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Whom the Queen Delighteth to Honor, as well as all the other books in this series, was originally published in 1900 as a penny novel. This was a type of serialized novel, that was published weekly in a cheap paper that cost, of course, only a penny. These serialized novels came to be called penny dreadfuls because the quality of the writing just ... wasn’t the best. But people loved reading them, so it’s cool.

I am a sucker for old books. When I was in high school, I read Victorian novels by the truckload. I got started on an old copy of St. Elmo that my grandpa had picked up at an auction, and read some of my books that my great-grandma had (I still have her old copy of The Masquerader by Katherine Cecil Thurston), and picked up many more via interlibrary loan. It’s a love that still continues today. 

I’ve been writing books for a long time, but I also love finding old books and editing them to bring them to a new audience. And that’s what I’m doing with these old penny novels. I’m transcribing them and editing them to bring them to the readers once more. These old stories are in the public domain, no longer under copyright, so anybody can do what they like with these old stories.

On one hand, it would be a lot easier to simply transcribe these stories and throw them out into the world, the way a lot of internet marketers are doing with books in the public domain. There are half a million (this is a very rough estimate) copies of Pride and Prejudice or Anne of Green Gables on Amazon. It’s a very popular thing right now for internet marketers to grab a copy of the book off Gutenberg, convert it into an ebook, and threw it onto Amazon with the other half-million editions that internet marketers are throwing out there. A lot of people are going after the “passive marketing” of using public domain content and earning money from it.

I’m publishing these little books more out of love for those old stories, and because bringing these old books back to life is something of a fun craft project for me. I see stuff in the text that needs to be fixed, and I start fixing it, and the next thing I know, hours have passed and I’m sharpening the character motivation in Chapter IX. I spend hours cleaning up the text, which is a mess, then searching for illustrations and building the book and proofreading the pages and getting a pretty cover for it. And then I have a neat little book with a good story in it, ready to go.

It's kind of a fun little gig, to be honest.
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GENERAL NOTES ON EDITING

Fond she was of the inverted style of sentence, so common in Victorian writing. “Well she knew no sympathy had he for all her misery” is one example of this style of recursive writing which pervaded this story. Well would it be wise for me to add that this style was not a grave fault in those days. 

These days, authors and readers prize simple sentences that cut quickly to the heart of the matter, instead of these sweet convolutions. The Victorian style called for a gentler, more flowery style of writing, which lend a grand, sonorous sound to the words, and make every moment seem epic. They also loved what today’s writers would sneeringly call sentimentality – the teary-eyed, beautiful heroine struggling against a cruel world that did not understand her secret heart, that maligned her even as she strove to stay pure-hearted, raising her eyes to God, who alone heard her secret prayers. 

At any rate, while editing this book, I gently straightened some sentences that needed it. Our dear author (or perhaps her editor) apparently had a comma gun that they’d shoot at random into the text, because I must have excised half a million commas out of this book. British Victorian style also uses semicolons heavily; I removed them and tidied up the sentences if they weren’t necessary. 

I also added a great deal of text to heighten the tension, or to continue plot elements that the author dropped, or to add some details or a few lines to better explain the characters’ motivations. I also added period details, reading old newspaper articles about the role that Ireland played in the South Boer War (though I have Opinions about the lousy role that the English played in colonizing South Africa). 

I also added in a little bit about the attack that Charlie wrote about in one of his letters, because when I was reading the original text, I was so aghast at this boneheaded move by the British generals, to fling thousands of their troops into the cannon’s mouth in this way, that I had to ascertain that it was true. 

––––––––
[image: ]


SEEKING INFORMATION About Birdye L. Hartland!

I have been trying to find out anything about her, but to no avail. I’ve searched the British Library, Google Books, Ancestry, FamilySearch, Google, Newspapers.com, and other sites, using different variants of Birdye’s name and switching up searches. I thought that, because she had these stories published, that I would at least pull up a few hits, but to my complete surprise, there has been nothing. 

Now, I’ve done genealogical research and historical research with some hard-to-track women, and generally I’ve been able to find at least a few nuggets of information about them through one of these methods. I’m a little dismayed that I have not had any luck. 

What’s more surprising, to me, is that when you have a name with a unique spelling, such as Birdye, it’s more likely to come up on genealogical sites. Not in this case! 

I will keep searching for Birdye, even after I publish these books. Birdye deserves to have some credit for her work all these years later. 

At any rate, if any of you readers have any information about poor Birdye, do please send it along to me at victorianworkhousepress@gmail.com and I’ll do the follow-up research and pop it directly into these books. 

Anyway, I hope you enjoy this book. I plan to release these serials monthly, so follow me on Twitter as @VictorianReader or on Tumbler!

Be sure to buy these books, and tell your friends to buy them too, because at this time I am locked in a garret in some Victorian slum by an evil taskmaster and I’m not allowed to come out until I’ve edited and published about 56 of these books. Send bread.
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ALL BEST WISHES,

Eva Valentine, editor

Victorian Workhouse Press
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CHAPTER I
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I know that the Hand is guiding me 

Through the shadow to the light, 

And I know that all betiding me 

Is meted out aright; 

I know that the thorny path I tread 

Is ruled with a golden line,

And I know that the darker life's tangled thread, 

The brighter the rich design. 

—Frances R. Havergal. 

ON and on Dewla went on her flight into the dark city, pausing now and again to be sure that she had not missed her way, for, because the shops were closed, the town looked different. 

Her heart pounded in her ears. She seldom had ventured into the city, for the commotion from all the cabs and horses in the streets still frightened her, and the smoke and soot that hung over the gaslights made it hard to see very far in front of her, especially now at night.

The distant sound of music caught her attention. As she drew nearer, she found it proceeded from an open window close to the deserted thoroughfare. The voice of the singer was rich and sweet. Dewla hesitated for a moment, then finally paused to listen. 

Forgetful of the deepening gloom of eventide and the fast-flying moments, Dewla Smith stood beside the open window, listening to the words of the sweet hymn. Even after the last notes had died away, she did not stir. Tears stood in her eyes, for the music seemed a message sent for her – her alone. 

A white-haired lady sitting in the recess
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