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    A woman stands before the law and the crowd, insisting that democracy be measured by her voice.

Emmeline Pankhurst: My Own Story is the first-person testimony of the leader who transformed the British campaign for women’s suffrage into a relentless, modern political movement. Written in the heat of struggle, it captures the tension between conscience and authority, public order and civil resistance, private sacrifice and collective hope. Rather than a distant chronicle, it is a lived account in which strategy, conviction, and consequence meet on the street and in the courtroom. Readers encounter a movement testing the boundaries of law and custom, and an author determined to explain why those boundaries had to be tested.

Its classic status rests on more than historical interest; it endures because it fuses political memory with literary force. The book helped shape the canon of feminist nonfiction by marrying uncompromising argument with narrative momentum, and it models how personal narrative can clarify the stakes of public reform. Subsequent authors of activist memoirs and histories have drawn on its cadence and candor, while scholars treat it as a foundational source in women’s studies and social-movement literature. Its themes—justice, representation, and the ethics of protest—remain legible across decades, keeping the text alive in classrooms and civic debates.

Emmeline Pankhurst, born in 1858, founded the Women’s Social and Political Union in 1903 and became the most prominent face of militant suffrage in Britain. My Own Story was published in 1914, amid escalating confrontations over the vote and on the eve of the First World War. The period of its composition informs its urgency: it is a book written from inside events rather than after them. That immediacy gives the narrative unusual clarity about aims and methods, and situates the work at the juncture where Victorian conventions gave way to twentieth-century mass politics and new forms of public persuasion.

The book presents essential facts of Pankhurst’s life as they shaped her politics and leadership, while offering a reasoned account of the movement’s choice of tactics. Without relying on hindsight, she explains the conditions that produced a disciplined organization, a distinctive public voice, and an escalating campaign. Her intention is not merely self-portraiture but an attempt to set the record straight about motives and methods, and to appeal to readers’ sense of fairness and constitutional principle. As an author, she writes to be understood in plain terms; as an activist, she writes to make action intelligible and morally legible.

Readers will find a structured journey from formative experiences and early political work to the founding of the Women’s Social and Political Union and the evolution of its campaign. Along the way, Pankhurst reflects on organizing challenges, encounters with state power, and the demands placed on participants. She traces the movement’s growth across regions and classes, showing how messaging, discipline, and spectacle shaped public attention. While the narrative recounts tests of endurance and consequence, it remains focused on purpose: the extension of citizenship. The book closes no doors to inquiry, but it opens many onto the realities of modern democratic agitation.

As literature, the memoir is notable for its economy and drive. Pankhurst favors clear sentences, direct transitions, and scenes that illustrate principle without ornament. The pacing keeps the reader close to decisions as they are made, and her rhetorical control—shaped by years of public speaking—turns episodes into arguments and arguments into momentum. There is a cadence to the book that mirrors the march: step, pause, regroup, proceed. The result is a narrative voice that is persuasive without hectoring, principled without abstraction, and personal without confessional excess, a balance that has helped the work remain readable and compelling over generations.

Its influence is felt across political memoirs that blend witness with advocacy, including later accounts of civil rights, labor, and feminist movements. Scholars cite it as a primary source for understanding suffrage strategy and as a touchstone in debates about militancy and reform. Writers have emulated its way of making organization visible—revealing how messages are crafted, alliances formed, and risks weighed. In literary history, it stands beside other early twentieth-century autobiographical works that reframed the possibilities of testimony, but its particular focus on women’s civic agency gave it a singular place in feminist letters and in the documentary tradition.

Historically, the book offers a vantage point unavailable to outside observers: the leader’s view of intention, contingency, and resolve. Because Pankhurst writes while the outcome remains contested, the account captures uncertainty alongside determination. This generates a rare texture—a primary document that is both analytic and engaged. It illuminates how a movement negotiates publicity and law, sympathy and backlash, compromise and pressure. For historians, it supplies essential context to official records and press narratives; for general readers, it clarifies why ordinary routines could no longer accommodate extraordinary claims to citizenship, and why the demand for the vote required new forms of public action.

The experience of reading My Own Story is to feel political ideas thicken into lived consequences. The narrative makes tangible the costs of dedication and the rhythms of collective effort, yet it never loses sight of the goal that organizes sacrifice. Pankhurst’s insistence on dignity—of individuals, of the law properly understood, and of the franchise as a civic trust—pervades the pages. Her voice invites readers not merely to agree or disagree with methods, but to reckon with what representation means when denied. That ethical pressure, carried by lucid prose, gives the book its rare combination of propulsion and moral weight.

For contemporary audiences, the work remains relevant because its dilemmas recur: how to be heard within institutions that resist change, how to balance protest with persuasion, how to keep faith with principle under pressure. The book speaks to ongoing debates about civil disobedience, policing, media strategy, and the power of collective identity. It also reminds readers that rights are not abstractions but practices secured by persistence. In classrooms, reading groups, and public discourse, it continues to provoke careful thinking about democratic participation and the responsibilities that accompany it, offering a map of engagement that extends beyond its immediate historical moment.

In sum, Emmeline Pankhurst: My Own Story endures as a classic because it unites a commanding voice with a decisive chapter of democratic history. It offers essential facts, a clear purpose, and a narrative that renders strategy, conviction, and consequence in human terms. Its themes—justice, citizenship, organization, solidarity, and the ethics of resistance—keep it fresh for new readers confronting their own civic challenges. As literature, it is disciplined and urgent; as testimony, it is indispensable. The book’s lasting appeal lies in how it turns a demand for the vote into a study of how a society measures its own ideals.
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    Emmeline Pankhurst: My Own Story is a first-person account of the British suffrage leader's life and campaign up to 1914. Pankhurst opens with her childhood in a politically engaged Manchester household, where discussions of reform and abolition shaped her early views. She recalls hearing suffrage advocates as a teenager and studying in Paris, experiences that broadened her perspective on women's rights and civic responsibility. The narrative establishes the social and legal constraints facing women in late nineteenth-century Britain, framing the vote as a necessary instrument for change. These formative chapters set the stage for the activism that follows, linking personal background to public commitment.

Returning to England, Pankhurst describes her marriage to the barrister Richard Pankhurst, a supporter of radical causes and legal reforms affecting women. She outlines their shared efforts in early suffrage organizations, including the Women's Franchise League, and her participation in local civic life. Accounts of work as a registrar and engagements with Poor Law administration expose her to poverty, dependency, and the limits of charitable remedies without political power. These experiences, she explains, convinced her that without representation women could not secure effective social improvement. The book traces these years as a period of learning, networking, and preparation for more focused political action.

Dissatisfied with slow constitutional progress, Pankhurst narrates the founding of the Women's Social and Political Union in 1903 with a small group in Manchester, including her daughter Christabel. The WSPU adopted the principle of deeds not words, prioritizing direct pressure on the government over lobbying within party structures. Early campaigns featured public meetings, disruptions of political gatherings, and deliberate arrests to attract attention. A pivotal moment came in 1905 when Christabel Pankhurst and Annie Kenney interrupted a Liberal meeting, an episode the book presents as a catalyst for national visibility. The narrative emphasizes discipline, publicity, and a clear, singular demand for enfranchisement.

As the campaign expanded, the Pankhursts moved operations to London, where the WSPU built a centralized organization and developed a distinctive style. Pankhurst recounts mass demonstrations, such as large Hyde Park gatherings, carefully staged processions, and the establishment of the newspaper Votes for Women. She notes the role of supporters like Emmeline and Frederick Pethick-Lawrence in financing and communications. The memoir describes negotiations with politicians, repeated refusals to legislate, and a pattern of arrests that brought the movement regular press coverage. Through these chapters, the book traces how spectacle, messaging, and sustained confrontation kept women's suffrage on the national agenda.

Pankhurst devotes significant attention to the prison experiences of suffragettes, including her own. She explains the demand for political-prisoner status, the adoption of hunger strikes, and the government's response of force-feeding. The narrative records health consequences, legal arguments, and the organizational effort to support imprisoned members and their families. These episodes are presented as both a method of protest and a means of highlighting the issue to the broader public. The book situates prison within the strategy of maintaining momentum, depicting arrests, trials, and releases as recurring elements of a campaign designed to test the resilience of institutions and activists alike.

The memoir then turns to parliamentary developments, including the Conciliation Bills of 1910 and 1911, which proposed limited enfranchisement. Pankhurst recounts hopes raised and dashed, followed by Black Friday in November 1910, when a demonstration outside Parliament ended in clashes and allegations of police brutality. She describes the WSPU's subsequent escalation, including coordinated window-smashing and other property damage intended to avoid harm to persons. Internal tensions also surface: differences over tactics and finance culminate in the departure of the Pethick-Lawrences in 1912. The book frames these years as a sequence of advances, setbacks, and difficult choices about methods and leadership.

International dimensions of the campaign receive attention as Pankhurst details lecture tours in the United States and Canada, undertaken to raise funds, build networks, and explain the movement's aims. At home, the 1913 Prisoners Temporary Discharge for Ill Health Act, commonly called the Cat and Mouse Act, introduced cycles of temporary release and rearrest for hunger strikers, which she describes in practical and legal terms. Leadership challenges are addressed, including Christabel's management from exile, Sylvia Pankhurst's disagreements over strategy and constituency, and familial strains. These chapters present the WSPU as adaptive, secretive when necessary, and intent on preserving a singular focus on the vote.

The outbreak of war in 1914 marks a turning point. Pankhurst explains the WSPU's decision to suspend militant actions and support the national war effort, a change accompanied by the release of suffragette prisoners. The book outlines how resources and organizational skills were redirected to wartime activities, and how relations with the government shifted under emergency conditions. She sets out the rationale for prioritizing national defense while maintaining the claim that citizenship duties and rights are inseparable. The narrative treats this decision as a strategic pause rather than an abandonment, situating suffrage within the broader context of national crisis.

In closing, Pankhurst consolidates the book's central argument: political power is essential for women to secure justice, social reform, and responsibility equal to that of men. The memoir presents militancy as a response to prolonged exclusion and legislative delay, and it records the movement's organization, sacrifices, and adaptability. Without predicting outcomes, it asserts that public opinion, experience in administration, and wartime service strengthen the case for enfranchisement. The book ends with an appeal for persistence and clarity of purpose, capturing the work's aim to document, justify, and transmit lessons from a sustained campaign for democratic inclusion.
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    Emmeline Pankhurst’s narrative unfolds across late Victorian and Edwardian Britain, centering on Manchester and London between the 1870s and 1914. The era was marked by rapid urbanization, industrial capitalism, and the consolidation of Britain’s imperial power, yet political representation remained restricted. After the Second Reform Act (1867) and the Third Reform Act (1884), most adult men in urban and rural constituencies gained the vote, while women remained excluded from parliamentary elections. Social policy evolved unevenly through Poor Law institutions and charitable boards, with prisons like Holloway symbolizing state authority. The death of Queen Victoria (1901) and the reigns of Edward VII and George V framed the turbulent constitutional battles of the period.

Political life was dominated by a Parliament split between Liberals and Conservatives, with leaders such as H. H. Asquith (Prime Minister, 1908–1916) shaping policy toward suffrage. “New Liberal” reforms—Old Age Pensions (1908) and National Insurance (1911)—coexisted with resistance to women’s enfranchisement. The 1909 People’s Budget triggered a constitutional crisis, resolved by the Parliament Act 1911 curtailing the House of Lords’ veto. Mass meetings, press campaigns (including Votes for Women, 1907), and a modern police apparatus structured public protest. My Own Story positions Pankhurst within this parliamentary and media landscape, emphasizing how time, place, and institutions constrained and provoked militant suffrage action.

Pankhurst’s early political formation in Manchester—born Emmeline Goulden in 1858—drew on radical traditions and women’s rights activism led by figures like Lydia Becker. Her 1879 marriage to radical barrister Richard Pankhurst, a champion of women’s legal equality and political rights, placed her at the center of reform circles linked to labor and socialist currents. Richard supported efforts around the Married Women’s Property Acts (1870, 1882) and broader civil reforms. Emmeline’s roles as registrar of births and deaths and as a Poor Law Guardian exposed her to class hardship and gendered legal disabilities. In My Own Story she situates these experiences as the crucible for later organizational innovation and confrontation.

The Women’s Social and Political Union (WSPU) was founded on 10 October 1903 at 62 Nelson Street, Manchester, by Emmeline Pankhurst and allies including daughters Christabel and Sylvia. Adopting the motto “Deeds not words,” the WSPU broke with the National Union of Women’s Suffrage Societies (NUWSS) over pace and tactics, insisting on direct pressure upon government. The WSPU moved its headquarters to Clement’s Inn, London, in 1906 to engage Parliament more forcefully. My Own Story recounts the motivations for this founding moment—years of deferred bills and broken promises—and frames the WSPU as a product of northern industrial radicalism transplanted to the imperial capital’s political stage.

Early WSPU tactics from 1905 to 1908 combined heckling, deputations, and civil disobedience to force suffrage onto the agenda. On 13 October 1905 at Manchester’s Free Trade Hall, Christabel Pankhurst and Annie Kenney demanded whether Liberals backed votes for women; their arrest and imprisonment signaled the new militancy. Massive rallies culminated in “Women’s Sunday” at Hyde Park, London, on 21 June 1908, drawing hundreds of thousands. The WSPU’s visibility challenged a press that alternated between sensationalism and ridicule. Pankhurst’s book foregrounds these formative confrontations, explaining how publicity, arrests, and spectacle shifted a marginal demand into national debate and hardened the organization’s resolve.

The Liberal landslide of 1906 placed suffragists in a paradox: a reforming government under Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman, then H. H. Asquith from 1908, declined to prioritize parliamentary votes for women. Asquith’s skepticism became a recurring target. The WSPU concentrated action near Westminster—Parliament Square, Downing Street, and Whitehall—staging deputations intended to compel ministerial engagement. Campaign infrastructure professionalized: press offices, legal support, and disciplined cadres of speakers traversed railway networks to organize provincial meetings. In My Own Story, Pankhurst documents repeated interviews, refusals, and tactical escalations as evidence that constitutional approaches had been exhausted, and that only sustained pressure could pierce Cabinet inertia.

Imprisonment and hunger strikes defined the conflict from 1909 onward. Marion Wallace-Dunlop’s July 1909 hunger strike in Holloway Prison set a precedent quickly followed by WSPU prisoners, who demanded political status. Authorities responded with forcible feeding—a practice involving nasal or gastric tubes—condemned by doctors and reformers. Scores of suffragettes cycled through arrests and sentences at Holloway, Aylesbury, and Winson Green. The brutality radicalized supporters and donors while alarming moderates. Pankhurst’s account chronicles her own arrests, the coordination of legal defenses, and the emotional toll of prison. She connects hunger striking to a moral argument: the state’s denial of political rights produced medical and ethical abuses.

Between 1910 and 1912, carefully brokered Conciliation Bills sought a narrow extension of the franchise to some women householders. The first bill passed its second reading in June 1910 by 299 to 189 but was shelved amid the constitutional crisis and a general election. On 18 November 1910—“Black Friday”—police violently dispersed a WSPU women’s deputation outside Parliament; more than a hundred arrests and widespread assault allegations followed, with Home Secretary Winston Churchill accused of sanctioning harsh tactics. A second bill in 1911 progressed but was displaced by a broader male franchise measure. In My Own Story, Pankhurst interprets these reversals as proof that conciliation masked entrenched governmental obstruction.

With conciliation exhausted, 1912 brought a coordinated WSPU escalation. On 1 March 1912, suffragettes launched mass window-smashing across London’s West End—Regent Street, Piccadilly, and the Strand—damaging premises of government departments and businesses. The campaign expanded to attacks on empty country houses, pillar-box fires, and the sabotage of golf greens frequented by political elites. The intent was publicity and disruption aimed squarely at Cabinet priorities. My Own Story situates this phase as a deliberate, declared political warfare short of harm to life, noting its financial costs, the legal consequences for organizers, and the increasing sophistication of police surveillance directed by Scotland Yard’s Special Branch.

The state escalated its response with the Prisoners (Temporary Discharge for Ill Health) Act 1913—the “Cat and Mouse Act”—allowing hunger-striking suffragettes to be released when weakened and re-arrested upon recovery. Emmeline Pankhurst herself, tried at the Old Bailey on 3 April 1913 and sentenced to three years for incitement, underwent repeated cycles of release and pursuit. Police raids targeted WSPU offices; safe houses and medical care networks emerged to shield activists. The WSPU paper The Suffragette (from 1912) publicized abuses and evasion tactics. Pankhurst’s narrative uses these episodes to argue that constitutional liberty was being corroded by administrative law crafted specifically to silence female dissent.

The 1913 death of Emily Wilding Davison at the Epsom Derby on 4 June—fatally injured after stepping onto the track as the King’s horse passed—galvanized public opinion. Her funeral on 14 June drew a solemn, disciplined procession through London, with thousands of suffragettes and supporters. While the coroner returned a verdict of misadventure, the event symbolized the mortal stakes of the struggle and the costs of state intransigence. My Own Story memorializes Davison’s sacrifice and the WSPU’s disciplined mourning as political communication, framing the spectacle as a national reckoning with the legitimacy of female claims to citizenship and bodily autonomy.

International dimensions strengthened the campaign. Between 1909 and 1911, Emmeline Pankhurst toured the United States and Canada, speaking at venues such as New York’s Cooper Union and collaborating with American activists including Harriot Stanton Blatch and Anna Howard Shaw. Transatlantic fundraising, press coverage, and comparative arguments—citing enfranchisement in New Zealand (1893) and several U.S. western states—served to embarrass British authorities. These tours also refined rhetorical strategies and organizational models. My Own Story recounts crowded halls, hostile interruptions, and receptive diasporic communities, demonstrating how external validation and financial support fed back into WSPU capacity, legal defense funds, and the morale of imprisoned members.

Pankhurst’s pre-WSPU activism embedded her in municipal reform and socialist politics. She helped found the Women’s Franchise League in 1889 to pursue both municipal and parliamentary votes for women and joined the Independent Labour Party in the 1890s, forging links with Keir Hardie and trade unionists. Elected to the Chorlton Board of Guardians, she inspected workhouses and witnessed the punitive logic of the Poor Law. These experiences supplied factual evidence of gendered poverty and bureaucratic cruelty. In My Own Story, such casework and committee struggles are presented as the empirical grounds for later militancy: legal inferiority translated directly into avoidable suffering and administrative indifference.

The complex relationship with labor and class politics shaped suffrage tactics. Industrial unrest, from the 1889 London Dock Strike to the “Great Unrest” (1910–1914), underscored the power of mass action. Within the Pankhurst family, Sylvia’s East London Federation of Suffragettes rooted itself among working-class women in Bow, while Emmeline and Christabel sought centralized discipline focused on Cabinet pressure. Disagreements over socialism and militancy culminated in a 1914 rupture with Sylvia. My Own Story acknowledges these tensions while defending a singular strategic line: that cross-class female solidarity, sustained by decisive leadership, was essential to overcome party calculations and trade-union ambivalence toward women’s political power.

Legal and policing frameworks became instruments of political control. Scotland Yard’s Special Branch, under officials such as Basil Thomson, surveilled WSPU leaders, infiltrated meetings, and coordinated raids. Trials at the Old Bailey and sessions courts produced exemplary sentences designed to deter property damage and conspiracy. The deployment of photographic identification, fingerprinting, and force-feeding technologies reflected a modernizing state. Pankhurst narrates courtroom exchanges, bail negotiations, and clandestine movements between safe addresses to show the juridical theater surrounding the campaign. My Own Story thus documents how procedural law, prison medicine, and intelligence methods merged to contain a movement seeking access to the very legislature directing those instruments.

The outbreak of the First World War in August 1914 transformed the landscape. The WSPU suspended militancy and redirected effort to national mobilization, organizing demonstrations in support of recruitment and women’s wartime labor. The government released suffragette prisoners and, under the Defence of the Realm Act (1914), reorganized social and industrial life. While Emmeline Pankhurst’s book closes at this wartime pivot, it contextualizes the suspension as strategic patriotism intended to secure eventual enfranchisement. Subsequent developments—the Representation of the People Act 1918 enfranchising women over 30 who met property criteria—are anticipated by her argument that women’s disciplined service showcased civic competence and national loyalty.

My Own Story functions as a political indictment of early twentieth-century Britain’s exclusions. By cataloging broken ministerial assurances, selective policing, and the medicalized coercion of hunger strikers, Pankhurst exposes the disjunction between liberal rhetoric and practice. The book critiques class-bound governance witnessed in Poor Law administration, highlights the sexual double standard in criminal justice, and dissects party calculations that subordinated rights to electoral arithmetic. It argues that only publicly disruptive pressure could pierce institutional complacency. In presenting militancy as a reasoned response to systemic injustice, the text interrogates constitutionalism that dignified property while denying personhood, thereby revealing the limited franchise as a keystone of broader social inequality.
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    Emmeline Pankhurst was a British political activist whose leadership in the women’s suffrage movement shaped early twentieth-century democratic reform. Best known as the founder of the Women’s Social and Political Union, she advocated a strategy of disruption that forced the question of votes for women onto the national agenda. Her name became synonymous with the term “suffragette,” and her public image—whether praised as courageous or criticized as confrontational—helped redefine the possibilities of political protest. Pankhurst also wrote and lectured extensively; her autobiography, My Own Story, offers a first-hand account of the movement’s aims, methods, and the pressures of sustained confrontation with the state.

Raised in industrial Manchester in the late nineteenth century, Pankhurst encountered reform politics early and developed a conviction that legal rights were essential to women’s equality. She received part of her education at a finishing school in Paris, where she absorbed contemporary ideas about citizenship and social change. Marriage to the lawyer and reformer Richard Pankhurst reinforced her commitment to women’s rights. In civic life, her election as a Poor Law Guardian exposed her to harsh workhouse conditions, sharpening her sense that conventional methods were failing. By the 1890s she was active in suffrage organizations, pressing for a broader, more assertive campaign.

In the early 1900s, frustrated by decades of parliamentary delay, Pankhurst founded the Women’s Social and Political Union in Manchester with the motto “Deeds, not words.” The WSPU centralized leadership and demanded immediate enfranchisement, prioritizing publicity and pressure over gradual persuasion. Members organized mass meetings, interrupted political gatherings, and staged disciplined demonstrations designed to keep suffrage in the headlines. Pankhurst’s oratory and organizational drive gave the campaign coherence and urgency. Public reaction was polarized: supporters admired the resolve, while critics decried disruption. Yet the WSPU’s visibility significantly altered the political climate, making the cost of ignoring women’s claims increasingly high for parties in power.

As official obstruction persisted, confrontations intensified. Some WSPU actions turned to property damage—most notably window-smashing and, by certain members, arson against empty buildings—aimed at dramatizing injustice without taking life. Authorities responded with surveillance, frequent arrests, and prison sentences. Suffragettes adopted hunger strikes to claim political prisoner status; the state’s force-feeding provoked national and international outrage. The so-called “Cat and Mouse” policy, allowing temporary releases on health grounds and re-arrest upon recovery, exemplified the escalating struggle. Pankhurst toured Britain, North America, and beyond to rally support, while internal disagreements over strategy and direction revealed the strains of a high-stakes, highly centralized movement.

The First World War reshaped priorities. In 1914 the WSPU suspended militant activity and supported the war effort, urging women’s participation in national service and industry. The government released suffrage prisoners, and Pankhurst redirected her organizing toward recruitment and relief work while maintaining the case for citizenship. After the war, limited parliamentary reform in 1918 extended the vote to many women and opened the Commons to female candidates, milestones Pankhurst welcomed while continuing to press for equal terms. During this period, she also backed the formation of the Women’s Party, reflecting her belief that women’s political voices should influence national policy beyond the franchise question.

Pankhurst’s later years combined international advocacy with shifting domestic alliances. She lectured widely in North America and the Dominions, linking women’s political rights to broader questions of citizenship and social responsibility. In Britain she supported further enfranchisement reforms and associated with groups across the political spectrum that aligned with her evolving priorities. She was eventually adopted as a parliamentary candidate by the Conservative Party, an indication of her national stature, but ill health curtailed these plans. Pankhurst died in the late 1920s, shortly before legislation equalized the voting age for women and men, a change that capped decades of struggle to redefine democratic participation.

Pankhurst’s legacy is debated and enduring. Critics question the costs of militancy, while supporters argue that dramatic tactics punctured complacency that had stalled reform. Historians generally agree that her leadership accelerated the timetable for women’s suffrage and transformed methods of political campaigning. Memorials, biographies, and public commemorations in Britain attest to her continuing resonance. My Own Story remains a key primary source for understanding the movement’s strategies and internal pressures, and her speeches are studied for their rhetorical force. Today she is read as a complex strategist whose insistence on action—paired with a willingness to polarize—reframed how citizens press for rights in modern democracies.
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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. 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[1] when he arrived in England for a lecture tour. Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe's novel, "Uncle Tom's Cabin[2]," 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.

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.[1q] 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 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. 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[4] 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
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