sir James, that your wife and I 
are converts of dear Mrs. Benson, and although I don't 
go quite so far as my cousin in wishing to see such 
sweeping changes, yet I would be glad to see the cultivators 
of the soil more closely identified with it." 

' 'You have not said a word, Granvers," remarked 
Lord Hopfield, turning to him. 

" N o ; but I can assure you I have listened with 
profound attention. I am neither a politician, nor an 
economist, nor a parson; I'm only a simple policeman, 
and see, as you know, the seamy side of London life, 
and I have formed a very strong opinion on one point," 

" Let us hear it," said our host. 
"Well, it's this, that the sooner you politicians devise 

some means of relieving the pressure of London life the 
better for the whole of us. That is my opinion, formed by 
years of experience and observation in my professional 
career.'* 

"There's a great mysteiy here; please to explain, Mr. 
Commissioner." 

" I can't say whether there is more poverty now than 
formerly, but there's enough, God knows, to touch the 
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hearts and open the purses of tlie benevolent; but I am 
sure that there is more crime than formerly, only many 
things that were formerly regarded as criminal are now 
winked at and treated with greater leniency. I am not 
complaining of this greater leniency. It is due, in part, 
no doubt, to increased sensitiveness to the sufferings of 
mankind. But there's plenty of bad blood about, and 
plenty of fierce and foolish speeches are made. We are 
sitting upon the edge of a volcano, which may flare up at 
any moment. Or if the gentlemen prefer if, we are 
walkiflg about in a powder magazine, carelessly smoking 
our pipes. The number of unemployed is large, of roughs 
and loafers greater, and a still larger number of vicious 
and criminal, and nearly all have emancipated themselves 
from religious influences • and restraints. There is an 
indictment for you! And if only they knew their strength, 
and had competent leaders, not all the police of London 
and the soldiers to boot could cope with them. Let me 
give you an illustration of the kind of teaching that's about. 
I recently attended, professionally of course, a great mass 
meeting, during the recent strikes, and heard a speech of 
great power, which contained such figures of sj)eech as 
this :—'I would cheerfully,* said the sj)eaker, ^ cut the 
throats of the whole of the aristocracy of England. Better 
that a few thousands should die than that a whole nation 
should starve.' And this sentiment was cheered to the 
echo by six thousand people." 

Horr ib l eexc la imed several. *'Why did you not 
arrest him ? " 

^^Because this is England, ladies. But I had a talk 
with him. He is a well-educated man, was at one of 

K 2 
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our universities, and is therefore intelligent. I took the 
liberty of saying to liim, ^ Your speech to-night was cal-
culated to do great harm. You went near to incite these 
people to break the law.' " 

' ' ' Well, and why shouldn't I ? ' he replied. * The only 
way they'll ever get their rights is by taking them. Why 
should gentlemen be allowed to defy the law, and bo 
patted on the back, while the poor are locked up ? ' 

" 'The law,' I said, *is equally for the protection of 
both rich and poor.' 

'' ' Oh, that's all nonsense. Everybody, with half an eye, 
can see that that's all moonshine. Look at the cl-ergy. 
They break the law openly, and snap their fingers at the 
Queen's judges, and society patronises them, and prime 
ministers offer them preferments and bishoprics. Why 
should not those whom they are fond of patronising as 
their poorer brethren be allowed the same liberty? 
Whether you allow it or not, we intend to claim it, until 
we better our condition.' 

'' There, that will give you some idea of the kind of 
pabulum on which our London roughs are nourished." 

' 'The man was very ignorant and truculent; a 
thorough-going Protestant, of course," said Mr. Dunstan. 

" As I am," interjected Granvers. 
The clergy he referred to know no law but that of the 

Spirituality in the discharge of their duties. Spiritual 
things can only be explained by spiritual personages, 
specially enlightened by the Holy Spirit. When the 
Catholic Church speaks the clergy instantly obey. The 
secular courts have no authority to bind the conscience of 
the clergy." 
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Pardon me," said Mr. Grately, " I think the man was 
right in that particular. The clergy have set an example 
of lawlessness which is infectious. We are now reaping 
the fruits of their defiant attitude in Ireland, among the 
Dockers, and elsewhere. They openly, many of them, 
defy the judgments of the Queen's Courts." 

How can a court, such as the Privy Council, composed 
of unbelieving lawyers, decide what is the law of Christ's 
Church? The thing is absurd," retorted Mr. Dunstan. 

Excuse me if I differ from you. The law of Christ's 
Church, so far as it bears upon the clergy of the Church of 
England, is contained in the Prayer-book, which is a 
schedule of an Act of Parliament. The doctrines and 
ritual are contained in propositions, and when a question 
arises as to the meaning of these propositions, it is not to 
be solved by some spiritual sense, but by men skilled in 
the interpretation of documents. When any one's rights 
are in question, whether he be layman or cleric, Eomanist 
or Protestant, Churchman or Nonconformist, the ultimate 
appeal must he to the Queen, as the guardian of her 
people's rights." 

' ' A truce to theology, Arthur. We have had enough," 
said Lady Hopfield, rising ; an example which was 
followed by all—the ladies and the two clergymen passing 
out of the dining-room. 

After their departure Sir James Smithson remarked: 
The Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan would make a capital bishop; 

a man with such excellent ideas—and he is a great 
preacher, I hear." 

^̂  Yes," replied Lord Hopfield, reflectively; '' he's very 
eloquent, and has done a lot of work in the East-end. 
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Yes, lie would make a capital appointment, so cultured 
and sound ; but he's rather extreme, you know." 

This was said reflectively; for Lord Hopfield was a 
power in the ministry of the day. 

CHAPTEE X X . 

DOWN, EVER DOWN". 

MRS. BENSON was not, as the reader has inferred, at Lady 
Hopfield's. Since her husband's death, a year before, she 
did not go out. He, a quiet, kindly man, who encouraged 
his wife in her benevolent work, had been successful in his 
profession, with the result that his family was well pro-
vided for; and his widow, now ten years older, continued 
to live on in her comfortable home in Winchester Square, 
and devoted herself to benevolent work and the care of 
her daughters, now handsome young ladies ; Margaret, 
tall and straight, with grey eyes and fair hair; Sybil, 
petite like her mother, and almost as lovely as her 
mother must have been at her age. Mary and Sarah 
Brownell were imder the same roof as servants in the 
household. The sons followed their father's profession. 
I have not mentioned my old friend, Fred Burton, 
since we Urst met him; but he and I were still fast 
friends. I had introduced him to Mrs. Benson, who was 
pleased with his boyish humour and merry ways. l ie 
was still a Ivitualist, though not of the thorough-going 
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type—was rounding into a liberal Cliurcliman, and was still 
working in the East-end of London, but longing for a 
parish, of his own. 

He was successful in inducing Mrs. Benson to visit 
Father Fielding's parish and church, and to hear the Eev. 
Wilfrid Dunstan, with whose sermons she was delighted. 
His eloquence often beguiled her to take part in a service 
that was distasteful to her. She preferred, she said, lier 
own plain Church of England service, and her old-fashioned 
parson, who did not regard the new-fangled clergy with 
such favour, and complained that they were aggressive 
both in theology and manners, and lamented that the old 
character of the English clergy was changing for the 
worse. The Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan became, too, a visitor 
at Winchester Square. But I do not think Mrs. Benson 
was impressed by his personnel. She did not say this, but 
I thought I could infer it from her manner, and what she 
left unsaid. Still, as an East-end worker, he was wel-
comed to her benevolent house. Through the presence of 
Burton and Dunstan, other religious ideas than those 
which had found favour with the mother affected the 
children, and, through them, even Mary and Sarah ; Sybil 
and Sarah especially were enraptured with the dramatic 
and costumed service, as well as enthralled b}̂  Mr. Dim-
stan's eloquence. Mary, however, remained faithful to 
her old pastor, Mr. Grately, to whom she felt they owed 
so much. And he, I need not say, was always a welcome 
visitor at Mrs. Benson's. The day after the dinner at 
Lord Hopfield's I called on my way to town at Winchester 
Square, to have a chat with my old friend. The door was 
opened by Sarah Brownell—tall, dark, and really hand-
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some, i n her neat white cap. She bore a s t r ik ing resem-
blance to Lady Smithson, even though separated f rom her 
by th i r t y years of age. Bu t increased experience had 
taught me that extraordinary likenesses between mere 
strangers were not of unusual occurrence. 

Mrs. Benson was at home, and welcomed me w i th a 
quiet yet cheerful smile, as she sat i n her widow's dress, 
busied upon some piece of work, her once brown hair now 
showing streaks of silver. I to ld her of last night 's ta lk, 
and deeply interested her i n a report of the conversation, 
and the opinions of the various speakers. 

There is one th ing , " she replied, which is, I th ink, 
of more immediate importance than economic reform, that 
is the question of the public-house. I t is here that the 
poor waste their earnings, and inflame themselves for 
vicious indulgences and crime. The money that should 
go to the poor mother and children is spent i n this unholy 
traffic. I wish something could be done to diminish 
temptation f rom this source. There's the case of poor Mrs. 
Brownel l . He r husband, as you know, has gone f rom bad 
to worse ; and the fact that his children are earning some-
th ing that might add to the comfort of the household, is 
real ly i n his case an incentive to idleness and dr ink ; and 
yet his wife tells me that he was when they married, 
indeed for some t ime after he came to London, quite a 
sober man, and very industrious. I f he were only so now 
they would be quite comfortable, and she would be a 
happy woman. Do you th ink you might speak to h i m ? " 

I was afraid I could do no good i f I did, bu t promised 
to watch for an opportunity. 

On my way into town I passed the bye-street i n which 
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the Brownells lived, and thinking of Mrs. Benson's words, 
I turned into it, resolving to make a call upon Mrs. Brownell. 
She was a very different woman to-day from what she was 
ten years ago, hardly looking any older, for comfort and 
kindness had brought back her youth. The rooms which 
the family occupied were clean and sufficiently furnished, 
thanks to her benefactor's assistance, who received every 
year some £10, sometimes more, from Lady Smithson, to 
be expended upon the family. The poor woman expressed 
her pleasure at seeing me, and complained that my visits 
had been very rare. 

Yes," I replied, " I'm full of business, Mrs. Brownell, 
but I do not forget you. Your friend Mrs. Benson and I 
often talk of ĵ ou, and I sometimes have a chat with your 
girls about father and mother." 

is like an angel, sir; I owe everything to you 
and her. Oh, I don't know, if it had not been for your 
kindness, what would have become of me; I should have 
got worse and worse, and the children would have 
followed. But Mrs. Benson's kind sympathy pulled me 
back and made me strong to bear even more than sweet 
Eobby's death." At the recollection of her dead child 
her eyes filled with tears. ' "And the girls," she con-
tinued, "are so nicely placed, and Tom is doing well, and 
is so fond of his home and his sisters." 

At this moment a fine manly lad of sixteen threw open 
the door, crj'ing out, "How's the mother?" a grateful 
smile upon his face. " H o w do you do, s ir?" he said, 
when he saw me, lifting his cap. " I thought you'd be 
pleased to hear, mother, that I'm to have a rise of a 
shilling next week; and won't I buy something for you 
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and the girls! They're tlio finest girls in London, ain't 
they, sir ? " 

They are very nice-looking, Tom, and what is better, 
very good girls." 

'^That they are, sir. Good-bye, mother,said Tom, 
kissing her, ^'I'll be home at seven o'clock. "Where's 
father?" said the boy, lowering his voice. 

'' Out looking for work," responded the mother, in 
the same tone. 

Tom's face was shadowed for a moment as he hastened 
away. 

''Thank God for Tom," said the pleased mother; *'he 
makes up for the loss of the other. I sometimes think it 
was better for him to go, poor little chap, his death 
brought us so many kind friends. But I would so much 
like to see him again, sir, and to know what he is doing, 
if it was only for a moment." 

" Ah, you remember what David said?" 
' 'Yes, sir, yes, sir. shall go to him, but he shall 

not return to me.* I shall not be sorry, except for the 
children's sake, when I may go to him, for he was my 
baby, sir." 

When I reached the Strand, near Charing Cross I mot 
the husband. He was evidently in a bad way, and had 
been drinking. Down, down, always down. I recalled 
the words of Grately, years ago. He was driven by a 
fiend more terrible than those fabled of old, and found 
one waiting for him at every corner—indeed, every few 
yards. 

Here was my opportunity. " How are you getting 
on, Brownell ? " I asked. 
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"Yery badly, sir; can't get any work to do, every-
thing is overcrowded.'* 

^^Yes," I replied; have just seen your wife, and 
she told me you were out of work ; but I fear you make 
the difficulty greater by too many visits to the public-
house." 

The man's nature was inflamed by his drinking habits, 
and the lightest spark kindled it into a blaze. *^Who 
says I drink?*' he exclaimed; "and why shouldn't I 
take something as well as you gentlemen? What right 
has my wife to go complaining to you ?" he asked fiercely. 

She didn't complain at all, my good man; she said 
not a word, poor thing." Before I could finish my 
sentence he burst in with: 

" I don't want none of your interfering with my wife ; 
you keep away from there you're too often there; and," 
his own words had aroused him to a furious jealousy, 
"and you keep away from my wife; or," and he swore a 
terrible oath. 

I was shocked and disgusted at the man's coarse 
brutality, biit replied quietly, "You've got a good wife, 
Brownell, and good children; you should make yourself 
worthy of them," and turned away as he exclaimed ; 

"Ain't I worthy of 'em? I'll see about that." 
I saw him turn into the nearest public-house; and hero 

ho drank more, and still more inflamed his already violent 
nature. 

As I was returning homo rather late in the afternooD, 
and passing by the lane in which the Brownells lived, 
I saw a large crowd gathered about the doors, and people 
coming and going in hot haste. An undefined fear seized 
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me, and I hurriedly turned my steps in that direction. 
Pushing my way through the dense crowd, I reached the 
door, which was guarded by a policeman who kept the 
crowd back. My inquiries elicited from him that a murder 
had been committed; the husband had killed his wife— 
(my heart gave a great jump)—and after a desperate 
resistance had been arrested. 

**What is the name?" I asked, vainly hoping the 
terrible fear which seized me was groundless. 

Brown ell," replied the man, shortly but respectfully. 
' 'Keep back, if you please," and he waived off the 
crowd. 

*'The man had been drinking," added he, ' 'but knew 
what he was about. He's a bad lot, has been going to 
the bad for some time; an idle, loafing fellow." 

Dead! and by the hand of her husband! Only an hour 
or two since she had spoken so hopefully about the 
future, and yet with what seemed a prescience of coming 
death. 

To say that Mrs. Benson, to whom I carried the painful 
news without loss of time, was horrified, is to faintly 
describe her feelings. She was painfully grieved and 
much overcome; for she was really attached to her humble 
friend. She undertook to break the news to the murdered 
woman's children; and with kind solicitude thought of 
Tom, asking me to bring him to her house, that he might 
be with his sisters. Taking a hansom, I went at once to 
the shop in which the boy was engaged. I saw him 
actively busied with a customer, his bright, handsome 
face radiant with cheerful hope, for he was to have a rise 
next week, and his mother was to bo the first to share 



THE B E i t l S H EMPIBE!. 157 

in liis good fortune. I took his employer aside, receiving 
a cheerful smile of recognition from Tom as I passed 
him, and explained in a low tone my painful mission. 
The man was much concerned, and at once offered to 
release the lad. 

Calling Tom to him, he said, gravely, '' This gentleman, 
Tom, wants you to go with him; I'll attend to the 
customers. You need not come back to-night, and 
if you want a day or two's holiday, you may take 
it." 

The lad's face became at once anxious and foreboding, 
as if he instinctively felt that something serious had 
happened. 

*'Is anything the matter, sir? anything haj)pened to 
father?'^ 

*'Yes, my lad," I answered, thinking it best that he 
should so think. Yes, and Mrs. Benson wants to see 
you." 

The boy's anxiety lessened visibly, yet he looked grave 
and thoughtful. 

The question had referred, to his father but he was 
reall}' thinking of his mother. 

As soon as we had entered the hansom and were on our 
way to Winchester Square, I thought it well to prepare 
him in some measure for what was before him, so I said. 

The fact is, Tom, that your mother is seriously hurt, 
and I thought it well to bring you home." 

The boy's grief was infectious. 
'' What is it, sir ? Is she much hurt ?" 

fear she is," I said, laying my hand gently upon 
the boy's head. His grief burst out anew. 
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" Let me go to her̂  it's no use going to Mrs. Benson's. 
Is slie there? " 

I rex l̂ied, Mrs. Benson, your mother's best friend, 
-wished me to bring you to her, Tom, that's all that 
I can tell you." 

He at once acquiesced, and remained silent till we 
drove up to Winchester Square. 

The door was opened, not by Sarah, but by another 
servant, and I knew that the painful news had been 
broken to the daughters of the murdered woman. Here 
I left Tom, and departed to obtain further information. 
During the evening I received full particulars of the 
murder, and learnt that the wretched man was secured 
and in safe custody. 

C H A P T E E X X I . 

A TOUCH OF IŜ ATURE. 

Kap.ly the next day I went into Mrs. Benson's to make 
inquiries and consult with her. I learnt that the children, 
who were all in lier house, were prostrate with grief; 
Tom and Sarah particularly overcome—the latter hysterical. 
While we sat talking over the sad event, Lady Smithson^s 
carriage drove up to the gate, and the lady herself got out 
and walked hurriedly up the path to the house, her face 
blanched and tearful. I thought it best to withdraw, 
and leave the two ladies to meet alone ; so passing out the 
back way, I stopped to speak to the grief-stricken children 
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a few consoling words. Their grief broke out afresh, and 
that of Tom was pitiful to see ; for all his future (the future 
of an untried and hopeful lad) was wrapped up in his 
mother. 

I heard in the evening some particulars of Lady 
Smithson's visit. She entered Mrs. Benson^s sitting-
room, her face white and her cheeks tear-stained, and 
holding out the morning paper she had been reading, 
exclaimed : 

" Is this your friend ? Is it true ? " 
"Yes , " said Mrs. Benson, sighing heavily, "too true, 

too true." 
" Oh, how shocking! I had got to quite take an interest 

in her, poor thing; and the children, what has become 
of them?" 

" They are here with me." 
" I n this house?" exclaimed the lady. "How kind 

of you ! May I see them ? " 
Mrs. Benson thought it better not to disturb them at 

present; so her visitor did not press her request. After 
a long talk, in a quieter frame of mind, Lady Smithson 
said she would like to see the body of the murdered 
woman. She had never seen a dead body; and Mrs. 
Benson, to whom such sights were all too familiar, offered 
to accompany her. To avoid unnecessary observation, 
they thought it better to walk to the by-street. On 
reaching the rooms where the body of the murdered 
"woman lay, they found a policeman on guard, who, how-
•ever, admitted them to the room where lay the silent form 
in death. It was carefully laid out, all traces of blood 
(she had been struck in the heart) had been removed, 
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and tlie head was wreathed with white flowers, whiter 
even than the dead face; for life seemed to have 
retouched it as she lay in her white shroud. I need not 
say that all these compassionate and tender offices were 
from Mrs. Benson's hand and heart. 

Lady Smithson stood and looked long and earnestly on 
the sleeping face, which, even in death, had a look of 
her, touched her gently, and suddenly, as if moved 
by an irresistible impulse, stooped down and kissed her, 
saying, Sally," in low tones. Mrs. Benson's kind hand 
embraced hers as her tears flowed freely; and she whis-
pered, She was my sister." 

' ' I know," replied her friend, in the same tone, and not 
another word was spoken. 

Murder, unfortunately, is no uncommon thing, and 
although it alwa^^s attracts considerable attention, yet, 
unless invested with special characteristics, is soon for-
gotten. There was nothing unusual in the murder of a 
tried and patient wife by a drunken husband, and so tlie 
murder of Sarah Brown ell was only the talk of a day. 
The interest in it was revived again when the murderer 
was put upon his trial, and an abstract of the evidence 
published. His conviction was a foregone conclusion, 
and his sentence—the death sentence — followed as a 
matter of course. So, too, did his execution, although 
some flight effort was made, for the sake of his children, 
to get his sentence commuted. There was notliing really 
to bo said in favour of commutation except the fact of 
his having been drinking; and that was no excuse. 

Before the sentence was carried into effect, I, at Mrs. 
Benson's rcq[uest, and in accordance with my own feelings, 
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Baw Brownel l i n t l ie condemned cell. H e was deeply 
penitent, and acutely realised the shame and misery lie 
had brought upon himself and his children, de fe r r ing 
to his -wife, he said, " Oh, sir, she was a good wife to me 
and a good mother to the children. Bu t the cursed dr ink 
did i t . I loved my wife as dearly as anyone can love his 
wife, my children too, al though I was a bad father when 
I was on the dr ink. L i t t le did we th ink, Sarah and I , 
twenty years ago, when we first kept company down on 
the Wi l t sh i re farm, that i t would end in t h i s : she 
murdered by her husband, and me ending my days on 
the gallows. Please, sir, be k ind to the two girls, and 
give an eye to Tom. I ' d l ike to see them i f they w i l l 
come to me." 

I consulted w i t h Mrs. Benson about this request, and 
we agreed to recommend the children to see their father. 
They were permitted to see him, and took a pa infu l 
farewell of the wretched man the day before he was 
executed. 

Tom was apparently stupefied w i t h g r i e f ; nor d id he 
recover as t ime went on. One morning his sister Mary got 
a letter f rom him, te l l ing her that he could not remain any 
longer in London; that he was going to sea, i f he could 
get any captain to take h i m ; and that he would never 
forget her and Sally, to whom he sent his love, but would 
come back to England soon, and take them away to a new 
world. This was the substance of his letter. Mary never 
got another. I t had been Lady Smithson's intention to send 
h i m to school, and give h i m a good education, for he had 
plenty of abi l i ty, but her action had been delayed for 
necessary reasons. She and Mrs. Benson conferred 
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togetlier about the two girls, and agreed that as they were 
now grown up, they had better not be disturbed by a 
knowledge of their relationship to the former lady. She 
was still, although a kind-hearted woman, a woman of the 
world, and shrank from having herself canvassed by the 
gossips of the city. She made peace with her conscience, 
however, b}̂  presenting her nieces with her cast-off clothing 
and an occasional sovereign. 

CHAPTER XXII . 

THE REV. "WILERID DUNSTAW. 

INCREASING knowledge of the Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan did 
not improve my opinion of him. He was eloquent certainly, 
and had considerable ability of a kind, yet when I was in 
a position to test it, his knowledge was superficial. He 
had a way of putting his best fruit in his windows, and 
impressed people accordingly. But this perhaps we all do 
in some degree. My objection to him was of an undefined 
character, springing from an unformulated sense of the 
insincerity of his nature. l ie was all things to all men, 
except those whom he scornfully described as Protestants or 
Puritans. He was a pleasant man of the world, slightly 
restrained by clerical dignity, with young ladies, and won 
their hearts by his sweet condescension. He was a priest, 
a very Hildebrand among clergymen ; a statesman among 
politicians ; but he was the Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan with all. 



THE BRITISH EMPIRE. 1 6 3 

I was yet to see him in a new character with Mrs. Benson. 
He was in all respects a striking contrast to Fred. Burton, 
who was full of human sympathies, and withal bright and 
jovial in manner. Black coat or no black coat, he was the 
Fred. Burton of old, warm-hearted and impulsive; and was 
a favourite even with those who laughed at his opinions. 
He was as open as the day, and yet had some clerical 
reserve which sat incongruously upon him. Nothing was 
incongruous in the Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan. I was impressed 
by this on one occasion when I met him at Mrs. Benson's, 
where he was a frequent visitor, some months after the 
unfortunate event just related. While Mrs. Benson and 
myself were having a quiet talk about her late husband, 
in one part of the drawing-room, Mr. Dunstan was lightly 
chatting with her daughters in another, quoting for their 
benefit, Tennyson, Shelley, William Morris, and even 
Byron. Something from the Holy Grail was quoted— 

Sweet brother, I have seen the Holy Grail, 
For, waked at dead of night, I heard a sound, 
As if a silver horn from o'er the hills, , 
Blown." 

And this led to some talk about the holy nun by whom 
the Divine vision was seen. 

Oh, tell us," said Sybil, " about sisterhoods ; I should 
so much like to visit one and see the good sisters, and talk 
with them." 

V They are an association of devout women, under the 
sanction of the Church, who live together as one family 
under a reverend mother, and devote their lives to good 

L 2 
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works. Have you never visited a sisterhood ? I shall be 
pleased to get you an introduction to one." 

Mrs. Benson's attention was aroused, for she was very 
jealous for religious liberty, and held strong opinions about 
the sanctity of the ordinary duties of life. Mr. Dunstan 
continued: 

"They have much time for prayer and meditation and 
fasting, and attain to greater degrees of holiness than is 
possible under other circumstances." 

Excuse me, Mr. Dunstan," remarked Mrs. Benson, 
* but are not those other circumstances of God's appoint-
ment ? And may they not be the conditions under which 
we are to perfect our character?" 

"Yes, for some people, no doubt. All cannot become 
sisters; but the existence of a class of women, solemnly 
separated from the world, and devoted to good works, 
benefits even these. How much do we all owe to their 
perpetual sacrifice of prayer offered, even while the rest of 
the world is sleeping? And, sometimes exceptional degrees 
of holiness and privilege are reached. And that fact is an 
incentive to others to reach out after higher and better 
things. I knew of one saintly woman—a sister—who, after 
much fasting and prayer, had the privilege of seeing her 
Divine Lord. I t was beautiful to see her face." 

" H o w wonderful and glorious!" exclaimed Sybil; " i t 
was like a miracle." 

" I t was a miracle," replied the grave ecclesiastic. 
How charming to be a sister ! " she replied. 

" Y o u are a sister, Sybil, my dear, and a daughter too, 
and have a great many other sisters in the world around 
you besides Margaret. God has given us these relation-
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sliip?, they are of His appointment, and we need 
not doubt, therefore, that they if rightly used are really 
Divine agents in our improvement. To learn to do our 
part in the world as children, sisters, and friends; to 
bear the trials that come to us from the characters and 
tempers of those around us—this is God's own way of 
making us holy. If we take ourselves out of these 
relationships where He has placed us, and fly from the 
world to avoid its duties and trials, we are acting 
selfishly." 

^'You do not forget," said Mr. Dunstan, *'that He 
Himself has said that a man must leave his father and 
mother ; and unless a man hate his father and mother, 
his wife and children and friends, he cannot be His 
disciple.'* 

And if the love of our children and friends does com^ 
into conflict with His services, we must subdue it ; and 
when duty requires us to forsake them, we must obey. Dr. 
Livingstone did this, acting under high impulse. But 
Christ Himself lived in all the relations of life. He ate, 
drank, and accepted invitations to dinner, even to a party 
(the wedding-party); He lived a true human life, and 
did not, like John the Baptist, gain a character for 
sanctity, by separating Himself from the world." 

'*But He was Divine; that which was safe for Him 
is no example for us, full of infirmities as we are." 

But we do not lose these infirmities by forsaking 
the world. They still cling to us, and the divinel}'-
appointed means of correcting them—the relationships of 
life—are lost to us. Hence they often grow apace, as in 
the case of a Becket and many of the great ecclesiastics." 
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Oh, madam, that is mere Protestant history, which 
presents these great men in such an odious light.'* 

^̂  We must read ^ Clerical History,' " I said lightly, 
we would see the true and elevated characters of a 
Becket, Alexander YI., and the monks and nuns of the 
suppressed houses.'* Mr. Dunstan did not vouchsafe an 
answer to my remark. 

You would not, I am sure," he said, turning to Mrs. 
Benson, deny that the sisters are living unselfish lives, 
and are doing much good among the poor.'* 

Certainly not," she replied. People may live good 
lives under most adverse circumstances; but I believe it 
would be better for the women themselves—would correct 
their narrowness—and better for the world in general, 
if they brought their good influences to bear upon the 
world as mothers and sisters and friends. 

I would have everyone free : free to live in community, 
whether in sisterhoods or in family life; free to live in 
solitude. Each person must be free to form and develop 
her character according to her own deliberate opinions. 
But what I contend against is that solitude and sister-
hoods (which cut women off from healthy association 
with God-given relationships) furnish the conditions most 
favourable to usefulness and holiness. In my judgment 
the conditions most conducive to both are family and social 
relationships. They are of Divine appointment, and we 
may not lightly withdraw ourselves from them. The 
craze for a separated life is not Christian, although 
Christians may be, occasionally, carried away by it. Christ 
lived in the midst of such relationships, and lived His perfect 
life. The state of celibacy is not holier than the marriage 
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relation—is not so conducive to holiness as that relation; 
is on a lower level, and is lower toned than the family life. 
Experience confirms this opinion; history discloses in-
numerable and shocking evils arising from the violation of 
God's order; and they are of the essence of the system 
from which they spring. This is my deliberate opinion.'^ 

^'Do you know," I remarked, that I have sometimes 
thought it would be better for all if the clergy were not 
a class apart? although, in the Church of England, the 
separation is very slight, as they enter into family 
relations, and thus connect themselves with the rest of the 
world." 

^'Tliat, my dear sir, is rank Plymouthism. Every 
man with that sect is a minister, Tom, Dick, or Harry, 
and if it became universal, Christianity Avould die out of 
the world. The clergy are the Christian army, fighting 
the battles of Christ under their Divine leader." 

^̂  Experience has shown us, both in America and 
Germany, that citizen soldiers can give a good account of 
themselves; and so you may depend upon it would the 
Christian Church, even if ministers, as a separate class, 
Avere to come to an end. I am not advocating this, but 
think, if it were possible, the world would gain by the 
change." 

' 'The world would relapse into heathenism," said Mr. 
Dunstan, emphatically. 

' 'And yet," remarked Mrs. Benson, ' 'we are taught 
to look forward to a time when they shall no more teach 
every man his brother, saying, 'Know the Lord, for all 
shall know Him ' ; when the people shall be all righteous." 

"Yes, when that time comes, and not before, the 
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clergy will not be needed, and until then both clergy 
and sisterhoods are a necessity.'* 

Well, good men and women, and followers of Christ 
are a necessity, and for the sake of order it is well that 
suitable men should be set aj)art to conduct Divine 
worship and stir the hearts of the people to duty and 
worship and love." 

would like," said Mr. Dunstan, rising, speak to 
one of your maids, if I may ; I think her name is Sarah 
Brownell; I have seen her in church, and she has come to 
me for advice. She seems to be in trouble." 

^'Yes, poor child, she has been in great trouble ever 
since her mother's death ; she has never got over it. It 
is very kind of you. I will send for her. Perhaps you 
would like to see her alone." 

It is really very kind of Mr. Dunstan to speak to her. 
n o w keenly he interests himself in his people ! " 

^'IIow delightful it would be," said Sybil, be a 
sister ; and to be able always to be doing good! " 

Iler mother smiled. Yes, dear, but you are a sister ; 
and can always be doing, or trying to do good,' she added 
with a sigh. 

would like to be a motlier, like the dear good 
mother," said Margaret, kissing her mother on the 
forehead, and stroking her rapidly whitening hair. 

I am quite sure that Mr. Dunstan has no sister to 
compare with you. Only think of all you do, not only 
for us, but for the poor ; and yet no one praises the good 
mother; it's always the good sister, the good sister," 
exclaimed the girl lightly, caressing her mother. 

don't like the sisters' dresses, they are so horrid," 
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said Sybil, reverting to the conversation. ** But it must be 
a very holy life.'^ 

And do you think, my dear, that by merely changing 
your dress you change your nature ? Under the sisters' 
dress (which is not always horrid) the same infirmities 
and evil passions that are natural to the human heart may 
exist, and often do exist. Not long ago there was a great 
case in which your dear father was engaged, in which a 
woman who had been a nun brought an action against 
the reverend mother, as the superior is called, and a 
great deal of evidence was given by various persons 
connected with the convent, priests and nuns, and it all 
served to show that under the * narrowing nunnery walls,' 
supposed to shut out the world and its spirit, there was 
just as much bad temper and petty selfishness as in the 
world outside ; and sometimes indeed worse things occur. 
Many dreadful scandals have come to light, proving that 
human nature, evil human nature, is as strong within 
those quiet walls and under those thick veils as anywhere 
else ; indeed, when people take themselves out of God s 
order and all the disciplinary relations of life, such things 
are to be expected." 

^^But the Eitualists do a lot of work among the poor, 
don't they ? " inquired Margaret. 

" Some do, I daresay, for there are earnest men and 
women among all religions, and oven many of those who 
acknowledge none are earnest. They have a way of 
keeping themselves, as your father would say, in evidence; 
but publicity is not the same thing as work." 

' ' I know something about that," I said, laughing, ' ' for 
many paragraphs that never see the light come to me. 
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You remind me of the story of an able but eccentric Irish 
clergyman,who was one Oay discusshig with a friend the 
great work done by the Eitualists. ^ Well, you can't deny 
that they exercise a great influence, you hear of them 
everywhere.' ^ And,' said the Irishman, ^ do you ever hear 
of me? ' ^ No,'replied his friend, ^except of course in 
this place.' ^ Well, if I were to become a Eitualist, you 
would hear of me to-morrow all over England!' There 
are thousands of quiet clergymen whose names are not 
known beyond their own parishes, and tens of thousands 
of mothers and sisters, all over England, equally unknown, 
who are doing ten times as much benevolent work as all 
your fussy Ritualists and sisterhoods put together." 

' ' I agree with you," Mrs. Benson said, heartily. 
As I rose to leave, Fred Burton was announced, so I 

waited a few minutes longer. 
He came in with a rush, and after shaking hands in his 

cordial way, exclaimed, ' ' I 'm so glad to find you in, for I 
have tickets for one of our functions; I want you to come 
and bring your daughters; or if you can't come, to place 
them under my charge, for I am a staid fellow, you know, 
and I'll take them and bring tliem back safe and sound." 

The girls were delighted, and I left them settling the 
matter with theii* mother. 
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CHAPTER XXIII . 

SARAH 

8ome weelcs after this rather polemical conversation, I 
received, while at my somewhat late breakfast, a note from 
Mrs. Benson, asking me to call on her. 

The tone of the note was urgent, so concluding my 
breakfast, I hastened round to Winchester Square. I 
found her pacing her sitting-room anxiously. 

I am so thankful you have come, and am grateful to 
you for coming so promptly. I am greatly distressed ; 
Sarah has been out all night, and has not yet re-
turned." 

This was startling news, ; for we had known her since 
she was a child, and liad taken much interest in her. She 
with her sister had been treated like one of Mrs. Benson's 
family; so that her unaccountable absence was almost as 
shocking as that of one of her own daughters would have 
been. 

Sarah had gone out in the evening on some pretext, 
telling her sister not to be alarmed if she was late. 

myself," said Mrs. Benson, had gone early to bed. 
Mary sat up for her sister, and was startled, on looking at 
the time, to find it twelve o'clock. She then began to be 
alarmed, yet did not like to disturb me, thinking too that 
Sarah might return at any moment. So poor girl she 
passed the night in the greatest anxiety. It was only at 
seven o'clock this morning that I heard of Sarah's absence. 
Inr^uirios were made immediately at the houses of her 
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several friends ; but no explanation is forthcoming of her 
mysterious absence. So I took the liberty of sending for 
you, that I might advise with you as to the best course to 
be taken." 

I asked to see Mary, who came into the room pale and 
tear-stained, her eyes swollen with weeping. She was 
sure that Sarah had been murdered. I comforted her on 
this score, although I did not myself feel the confidence 
which my words expressed. While I was trying to elicit 
the names of Sarah s personal friends, a roll soon exhausted, 
for the sisters were more reserved than other girls of their 
station, the post brought a letter for Mary. It was in 
Sarah's hand writing, and was from her. It was very 
short and cautiously worded. 

D E A R MARY,—I am very happy. Do not trouble about 
me. I am sorry to give you pain, but you will be glad 
that I am happy. I would like to thank Mrs. Benson 
and the young'ladies for all their kindness.— Your affec-
tionate sister, Sarah." 

That was the whole of the letter. I looked at the post-
mark ; it had been posted in the City. Mary's first feeling 
was one of relief. 

^̂  She is alive then! " 
It was now apparent that the poor girl was entangled 

in some connection of a disreputable nature. Hence the 
secret of her late depression. So much I inferred from the 
terms of her short note. Mrs. Benson was even more 
distressed than at the thought of the girl's death, and 
resolved to make every effort to discover her. After 
talking the case over, I suggested that I might take Mr. 
Granvers into our confidence on the subject. To this course 
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ISfrs. Benson agreed. When I stated the case to Granvers, 
to which he listened carefully, he said : 

'^The girl has got entangled with some gentleman, 
probably a married man. Such things happen every day. 
It is from this class chiefly that the unfortunate class gets 
its recruits, and they cannot be fewer tlian two or three 
thousand a year in London alone. It will be extremely 
difficult to find her, for there is no place like London to 
hide in. But I will do whatever can be done, botli for 
the poor girl's sake and that of her mistress, whom I very 
much respect, and whose good works I know well. Has 
anyone a photograph of her ? " 

' ' Yes, I know Mrs. Benson had one." 
Well, let me have it, and I will see what can be done. 

Is anyone suspected ? " 

Who are her and her sister's friends ? " 
'' They have but few." 

Where did she go to church ? " 
Usually to Mrs. Benson's church, 8t. George's, but 

she knew no one attending there. Sometimes she wont to 
that of the Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan "—(so Father Feilding's 
Church was known). 

"Did she know anyone there?" asked the Inspector 
quickly. 

" I don't think so; but Mrs. Benson will inquire; per-
haps Dunstan can give her some information." 

' 'Did he know her?" 
' 'Yes ; he knew, too, that she was in some trouble." 

And I related the incident at Mrs. Benson's the last time 
I had met Dunstan there. 
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Something may come out of this," he remarked; " but 
we must be very careful with the Eeverend Wilfrid." 

Mr. Dunstan could throw no light upon the case, so 
lie wrote (being unable to call) in reply to Mrs. Benson's 
letter. Sarah had come to him in great trouble, and he 
had advised her; but what he had learned being under 
the seal of the confessional he could not reveal. He was 
deeply grieved for the poor girl, and sympathised with 
Mrs. Benson in her anxiety and trouble. 

^̂  A sympathetic letter; but I never heard of her going 
to confession. Strange! "What could have taken her 
there ; and why conceal the fact from me ? " 

There was something to be explained here. 
To her inquiries on this head Mr. Dunstan replied that 

he was not aware that Sarah had withheld the knowledge 
of the fact that she used the sacrament of penance. Of 
course he could not speak of it. 

'^That seems reasonable enough; and yet, knowing 
that I was in the place of her dead mother, it would 
naturally occur to him to talk with me about the course 
she was pursuing. Surely, if one of my own daughters 
should go to him to advise with him periodicalh^, it would 
be his duty to make me acquainted with the fact." 

Mrs. Benson felt very strongly on this point, and ex-
pressed herself in language of equal strength. ' ' Creeping 
into houses," she said, '4ike those of old, leading captive 
silly women, laden with divers sins." 

She expressed herself in this way in the presence of 
her daughters. Sybil's face coloured deeply, and she 
seemed uneasy, and left the room as soon as she 
could. 
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In tlio evening of tho same day, when licr motlier was 
alone, Sybil came to her, and said: 

have something to tell you, mother. Oli, Tni so 
sorry; I've been very wicked!" she exclaimed, throwing 
herself on her knees at her astonished mother's feet, 
and sobbing violently. 

Mrs. Benson was agitated by this outburst, but restrain-
ing herself, she softly smootlied the hair of the sobbing 
Sybil, and waited, saying, What is it, dear? There ! " 

The child's paroxysm exhausted itself; and she said 
in a low voice: 

I went to confession, and I am afraid that I took 
poor Sarah with mo, and—and She burst out 
again. 

Toll me all, my dear," said her mother, soothingly. 
And I felt so wicked." 

was wrong, dear, to take such a step without 
consulting me, but do not blame yourself too mucli. 
There is no harm done yet." 

0]i, I didn't mean that. Of course, it was wrong to 
do so witliout your consent, but Mr. Dunstan persuaded 
mo, and—and told me tliat a confession was mado to God, 
and should not be spoken about to anyone, not even to a 
parent. This quieted my conscience ; but I did not know 
how wicked I was until I went to him. It was as if ho 
opened a door whose existence I didn't even suspect; 
and then I saw my heart full of horrid wickedness; and 
the of toner I went, the more wicked I seemed to become. 
IIo put such searching questions." 

''Yes, dear, and those questions created tho very 
wickedness they revealed. Wo are all full of selfishness ; 
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and that selfishness may show itself in any particular form. 
By constantly dwelling-, in our thoughts, upon some 
particular form of evil, it grows and develops within us." 

But he said it was all forgiven, when I had told him 
all; but it got stronger and stronger; and had it not 
been for poor Sarah, I might have gone on, and got at last 
to be " here her words failed her. 

Iler mother replied, " The whole thing*, dear, is wrong, 
is not God's way. A wise and good man has said that for 
every look we take at ourselves, we should take ten looks 
at Christ. This is true wisdom. A man who wishes to 
paint a picture, or sculpture a likeness, studies the perfect 
form of that which he wishes to reproduce. If he lived 
among diseased and imperfect forms, his work would bo 
diseased and imperfect. A Christian wishes to grow like 
Christ, into a ^ perfect man'; and so he studies, contem-
plates Hini, not his own sinful heart. ^ Looking unto Jesus' 
is the Christian's motto—not searching into the dim and 
darkened recesses of his own bosom." 

Oh, I am so glad I have told you, mother! You 
forgive me, don't you ? 

' 'Yes, dear; and you will always take your mother 
into your confidence in future ? ' ' 

"Yes, yes, dear; and this is the last confession," she 
said, smiling in her tears, " that I will ever make, I hope." 

I need not say that this incident terminated the Eev. 
Wilfrid Dunstan's intercourse at "Winchester Square. 
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CHAPTEE XXtV . 

SUSPICIONS. 

T W E L V E months passed away bringing no tidings of the 
missing girl. Mrs. Benson was deeply affected by the 
failure of our efforts to trace her. The two sisters had 
been treated by her more as companions than servants; 
and, after the knowledge of their relationship to Lady 
Smithson, had been treated with even greater considera-
tion, and induced to improve themselves. 

Granvers had not, however, given up hope. He said 
to her, ' ' I have given the most careful attention to the 
case, and I am not without some hope that I have dis-
covered a slight trace that may lead to something; only," 
he added, the least whisper that I have one might lead 
to its loss—so, please, do not breathe a word to anybody 
—not even to your children." 

This he repeated to me with a like caution. About this 
time a paragraph appeared in one of the papers that the 
Government intended to appoint to a vacant bishopric a 
well-known and eloquent clergyman, who had laboured 
long and devotedly in the East-end of London. The 
allusion was obviously to the Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan; 
and the next morning he was specifically named as the 
probable reci2)ient of the honour. While sitting at break-
fast the same morning, I was surprised to receive a visit 
from Fred Burton, who had hardly entered-my room 
before' he asked, excitedly, 

' ' Have you seen that paragraph; ia it true ? 
M 
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'' To which of all the numerous paragraphs does your 
question refer ? " I asked. 

' 'About Dunstan," he replied. 
** Yes/* I answered ; I suppose it's true ; and you are 

•jubilant, of course." 
"On the contrary," he replied; think it would be 

the scandal of the age if it was made. It cannot be 
made: it shan't be made 1" he cried excitedly. 

' 'What does all this mean, my dear fellow ? " I asked 
Efrlously, for his energy surprised me. 

" It means that he's a scoundrel, and ought to be turned 
out of the Churph. I know what I know ; but for the 
Church's sake I have not spoken to a soul, not even to 
you. I am sure," he said in a lower voice, " that he 
had something to do with the disappearance of Sarah 
Brownell." 

It was my turn to get excited ; for Fred's words lighted 
up several isolated facts in Sarah's history and connected 
them. 

"But , " I said, *'you must be very careful, my dear 
fellow, for the Church's sake, if for no other reason. 
Things may look suspicious, and yet there may be nothing 
in them." 

" That's true, Graham, of course; but I have seen the 
girl coming out of his rooms at night. I met her one 
evening just before she disappeared." 

" Well, that proves nothing. She was in trouble ; and 
we know—he has told us—that she consulted him." 

Look here, Graham, I speak to you as njy oldest friend 
in London; and I tell you what I would not tell my own 
brother—or confessor even. I have heard confessions. 
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and I know something of their effect, even upon oneself. 
To hear from the lips of a beautiful woman a confession 
of guilty passion; to probe her by the aid of ^Dens,' 
*Liguori/ and other text-books inspired by them, as the 
'Priest in Confession,' until all her heart is laid bare 
before you, is, I assure you, worse than walking in pesti-
lent air. And only tlie mighty grace of God can keep one 
from falling under such circumstances. Many do fall, 
and drag their fair penitents deeper into the slough of 
passion and sin. I have often doubted whether the whole 
thing is not a mist-ike, and half resolved to wash my 
hands of it. Now, there is no clergyman more popular 
with women than the handsome and fascinating Dunstan; 
and, knowing him, you can judge whether his saintly 
character will stand him in good stead under the circum-
stances I have mentioned. I have had my suspicions of 
him for years; and he tried, too, to get hold of Sybil, 
and my tongue was tied; but I can stand it no longer; 
the thing shall not go on. But not a word of this to a 
living soul." 

' 'A l l professions, Fred, have their special temptations. 
Clergymen (like doctors), whether they hear confessions 
or not, are beset by moral temptations; it would be well 
for all concerned if the fact were more distinctly recog-
nised.'* 

Fred's suspicions startled me; yet I felt ready to accept 
them. His love for Sybil—for I knew he loved her— 
had roused him to speak; perhaps it had made him 
credulously suspicious. 

I resolved cautiously to sound Gran vers on the subject 
of Dunstan. The moment I mentioned his name he 
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got up, and closing the door of his room, said, Iho 
very man I suspect." " But why ? " I asked. AVel], 
you see, reports from all parts of London pass through my 
hands; and when a man is seen under certain circum-
stances, all tending one way, again and again, times with-
out number, one gets an uncomfortable sense that all these 
circumstances imply something, and that something, in 
the case of our friend, is not pleasant. But he is a 
cunning fellow, so I have to work like a mole; yet I have 
a trace, that is all that I can say." A few days later 
another name was announced for the vacant bishopric, and 
to the possessor of this name the bishopric was given, 
much to the disappointment of the Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan's 
friends, and,' I suspect, greatly to his own chagrin. 

C n A P I E R X X V . 

ABOUT a week after my talk with Granvers I was surprised 
to receive an early visit from him, and anticipated news of 
Sarah Brownell. 

You are right, Graham; I have news of the girl, 
I believe. One of my scouts saw her a few days ago, at a 
house in St. John's "Wood. He was quite certain that ho 
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recognised l ier—for l ie had her photograph—going into 
the place. To make assurance doubly sure I put on 
another to watch the place, and he also identif ied her, so 
there is l i t t le doubt that we have r u n her down at last." 

This w i l l be happy news for Mrs. Benson,'^ I said. 
^̂  I am not so sure of that, for the woman she is w i th is 

not a good specimen, even of her class. However, we 
w i l l do a l l we can for the recovery of the poor g i r l ; and 
I thought you would not object to j o i n me i n a visit of 
rcconnaisance before report ing our discovery to her . " 

' 'Ce r ta in l y , " I said, you th ink I shall be of any 
use." 

So, tak ing a hansom, we drove to St. John's Wood, and 
drew up some distance f rom the house indicated. On 
entering we were introduced to Mrs. Johnson, a plain-
looking, highly-dressed woman, not of pleasant appearance 
or manners. The commissioner stated the purpose of our 
visit. Mrs. Johnson was surprised. She knew no g i r l of 
the name given. 

She may have, and very probably has, changed her 
name," said Granvers, producing her photograph. ' ' This 
is a likeness of her. She is a str ik ing- looking g i r l , as 
you see." 

" Y e s , and I can assure you I have seen her for the 
first t ime. I do not know her, and cannot therefore help 
you . " 

Tier manner was constrained and s l ight ly def iant: 
Tiotliing could be done w i th her, so we took our departure. 
i \ s we walked towards our hansom Granvers said, 

' ' Someone has rounded on me, or, at any rate, slie has 
come to know that the i)laco hq-s beeu watched, and has 
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sent tho girl awa}'. "Wo-shall get nothing out of her, I 
fear." 

By this time we were entering our nansom. ^ 
, By Jove! I have it," and giving some instructions to 
the driver, who immediately turned his horse^s head in 
another direction, he threw himself back in the cab with-
out another word. In a few minutes we drew up before 
a large, well-built, oven magnificent mansion, lying back 
in well-kept grounds. I looked at my fiiend in surprise. 

^'Come along," he replied to my look, ^^and take 
particular notice of the lady I 'm going to introduce you 
to." 

A uniformed flunkey promptly opened the door, and 
showed us into a large, well-furnished room. The furni-
ture was of a rich description ; the pictures on the wall— 
valuable paintings—of a voluptuous character; the books 
—in a couple of small, pretty bookcases—well bound. 
Poems of all kinds, novels by Scott, George Eliot, Ouida, 
and other well-known authors; and what are vaguely 
called French novels. Such was the character of the 
literature. 

A well-preserved lady of about forty-five entered the 
room with a pleasant smile and an easy bow. 

' 'Mr. Granvers," she said, extending her hand. 
You know me, do you ? " he inquired. 

" I know," was the response, ^'everybody in London 
worth knowing." 

Thank you," ho answered, laughing. Let me, Mrs. 
Allies, introduce another gentleman worth knowing—Mr. 
Graham, of the London Express^ 

' ' I have heard of Mr. Graham, but have not had the 
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pleasure of meeting him yet. I hope this will not be the 
last time.'* 

I hastened to express my thanks, and to say that I did 
not go out very much. 

" A mistake, I assure you. Young men like you should 
see the world while you can enjoy it." ' 

So she rattled on easily, like a woman of the world. 
Presently the commissioner said, have a favour to 

beg of you, Mrs. Allies; and, knowing you to bo a good-
natured woman, I anticipate a favourable reply." 

^̂  Thank you; compliment for compliment. Please let 
me know what it is." 

Granvers proceeded to explain the case of Sarah 
Brownell and the fruitless expedition of the morning. 

When she heard of this our hostess laughed, and said. 
Ah, you will get nothing from Mrs. Johnson. So you 

want me to help you. Have you a likeness of the girl ? " 
" Y e s ; here is one," he replied, handing the photo-

graph to her. 
She examined the likeness attentively, and remarked, 

' 'She is certainly a fine girl. Don^t you think you are 
making a mistake to interfere with her? She is on the 
highway to fortune." 

The coolness and deliberation of the suggestion aston-
ished me. Granvers explained her relation to Mrs. Ben-
son, and that lady's great anxiety to recover her. 
' Well," she remarked, after a long pause, I will help 
you, and do my best; there are as fine fish in the sea as 
ever were caught." 

At this moment two young ladies entered the room, 
to whom we were introduced. They became immediately 
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chatty and agreeable, if not free in their behaviour towards 
lis. They talked Tennyson, Morris, Swinburne, and 
showed themselves acquainted with light modern litera-
ture. I was quite interested, and almost regretted when 
Granvers rose to leave. 

While I was passing into the hall Mrs. Allies drew 
Granvers aside for a little private talk, leaving me to the 
c ire of the two young ladies, who struck me now as not 
being quite young ladies. 

When my friend joined me, and while we were walking 
out of the grounds, he said, Do you know what the old 
lady wanted me for? She asked if you were sweet upon 
the girl that we are seeking. She can't understand a man 
taking an interest in such a case without having ulterior 
motives." 

' ' Of course you disabused her ? " 
Of course, of course. What do you think of her ? " 
To tell you the truth, I am puzzled on all sides." 

He laughed, and asked, as we got into our cab, What 
a^e do you suppose she is ? " 

About forty-five." 
She is at least ten years more than that. She has had 

a remarkable career. She is the daugliter of a washer-
woman, and that house is all her own. She was exceed-
ingly pretty, and very early came under the protection of 
Lord Blythsdale. So infatuated was he with her that he 
actually took her to live near the seat of the family, who 
were awfully scandalised. This was nearly forty years 
ago. After his marriage she passed to one of the leading 
])ublic men of England. Her name is not Allies, but 
Jemima Alley. So she is, or used to be, vulgarly known 
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a3 Sally in our Alley. He must have given her a liand-
some allowance, for she is very rich, liut then she was a 
perfect Madame Vestris. Some few years ago her second 
protector got married to a dowager countess, who was very 
active in the religious world, and pensioned off Mrs. 
Allies. She then bought the handsome mansion where she 
now lives." 

Did the countess know of her existence ? " 
Bless you, yes ; everybody knew. Here she entertains 

very liberally, and receives some of the principal magnates 
of the land. She has a dinner party to-night, which will 
include some names that would astonish you. She has 
educated herself; and by contact with well-mannered 
people, has got those ways that you have had a taste of. 
She is really very good-natured. Old as she is, yoii would 
hardly credit what I am going to tell you; but I can 
vouch for its truth. Quite recently she got a young fellow 
in tow—nephew of Lord Crackthorpe—hardly twenty-one, 
and made him an allowance. Lord Crackthorpe was badly 
cut up by it. So some of his friends, who had influence 
with her, went to her and represented the facts. Upon 
hearing which she dismissed the young fellow, who was 
j)romptly sent abroad by his uncle." I was astounded. 
' 'Oh, there are many cases like it ; but certainly hers is 
the most remarkable that has ever come under my know-
ledge." 

The story of the commissioner, coupled with the morn-
ing's experience, set me thinking. 

' ' ].)o you know," I presently asked, ' 'much of this class 
of people ? " 

" A good deal comes to the knowledge of the police, as 
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you may imagine. Tlie class is recruited from all ranks 
and conditions of life. The divorce court is responsible 
for a good many, of a certain class. Some plunge into 
the life because they like it. Social restraints diminish 
more and more; and some women, well brought up, like 
the life. The greatest num.ber come, as you may imagine, 
from the class of shop girls, barmaids, and domestic ser-
vants ; but all classes pay tribute to it.'* 

' 'And what becomes of them ultimately?" 
They have various endings. Some marry and settle 

ill the colonies, or lead a quiet life in London. I have 
known two or three who married well, and have been 
presented at Court. In these cases they had led a quiet 
kind of life, and whei; they married were introduced 
as ladies from Australia or America—usually, however, 
from the Continent, where they were the daughters of 
foreign noblemen. But the fact is, that I have known 
some who have run the gauntlet of the Lord Chamberlain, 
and been presented. Some save money and reform, 
settling down quietly and living a respectable, and even 
at times a religious, life. Why should they not? men 
sometimes do so. But the number who escape from 
the life is as a drop in the ocean in comparison with 
those who pursue it to the bitter end—the terrible end. 
If you choose to visit certain streets between eleven and 
twelve o'clock at night, you would get some faint idea 
of the number and character of those who lead this awful 
life. All, nearly all, drink—they could not pursue their 
calling otherwise; and go down steadily, and with ever 
increasing force. The bottom of the ditch is soon reached. 
They are old before they are forty; but they go down, 
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always down, from bad to worse, while otliers step into 
the broken ranks. I could tell you many a painful tale 
of cases that have come under my own personal obser-
vation. 

^^One morning, some years ago, very early in the late 
spring, I was going home after a night at work. As I 
jDassed Hanover Square I saw a woman lying under the 
shelter of the trees there. I stopped to look at her, and as 
I was looking she woke and sat up, her grey hair tumbling 
down upon her shoulders. Poor thing! she had been drink-
ing, but was now perfectly sober. She nodded a pleasant 
' Good morning, commissioner. I hope I'm not intruding, 

.this is my dressing-room,' with another laugh. She stood 
up and shook out her poor wretched-looking skirts. 
had a much finer one once upon a time; a long time ago,' 
she quavered. ^ Dear me, how time flies ! ' I spoke kindly 
to the old woman, whose tone and manner spoke of an 
experience of better days. I said something to this effect. 
*Yes,' she answered, 'your discernment does you credit, 
commissioner; you must be a gentleman—excuse me.' 
She laughed again. do not always, I fear, keep good 
society, so my manners sometimes deteriorate a little, just 
a little. You would like to know my name. I 'm not 
proud of i t ; but it may be useful. I am,' she whispered, 
' the Countess of Twickenham.' I started back. 'Yes, 
commissioner, that's my name; but you must keep it a 
secret. Now I must finish my toilet. So, if you please, 
say good morning;' and the poor thing ran off. I made 
inquiries, and found that her story was true. Ever after-
wards I took a special interest in her, and often had little 
talks with her, trying to induce her to give up the life. 
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Friends, I was sure, would help her, if slie would only 
reform. ^ No, no ! ' she would say, ' with all its miseries 
I like the life; I have grown to it. One of these days 
I'll reform, and then I'll send for you.' 

Among her class she was known as the Duchess, and 
was, at times, very haughty and reserved; but drink, 
drink kept her down and drove her still lower. The fact 
is that the life is like the fabled maelstrom, very few that 
get into it ever get out of it on this side of the grave. 
The woman I speak of illustrates the case of thousands. 
One evening, about twelve months since, I was going to a 
hall in company with Lady Lilias (you saw her at Lord 
Ilopfield's) " 

" Yes, I remember her. I was struck by the beauty 
of her face and its sad expression.'* 

" Poor girl! she is this woman's daughter; was only 
a baby when the affair happened that led to the divorce 
proceedings. Of course she knew nothing of them, and 
thought her mother was dead- While I was handing her 
out of the carriage a poor drunken woman staggered up 
to me and said, * Lend me a shilling, commissioner. I 
haven't a bed, so help me It was my friend of 
JIanover Square. I waved her aside, but not before she 
had caught sight of the coronet on the panelling of the 
carriage. She exclaimed, ^ This is Lady Lilias. I 'm your 
mother, child; speak to me, my dear ! ' The girl looked 
at the poor drunken creature, and saw something in the 
face of the poor woman that awakened a response in lier 
heart, for she raade a stop towards lier, which I checked, 
saying, will see to lier; for Ood's sake, Lady Lilias, 
leave it to mo,' hardly knowing what I said. ' Wait,' I 
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said to the woman, ' I will come to you in a moment,' 
and took my charge inside. She was trembling witli 
excitement, and immediately turned to me and cried, ^ Is 
that true, Mr. Granvers? ' I put her off, but it was no 
use; she insisted upon knowing, and when she knew, 
would have gone back to speak to her; only I represented 
that such a course would create a scene and do no good ; 
so taking a sovereign—all had in her purse—she gave 
it to me for her mother, and made me promise to arrange 
an interview with her for the next day. "While she went 
into the cloak-room I returned to speak to the wretched 
woman, whom I found waiting for me, already some-
what sobered and conscious of what she had done. I 
gave her the sovereign, and added a half-crown on my 
own account, and told her that her daughter would see 
her next day, arranging the time and place with her. 
The poor woman's face brightened, and she went aw^ay 
with a hopeful step. I need not say that Lady Lilias did 
not dance that night. She was thoroughly upset and soon 
went home, pleading illness, with the intention of seeing 
her mother the next day in the afternoon. By the second 
delivery next morning I got a letter from the Countess, 
enclosing one for her daughter. That to me asked me to 
deliver the enclosed to Lady Lilias; and told me that her 
body would be found at a certain spot in the Thames. 
Wliile I was reading the letter a policeman reported the 
finding of the body of a woman near the spot indicated 
in her letter. The hand of the deceased was tightly 
closed over a sovereign. The body was that of the 
ex-Countess. Of course I had to break the news to the 
unhappy daughter. The mother's letter, which I read, 
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was touching and penitent. Lady Lilias has never been 
the same since." 

I could not help noticing the expression of sadness 
on her face," I remarked. 

" Y e s ; she is a most affectionate and sympathetic 
young lady," added Granvers, ' 'and I am truly sorry for 
her. Hundreds of these poor women every year do away 
with themselves, which is perhaps a better fate than 
befalls the majority of them." 

I was very much interested in and deeply moved by the 
story ; it brought home to me vividly the wretchedness and 
misery of the life of this class of women. 

"But , " he continued, " I have spoken merely of the 
ordinary routine of the life. It is lived in unusual and 
strange ways little suspected. There are many houses in 
the West-end where you may meet and have all the 
excitement of pursuing maids (or those that pass for such) 
and wives and widows without a suspicion of their belong-
ing to the class. These are houses of convenience, and are 
visited by gentlemen and ladies of ill-regulated desires 
and loose habits—ladies, many of them, in society. At 
such places you would not see, unless you had eyes to see, 
anything that was inconsistent with decorum or with the 
behaviour in ordinary drawing-rooms. The outside of 
the cup and platter is clean, where, however, the other 
part of the saying holds true. And there is yet another 
class. A clergyman, a friend of mine, who has a parisli 
in a certain part of London, was surprised to find his 
congregation to consist chiefly of women—well-dressed, 
well-mannered women—whose husbands were supposed to 
be at sea or abroad, and usually absent. He learnt in 
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time that tliese wero the mistresses of gentlemen of society 
in London, mostly married men." 

** And yet these women go to church ? " 
** Oh, bless you, yes ! Many of them go to church and 

look as devout as any of the well-bred men under whose 
protection they are living. And why should they not? 
It has always puzzled me that while religious bodies seek 
the support and co-operation of ^fallen men,' and think 
their offence venial, they should look with pious horror 
upon these poor women, whose chief offence is that they 
liave yielded to the blandishments of the stronger sex. 
They do not all at once cast themselves off from religious 
restraints, although, I think, of late years there's not much 
religious restraint anywhere." 

I fear you are right in both points. The sin is not 
greater in one case than the other. It is only we men 
who have stamped it with such an utterly hopeless 
character in the one case, while we have regarded it as 
venial in the other. These women drift into the lower 
stratum, I suppose ? " 

Yes, very generally. Some of them marry—and not 
infrequently marry the men who keep them ; others meet 
with young men who fall in love with them, and, failing 
otherwise, end by marrying them. 

have amused myself," he said, ' ' by trying to apply 
Buckle's method for the purpose of drawing an in-
ference to the unknown quantity of immorality existing in 
London." 

How ? What do you mean ? " I asked. 
There is a certain amount of known immorality. The 

number of women of this class in London is variously 
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estimated at eighty or a hundred thousand. Here is tlio 
known; does it lend us any aid by which the unknown 
may be inferred? Tlie comparative science of criminal 
statistics may help us to a startling conclusion. Out 
of one hundred and twenty murders, or thereabouts, com-
mitted in a limited time, how many perpetrators are dis-
covered? Not more than ninety persons are put upon 
their trial. Of these a considerable number are not con-
victed. The convictions are about two-thirds—that is, 
nearly one-half the perpetrators of a crime that is evident 
and visible, and is regarded with peculiar abhorrence, 
escape detection. And this in a class of cases which arouses 
the detective instincts of society. Take the case of theft. 
The proportion of convictions is much less still. By 
proceeding in this way, may we not get more than an 
iakling of the unknown figures wo are in search of ? 
Considering the nature of the vice, the secrecy and caution 
with which it is pursued, may we not be within the mark 
when we say that the known is to the unknown as one to 
three, or, at least, one-half—an amazing conclusion, which, 
let us hope, is quite fabulous. But it is certain that 
immorality in London has assumed vast proportions, for 
both sexes must be included in the estimate." 

The inspector's suggestion was indeed appalling. l i e 
continued, regret to say that, Buckle or no Buckle, I 
believe there is a very large amount of immorality in 
London. You see, the life of excitement which most people 
who can afford it live is responsible for it. Too often 
those checks and counterpoises, which were intended to 
be restraining, are absent. A sense of honour, religion, 
love of children, employment, temperament, these are the 
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rev«;training iuflaences which check the growth and advance 
of those evil tendencies which the social round develops in 
all classes. And you may judge for yourself the number 
who are likely to be restrained by these motives. In one 
class of society at least there is a special element of danger 
—the number of rich, or comparatively rich, unmarried 
men; although the chief mischief is not confined to the 
unmarried class. It is part of the excitement of their life 
to be in pursuit of some woman. And one unpleasant 
fact is of great - significance—the unwillingness of men 
who have been dishonoured to sue for divorce. This is, 
iu the cases I am contemplating, due to the pressure oi 
Social opinion. A man who takes such a step (unless in 
very exceptional cases) is regarded with dislike; and 
social ostracism may follow—has actually followed, in 
well-known cases. So many a man winks at things 
rather than face the ostracism of society by prompt and 
honourable action. Thus the danger which King Arthur 
feared is found in the society of to-day. 

' I hold the man the worst of public foes 
Who, either for his own or children's sake, 
To save his blood from scandal, lets the wife 
Whom he knows false, abide and rule the house. 

She, like a neAV disease, unknown to men. 
Creeps, no precaution, used among the crowd, 

Saps 
The fealty of our friends. 

And poisons half the young.' 

A.nd thvs the chihlren of the nation are corrupted, and 
jhe nation is poisoned in its cradle. 
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"Rere we are at tLe yard. Come in and have a glass 
of wine to wasli all this talk out of your mouth.'' 

' 'No, thank you ; I never take wine. I'll go on to the 
ofFice." 

Perhaps you are right. I could hardly get through 
my work witliout an occasional glass. I think our friend 
will help us, and expect soon to hear from her; in which 
case yoa will see me at your rooms some mornicg.' 

CHAPTER X X V I . 

FOUND AND LOST. 

I WAS not surprised, about a fortnight later, to get a note 
from Granvers, saying he had news for me of importance, 
and asking me to call at his office, as he was exception-
ally busy. On entering his office he welcomed me with a 
smile, and handed me a note, saying, ^'Eead that." It 
was from Mrs. Allies, and was written in a firm, womanly 
style. I read aloud: 

DEAR M R . GRANVERS,—For I am not writing to 
you professionally, but as a f r i end . "—She ' s a cunning 
beggar, but extremely good-natured," commented Gran-
v e r s . ) — h a v e taken a good deal of trouble to oblige 
you, my dear, and hope you are properly grateful, but 
you see I never could resist the fascinations of your 
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wicked sex (mucli more wicked than ours, my dear Gran-
vers). Well, to come to business, which, in the case of so 
handsome a man as yourself, is pleasure, I assure you "— 
( ' 'She'll never change while she l i v e s . " ) — h a v e found 
the girl, and have seen her. She is really handsome, 
much handsomer than the photograph, a case which is not 
usual. Of course she is better dressed, and carries her-
self with better style. She can be considerably improved 
in both respects. After seeing her I would seriously advise 
you not to spoil the girl's prospects in life. In other hands 
she might be immensely advanced. But there, I must 
keep my promise, and assist you and your friend; but I 
can't entrust the secret to paper—somebody in these 
radical days might open the letter—and shall be at home 
to-morrow—at home to you, my dear, at half-past two 
o'clock—when I will unburthen myself to you, father 
confessor.—Au revoir, 

—Don't bring your friend on .this occasion. On 
any other I shall be happy to see him." 

I could not help smiling as I handed the note to 
Gran vers. 

She's an awful woman, and at her age ! Of course I'll 
go, and take a policeman with me, leaving him in the 
cab, and you may expect to see me back here, or at your 
office, at five o'clock." 

At that hour I met him again, and found that ho had 
got full particulars of Sarah and her whereabouts. 

' 'The woman—Mrs. Allies, I mean—is most anxious 
that we should leave the girl alone. You see she relies 
partly upon tlio pretty faces around her to keep up lior 
connection, which is of considerable social distinction; and 
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she has, I can see, an eye to her for her own circle. 1 
thanked her, and told her the thing was impossible; that 
the lady we were acting for was a kind of mother to the 
girl. So she gave in, and I have her address. But how 
to proceed is the next question." 

I suggested that we should now take counsel with Mrs. 
Benson. To this he assented, and agreed to call at her 
house in the morning, I arranging with that lady, as I 
went home, to receive us at eleven o'clock next day. Mrs. 
Benson at once resolved to go with us, and was to remain 
in the cab until a convenient opportunity. She was con-
fident that if she could only get hold of Sarah she would 
be able to persuade her. Granvers was doubtful, but I 
was sanguine. 

At 2.30 our cab drew up before the house, and Granvers 
and I got out, leaving Mrs. Benson in a state of great 
anxiety and trepidation. After some conversation witli 
the principal of the house upon ordinary topics, I asked if I 
might see Miss Brownell (so it had been arranged between 
•us). To this request a ready assent was given, and Sarah 
was summoned. A young lady, stylishly dressed, entered 
the room, easily, with a smile on her face, which faded 
away on her seeing me. It was Sarah Brownell. She 
turned as if to retreat, but was stayed by my voice— 

Sarah, don't you remember me? I have come to see 
you, my dear." 

She hesitated a moment, and returned and came over to 
me, putting her hand tremblingly into mine, without a 
word, her face pale and her eyes cast down. The dame 
looked surprised, but only said, 

I did not know that you knew her." 
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' 'Oh, yes," I replied, " Sarah and I are very old friends. 
I knew her when she was a little girl, and first saw her 
when she had her arm round a little brother. Do you 
remember, S a r a h ? " 

I thought it well to recall her old life to her memory. 
She did not reply, except by bursting into tears, a pro-
ceeding which increased the surprise of our hostess, who 
did not, however, further interfere. She was Sarah 
Brownell, sure enough, but a very different Sarah 
Browne! 1 from the one of twelve months ago. I drew 
her aside, and begau to talk to her in a low tone, but 
with gradually diminishing hope of success. At the hint 
agreed upon between Granvers and myself, he got up, 
and, saying something about speaking to the cabman, 
withdrew, followed by Mrs. Pitfield, who did not return 
During her absence Granvers returned, bringing with 
him Mrs. Benson, who hastily entered the room in which 
Sarah and I were standing. A glance, an exclamation, 
and Sarah would have fled, but that her old mistress held 
lier firmly, patting her arm round her. I thought it well 
to leave them alone while Granvers and I kept guard in 
the hall. We heard the girl sobbing, and Mrs. Benson's 
quiet voice between the sobs. When Mrs. Pitfield reap-
peared we thought it best to deal with her frankly, and 
tell her our object. Slie was evidently annoyed, but did 
not attempt to interrupt Mrs. Benson, although she ke2)t 
watch at the door of the room. A long time passed, and 
hope died within me. Our hope was, that in the first 
revival of old memories and former influence, Sarah would 
yield, and consent to come with Mrs. Benson. We feared 
that delay meant defeat, and so it proved, for in about 
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half an hour—half an hour of impatience on the part of 
Mrs. Pitfield, who did not attempt to conceal her chagrin 
—Mrs. Benson emerged from the room alone. Sarah 
would not return. The former made a motherly appeal 
to the woman under whose care the girl was living, but 
all in vain. W e departed without Sarah Brownell, and 
knew that the defeat was final. Mrs. Benson was silent 
and sad, saying little on our way back, a silence which 
Granvers and myself respected and imitated. W e learnt 
that the unfortunate girl had, like so many of her class, 
begun to drink—that the life had a fascination for her, 
and that there was no hope. 

But more was behind. Mrs. Benson had learned from 
Sarah that the author of her trouble was the Eev. Wilfrid 
Dunstan, and that the process of corruption had been 
going on for some time. She was inexpressibly shocked, 
and resolved, with righteous indignation, to expose the 
depraved priest. Wo advised caution, but she was re-
solved, and took a course that was successful. Arming 
herself with all the evidence that she could obtain from 
Granvers and others, she called without loss of time upon 
the Bishop of London and laid the whole case before 
him. His Lordship acted with great promptitude, and 
the result of his action was immediately apparent. The 
l\ev. Wilfrid Dunstan had been announced to deliver a 
course of four sermons in one of the leading churches. 
Suddenly this engagement was cancelled, and the public 
was informed that the course had been taken in conse-
quence of the sudden indisposition of the celebrated 
preacher. I never knew who was responsible for the 
paragraph which appeared in one of the morning papers, 
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and suspect that it was ' 'faked." The explanation did 
not, however, satisfy the gossips, who were curious to 
know ''what had happened." Bumours began to arise 
that Mr. Dunstan had been suspended, that something 
was wrong, that a terrible scandal was about to become 
public, which would throw light upon the secret life of 
one of our most eloquent preachers. The respectable 
daily papers, I need not say, were silent, and gave no 
currency to these rumours of idle gossip. But one of the 
numerous society papers was bolder, if less discreet, and 
in this sheet appeared the following paragraph—whence 
derived I know not: 

"The facts connected with the unaccountable disappear-
ance of a young lady some twelve months ago have recently 
come to light, and they make it clear tliat a well-known 
popular preacher (whose name was recently before the 
public as an expectant bishop of the advanced school) was 
concerned in it. Hence the mysterious cancellation of his 
preaching engagements. It is understood that the Bishop 
of London is engaged in a rigorous investigation of these 
unpleasant charges." 

The writer who could write so much evidently knew 
more, and was prepared to support his cause before a jury. 

The paragraph was like a bombshell, not only among 
the Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan's friends, but among the 
general public, for his name was widely known. The 
next day it was generally known that Dunstan had disap-
peared. It was stated that he had gone to Paris, the 
Continent; subsequently that he was seen in a gambling 
holl, then that he had been interviewed by one of his 
former hearers and admirers, and finally that 
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committed suicide. And the Eev. Wilfrid Dunstan ceased 
to be the talk oE the clubs and gossips, and lived only to 
point a moral and adorn a tale. 

CHAPTEE X X Y I I . 

COMING EVENTS CAST THEIR SHADOWS BEEOIIE. 

TWELVE years have seen many changes, important changes. 
Home Eule for Ireland, followed by internal conflict, had 
hastened the disintegration of the Empire; the disruption 
of the Church of England followed its disestablishment: 
reforms coming too late, and in the wrong way. The 
change of climate, which began on the cutting of the 
Panama Canal, had not yet reached finality. Other changes, 
less startling, but more important, had followed or pre-
ceded. The rich got ever richer and richer, the poor 
became ever poorer and poorer. For human nature, that 
permanent factor in all human affairs, ran its course—a 
course that might have been for good, but was too often 
for evil. Indolence, vice, self- interest, which no legislation 
can correct, still held sway. For human nature is alter-
nately swayed by higher motives, by lower impulses. 
AVhen tliose prevail a nation advances, when these it 
deteriorates. These lessons are symbolised and enforced 
by the sanctions of religion, whose strength was a 
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diminishing factor, whose very existence was threatened. 
So misery grew apace, and the cry of the wretched was 
heard, like the cry of old that went up to heaven and 
pleaded for vengeance. 

Mrs. Benson had grown old. Her white hair marked 
the decline of life. Sybil was married to Fred Burton, 
who had settled down, having sown his clerical wild oats, 
to solid and quiet work in a country parish. I heard from 
him occasionally. Once I saw a report of a public meeting 
where he was on the same platform with a Nonconformist 
minister. In reply to my note he said, My ecclesiastical 
wild oats are all sown. I feel that goodness is goodness 
wherever found, and after all the Nonconformists love the 
Bible and are English." 

Margaret, now in the prime of womanhood, was with 
her mother, soothing and blessing her closing days; she 
would never leave her, she said. The good Mary was a 
true companion and sister in the diminished household. 
Granverswas Chief Commissioner of Police, and will tell us 
something of importance respecting himself. Lord Hop-
field was still an active but less sanguine politician and 
statesman. My position, too, had changed. I was now 
editor of the London I^xpress^ and had frequent visits 
from statesmen and other public men, as well as public 
men expectant. On a recent occasion Lord Hopfield was 
with me, and we were discussing the signs of the times. 
H e was despondent of the future. 

•̂'I began my public life with the idea that I could 
correct existing evils with but slight changes. Every year 
has sliown mo that these are deeply rooted, and are of 
the grain of the stuff. Keforms, therefore, must bo radical 
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and extensive. But so many vested interests meet one 
at every turn that real reform becomes almost impossible. 
One can change the form of things, but not the reality. 

" The liquor traffic, for example, which is responsible 
for the loss of two hundred millions a year, lies at the 
root of extensive and needed reform. But it is deeply 
rooted in the habits of the people, and its vested interests 
run throughout society. Large numbers of people have a 
direct, and a still vaster number an indirect interest in its 
maintenance. f o touch the question is to court defeat, 
and so we must stand by and see the strength and virtue 
of the people corrupted and decaying. 

"Thepoverty of the people permits only a smattering of 
education to be given to their children. The little know-
ledge combined with the lack of better opportunities makes 
them acquainted with wild, plausible economic and social 
theories, and so an impulse gathers strength in the body 
politic from year to year whose true direction is disorder 
and revolution, which will not, I fear, be bloodless. Ah ! 
the times are indeed out of joint." 

During the afternoon I met Granvers, looking bright and 
handsome, walking the streets with firm, commanding step. 

' 'The very man! Old friend, congratulate me; I'm 
engaged." 

' 'Allow me to congratulate you, Granvers. You aro 
engaged?—engaged to do what?" 

" Engaged to be married, sir." 
" I very sincerely congratulate you; and I congratulate 

the lady also. Who is she ? Do I know her ? " 
"Yes , Graham, you do, slightly; and I trust you and 

she will know each other well, and become fast friends. 
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You remeaibor the story of the poor woman I saw in 
Hanover Square more than twelve years ago, who, poor 
thing, drowned herself? " 

" Perfectly. I have often been touched by the recollec-
tion of it, and have recalled it whenever I have met the 
poor daughter, whose melancholy used to have a fascina-
tion for me, but of late years it lias disappeared." 

That is the lady—Lady Lilias.'' 
I offer you my warmest congratulations, old friend ; 

may you be happy, as I am sure you will." 
"Yes , I am sure I shall, please God. It grew out of 

that sad event to which you have referred. We had a 
secret between us, and she liked to talk to me of her 
mother, and so we were thrown a good deal into each 
other's society, and you know the rest—I can't tell love 
stories. The Earl, as I expected, refused his consent; did 
not like his blood to be contaminated by mixing with that 
of a mere English gentleman; told Lilias that he would 
regard her marriage, if she persisted, as a misalliance. I 
won't swear at him, for he's her father; but fancy! in 
this age, opinions like these. Lilias was as firm as a 
rock, although as gentle as an evening zephyr—excuse 
my dropping into poetry, my dear boy. Her strength and 
tenderness combined brought the old gentleman round, 
and so he gave a tardy consent. But the marriage will not 
be for some time. God knows whether it will ever be," lie 
added, seriously. ' ' Things are looking very blue. For 
years the people have been told that the law is only the 
will of a selfish minority; that all property is theft; that 
the rich are their natural enemies; that there's no God, and 
therefore they must right themselves; and, urged by 
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terrible sufferings, intensified by the increasing severity of 
the climate, they are ripe for revolution, and if only a 
leader were forthcoming we would have it. And the police 
and the soldiery, let me whisper in your ear, cannot be 
relied upon. Discontent is rampant and perennial; 
Socialism is everywhere in the ascendant, and the public-
house sta.nds open to inflame the passions of the people, 
as well as to rob them of their hard-earned wages. I can 
tell you that the outlook is very black. The one desi-
deratum is a competent leader, and I am not sure that 
he is not forthcoming. A new man has suddenly appeared 
in the East-end, speaking at their meetings, who may turn 
out to be a leader. I can't find out anything about him; 
he is entirely unknown to me; but he's quite an orator, 
and is wonderfully popular. It's true, he looks a little 
dissipated, but his appearance may be due to hardship, 
or some other cause. If we can only prove him a rascal 
it's all right. Would you like to hear him ? " 

"Very much, if I can get an opDortunit3\'* 
' 'Well , he speaks to-morrow at a mass meeting, and I 

am making special arrangements to preserve order. If you 
don't mind being seen with a policeman I shall be glad 
of your company." 

I accepted Granvers' invitation. Just as we were 
parting he exclaimed, 

" B y the way, you recollect the poor girl Mrs. Benson 
was interested in. Well, I saw her some little time since. 
She's badly changed—going down steadily ; drink, I fear. 
She'll end, poor thiug, in the river—' One more unfor-
tunate ! 
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C H A P T E E X X V J I I . 

A SOCIALIST LECTURER. 

I n good time on the fo l lowing evening I met my friend, 
and we went together to the place of meeting, a large 
bu i ld ing capable of hold ing three or four thousand people. 
This was fu l l when we arrived, and round the doors and 
in the streets was a large number of the class that always 
hangs on the outskirts of public meetings. The audience 
inside made room for the commissioner of police and his 
fr iend. They were of the poorer class, but were thought-
f u l and intel l igent looking. Many women were among 
the audience. 

" T h i s man," said Granvers, ' ' i s a dangerous fellow. 
The opinions he advocates have been urged by h im and 
others for years; the people are saturated w i th t hem; i f 
only they could find a leader we should have trouble." 

A t the appointed hour the chairman, a clergyman, 
whose name I had often heard but whom I had never 
seen, followed by the lecturer, or speaker, and his friends, 
came upon the plat form to a round of applause. I looked 
eagerly at the speaker of the evening, whom I had 
immediately singled out f rom Granvers* description of 
h im. H e was a ta l l , th ick ly-bui l t man. H is features 
d a r k ; his hair, beard, and moustache iron grey. Af ter 
his introduction by the chairman, he rose easily, and at 
once began his speech. H e had, he said, devoted his l i fe 
to the study of social and economic questions; and after 
much hesitation and w i th great reluctance had resolved 



2 0 G THE DECLINE AND FALL OF 

to break through the habits of a lifetime, and place his 
knowledge and abilities, however humble, at the service 
of his countrymen in their struggle with the wealth and 
power of those who called themselves the upper classes. 
This sentiment awakened uproarious applause from his 
audience. He proposed to deliver a calm and unim-
passioned speech, for he addressed himself to thoughtful 
men. The time for action would come by-and-by, when, 
he hoped, none of the vast audience which he saw before 
him would shrink from shouldering a musket, if need 
be. He would begin with a fundamental principle of 
all true reform—the equality of man. After the applause 
which greeted this declaration had subsided, the speaker 
said: 

' 'Al l men are equal"—("Hear, hear" )—'4his is a 
fundamental fact, and lies at the root of all true reform. 
Whether the legend of Adam is true or not, the fact is, 
that men are all of one blood, and are therefore equal." 

** What, not the nigger, guv 'ner?" 
This sally produced a laugh. 

Well, if all men are equal, how is it that some ride 
in carriages, while the many walk; that some live sump-
tuously, while the majority have only the bare necessaries 
of l i f e ? " 

' ' W e haven't got them," said several voices. 
' 'Some even starve; while others, the few I speak of, 

live wastefully and viciously. How, I ask, does this 
state of things come about? By barefaced robbery. 
What these people call their property is the spoil which 
they have taken from the poor oppressed labourer." 

' ' So it is ; you're right, old man ; go on." 
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prove this to demonstration, if you will give me 
your earnest attention." The majority were listening 
intently, and were ready to correct the speaker if he failed 
or halted in his argument. The working men of this 
country, aided by their wives and ch i ldren"—Shame" ) 
—''produce, that is, create, some £1,250,000,000 worth of 
commodities every year. That is all that is produced; not 
one farthing's worth of this is produced by those wlio 
live luxuriously and drive in carriages. How then do 
they obtain the luxury which they spend upon their vices? 
By robbing the labourer of his hardly earned gains. 
There is no other explanation possible. Listen to me." 
The audience listened breathlessly. ' ' I f those who pro-
duce all the wealth of England should, cease to labour for 
ton or fifteen years there would not be a blessed stick left 
in the country; all would be sold or pawned to other 
nations, to enable us to purchase food and clothing. Even 
the houses in which we live would no longer belong to 
us." 

n They don't now, governor." 
"Well , this is pretty conclusive evidence that the 

privileged classes are not producing any of the luxuries 
which they enjoy, and if they do not, then they get them 
from you, and you don't know it; it is so cunniDgly 
done." 

" Oh, we know it! we've known it a many years." 
" I'll explain to you how it is done. These robbers 

have seized all the instruments of production. With tlie 
aid of God and heaven and hell, which they have in-
vented, they have cajoled and compelled you to give them 
possession of the land, and all the other instruments 
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needed to produce this £1,250,000,000. Then they allow 
you to use them, under terrible penal sanctions, of which 
the gallows is not the worst, and exact from you the 
greater proportion of your earnings; your earnings re-
member, not theirs. Under the names of rent, interest, 
profit, tliey take two-thirds of all that is produced, and 
leave you, the workers, the remaining one-third. Society, 
as at present constituted, is an ingenious device by which 
these cowardly robbers (who haven't the pluck of the old 
highwayman) rob you, their dupes, of your own earnings. 
This is strictly true. For a great writer, whoso work is 
a text-book on the subject of w^hich I am speaking, has 
said that 'the produce of labour is the natural recom-
pense or wages of labour.' That sentence deserves to be 
printed in gold, and placed in every working man's home : 
' the produce of labour is the natural recompense of labour.' 
If a man goes out fishing, and fishes all night, and comes 
back to the shore in the morning with his boat full of 
fish, to whom do they belong ? " 

They're his'n, of course." 
" Y e s ; they are his own, being the recompense of his 

labour; and if some idler, well dressed and comfortable 
looking, who had been asleep all night in his feather bed, 
while the poor man had been tossing on the dangerous 
sea, should come by and claim two-thirds or one-half of 
the fish as belonging to him, the fisherman would be 
justified in knocking down the respectably-dressed thief." 
—(Exclamations of ** Hear, hear," followed by cheers, 
showed that the argument had gone home.)—"But this 
is how the great army of workers have been, and still 
are, treated. By various devices the well-dressed thief, 
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who never risks his precious neck, takes away two-thirds 
of your earnings, and thus, without labour, possesses 
himself of that wealth which he uses so badly, flaunting 
his superiority in the face of his victims and dupes."— 
(There were general murmurs of approval, and cries of 
^'That's true, that's t rue . " )—Yes , and in order that you 
might not find out and detect the fraud, you have been 
kept in ignorance. For centuries the working classes 
were kept without instruction, or if they had any, it was 
summed up in the words that they were to order themselves 
lowly and reverently to all their betters; which meant 
touching the hat to the parson and the squire; and to 
do their duty in that state of life where they found them-
selves, and never to think of rising out of it. But when 
you insisted upon your children receiving some education, 
and thus learning to read, your oppressors got alarmed, 
lest you should read for yourself, and find out how 
shamefully you had been treated. So what did they do 
next? Got hold of the newspapers, and took care that 
they should be written in their interests. So they took 
away the key of knowledge. But the game is over. 
The people are waking up, and they will presently claim 
their own. Why, do you know, if you only had your 
own, that which you earn by the sweat of your brow, 
every man, woman, and child would get from £30 to £40 
a year each ? Just think of that." 

^̂  Why, IVe twelve of 'em; how much be my share? 
Nearly £600 a year, my man." 

** Bless us," exclaimed the man, in astonishment. 
This revelation, for such it was, caused a little inter-

ruption in the speaker's harangue, which gave the audi-
o 
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ence opportunity to blow off the steam and relieve their 
excitement in conversation; and the speaker time to take 
breath and prepare for the second part of his address. 
This was inaugurated by an invitation from a shrewd man 
in the body of the hall to tell us how we are to do it: 
^'How are we to get hold of things?" The question 
was pertinent, and caused instant silence. The speaker 
continued: 

tell you both how to get hold and how to keep 
hold when youVe got them." 

Ay, ay ; Brag is a good dog, but Holdfast's a better." 
There are two ways of getting back all that is your 

own. One, which I do not recommend, is, to return 
Members of Parliament from your own class, pledged to 
change the laws, so as to force these robbers to disgorge 
their illgotten wealth. That will take a long time : some 
people have calculated quite two hundred years. And 
during all those years you will be poor, your children will 
be poor, and your grandchildren will be poor; and then 
there's always a chance that you will fail." 

That be no good for we ; tell us the other way." 
The other is the good old English way of using your 

fisticuffs and taking i t ! " This sentiment pleased the 
audience immensely. 

And you being the many, can if you will." 
We will; we will; we've been poor long enough!" 

^̂  Ay," said a former querist, ' ' but how are we to keep 
it when we've got it ? " 

tell you. The whole nation will own everything— 
the land, capital, machinery, everything; and will give the 
use of it to all who are willing to work. Whatever is pro-
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duced (this £1,250,000,000) will be equally divided among 
the workers." 

''But suppose I work eight hours, and another man, 
equally strong, works only four. Will he get as much as 
me?" • 

the man who does the best and the most work 
will be entitled to get a larger share of that which is pro-
duced; for the produce of labour is the natural recom-
pense of labour. A man who works, say, only forty hours 
a w e e k " — A n d plenty too")—** Yes, and plenty too, as 
my friend says—will be credited on the books of the State 
with his forty hours; the man who works only twenty will 
be credited with twenty, and will be able to buy ail he 
requires by giving the time he has worked in exchange 
for what lie gets. In this way the industrious man may 
put by a part of his time (that which he does not spend) 
for a rainy day or for a holiday. Time will be money, 
and no other money will be needed. With it he can buy 
food, clothes, beer, recreation, and no middleman can put 
it away in a bank, or lend it out at interest, growing rich 
at the expense of other people's labour. The country will 
thus bo freed from the curse of pauperism, and the equal 
curse of luxurious idleness. All will be prosperous, con-
tented, and happy, and the fabled millennium will have 
come." 

The speaker resumed his seat amid thunderous applause, 
and loud approvals of his speech. On the whole the meet-
ing had been very orderly, considering the class of people 
composing it and the character of the address. There had 
been some few expressions of dissent, particularly when the 
speaker advocated the confiscation of landed property. On 
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these occasions the chairman had promptly intervened and 
said, Please don't interrupt the speaker. If any man 
dissents from his opinion he shall have an opportunity of 
saying so." 

CHAPTER X X I X . 

A REPLY: THE PRODUCE OF LABOUR IS THE NATURAL 

RECOMPENSE OR WAGES OF LABOUR. 

W H E N the applause had somewhat subsided, the reverend 
chairman arose and said: Someone in the body of the 
meeting dissented from the speaker's proposal to confiscate 
the land, as the phrase is, and other instruments of pro-
duction. He now has an opportunity of expressing his 
opinion on this subject. But before calling upon him 
permit me to make one remark in support of the speaker's 
proposal. It is this—There's an old book which says, 
' The earth is the Lord's.' It does not, therefore, belong 
to the landlord, who has stolen it, and must be made to 
disgorge his prey," 

No one moved when the chairman resumed his seat. 
There were loud cries of Now's your time," ** Come on," 

Spit it out, old man," and other equally playful demon-
strations, at the objector's expense. Still nobody moved. 

Presently a costermonger whom I knew stood up, and 
addressing the lecturer said, say, mister, you told us 
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the State would take everything—from the rich ; but not 
from the likes of us. I have a donkey and a cart, which I 
bought with my own money; what I want to know is, will 
they take my donkey ? Having delivered this facer, the 
speaker sat down. But the lecturer declined to be drawn 
by a matter of detail, and retained his seat. The coster-
monger was not to be put off in this way, and was soon 
upon his feet again. want to know," he reiterated, 

will they take my donkey, mister? " After this appeal 
Mr. Heynolds felt constrained to give some kind of reply, 
as the audience evidently expected one. It was short and 
to the point. *'AYhy, of course, if the people own every-
thing, they will own your donkey too ; it will be taken for 
the good of the people, of whom you are one." The 
audience applauded. But the costermonger was not to be 
beaten ; he stood up immediately and blurted out, Then 
I'm not on, mister ; I paid for Ned with my own money, 
and I'm blest if anyone takes him from me." Loud 
laughter greeted this hostile declaration, in the midst of 
which the querist resumed his seat. This little by-play 
amused the audience; still no reply to the lecturer was 
forthcoming. 

Urged by a sudden and almost irresistible impulse, I 
started to my feet, and all eyes were at once directed to 
me, and cries arose of, "Here he is at last," *'Keep up 
your spirits, my boy," amid which I made my way to the 
platform. ^^He's a newspaperman," Chuck him out," 
arose from some. " No, no, let him speak," said others. 
I bowed to the chairman, and, facing the vast audience, 
began my reply. There was a conscious hush, and every 
word was heard. 
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have listened, as I am sure all of this great meet-
ing have done, with deep attention and interest to the 
eloquent speech of the gentleman who has addressed 
us." ( ' 'Soft soap," interjected someone.) ' 'And in 
attempting to point out its fallacies I must ask your 
indulgence, as I have no opportunity to prepare my 
speech. With one preliminary remark I will begin my 
task. I am deeply interested in the question of elevating 
the masses, and improving their position. The paper 
which I have the honour to direct, the London Uxpress" 
— C Three cheers for the London Express,''^ cried one; and 
three cheers were given.) ' 'Thank you, on behalf of 
the proprietors of that journal. The London Express 
has advocated for years the cause of the people; and I 
should bitterly regret to see the advantages that we have 
slowly gained thrown away by a false move on the part of 
the people themselves ; and it is the conviction that such a 
step will be taken if you follow the advice given by the 
eloquent speaker that induces me to stand here." ( ' 'Un-
accustomed as I am to public speaking," cried the ever-
present wag, whose sally was followed by good-humoured 
laughter.) 

Encouraged by the temper of the meeting, I continued: 
"Let us take the speaker's several points, so far as I 
remember them, one by one. First, he said that we are 
all equal." (•' So we are.") Yes, so we are, in this sense 
—that all have equal rights. In^ other respects we are 
not equal. These two men standing before me " (point-
ing to a man over six feet standing by the side of a small 
man about five, in view of the audience) " are not equal, 
in size or strength." (This personal allusion tickled the 
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humour of my listeners, and their good temper gave me 
confidence.) ** Confidently, then, I contend that men are 
not equal in the sense intended by the speaker." ( I felt 
that I was carrying the sense of the meeting with me.) 
"They are not equal in size and strength ; in intelligence 
and skill; in moral qualities and force of character. W e 
all know this. Nature or God has conferred higher quali-
ties on one man than on another.'* ( " W h y has He? 
it isn't fair." " Order, order," responded the chairman.) 
" I cannot—no person can—answer that question. It is a 
fact that it is so; and these differences are responsible for 
many of the differences in life complained of. I remem-
ber a story in an old book, of two boys, to each of whom 
the father had given a fruit-tree equal in quality. One lad 
dug about the roots of his tree, manured it, pruned it at 
the right season, and sufficiently. The other lad neglected 
his tree, liked idling and play better than work, with this 
result, that while the first tree was loaded with fruit, 
his was barren. Of course he blamed the tree, his father, 
his brother, anybody but himself, and wanted to share the 
fruits of his brother's labour. In this case the natural 
and just recompense of labour was the fruit of the tree." 
( "But it's the idle class," interjected Mr. Reynolds, " which 
gets the fruit at present.") Hear, hear," and I had 
the sense of the audience against me.) There is no idle 
class," I replied. There was loud laughter and inter-
ruption at this sentiment. " N o , " I repeated, "there 
is no idle class; and I am sure you will, like honest 
Englishmen, admit this in a moment. There are idle 
men and women, plenty of them, in all classes." ("Special 
pleading;" "Good Old Bailey lawyer ; " "What ' s your 
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fee, old man ? " Be quiet, Bill, or he'll put you in 
the p a p e r ; " and sundry other interjections.) Yes, the 
idle are not eonfiQed to any one class ; they are found 
in all. There are idle noblemen; there are idle workin}> 
men; men who prefer to idle about, with pipes in their 
moulhs, while the poor wife does the work. I appeal to 
you if this is not true.'* ( ' 'Yes , yes, it's as true as 
gospel," said the shrill voice of a woman, which raised 
the good-natured laughter of the meeting.) '^Ihere are 
men in all classes who work, but all do not work in the 
same way. Some work with their hands, some with their 
brains. Some produce, some protect, some heal; and all 
do work necessary for the State—that is, for the rest of the 
community. One man, it is said, can produce sufficient to 
maintain ten people; but the other nine are not idle. They 
are usefully employed, and are honestly entitled to a share 
of that which the first man produces. Let me take the 
speaker's own illustration. A man catches a lot of fish. 
They are the produce of his labour, we are told, and 
are therefore the natural recompense, or wages, of his 
labour. That is true. Let us see how the matter will 
pan out. First, then, the successful fisherman has to give 
soma of his fish for the hire of the boat, or for the interest 
of the money spent in building i t ; then some more to the 
man who lends his horse and cart to carry them to market; 
some to the lad who drives the horse. A dispute arises 
about tho fish sold, so a policeman is needed, and some of 
the fish must go to h im; a magistrate must decide; in 
order that his case may be carefully stated, a lawyer is 
employed; all these must take some portion of the fish. 
But the fisherman may be driven away by France or 
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Germany from the waters frequented by the fish, so a 
navy is needed to protect his fishing rights. And all 
these must be paid out of the fish caught by the fisher-
man. Instead of these several payments—for these and 
other purposes, as the doctor who attends us in sickness, 
the newspaper that brings us the news—being made in this 
primitive way, society, at infinite cost and pains, and after 
many attempts, has built up a system through which they 
are all made in an indirect wa}^ gold and silver in the form 
of money being the measure of values. Those who are 
wrongly called the idle classes may be non-producers; but 
they are necessary, and rightly demand a share of that 
which is produced. The division of labour is an economical 
arrangement. 

** Very often those who discharge important functions in 
the community get no remuneration for their services. 
They live on their ^ means.' " Which they have stolen 
from the people," interjected Mr. Eeynolds. This senti-
ment was received with applause.) That is not a fair 
statement of the case. The landed gentry (I am not 
advocating the maintenance of a landed gentry) live on 
their means, which they have, usually, inherited from their 
fathers, and I am only asking for them that fair treatment 
from the hands of Englishmen which has for centuries been 
their characteristic: that the sins of the fathers, or of 
the system, should not be visited upon an innocent people. 
Land and capital are in the hands of the comparatively 
few. The rent and interest which ihey derive from these 
sources, enables them to live without becoming producers. 
All men ought to work; and, as I have shown, most men 
do work ; and while these work, the community pays them 
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nothing for their labour. They live upon their ' means ' ; 
that is, upon what they have earned and put by, or upon 
what they have inherited from their fathers." ( ' 'And 
they stole it from others.") ' 'Excuse me, that is not true. 
Centuries ago, the soil of England became the spoil of the 
Conqueror; and was given by him, under the sanction of 
the sword, to his followers. I t has long since passed, 
most of it, by legitimate purchase, into the hands of others 
who gave in exchange for it their hard-earned money, and 
took possession with the sanction of the State. That is, 
A., a retired tradesman, who had saved two or three thou-
sand pounds, the 'natural recompense or wages of his 
labour,' gave his earnings to B., and received in exchange, 
with the sanction of the community, the land which he 
calls his estate. Can the community honestly deny his 
right to the full value of the estate ? To confiscate it 
would be an act of spoliation and robbery. No; if you 
want his land, either buy it at the market price, or give 
him back his money, and increase it by the diflFerence 
between the interest it would have gained during all the 
years that he was not using it, and what the estate has 
produced. You would, I believe, find it cheaper to take it 
at its market value. Eent and interest, therefore, are in 
part the produce of past labour, whose results have been 
saved up and handed on to the descendants of those who 
accumulated them. For time does not vitiate the con-
nexion between labour and its natural recompense. If the 
natural recompense is my own, then I can give it to whom 
I please without injury to the community. Nor can you 
by any act prevent such accumulations. 

" The lecturer, in reply to very pertinent questions, 
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manifested some inconsistency. He first said that the 
produce of labour should be equally divided among the 
labourers; and then that it should be divided proportion-
ally to the time and skill of the labourers engaged in its 
production. This variation is of the essence of socialistic 
theories. 

** Either a man must be free to labour for a longer or 
a shorter period; or all men must work equal times— 
being driven to the field or the workshop—in which case 
slavery is reinstated, the slave-owner being the State. 
Thus liberty ceases; and this privation is in conflict with 
an instinct of human nature. Or, if each man asserts 
his right, after making due provision for himself and 
those dependent upon him, to determine his labour the 
moment that position is reached, then financial variation 
begins. One man will labour sixty hours a week, another 
twenty; and unless you take from the former the excess 
and surplus of his labour, in which case you again come 
into conflict with an instinct of human nature, he becomes 
rich or is on the road to wealth, for the produce of labour 
is the natural recompense or wages of labour. 

Eeynolds's scheme thus affords the same facilities 
for the accumulation of wealth as that now existing. He 
told us that a man may get credit for his forty hours of 
work done in a week; that with part of this he can buy 
the necessaries of life, laying by the surplus for a rainy 
day. We are told that twenty or thirty hours a week may 
be saved in this way; that means an accumulation of one 
thousand or fifteen hundred hours in a year. The man is 
already a small capitalist. If he can paint a picture or 
write a popular book, the sale of these might bring in 
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twenty thousand or fifty thousand hours, and the man is 
rich in accumulated time, which is the measure of values, 
and there is nothing to prevent him investing this accu-
mulated time and living upon the proceeds of the invest-
ment. Intermediaries, ready to advance a little time, will 
soon come into existence, and the new state of things will 
be as bad as the first. The time thus accumulated can be 
transferred, through exchange merchants, to other countries, 
France, Italy, &c., and there turned into gold and silver 
—the universal measure of values. The fact is, human 
nature is human nature, and you cannot correct its tenden-
cies by Acts of Parliament. 

^'In old days the tall and strong became chiefs; later, 
those who had knowledge became leaders of the people. 
Now the wise and capable reap the advantage. And it 
must be so; tlie utmost we can do is to safeguard the 
elementary rights of all people, and leave the nation to 
develope by the free play—limited as I have said—of in-
dividual character and ability." 

^'How then would you change the existing condition 
of things, which you admit to be bad?" asked the 
reverend chairman. 

''Aim high; set before the people the highest ideal that 
can be reasonably conceived—the millennium, if you like, 
that Mr. Eeynolds desires; and strive to attain it by 
observing the true laws of progress, of which confiscation 
and robbery are no part. Teach the true economic laws 
of production and distribution; eliminate the middleman, 
80 far as possible, that the producer and consumer may 
meet together. Thus, in general terms. Particularly, I 
would urge sobriety and industry; develope the intelli-
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gence; and cultivate the character of the people. These 
personal qualities, acting through equal laws, would lift 
the people to a higher level, and improve their material 
condition immensely. 

**Let me add one word about the soil. Land is one of 
the elementary necessities of life, like air and water, and 
must be held for the benefit of alL"̂ ^ (This sentiment was 
enthusiastically received.) But all cannot cultivate land. 
The many must be employed in other ways. How then 
must it be held ? Only two principal methods are open to 
us. It must be held by the State, being leased by the 
State, or cultivated by the State. That is, it must be 
managed by a department, with all the chances of jobbery 
and private patronage that characterise pubh'c manage-
ment. Or, it must be held by individual proprietors, who 
are permitted to use the land in exchange for a lump 
sum paid to the State. This is the best and most profit-
able method. For men work with better heart, and know-
ledge is more skilfully applied, when they work for them-
selves. Hence private ownership, rigidly conditioned by 
the general canon—that individual rights must be sub-
ordinated to the welfare of the community—is the best, 
and with wise laws, this means the soil for the cultivators 
of the soil; or, if you prefer it, a peasant, or small farmer 
proprietorship, whese recompense is the produce of his 
labour. \ 

*'Life is complex and disciplinary, and was intended to 
be 60 by its Divine author. We may easily miss the mark 
and go astray. Therefore, I have compelled myself to 
say these things to you. Once, at least, the world started 
on its course full of hope, with energies renewed by Chris-
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tianity; it swerved from the right course, and plunged into 
the dark ages—ages of ignorance and superstition; of 
cruel and desolating wars, which enslaved both the bodies 
and the souls of men, and led them back to barbarism. 
From this evil state the great Beformation and the 
Renaissance delivered us, and set our feet upon the right 
road. Do not let us again lose the way, for the light is 
breaking, and plunge into another darkness worse than 
the first. Thank you for your patient attention to a some-
what long speech.'* 

There was some applause when I concluded, sufficient 
to make me feel hopeful that my seed might fall, here and 
there, upon good ground, and bear fruit. Well done," 
whispered Granvers, as I took my seat by his side. " I 
don't think he can answer that.'* Mr. Eeynolds was 
rising to his feet. He merely said, At this late 
hour I will not further detain you, but merely rise to 
say one word in reference to one of the speaker's 
remarks about God. He seems to be pretty familiar 
with God and His purposes; I wish to say that the 
existence of God is a pure theological assumption; that 
it cannot be proved, and that much of the speaker's 
argument falls, with his assumption, to the ground. I 
will take an early opportunity of showing this. Good 
night, brothers and sisters, and thanks to our excellent 
chairman." The man was master of the meeting, which 
slowly dispersed. ' . "' ' 

That's a dangerous man," repeated Granvers, when 
we got outside; "and a very plausible fellow. I wonder 
where he came from." 

** Do you know," I replied, "his voice falls upon my ear 
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familiarly; but I cannot recollect his face. l ie must be 
close upon sixty." 

"About fifty-five, I should think," replied Granvers; 
"maybe not so much, for he's rather dissipated, I fancy. 
If he is we need not fear him." 

CHAPTEE X X X . 

GOD m POLITICAL ECONOMY. 

A PRESS of work kept me fully employed for some weeks. 
The whole of England was agitated by the labour ques-
tion : strike followed strike in rapid succession; strikes 
in various parts of London, carefully organised, were 
followed by strikes in all the great cities. It seemed as 
if all England were in a state of ferment, and that her 
trade and finance were about to collapse. Hence I was 
kept close at my desk, and Mr. Eeynolds and his proposed 
meeting were forgotten. A notice in one of the evening 
papers recalled the x>ropo8al to my recollection. It was to 
the ellect that tho people's Orator and Leader, Mr. Henry 
Eeynolds, would deliver a lecture that evening on "God 
in Political Economy," the lecture to be followed by 
discussion. The ingenuity of tho title struck me, and I 
resolved to be present. So a little before lluj hour nuinod 
I was in the hall where the lecturer was to speak. It 
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was already packed with a serious, hard-headed audience. 
For many religious people, I have found, are always on 
the alert when an attack is to be made upon the founda-
tion of their faith, as if they feared that in their absence 
it might be rooted up; and the vicious are always ready 
to support an attack upon that which threatens their vices 
with pains and penalties ; while others again are inte-
rested in the economical aspect of the question proposed for 
discussion. The audience was composed of these several 
classes, an attentive, orderly meeting. Mr. Henry Eeynolds, 
whose voice again awakened old memories, began his 
lecture by emi)hasi8ing the importance of the subject. The 
rectification of life's inequalities, he said, was thrown upon 
God and the unseen worhl by those interested in main-
taining the present order of things. As a counterpoise to 
this life's wretchedness they invented God and Heaven; 
tliey painted a future life of happiness and blessing where 
the wicked (that is themselves) cease from troubling, and 
the weary are at rest; where all tears are wiped away, 
and there is no more hunger or thirst; where the sua 
shall not srriito by day, nor the moon by night; and they 
ofl'er this condition of things as compensation for tlje 
present state of suirering and misery. Now, if all this 
was true, we might well be asked to bear patiently the 
sud'erings of this life, for they are not worthy to be com-
pared with the glory which is to be revealed—after death. 
At the worst, if suffering become intolerable, a bodkin 
would work our deliverance, and introduce us to the land 
of promise, more blessed than the land of milk and honey 
asbured to the Jews in old times. Now, if all the wretched 
dupea of the privileged classes should believe this story, 
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and should act upon their belief, they would hasten their 
escape from this world of misery and suffering by voluntary 
emigration to another sphere ; and the oppressors would 
have no one left to earn their money, to clean their boots, 
and cook their food for them. This would never do. 
The privileged classes would cease to be privileged, and 
would be left alone upon the earth. So a Hell was 
invented, where the disobedient would be tortured for ever 
and ever. This invention had a restraining effect upon 
their dupes, and kept them here in servitude, working out 
their future redemption by lives of obedience to their 
pastors and masters. This life, it was said, was proba-
tionary and preparatory. See then that you behave well 
—as your pastors and masters teach you—or you will 
come under the ban of an offended God. " Y o u see, 
then," he said, "the urgent importance of the subject— 
* God in Political Economy.' 

" Before we can permit the intrusion of God into social 
and economic questions, we must be sure that He is, and 
that He intends to treat us well, and kindly. We start in 
our inquiry from the existence of the world and all that 
is in it. Here we are. This is a certain fact. The 
human mind is self-impelled to ask, and to try to resolve 
the question, * Whence?' Two principal answers only 
are possible. The first, that the universe, and all the 
forces that are perpetually changing the forms of existence, 
ara eternal; that they have always been, and that they, 
inscrutable to us, have brought about all past changes, and 
are perpetually bringing about all new changes that take 
place in the present; that they destroy and rebuild ; make 
void and recreate; destroy one world and create another^ 
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Or that the universe had a beginning, originating through 
some Force, whose action is inscrutable. This is the 
Spencerian philosophy. The words of the groat thinker 
are that the power of whicli the universe is the manifes-
tation is inscrutable, that is, unknowable. That is all. 
There is no other theory possible. But Christians tell us 
that this Force is God, and that He is possessed of 
personal attributes. 

^'Everybody knows, and nobody can tell, what per-
sonality means. Christians affirm that God is a personal 
being. They go further, and tell us that He is a Father 
—' Our Father in Heaven.' "Well, let us look around us 
with this Christian idea in our minds. We see the portion 
of the world, of which we form a part, full of incongruities, 
of blunders, of waste, purposeless waste, and worst pf all, 
of cruelties that appal us, cruelties in the animal world, 
more agonising cruelties in the human world, and we are 
asked to believe that these suffering men, women, and 
children are the children of a Divine Father. All I can 
say, as I contemplate their sad condition, is, that they are 
not a credit to Him." 

A visible shudder went through the audience at this 
daring blasphemy, and some persons left the room. The 
speaker continued: 

' ' I was brought up to believe in God, and to pray 
to Him. I need not say that I now neither believe in 
Kim nor pray to Him. Let me trace the history of my 
mind. The Christian idea of prayer is that in it we 
speak to One who, though unseen, is ever near, and 
listens to our cry; that His presence and personality are 
as real as those of an earthly father, and that in appeal-
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ing to Him we appeal to One wlio is possessed of almighty 
power to fulfil our desires. This is a very beautiful 
theory, and by it men seek to redress the manifest ine-
qualities presented by the condition of the world. God 
is at hand, He is listening, He is able to deliver you out 
of your distress. In prayer we confidently appeal to the 
Being who is created by the Christian religion. We 
believe that our lightest word is heard; yes, that the 
thought of our heart is seen. 

* Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, 
Uttered or unexpressed; 

The motion of a hidden fire 
That hums within the hreast.' 

^̂  We all know this, and we have probably all prayed— 
felt impelled to call upon the Strong for strength and help ; 
and we have all been disappointed. I emphasise this. 
We have prayed, that is, asked for something from One 
whom we were taught to believe was well able to give it, 
and we have not received. How many instances of failure 
can I recall in early life! Once, a little brother lay at 
the point of death. He had been a merry little chap, and 
was the delight of our home. But his gambols and merri-
ment were all stilled now; the feeble life was flickering 
in little Willie's pulse. We were all gathered round the 
bed of the dying child, weeping bitterly, and, according 
to Christian theology, there were unseen witnesses of our 
great sorrow. ' At this moment my father said, * Let us 
2)ray to One who is a Father and can help us, to Him 
who restored to Jairus his already dead child. He is 
here, where two or three are met together, and it may be 
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Hear will he us for our little Willie.' We fell upon our 
knees and prayed. My father prayed so earnestly and 
touchingly ; and when he ceased then my mother, and her 
passionate entreaty melted us all into tears, and we broke 
out sobbing. She spoke as to One actually present, and 
I confidently expected to see my brother rise up and walk, 
or at any rate sit up and take food like the daughter of 
Jairus. When we rose from our knees I looked eagerly 
to Willie—he was in the last agony of death. With one 
tender, half-conscious glance at his mother, he passed 
away, and his death almost broke my motlier's heart." 

The speaker paused, as if overcome by painful 
memories. When he continued he said. 

This is representative of thousands of cases that occur 
every week. Broken-hearted mothers and fathers cry to 
Heaven and no answer comes back to earth. 

^̂  Later in life, when I grew to manhood, I mixed with 
religious men and women, clergymen and others. Now, 
I said, I know those who are in communication with 
God ; they will be different from other people. I observed 
them closely. Had I discerned a real difference I might 
have come to believe that the difference was due to the 
action of some other force than those included in and 
generalised under the name of Nature. I could observe 
and number the forces working upon other men and 
women; I found that in like manner those acting upon 
religious men and women came within the sphere of 
observation, and were numerable. Then there was 
nothing supernatural in their lives, Theĵ  ate and drank, 
moved by the propensities of their natures; they slept 
and sheltered themselves; they sought recreation and 
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change; they entered into social relations, moved thereto 
by well-known causes. If my observation ascended to 
higher spheres of experience, I detected the same resem-
blances ; the causes operating were known and numerable. 
Then they did not come from a supernatural sphere; they 
did not come from God. These men and women were like 
others in character—sometimes bad-tempered and impa-
tient, sometimes selfish, and worse; yet they prayed^ and 
their prayers produced no change in them. I t was evident 
that their prayers did not put them into communion with 
such a Being as Christianity represents: my observation 
pointed to the same conclusion as my own experience. 

But it may be said, the action of a Supernatural Being 
upon an individual mind may be resisted and counteracted 
by the individual will. I waive the reply that where the 
Infinite Actor possesses all the resources of the universe 
directed by infinite wisdom with which He may constrain 
or crush that finite will, such resistance would be im-
possible. To discuss this question would involve us in 
metaphysical subtleties, and I prefer to keep in the open 
air. Let us therefore search for the action which involves 
the existence of a Supernatural Being in wide stretches 
of time, where the idiosyncrasies of one individual will are 
corrected and balanced by those of another, and all that 
remains is the corrected sum. Surely here, if it exist, its 
direction and rule will be disclosed. Four thousand 
years of human history, and what is it? A series of 
pictures of lust, and violence, and bloodshed; of oppression, 
poverty, misery, and crime, the whole creation groaning 
and travailing in pain. The martyrdom of man! strength, 
cruelty, and fraud triumphing over the weak, the gentle, 
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the simple, over those who ought to be under supernatural 
protection. This is, shortly, the scene "which history 
presents, and the present condition of the world is the 
foreground of the great picture which the hand of time is 
painting. Does its contemplation encourage us to believe 
that the artist's hand is directed by Divine skill ? No, 
emphatically no ! " 

Here the pent-up feelings of the audience found expres-
sion in sympathetic applause. 

' ' A survey of the universe does not then disclose the 
existence of a personal Being." 

^'What about the B ib l e ? " shouted someone from the 
audience. 

am coming to that. Does the Bible reveal—that is 
the word of theologians—does the Bible reveal a personal 
God?. The collection of ancient writings known among 
Christians by that name talks about a personal God as 
if He were a superior kind of man, with man's infirmities 
and passions. Homer, Yirgil, and other heathen writers 
represent their gods in the same way; yet we do not 
believe their creations to be realities. Ought we to believe 
that the God of the Bible is a reality? To answer this 
question we must know the writers of the several books, 
and judge of their capacity and honesty. But, if there's 
one thing which historical criticism has made clear, it is 
that we do not know them. Who wrote the books of 
Moses ? W e do not know. It is admitted by Christian 
writers that these books are full of legend—that is, that 
they are not history. Who wrote the Psalms ?—the books 
of the Prophets ? Christian critics will tell you that there 
were two Isaiahs; that the story of Jonah is a myth; 
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tliat the Book of Daniel was written after the events 
which it professes to foretell. Coming to the New Testa-* 
ment we are beset by the same uncertainty and doubt. 
The Gospels, and most of the Epistles, and the Book 
of Eevelation were the works of unknown men, some of 
whom lived in the second century. Only two or three 
letters by Paul are genuine. So that the conclusion is 
forced upon us that Christianity is the creation of human 
minds and hearts; that its so-called revelation is splendid 
guess-work, that is all. I t does not therefore reveal, 
although it talks much about, a personal God, so we are 
landed where we were before. 

** We see a universe, of which we are a part, around us, 
and all we know respecting its origin is that it is either 
eternal or the product of a Force which is inscrutable. 
The history of the world does not disclose a supernatural 
personality. Man has occupied the earth for 60,000 years 
at least. During all those years God, if God there be, 
has remained silent; silent, too, when speech were golden. 
Man, miserable man, clad in the skins of wild beasts, living 
precariously, exposed to the rigours of arctic and antarctic 
cold, wandered over the face of the icebound earth for 
centuries, unhelped. No angel, moved by even a human 
compassion, ever broke through the veil and came to 
comfort him. He was left alone, to struggle on, through 
ignorance, folly, and crime, towards the light of a better 
life; and by his own unaided efforts he has advanced slowly 
to his present state. The conclusion is that there is no 
God, and no life hereafter; that all our efforts are 
bounded by the horizon of life, and that life is rounded off 
by eternal sleep. The conclusion demonstrates that we 



2 3 2 THE M C L I N E AND FALL OF 

must not wait for the help of our spiritual unseen neigh-
bours, but must depend upon ourselves and our own 
exertions. 

There are no Divine laws: Thou shalt not kill, thou 
shalt not commit adultery, thou shalt not steal, and a 
host of other laws, are not Divine, but human laws. 
They have been, most of them, made in the interests of 
the few—the strong, the rich—in order to hedge them 
round with sanctions that would preserve to them those 
advantages which they had gained by superior strength 
and fraud. In the future the laws will be, must be, made 
in the interests of the many. Meanwhile, we, being the 
many, repeal and abrogate by our action all laws that 
withhold from us our rights, and trample them under our 
feet." 

The speaker resumed his seat amid demonstrations of 
approval. That man, any man, should be glad to know 
that there is no God, no Father, seems to me an appalling 
instance of perversity. ' Were it true that God is not, 
truly the universe should put on mourning, and human 
tears should flow unceasingly; for then there is no Eye 
watching over us, no Hand guiding us, no Heart caring 
for us. 

C H A P T E E X X X I . 

GOD M THE INDIYIDTJAL AND THE WOIILD. 

AFTER a somewhat prolonged silence, the Chairman rose 
and said that the meeting was now open, and that discus-
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sion was invited. No one accepted the invitation, but 
there was a breathless state of expectancy. In its midst 
someone rose amid universal observation, and I saw my 
old friend Mr. Grately standing up, his white hair— 
prematurely white—conspicuous in his appearance. He 
no sooner got into the view of the audience than there 
arose cries of " H e ' s a parson!" "Turn him o u t ! " 
" No parsons! " and counter cries of " We know him I " 
" He's a good 'un ! " " He's our parson ! " 

Amid these demonstrations Mr. Grately walked to the 
platform and took his place in front of the audience. 
He was violently agitated, and spoke at first with a trem-
bling voice. "Yes , " he began, in allusion to the cries 
which first greeted his appearance, " I 'm a parson—I'm 
an East-end parson—and there are many here who know 
me." Considerable and friendly applause greeted the old 
man and encouraged him. " I have spent my life among 
the poor, and God knows that if I believed what the lec-
turer has told you I should die, life would be insupport-
able, for an eternal night of despair would cover the face 
of the earth. Let me shortly, as a kind of preface, con-
trast the case of the unbeliever and that of the believer. 
W e are face to face in nature with three mysterious and 
appalling facts:—1. The existence of life—physical life, 
mental life, and what I may call spiritual life. No one 
can account for its origin or explain its nature. 2. The 
existence of suffering, the evil which cancels the blessing 
of life, and intensifies its mystery. The words of the 
great apostle, already quoted here, correctly describe this 
fact—the whole creation groaneth and travaileth in pain 
together. It is the presence of suffering which wakens up 
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man's energies and arouses his sympathies, consequences 
which offer a clue to the reason of the fact. Then there is 
the great fact of—3. Death. Death comes to us in the 
midst of our misery and terminates our career abruptly, 
and often painfully. Those who have gone from us come 
not back again—never break the awful silence. This fact 
intensifies the former. 

these are facts evident to all, and how does 
unbelief treat them ? Unbelief, with its superficial attain-
ments, its almost contemptuous methods, sweeps the 
universe lightly, and declares to expectant, suffering man, 
Death is the end of life. There is no hope for man ; the 
mysteries of life can never be solved; the problem is 
insoluble. Then the miseries of life are wrapped about by 
an Egyptian darkness, and the condition of suffering man 
is without hope. And this conclusion, to my pain and 
sorrow, I have heard welcomed with acclamation and 
applause by intelligent men and women, the subjects of 
the suffering! Incredible one would think ! Such is the 
gospel of unbelief, such the welcome it receives from man. 
Now turn to the Christian solution and contrast it with the 
creed of pessimism, Christianity throws light upon the 
Yalley of the Shadow of Death, and by its light—faint 
indeed, but sufficient—we see the other side of the shore, 
and there those who have gone from us are seen, living 
still, living under other conditions. Here, then, is hopo 
in which the heart of suffering humanity can rest for a 
little while, until hope ends in fruition. 

have thus stated the broad issues between belief 
and unbelief. Let me now advance along the lines of 
proof which lead to the Christian conclusion. I accept 
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Mr. Herbert Spencer's philosophical conclusion—that the 

universe is the manifestation of an inscrutable power; 

inscrutable to philosophical and scientific research, as 

these terms are improperly restricted. The universe 

examined by scientific methods manifests an inscrutable 

X30wer. But what is a manifestation ? I t is the intel-

lectual appreliension of that which is unseen, secret, or 

obscure. The thing manifested may be secret or obscure, 

but that by which it is manifested throws some light upon 

its character and nature. The universe is the manifesta-

tion of a power—your lecturer said a force. Well , the 

contemplation of the universe forces upon us certain con-

clusions respecting the Power which is behind the uni-

verse. Its vastness implies power; its adjustments some 

degree of wisdom; its tendency to promote the happiness 

of the world, seen in ten thousand ways, predicates good-

ness. Here, then. Spencer's conclusion leads necessarily 

to others—that this inscrutable Power is powerful, wise, 

and good, in some degree. I do not say infinite, for I 

am only speaking philosophically. I f no other revelation 

existed than the universe, of which we form a part, then 

wo could with confidence infer that the Force behind it 

was possessed of power, wisdom, and goodness in some 

measure; and when we interrogate man, and his mys-

terious nature, and examine dispassionately the facts of 

human life, as displayed in history, we obtain a fuller 

revelation of the nature of this inscrutable Power. 

Through the long stretch of history we discern a 

purpose. 

doubt not through the ages one eternal purpose 

runs/ and that purpose is ever, with many interruptions, 



2 3 6 THE DECLINE AKD FALL OF 

from better to better, endowing us with a glorious hope— 
the Christian hope. At this point we eagerly ask: Has 
this being ever spoken to man—to guide, instruct, and 
warn him? And we wait anxiously for the reply to this 
question. All nations say He has, and I am not concerned 
to deny that revelations—real revelation, though imperfect 
and tainted by its instruments—have been made to all 
nations. 

"The Christian revelation is certainly one, full, complete, 
and final. In regard to the literature known as the Bible, 
I will make one general remark. When compared with 
other ancient literature its unique character is manifest. I t 
is better and higher than all the products of the children 
of men. The purpose may be the same, but the character 
is different. I ts elevation of sentiment impresses us, its 
influence moulds us, its spirit informs us. I t fills the 
distant spaces of the universe with light and life and 
movement; it brings us into communication with them— 
bringing us messages and grace from the Eternal. The 
communion is not intellectual, but spiritual. The inward 
nature is conscious of the presence of something other than 
itself and ordered phenomena ; other than thought, opinion, 
belief; of a Presence which is Power, Love, Blessing. This 
is supernatural. And in this Fact is God and Heaven, and 
Life Eternal. The Fact is more certain than demonstration, 
for mind, heart, life arc all fired by it, and fused into a 
knowledge which transconds the intellect. 

' In anch access of mind, in such high honour 
Of visitation from the living God, 
Thought [is] not, in enjoyment it [expires].' 
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is certain as self is self, consciousness is consciousness, 
life is life. More happiness, and strength for life's duties 
come from the reading of the Word of God, and meditation 
upon its truths, than from any other single cause; and are 
in proportion to the regularity and devoutness of its study, 
and independent of surrounding conditions of l i fe ; are 
found, indeed, in the midst of squalid and miserable 
surroundings, and are absent from those conditions we 
esteem more favourable to happiness, when such reading 
and meditation are neglected. Those who have thus cut 
themselves off from the Divine life which vibrates and 
throbs in the Divine word are hlase^ or are rapidly becom-
ing Uase; that is, have already lost, or are losing, all 
enjoyment of life's simple pleasures. For the human soul 
needs the Divine life to complete itself, and finds its life 
in That, as the mi&t rises to its native heaven. 

" I t is not my intention to argue the question of the 
authenticity of the Old Testament; that would occupy too 
much time. I will only say, in passing to an aspect of 
the question that may be made clear to all, that the sub-
stantial accuracy of these ancient writings is a standing 
marvel, whenever they can be tested by comparison with 
other ancient history ; and that if anyone reads the books 
themselves rather than criticisms about them, he cannot 
fail to be impressed with the elevation of their tone, their 
undying hope, as well as their advanced morals, side by 
side with the recognition of heights and depths of human 
experience, that amply embrace all the experiences of 
human life. The spirit of the holy gods is in them; and 
it is a striking fact that the Divine Life of Jesus Christ, 
which must needs have, if it is Divine, conaections with 
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past history, is found in direct relation with tliose same 
Old Testament Scriptures. 

" I n regard to the genuineness of the New Testament, I 
will make only one remark (a remark whose force extends 
to the Old Testament): that it is a statute law of literary 
criticism, that books are ascribed to their genuine authors. 
I , know of no reason why this statute law should not 
prevail in the case of the books of the New Testament. 
But I will not insist upon this. I will accept the lecturer's 
conclusion: he has told you that several of Paul's letters 
are genuine. This is undoubted. It is not doubted by 
any intelligent unbeliever. All tell us that the Epistles 
of Paul to the Eomans, the Corinthians (i. and ii.), and 
the Galatians, were written by him. In these unquestioned 
letters we find every principal fact in the life of Jesus 
Christ, contained in the Gospels, from His birth to His 
resurrection. We turn to the Gospels, and we there find 
a detailed account of that life, falling into harmony with 
the facts given by Paul. Nor is this all: Paul lived and 
moved among the early Christians, the disciples of Jesus, 
and His many friends. His account of that life was 
therefore in harmony with theirs, which included the 
Resurrection of Jesus Christ, and the conclusion forced 
upon us may be stated in the words of a German 
Eationalist: ' There is no more certain fact in the history 
of the world, than that Jesus, the crucified, appeared in 
glory to His disciples.' On that fact my faith rests. It 
assures us that God, the inscrutable Power of Herbert 
Spencer, has spoken; and that we have in this New 
Testament the record of that Divine utterance. 

"But the lecturer has suggested many difficulties. 
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They are easily suggested, for how can a finite mind 
comprehend the purposes and methods of an Infinite 
Being? But let me emphasise the position we have 
reached—the Eesurrection of Jesus Christ. This most 
certain fact in the world's history remains a fact, whether 
we can explain difficulties that are raised, or riot. A fact 
is a fact; and let no plausible statement of a difficulty, or 
of many difficulties, blind your eyes to its reality. We 
shall see reasons enough for our inability to understand 
God. Clouds and darkness are round about Him. The 
old-world philosopher well asked, * Who can by searching 
find out God ? Who can find out the Almighty unto 
perfection? I t is higher than Heaven, what canst thou 
do ? Deeper than Hell, what canst thou know ? ' These 
are w îse and weighty words. We are not able—these 
are but parts of His ways—to justify the ways of God to 
man. 

The lecturer has said that God does not answer 
prayer; that we cannot trace His action upon the move-
ments of the world. In regard to prayer, he has partly 
answered himself, and has admitted that the action of 
man's will may be in part responsible for failure. The 
human will is a factor in the world. Man is an autonomy 
—a self-governing whole, and God cannot, without de-
grading him to a lower level, force his will. While man 
remains man he is free to pursue either an U2)ward or a 
downward course. This fact constitutes man's discipline 
and probation. If influenced, it must be, not by over-
whelming power, but by motive. In yielding himself 
to the motives presented he advances along the path of 
progress and blessing. The answer to prayer, which at 
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first spoL'6 to liim in whispering tones, becomes louder and 
clearer, and lie never doubts that he has heard the Divine 
voice. 

In a passage of some power the lecturer emphasised 
what he called the silence of God, and sought to infer from 
the Divine method, so described, a conclusion negativing 
the Divine existence. But I would ask, Is there no other 
voice than that which falls upon our ear ? If I look upon 
a beautiful scene, or painting, has it no voice because it 
does not speak to my ear ? So, when I look upon these 
heavens, the work of His hands, is it not true that although 

' There is neither speech nor language, 

vet that they have a voice, which for ever says, 
* The Hand that made us is Divine' ? 

When, again, I consider the course of history, and see it 
gradually manifesting a series of advances, disclosing a 
purpose, a beneficent end—here, too, a voice speaks of 
patience, wisdom, goodness; and when I interrogate my 
own nature, so fearfully and wonderfully made, and learn, 
from that investigation, its mysterious capacity—for degra-
dation, for improvement; for suffering, for enjoyment; 
its affinity with things unseen; its sense of God, felt in 
awe, and the movement of conscience, its hope, undying 
hope of immortality; again I ask, Is there no voice in 
this? And then, when we find in history the life and 
words of Jesus Christ, within (as we believe) an area of 
the supernatural; a life and words which stand out in 
striking contrast with all the life which surrounds them, 
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like tlie spring of fresh water whicli bubbles up in the 
salt sea ; then the voice becomes vocal and audible, which 
we have heard and felt. * The silence of God' is a mis-
leading figure of speech, for the world is full of voices, 
which speak to those who have ears to hear, voices which 
gather strength and p9wer the more we become in touch 
with Him who is our life. But these voices— 

' . . . haunt the silence of the breast, 
Imagination calm and fair; , 
The memory like a cloudless air; 

The conscience as a sea at rest. 

' But when the heart is full of din, 
And doubt beside the portal Avaits, 
They can but listen at the gates, 

And hear the household jar within.* 

Instances, authentic instances, abound, of answers to 
prayer, the truth of which no impartial mind can doubt. 
Just let me say in passing that prayer is a necessity of our 
nature. We pray instinctively—even the most careless. 
The more thoughtful and serious could not live without 
prayer. As a poor exile looks fondly back to the home he 
has left, and refreshes and revives his flagging energies 
by sweet thoughts of the home he hopes one day to re-
visit, so the troubled man fervently contemplates his far-off 
Home, reads about it, turns toward it in mind and heart, 
and prays to the God of heaven. For there is God, and 
Jesus the Mediator; angels and the sx3irits of just men 
made perfect. 

' 'The lecturer related a personal experience; let me 
also refer to myself for a moment. Often when life 

Q 
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lias become inexpressibly weary to me I have been 
lifted up, renewed and refreshed by the act of worship, 
public worship. My vision of unseen things has been 
quickened, hope strengthenerd, life refreshed, and I 
have returned to the facts of life invigorated for renewed 
exertions. "Were it not for such occasional withdrawals 
from the facts of life, and acts of communion with the Life 
unseen, life would be intolerable, and would come to an 
end (as it too often does in the case of materialists) in 
voluntary death. Such renewal of life and hope in the act 
of worship is altogether apart from the reality of the-
Supernatural and its communications, in answer to prayer 
—is, in a way, the natural result of worship. Many a soul 
could not live without worship; and this psychical result is 
strong evidence of the reality of the spiritual world—the 
soul's co-relative. I t is one purpose of prayer thus to 
comfort the soul. But this is not all. Prayer is answered, 
although not always—nor often, perhaps—as we expect. 
W e pray in obedience to a divinely implanted instinct, but 
it does not therefore follow that our prayers will be lite-
rally answered. The Scriptures never lead us to think &o. 
Even our Lord Jesus, whose life is presented to us in the 
sacred writings as Supernatural and Divine, did not always 
obtain His request. He placed Himself voluntarily under 
the limitations of human life, and accepted the conse-
quences—the submission of His will to that of His Father. 
Like examples in Paul 's life—so full of the Supernatural 
—are many. Paul prayed earnestly that he might, by 
the will of God, have a prosperous journey to Pome; he 
besought the prayers of his Boman converts that he might 
be delivered from unreasonable and wicked men. The 
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answer, in God*s providence, was his deliverance into their 
hands, followed by two years' imprisonment in Csesarea, 
and a disastrous voyage to Eome, ending in two years' 
imprisonment there. These are examples for our instruc-
tion ; they teach us that the granting of our actual request 
is not assured' to us; yet they are not without their 
advantage. That submission to the Divine will which 
they imply is an infinite benefit. But let me refer to the 
case mentioned by the lecturer—an instance which, he 
justly says, is typical of thousands and tens of thousands. 
I have in my ministerial career been witness of many 
such painful and harrowing scenes. 

** The case referred to by the lecturer, the untimely 
death of the little child, belongs to a class of cases, death 
from disease or accident, which illustrates the operation of 
general laws. A child dies from disease or accident that 
was preventable. The law which works this dire evil was 
needed for the physical and moral welfare of mankind, 
and operates, in the case supposed, where it was prevent-
able. There were hosts of angels looking on when the 
child lay out in the snow, and none stretched out a hand 
to protect the helpless child. Had they done so the 
neglect of those in this sphere would have been corrected 
by the care of those belonging to another sphere. The 
general laws of the universe would have been overruled. 
If such cases occurred we should soon leave the cultivation 
of our fields and the care of our children to the ministry 
of angels, and life would lose its probative and disciplinary 
character. The results of this abstinence are painful, but 
God brings good out of evil. The lecturer omitted to tell 
us the efi'ect upon the mother, the father, of the bereave-
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ment wliich he so pathetically described : the quickened 
faith, the chastened sorrow, the purified life, the quickened 
sympathies; of the effect of the chastened memory upon 
himself. God could not, if I may so speak with reve-
rence, grant our prayers unless they were in accord with 
His divine purposes. He is ordering and guiding the 
whole universe. To relinquish His purposes at our re-
quest would be to govern the world in accordance with the 
designs of foolish and impatient man. He is a father, but 
a wise father, who looks for far-off divine results. Hence 
He does not act as a fallible human father would act. 

" I remember a poem which describes in a powerful 
way the criticism of a simple monk upon a great painter's 
method. The painter is engaged upon the scene of the 
Last Supper, at the request and expense of some noble-
man. After the lapse of twelve months the nobleman 
pays a visit to the monastery where the painter is engaged 
upon his work. Here he is informed by one of the monks 
that the artist is neglecting and spoiling his work; that 
after painting a beautiful head of the Saviour, which 
everybody admires, he suddenly washes it all out, and 
packing up his knapsack, goes away for weeks, and 
neglects his work. At another time, after drawing a 
speaking likeness of Judas, he treats it in like manner; 
and thus, many other charges of a similar character. The 
painter replies, ^What can the monk know about paint-
ing, or the purpose and aims of the inspired artist ? That 
which satisfies him to the full only fills the artist with 
restless dissatisfaction. The picture is only in progress 
now; wait till it is finished.' Yes, God is painting a great 
picture, which is to last for ever. AVe see only a portion 
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of the great painting. Wait till the whole stands before 
lis. Meanwhile He permits us to come and tell Him our 
ideas, our wishes; and sometimes He takes infinite pains 
to grant them. When He cannot do so He, like a kind 
father, pats His children on the head, and consoles them 
for their disappointment. I have somewhat anticipated 
the remarks I wished to make on Divine providence. In 
prayer God deals with us as individuals; in history we see 
His action upon the mass. Yet the mass is composed of 
individual souls, each of which is free to form his own 
life, and God puts no undue constraint upon him. He is 
touched, gently, by the Divine hand, and influenced rather 
than controlled. Yet the whole mass is under His guid-
ance, as a vast fleet of boats is skilfully directed by some 
wise admiral. The occupant of each boat is free to go or 
stay, to choose his own course, yet the tide unconsciously 
bears him on, the wind and the waves concurring; yet so 
that he is quite at liberty to vary his course. Thus in the 
end He brings us to the haven where we would be. The 
tide, the wind, the wave, are His general laws; our own 
nature, full of diverse and warring faculties and propensi-
ties, is the ground of our discipline. 

As we look back over long stretches of time, we see 
that the world has advanced, and is advancing, towards 
the goal, the haven where He would have us. Thus we 
trace the hand of God in history. He is therefore working 
for that end which we all desire, the brotherhood of man, 
but He is working according to His own wise laws, whose 
results may be far off, but are sure. Let us respect and 
obey them. If we reject them, then He will oppose and 
correct us, and the blessing will be deferred. Let us not, 
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therefore, as the lecturer desires, cast Him out of our 
movement, but rather seek to conform to His will. His 
laws work freely; they cease to be His the moment we 
impose them upon ourselves and others by legislation. So 
far as they are legislative, they lose their Christian 
character. Christianity is not an external force, but an 
inward influence, impelling us, willingly, along the path 
of duty, which is not an absolute but a relative standard ; 
varying from age to age, and among different nations. 
Thus it finds a home in all kinds and degrees of civilisa-
tion ; yet tends ever to homogeneousness in the organised 
life, which it influences and moulds. It renews and vita-
lises whatever is good in human nature, and corrects its 
errors; it creates new motives and extends their applica-
tion. It renews and purifies domestic affections, strengthens 
them, and enlarges their scope; and so creates the sense 
of brotherhood in man. All are children of one Father. 
Should its organised form fail, or become corrupt, it still 
lives, and by sporadic movement tends more and more to 
restore its organised form. Yet in all this its action is 
free and voluntary. It acts through each individual soul, 
through the voice of conscience. The moment it compels 
obedience by penal sanctions that moment it loses its 
essential character, and ceases to be Christian, taking its 
place as a political power among the nations of the earth, 
and its chance as such. They that take the sword shall 
perish by the sword. Thus there can be no such thing as 
Christian Socialism. The terms are mutually exclusive. 
Socialism aims at legislative action, Christianity does not, 
and cannot, without forfeiting its essential character. 

And now I have finished. God is in the world. Every 



THE BRITISH EMPIRE. 247 

human being is a revelation of Him. He is a manifesta-
tion—a tainted and imperfect manifestation—of Him who 
called him into existence. Man, by giving way to evil pro-
pensities, which are for his discipline and correction, mars 
the Divine likeness within him ; but its essential features 
are there. 

' ' There is nothing more beautiful than a little child 
fresh from the Divine Hand, and as yet untainted. It is 
well said, of such is the kingdom of God. I have seen that 
beauty in the children of the poor as often as in the 
children of the rich. It is only when they pass from the 
protection of a well-ordered home—well-ordered although 
poor—and come under the action of a selfish world, that 
the stamp of the Divine likeness is effaced or becomes 
faint, and sometimes illegible. The bad example of others, 
their vices, sometimes their deliberate aims, acting upon 
our propensities, corrupt and destroy. Let me mention a 
case, of which I was reminded as I came to this room to-
night. Many years ago there was a young girl in my 
schools; she was about eight years old at the time I refer 
to. Her parents were very poor, and she often came to 
school without her breakfast, poor child. It was and is our 
custom to provide a light meal after morning school, free 
of expense, for such cases. On this occasion she was in 
school, and had with her a little brother, aged six. 
When the dinner hour came, I saw her, with her arm 
shielding her little brother tenderly, and bringing him to 
the table. She had had no dinner the day before, which 
was Sunday; a neighbour had given her a piece of dry 
bread as she came with her hungry little brother to school, 
and this she had unselfishly relinquished to him, going 
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herself without any. This was the instinctive action of the 
nature which God had given to her. Now listen to the 
sequel. She went out into the world—the world of men 
and women—and the process I have mentioned commenced 
in her. I met her as I came here, on the streets, nearly 
drunk. And the agent in her destruction," the speaker 
continued, trembling in his excitement, was the lecturer 
of to-night' ' (turning and pointing to him), *^the Eev. 
Wilfrid Dun Stan, the apostate priest 1" 

The excitement was intense, and loud cries filled the 
hall. 

^̂  Turn liim out! Turn him out! " 
^'That's a l i e !" 
^'No, it's t r ue ! " 

I remember him I Father Dunstan ! " 
The old man stood, calmly facing the excited audience 

for a time, and then walked deliberately down the open 
space to the end of the room and withdrew. I quickly 
followed, leaving the Eev. Wilfrid or Mr. Eeynolds to 
explain and make his peace with his audience. 

When I told this to Granvers he was delighted, and 
exclaimed, 

^'That's capital! The Eev. Wilfrid's leadership is 
over; he's a dead man, and may as well clear out. But 
the effect of such teaching will remain and ferment. I t 
has been going on for years, and the people are permeated 
by it. They fear not God, neither regard man." 
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C H A P T E E X X X I I . 

WE PART -WITH AN OLD FIIIEND. 

THE next day I called at an early hour on my rapidly aging 
friend at Winchester Square. She received me with her 
usual sweet smile. I was surprised to notice a great 
change in her appearance, for I had not seen much of her 
recently. Her hair was perfectly white ; and although her 
face retained its beautiful and delicate colour, yet age was 
evidently telling upon her; and it flashed upon my mind 
that the watchful care of Margaret might soon reach a 
period. She was amazed at the reappearance of Dunstan, 
and horrified at his lapse from the Christian faith. She 
listened with keen interest to my account of the meeting, 
and followed with renewed interest and intelligence my 
relation of the addresses delivered. She was delighted 
with Mr. Grately's reply to Dunstan, and expressed her 
appreciation and approval of his speech. When I came to 
the closing incident of that speech—the reference to Sarah 
Brownell—she was deeply agitated, and her tears flowed 
freely. ' 'Poor girl, poor girl! we must find her, and 
endeavour to rescue her; we must save her." And I 
may stay the course of my narrative to say that she 
immediately put herself into communication with Mr. 
Grately, and obtained from him the fullest information, 
respecting her. From him she learned that Sarah's 
descent was rapid and apparent; that he had done all in 
bis power to awaken her to a better life, and lead her to 
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flee from that which she was following and its certain 
misery. He hoped that some impression had been made, 
for she promised to see him again. This promise was not 
fulfilled ; and I must anticipate so far as to say that every 
effort to trace the unfortunate girl was unsuccessful. The 
vastness of London is a safe hiding place; and so Sarah 
was not found. Wo must pray for her," was my friend^s 
devout conclusion. In reference to Dunstan's lecture and 
its enthusiastic reception, Mrs. Benson said, 

I fear there is a terrible judgment awaiting the nation. 
We have neglected the people, exposed them to terrible 
temptation, by which their sufferings have been intensified, 
and their consciences seared ; and now they are ripening 
for active outrage and violence. The cup of our iniquity 
may soon be full; it calls to the Lord of Hosts for judg-
ment. Pray that it may yet be averted." 

There is little doubt," I replied, that the people are 
ready for almost any action that would promise them 
temporary relief from the pressure of their miseries ; and, 
led by false economic guides, they may take a course fatal 
alike^ to themselves and the country. False economic 
theories fill their minds, are in the air, and the people are 
ready to enforce them. All they want is power to enforce 
them, and this they may obtain at any moment. Should 
it be so, farewell to England's greatness." 

Eeverting to Mr. Grately's admirable and able exposition 
of Christianity, she remarked, ^^Yes, the Eesurrection of 
our Lord is a certain fact, and that fact alone is evidence 
that God is with us, and assures us of the life Hereafter. 
It is the most certain fact in history; and is the' ground 
of my hope: Jesus and the Eesurrection; delivered for our 
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offences, raised again for our justification; and, believing 
this, we patiently wait, obeying His will, for the end. 
"What He does we know not now, but we shall know 
hereafter; and possessing our souls in quietness and con-
fidence, a deep peace keeps the soul, in whose deep silenco 
we hear the voice of God's Spirit saying, ^ This is the way, 
walk ye in it; * and thus we have an assurance of reality, 
as real as the evidence of sense. Ah, well! soon the 
day will break, and the shadows flee away, and the 
night of sorrow end. It cannot be long before it comes 
to me." 

Here she paused, thoughtfully. When she resumed, 
for I did not care to intrude myself upon a line of thought 
that was so personal to herself, she said, 

** My dear Sybil is happily married, and my sons settled 
and doing well. I am thankful for this. If only I saw 
Margaret settled in life before I go my cup would be full." 

At this point I said : " Dear friend, I have something to 
say, that I have long wanted to say, which I hope you 
will receive with approval. I would like to have your 
consent to my speaking to Margaret—not now, not now. I 
know that she is devoted to the care of her mother, and 
would not hear of anything that would tend even to divert 
her love from one to whom she is passionately attached. 
I think she is right, and would not by a word or a hint 
change the current of her thoughts, were that possible; 
but when her loving care comes to a period, which may 
Heaven avert for many years yet, may I think that I have 
your consent to the course that I wish to take, and offer 
her my hand ? she has long had my heart, which she has 
shared with you, my dearest and oldest friend." 
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She laid lier hand on my shoulder and said, Thank 
you I could wish for nothing better for her. You have 
my fullest consent, and my blessing.'' 

I stooped down and kissed her hand, saying, Thank 
you, dear friend. Only one word, I would not distress 
Margaret's mind by a hint; nor would I that she should 
feel herself fettered in the least degree by her knowledge 
of your wish. I am content that things should be as they 
are, for what I trust will be a long, long time," and nothing 
more was said on the subject. 

During the next two or throe years many changes came. 
Dunstan did not disappear from the scene; but his influence 
was gone. He became a low-class agitator, and drank 
freely, earning a precarious living by writing. Eor the 
man was clever, and many who had known him, or of him 
in other days, although abhorring his life and opinions, put 
work in his way in order to give him a chance. Indeed, 
I must own that some of his brainwork found its way into 
the columns of the London Express, Granvers married 
the woman of his choice, with the full concurrence of hei 
father, and was happy, and renewed his youth, although, 
like myself, he was moving on. Towards the close of the 
period named, Mrs. Benson's health rapidly failed, and we 
felt that the end was near. I was a constant and frequent 
visitor; and saw her often, sometimes visiting her in her 
room when she finally took to her bed. One day I was 
summoned in haste, and instinctively knew that the end 
was at hand. It was even so, my good old friend was dying; 
summoned home, she said. am going home, good 
friend," she remarked, as I entered, turning her face to 
me; "going home to-night, God wills it." She was 
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quoting Bickersteth's Yesterday^ To-day^ and For Ever, 
a book tliat was often in lier hands. 

Her children, who had been summoned to her bedside, 
were all present. Her two sons, and Sybil and her hus-
band ; and Mary too was in the room, overwhelmed with 
grief at the prospect of losing one who had been a mother 
to her. Margaret had never left her mother since the 
beginning of her illness. All were weeping, some more 
quietly than others, for she had been a fond and faithful 
mother; and this was realised by all. While the others 
stood around in their grief she strove to comfort them, and 
spoke in a calm, confident tone. It is a sublime thing to 
die. The flesh fails, yet the mind is clear. The vital powers 
are feeble, yet hope is strong. Whence then this life, which 
is not physical, or the result of physical action, the action 
of the heart, for my pulse is feeble ; of the brain, which is 
fed from the heart? whence but from God, the Superna-
tural, who is imparting to me His strength, by Divine 
methods, that cannot be explained, but are known by the 
blessed results ? There is with me a Presence which com-
forts me, and assures me that death is only the gate of 
change, of everlasting life! Come, children,'' she con-
tinued, after a pause, I am going Home, and from that 
Home shall, if permitted, watch over you, and wait for 
your coming. See how your mother's faith sustains her in 
death, as it sustained her in life. Yes," she exclaimed 
with energy, fills her with hope and joy unspeakable." 
The irradiated face faintly echoed the energy of her assur-
ance. The dark valley is light, for the glorified form of 
the Saviour is there; and I am safe and happy." In such 
an exalted strain did she continue her conversation while 
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I remained. Her last moments were devoted to her chil-
dren, who gathered round her, and closed her dying eyes. 
Far down the valley, the shadow feared of man falling upon 
her, until she was almost through it, apparently uncon-
scious, suddenly her strengh returned in one last effort, 
and she murmured, Peace, peace, unutterable peace, 
from God'^ ; and all was over on this side of the gi'ave. 
I gently withdrew, with a sense of loss that cannot be 
expressed, and yet, too, with a sense of nearness to that 
which lies behind the veil which comforted me. 

CHAPTER X X X I I L 

THE NEW LEADER. 

I COULD not speak to Margaret while the sense of her 
loss was fresh upon her, and resolved to let some months 
pass over before addressing her. Meanwhile changes 
were made. Margaret removed to a smaller house not 
very far from her old home, taking with her her friend 
and companion, Mary Brownell. Other changes of public 
concern were taking place, changes of importance in the 
condition of London. A new leader had appeared who 
was making himself a power among the people. I learnt 
this in part from Granvers, in part from the daily papers. 
X had arranged with the former to attend one of the 
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meetings that were being held, at which the new leader 
was to speak, but the event recently related had prevented 
me keeping this engagement; so I agreed to join him on 
a subsequent occasion. 

An opportunity soon came, and Granvers and I arranged 
to be present. As we were on our way to the place of 
meeting, my friend said, 

This is a very superior man, very different from the 
Eev. Wilfrid. He is not known in London, but is an 
Englishman, well educated, of good speech and manners. 
He is a teetotaler, and is dead upon public-houses, and has 
got a strong hold of the people." 

When he appeared upon the platform his enthusiastic 
reception confirmed this opinion. The speaker was a tall, 
handsome man, almost young, between thirty and forty; 
fair, yet somewhat tanned. He stood upright and fearless, 
like one accustomed to his position. 

As I looked upon him, I found myself trying to recall 
a likeness that was far back in my memory, but without 
success. When he began to speak, he was immediately 
at home with his audience, and spoke like one of them-
selves, yet with a difference. 

You have," he said, agitated and struggled for years 
to improve your position, and yet it is no better to-day 
than it was twenty years ago. The working classes are a 
numerical majority, and ought therefore to govern. We 
have failed because we have been like the bundle of sticks 
in the fable; we can only succeed by combination, but a 
combination which shall bind together all the working 
classes in this country must be on just and equitable lines. 
All we seek is: that we shall have the fruits of our own 
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industry—nothing less will content us; that we shall have 
access to the soil which God has given to the children of 
men—this is essential; that pauper immigration shall come 
to an end, and our own labour be protected against foreign 
competition (that is, against the competition of underpaid 
and overworked men); that England and her children be 
bound in close fiscal bonds against the world; and that 
a privileged class shall cease, that all men may be equal, 
with equal rights. These rights we must and can obtain 
by legislative action, for we are, as I have said, numerically 
the strongest, and the majority must rule. 

this end take care that those whom you choose as 
representatives are honest and incorruptible men; not men 
who have an axe to grind, who can be bought by money 
bribes, or the offer of a director's or chairman's position in 
financial and speculative companies; or by the subtler 
bribe of an invitation to dinner. Least of all return men 
who are mere demagogues, seeking only their own 
advancement, the sale of their paper, or promotion to ofiice 
and rank. Heturn upright and incorruptible men, and 
the battle is won." 

The speech was simple, direct, and sincere, and im-
pressed me greatly with the speaker's honesty and capacity 
to lead. The result of his speeches, delivered in many 
places, was that many persons who had hitherto stood aloof 
from the popular movement, repelled by the wild revolu-
tionary talk of agitators, now joined the movement; it 
became wider, deeper, stronger every day. In the same 
strain he spoke -in all the great towns and cities of the 
country, and everywhere aroused the utmost enthusiasm; 
everywhere created and combined a powerful political 
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part}^ animated by his own spirit, sure to exercise a 
powerful influence at the ballot-box. 

As we walked homeward, Granvers said, ** They have 
got their Leader at last, and now we must prepare for a 
fight. I must look to the police. His words now are 
moderate; but time and opposition will change all that; 
circumstances will carry him far beyond his present inten-
tions. The first agents in the French Eevolution never 
anticipated the E.eign of Terror. And—mark my words ! 
blood will flow in the streets of London. There are tens 
of thousands of wild beasts in human form in the poor 
haunts of London, made fierce and cruel by the pressure 
of unequal laws, by years of want and neglect, and by the 
false teaching of such as Dunstan." 

I was deeply interested in Granvers' remarks, and in 
the principal subject of them, and thought a good deal 
about him during the day which followed the meeting. 

With such thoughts in my mind, I was one day 
surprised, while busied at the office, to receive a card 
with the words ** Mr. Thomas Eouth " (the name of the 
great leader) printed upon it. 

He has called several times, sir," said the messenger, 
when you have been out.'* 
Mr. Eouth entered easily, and, introducing himself, 

frankly gave me his hand. I offered him a seat, and 
expressed my pleasure at meeting him, as I wished to 
know more of his purpose and method. 

' ' Ah," he replied, I have nothing to add to what I 
say in public. I have called to see you on a private matter 
—not for publication," he added, smiling a pleasant smile. 
" I have been many years in Australia, and while there I 
mot a man who spoke often of you—Brownell." 

"R 
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^'What! TomBrownell?" 
tlie same. Do you remember him? He 

remembers you well, and never forgets you. He is a great 
friend of mine, and charged me to call upon you." 

I looked hastily at the refined face of my visitor, and 
noted his easy and gentlemanlike address, and thought of 
the little that he could have in common with poor Tom. 

' 'He left behind him two sisters, to whom he is greatly 
attached, and of whom he is anxious to hear; and he 
thought you might know of their whereabouts." 

''Strange, being so attached to them, that he has 
never communicated with them." 

"Well, he did write several letters, he tells me, and 
received no replies from them." 

" They never received any letters," I answered. 
"They went astray probably, for I know that they 

were sent—that is, he has assured me that such was the 
case. They were probably wrongly addressed, for what 
would a poor lad remember of vast London and its many 
divisions ? " 

"Yes , " I said reflectively, "that maybe. I do know 
his sisters—at least, one of them." 

" And the other ? " he asked quickly—" is she dead ? " 
" Oh, no ; worse, I fear." 
He started up. " If—if any man has wronged her he 

had better keep out of Tom's way! " he exclaimed. " I t 
.will be a great blow to him," he added, resuming his seat 
and repressing with an effort his emotion. " H e is a 
great friend of mine, and has often talked of his sisters 
and what he would do for them. And Mary ? " he inquired 
—"that is the name of his eldest sister." 
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His face was hidden by his hands. 
Mary, thank God, is all right. She is living as com-

panion with Miss Benson, the eldest daughter of Mrs. 
Benson, who was the poor mother's great friend.'' 

'^Yes, I know; Tom has often spoken of her and her 
kindness. And she ? " he inquired gravely. 

Is dead." 
Dead. Well, it was to be expected. Many years 

have passed, and she would be a good age. It is fifteen 
or sixteen years since Tom left home—that is, London. 
He is well, and would like to hear of, Mary. May I see 
her ? " 

Certainly, she will be delighted to hear of her 
brother ; so too will Miss Benson. And had Mrs. Benson 
been alive it would have gladdened her heart to hear of 
poor Tom. She often spoke of him and hoped well for him, 
for she thought him clever, and was touched by his affec-
tion for his mother." 

'^Tell me, if I am not troubling you too much, about 
Sarah ? " 

I replied by giving a short account of the unhappy girl. 
During the recital he remained silent, his face buried in 
his hands, yet appeared to be deeply moved by my painful 
story. At its close he rose and thanked me. 

If you will," he said, kindly arrange with Mary to 
see me, I will be at your house" (he had taken the 
address) at eleven o'clock." 

I assented, and he bade me good-bye and walked out of 
the office with a grave and thoughtful face, but easily, like 
one accustomed to act freely and with authority. I lost 
little time in conveying the good news to Mary and Miss 
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]3enson, "both of whom were deliglited (the latter on 
account of Mary, lier companion and friend) to have at 
last some tidings of the lost brother. 

CnAPTEU X X X I 7 . 

THE LOST BUOTHER. 

PUNCTUALLY at the hour named Mr. Bouth arrived. His 
step was elastic, but his face grave. W e lost no time in 
calling at Winchester Square, where we were asked into 
the drawing-room. Mary soon appeared alone. Siie gave 
her hand to the visitor, and said, ' 

You knew my brother Tom, sir ? " 
Yes, Miss Brownell, well. He is my greatest friend" 

(Mary's face brightened), and has charged me to call on 
} ou. He is very anxious to hoar about his sisters." At 
the allusion to the missing sister both became silent. 
Mary observed Mr. Pouth closely as he spoke, and seemed 
to be slightly disappointed. He wishes you to be with 
him," he resumed. Would you like to go to Australia 
or to remain in London ? " 

" I would like to be with my friends, but I would like 
to see Tom." 

Well ; we'll see what can be done, Mary." 
Mary again looked up eagerly. At this moment Mar-

garet entered the room, and Mary said, 
This is Miss Benson, Mr. Eouth." 

**Yes," he replied, turning to her, and looking into 
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her face, as he took the hand she offered; you are some-
what like what I remember of your mother.'* 

'^Tom!'* exclaimed Mary, throwing her arms round 
him. 

Yes, it was Tom after long years of separation. We 
were all interebted and excited by the discovery. Tom, 
the poor, bright lad of sixteen, now a man of mature 
years, educated and gentlemanlike. After the brother and 
sister had had some time for mutual explanations, Tom, at 
Margaret's request, proceeded to give us some account 
of his Australian life, an account which I condense into the 
following paragraph. 

On his arrival in Melbourne he, having adopted the 
name of his mother's family, got a place in an office at 
£100 a year, which was quickly advanced to £150 and 
£200. Before he was twenty-one he was receiving £300 
a year. lie lived carefully, and saved, investing his earn-
ings in different ways, some of them in gold-miuing, 
with always one purpose before him—to return to England 
and make a home for his sisters, the companions of his 
early sufferings. He was fortunate, and before he was 
seven-and-twenty was on the high road to wealth. He 
improved himself and took part in public affairs; became 
a member of Parliament; a Minister of the Crown—a 
position which he held for three years. This position 
brought him into contact with the best society of the 
colony, and enabled him still further to improve and 
advance himself. On his party going out of office, he 
resolved to realise part of his property and to return 
home. He had been some months in England ; and after 
several vain attempts to find his sistersj had entered upoi\ 
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his public career, a career which he had steadily kept 
before himself while in the colony. Such was the story— 
wonderful to the untravelled Englishman, which Tom told 
us. "We learnt from him that his life was devoted to the 
enfranchisement and elevation of the poor, the class to 
which his father and mother belonged, and with whose 
sufferings his early life was identified. 

C H A P T E E X X X y . 

THE PEOPLE MUST KULE. 

TOM now had time to hear more particularly all that I 
could tell him of his missing sister; and to my story he 
listened with the deepest attention. I did not feel justified 
in telling him of the part which Dunstan had played in 
the girPs ruin, but I told him all else that I knew, and of 
her chance meeting with Grately. He was very much 
affected; and recalled, with tears, the incident mentioned 
by Grately. He remembered it distinctly, for the wits of 
the poor are keen; that Sarah, hungry herself, had given 
him the crust received from the neighbours. He recalled 
many similar instances, which proved the natural unsel-
fishness of little Sally, as he called her. As a kind of 
explanation of her fall, as it were to veil the heinousness 
of it from himself, he said, ^̂  How can it be expected that 
the children of the poor will regard such vices with repro-
bation ? They are familiar with them from the moment 
that memory begins. They see and hear things that are 
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carefully hidden from the children of the rich, and often 
are tempted in mind and heart before they are out of 
their teens; and sometimes in actual experience. This 
ought not to be, and, please God, shall no longer be in 
old England." He instituted a thorough search for his 
sister, but without success. Meanwhile these private 
griefs and anxieties did not induce him to relax his 
public efforts for the consolidation of the popular party. 
A general election was at hand; and by general consent, 
Eouth, as he continued to call himself, was regarded as 
its leader. His simple and direct speeches, combined 
with the fact of his being one of themselves, and his 
evident honesty of purpose, placed him immeasurably 
higher in popular estimation than any other possible 
leader. Under the influence of his speeches, blatant 
demagogy became silent; the mere partisan and office-
seeker was brushed aside; and good men, good men in 
the main, were selected as popular candidates. 

An overwhelming majority was returned to support the 
cause of Reform. The moderate reformers, whose desire 
to see a stable and capable Government usually kept them 
from the ballot boxes, or caused them to cast in their lot 
with the opposite side, threw in their lot with their natural 
friends and allies, with the result stated—an overwhelming 
majority against the existing Ministry. The Ministry 
resigned, and Eouth was called to undertake the task of 
forming a new Ministry. This ho did with wonderful tact, 
for his political experiences elsewhere had sharpened his 
political instincts. Lord Hopfield, I believe, might have 
had a seat in the Ministry, but pride and party feeling 
restrained him, and so a chance was lost. When the 
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House met, the Ministry lost little time in introducing 
their great Land Eeform Bill. Its purpose was to 
nationalise the land—a Bill of spoliation some called it. 
There was one clause, called a benevolent clause, which 
iriade provision for the aged and poor whose lands were 
nationalised. In all other cases the land was transferred 
from private owners to the State without the payment of 
(I shilling, and the only concession made to the late owners 
was, that they should have preferential rights in regard to 
occupancy. This advantage was conceded to them as a 
kind of compensation for their loss. Some, indeed many, 
on the popular side were opposed to the small concessions 
1 have noted. Yet consideration prevailed, and the Bill 
passed in the form proposed. I t was sent up to the House 
of Lords, and promptly, without ceremony, rejected. A 
good deal of temper was aroused by the manner of its 
rejection. An appeal to the country was made, with the 
result that a still larger majority of members was 
raturned favourable to economic and social reform. 
Again the Bill was introduced, shorn of its benevolent 
.'ind preferential clauses, for men's tempers were aroused; 
Mud contemporaneously a Bill for the abolition of the 
House of Lords was promoted. No other business was 
transacted till the Land Bill was through the Lower 
House. The Upper House on this occasion gave the Bill 
nt least the appearance of decent treatment. Still it was 
lejected, emphasis being laid upon the fact that the 
benevolent and compensatory clauses were omitted from 
the Bill. The Ministry advised the Crown to create a 
sufficient number of peera to enable it to pass. The 
Sovereign might well be staggered at the idea of creating 
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three or four hundred peers, and hesitated, and finally 
refused. The Ministry resigned, and the Opposition was 
installed in office, but not in power. All England was 
stirred to the heart. Great excitement prevailed. The 
cry went up from every city and town, The people must 
rule! The people must rule!" and energetic steps were 
taken to bring pressure to bear upon the Sovereign and 
the House of Lords. The House of Commons declined to 
recognise the right of a Ministry representing only a 
minority to occupy the Treasury Benches, and business 
was at a standstill. The idea of the Ministry was to gain 
time, and so arrange a compromise. But the popular 
side would have no compromise. The people must 
rule ! " became the watchword and cry of the party, a cry 
that was taken up in the streets, and shouted in alleys 
and slums: The people must rule! " 

Demonstrations in the streets and parks, before the 
Houses of Parliament and the offices of the Cabinet, 
were of daily occurrence, and showed the temper of the 

ypeople, daily becoming bitterer and more uncompromising. 
Similar was the case in all the great cities. A day was 
fixed for a great united demonstration of all IHngland, 
Trains were run from all the principal cities. In some 
cases where the directors were unwise enough to refuse 
such trains the people took possession of them, and 
directed the servants of the company to drive them to 
London, a direction that was promptly obeyed. The 
movement was the movement of a nation; it broke down 
and overflowed all barriers, like a great tide, threatening 
to sweep away all the old landmarks, and to confuse 
private and public rights if not to entirely obliterate the 
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former. people must rule!" was inscribed upon 
all banners. One man must die for the people. Resist-
ance, exasperation, exacerbation, fury, followed each other 
in rapid succession. Men stood aghast and wondered what 
the end would be. Meanwhile preparations for the great 
demonstration went on apace, and the day opened that 
was fraught with such consequences to Great Britain. 

CHAPTEE XXXYI . 

T H E SACK OF L O N D O N . 

IT had been arranged that all routes should converge 
upon Trafalgar Square. There had been some idea of 
forbidding the demonstration; but it was argued that, 
even if such an attempt to prevent it were successful, 
which was extremely doubtful, it would issue in turning 
scores of places, all over London, into centres of the 
fiercest agitation, which would spread from place to place 
and set the whole of London in a revolutionary blaze. So 
the idea was abandoned, and it was resolved to let the ex-
citement have its outing, and the procession was held. 

The day, big with the fate of England, came—a bright, 
cold day in May; yet not unpleasant. The shops from one 
end of London to the other were closed. 

The public-houses were open, as ever; and this was a 
fatal blunder. It would have been well if the Govern-
ment had, the night before, detailed off all the police of 
London to seize and destroy the liquors that were on sale. 
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But this step was not taken, so the ever-ready publican 
was ready, as ever, to turn an honest penny by exciting 
the passions of the people. All other traffic was sus-
pended, except the tramp of the mighty host, converging 
from all points upon Trafalgar Square and the parks. 
The police were skilfully disposed, the soldiers were not 
visible, yet they were in readiness to act upon any emer-
gency. 

The crowd came from all parts of London. Every street, 
and lane, and alley sent its contribution to swell the 
mighty host. They passed out from alley, and lane, and 
court in streamlets, and, joining other streamlets, became 
a great stream; these, again, united to other streams, 
became a river, which poured into the main streets, a 
mighty force, irresistible in its strength. This, again, ever 
gaining depth and width by the arrival of fresh tributaries, 
from all directions, heading into the City, the Circus, 
Fleet Street, the Strand. Over every bridge the mighty 
mass streamed into the ever-swelling host. Four, some-
times more, six, eight abreast they came, the earth 
trembling beneath their tread. Many, calm, determined-
looking men, with faces set, animated by the determina-
tion that the people should rule; more, moved by the 
fierce levity of mere lawlessness; some, wild with the hope 
that at last their deliverance had come. Flower girls, 
with their baskets of bright bloom from the country, 
followed the crowd, and danced in and out among them, 
selling or giving away their flowers. For from henceforth 
they expected to get them for nothing from the land, 
which was soon to belong to the people. I stood near 
Westminster Bridge- and watched the long procession 
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passing over it. On they came, a dirty, unwashed crowd, 
ragged and tattered, evidences of last night's carouse, 
renewed early this morning, upon them. All were armed 
with sticks, clubs, bludgeons, and they marched, conscious 
of their strength. A little flower girl danced up gleefully 
as the ranks, whose tread shook the bridge, passed on, 
and offered her flowers for sale. 'With coarse oaths and 
loud laughter they emptied her basket and threw it aside, 
leaving the child in tears. 

I followed to Charing Cross, and got a stand on the 
elevated ground. The sight was amazing. All London, 
ay, all England, was up. Stream after stream poured 
into the Square, until it was blocked; and still the streams 
rolled in, driving out the crowd, by the sheer pressure of 
numbers, through the open spaces to the' west and the 
north-west. Granvers was here, looking grave and de-
pressed. 

*'The day has come," he exclaimed, ' 'and England is 
doomed. We have done the best we can, but the police 
are a mere drop in the bucket to this host; nor can we 
trust either them or the soldiers." 

Cheer after cheer rent the air, and the greatest en-
thusiasm was aroused—enthusiasm that was infectious. 
The presence of numbers, all animated by the same 
spirit and purpose, extended the enthusiasm to all; 
as fire leaps from house to house, so did the spirit and 
hopes of the people pass from one to another and animate 
the whole mass. I found myself even ready to join in the 
demonstration. While the people were pressing on, 
driving out by sheer force of numbers those already 
massed in Trafalgar Sq^uare, an effort was made by the 
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police to keep the crowd back from Piccadilly. Here tlie 
police were drawn up, behind them were the Horse 
Guards, hinting by their presence at the reserve of force 
and discipline that was yet available for the preservation 
of order. The mob insisted upon taking any route they 
chose. The police used their batons, the people their 
sticks and bludgeons, and ^ struggle commenced. While 

Those behind cried forward, 
Those in front cried back. 

The melee deepened and spread, became momentarily 
more serious. For in addition to the exciting nature of 
the occasion, many, the greater number, were excited by 
stimulants, and were out for an outing. The police were 
overpowered, driven back upon their supports. Then was 
heard the loud cry, rising over all other cries, Forward, 
charge! " and the cry spread from mouth to mouth, from 
group to group, that the Guards were charging the people. 
They rode in and out among the surging and entangled 
mass, using the flat of their sabres freely. The news 
spread like wildfire among the thronging people ; and a 
wild effort to escape, on the part of the many, was made 
—the numerous streets converging at this point were so 
many facilities for flight and safety; and soon the Square 
was somewhat free. Still the Guards, excited by their 
exertions, and angered by the showers of stones which fell 
upon them, galloped furiously round the Square, trampling 
down and injuring many people. 

At this moment a bugle-call was heard in the direction 
of Seven Dials. It was thought by many to be a summons 
to the soldiers, and hastened the retreat of all that could 



270 THE DECLIKE AND FALL Of 

escape. "Within twenty minutes a movement of disciplined 
men was seen coming from St. Martin's Lane. They 
marched like well-trained men, and were armed. They 
were trained and disciplined, and were under skilful 
leadership. But they were not soldiers, they were citizens, 
men from various parts of England, of London, kept in 
reserve to fight the people's battles. Eapidly forming as 
they emerged, they came on at the double. The Colonel 
of the Guards saw at a glance what the movement fore-
boded, and hastily drew his men together for immediate 
action. Before the charge that was intended could be 
carried into effect, the dark ranks of the citizen soldiery 
deployed into line, and at the cry of their leader prepared 
to fire. At the cry of Fire " the conflict began. Numbers 
of the Guards fell, among them their gallant colonel; and 
the riderless horses careered wildly about the Square. 

Again the cry of ^̂  Charge, charge ! " rose high over all 
sounds, and the black horses came down thunderingly 
upon the kneeling ranks, rapidly closed up; in vain—no 
effort could break the serried ranks, for these were trained 
Englishmen, while volley after volley emptied saddle after 
saddle of the Guardsmen, who finally retreated, '̂'all that 
was left of them." Meanwhile, the foot regiments had 
been hurried up to the scene of conflict, one of whom 
went over to the enemy bodily. And so the conflict raged 
during the day. From street to street, from house to 
house, the fight was continued with varying success, and 
night only stayed the carnage. Meanwhile, the crowd, 
broken and enraged, with passions inflamed, was let loose 
all over London, and scenes of robbery and bloodshed 
were of momentary occurrence. 
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During the early evening I had hurried to Miss Benson's 
house, only to find the doors open and the house rifled; 
what remained lying about the floor, broken or torn, in 
confusion and disorder. No sight of Margaret or Mary. 
Hoping that they were in safety, that perhaps they had 
been cared for by Routh, I, with a heavy heart, returned 
to the City, to watch the work of pillage and destruction.̂  

Every moment tidings of the work of destruction were 
made known. Buckingham Palace was on fire; so, too, St. 
James's; Marlborough House and Kensington Palace fol-
lowed. The various clubs, irrespective of party—the 
Carlton, the Reform, the Devonshire—all were destroyed. 
Boodle's, White's, Brooks's—indeed any and every house 
distinguished by reputation or size was wantonly des-
troyed, with numerous others, in that awful night. The 
fire leapt from house to house, from street to street, and 
the whole city seemed afire, for no efi'orts were made to 
check the progress of the flames. The miserable inhabi-
tants, pursued by drunken and brutal men, fled, or en-
deavoured to flee, to places of safety. The streets ran 
blood—blood shed recklessly, wantonly. 

Between 10 and 11 o'clock, as I came up towards the 
Strand, I met the Eev. Arthur Grately. 

" A h ! " he said, it has come; the judgment of Heaven 
upon those sins which cried in bitter cries and tears to 
Him for vengeance." 

I walked with the old man, as I felt that the streets 
were unsafe. When we reached the church of St. Clement 
the Dane, we saw a crowd pursuing a young woman, who 
ran into our arms. 

"Save m e ! " she exclaimed, as she reached us. SVe 
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resolved to protect her against her cowardly pursuers, 
who, seeing two stalwart and sober men, turned off. The 
woman was trembling violently and crying hysterically. 
The instant I saw her face, I recognised her. It was the 
long missing Sarah Brownell. ' When she knew that she 
was in the hands of friends she became calmer, and spoke 
quietly to Mr. Grately and myself. We told her of Tom's 
return, which greatly excited her. 

' ' Oh! she cried. ^̂  Oh, that I had died when Tom and 
I were little—when I was at your school, Mr. Grately, a 
good little child. Oh, the sin and misery of my life. I 
want to repent; I want to repent. God help me. I have 
tried and cannot; the drink, the drink! " 

Mr. Grately's gentle voice fell like dew upon her parched 
spirit, and drew her out of herself, as he told her of an 
infinite love, greater even than the love of a mother. 
^'Can a woman forget her sucking child? yea, she may 
forget; yet will I not forget thee. No, my dear. He is 
your Father, and God so loved the world—even this 
wicked, violent, bloodthirsty world—that He gave His 
only-begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should 
not perish, but have everlasting life.'* 

" 0, I am thankful, if it is not too late.*' 
Never too late, never too late,'* said Mr. Grately 

emphatically. 
We had now reached a more crowded portion of the 

street, and turned into a by-street. Here, too, people 
were hurrying to and fro. The air was full of sounds, to 
which we had become familiar ; sounds, often, of firearms, 
which exploded every moment. We hurried on, and when 
we reached a spot where the ground rose I heard a voice, 
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"Here's one of 'em." A loud report followed, and Mr. 
Grately fell, dead at our feet. Sarah stooped down to lift 
up tlie old man's head, his white hair now dabbled in blood. 
When she realised that he was dead, her anguish and grief 
knew no bounds. Standing up, regardless of safety, she 
exclaimed to the group from which the shot was fired— 

" Y o u cruel murderers; more cruel than the tiger. 
You have killed your best friend, and the friend of the 
poor and destitute." 

" He was a parson," exclaimed one of the group. " Get 
on with you! " 

"No , no; I will die with him." 
And a second shot fulfilled her wish. Almost at the 

same moment a tall man rushed down the street crying 
wildly for help. " He's another of 'em, I know him," was 
heard, and another shot was fired, and the unfortunate 
wretch fell with his head nearly touching that of Sarah. 
I was stooping down examining her; suddenly her eyes 
opened, and her look fell upon the face of the dying man 
by her side. She shuddered visibly, and with an effort 
drew herself away, crying, "Keep away, keep away;" 
then, more softly, "Mother; I'm coming, mother," as 
she had often cried in her childhood's days. " I ' m coming, 
mother;" and then the hand of death gently closed her 
eyes. The eyes of the fallen man were open and staring. 
I looked at him, the death film was rapidly darkening 
their light. Our eyes met. It was Dunstan. A rigid 
hardness was settling upon his face, which darkened under 
the scowl that now passed over it, as he murmured, " God, 
God, the way—way—hard." Uttering which he passed 
beyond the reach of human hope. 
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I could do nothing for my friends, and tlie place was 
beset with danger, so I continued my homeward route. I 
reached home about twelve o'clock. The doors were opeo, 
the house dark. I got a light, and an awful scene pre-
sented itself to my gaze—the dead body of Mary Brownell, 
and by her side that of Margaret Benson (they had evi-
dently fled to me for protection). 1 knelt down by th(i 
side of Margaret and felt her pulse ; it still flickered. 
She opened her eyes and saw me. A sweet smile passed 
over her face, as she murmured, ^̂  You have been long iu 
coming, dear; kiss me. Will." I kissed her, and while 1 
held her in my arms she passed to that land where 

beyond these voices there is peace." 
Carefully placing the bodies of the two friends on the 

bed that remained, and reverently veiling their faces, I sat 
down, overcome and violently agitated. I sat by the side 
of my writing-table, my hands lying listlessly before me. 
As I thus sat my attention was drawn to a singular ap-
pearance in the ring on my left hand. The stone in it 
was plain; but now, to-night, as I sat in the darkened 
room, it glowed and shimmered, as if it were on fire. I 
examined it more closely, and could see the flames leaping 
and swirling. To examine it more closely still, I carefully 
took it off my finger. The instant I drew it off I was 
powerfully convulsed, as if by an electric shock, and lost 
momentary consciousness 
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CHAPTER XXXYII . 

THE WITCH'S CAYERN AGAIN—VISIONS OF THE END. 

W h e n I recovered consciousness, I was lying softly shaded 
from the light by overarching branches of the rugged elm, 
through which the moonbeams faintly struggled. By my 
side, her long raiment almost touching me, stood the Sibyl. 
I sat up, and sprang to my feet. 

"You have slept long and easily," said the Sibyl. " I 
have kept watch over you as you slept, but you are wearied 
and want refreshment. This will revive you," she added, 
putting a small glass to my lips. 

I obeyed her movement, and drank of that which she 
offered; and at once I felt a revival of life, and a con-
sciousness of mental vigour. 

"Your task is nott yet ended, and the dawn hastens 
apace. Come," and again she held my hand in a warm 
embrace. 

London, the London I had just left, was before me! 
Everywhere fire, fire ; flames burst out in the north and in 
the south, in the east and in the west, and rapidly con-
sumed the palaces of the rich and the hovels of the poor. 
I could hear the roaring of the vast conflagration, and 
could feel the overpowering heat. The streets were filled 
with horror-stricken people, many of whom fled in con-
sternation from the devouring flames. I could see many 
whom I knew well in the crowd. Granvers, now without 
occupation, and by his side, protected by his presence. Lady 
Lilias, a deepened grief and melancholy obscuring the 
beauty of her face. Lord Hopfield, too, was there, pride 
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and sorrow mingled in the expression of his once haughty 
look ; and many others w i t h whom I had only a casual 
acquaintance. I looked eagerly, i f perchance the last 
tragedy I had witnessed had been a mere dream ; but the 
forms of Margaret and Mary were not present. There 
was one form (the face was hidden f rom me) which seemed 
to be perfectly fami l iar to me, yet I could not give i t a 
name. I t stood by the side of Granvers, who spoke from 
time to t ime to the Unknown. 

Meanwhile, the conflagration spread, and burnt more 
and more fiercely, consuming houses as i f they were dry 
straw ; nor houses only, for the bodies of the slain which 
lay in the street were lapped up by the devouring fire, or 
cast int'^ the flames by onlookers and consumed. Nor were 
the dead the only victims. I saw a mob (they cannot be 
otherwise described) ransacking a burn ing hotel. The 
wretched landlord was str iv ing to make his escape from 
the flames that were consuming his house. Bu t the 
drunken crowd drove h im back w i t h mocking laughter, 
and gradually, despite a l l his frantic efforts, despite his 
appeals for mercy, pushed h im w i th poles into the flames. 

He's had lots of my money," said one. 
" A n d turned me ont cf his house after robbing me ot 

mine," answered another. 
" L e t h im burn , " cried a woman. " I f i t hadn' t been 

for h im me and my husband would have l ived i n comfort." 
A n d the poor wretch perished before my eyes. 
W h i l e the houses were burning, the crowd was busied 

looting the various places, and w i th barbaric cruelty tor-
tur ing the miserable owners. I never thought to see 
Englishmen behave w i th such fiendish cruelty. Bu t years 



THE BRITISH EMPIRE. 2 7 7 

of misgovernment and false teadiing had made the heart 
that was human callous to suffering and indifferent to all 
appeals for mercy. 

Granvers and the Unknown were near, and I could hear 
the voice of the former: 

England is doomed ; Canada, I hear, has gone ; so too 
have Australia and Africa; India is in revolt, and Eussia 
is moving upon her with rapid steps. G"od help our fellow-
countrymen there ! " 

^'Let them go," shouted someone; "England for the 
English, say I ." 

The Unknown replied, 
^'The day of retribution has come; long delayed, it has 

come at last; the cup of our iniquity is full." 
At this moment a slow sad strain fell upon my ears—the 

Dead March in Saul. The mournful strain filled the air, 
and drew nearer. Turning my eyes in the direction of the 
sound, I saw a column of citizen and other soldiers, heading 
into the street with heavy, measured tread. In front 
marched a small corps, carrying before them three or four 
gallows, from two of which the sickening forms of two 
men dangled I While from the centre of the column the 
sorrowful strains of the Dead March arose. At the head 
of the column, directing its movements, marched Tom 
Brownell, whose face was fixed and stern. Pointing with 
his sword to a man engaged in the congenial game of 
looting, he said sternly, Up with him," and almost as he 
spoke the corps of executioners threw a rope round his 
neck, and he was hanging from the gallows, his eyes start-
ing from his head. The crowd fell back horrorstruck amid 
a great hush, while over all the roar of the flames the voice 
of Brownell rose. 
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^'Men and citizens, enougb. has been done, you are free; 
not another life shall be taken; we are brethren, and these 
gallows," pointing with his sword to the horrid figures 
dangling from them, shall protect the life of every peace-
ful citizen. Every hand lifted to take life, to destroy pro-
perty, is lifted against the people of this free country. 
To your homes." 

** We have none," shouted someone from the crowd. 
" Put out these fires, and there are enough and to spare. 

On, men!" 
And again the melancholy wail of the music arose, and 

again the measured tread of the soldiery filled the street. 
The lesson was not lost, and was repeated elsewhere, and 
its echoes reached to distant parts. By nightfall order was 
restored, and the work of salvation and restoration went 
on to the solemn, saddening march. I drew a long sigh 
of relief as I felt my hand released, and realised that it 
was all a dream. But before I could offer a remark the 
Sibyl again took my hand, and another scene was before 
me. 

is- -H-

Still London, but how changed. No longer vast and 
appalling in its vastness. The East-end was levelled to 
the ground, and covered with trees and undergrowth; the 
Strand, once crowded with busy men and revellers, a 
tangled forest; the several well-known parts of London 
separated one from another by wide and thickly-timbered 
parks or fields. Yet though appreciably reduced in size, 
still large and still filled with population, though sensibly 
smaller. The Hevolution had left its mark upon it, in 
this way if in no other. I looked eagerly among the full 
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streets for the faces of old friends, but saw none, not one 
that I had known ; all were gone, except a form that was 
strangely familiar to me—the form of the Unknown, whose 
face was still hidden from me. His long grey hair reached 
down to his shoulders, and he no longer moved with the 
elasticity of youth. I looked eagerly for the beneficial 
changes that the Eevolution was to inaugurate, but was 
disappointed. Everywhere I saw evidences of poverty; 
everywhere the public-house and the gin-shop as of old; 
still self-seeking and self-indulgent men and women ; the 
crowd ragged and miserable, and hugging their misery; 
on its outskirts the poor night-walker that filled the streets 
of London years before. 

While I thus looked and carefully noted the changes 
that time had brought, two young men approached the 
spot where stood the Unknown, with his back towards me. 
One was saying, 

^̂  England is going to the dogs, I tell you. The popu-
lation is daily diminishing, and those that remain can't 
get a living. I shall clear out." 

^̂  You forget, my friend," was the reply, " that England 
cannot maintain half its former population since the change 
in the beastly climate. But an industrious man can always 
do well in England. If there is no wealth, there is no 
grinding poverty, as in the good old days before the Eevo-
lution. We are all free and have an equal chance. I 
speak as I find ; I have done well." 

^̂  Yes, but you are one in a thousand. I don't see why 
the honest and industrious should have to support the lazy 
and vicious as we do under the precious Socialistic Eepublic. 
We all cast into the pool in unequal contributions, and all 
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take out in equal proportion. This is contrary to nature. 
"What do you think, sir ? " 

The question was addressed to the Unknown. I leaned 
forward eagerly to catch his reply. The voice came to me 
as from afar, and yet it seemed like the voice of one 
known to me long ago. 

^̂  I have learned," said the voice, that forms of govern-
ment and changes of laws have very little to do with a 
people's prosperity and happiness. Without freedom, 
virtue, and industry no people can be prosperous; with 
them no people can be unhappy." 

' ' You are right, sir; and I'm blest if I'm going to stay 
in England—I'll emigrate." 

And the strangers passed on. 
The Unknown remained thoughtfully in his place for a 

moment, and then moved off. I followed with my eye, 
which seemed to have a preternatural keenness, and saw 
him enter a cemetery, where was the funeral of a little 
child. The mourners were the father and mother, and the 
remainder of their children—all wretchedly clad. A 
clergyman vested in white, with a black stole, conducted 
the service, and consigned the poor coffin, containing the 
mother's child, to the tomb. After the service was con-
cluded, I saw the Unknown pause before the grave, and 
heard him address a few words of sympathy to the stricken 
parents. The mother's tears burst out afresh. 

He might have lived, sir, but we could not give him 
proper attention or sufficient nourishment—so he died." 

The recital was followed by a fresh burst of weeping. 
The stranger moved on towards another grave, and going 
down upon his knees began to clean the weeds from it 
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After tliis was done, lie passed to the old and worn head-
stone and traced the letters upon the stone. I read— 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY 

OF 

M A E G A E E T B E N S O N 
AND 

M A E Y B E O W N E L L , 
SLAIN IN 

THE GREAT REVOLUTION. 

My tears fell fast. 
Again the stranger stood by another grave lying con-

tiguous to the former. This, too, he carefully cleared of 
its weeds, and then read over the inscription— 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY 

or 
L A W E E N C E G E A N Y E E S , -

DIED MAY, 1 9 4 5 , 

ALSO OF LILTAS HIS WIFE, 

DIED JUNE, 1 9 5 4 . 

The letters were almost illegible. Again my tears 
flowed freely, and I was much agitated, for memories of 
the old times thronged upon me. The Sibyl's hold relaxed 
its grasp, and I stood beside her in the cavern, feeling 
glad that it was all a dream. 

• . .Jl 
"ii- »»• 

Before I could express myself, I felt her hand tighten round 
my own, and again looked upon a still more melancholj'' 
gcene—Lml Ion, but oh ! how changed. The several popu-
lated portions reduced to mere villages ; the field and the 
forest encroaching everywhere upon habitation; the bridges 



2 8 2 TPIE DECLINE AND FALL OF 
/ , 

broken down and decaying, the waters of the Thames over-
flowing its banks and filling the depressed levels and turning 
them into swamps. Still, people cheerless and comfort-
less filled the streets. Again I saw the Unknown, his 
grey hair falling below his shoulders, his face still veiled 
and hidden. 

The snow was falling in the streets and on the hills, and 
filling the valleys, still the poor went about the streets, 
and tumbled out of the frowsy gin-shops. I saw one poor 
woman in tattered clothes, with a child at her side, equally 
wretched, pass shivering along the cold street, through 
which a frosty wind blew. She stopped before the 
stranger and begged him, in a whining voice, for the love 
of God, to help her. He put his hand into his pocket 
and gave her something, which brightened her face and 
quickened her steps. Still from the gin-palace came the 
drunken song, and the poor night-walker stood about its 
doors, as of old, as of old; for human nature never 
changes, and is always the same, always the same. Again 
I heard the steps of men hurrying along the pavement, 
sa^ them wrapping their warm cloaks around them. 

Two men, no longer young, moved slowly in front of 
me, and talked earnestly. I am not going to stand it 
any longer," said one. '' Things are worse than they 
were before the Great Bevolution. Then whatever a man 
earned was his own, now it belongs to everybody ; then a 
man could please himself, and live or starve, now he is 
driven by an iron hand." 

Yes, yes," was the reply; " but now we are all equal, 
and everyone works for the other." 

More for the other than himself. Every man's entitled 
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to the fruits of his own labour by the law of nature; and 
the stimulus of necessity developes character. Now all 
are legally equal, and a dire monotony is the result. No 
more Shakespeares, no more Tennysons, no more genius; 
for what is yours is mine, and what is mine is my own, 
says the Socialist leveller. I shall go to a land which 
gives scope and opportunity for developement and self-
improvement, where human nature can spread and grow. 
I don't want to see all the trees which Nature has made 
so divine cut to one pattern; the cutting destroys their 
beauty, and kills them.'* 

Again an appeal was made to the Unknown, and again 
his voice came to me as the far-off echo of a voice that I 
knew. Nature's law is freedom, only freedom that shall 
not restrict another's liberty. Ye are free, only use not 
liberty for an occasion to the flesh, but by love serve one 
another. Love cannot be compelled by law. It is a free 
impulse of the soul. England's freedom has passed away, 
and with it England's greatness. It has passed to her 
children." 

^'And I ! " exclaimed the questioner, will go to her 
children—Canada, Africa, Australia. Thank you, sir," 
and he lifted his hat reverently to the stranger, who was 
left alone. Now, I saw that he leant heavily upon a stick 
and moved with difficulty. Pausing for a moment, he ex-
claimed, ^̂  How long, 0 Lord, holy and true ; how long! 

' Alas ! for this grey shadow once a man. • * * * 

The woods decay, the woods decay and fall, 
The vapours weep their burthen to the ground, 
Man comes and tills the field and lies beneath, 
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And after many a summer dies the swan. 
Me only cruel immortality 
Consumes : I wither slowly in thine arms, 
Here at the quiet limit of the world, 
A white-hair'd shadow, roaming like a dream 
The ever-silent space, . . . 
Far-folded mists, and gleaming halls of morn.' 

Fated to see the decay of my country, yet death comes not 
to me. 

'Alas ! for this grey shadow once a man. ' " 

Uttering these words in melancholy tone, the stranger 
passed on, my eyes and ears following him intently. He 
passed into the cemetery, the snow falling round him. 
Again he stopped before a grave, and, as before, stooped 
to brush away the snow, to clear away the weeds. The 
headstone was broken and gone, yet I recognised the 
site. The crumbling stone, yielding to the hand of time, 
marked the last resting-place of her I loved, of Lawrence 
Granvers, my friend. 

Feebly he leant upon his stick and looked long and 
earnestly at the sinking graves. I could imagine the 
tears running down his cheeks. As he thus stood, a weird 
wind arose, and, whirling the snow around, shook the red 
leaves from the trees and awakened a mournful sound in 
the barren branches. At this moment a low soft wail of 
music fell upon my ear. It was the wail of the Dead 
March, and the old man sank gently to earth upon tlie 
grave of Margaret Benson, his face turned to the light. 
I looked eagerly at the upturned face and gave a cry. 
It was myself! and burst into tears. 
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CHAPTEE X X X Y I I I . 

THE STORY THAT CAME IN WITH THE FIRST AXD WILL GO 

OUT WITH THE LAST MAI^. 

THE violence of my emotion woke me, and I found myseli" 
lying upon a soft bed, the snow falling softly, and the cold 
wind blowing across my face. I felt that I was lying upon 
Margaret's grave, and looked quickly for the headstone. 
I saw only the head of the iron bedstead. I sat up and 
looked around me. The snow that I saw was falling 
lightly outside my room, the wind was blowing gently, 
but chillily, through my open window. All was gone— 
the cave, the witch, and London of the nineteenth century, 
with its visionary successors. I was profoundly moved, 
and could not rid myself of the sense of the reality of all 
that I had seen in vision. While thus struggling with 
myself Eayner Maynard entered, and said, 

^^Why, Will, not up yet! Mary's expecting you to 
breakfast." 

^'Is Mary alive, and Margaret ? " I asked. 
• Eayner laughed. ' 'Alive? I should think so, and 
wanting breakfast; so hurry down as quickly as you can. 
You don't mean to say you haven't been to bed and that 
you have slept with that window open all night. What 
will Mary say? But please," he went on, shutting the 
window, "hurry down, for we have heard that we are to 
depart to-morrow, and want to make a long day of it in 
London." So saying Eayner left me. 
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On entering the breakfast-room, I was beset by a host 
of questions and comments. Why didn't you go to 
bed ? " Why did you leave your window open ' ' You 
have a dreadful cold." 

' 'So you thought Margaret and I were dead. How 
grave you look, Will," said my sister. 

' ' I may well be grave," was my reply as I took a seat 
at the breakfast table. ' T o r I have- passed through 
several metamorphoses, and have lived five hundred 
years." 

" I n other words, you have had a bad dream; please 
tell us all about it," said Fowler. 

I promised to do so, and the conversation passed to 
other subjects. 

We have heard from the Captain that we must leave 
to-morrow," said Mary; "and to-day, therefore, must be 
devoted to saying our adieus to London. While this 
weather lasts, Will, you had better keep house, or that 
cold will not be improved." 

To this suggestion I readily assented, with a glance at 
Miss Marsten, who had not joined the rest in my perse-
cution. 

" But I hope you will leave somebody behind to enter-
tain the poor invalid," still looking at Miss Marsten. 

" Oh, yes, I would stay, but you know that will be 
impossible, so, if Margaret doesn't object, we will leave 
you under her care." 

" That will do capitally, if Miss Marsten doesn't mind." 
" Y o u can sing to me, if you will," I said, "and I'll 

promise to be very patient and good." 
While I reclined on the sofa, after the several members 
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of the party had departed to their respective engage-
ments, as Miss Marsten was busied about the room, 1 
watched her movements with interest. Her tall well-
shaped figure, closely clad in some warm stuff, her dress 
prettily set off with colours, showing a small foot, all made 
a pretty picture. Her fair face and grey eyes, pleasantly 
animated, suddenly recalled to my memory the face an(i 
expression of Margaret Benson, and I experienced a sense 
of relief and a glow of pleasure. She was the Margaret 
of my dream. It was she who had suggested the cha-
racter, and Margaret was not dead. Hence my sense of 
relief. 

Coming closer to me, Miss Marsten said, " You promised, 
Mr. Eurley, to tell me about your dream." 

Call me Will, dear," I replied, ''and take this seat, 
while I will selfishly take the easy-chair." 

She took the seat indicated, which was almost touching 
the one I occupied. 

So you dreamt that your sister and I were dead—how 
dreadful! How did it happen ? " 

'' I am not sure that it was you and Mary in my dream." 
The slightest shade of disappointment, I fancied, passed 

over her face. 
'' I dreamt that I met a young lady whose name was 

Margaret Benson, and that I fell deeply in love with her— 
was devotedly attached to her. Indeed," I continued, '' I 
do not think I can ever love anybody as I loved her." 
Margaret smiled slightly at this, and drew her chair a 
little further off. No," I said, am sure I can never 
love again." I put my hand on hers. '' Let me describe 
her. She was tall, fair, and lovely, and as good as she 
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was beautiful. And do you know, dear, that althougli 
her name, in my dream, was Margaret Benson, yet I am 
sure that her name in reality is Margaret Marsten. For 
she and you are the same person.'' The pressure of her 
hand answered mine. ^̂  And when she was dying, dear, 
do you know wliat she said ? " 

Margaret lifted her eyes to mine as I rose up from my 
chair. She said this—' Kiss me, W i l l ; ' and—and—" 

I did not finish my story in words, for Margaret's lips 
were pressed to mine. 

^̂  This is a pleasanter ending than that in the dream, 
dear," I whispered, as her head lay upon my shoulder. 

^̂  Yes," was the soft response. 
"When Mary returned, I fancy she took things in at a 

glance; for women notice so quickly, and draw inferences 
with equal celerity and accuracy in respect to some 
matters. Nothing, however, was said on the subject. 
After lunch, as the sun was bright and warm and all trace 
of cold had passed away, I said that I proposed to visit 
Belgrave Forest. Mary and Bayner could not join me (I 
did not regret this), so "Margaret and myself, as we had 
arranged in the morning, explored its recesses alone. 
Here was the avenue of elms, there flowed the waters of 
the Thames, but there was no cave—only a slight recess 
in the line of elms. 

This," I said, smiling, drawing Margaret to me, 
''must be the site of the cave. And here, dear, I saw the 
Sibyl—and do you know, I think you were the Sibyl too. 
That Sibyl's song was responsible for my long dream, and 
you owe me compensation for all my sufferings." The 
notes of the cuckoo came to us from afar. Song answering 
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song, as lip answered lip, and we were very happy. But 
we shall have to wait, dear, for our custom forbids early 
marriages." 

I am content to wait, so long as I have your love and 
presence, and am sometimes able to hear the song of the 
cuckoo," she said, smiling. 

At dinner Eowler said, '' To-morrow we leave London for 
ever. S o l must conclude all my researches; and Ethel 
has promised her valuable assistance." 

^^And I , " said Mary, ''must see Will's cave and the 
moonlight, and perhaps we shall hear the nightingale— 
the air is balmy." 

Agreed," I replied. " I should like to see it for the 
last time before leaving England." 

And so it came about that Mary and Eayner, Margaret 
and myself, visited the Witch's Cave, under conditions like 
those which obtained when I saw it in my dream. The 
moonlight struggled through the overarching elms and 
dotted the earth with fantastic shadows, and burnished 
the passing waters with silver Mary and Eayner were 
at one end of the avenue, Margaret and I were not so 
hurried. As we stood realising the full beauty of the 
scene, the trill of the nightingale filled the air with de-
licious sound; the air seemed to be alive with song, a 
fitting accompaniment to the old story, which began in the 
Garden of Eden, and will never die while man is man and 
human hopes and passions remain. 

" I shall never forget old England, dear ; will you ? " 
''Never, nor the song of the nightingale and the note 

of the cuckoo. I do not know which is sweetest; I like 
the nightingale best now." 

T 
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At supper we were all as merry as children, despite our 
to-morrow's departure. 

shall never forget old England," said Eayner. 
I laughed, and replied, These are the very words I 

msed in the Witch's Cave." 
And what did she say ? " asked Mary, looking mis-

chievously at Margaret, whose face got crimson. 
"What did you say?" I retorted, turning the tables 

on Mary. 
It was now her turn to blush, as she replied, inno-

cently, " I said I should always remember if, especially 
the Witch's Cave and the song of the nightingale." 

The next morning we started for Gravesend, and found 
the captain making ready to leave for Plymouth. We 
sailed at nightfall, and early next morning were at 
Plymouth. Our kind friends gave us a hearty welcome 
when we went ashore, and wished us to stay for a day 
or two. As the captain had decided to leave again that 
same evening, we could not accede to the hospitable 
entreaties of our friends. We, however, visited with them 
several fresh sites, and, in the afternoon, paid our final 
visit to Mount Edgecumbe. As we stood in the shade of 
the forest trees the songs of numerous cuckoos came to us 
in answering notes. A song never to be forgotten—for 
we have no note like it in Australia. Before evening 
came we bade our friends a long good-bye, and left the 
shores of old England. We watched the delicate green 
of the open land deepen into brown and dark; the ragged 
outline of forest and elevation, softly rounding, as we 
receded from the shore. And when the whole land lay 
behind us silhouetted and outlined by the faint moonlight, 
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which now softened the scene, we gathered together on 
the upper deck and sang an old, old song— 

" Shades of evening, close not o'er us, 
Leave our lonely bark awhile; 

Morn, alas, will not restore us 
Yonder dim and distant isle." 

Then as I turned f rom the rapidly passing land to 
look into the sweet face of my Margaret, I said, th ink, 
dear, when Austral ia is overcrowded, we w i l l return to 
the old home and repopulate England. We are English, 
f o r England is the home of our fathers." 
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is there, and the render feels refreshed. Such a book is 'Midge,' by May Crommelin 
(Trischler and Co., IB, New Bridge Street, E.C.). It is an impretentious idyll rather than 
a novel. It would be well indeed if we had more novels like this." 

Three-and-Sixpenny Novels. 

T H E A U E E N O F T H E B L A C K H A N D . B y HUGH COLEMAN 
DAVIDSON, Author of " T h e Old Adam," "Cast on the Waters," "The 
Green Hills by the Sea," &o. Bevelled boards. Cloth gilt. 

The Glasgow Herald says: " The name of Hugh Coleman Davidson has become 80 well 
known to novel-readers that they know what to expect when he gives them a new book." 

D O O T O R G R E Y S T O N E . By Madame VAN DE VELDE. Third 
thousand. Bevelled boards. Cloth. 292 pp. 

The World says : " ' Dr. Grey stone' is a clever and original book; and in these days of 
over-emphasis and exaggeration an author who can pass so quietly and simply over the 
scene in the prologue of the erring wife's death deserves high praise." 

IN THE PRESS. READY SHORTLY. 

Prioe Three Shillings and Sixpence. 
T H E S O U L O F C O U N T E S S A D R I A N . B y M r s . CAMPBELL 

PBAED, Author of " Nadine," " Afifmities," "Policy and Passion," " Aus-
tralian Heroine," " The Head Station," " The Romance of a Station," &c. 

Boards. Cloth extra, with gold lettering. 

A L W A Y S I N T H E W A Y . By THOMAS JEANS, Author of 
"The Tommiebeg Shootings." New edition, with nine humorous and 
sporting illustrations by Finch Mason. This is one of the most amusing 
and laughable books ever written. 

Cloth boards. Three Shillings and Sixpence. 
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TRISCHLER & CO., 

T H E P R I S O N E R OF CHILOANE; or, W I T H THE PGR-
TUGUESE I N S. E. A F R I C A . By WALLIS MACKAT, with about 90 
Illustrations sketched on the spot by himself (late the Captious Critic 
CI the bpoTting and Dramatic News). 
Bevelled boards. Fcap. Quarto Vol. Illustrated Cloth Cover, in gilt and 

colours. Seven Shillings and Sixpence. 

M R . A N D MRS. H E R R I E S . By Miss MAY CROMMELIN, Author 
of " Midge," '' Queenie," " Goblin Gold." 

Bevelled boards. Cloth gilt. Six Shillings. 
A M A I D E N F A I R TO SEE. By F . C. PHILIPS and C . J. WILLS, 

with illustrations by G. A. Storey, A.K.A. 
Bevelled boards. Cloth gilt. Six Shillings. 

T H E GOLDEN L A K E : a Story of Australian Adventure. 
By W . CARLTON DAWE, author of " Sketches in Verse." Illustrated by 
Hume Nisbet. 

Bevelled boards. Cloth gilt. Six Shillings. 
A N E C D O T A L B I S M A R C K . By ALBERT D . VANDAM, with 

Introduction by COUNT HERBERT BISMARCK, Author of ' 'We Two at Monte 
Carlo," "Amours of Great Men," etc., &c. 

Cloth boards. Two Shillings and Sixpence. 
A V I L L A G E P R I E S T , T H E O R I G I N A L S T O R Y O F . 

(Upon which is founded the successful play produced by Mr. Beerbohm 
Tree at the Haymarket Theatre.) 'By ALBERT D . VANDAM. 
Cloth boards. Two Shillings and Sixpence. Picture boards, Two Shillings. 

T H E D E C L I N E A N D F A L L O F T H E B R I T I S H E M P I R E ; 
o r , T H E W I T C H ' S C A V E R N . By an Anonymous Author. In one 
volume, 291 pp. Crown octavo. 

Extra cloth. Five Shillings. 

TRISCHLER'S SERIES OF TWO-SHILLING 
NOVELS. 

Crown Octavo. Picture lcards. 

IN THE PEESS. EEADY SHOKTLY. 
BITS OF C H I N A (Les Plaisirs en Chine). By His EXCELLEXXCY 

GENERAL TCHENG-KI-TONG, of the Chinese Legation in Paris. Translated 
by authority of His Excellency by K. H. Sherard, author of " Agatha's 
Quest,'' " The Type-Written Letter," " Rogues," &c. 

The Daily Telegraph, in "Paris Day by Day," says: "General Tcbeug-ki-Tong A'UI 
• strike oil' decidedly with his new book on the manners and customs of his countrymen. 

18, N e w Bridge Street, London, E.G. 
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T R I S C H L E R & CO., 

The worthy warrior is secretary at the Chinese Legation in Paris, and he has been justly 
called the * Chinese Boulevardier,' as his observations on men and things are such as 
might be expected from those butterfly beings who are popularly supposed to spend the 
most of their time sauntering up and down the asphalte between the Jockey Club and 
Tortoni's. In his latest contribution to Boulevard literature, the General descants on the 
various pleasures of his countrymen, and he describes everything more accurately than 
any foreign writer on the same subject could be expected to do. . . . General Tcheng-
ki-Tong has many other interesting revelations to make about his people, and there is 
no doubt that his book will be read widely in France.'' 

S C A R L E T F O R T U N E and Short Story. B y H . HERMAN, 

Author of the well-known dramas " Claudian," " Silver King," etc., late 
collaborator with David Christie Murray. 

T H E P I T Y OF IT. By Mrs. M I C H A E L SMITH. Cloth boards 
extra, Two Shillings and Sixpence; picture boards, Two Shillings. 

NOTE.—This work was issued in Three-volume form ten years ago, 
when the following remarks were made by the Press:— 

The Times, in criticising " The Pity of It," says: " The book is a clever book. Above 
all, it possesses one of the greatest merits of a story—it improves as it goes alonsr, and so 
far from the interest flagging, in spite of heaped-up incidents, the plot unravels distinctly 
and clearly, while the various characters work out their fate without undue haste or 
lagging. . . . Never degenerates into impossible raving or retaliation." 

T H E B L A C K DROP. By H U M E N I S B E T , Author of " The Land 
of the Hibiscus Blossom," " D r . iSernard," " St. Vincent," "Eight Bells," 
&c., &c. Picture boards. Two Shillings. 

RITHERDON'S G R A N G E . B y SAUMAREZ DE H A V I L L A N D , Author 
of " Strange Clients." Cloth boards extra, Two Shillings and Sixpence; 
picture boards, Two Shillings. 

F O R B I D D E N B Y L A W . B y B A R R Y COTTINGHAM. . 

E E C E N T L Y I S S U E D . 

Picture hoards. Two Shillings. 
T H E COPPER CRASH. B y F R A N K D A N B Y , Author of ' 'Doctor 

Phil l ips, ' ' "A Babe in Bohemia." Seventh thousand. The Sunday Times says: "There 
are abundant tokens in this book of strong imasrinative and descriptive powers, and of 
considerable knowledge of human nature." The Evening News aud Post says: " It is sensa-
tional without being overdrawTi, with a plot simple yet full of mystery, is well thought 
out and skilfully written." 

A N A S T Y CROPPER. By G. F. U N D E R H I L L , Author of " In at 
the Death," &c. A realistic and sensational sporting story. The Publisher's Circular says: 
" I t is a good story of sport, love, and revenge. The tale runs briskly, with plenty of 
incident, and a faithful reproduction of some of the serious flaws in the habits of modern 
society." 

H E A R T WINS, T H E A U S T R A L I A N A U N T , and other 
Stories. By Mrs. A L E X A N D E R and others. Fifth thousand. The United Service Gazette 
says: " This volume, containing as it does no less than nine different stories besides the 
one mentioned in the title, supplies the existing demand for short stories by well-known 
authors, and it is better adapted as a companior a railway or other journey than a 
continuous novel.'' 

18, N e w Bridge Street, L o n d o n , E.G. 
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TRISCHLER & CO., 

R U B Y ; or, How Girls are Trained for a Circus Life. By 
Miss A M Y E EEADE. Illustrated by TALBOT HUGHES. This story is the foundation of an 
i] quiry now being made by certain Members < f Parhament as to the Methods of Training 
Circus Children, with a view to bringing the matter immediately before the House. 
Manchester Guardian says: " ' Ruby,' by Amye Reade. This book is notable on account 
of the charges brought by the authoress against a manager or managers in general of 
circuses. It is an Indictment so tremendous that, if it can be proved, the authoress 
should not be content with representing a picture to harrow novel-riders. She should 
collect her proofs and lay them before the Public Prosecutor. Miss Reade asserts that in 
cases of contumacy girls of seventeen are stripped naked by the circus-master and flogged 
by him till they are sick and faint and bleeding." 

HOW I LOST £ 2 5 0 , 0 0 0 IN TWO YEARS. By E E N E S T 
B E N Z O N , the Jubilee Plunger. The success of this astonishing account 
of how a magnificent fortune was dissipated in a short space of time 
will not readily be forgotten. To this cheap edition is added a 
special preface, having reference to the late proceedings in the case 
Shaw V. Trischler, which will clearly show that Mr. Benzon did supply 
all the facts for his book. 

IN CRIME'S DISGUISE. By F. C . M I L F O R D , Author of 
"What Became of Him," "Lost a Day," "Fifty-five Guineas Reward," Ac., &c. The 
Whitehall Revitw sa^ys: "'Mr. Milford has already made for himself a name in fiction, 
and in his present literary venture he adds very considerably to his well-earned reputation. 
He has never been guilty of the young author's usual mistake—i.e., the frequciit produc-
tion of stories. Up to date he has but published three or four books, on the surface of 
which there is ample evidence of his having expended much care in the elaboration of his 
detail. The matter is sensational for the most part, but never ridiculous, and always 
carefully worked out, nothing being left to the imagination of the reader. In his present 
story he treats of a certain secret society in America, and weaves a very telling romanre. 
with a complicated plot, round this centre. A book like this one is a godsend at this time 
Of year, when ' all the world and his wife' are taking their pleasure away from their own 
comfoi-table homes, and are apt to find the days somewhat long and dreary. ' In Crime's 
Disguise' will serve to shorten the hours of many a rainy day, and has the peculiar merit 
of being fit for every one to read, and highly interesting withal." 

TRISCHLER'S SHILLING LIBRARY. 
Illustrated Picture Covers. Crown Octavo. 

WORKS BY FERGUS HUME. 
THE MYSTERY OF A HANSOM CAB. 353rd thousand. 

230 pp The Daily Telegraph savs: " There is no question that Mr. Fergus Hume conceived 
and^anged a story of circumstantial evidence, a drama of the pohce-court, a net-work 
of elaborate complication and mystery that was most alluring to the devourer of sen-
sation stories ' The Mystery of a Hansom Cab,' as contained in the feverish and clever 
little book, which caused so much talk in Australia, is the kind of volume that once taken 
up cannot be put down until it is finished." 

MADAME MIDAS. 150th thousand. 222 pp. The Morning 
Post savs- " A work yet more acutely sensational, and in every sense superior to its 
predecessor. The personages ofter a large variety of curious and well-marked types, 
anHhTre are at least two excellent character sketches-those of the herome and the 
miserable Vandeloup." 

18, N e w Bridge Street, London, E.G. 



T R I S C H L E R & CO. 

T H E G I R L FROM M A L T A . 58th thousand. 192 pp., with 
portrait of Author. The Pictorial World says: " I f a ttnished plot and a dramatic story 
make a novel perfect, then the ' Girl from Malta,' by Fergus Hume, may rank as one of 
the best of high-class sensational novels. It is one of those novels that the critics 
like to describe as ' when once taken up cannot be put down until it is finished.' It is, 
in fact, an exceedingly realistic story—a drama of real life, with modern men and women 
in it. There is no attempt at exaggeration, no tendency towards vulgarity or coarseness." 

WORKS BY JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 
H A R V E S T . Illustrated Picture Cover, One Shilling. Fifty-first 

thousand. The Lady's Pictorial says : " • Harvest' is worth all the 'garrison gossip ' ever 
collected, and the last page in the little volume is the most dramatic ever penned by the 
author of ' Bootless Baby.'" 

D I N N A F O R G E T . Illustrated Picture Cover, One Shilling. 
Thirty-fifth thousand. The Grantham JbwrnaZ says: " J . S.'W. has a peculiar vocation 
for story-telling, and everything up to the present from her pen never fails to please 
and interest. And so is it with this latest effort, which, perhaps, surpasses its predecessors 
in that the writer has put more substance into the novel, so far, at any rate, as the 
structure of the story is concerned. There is a delightful vein of reality running through 
it, and once begun, the book will not easily be laid aside." 

T R U E DETECTIVE STORIES, Vol . I. By INSPECTOR MOSER, 
late Superintendent Criminal Investigation Department, Scotland Yard. Twenty-fifth 
thousand, with portrait of Author. The Morning Advertiser Bdiyai "This 'little vohirae 
relates several remarkable instances of the successful tracking of criminals from the 
very slenderest and most unpromising of clues,' and the interest attaching to them will 
be enhanced in the estimation of most readers by the fact of their being true." 

T H E BLOOD W H I T E ROSE. By B. L . FARJEON. Thirty-
fifth thousand, with portrait of Author. The Figaro says: " Mr. B. L. Farjeon has scored 
another striking success. In some respects ' The Blood White Eose' is finer than anything 
he has previously done. There is one scene in it which would have made the reputation 
of a new novelist, and cannot fail to enhance that of Mr. Farjeon." 

M Y W E I R D W O O I N G . By T. VICARS FOOTE. Fifteenth 
thousand. A sensational and realistic story of Australian Life. The Sunday Times says : 
" ' M y Weird Wooing,' whether it be a 'true story of Australian Life 'or not, is a 
very acceptable addition to the list of startling romances published by Trischler and Go. 
Mr. Whitelaw is a real character, and there is plenty of genuine spontaneous vigour 
and life in the ativentures with which the story is crowded. The style is unaffected, and 
the author seems to possess the secret of successful story-telling; he writes with sincerity 
and gusto about things and people that he thoroughly understands." 

SPORTING STORIES. By FINCH MASON. Tenth thousand. 
A reprint of stories which have appeared in the Illustrated Sporting and Dramatic News. 
The Court Circular says: " ' A Distinguished Foreigner' is'a most comical tale, and 
the remainder of the little book is worth reading, as is everything written by Mr. Finch 
Mason." 

T H E CROOKED BILLET. By'VERo SHAW . A startling and 
sensational story of University and Sporting Life. Twenty-fifth thousand. The St. 
Stephen's Review says : " No one who has ever read anything from this author's graceful pen 
but will be pleased to hear that this work is a very excellent specimen of Vero Shaw at 
his best. The story is powerful, and is possessed of a thrilling interest." 

18, N e w B r i d g e Street , L o n d o n , E.G. 
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T R I S C H L E R & CO., 
A SOCIETY SCANDAL. By E I T A , Author of " Sheba," "The 

Mystery of a Turkish Bath," &c. Eleventh thousand. The Aberdeen Journal savs: "A well-written, story with a. spice of sensationalism, but quite free from any taint of vulgarity or coarseness. The book will be read with interest from beginning to end." 
D E A D ; or, HOW A L I F E W A S SAVED BY PHOTO-

G R A P H Y . By the hand of MAT OSTLEEE. Twentieth thousand, with portrait of Author. The flrt^t edition of 15,000 copies was sold '^ut in twenty daya. 'J'his is a most sensational and realistic account of how a young girl s life was saved by photography, and bids fair to obtain the greatest sale of any shilling book published this season. The Evening News and Post says: "Miss Ostlere has contrived to weave together a weird and absorbing story on the simplest plot imaginable." The Stirling Observer says: " This highly sensational story has already met with an astonishing sale, and the authoress has scored a decided success, taking rank now as a novelist as readily as she did as a composer of pleasing waltzes." 
H A N D OF VENGEANCE. By G. F U N D E E H I L L , Author of ' I n at the Death," " A Nasty Cropper." The Portsmouth Times snys: " T h e 'Hand of Vengeance' is a story of English life, and many readers will question whether the heroine was jastifled in compassing the ruin and death of the betrayer of her sister. Kegarded as a story, it is above the average, and the author shows himself an adept at characterisation." 
A G A T H A ' S Q U E S T . By KOBEET SHEEAED, Author of Rogues." Fifteenth thousand. Sunday Times says: " T h i s is a story full of dramatic incident and circumstance, in whit^h Mr. Slierard introduces us to the woman reporter, the new joy of journalism. The interest of the plot grows steadily, and culminates in a moat satisfactory denouement.''^ 
I N LIFE—IN D E A T H . By A E T H U E GAY. One Shilling. 
U N D E R T H E GUM-TREES, and other Stories. Solely by 

Australian Authors, with two stories by Mrs. Campbell Praed. Edited by Mrs. Patchett Martin. The Halifax Guardian says: ' " U n d e r the Gum-Trees' is the appropriate title of a collection of sht^rt stories of bush life in the wilds of Austraha, many of them by such charming writers as Mrs. Campbell Praed, and the well-known writer under the nom de plume "TdLmxa,.' We have read a number of the stories, and they are told in f.uch a matter-of-fact manner, without any striving after dramatic effect and show, at the same time displaying such an intimate acquaintance with the manners and customs of the gold-seekers of Australia, that the reader cannot help but feel that they ' come from the spot,' while the fact that the edition has already reached its seventh thousand is sufficient evidence of the popularity of the little work with the reading public." 
FLIGHT. By J. J. BRITTON. 

A LUCKY YOUNG WOMAN. By F. C. P H I L I P S , Author of 
" AR in a Looking Glass," " T h e Dean and his Daughter," "Social \icis>itudes," &c,, &c. In limp cloth. One Shilling. 

A N E W LIGHT THROWN ACROSS THE <'KEEP-IT-
Q , U I T E - D A R K E S T - A F R I C A . " By F. C BUBNAND. A Humorous and Satirical Burlesque of Mr. H. M. Stanley's "Darkest Africa." Sixth Edition. ;38th thousand. The Ttines says: " Mr. Burnand's fun"is as rolhckiiig and reckless as ever." The Saturday Review says : " I t is one of Mr, Burnand's happiest conceptions, inimitably droll, profoundly delightful, over-running with capital jokes, and the most excellent fooling imaginable. So wild, so unrestrained, so fearless a frolic as this narrative of the rival showman of Central Africa, Mr. Burnand has not produced in these latter days." 

18, N e w Br idge Street, L o n d o n , E.G. 
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T R I S C H L E R & C O . , 

THE WITNESS BOX. By COLLIS KARSLAND and VE\A KARSLAND. 
Sevonth tlio\i»at]d. The Yorkshire Gazette says : " ' The Witness Box' is the title of a new 
shilling novel by Veva Karsland and Collis Karsland, both of whom are known in the 
literary world, it is a story of a murder—well constructed, with some forcible character-
portraits and intensely exciting situations. The book is well written." 

TRISCHLER'S SHILLING LIBRARY, 

Jlhistrated Picture Carers. Crown Octavo. 

ADDITIONAL WORKS TO BE ISSUED SHORTLY. NOW IN 
THE PRESS. 

SERIES ^ SHORT STORIES. By F . C . PHILIPS, Author of 
" A s in a Looking uiass," &c, &c. 

THE T Y P E - W R I T T E N LETTER. By R . H . SHERARD, 
Author of "Agatha's Quest," "Rogues," &c., &c. , 

THE ROMANCE OF A LAWN-TENNIS TOURNAMENT. 
By LADY DUNEO' NK. 

TRISCHLER'S SIXPENNY BOOKLETS. 

Beautifully Illustrated in Colour and Monotint, 
Designs hy W . J . WEBB. 

THE HOLIDAY TRAIN. 
THE STORY OF DANIEL. 
THE STORY OF DAVID. 

ATALANT A. Monthly magazine, artistically illustrated, price 6d. 
Editor, Mrs. L. T. MEADE. Among the contributors for 1890-91 are—Mrs. Hodgson 
Burnett, Author of "Litt le Lord Faiuitleroy; " Frank Stockton, Author of "Rudder 
Grange; " Mrs. Molesworth, L. B. Walford, Lady Lindsay, Mrs. Parr, Katharine Macquoid, 
C. J. Wills. Illustrations from Burne Jones, P. H. Newman, Thomas Macquoid. 

NOW READY. 
ATALANTA. Volume III. Imperial 8vo, handsomely bound in 

extra cloth. Price 8s. 

CONTINENTAL FASHION A N D ENGLISH LIFE. Fort-
nightly journal, price 6d. Kvmmg Standard says: " The illustrations are very abundant, 
and some of them very beautiful." 

18, New Bridge Street, London, E.G. 
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