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    In a close-knit world of prayer and propriety, the heart’s longings quietly test the limits of communal faith. Richard Le Gallienne’s The Romance of Zion Chapel, issued in multiple impressions, including a third edition, stands among late-nineteenth-century British novels that blend intimate feeling with social observation. Set around the life of a chapel and those drawn into its orbit, the book traces the tension between inward desire and public duty without sacrificing tenderness or wit. Its period atmosphere and measured pace invite readers into a milieu where small choices carry weight and the ordinary acquires a quietly luminous significance.

Composed in the late Victorian era, the novel reflects a literary moment fascinated by interiority, morality, and the everyday drama of social life. Le Gallienne, an English poet, essayist, and critic associated with the fin-de-siècle, brings to prose the lyrical sensitivity he honed in verse. The third edition indicates sustained interest and the work’s continued circulation among readers of its time. Without relying on sensationalism, the book situates personal feeling within a recognizably British religious culture, using the chapel environment as a lens through which to consider how beliefs are professed, policed, and lived—often in quieter, more ambiguous ways than doctrine alone can capture.

The premise is simple yet resonant: a community coheres around Zion Chapel, and within its habits and expectations, individual lives awaken to desire, conscience, and change. Rather than rushing toward melodrama, the narrative offers a patient unfolding of character and circumstance, emphasizing the felt experience of everyday choices. Readers encounter reflective prose, a gentle irony that never curdles into scorn, and an affectionate attention to the rituals by which people comfort, constrain, and reveal themselves. The overall mood is intimate and contemplative, making the book less a plot-driven spectacle than a companionable immersion in the textures of belief, longing, and social belonging.

At its core, the novel weighs the claims of love and loyalty against the consolations and constraints of organized devotion. It considers how public piety can both shelter and silence, how sincerity may be mistaken for rebellion, and how private yearning searches for honest expression. Le Gallienne’s treatment of conscience is neither doctrinaire nor dismissive; it invites readers to sense the pull of ideals while acknowledging the stubborn realities of human feeling. The book’s title signals the double meaning of “romance”: the story of affection and attachment, and the romance of a community’s self-image—its myths of purity, purpose, and belonging.

The setting’s social textures are delicately drawn: a chapel anchors weekly rhythms; gatherings foster fellowship and scrutiny in equal measure; and the language of faith provides both a shared vocabulary and a mask. Within such rooms—parlors, meeting spaces, quiet lanes—the smallest gestures matter. A look, a silence, or a change in seat can recalibrate a reputation. Le Gallienne’s descriptive patience encourages readers to notice what the characters notice: the comfort of custom, the pressure of expectation, the solace of familiar words. The chapel is not merely backdrop but a living institution, shaping time, conversation, and the tacit rules by which futures are negotiated.

For contemporary readers, the book’s questions remain timely: How do communities define virtue, and what happens to those whose needs trouble the consensus? Where does integrity lie when the language of goodness and the impulses of the heart diverge? The Romance of Zion Chapel offers no polemic; instead, it cultivates sympathetic attention—a discipline as necessary now as then. Its appeal rests in the precision with which it observes ordinary lives, suggesting that ethical life is crafted less in grand declarations than in daily choices, confessions, and kindnesses. The result is a novel that invites reflection on belief, belonging, and the forms of courage available to us.

Approached on its own terms, this third-edition text rewards patient reading with cumulative insights rather than single shocks. Le Gallienne’s measured style, tenderly skeptical tone, and keen sense of social nuance yield a narrative at once of its era and quietly fresh in ours. Without pressing toward sensational revelations, it honors the gravity of modest events and the dignity of modest people. The Romance of Zion Chapel thus stands as a late-Victorian exploration of how love, conscience, and communal life intersect—sometimes harmoniously, sometimes not—offering a humane, searching portrait that lingers in the mind long after its final page.
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    Richard Le Gallienne’s The Romance of Zion Chapel unfolds in a northern English town gathered around its thriving Nonconformist place of worship. Zion Chapel shapes weekly rhythms, from Sunday sermons and hymn-singing to bazaars and tea-meetings, binding tradespeople, deacons, and families in a shared moral order. The narrative begins by observing this close-knit world with careful attention to the small ceremonies of belief and respectability. Within this environment, the word “romance” carries layered meanings: spiritual yearning, communal fellowship, and the whispered possibilities of human love. The opening establishes the chapel’s influence as both shelter and threshold, preparing the ground for private hopes within public piety.

Into this setting come the young people whose lives will test the chapel’s unwritten rules. A sensitive, imaginative youth, reared in Zion’s exacting ethos, begins to feel the pull of beauty beyond strict observances. He is drawn to a devout yet spirited young woman whose sincerity deepens rather than diminishes her questions. Family expectations, especially from earnest elders and vigilant deacons, frame their choices. The author sketches their households—domestic routine, frugal comfort, evening readings—so that affection grows in plausible moments: choir practice, mission work, shared books. Early chapters balance affection for the community’s warmth with recognition of the constraints that tread close to the heart.

A new minister arrives, eloquent and youthful, and his fervent preaching invigorates the congregation. Under revival-tinged services, Zion Chapel’s emotions intensify; prayers lengthen, hymns swell, and private feelings stir. The minister’s call to purity and consecration speaks to the couple’s inward stirrings, suggesting that love can be allied with faith rather than opposed to it. Yet the same heightened atmosphere sharpens scrutiny. Church meetings, class gatherings, and pastoral visits bring counsel and caution in equal measure. The narrative shows how spiritual aspiration can mingle with personal longing, as acts of devotion—choir anthems, charitable errands—become occasions for companionship and tentative trust.

Beyond the chapel doors, the town offers a competing curriculum: circulating libraries, music-hall posters, and glimpses of metropolitan fashions. The young man discovers literature and tentative authorship, finding in books a language for feelings that sermons only surround. The young woman, faithful yet curious, weighs independence against expectations that valorize patience and silence. Gossip, never far from virtue’s gate, begins to search their acquaintance for impropriety. A well-meaning matron’s vigilance and a deacon’s paternal advice underscore how reputation can govern even harmless pleasures. The narrative remains measured, showing how small liberties—a walk after service, a shared tune—can appear to challenge an entire social order.

A chapel festival and fundraising bazaar provide a vivid turning point. Decorative stalls, volunteer committees, and a crowded program of speeches create a stage where private affection and public ritual brush shoulders. A minor indiscretion, scarcely noticed by outsiders, acquires consequence in this bright, watchful setting. Advice multiplies: wait, be prudent, think of the cause. Parents offer negotiations of time and conduct. The minister’s counsel is sincere but bounded by his role. Through these scenes, the book traces the delicate arithmetic of feeling, reputation, and duty, as the couple test whether declared intentions can coexist with the chapel’s solemn tempo and the town’s exacting gaze.

Pressure intensifies when an episode within the congregation exposes the difference between profession and practice. A respected figure’s misstep—financial, moral, or merely indiscreet—reverberates through committees and pews. Without sensationalism, the narrative marks the shock: meetings convene, letters circulate, and whispered judgments compete with official statements. For the young man, idealized piety gives way to a more complex sense of conscience. The young woman, steadfast yet discerning, must decide where loyalty ends and integrity begins. The couple’s affection, tested by public unease, becomes a measure of their adulthood. Their choices now involve not only romance but also the terms on which they will consent to belong.

The story’s middle chapters widen the field beyond Zion. Journeys—brief escapes to the coast, ventures to a larger city, or imagined departures through books—redefine what a future might hold. The young man’s literary hopes find modest encouragement; the young woman glimpses a horizon in which devotion includes self-respect. Letters become bridges across distance and doubt. The chapel, still dear, recedes into emblem as the pair consider livelihoods and the practicalities that make love credible. Here the narrative treats romance not as rapture but as the steady work of promise, testing whether private truth can be maintained without scorning the past that shaped it.

A return to Zion brings matters to a head. Another significant service—an anniversary, perhaps—gathers the community, summoning memories, loyalties, and unspoken questions. The minister speaks of charity and truth; the deacons emphasize order; families look for reassurances. The couple, now clearer in their minds, face a decision that respects both feeling and consequence. The scenes avoid melodrama, allowing the weight of habit and hope to register. Resolution turns not on grand rebellion but on a carefully weighed course that acknowledges what is owed, and to whom. Without breaking confidences or revealing particulars, the narrative moves toward a conclusion that honors sincerity.

The Romance of Zion Chapel ultimately presents a study of a religious community and two young lives learning to inhabit it without forfeiting themselves. It neither mocks belief nor sentimentalizes constraint, instead tracing how genuine piety can coexist with, and sometimes resist, institutional rigidity. Major episodes—the fervor of revival, the ordeal of scandal, the test of reputation, and the choice of vocation—mark a progression from innocence to considered commitment. The book’s central message is that romance, spiritual and human, matures through truthfulness: the courage to name one’s heart, to act responsibly, and to let love be shaped by conscience as much as desire.
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    Set in the late Victorian period, roughly the 1870s–1890s, The Romance of Zion Chapel unfolds within a northern English Nonconformist milieu closely resembling Liverpool and the Wirral. This was a world of brick chapels, Sunday schools, tea-meetings, and merchant-class respectability amid the bustle of a great port. Richard Le Gallienne, born in Liverpool in 1866, drew upon his upbringing in a dissenting household to depict the cadence of chapel life and the urban street outside its doors. The book’s provincial setting mirrors a region shaped by industrial capitalism, maritime commerce, and sectarian crosscurrents, where faith, class aspiration, and modern doubt often intersected uneasily.

The expansion and consolidation of English Nonconformity form the book’s central historical backdrop. After the Dissenters’ Chapels Act (1844) and the Universities Tests Act (1871) relaxed barriers on dissenters, Independent, Baptist, and Methodist congregations grew in number and confidence, erecting thousands of chapels across industrial towns. The National Council of the Evangelical Free Churches (1896) symbolized an organized Free Church identity with civic influence. Within this environment, lay deacons, ministers, and congregational committees shaped moral and social life, from poor relief to missionary bazaars. The novel’s Zion Chapel distills these institutions, rendering the politics of deacon boards, pulpit authority, and congregational discipline that governed everyday respectability.

Liverpool’s nineteenth-century transformation into a global port profoundly informs the novel’s social texture. The city’s population soared from under 100,000 in 1801 to well over half a million by the 1880s, fueled by dock expansion—Albert Dock (1846), Stanley Dock (1848), Canada Dock (1859)—and transatlantic trade. The Great Famine in Ireland (1845–1852) sent waves of migrants; by 1851 roughly a fifth of Liverpool’s residents were Irish-born, intensifying sectarian and class tensions. Chapels often functioned as havens of order and mutual aid amid crowded courts and fluctuating employment. Zion Chapel, as depicted in the book, reflects this urban crucible: a moral island negotiating commerce, poverty, and the ambitions of a rising lower-middle class.

The Temperance movement, deeply entwined with Free Church activism, shaped chapel culture across the North-West. National bodies like the British and Foreign Temperance Society (1831), the Band of Hope (founded 1847), and the United Kingdom Alliance (1853, Manchester) fostered pledge-taking, lectures, and parlor meetings; the Licensing Act of 1872 tightened regulation. Chapels hosted temperance rallies and socials, presenting sobriety as a badge of civic virtue. The book echoes these practices in its depiction of organized moral reform—pledge-books, platform speeches, and the social capital attached to abstinence—while hinting at the human frailties that such public campaigns could mask within a status-conscious congregation.

Education reforms and lay literacy provide another decisive frame. The Elementary Education Act of 1870 established elected school boards and expanded elementary schooling, often staffed or influenced by Nonconformists in towns like Liverpool. Alongside the vast Sunday school movement—by the late nineteenth century enrolling millions—cheap print, tract societies, and circulating libraries widened access to religious and secular reading. This educational infrastructure fed aspirations among clerks, shop assistants, and artisans. In the novel’s world, the chapel library, Bible classes, and debating meetings nurture ambition while also policing orthodoxy, illuminating how formal schooling and pious instruction could both emancipate minds and provoke generational friction over what one ought to read or believe.

Conflicts over biblical criticism and modern theology crest in the period and resonate through chapel discourse. The controversy surrounding Essays and Reviews (1860), the 1860 Oxford debate over Darwin, and the Baptist “Downgrade Controversy” (1887–1888) led by Charles Haddon Spurgeon exposed rifts over inspiration, historical criticism, and science. Newspapers reported ministers censured or resigning; denominational unions debated creeds. In such a climate, Zion Chapel’s elders, sermon topics, and hallway whispers illustrate the policing of belief, while younger or more literary-minded members feel the pull of new learning. The book captures how doubt, rather than mere irreligion, unsettled communities built upon unanimity of doctrine and the social authority of the pulpit.

The alliance between Nonconformity and Liberal politics—often called the “Nonconformist conscience”—framed civic life in the 1870s–1890s. William Ewart Gladstone’s Midlothian Campaigns (1879–1880) energized chapels on issues of morality in foreign and domestic policy; Home Rule bills (1886, 1893) split Liberals, while Unionist strength in Liverpool fostered sectarian polarization. Chapel platforms doubled as political rostrums for school-board elections, Sabbath legislation, and disestablishment debates (especially in Wales). The book’s congregation mirrors these entanglements: prayer meetings shading into partisan talk, ministers navigating donor sensibilities, and lay leaders equating piety with a program of municipal respectability, revealing how religious fellowship intertwined with civic contest.

As social and political critique, the book exposes how respectability can harden into surveillance, how charity can double as social control, and how sincere faith may be hemmed in by institutional self-interest. It scrutinizes class aspiration in a port city where clerks, traders, and widows depend upon chapel networks for credit, reputation, and marriage, yet risk exclusion for doctrinal or moral nonconformity. By staging tensions over temperance, education, and modern thought within a single congregation, it indicts sectarianism’s capacity to mute compassion and restrict female agency, while challenging the complacency of a prosperous Nonconformist middle class in late Victorian urban Britain.
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On the dreary suburban edge of a very old, very ignorant, very sooty, hardhearted, stony-streeted, meanly grim, little provincial town there stands a gasometer. On one side of this gasometer begins a region of disappointed fields, which, however, has hardly begun before a railway embankment cuts across, at an angle convenient for its entirely obscuring the few meadows and trees that in this desolate land do duty for a countryside. The dull workmen's streets that here abruptly present unfinished ends to the universe must console themselves with the gasometer. And indeed they seem more than content. For a street boasting the best view, as it runs out its sordid line longer than the rest, is proudly called Gasometer[1] Street. Some of the streets that are denied the gasometer cluster narrow and dark, hardly built twenty years perhaps, yet long since drearily old,--with the unattractive antiquity of old iron and old clothes,--round a mouldy little chapel, in what we can only describe as the Wesleyan Methodist[2] style of architecture. Cased in weather-stained and decaying stucco, it bears upon its front the words "New Zion," and the streets about it are named accordingly: Zion Passage, Zion Alley, Zion Walk, Zion Street. There is a house too which had been lucky enough to call itself Zion View, the very morning before the house at the corner had contemplated doing the same. At Zion View lived and still lives Mr. Moggridge, the huge, good-natured, guffawing pillar of New Zion,--on whom, at the moment, however, we will not call.

A nice dull place, you may say, from which to issue invitations to a romance. Well, of course, it must seem so if pretty places are the reader's idea of romance. Curiously enough, the preference of the Lady Romance[3] herself is for just such dull places. These dreary, soot-begrimed streets are the very streets she loves best to appear in, on a sudden, some astonished day, with a sound of silk skirts and a spring wind of attar of roses. Contrast, surprise,--these are her very soul. Dull places and bright people,--these she loves to bring together, and watch for laughter and tears. You are never safe from Romance, and the place to seek her is never the place where she was last found.

Well, at all events, it is to Gasometer Street and New Zion that you are respectfully invited, and before you decline the invitation with a shrug, I will tell you this about the gasometer. The romantic eyes of one of the greatest French poets once looked on that gasometer! I won't pretend that they dwelt there, but look on it they once did--the eyes of that great, sad, scandalous, religious French poet--on a night of weary rain that set someone quoting,--also in that street,--

"Il pleure dans mon coeur

Comme il pleut sur la ville."




Yes, and that French poet passed the gasometer on his way to New Zion. Actually.

Romance! Why, I wouldn't exchange Gasometer Street for the Isles of Greece!
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That French poet only concerns us here as, so to say, the highest light in the contrast which it was the happy business of Theophilus Londonderry, Jenny Talbot, and two or three devoted friends to make in the vicinity of Gasometer Street and indeed in little Coalchester at large.

Theophilus Londonderry! It is rather a mouthful of a name. Yet it's so like the long, expansive, good-natured, eloquent fellow it stands for, that I must not shorten it, though we shall presently abbreviate it for purposes of affectionate reference. He himself liked "Theophil" for its reminiscence of another French poet, though "Theo" was perhaps the more suitable abbreviation for one of his profession. Really, or perhaps rather seemingly, Theophilus Londonderry had two professions,--or say one was a profession and the other was a vocation, a "call." By day he professed to be a clerk in a cotton-office,--and he was no fool at that (there is no need for a clever man to be a fool at anything), but by night, and occasionally of an afternoon,--when he got leave of absence to solemnise a marriage, or run through a funeral,--he was a spiritual pastor, the young father of his flock.

Here I must permit myself some necessary remarks on the subject of Nonconformity, its influence on individualities and its direct relationship to Romance. In the churches of England or of Rome,--though he sometimes looked wistfully towards the latter,--Theophilus Londonderry, with his disabilities of worldly condition, would have found no place to be himself in. His was an organism that could not long have breathed in any rigid organisation. It was the non-establishment, the comparative free-field, of Nonconformity that gave him his chance. Conscious, soon after his first few breaths, of a personal force that claimed operation in some human employment, some work not made with hands, but into which also entered the spirit of man, and being quite poor, and entirely hopeless of family wealth or influence, there were only two fields open to him, Art or Nonconformity. To art in the usual sense of the word he was not called, but to the art of Demosthenes[4] he was unmistakably called; and for this Nonconformity--with a side entrance into politics--was his opportunity.

This bourne of his faculties had indeed been predestined for him by no remoter influence than his father, himself a lay-preacher, when he was not the business manager of a large hardware store,--a lay-preacher with a very gentle face, the face of a father, a woman, a saint, and a failure all in one.

I say failure by no means unkindly. Londonderry's father was made to be a good bishop, to radiate from a hallowed security sweet lights of blessing. His talent was gentleness, not in itself a fighting quality,--a quality that needs a place prepared for it, needs the hand of strength or opportunity to set it upon the hill. That he had made himself learned, that his sympathy knew much of the soul of man, that he was conscious of a very near communion with the Divine--were qualifications that alone might not avail. Yet were they not lost, for, apart from their own restricted exercise in the circle of his own little "cause" and the other causes for which, in the technical phrase, he would occasionally "supply," they had passed into his son, and met in him other more energetic qualities, such as a magnetic eloquence, a love of laughter, and a mighty humanity.

Thus Theophilus Londonderry was partly his father licked into shape and partly something bigger and more effectively vital.

At sixteen he was learned in all the theologies; at nineteen he was said to have preached a great sermon; at twenty-two he was the success of a big political meeting; and at twenty-four he was the new lay-pastor at New Zion.

This is not to be the theological history of a soul, so I shall not attempt to decide upon the exact proportion of literal acceptance of Christian dogma underlying the young pastor's sermons. I doubt if he could have told you himself, and I am sure he would have considered the point as unimportant as I do. His was a message of humanity delivered in terms of Christianity.[1q] The message was good, the meaning honest. He would, no doubt, have preferred another pulpit with other formulas, but that pulpit was not forthcoming; so, like all the strong and the wise, he chose the formulas offered to him, using as few as possible, and humanising all he used; and never for a single second of time, whatever the apparent contradictions on the surface, was Theophilus Londonderry that poorest of all God's creatures,--a hypocrite. However you may judge him, you must never make that mistake about him.
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New Zion, despite its name, was, as I have hinted, no longer new. The fiery zeal which had once made it a living schism had long since died out of it. Carried years before, a little blazing ember of faith, from a flourishing hearth of Nonconformity some streets away, it had puffed and gleamed a little space in the eloquence of the offended zealots who carried it hotfoot that Sunday morning, but its central fire had been poor, and for a long time no evangelistic bellows had awakened in it even a spark.

Its original elders had long since lost heart and passed away. A dwindling remnant of their children, from old association, just kept its doors from actually closing, and made a mournful interruption in its musty silence on Sundays. Life was too low to support a Wednesday prayer-meeting, and Sunday by Sunday that life ebbed lower. New life from the outside must come, and speedily, or it must die.

But new life was already on the way. On the town side the sad streets round New Zion led one into a more prosperous High Street, and indeed Zion Street itself, as it turned the corner, flamed into quite a jovial and ruddy shop--a provision merchant's, and kept by Eli Moggridge. The name did its owner considerable wrong, for its suggestion of puritanical sanctimoniousness was a flat contradiction of the jovial and ruddy personality, the huge red-whiskered laugher, for whom it stood, and of whom the shop, with its healthy smell of cheese and its air of exuberant prosperity, was a much more truthful expression. Well, the business was growing with such gusto that Mr. Moggridge felt he might afford a home away from his shop, and thus he came to take the biggish empty house which presently put on new paint and once more seemed quite proud of being "Zion View."

Till this time, Mr. Moggridge. had "attended" elsewhere, but he was not so young as he had been and somewhat stouter, and the stealthy approach of comfortable habits had suggested to him that his old chapel was rather at an unnecessary distance. Then, too, the fact of his house being called after New Zion seemed to impose a sort of obligation towards the sad old chapel. Besides, Mr. Moggridge was not inhumanly above the pleasures of self-importance, and though he did not express it in just those words, or indeed in any words at all, the idea of his being the Maecenas of New Zion was suddenly born within him.

Now, quick was even the word with Mr. Moggridge, as became a successful man of business, and for him to conceive an idea was to carry it out, as goods were always delivered from Mr. Moggridge's shop, with despatch. Also in some dim far-off way Mr. Moggridge's mind had, all unconsciously, been stirred by vibrations of what we call the New Spirit[5]. The new spirit of any age works its way even into its businesses, and though Mr. Moggridge wouldn't have so described it, it was the "New Spirit" that had made the success of his provision shop. Speaking of the need of New Zion, Mr. Moggridge called it "new blood." He meant the "New Spirit;" and it was in reply to his advertisement for a new pastor, that the "New Spirit" in the person of Theophilus Londonderry came one Sunday to preach at New Zion.
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Eli Moggridge was a judge of men, and he liked Theophilus Londonderry at a glance. Theophilus Londonderry was also a judge of men, and he liked Eli Moggridge. In fact, two men that needed each other had met.

You couldn't help laughing a little at Mr. Moggridge at first, soon you couldn't help respecting him,--Theophilus Londonderry was almost to know what it was to love him. Indeed, that Mr. Moggridge was just the man he was was a matter of no small importance to the young minister. A chief deacon is nothing less than a fate, and it is in his power to be no little of a tyrant. Had Mr. Moggridge's interest in New Zion been of a different character, he would inevitably have been as great a hindrance as he was to prove a help. Fortunately that interest was recreative rather than severely religious. It was to be for him a sort of Sunday-business to which he was to devote his vast spare energies. He wanted to see it a "going concern," and, hating stagnation in his neighbourhood, he looked about for a specialist whom he could trust to make it move and hum and whizz.

Luckily, in so far as he was an amateur theologian, he was broad, with further mental allowances for expansion. What was wanted at New Zion, he explained to the young minister at supper after the close of an evening service which had more than kept the promise of the morning, was not Dogma, but common-sense every-day religion, a religion to help a man in his business, not a Sunday-coat religion, a cheerful human religion; and it happened that something of this very sort was what Theophilus Londonderry was eagerly prepared to supply.

The stipend was small, a poor sixty pounds a year, but Mr. Moggridge guaranteed to swell it to a hundred if necessary from his own resources, and he wanted it clearly understood that, short, of course, of the broad general principles of Christian teaching, no restrictions were to be placed either by him or anyone else on the young man's expression of the faith that was in him. "All we want you to do," he said in conclusion, "is to make the place go, give it new blood, new fire; as to how












CHAPTER V


Table of Contents




OF THE ARTIST IN MAN AND HIS MATERIALS


Table of Contents




















CHAPTER VI


Table of Contents




OF A WONDERFUL QUALITY IN WOMEN


Table of Contents
























CHAPTER VII


Table of Contents




THE LITERARY AND PHILOSOPHICAL SOCIETY OF COALCHESTER


Table of Contents






















CHAPTER VIII


Table of Contents




THE PLOT AGAINST COALCHESTER


Table of Contents
















CHAPTER IX


Table of Contents




"THE DAWN."


Table of Contents















CHAPTER X


Table of Contents




HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS OF A MORRIS WALL-PAPER TO COALCHESTER


Table of Contents























OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
Richard Le Gallienne

0 9@

o0

L0 0 D 9k
#0900 0. 0060

LI B DE e
o

o ela®
o

®
LR
L )

The Romance
of Zion Chapel

[3d ed.]





OEBPS/text/00002.png





