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    A woman steps from the crowd to claim her voice, and the world pushes back. Emmeline Pankhurst’s A Suffragette: My Own Story presents the drama of that confrontation with an intensity that remains immediate. Written in the first person by the most recognizable leader of Britain’s militant suffrage campaign, the book chronicles the making of a movement and the forging of a public self. It is at once personal testimony and political document, shaped by urgency, danger, and resolve. In these pages, the private costs and public stakes of demanding citizenship meet in a narrative of conscience tested against power.

This memoir is regarded as a classic because it stands at the intersection of literature and history, fusing the craft of life-writing with the momentum of a social revolution. Its enduring themes—agency, justice, solidarity, and the ethics of resistance—have made it a touchstone for readers and writers exploring how individuals challenge entrenched systems. The book’s clarity of voice and immediacy of experience influenced subsequent political autobiographies and feminist narratives, setting a standard for candor and purpose. As a primary account by a central figure, it anchors the literary record of modern democracy’s expansion and the evolving language of rights.

The author, Emmeline Pankhurst (1858–1928), led the Women’s Social and Political Union, founded in 1903 to press for votes for women in Britain. My Own Story was published in 1914, capturing the movement’s trajectory through the late Victorian and Edwardian years up to the eve of the First World War. The book traces Pankhurst’s formation, her entry into public life, the organization of a national campaign, and the confrontations that followed. She writes to inform, persuade, and bear witness, presenting the rationale for decisive action while illuminating the social and political landscape that shaped those decisions.

As literature, the memoir is notable for its lucid, propulsive prose and its command of scene. Pankhurst moves from domestic interiors to public platforms, from committee rooms to city streets, with a storyteller’s eye for detail and a reformer’s sense of purpose. The narrative balances reflection with reportage, personal feeling with institutional critique. Without ornament or digression, she builds momentum through accumulation: meetings, journeys, debates, setbacks, and renewed efforts. The result is a voice that feels both intimate and public, situated within a tradition of moral argument yet distinctly modern in its directness and resolve.

The book’s historical canvas is late nineteenth- and early twentieth-century Britain, a period when women’s civic status was legally constrained and parliamentary reform repeatedly stalled. Pankhurst situates her life within this framework, showing how legislative inertia, social prejudice, and official repression shaped strategies and responses. She records mass meetings, policing practices, and the pressures of imprisonment, including hunger strike and the medically fraught measures used against it. A 1913 law permitting the temporary release and reimprisonment of weakened prisoners forms part of the backdrop. Throughout, the narrative situates personal action within institutional structures, making the stakes comprehensible and concrete.

Central to the memoir is the creation and growth of the Women’s Social and Political Union, with its disciplined organization, national reach, and insistence on action. Pankhurst presents the WSPU as a collective endeavor animated by volunteers, speakers, organizers, and supporters across classes and regions. She chronicles the craft of movement-building—fundraising, publicity, logistics, and strategy—alongside the risks borne by participants. Public speech, procession, and civil resistance are presented as deliberate choices made after legal appeals failed to secure progress. The book foregrounds the moral calculus of activism and the solidarity forged in shared purpose under sustained pressure.

This illustrated edition heightens the memoir’s immediacy by pairing text with images that locate events and people in time and place. Photographs of leaders, gatherings, and settings function as visual evidence, reinforcing the testimonial force of the narrative. For readers encountering the period for the first time, these images offer a guide to dress, space, and atmosphere; for those familiar with the history, they provide corroboration and nuance. The illustrations emphasize that this is not abstract argument but lived experience, and they invite a closer, more attentive reading of the prose that frames them.

Pankhurst writes with a clear intention: to explain the origins of her convictions, to account for her methods, and to invite readers to weigh the demands of justice against the habits of order. She presents choices as responses to conditions, not impulses detached from context. The memoir functions as advocacy as well as remembrance, arguing that political rights, once denied, require disciplined persistence to obtain. At the same time, it is a study in leadership under strain—how to sustain morale, navigate opposition, and keep principles intact amid compromise and conflict. Purpose and personality meet in a carefully shaped narrative arc.

The book’s influence extends beyond suffrage history into the broader genre of political life-writing. Later memoirists and historians have drawn on its model of combining personal experience with structural analysis, grounding claims in concrete episodes while reflecting on strategy and consequence. Its voice—firm, unadorned, and ethically oriented—helped legitimize activist autobiography as a serious literary form. In classrooms and public discourse, it has served as a foundational text for understanding how movements mobilize, how states respond, and how individual conviction can alter collective horizons. Its continued circulation attests to its durable relevance and narrative power.

Within literary history, My Own Story bridges traditions. It inherits the nineteenth-century reformer’s moral appeal while anticipating twentieth-century reportage’s immediacy and the contemporary memoir’s self-scrutiny. It stands alongside narratives by workers, abolitionists, and labor organizers in tracing the conversion of grievance into organized action. Yet it is distinctive as the self-portrait of a woman leading a mass campaign in a political culture that largely excluded her sex from representation. The book thereby expands the scope of autobiography, asserting political command as a legitimate subject of women’s life-writing and altering expectations of whose experiences constitute public literature.

Contemporary readers will find in these pages both the energy of an unfolding struggle and the textured human realities behind slogans and headlines. The narrative is paced by setbacks and surges, by travel, illness, planning, and recovery. It invites empathy for participants without romanticizing hardship, and it acknowledges disagreement within and beyond the movement while maintaining a clear ethical compass. The prose is accessible yet forceful, a product of public speaking honed into print. Read today, the memoir prompts questions about strategy, law, and conscience that resonate across movements and eras, encouraging readers to trace parallels with current debates.

Ultimately, A Suffragette: My Own Story endures because it embodies themes that do not age: citizenship as shared responsibility, equality as a lived condition, and courage as disciplined, collective practice. It offers a portrait of leadership grounded in service and a study of how private lives are reshaped by public commitments. The book’s blend of narrative drive, historical witness, and ethical clarity gives it lasting appeal. For modern audiences, it remains relevant as a guide to engagement and a reminder that rights are rarely granted without persistent demand. Its pages invite not only understanding, but also vigilance and participation.
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    Emmeline Pankhurst’s A Suffragette – My Own Story presents an autobiographical account of her path to leadership in the British women’s suffrage movement. She begins with family influences, early education, and a household steeped in radical politics, setting the stage for lifelong public engagement. Marriage to Dr. Richard Pankhurst, a barrister committed to women’s rights, strengthens her political grounding. The narrative introduces the social and legal constraints on women in late nineteenth-century Britain, establishing the conditions that shaped her convictions. This opening situates her personal experiences within broader national questions about citizenship, justice, and representation, from which her later activism proceeds.

Pankhurst recounts her early organizational work, including the Women’s Franchise League and service as a Poor Law Guardian in Manchester. Encounters with poverty, ill health, and bureaucratic inefficiency reinforce her belief that without the vote, women cannot secure lasting reforms. She describes efforts within existing political parties and reform societies, documenting both gains and obstacles. The memoir traces her growing dissatisfaction with constitutional, gradualist methods that left women dependent on the goodwill of male legislators. These formative chapters provide the rationale for a new strategy, linking firsthand observations of social harm to the necessity of political power and a direct, disciplined movement for enfranchisement.

The founding of the Women’s Social and Political Union (WSPU) in 1903 marks a turning point. Pankhurst outlines the organization’s guiding principle, “Deeds, not words,” and its focus on women’s independent political action. Early tactics center on public meetings, petitions, and challenging government ministers, seeking to keep women’s suffrage constantly before the public. She explains the WSPU’s structure and expectations of discipline, framing militancy as a response to parliamentary inaction. These chapters position the WSPU within the wider suffrage landscape, distinguishing it from groups pursuing compromise, and establishing the core argument that persistent exclusion necessitated a more forceful, continuous campaign for attention and reform.

As the movement expands, Pankhurst details confrontations with ministers and the press, beginning with high-profile interruptions of political meetings. The 1905 arrests of Christabel Pankhurst and Annie Kenney underscore a strategic shift: courtrooms and prisons become platforms for publicity. The WSPU moves its center of gravity to London, drawing support from new members and allies, including the Pethick-Lawrences, who help professionalize fundraising and communications. A dedicated newspaper and an expanding network of branches amplify the message. Pankhurst describes the growing scale of demonstrations and deputations, emphasizing the deliberate use of spectacle and disciplined organization to force women’s enfranchisement onto the national agenda.

Pankhurst chronicles mass rallies, including vast outdoor meetings, and deputations to Parliament intended to secure legislative commitments. She situates the Conciliation Bills as moments of potential compromise repeatedly stalled or abandoned by government leaders. The narrative highlights Black Friday in 1910, when a deputation’s confrontation outside Parliament leads to widespread allegations of police brutality. These events consolidate the WSPU’s view that respectful lobbying had reached its limits. Pankhurst presents the persistent pattern of promises followed by inaction as justification for intensifying pressure. This section traces the widening gap between suffrage campaigners and the Liberal government, and the corresponding hardening of movement strategy.

The campaign escalates to systematic civil disobedience and property damage, including window-smashing, designed to disrupt political routines without endangering life. Pankhurst discusses internal tensions, notably the break with the Pethick-Lawrences in 1912 over tactics and leadership control, while affirming the WSPU’s centralized discipline. Repeated arrests lead to her own imprisonment, where she describes conditions intended to deter activists. Hunger strikes, adopted to assert political status for prisoners, meet with force-feeding. She presents these measures as central to sustaining public attention and pressing the government to recognize suffragettes as political offenders rather than common criminals.

Pankhurst addresses the 1913 Prisoners (Temporary Discharge for Ill Health) Act—known as the Cat and Mouse Act—which allows cyclical release and rearrest of hunger-striking prisoners. She recounts alternating periods of ill health, recovery, and renewed detention, and periods of exile on the continent to avoid immediate imprisonment. The memoir notes dramatic episodes that intensify public debate, including funerals and memorials within the movement, while maintaining focus on organizational aims and discipline. International tours to the United States and elsewhere expand support, fundraising, and publicity. Throughout, Pankhurst frames these developments as a deliberate contest with the state over political status and the legitimacy of militant tactics.

With the outbreak of the First World War, Pankhurst describes a decisive strategic pause in the suffrage campaign. The WSPU redirects energy to national service, industrial mobilization, and patriotic work, arguing that women’s contributions to the war effort demonstrate their capacity for citizenship. She records the government’s changing stance toward suffrage prisoners and the altered public climate. While detailed policy outcomes remain beyond the memoir’s immediate scope, this wartime pivot is presented as consistent with the movement’s emphasis on duty and public responsibility. The narrative shows the organization reshaping its methods to meet national exigencies while preserving the goal of political equality.

The memoir concludes by restating the central claim that the vote is essential to secure social reform, protect workers, and uphold justice. Pankhurst maintains that militancy was a necessary response to prolonged exclusion, situating the WSPU’s methods within a broader history of political agitation. She emphasizes organization, sacrifice, and publicity as instruments for rebalancing power. The illustrated material reinforces the account with images of leaders, demonstrations, and commemorations. Closing reflections link past struggles to anticipated legal change, asserting that women’s citizenship would strengthen the nation. The book ends as both a record of tactics and a statement of purpose shaped by events up to 1914.
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    Emmeline Pankhurst’s narrative unfolds in late Victorian and Edwardian Britain, chiefly between the 1870s and the outbreak of the First World War in 1914. The setting ranges from industrial Manchester—epicenter of textile production, radical reform clubs, and urban poverty—to London, the imperial capital where Parliament, the Home Office, and national newspapers concentrated power. The franchise remained restricted: the 1832 Reform Act excluded women explicitly, and by 1900 millions of adult women remained disenfranchised despite paying rates and taxes. Rapid urbanization, a vigorous press culture, and expanding voluntary associations provided both the grievances and the organizational tools that shaped the suffrage struggle Pankhurst recounts.

The book is anchored in the Edwardian political system: a constitutional monarchy, a powerful House of Commons, and cabinet government under Liberal premiers Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman (1905–1908) and H. H. Asquith (1908–1916). London’s streets, courts, and prisons—especially Holloway—become central arenas. Policing policy fell to successive Home Secretaries, including Herbert Gladstone (1905–1908) and Reginald McKenna (1911–1915), whose decisions on arrests, force-feeding, and temporary releases shaped the conflict. Print culture—national dailies and movement papers—magnified confrontation. These settings situate Pankhurst’s militant Women’s Social and Political Union (WSPU) against a state reluctant to legislate votes for women, despite a broader climate of social reform.

The Victorian legal and political framework set the stage for suffrage militancy. Despite reforms such as the Married Women’s Property Acts (1870, 1882, 1893), which incrementally allowed married women to own and control property, women remained excluded from parliamentary elections. Some local rights existed: women ratepayers could vote in municipal elections from 1869, and legislation in the 1870s–1890s improved child custody and guardianship. Yet Parliament, dominated by male elites, repeatedly sidestepped national enfranchisement. Pankhurst’s book reflects on these gaps—concrete statutes that acknowledged women’s civic existence while withholding the core right of representation—arguing that legal half-measures entrenched political inequality.

Manchester’s radical milieu, including Lydia Becker’s Manchester National Society for Women’s Suffrage (founded 1867), shaped Pankhurst’s early outlook. Emmeline Goulden married radical barrister Richard Pankhurst in 1879; he drafted women’s rights measures, including the Women’s Disabilities Removal Bill (1870s), and supported marital, property, and custody reforms. In 1889 the couple helped form the Women’s Franchise League, advocating votes for married women in local government, equal divorce laws, and public-office eligibility. Emmeline’s account situates her later militancy within this older Manchester tradition of petitions, public meetings, and legal drafting, showing how decades of constitutional advocacy failed to secure parliamentary votes for women.

The rise of labor politics offered new alliances. The Independent Labour Party (ILP) formed in 1893, led by Keir Hardie and others, championing working-class representation. Emmeline joined the ILP in the mid-1890s, organized in Manchester, and worked with figures such as Hardie to link women’s rights to broader social reform. The ILP’s municipal campaigns in industrial districts exposed gendered and class inequities in welfare, wages, and housing. In My Own Story, Pankhurst underscores both the promise and limits of socialist cooperation: while early ties with labor shaped her political method, she judged party calculations insufficiently urgent on the franchise, prompting separate, militant organization.

Poor Law administration under the 1834 system profoundly influenced Pankhurst’s militancy. As a Chorlton Union Poor Law Guardian from 1895, and through work as a registrar of births and deaths in Manchester, she confronted workhouse regimens, infant mortality, and the vulnerability of unmarried mothers. Industrial Manchester’s overcrowded slums made poverty structural, not moral. These experiences recur in the book as evidence that without political power women could not remedy institutional cruelty. The narrative links statistical realities—overwork, underfeeding, and the separation of families in workhouses—to the demand for direct political leverage, strengthening the case for a combative strategy.

The founding of the Women’s Social and Political Union (WSPU) in Manchester on 10 October 1903 marked a decisive turn. Led by Emmeline and Christabel Pankhurst and headquartered first at 62 Nelson Street, the WSPU adopted the motto “Deeds not Words.” Moving its center of gravity to London after 1906, the WSPU built a disciplined organization, mass street presence, and a compelling visual identity (purple, white, green). With allies such as Emmeline Pethick-Lawrence and Frederick Pethick-Lawrence, it developed propaganda and fundraising, notably through the newspaper Votes for Women (founded 1907). My Own Story presents the WSPU as a purposeful response to decades of parliamentary stasis.

Militancy escalated after the watershed of 13 October 1905, when Christabel Pankhurst and Annie Kenney interrupted a Liberal meeting at Manchester’s Free Trade Hall to demand commitment on women’s suffrage. Their arrest and imprisonment—after refusing fines—generated national headlines and a tested model of confrontational politics. From 1906, WSPU speakers heckled ministers, organized processions, and accepted imprisonment as political theater. On 21 June 1908, the “Women’s Sunday” rally in Hyde Park drew hundreds of thousands. Pankhurst details arrests, trials, and the symbolic significance of Holloway Prison, arguing that visible sacrifice, not polite lobbying, moved suffrage from the margins to the center of national debate.

Hunger striking began in 1909, initiated by Marion Wallace-Dunlop in Holloway to claim political-prisoner status. The Home Office answered with forcible feeding—a practice widely condemned by doctors and clergy as dangerous and degrading. Pankhurst’s narrative supplies dates, prison experiences, and the administrative choreography of arrests, sentences, and medical interventions. The campaign framed suffragettes as prisoners of conscience, shifting public sympathy and dividing ministers. The book connects the policy directly to Liberal governance, emphasizing how Reginald McKenna’s Home Office (from 1911) institutionalized cycles of imprisonment and medical coercion intended to break organization and morale while avoiding the spectacle of deaths in custody.

The Liberal landslide of 1906 did not yield a suffrage bill. H. H. Asquith, prime minister from 1908, was skeptical of women’s enfranchisement. The Conciliation Bills—cross-party measures in 1910 and 1911 to enfranchise certain women ratepayers—advanced but were delayed amid the constitutional crisis over the 1909 “People’s Budget” and the Parliament Act of 1911. When a revised Conciliation Bill was defeated on 28 March 1912 (by 222 to 208), frustration exploded. The WSPU launched a coordinated window-smashing campaign in March 1912 across London’s West End. My Own Story ties these legislative defeats to the shift from spectacular protest to organized property damage as political pressure.

On 18 November 1910, “Black Friday,” police assaulted suffragettes marching to the Commons after the first Conciliation Bill’s collapse; reports cited widespread harassment and injuries. In 1913 Parliament passed the Prisoners (Temporary Discharge for Ill Health) Act—nicknamed the “Cat and Mouse Act”—allowing hunger-striking prisoners to be released, recover, and be re-arrested. That year, on 4 June 1913, Emily Wilding Davison was fatally injured at the Epsom Derby; her funeral became a mass procession in London. Pankhurst’s account presents these events as proof of state intransigence and as martyrdom that intensified recruitment, fundraising, and the moral urgency of the WSPU campaign.

Strategic divisions reshaped the movement. In 1912, after disagreements over escalating militancy, Emmeline and Christabel Pankhurst forced the resignation of Emmeline and Frederick Pethick-Lawrence, formerly key WSPU organizers and funders. In 1914 Sylvia Pankhurst, increasingly committed to working-class organization in London’s East End, was expelled and formed the East London Federation of Suffragettes (Bow). These schisms highlighted clashes over class, democracy inside the movement, and tactics such as arson and bombing. My Own Story defends centralized, militant leadership as necessary in a hostile political environment, portraying splits as consequences of wavering commitment rather than principled differences.

Parallel constitutional agitation continued through the National Union of Women’s Suffrage Societies (NUWSS), led by Millicent Garrett Fawcett. Relying on petitions, lobbying, and electoral pressure, the NUWSS organized the 1913 Great Pilgrimage to London, culminating in a vast Hyde Park rally. The NUWSS allied tactically with sympathetic candidates through its Election Fighting Fund. Pankhurst’s memoir, while focused on the WSPU, mirrors this dual-track history: constitutional and militant wings exerted complementary pressure. The book underscores how constitutional methods alone had not succeeded by 1910, justifying militancy as the lever that forced suffrage onto the legislative agenda.

The First World War transformed the campaign. In August 1914 the WSPU declared a truce, suspended militancy, and the government released suffragette prisoners. Emmeline and Christabel Pankhurst supported the war effort, organized recruitment rallies, and in July 1915 helped mobilize the “Women’s Right to Serve” demonstration in London, pressing for women’s industrial mobilization. The WSPU newspaper The Suffragette was retitled Britannia, championing patriotism and total war. In 1917 the Pankhursts created the Women’s Party, advocating for postwar reforms. My Own Story, published in 1914, closes as these shifts begin, framing wartime service as political capital to be converted into enfranchisement.

Suffrage victories came soon after. The Representation of the People Act 1918 enfranchised women over 30 who met property or educational qualifications—about 8.4 million women—and expanded the male franchise. The Parliament (Qualification of Women) Act 1918 allowed women to stand for the Commons; Constance Markievicz was elected in 1918 (abstaining as a Sinn Féin MP), and Nancy Astor took her seat in 1919. Full electoral equality arrived with the Equal Franchise Act 1928, granting women the vote at 21 on the same terms as men. Pankhurst’s narrative presents prewar militancy as the pressure that made these postwar settlements politically unavoidable.

The book functions as a social and political critique by documenting the contradiction between a reforming Liberal state and its repressive response to women’s claims. Pankhurst exposes the gap between taxation and representation, the medicalized coercion of force-feeding, and a policing system that tolerated assault against peaceful demonstrators on “Black Friday.” By situating prisons, courts, and ministerial decisions within precise dates and names, she indicts administrative power that claimed neutrality while defending a gendered franchise. The text critiques a legal order that recognized women’s civic obligations in local spheres yet withheld national sovereignty, revealing the limits of gradualism.

Equally, the memoir interrogates class and respectability politics. It shows how working-class women—textile workers, servants, and factory hands—bore the brunt of poverty, Poor Law discipline, and insecure wages, while middle-class respectability constrained acceptable protest. By recounting East End mobilization, mass processions, and the bodily risks of hunger strikes, the book challenges norms that policed feminine behavior more strictly than male violence or property. It critiques parliamentary opportunism surrounding the Conciliation Bills and highlights how the press sensationalized militancy while minimizing policy substance. In doing so, it articulates a democratic standard by which the period’s institutions are found wanting.
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    Emmeline Pankhurst was a leading figure of the British women’s suffrage movement in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, renowned for her uncompromising advocacy and commanding public voice. Best known as a founder of the Women’s Social and Political Union, she helped transform the campaign for votes for women from gradualist petitioning to headline‑making militancy. A skilled orator and strategic organizer, she articulated a vision that linked political rights to social progress and civic responsibility. As an author of one of the period’s most influential suffrage memoirs, she left a first‑person record that continues to shape historical understanding of the movement’s goals, methods, and moral rationale.

Pankhurst grew up in an environment attentive to public affairs and reformist ideas, which encouraged her early interest in politics and social justice. Her schooling included time in Manchester and a period of study in Paris during her teens, which broadened her linguistic abilities and exposed her to European debates about citizenship and rights. Influenced by liberal and radical traditions circulating in Britain and on the continent, she absorbed arguments for expanding the franchise and improving conditions for working people. These experiences fostered a conviction that political power—especially the vote—was indispensable to securing legal protections and shaping public policy for women.

Before leading the suffragette campaign, Pankhurst gained practical experience in civic and party politics. In the 1890s she engaged with reform circles allied to labor and democratic causes, and she served as a Poor Law Guardian, work that brought her into direct contact with poverty and the shortcomings of charitable relief. The administrative rigors of this role and the limits of existing welfare structures impressed upon her the need for systemic change. She also worked within women’s political organizations but grew disillusioned with approaches she considered too cautious. By the turn of the century, her outlook had become decisively activist, favoring direct pressure on Parliament.

In 1903 Pankhurst helped establish the Women’s Social and Political Union, adopting the motto “Deeds not words” to underscore a break from conventional lobbying. Under her leadership, the WSPU staged demonstrations, disrupted political meetings, and embraced civil disobedience to keep women’s suffrage at the center of public debate. Members endured repeated arrests, hunger strikes, and forcible feeding, galvanizing supporters while provoking controversy. The government’s use of temporary releases and re‑arrests—the so‑called “Cat and Mouse” tactics—highlighted the intensity of the struggle. Pankhurst’s centralized, disciplined approach amplified the campaign’s visibility, even as it prompted disagreements within the broader suffrage movement over strategy and inclusivity.

As a writer and speaker, Pankhurst framed militancy as a moral response to political exclusion. Her autobiography, My Own Story, published in the early 1910s, narrates the evolution of the WSPU and justifies its methods through personal experience and political argument. She delivered widely reported speeches, including the much‑quoted “Freedom or Death,” which distilled her case for urgency and sacrifice. Pankhurst also used pamphlets, court statements, and the movement’s press to shape public opinion. Contemporary responses ranged from admiration of her courage to fierce criticism of property damage and confrontational tactics, but even detractors acknowledged her rhetorical force and organizational discipline.

With the outbreak of the First World War, Pankhurst urged a wartime truce in militant suffrage activities and encouraged national service by women, reflecting her belief in civic duty and demonstrating the practical capacities of female citizens. After the war, Parliament extended the franchise to many women over the age of thirty, a milestone she hailed while pressing for equal terms with men. In the 1920s she took to the lecture circuit and engaged in party politics to maintain momentum toward full equality. Her public advocacy increasingly linked voting rights to economic opportunity and social welfare, insisting that citizenship must be effective as well as nominal.

Pankhurst died in the late 1920s, shortly before the Equal Franchise Act granted voting rights to women on the same terms as men, underscoring the historic proximity between her life’s work and its legislative culmination. Her legacy is complex and enduring: celebrated for strategic brilliance and moral clarity, debated for militant tactics and centralized leadership. Monuments, biographies, and ongoing scholarship attest to her role in reshaping democratic participation in Britain. My Own Story remains a core text for understanding suffragette activism, read today alongside broader women’s history to assess methods, coalitions, and outcomes. Her example continues to inform global discussions of protest, reform, and political inclusion.
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The closing paragraphs of this book were written in the late summer of 1914, when the armies of every great power in Europe were being mobilised for savage, unsparing, barbarous warfare—against one another, against small and unaggressive nations, against helpless women and children, against civilisation itself. How mild, by comparison with the despatches in the daily newspapers, will seem this chronicle of women's militant struggle against political and social injustice in one small corner of Europe. Yet let it stand as it was written, with peace—so-called, and civilisation, and orderly government as the background for heroism such as the world has seldom witnessed. The militancy of men, through all the centuries, has drenched the world with blood, and for these deeds of horror and destruction men have been rewarded with monuments, with great songs and epics. The militancy of women has harmed no human life save the lives of those who fought the battle of righteousness. Time alone will reveal what reward will be allotted to the women.

This we know, that in the black hour that has just struck in Europe, the men are turning to their women and calling on them to take up the work of keeping civilisation alive. Through all the harvest fields, in orchards and vineyards, women are garnering food for the men who fight, as well as for the children left fatherless by war. In the cities the women are keeping open the shops, they are driving trucks and trams, and are altogether attending to a multitude of business.

When the remnants of the armies return, when the commerce of Europe is resumed by men, will they forget the part the women so nobly played? Will they forget in England how women in all ranks of life put aside their own interests and organised, not only to nurse the wounded, care for the destitute, comfort the sick and lonely, but actually to maintain the existence of the nation? Thus far, it must be admitted, there are few indications that the English Government are mindful of the unselfish devotion manifested by the women. Thus far all Government schemes for overcoming unemployment have been directed towards the unemployment of men. The work of women, making garments, etc., has in some cases been taken away.

At the first alarm of war the militants proclaimed a truce, which was answered half-heartedly by the announcement that the Government would release all suffrage prisoners who would give an undertaking "not to commit further crimes or outrages." Since the truce had already been proclaimed, no suffrage prisoner deigned to reply to the Home Secretary's provision. A few days later, no doubt influenced by representations made to the Government by men and women of every political faith—many of them never having been supporters of revolutionary tactics—Mr. McKenna announced in the House of Commons that it was the intention of the Government, within a few days, to release unconditionally, all suffrage prisoners. So ends, for the present, the war of women against men. As of old, the women become the nurturing mothers of men, their sisters and uncomplaining helpmates. The future lies far ahead, but let this preface and this volume close with the assurance that the struggle for the full enfranchisement of women has not been abandoned; it has simply, for the moment, been placed in abeyance. When the clash of arms ceases, when normal, peaceful, rational society resumes its functions, the demand will again be made. If it is not quickly granted, then once more the women will take up the arms they to-day generously lay down. There can be no real peace in the world until woman, the mother half of the human family, is given liberty in the councils of the world.
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Those men and women are fortunate who are born at a time when a great struggle for human freedom is in progress. It is an added good fortune to have parents who take a personal part in the great movements of their time. I am glad and thankful that this was my case.

One of my earliest recollections is of a great bazaar which was held in my native city of Manchester, the object of the bazaar being to raise money to relieve the poverty of the newly emancipated negro slaves in the United States. My mother took an active part in this effort, and I, as a small child, was entrusted with a lucky bag by means of which I helped to collect money.

Young as I was—I could not have been older than five years—I knew perfectly well the meaning of the words slavery and emancipation. From infancy I had been accustomed to hear pro and con discussions of slavery and the American Civil War[1]. Although the British government finally decided not to recognise the Confederacy, public opinion in England was sharply divided on the questions both of slavery and of secession. Broadly speaking, the propertied classes were pro-slavery, but there were many exceptions to the rule. Most of those who formed the circle of our family friends were opposed to slavery, and my father, Robert Goulden, was always a most ardent abolitionist. He was prominent enough in the movement to be appointed on a committee to meet and welcome Henry Ward Beecher when he arrived in England for a lecture tour. Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe's novel, "Uncle Tom's Cabin," was so great a favourite with my mother that she used it continually as a source of bedtime stories for our fascinated ears. Those stories, told almost fifty years ago, are as fresh in my mind to-day as events detailed in the morning's papers. Indeed they are more vivid, because they made a much deeper impression on my consciousness. I can still definitely recall the thrill I experienced every time my mother related the tale of Eliza's race for freedom over the broken ice of the Ohio River, the agonizing pursuit, and the final rescue at the hands of the determined old Quaker. Another thrilling tale was the story of a negro boy's flight from the plantation of his cruel master. The boy had never seen a railroad train, and when, staggering along the unfamiliar railroad track, he heard the roar of an approaching train, the clattering car-wheels seemed to his strained imagination to be repeating over and over again the awful words, "Catch a nigger—catch a nigger—catch a nigger—" This was a terrible story, and throughout my childhood, whenever I rode in a train, I thought of that poor runaway slave escaping from the pursuing monster.

These stories, with the bazaars and the relief funds and subscriptions of which I heard so much talk, I am sure made a permanent impression on my brain and my character. They awakened in me the two sets of sensations to which all my life I have most readily responded: first, admiration for that spirit of fighting and heroic sacrifice by which alone the soul of civilisation is saved; and next after that, appreciation of the gentler spirit which is moved to mend and repair the ravages of war.

I do not remember a time when I could not read, nor any time when reading was not a joy and a solace. As far back as my memory runs I loved tales, especially those of a romantic and idealistic character. "Pilgrim's Progress" was an early favourite, as well as another of Bunyan's visionary romances, which does not seem to be as well known, his "Holy War." At nine I discovered the Odyssey and very soon after that another classic which has remained all my life a source of inspiration. This was Carlyle's "French Revolution," and I received it with much the same emotion that Keats experienced when he read Chapman's translation of Homer—" ... like some watcher of the skies, When a new planet swims into his ken."

I never lost that first impression, and it strongly affected my attitude toward events which were occurring around my childhood. Manchester is a city which has witnessed a great many stirring episodes, especially of a political character. Generally speaking, its citizens have been liberal in their sentiments, defenders of free speech and liberty of opinion. In the late sixties there occurred in Manchester one of those dreadful events that prove an exception to the rule. This was in connection with the Fenian Revolt in Ireland. There was a Fenian riot, and the police arrested the leaders. These men were being taken to the jail in a prison van. On the way the van was stopped and an attempt was made to rescue the prisoners. A man fired a pistol, endeavouring to break the lock of the van door. A policeman fell, mortally wounded, and several men were arrested and were charged with murder. I distinctly remember the riot, which I did not witness, but which I heard vividly described by my older brother. I had been spending the afternoon with a young playmate, and my brother had come after tea to escort me home. As we walked through the deepening November twilight he talked excitedly of the riot, the fatal pistol shot, and the slain policeman. I could almost see the man bleeding on the ground, while the crowd swayed and groaned around him.

The rest of the story reveals one of those ghastly blunders which justice not infrequently makes. Although the shooting was done without any intent to kill, the men were tried for murder and three of them were found guilty and hanged. Their execution, which greatly excited the citizens of Manchester, was almost the last, if not the last, public execution permitted to take place in the city. At the time I was a boarding-pupil in a school near Manchester, and I spent my week-ends at home. A certain Saturday afternoon stands out in my memory, as on my way home from school I passed the prison where I knew the men had been confined. I saw that a part of the prison wall had been torn away, and in the great gap that remained were evidences of a gallows recently removed. I was transfixed with horror, and over me there swept the sudden conviction that that hanging was a mistake—worse, a crime. It was my awakening to one of the most terrible facts of life—that justice and judgment lie often a world apart[1q].

I relate this incident of my formative years to illustrate the fact that the impressions of childhood often have more to do with character and future conduct than heredity or education. I tell it also to show that my development into an advocate of militancy was largely a sympathetic process. I have not personally suffered from the deprivations, the bitterness and sorrow which bring so many men and women to a realisation of social injustice. My childhood was protected by love and a comfortable home. Yet, while still a very young child, I began instinctively to feel that there was something lacking, even in my own home, some false conception of family relations, some incomplete ideal.

This vague feeling of mine began to shape itself into conviction about the time my brothers and I were sent to school. The education of the English boy, then as now, was considered a much more serious matter than the education of the English boy's sister. My parents, especially my father, discussed the question of my brothers' education as a matter of real importance. My education and that of my sister were scarcely discussed at all. Of course we went to a carefully selected girls' school, but beyond the facts that the head mistress was a gentlewoman and that all the pupils were girls of my own class, nobody seemed concerned. A girl's education at that time seemed to have for its prime object the art of "making home attractive"—presumably to migratory male relatives. It used to puzzle me to understand why I was under such a particular obligation to make home attractive to my brothers. We were on excellent terms of friendship, but it was never suggested to them as a duty that they make home attractive to me. Why not? Nobody seemed to know.

The answer to these puzzling questions came to me unexpectedly one night when I lay in my little bed waiting for sleep to overtake me. It was a custom of my father and mother to make the round of our bedrooms every night before going themselves to bed. When they entered my room that night I was still awake, but for some reason I chose to feign slumber. My father bent over me, shielding the candle flame with his big hand. I cannot know exactly what thought was in his mind as he gazed down at me, but I heard him say, somewhat sadly, "What a pity she wasn't born a lad."

My first hot impulse was to sit up in bed and protest that I didn't want to be a boy, but I lay still and heard my parents' footsteps pass on toward the next child's bed. I thought about my father's remark for many days afterward, but I think I never decided that I regretted my sex. However, it was made quite clear that men considered themselves superior to women, and that women apparently acquiesced in that belief.

I found this view of things difficult to reconcile with the fact that both my father and my mother were advocates of equal suffrage. I was very young when the Reform Act of 1866[2] was passed, but I very well remember the agitation caused by certain circumstances attending it. This Reform Act, known as the Household Franchise Bill, marked the first popular extension of the ballot in England since 1832. Under its terms, householders paying a minimum of ten pounds a year rental were given the Parliamentary vote. While it was still under discussion in the House of Commons, John Stuart Mill moved an amendment to the bill to include women householders as well as men. The amendment was defeated, but in the act as passed the word "man," instead of the usual "male person," was used. Now, under another act of Parliament it had been decided that the word "man" always included "woman" unless otherwise specifically stated. For example, in certain acts containing rate-paying clauses, the masculine noun and pronoun are used throughout, but the provisions apply to women rate-payers as well as to men. So when the Reform Bill with the word "man" in it became law, many women believed that the right of suffrage had actually been bestowed upon them. A tremendous amount of discussion ensued, and the matter was finally tested by a large number of women seeking to have their names placed upon the register as voters. In my city of Manchester 3,924 women, out of a total of 4,215 possible women voters, claimed their votes, and their claim was defended in the law courts by eminent lawyers, including my future husband, Dr. Pankhurst. Of course the women's claim was settled adversely in the courts, but the agitation resulted in a strengthening of the woman-suffrage agitation all over the country.

I was too young to understand the precise nature of the affair, but I shared in the general excitement. From reading newspapers aloud to my father I had developed a genuine interest in politics, and the Reform Bill presented itself to my young intelligence as something that was going to do the most wonderful good to the country. The first election after the bill became law was naturally a memorable occasion. It is chiefly memorable to me because it was the first one in which I ever participated. My sister and I had just been presented with new winter frocks, green in colour, and made alike, after the custom of proper British families. Every girl child in those days wore a red flannel petticoat, and when we first put on our new frocks I was struck with the fact that we were wearing red and green—the colours of the Liberal party. Since our father was a Liberal, of course the Liberal party ought to carry the election, and I conceived a brilliant scheme for helping its progress. With my small sister trotting after me, I walked the better part of a mile to the nearest polling-booth. It happened to be in a rather rough factory district, but we did not notice that. Arrived there, we two children picked up our green skirts to show our scarlet petticoats, and brimful of importance, walked up and down before the assembled crowds to encourage the Liberal vote. From this eminence we were shortly snatched by outraged authority in the form of a nursery-maid. I believe we were sent to bed into the bargain, but I am not entirely clear on this point.

I was fourteen years old when I went to my first suffrage meeting. Returning from school one day, I met my mother just setting out for the meeting, and I begged her to let me go along. She consented, and without stopping to lay my books down I scampered away in my mother's wake. The speeches interested and excited me, especially the address of the great Miss Lydia Becker, who was the Susan B. Anthony of the English movement, a splendid character and a truly eloquent speaker. She was the secretary of the Manchester committee, and I had learned to admire her as the editor of the Women's Suffrage Journal, which came to my mother every week. I left the meeting a conscious and confirmed suffragist.

I suppose I had always been an unconscious suffragist. With my temperament and my surroundings I could scarcely have been otherwise. The movement was very much alive in the early seventies, nowhere more so than in Manchester, where it was organised by a group of extraordinary men and women. Among them were Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Bright, who were always ready to champion the struggling cause. Mr. Jacob Bright, a brother of John Bright, was for many years member of Parliament for Manchester, and to the day of his death was an active supporter of woman suffrage. Two especially gifted women, besides Miss Becker, were members of the committee. These were Mrs. Alice Cliff Scatcherd and Miss Wolstentholm, now the venerable Mrs. Wolstentholm-Elmy. One of the principal founders of the committee was the man whose wife, in later years, I was destined to become, Dr. Richard Marsden Pankhurst.

When I was fifteen years old I went to Paris, where I was entered as a pupil in one of the pioneer institutions in Europe for the higher education of girls. This school, one of the founders of which was Madame Edmond Adam, who was and is still a distinguished literary figure, was situated in a fine old house in the Avenue de Neuilly. It was under the direction of Mlle. Marchef-Girard, a woman distinguished in education, and who afterward was appointed government inspector of schools in France. Mlle. Marchef-Girard believed that girls' education should be quite as thorough and even more practical than the education boys were receiving at that time. She included chemistry and other sciences in her courses, and in addition to embroidery she had her girls taught bookkeeping. Many other advanced ideas prevailed in this school, and the moral discipline which the pupils received was, to my mind, as valuable as the intellectual training. Mlle. Marchef-Girard held that women should be given the highest ideals of honour. Her pupils were kept to the strictest principles of truth-telling and candour. Myself she understood and greatly benefited by an implicit trust which I am sure I could not have betrayed, even had I felt for her less real affection.

My roommate in this delightful school was an interesting young girl of my own age, Noemie Rochefort, daughter of that great Republican, Communist, journalist, and swordsman, Henri Rochefort. This was very shortly after the Franco-Prussian War, and memories of the Empire's fall and of the bloody and disastrous Commune were very keen in Paris. Indeed my roommate's illustrious father and many others were then in exile in New Caledonia for participation in the Commune. My friend Noemie was torn with anxiety for her father. She talked of him constantly, and many were the blood-curdling accounts of daring and of patriotism to which I listened. Henri Rochefort was, in fact, one of the moving spirits of the Republican movement in France, and after his amazing escape in an open boat from New Caledonia, he lived through many years of political adventures of the most lively and picturesque character. His daughter and I remained warm friends long after our school-days ended, and my association with her strengthened all the liberal ideas I had previously acquired.

I was between eighteen and nineteen when I finally returned from school in Paris and took my place in my father's home as a finished young lady. I sympathised with and worked for the woman-suffrage movement, and came to know Dr. Pankhurst, whose work for woman suffrage had never ceased. It was Dr. Pankhurst who drafted the first enfranchisement bill, known as the Women's Disabilities Removal Bill, and introduced into the House of Commons in 1870 by Mr. Jacob Bright. The bill advanced to its second reading by a majority vote of thirty-three, but it was killed in committee by Mr. Gladstone's peremptory orders. Dr. Pankhurst, as I have already said, with another distinguished barrister, Lord Coleridge, acted as counsel for the Manchester women, who tried in 1868 to be placed on the register as voters. He also drafted the bill giving married women absolute control over their property and earnings, a bill which became law in 1882.

My marriage with Dr. Pankhurst took place in 1879.

I think we cannot be too grateful to the group of men and women who, like Dr. Pankhurst, in those early days lent the weight of their honoured names to the suffrage movement in the trials of its struggling youth. These men did not wait until the movement became popular, nor did they hesitate until it was plain that women were roused to the point of revolt. They worked all their lives with those who were organising, educating, and preparing for the revolt which was one day to come. Unquestionably those pioneer men suffered in popularity for their feminist views. Some of them suffered financially, some politically. Yet they never wavered.

My married life lasted through nineteen happy years. Often I have heard the taunt that suffragists are women who have failed to find any normal outlet for their emotions, and are therefore soured and disappointed beings. This is probably not true of any suffragist, and it is most certainly not true of me. My home life and relations have been as nearly ideal as possible in this imperfect world. About a year after my marriage my daughter Christabel was born, and in another eighteen months my second daughter Sylvia came. Two other children followed, and for some years I was rather deeply immersed in my domestic affairs.

I was never so absorbed with home and children, however, that I lost interest in community affairs. Dr. Pankhurst did not desire that I should turn myself into a household machine. It was his firm belief that society as well as the family stands in need of women's services. So while my children were still in their cradles I was serving on the executive committee of the Women's Suffrage Society, and also on the executive board of the committee which was working to secure the Married Women's Property Act. This act having passed in 1882, I threw myself into the suffrage work with renewed energy. A new Reform Act, known as the County Franchise Bill, extending the suffrage to farm labourers, was under discussion, and we believed that our years of educational propaganda work had prepared the country to support us in a demand for a women's suffrage amendment to the bill. For several years we had been holding the most splendid meetings in cities all over the kingdom. The crowds, the enthusiasm, the generous response to appeals for support, all these seemed to justify us in our belief that women's suffrage was near. In fact, in 1884, when the County Franchise Bill came before the country, we had an actual majority in favour of suffrage in the House of Commons.

But a favourable majority in the House of Commons by no means insures the success of any measure. I shall explain this at length when I come to our work of opposing candidates who have avowed themselves suffragists, a course which has greatly puzzled our American friends. The Liberal party was in power in 1884, and a great memorial was sent to the Prime Minister, the Right Honourable William E. Gladstone, asking that a women's suffrage amendment to the County Franchise Bill be submitted to the free and unbiased consideration of the House. Mr. Gladstone curtly refused, declaring that if a women's suffrage amendment should be carried, the Government would disclaim responsibility for the bill. The amendment was submitted nevertheless, but Mr. Gladstone would not allow it to be freely discussed, and he ordered Liberal members to vote against it. What we call a whip was sent out against it, a note virtually commanding party members to be on hand at a certain hour to vote against the women's amendment. Undismayed, the women tried to have an independent suffrage bill introduced, but Mr. Gladstone so arranged Parliamentary business that the bill never even came up for discussion.

I am not going to write a history of the woman suffrage movement in England prior to 1903, when the Women's Social and Political Union was organised. That history is full of repetitions of just such stories as the one I have related. Gladstone was an implacable foe of woman suffrage. He believed that women's work and politics lay in service to men's parties. One of the shrewdest acts of Mr. Gladstone's career was his disruption of the suffrage organisation in England. He accomplished this by substituting "something just as good," that something being Women's Liberal Associations. Beginning in 1881 in Bristol, these associations spread rapidly through the country and, in 1887, became a National Women's Liberal Federation. The promise of the Federation was that by allying themselves with men in party politics, women would soon earn the right to vote. The avidity with which the women swallowed this promise, left off working for themselves, and threw themselves into the men's work was amazing.

The Women's Liberal Federation is an organisation of women who believe in the principles of the Liberal party. (The somewhat older Primrose League is a similar organisation of women who adhere to Conservative party principles.) Neither of these organisations have woman suffrage for their object. They came into existence to uphold party ideas and to work for the election of party candidates.

I am told that women in America have recently allied themselves with political parties, believing, just as we did, that such action would break down opposition to suffrage by showing the men that women possess political ability, and that politics is work for women as well as men. Let them not be deceived. I can assure the American women that our long alliance with the great parties, our devotion to party programmes, our faithful work at elections, never advanced the suffrage cause one step. The men accepted the services of the women, but they never offered any kind of payment.

As far as I am concerned, I did not delude myself with any false hopes in the matter. I was present when the Women's Liberal Federation came into existence. Mrs. Gladstone presided, offering the meeting many consolatory words for the absence of "our great leader," Mr. Gladstone, who of course had no time to waste on a gathering of women. At Mrs. Jacob Bright's request I joined the Federation. At this stage of my development I was a member of the Fabian Society, and I had considerable faith in the permeating powers of its mild socialism. But I was already fairly convinced of the futility of trusting to political parties. Even as a child I had begun to wonder at the naïve faith of party members in the promises of their leaders. I well remember my father returning home from political meetings, his face aglow with enthusiasm. "What happened, father?" I would ask, and he would reply triumphantly, "Ah! We passed the resolution."

"Then you'll get your measure through the next session," I predicted.

"I won't say that," was the usual reply. "Things don't always move as quickly as that. But we passed the resolution."

Well, the suffragists, when they were admitted into the Women's Liberal Federation must have felt that they had passed their resolution. They settled down to work for the party and to prove that they were as capable of voting as the recently enfranchised farm labourers. Of course a few women remained loyal to suffrage. They began again on the old educational lines to work for the cause. Not one woman took counsel with herself as to how and why the agricultural labourers had won their franchise. They had won it, as a matter of fact, by burning hay-ricks, rioting, and otherwise demonstrating their strength in the only way that English politicians can understand. The threat to march a hundred thousand men to the House of Commons unless the bill was passed played its part also in securing the agricultural labourer his political freedom. But no woman suffragist noticed that. As for myself, I was too young politically to learn the lesson then. I had to go through years of public work before I acquired the experience and the wisdom to know how to wring concessions from the English Government. I had to hold public office. I had to go behind the scenes in the government schools, in the workhouses and other charitable institutions; I had to get a close-hand view of the misery and unhappiness of a man-made world, before I reached the point where I could successfully revolt against it. It was almost immediately after the collapse of the woman suffrage movement in 1884 that I entered upon this new phase of my career.
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In 1885, a year after the failure of the third women's suffrage bill, my husband, Dr. Pankhurst[3], stood as the Liberal candidate for Parliament in Rotherline, a riverside constituency of London. I went through the campaign with him, speaking and canvassing to the best of my ability. Dr. Pankhurst was a popular candidate, and unquestionably would have been returned but for the opposition of the Home-Rulers. Parnell was in command, and his settled policy was opposition to all Government candidates. So, in spite of the fact that Dr. Pankhurst was a staunch upholder of home rule, the Parnell forces were solidly opposed to him, and he was defeated. I remember expressing considerable indignation, but my husband pointed out to me that Parnell's policy was absolutely right. With his small party he could never hope to win home rule from a hostile majority, but by constant obstruction he could in time wear out the Government, and force it to surrender. That was a valuable political lesson, one that years later I was destined to put into practice.

The following year found us living in London, and, as usual, interesting ourselves with labour matters and other social movements. This year was memorable for a great strike of women working in the Bryant and May match factories[4]. I threw myself into this strike with enthusiasm, working with the girls and with some women of prominence, among these the celebrated Mrs. Annie Besant. The strike was a successful one, the girls winning substantial improvements in their working conditions.

It was a time of tremendous unrest, of labour agitations, of strikes and lockouts. It was a time also when a most stupid reactionary spirit seemed to take possession of the Government and the authorities. The Salvation Army, the Socialists, the trade-unionists—in fact, all bodies holding outdoor meetings—were made special objects of attack. As a protest against this policy a Law and Liberty League was formed in London, and an immense Free Speech meeting was held in Trafalgar Square, John Burns and Cunningham Graham being the principal speakers. I was present at this meeting, which resulted in a bloody riot between the police and the populace. The Trafalgar Square Riot[5] is historic, and to it Mr. John Burns owes, in large part, his subsequent rise to political eminence. Both John Burns and Cunningham Graham served prison sentences for the part they played in the riot, but they gained fame, and they did much to establish the right of free speech for English men. English women are still contending for that right.

In 1890 my last child was born in London. I now had a family of five young children, and for a time I was less active in public work. On the retirement of Mrs. Annie Besant from the London School Board I had been asked to stand as candidate for the vacancy, but although I should have enjoyed the work, I decided not to accept this invitation. The next year, however, a new suffrage association, the Women's Franchise League, was formed, and I felt it my duty to become affiliated with it The League was preparing a new suffrage bill, the provisions of which I could not possibly approve, and I joined with old friends, among whom were Mrs. Jacob Bright, Mrs. Wolstentholm-Elmy, who was a member of the London School Board, and Mrs. Stanton Blatch, then resident in England, in an effort to substitute the original bill drafted by Dr. Pankhurst. As a matter of fact, neither of the bills was introduced into Parliament that year. Mr. (now Lord) Haldane, who had the measure in charge, introduced one of his own drafting. It was a truly startling bill, royally inclusive in its terms. It not only enfranchised all women, married and unmarried, of the householding classes, but it made them eligible to all offices under the Crown. The bill was never taken seriously by the Government, and indeed it was never intended that it should be, as we were later made to understand. I remember going with Mrs. Stanton Blatch to the law courts to see Mr. Haldane, and to protest against the introduction of a measure that had not the remotest chance of passing.

"All, that bill," said Haldane, "is for the future."

All their woman suffrage bills are intended for the future[2q], a future so remote as to be imperceptible. We were beginning to understand this even in 1891. However, as long as there was a bill, we determined to support it. Accordingly, we canvassed the members, distributed a great deal of literature, and organised and addressed meetings. We not only made speeches ourselves, but we induced friendly members of Parliament to go on our platforms. One of these meetings, held in an East End Radical club, was addressed by Mr. Haldane and a young man who accompanied him. This young man, Sir Edward Grey, then in the beginning of his career, made an eloquent plea for woman's suffrage. That Sir Edward Grey should, later in life, become a bitter foe of woman's suffrage need astonish no one. I have known many young Englishmen who began their political life as suffrage speakers and who later became anti-suffragists or traitorous "friends" of the cause. These young and aspiring statesmen have to attract attention in some fashion, and the espousal of advanced causes, such as labour or women's suffrage, seems an easy way to accomplish that end.

Well, our speeches and our agitation did nothing at all to assist Mr. Haldane's impossible bill. It never advanced beyond the first reading.

Our London residence came to an end in 1893. In that year we returned to our Manchester home, and I again took up the work of the Suffrage Society. At my suggestion the members began to organise their first out-of-door meetings, and we continued these until we succeeded in working up a great meeting that filled Free Trade Hall, and overflowed into and crowded a smaller hall near at hand. This marked the beginning of
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