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Week 2: Britain and the Chartists 

The first National Petition, submitted 1839 

[From: http://www.chartists.net/Chartist-petitions.htm] 

 

Unto the Honourable the Commons of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland in 

Parliament assembled, the Petition of the undersigned, their suffering countrymen,  

HUMBLY SHEWETH,  

"That we, your petitioners, dwell in a land where merchants are noted for enterprise, whose 

manufacturers are very skilful, and whose workmen are proverbial for their industry. 

"The land itself is goodly, the soil rich, and the temperature wholesome; it is abundantly 

furnished with the materials of commerce and trade; it has numerous and convenient 

harbours; in facility of internal communication it exceeds all others.  

"For three-and-twenty years we have enjoyed a profound peace. Yet with all these elements 

of national prosperity, and with every disposition and capacity to take advantage of them, 

we find ourselves overwhelmed with public and private suffering.  

"We are bowed down under a load of taxes; which, notwithstanding, fall greatly short of the 

wants of our rulers; our traders are trembling on the verge of bankruptcy; our workmen are 

starving; capital brings no profit and labour no remuneration; the home of the artificer is 

desolate, and the warehouse of the pawnbroker is full; the workhouse is crowded and the 

manufactory is deserted.  

"We have looked upon every side, we have searched diligently in order to find out the 

causes of a distress so sore and so long continued.  

"We can discover none, in nature, or in providence.  

"Heaven has dealt graciously by the people; but the foolishness of our rulers has made the 

goodness of God of none effect.  

"The energies of a mighty kingdom have been wasted in building up the power of selfish 

and ignorant men, and its resources squandered for their aggrandisement.  

"The good of a party has been advanced to the sacrifice of the good of the nation; the few 

have governed for the interest of the few, while the interest of the many has been neglected, 

or insolently and tyrannously trampled upon.  

"It was the fond expectation of the people that a remedy for the greater part, if not for the 

whole, of their grievances, would be found in the Reform Act of 1832.  
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"They were taught to regard that Act as a wise means to a worthy end; as the machinery of 

an improved legislation, when the will of the masses would be at length potential.  

"They have been bitterly and basely deceived.  

"The fruit which looked so fair to the eye has turned to dust and ashes when gathered.  

"The Reform Act has effected a transfer of power from one domineering faction to another, 

and left the people as helpless as before.  

"Our slavery has been exchanged for an apprenticeship to liberty, which has aggravated the 

painful feeling of our social degradation, by adding to it the sickening of still deferred hope.  

"We come before your Honourable House to tell you, with all humility, that this state of 

things must not be permitted to continue; that it cannot long continue without very seriously 

endangering the stability of the throne and the peace of the kingdom; and that if by God's 

help and all lawful and constitutional appliances an end can be put to it, we are fully 

resolved that it shall speedily come to an end.  

"We tell your Honourable House that the capital of the master must no longer be deprived 

of its due reward; that the laws which make food dear, and those which, by making money 

scarce, make labour cheap, must be abolished; that taxation must be made to fall on 

property, not on industry; that the good of the many, as it is the only legitimate end, so must 

it be the sole study of the Government.  

"As a preliminary essential to these and other requisite changes; as means by which alone 

the interests of the people can be effectually vindicated and secured, we demand that those 

interests be confided to the keeping of the people.  

"When the State calls for defenders, when it calls for money, no consideration of poverty or 

ignorance can be pleaded, in refusal or delay of the call. Required, as we are universally, to 

support and obey the laws, nature and reason entitle us to demand that in the making of 

the laws, the universal voice shall be implicitly listened to. We perform the duties of 

freemen; we must have the privileges of freemen. Therefore, we demand universal suffrage. 

The suffrage, to be exempt from the corruption of the wealthy and the violence of the 

powerful, must be secret." 
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Chartist Cartoons 
 

 
 

The demonstration at Kennington Common: The Illustrated London News, April 1848 

 

 
Membership card of the National Charter Association, c. 1842  
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‘A Physical Force Chartist Arming for the Fight’: cartoon from the satirical magazine, 

Punch, August 1848. 

 

 

 

  



8 

 

 

Week 3: A Crisis of Faith? 
 

William Booth, In Darkest England, and The Way Out (1890), Preface and Chapter 1 

Full book at https://archive.org/details/indarkestenglan00bootgoog 

 

PREFACE.  

 

The progress of The Salvation Army in its work amongst the poor and lost of many lands has 

compelled me to face the problems which are more or less hopefully considered in the following 

pages. The grim necessities of a huge Campaign carried on for many years against the evils which lie 

at the root of all the miseries of modem life, attacked in a thousand and one forms by a thousand and 

one lieutenants, have led me step by step to contemplate as a possible solution of at least some of 

those problems the Scheme of Social Selection and Salvation which I have here set forth.  

 

When but a mere child the degradation and helpless misery of the poor Stockingers of my native 

town, wandering gaunt and hunger-stricken through the streets droning out their melancholy ditties, 

crowding the Union or toiling like galley slaves on relief works for a bare subsistence, kindled in my 

heart yearnings to help the poor which have continued to this day and which have had a powerful 

influence on my whole life. At last I may be going to see my longings to help the workless realised. 

I think I am.  

 

The commiseration then awakened by the misery of this class has been an impelling force which has 

never ceased to make itself felt during forty years of active service in the salvation of men. During 

this time I am thankful that I have been able, by the good hand of God upon me, to do something in 

mitigation of the miseries of this class, and to bring not only heavenly hopes and earthly gladness to 

the hearts of multitudes of these wretched crowds, but also many material blessings, including such 

commonplace things as food, raiment, home, and work, the parent of so many other temporal benefits. 

And thus many poor creatures have proved Godliness to be “profitable unto all things, having the 

promise of the life that now is as well as of that which is to come”. 

 

These results have been mainly attained by spiritual means. I have boldly asserted that whatever his 

peculiar character or circumstances might be, if the prodigal would come home to his Heavenly 

Father, he would find enough and to spare in the Father's house to supply all his need both for this 

world and the next; and I have known thousands, nay, I can say tens of thousands, who have literally 

proved this to be true, having, with little or no temporal assistance, come out of the darkest depths of 

destitution, vice and crime, to be happy and honest citizens and true sons and servants of God.  

 

And yet all the way through my career I have keenly felt the remedial measures usually enunciated 

in Christian programmes and ordinarily employed by Christian philanthropy to be lamentably 

inadequate for any effectual dealing with the despairing miseries of these outcast classes. The rescued 

are appallingly few — a ghastly minority compared with the multitudes who struggle and sink in the 

open-mouthed abyss. Alike, therefore, my humanity and my Christianity, if I may speak of them in 

any way as separate one from the other, have cried out for some more comprehensive method of 

reaching and saving the perishing crowds.  

 

No doubt it is good for men to climb unaided out of the whirlpool on to the rock of deliverance in the 

very presence of the temptations which have hither over-mastered them, and to maintain a footing 

there with the same billows of temptation washing over them. But, alas! With many this seems to be 

literally impossible. That decisiveness of character, that moral nerve which takes hold of the rope 

thrown for the rescue and keeps its hold amidst all the resistances that have to be encountered, is 

wanting. It is gone. The general wreck has shattered and disorganised the whole man.  

 

https://archive.org/details/indarkestenglan00bootgoog
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Alas, what multitudes there are around us everywhere, many known to my readers personally, and 

any number who may be known to them by a very short walk from their own dwellings, who are in 

this very plight. Their vicious habits and destitute circumstances make it certain that, without some 

kind of extraordinary help, they must hunger and sin, and sin and hunger, until, having multiplied 

their kind, and filled up the measure of their miseries, the gaunt fingers of death will close upon them 

and terminate their wretchedness. And all this will happen this very winter in the midst of the 

unparalleled wealth, and civilisation, and philanthropy of this professedly most Christian land.  

 

Now, I propose to go straight for these sinking classes, and in doing so shall continue to aim at the 

heart I still prophesy the uttermost disappointment unless that citadel is reached. In proposing to add 

one more to the methods I have already put into operation to this end, do not let it be supposed that I 

am the less dependent upon the old plans, or that I seek anything short of the old conquest. If we help 

the man it is in order that we may change him. The builder who should elaborate his design and erect 

his house and risk his reputation without burning his bricks would be pronounced a failure and a fool. 

Perfection of architectural beauty, unlimited expenditure of capital, un-failing watchfulness of his 

labourers, would avail him nothing if the bricks were merely unkilned clay. Let him kindle a fire. 

And so here I see the folly of hoping to accomplish anything abiding, either in the circumstances or 

the morals of these hopeless classes, except there be a change effected in the whole man as well as in 

his surroundings. To this everything I hope to attempt will tend. In many cases I shall succeed, in 

some I shall fail; but even in failing of this my ultimate design, I shall at least benefit the bodies, if 

not the souls, of men; and if I do not save the fathers, I shall make a better chance for the children.  

 

It will be seen, therefore, that in this or in any other development that may follow, I have no intention 

to depart in the smallest degree from the main principles on which I have acted in the past. My only 

hope for the permanent deliverance of mankind from misery, either in this world or the next, is the 

regeneration or remaking of the individual by the power of the Holy Ghost through Jesus Christ. But 

in providing for the relief of temporal misery I reckon that I am only making it easy where it is now 

difficult, and possible where it is now all but impossible, for men and women to find their way to the 

Cross of our Lord Jesus Christ.  

 

That I have confidence in my proposals goes without saying. I believe they will work. In miniature 

many of them are working already. But I do not claim that my Scheme is either perfect in its details 

or complete in the sense of being adequate to combat all forms of the gigantic evils against which it 

is in the main directed. Like other human things it must be perfected through suffering. But it is a 

sincere endeavour to do something, and to do it on principles which can be instantly applied and 

universally developed. Time, experience, criticism, and, above all, the guidance of God will enable 

us, I hope, to advance on the lines here laid down to a true and practical application of the words of 

the Hebrew Prophet: "Loose the bands of wickedness; undo the heavy burdens; let the oppressed go 

free; break every yoke; deal thy bread to the hungry; bring the poor that are cast out to thy house. 

When thou seest the naked cover him and hide not thyself from thine own flesh. Draw out thy soul to 

the hungry — Then they that be of thee shall build the old waste places and Thou shalt raise up the 

foundations of many generations."  

 

To one who has been for thirty-five years indissolubly associated with me in every undertaking I owe 

much of the inspiration which has found expression in this book. It is probably difficult for me to 

fully estimate "the extent to which the splendid benevolence and unbounded sympathy of her 

character have pressed me forward in the life-long service of man, to which we have devoted both 

ourselves and our children. It will be an ever green and precious memory to me that amid the ceaseless 

suffering of a dreadful malady my dying wife found relief in considering and developing the 

suggestions for the moral and social and spiritual blessing of the people which are here set forth, and 

I do thank God she was taken from me only when the book was practically complete and the last 

chapters had been sent to the press.  
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In conclusion, I have to acknowledge the services rendered to me in preparing this book by Officers 

under my command. There could be no hope of carrying out any part of it, but for the fact that so 

many thousands are ready at my call and under my direction to labour to the very utmost of their 

strength for the salvation of others without the hope of earthly reward. Of the practical common sense, 

the resource, the readiness for every form of usefulness of those Officers and Soldiers, the world has 

no conception. Still less is it capable of understanding the height and depth of their self-sacrificing 

devotion to God and the poor. 

 

I have also to acknowledge valuable literary help from a friend of the poor, who, though not in any 

way connected with the Salvation Army, has the deepest sympathy with its aims and is to a large 

extent in harmony with its principles. Without such assistance I should probably have found it — 

overwhelmed as I already am with the affairs of a world-wide enterprise — extremely difficult, if not 

impossible, to have presented these proposals for which I am alone responsible in so complete a form, 

at any rate at this time. I have no doubt that if any substantial part of my plan is successfully carried 

out he will consider himself more than repaid for the services so ably rendered.  

 

WILLIAM BOOTH.  

International Headquarters of The Salvation Army,  

 

London, October 1890 

 

PART I — THE DARKNESS.  

 

CHAPTER I: WHY "DARKEST ENGLAND"?  

 

This summer the attention of the civilised world has been arrested by the story which Mr. Stanley has 

told of "Darkest Africa" and his journeyings across the heart of the Lost Continent. In all that spirited 

narrative of heroic endeavour, nothing has so much impressed the imagination, as his description of 

the immense forest, which offered an almost impenetrable barrier to his advance. The intrepid 

explorer, in his own phrase, "marched, tore, ploughed, and cut his way for one hundred and sixty days 

through this inner womb of the true tropical forest." The mind of man with difficulty endeavours to 

realise this immensity of wooded wilderness, covering a territory half as large again as the whole of 

France, where the rays of the sun never penetrate, where in the dark, dank air, filled with the steam 

of the heated morass, human beings dwarfed into pygmies and brutalised into cannibals lurk and live 

and die. Mr. Stanley vainly endeavours to bring home to us the full horror of that awful gloom. He 

says:  

 

Take a thick Scottish copse dripping with rain; imagine this to be a mere undergrowth nourished 

under the impenetrable shade of ancient trees ranging from 100 to 180 feet high; briars and thorns 

abundant; lazy creeks meandering through the depths of the jungle, and sometimes a deep affluent of 

a great river. Imagine this forest and jungle in all stages of decay and growth, rain pattering on you 

every other day of the year; an impure atmosphere with its dread consequences, fever and dysentery; 

gloom throughout the day and darkness almost palpable throughout the night; and then if you can 

imagine such a forest extending the entire distance from Plymouth to Peterhead, you will have a fair 

idea of some of the inconveniences endured by us in the Congo forest. 

 

The denizens of this region are filled with a conviction that the forest is endless — interminable. In 

vain did Mr. Stanley and his companions endeavour to convince them that outside the dreary wood 

were to be found sunlight, pasturage and peaceful meadows. 
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“They replied in a manner that seemed to imply that we must be strange creatures to suppose that it 

would be possible for any world to exist save their illimitable forest. "No," they replied, shaking their 

heads compassionately, and pitying our absurd questions, "all like this,*' and they moved their hands 

sweepingly to illustrate that the world was all alike, nothing but trees, trees and trees — great trees 

rising as high as an arrow shot to the sky, lifting their crowns intertwining their branches, pressing 

and crowding one against the other, until neither the sunbeam nor shaft of light can penetrate it.  

 

"We entered the forest," says Mr. Stanley, "with confidence; forty pioneers in front with axes and bill 

hooks to clear a path through the obstructions, praying that God and good fortune would lead us." 

 

But before the conviction of the forest dwellers that the forest was without end, hope faded out of the 

hearts of the natives of Stanley's company. The men became sodden with despair, preaching was 

useless to move their brooding sullenness, their morbid gloom.  

 

The little religion they knew was nothing more than legendary lore, and in their memories there dimly 

floated a story of a land which grew darker and darker as one travelled towards the end of the earth 

and drew nearer to the place where a great serpent lay supine and coiled round the whole world. Ah! 

then the ancients must have referred to this, where the light is so ghastly, and the woods are endless, 

and are so still and solemn and grey; to this oppressive loneliness, amid so much life, which is so 

chilling to the poor distressed heart; and the horror grew darker with their fancies ; the cold of early 

morning, the comfortless grey of dawn, the dead white mist, the ever-dripping tears of the dew, the 

deluging rains, the appalling thunder bursts and the echoes, and the wonderful play of the dazzling 

lightning. And when the night comes with its thick palpable darkness, and they lie huddled in their 

damp little huts, and they hear the tempest overhead, and the howling of the wild winds, the grinding 

and groaning of the storm-tossed trees, and the dread sounds of the falling giants, and the shock of 

the trembling earth which sends their hearts with fitful leaps to their throats, and the roaring and a 

rushing as of a mad overwhelming sea — oh, Then the horror is intensified! When the march has 

begun once again, and the files are slowly moving through the woods, they renew their morbid 

broodings, and ask themselves: How long is this to last? Is the joy of life to end thus? Must we jog 

on day after day in this cheerless gloom and this joyless duskiness, until we stagger and fall and rot 

among the toads? Then they disappear into the woods by twos, and threes, and sixes; and after the 

caravan has passed they return by the trail, some to reach Yambuya and upset the young officers with 

their tales of woe and war; some to fall sobbing under a spear-thrust; some to wander and stray in the 

dark mazes of the woods, hopelessly lost; and some to be carved for the cannibal feast. And those 

who remain compelled to it by fears of greater danger, mechanically march on, a prey to dread and 

weakness.  

 

That is the forest. But what of its denizens? They are comparatively few; only some hundreds of 

thousands living in small tribes from ten to thirty miles apart, scattered over an area on which ten 

thousand million trees put out the sun from a region four times as wide as Great Britain. Of these 

pygmies there are two kinds; one a very degraded specimen with ferret-like eyes, close-set nose, more 

nearly approaching the baboon than was supposed to be possible, but very human; the other very 

handsome, with frank open innocent features, very prepossessing. They are quick and intelligent, 

capable of deep affection and gratitude, showing remarkable industry and patience. A pygmy boy of 

eighteen worked with consuming zeal; time with him was too precious to waste in talk. His mind 

seemed ever concentrated on work. Mr. Stanley said:  

 

‘When I once stopped him to ask him his name, his face seemed to say, “Please don’t stop me. 

I must finish my task”.  
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All alike, the baboon variety and the handsome innocents, are cannibals. They are possessed 

with a perfect mania for meat. We were obliged to bury our dead in the river, lest the bodies 

should be exhumed and eaten, even when they had died from smallpox.’ 

 

Upon the pygmies and all the dwellers of the forest has descended a devastating visitation in the shape 

of the ivory raiders of civilisation. The race that wrote the Arabian Nights, built Bagdad and Granada, 

and invented Algebra, sends forth men with the hunger for gold in their hearts, and Enfield muskets 

in their hands, to plunder and to slay. They exploit the domestic affections of the forest dwellers in 

order to strip them of all they possess in the world. That has been going on for years. It is going on 

to-day. It has come to be regarded as the natural and normal law of existence. Of the religion of these 

hunted pygmies Mr. Stanley tells us nothing, perhaps because there is nothing to tell. But an earlier 

traveller, Dr. Kraff, says that one of these tribes, by name Doko, had some notion of a Supreme Being, 

to whom, under the name of Yer, they sometimes addressed prayers in moments of sadness or terror. 

In these prayers they say; "Oh Yer, if Thou dost really exist why dost Thou let us be slaves? We ask 

not for food or clothing, for we live on snakes, ants, and mice. Thou hast made us, wherefore dost 

Thou let us be trodden down?" 

 

It is a terrible picture, and one that has engraved itself deep on the heart of civilisation. But while 

brooding over the awful presentation of life as it exists in the vast African forest, it seemed to me 

only too vivid a picture of many parts of our own land. As there is a darkest Africa is there not also a 

darkest England? Civilisation, which can breed its own barbarians, does it not also breed its own 

pygmies? May we not find a parallel at our own doors, and discover within a stone's throw of our 

cathedrals and palaces similar horrors to those which Stanley has found existing in the great 

Equatorial forest? 

 

The more the mind dwells upon the subject, the closer the analogy appears. The ivory raiders who 

brutally traffic in the unfortunate denizens of the forest glades, what are they but the publicans who 

flourish on the weakness of our poor? The two tribes of savages, the human baboon and the handsome 

dwarf, who will not speak lest it impede him in his task, may be accepted as the two varieties who 

are continually present with us — the vicious, lazy lout, and the toiling slave. They, too, have lost all 

faith of life being other than it is and has been. As in Africa, it is all trees, trees, trees with no other 

world conceivable; so is it here — it is all vice and poverty and crime. To many the world is all slum, 

with the Workhouse as an intermediate purgatory before the grave. And just as Mr. Stanley's 

Zanzibaris lost faith, and could only be induced to plod on in brooding sullenness of dull despair, so 

the most of our social reformers, no matter how cheerily they may have started off, with forty pioneers 

swinging blithely their axes as they force their way into the wood, soon become depressed and 

despairing. Who can battle against the ten thousand million trees? Who can hope to make headway 

against the innumerable adverse conditions which doom the dweller in Darkest England to eternal 

and immutable misery? What wonder is it that many of the warmest hearts and enthusiastic workers 

feel disposed to repeat the lament of the old English chronicler, who, speaking of the evil days which 

fell upon our forefathers in the reign of Stephen, said "It seemed to them as if God and his Saints 

were dead." 

 

An analogy is as good as a suggestion; it becomes wearisome when it is pressed too far. But before 

leaving it, think for a moment how close the parallel is, and how strange it is that so much interest 

should be excited by a narrative of human squalor and human heroism in a distant continent, while 

greater squalor and heroism not less magnificent may be observed at our very doors.  

 

The Equatorial Forest traversed by Stanley resembles that Darkest England of which I have to speak, 

alike in its vast extent — both stretch, in Stanley's phrase, "as far as from Plymouth to Peterhead;" its 

monotonous darkness, its malaria and its gloom, its dwarfish de-humanized inhabitants, the slavery 

to which they are subjected, their privations and their misery. That which sickens the stoutest heart, 



13 

 

 

and causes many of our bravest and best to fold their hands in despair, is the apparent impossibility 

of doing more than merely to peck at the outside of the endless tangle of monotonous undergrowth; 

to let light into it, to make a road clear through it, that shall not be immediately choked up by the ooze 

of the morass and the luxuriant parasitical growth of the forest — who dare hope for that? At present, 

alas, it would seem as though no one dares even to hope! It is the great Slough of Despond of our 

time. 

 

And what a slough it is no man can gauge who has not waded therein, as some of us have done, up to 

the very neck for long years. Talk about Dante's Hell, and all the horrors and cruelties of the torture-

chamber of the lost! The man who walks with open eyes and with bleeding heart through the shambles 

of our civilisation needs no such fantastic images of the poet to teach him horror. Often and often, 

when I have seen the young and the poor and the helpless go down before my eyes into the morass, 

trampled underfoot by beasts of prey in human shape that haunt these regions, it seemed as if God 

were no longer in His world, but that in His stead reigned a fiend, merciless as Hell, ruthless as the 

grave. Hard it is, no doubt, to read in Stanley's pages of the slave-traders coldly arranging for the 

surprise of a village, the capture of the inhabitants, the massacre of those who resist, and the violation 

of all the women; but the stony streets of London, if they could but speak, would tell of tragedies as 

awful, of ruin as complete, of ravishments as horrible, as if we were in Central Africa; only the ghastly 

devastation is covered, corpse-like, with the artificialities and hypocrisies of modem civilisation.  

 

The lot of a Negress in the Equatorial Forest is not, perhaps, a very happy one, but is it so very much 

worse than that of many a pretty orphan girl in our Christian capital? We talk about the brutalities of 

the dark ages, and we profess to shudder as we read in books of the shameful exaction of the rights 

of feudal superior. And yet here, beneath our very eyes, in our theatres, in our restaurants, and in 

many other places, unspeakable though it be but to name it, the same hideous abuse flourishes 

unchecked. A young penniless girl, if she be pretty, is often hunted from pillar to post by her 

employers, confronted always by the alternative — Starve or Sin. And when once the poor girl has 

consented to buy the right to earn her living by the sacrifice of her virtue, then she is treated as a slave 

and an outcast by the very men who have ruined her. Her word becomes unbelievable, her life an 

ignominy, and she is swept downward ever downward, into the bottomless perdition of prostitution. 

But there, even in the lowest depths, excommunicated by Humanity and outcast from God, she is far 

nearer the pitying heart of the One true Saviour than all the men who forced her down, aye, and than 

all the Pharisees and Scribes who stand silently by while these fiendish wrongs are perpetrated before 

their very eyes.  

 

The blood boils with impotent rage at the sight of these enormities, callously inflicted, and silently 

borne by these miserable victims. Nor is it only women who are the victims, although their fate is the 

most tragic. Those firms which reduce sweating to a fine art, who systematically and deliberately 

defraud the workman of his pay, who grind the faces of the poor, and who rob the widow and the 

orphan, and who for a pretence make great professions of public-spirit and philanthropy, these men 

nowadays are sent to Parliament to make laws for the people. The old prophets sent them to Hell—

but we have changed all that. They send their victims to Hell, and are rewarded by all that wealth can 

do to make their lives comfortable. 

 

Read the House of Lords' Report on the Sweating System, and ask if any African slave system, 

making due allowance for the superior civilisation, and therefore sensitiveness, of the victims, reveals 

more misery. 

 

Darkest England, like Darkest Africa, reeks with malaria. The foul and fetid breath of our slums is 

almost as poisonous as that of the African swamp. Fever is almost as chronic there as on the Equator. 

Every year thousands of children are killed off by what is called defects of our sanitary system. They 
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are in reality starved and poisoned, and all that can be said is that, in many cases, it is better for them 

that they were taken away from the trouble to come.  

 

Just as in Darkest Africa it is only a part of the evil and misery that comes from the superior race who 

invade the forest to enslave and massacre its miserable inhabitants, so with us, much of the misery of 

those whose lot we are considering arises from their own habits. Drunkenness and all manner of 

uncleanness, moral and physical, abound. Have you ever watched by the bedside of a man in delirium 

tremens? Multiply the sufferings of that one drunkard by the hundred thousand, and you have some 

idea of what scenes are being witnessed in all our great cities at this moment. As in Africa streams 

intersect the forest in every direction, so the gin-shop stands at every comer with its River of the 

Water of Death flowing seventeen hours out of the twenty-four for the destruction of the people. A 

population sodden with drink, steeped in vice, eaten up by every social and physical malady, these 

are the denizens of Darkest England amidst whom my life has been spent, and to whose rescue I 

would now summon all that is best in the manhood and womanhood of our land.  

 

But this book is no mere lamentation of despair. For Darkest England, as for Darkest Africa, there is 

a light beyond. I think I see my way out, a way by which these wretched ones may escape from the 

gloom of their miserable existence into a higher and happier life. Long wandering in the Forest of the 

Shadow of Death at our doors, has familiarised me with its horrors; but while the realisation is a 

vigorous spur to action it has never been so oppressive as to extinguish hope. Mr. Stanley never 

succumbed to the terrors which oppressed his followers. He had lived in a larger life, and knew that 

the forest, though long, was not interminable. Every step forward brought him nearer his destined 

goal, nearer to the light of the sun, the clear sky, and the rolling uplands of the grazing land. Therefore 

he did not despair. The Equatorial Forest was, after all, a mere corner of one quarter of the world. In 

the knowledge of the light outside, in the confidence begotten by past experience of successful 

endeavour, he pressed forward; and when the 160 days' struggle was over, he and his men came out 

into a pleasant place where the land smiled with peace and plenty, and their hardships and hunger 

were forgotten in the joy of a great deliverance.  

 

So I venture to believe it will be with us. But the end is not yet. We are still in the depths of the 

depressing gloom. It is in no spirit of light-heartedness that this book is sent forth into the world as if 

it was written some ten years ago.  

 

If this were the first time that this wail of hopeless misery had sounded on our ears the matter would 

have been less serious. It is because we have heard it so often that the case is so desperate. The 

exceeding bitter cry of the disinherited has become to be as familiar in the ears of men as the dull roar 

of the streets or as the moaning of the wind through the trees. And so it rises unceasing, year in and 

year out, and we are too busy or too idle, too indifferent or too selfish, to spare it a thought. Only now 

and then, on rare occasions, when some clear voice is heard giving more articulate utterance to the 

miseries of the miserable men, do we pause in the regular routine of our daily duties, and shudder as 

we realise for one brief moment what life means to the inmates of the Slums. But one of the grimmest 

social problems of our time should be sternly faced, not with a view to the generation of profitless 

emotion, but with a view to its solution.  

 

Is it not time? There is, it is true, an audacity in the mere suggestion that the problem is not insoluble 

that is enough to take away the breath. But can nothing be done? If, after full and exhaustive 

consideration, we come to the deliberate conclusion that nothing can be done, and that it is the 

inevitable and inexorable destiny of thousands of Englishmen to be brutalised into worse than beasts 

by the condition of their environment, so be it. But if, on the contrary, we are unable to believe that 

this "awful slough," which engulfs the manhood and womanhood of generation after generation, is 

incapable of removal; and if the heart and intellect of mankind alike revolt against the fatalism of 
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despair, then, indeed, it is time, and high time, that the question were faced in no mere dilettante 

spirit, but with a resolute determination to make an end of the crying scandal of our age.  

 

What a satire it is upon our Christianity and our civilisation, that the existence of these colonies of 

heathens and savages in the heart of our capital should attract so little attention! It is no better than a 

ghastly mockery — theologians might use a stronger word — to call by the name of One who came 

to seek and to save that which was lost those Churches which in the midst of lost multitudes either 

sleep in apathy or display a fitful interest in a chasuble. Why all this apparatus of temples and meeting-

houses to save men from perdition in a world which is to come, while never a helping hand is stretched 

out to save them from the inferno of their present life ? Is it not time that, forgetting for a moment 

their wranglings about the infinitely little or infinitely obscure, they should concentrate all their 

energies on a united effort to break this terrible perpetuity of perdition, and to rescue some at least of 

those for whom they profess to believe their Founder came to die ?  

 

Before venturing to define the remedy, I begin by describing the malady. But even when presenting 

the dreary picture of our social ills, and describing the difficulties which confront us, I speak not in 

despondency but in hope. "I know in whom I have believed." I know, therefore do I speak. Darker 

England is but a fractional part of "Greater England." There is wealth enough abundantly to minister 

to its social regeneration so far as wealth can, if there be but heart enough to set about the work in 

earnest. And I hope and believe that the heart will not be lacking when once the problem is manfully 

faced, and the method of its solution plainly pointed out. 
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Booth: ‘Colour Illustration of the Scheme’ [see QMPLUS] 

 

 
 

See also: http://darwin-online.org.uk/ Use this resource to explore the debate around 

Origin of the Species (1859). In particular, read the ‘Conclusion’ of Origin and look at some 

of the ‘Reviews and Responses’. 

  

http://darwin-online.org.uk/
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Week 4: Science and Gender in Victorian Britain 
 

H. Maudsley, ‘Sex in Mind and in Education’, Fortnightly Review (1874) 

 

 
 

  



18 

 

  



19 

 

 

 



20 

 

 

  



21 

 

 

 



22 

 

 

 
 

 



23 

 

 

 
 

  



24 

 

 

  



25 

 

 

 
 

  



26 

 

  



27 

 

 

 



28 

 

 

  



29 

 

 

 
  



30 

 

 

 



31 

 

 

 
  



32 

 

 

 



33 

 

 

 

 
 

  



34 

 

 

 
 



35 

 

 

 



36 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

  



37 

 

 

Week 5: The Victorian City 
 

Frederick Engels, The Condition of the Working Class in England [1845] 

From: https://www.marxists.org/archive/marx/works/1845/condition-working-class/  

The Great Towns 

A town, such as London, where a man may wander for hours together without reaching the beginning 

of the end, without meeting the slightest hint which could lead to the inference that there is open 

country within reach, is a strange thing. This colossal centralisation, this heaping together of two and 

a half millions of human beings at one point, has multiplied the power of this two and a half millions 

a hundredfold; has raised London to the commercial capital of the world, created the giant docks and 

assembled the thousand vessels that continually cover the Thames. I know nothing more imposing 

than the view which the Thames offers during the ascent from the sea to London Bridge. The masses 

of buildings, the wharves on both sides, especially from Woolwich upwards, the countless ships along 

both shores, crowding ever closer and closer together, until, at last, only a narrow passage remains in 

the middle of the river, a passage through which hundreds of steamers shoot by one another; all this 

is so vast, so impressive, that a man cannot collect himself, but is lost in the marvel of England's 

greatness before he sets foot upon English soil.  

But the sacrifices which all this has cost become apparent later. After roaming the streets of the capital 

a day or two, making headway with difficulty through the human turmoil and the endless lines of 

vehicles, after visiting the slums of the metropolis, one realises for the first time that these Londoners 

have been forced to sacrifice the best qualities of their human nature, to bring to pass all the marvels 

of civilisation which crowd their city; that a hundred powers which slumbered within them have 

remained inactive, have been suppressed in order that a few might be developed more fully and 

multiply through union with those of others. The very turmoil of the streets has something repulsive, 

something against which human nature rebels. The hundreds of thousands of all classes and ranks 

crowding past each other, are they not all human beings with the same qualities and powers, and with 

the same interest in being happy? And have they not, in the end, to seek happiness in the same way, 

by the same means? And still they crowd by one another as though they had nothing in common, 

nothing to do with one another, and their only agreement is the tacit one, that each keep to his own 

side of the pavement, so as not to delay the opposing streams of the crowd, while it occurs to no man 

to honour another with so much as a glance. The brutal indifference, the unfeeling isolation of each 

in his private interest, becomes the more repellent and offensive, the more these individuals are 

crowded together, within a limited space. And, however much one may be aware that this isolation 

of the individual, this narrow self-seeking, is the fundamental principle of our society everywhere, it 

is nowhere so shamelessly barefaced, so self-conscious as just here in the crowding of the great city. 

The dissolution of mankind into monads, of which each one has a separate principle, the world of 

atoms, is here carried out to its utmost extreme.  

Hence it comes, too, that the social war, the war of each against all, is here openly declared. Just as 

in Stirner's recent book [The Ego and Its Own], people regard each other only as useful objects; each 

exploits the other, and the end of it all is that the stronger treads the weaker under foot; and that the 

powerful few, the capitalists, seize everything for themselves, while to the weak many, the poor, 

scarcely a bare existence remains.  

What is true of London, is true of Manchester, Birmingham, Leeds, is true of all great towns. 

Everywhere barbarous indifference, hard egotism on one hand, and nameless misery on the other, 

everywhere social warfare, every man's house in a state of siege, everywhere reciprocal plundering 

https://www.marxists.org/archive/marx/works/1845/condition-working-class/
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under the protection of the law, and all so shameless, so openly avowed that one shrinks before the 

consequences of our social state as they manifest themselves here undisguised, and can only wonder 

that the whole crazy fabric still hangs together.  

Since capital, the direct or indirect control of the means of subsistence and production, is the weapon 

with which this social warfare is carried on, it is clear that all the disadvantages of such a state must 

fall upon the poor. For him no man has the slightest concern. Cast into the whirlpool, he must struggle 

through as well as he can. If he is so happy as to find work, i.e., if the bourgeoisie does him the favour 

to enrich itself by means of him, wages await him which scarcely suffice to keep body and soul 

together; if he can get no work he may steal, if he is not afraid of the police, or starve, in which case 

the police will take care that he does so in a quiet and inoffensive manner. During my residence in 

England, at least twenty or thirty persons have died of simple starvation under the most revolting 

circumstances, and a jury has rarely been found possessed of the courage to speak the plain truth in 

the matter. Let the testimony of the witnesses be never so clear and unequivocal, the bourgeoisie, 

from which the jury is selected, always finds some backdoor through which to escape the frightful 

verdict, death from starvation. The bourgeoisie dare not speak the truth in these cases, for it would 

speak its own condemnation. But indirectly, far more than directly, many have died of starvation, 

where long-continued want of proper nourishment has called forth fatal illness, when it has produced 

such debility that causes which might otherwise have remained inoperative brought on severe illness 

and death. The English working-men call this "social murder", and accuse our whole society of 

perpetrating this crime perpetually. Are they wrong?  

… 

Every great city has one or more slums, where the working-class is crowded together. True, poverty 

often dwells in hidden alleys close to the palaces of the rich; but, in general, a separate territory has 

been assigned to it, where, removed from the sight of the happier classes, it may struggle along as it 

can. These slums are pretty equally arranged in all the great towns of England, the worst houses in 

the worst quarters of the towns; usually one- or two-storied cottages in long rows, perhaps with cellars 

used as dwellings, almost always irregularly built. These houses of three or four rooms and a kitchens 

form, throughout England, some parts of London excepted, the general dwellings of the working-

class. The streets are generally unpaved, rough, dirty, filled with vegetable and animal refuse, without 

sewers or gutters, but supplied with foul, stagnant pools instead. Moreover, ventilation is impeded by 

the bad, confused method of building of the whole quarter, and since many human beings here live 

crowded into a small space, the atmosphere that prevails in these working-men's quarters may readily 

be imagined. Further, the streets serve as drying grounds in fine weather; lines are stretched across 

from house to house, and hung with wet clothing. 

Let us investigate some of the slums in their order. London comes first, and in London the famous 

rookery of St. Giles which is now, at last, about to be penetrated by a couple of broad streets. St. Giles 

is in the midst of the most populous part of the town, surrounded by broad, splendid avenues in which 

the gay world of London idles about, in the immediate neighbourhood of Oxford Street, Regent Street, 

of Trafalgar Square and the Strand. It is a disorderly collection of tall, three- or four-storied houses, 

with narrow, crooked, filthy streets, in which there is quite as much life as in the great thoroughfares 

of the town, except that, here, people of the working-class only are to be seen. A vegetable market is 

held in the street, baskets with vegetables and fruits, naturally all bad and hardly fit to use obstruct 

the sidewalk still further, and from these, as well as from the fish-dealers' stalls, arises a horrible 

smell. The houses are occupied from cellar to garret, filthy within and without, and their appearance 

is such that no human being could possibly wish to live in them. But all this is nothing in comparison 

with the dwellings in the narrow courts and alleys between the streets, entered by covered passages 

between the houses, in which the filth and tottering ruin surpass all description. Scarcely a whole 

window-pane can be found, the walls are crumbling, door-posts and window-frames loose and 
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broken, doors of old boards nailed together, or altogether wanting in this thieves' quarter, where no 

doors are needed, there being nothing to steal. Heaps of garbage and ashes lie in all directions, and 

the foul liquids emptied before the doors gather in stinking pools. Here live the poorest of the poor, 

the worst paid workers with thieves and the victims of prostitution indiscriminately huddled together, 

the majority Irish, or of Irish extraction, and those who have not yet sunk in the whirlpool of moral 

ruin which surrounds them, sinking daily deeper, losing daily more and more of their power to resist 

the demoralising influence of want, filth, and evil surroundings.  

… 

Let us leave London and examine the other great cities of the three kingdoms in their order. Let us 

take Dublin first, a city the approach to which from the sea is as charming as that of London is 

imposing. The Bay of Dublin is the most beautiful of the whole British Island Kingdom, and is even 

compared by the Irish with the Bay of Naples. The city, too, possesses great attractions, and its 

aristocratic districts are better and more tastefully laid out than those of any other British city. By way 

of compensation, however the poorer districts of Dublin are among the most hideous and repulsive 

to be seen in the world. True, the Irish character, which under some circumstances, is comfortable 

only in the dirt, has some share in this; but as we find thousands of Irish in every great city in England 

and Scotland, and as every poor population must gradually sink into the same uncleanliness, the 

wretchedness of Dublin is nothing specific, nothing peculiar to Dublin, but something common to all 

great towns. The poor quarters of Dublin are extremely extensive, and the filth, the uninhabitableness 

of the houses and the neglect of the streets surpass all description. Some idea of the manner in which 

the poor are here crowded together may be formed from the fact that, in 1817, according to the report 

of the Inspector of Workhouses,[6] 1,318 persons lived in 52 houses with 390 rooms in Barrack Street, 

and 1,997 persons in 71 houses with 393 rooms in and near Church Street.  

… 

The whole assemblage of buildings is commonly called Manchester, and contains about four hundred 

thousand inhabitants, rather more than less. The town itself is peculiarly built, so that a person may 

live in it for years, and go in and out daily without coming into contact with a working-people's 

quarter or even with workers, that is, so long as he confines himself to his business or to pleasure 

walks. This arises chiefly from the fact, that by unconscious tacit agreement, as well as with 

outspoken conscious determination, the working-people's quarters are sharply separated from the 

sections of the city reserved for the middle- class; or, if this does not succeed, they are concealed with 

the cloak of charity. … And the finest part of the arrangement is this, that the members of this money 

aristocracy can take the shortest road through the middle of all the labouring districts to their places 

of business without ever seeing that they are in the midst of the grimy misery that lurks to the right 

and the left. For the thoroughfares leading from the Exchange in all directions out of the city are lined, 

on both sides, with an almost unbroken series of shops, and are so kept in the hands of the middle and 

lower bourgeoisie, which, out of self-interest, cares for a decent and cleanly external appearance and 

can care for it. True, these shops bear some relation to the districts which lie behind them, and are 

more elegant in the commercial and residential quarters than when they hide grimy working-men's 

dwellings; but they suffice to conceal from the eyes of the wealthy men and women of strong 

stomachs and weak nerves the misery and grime which form the complement of their wealth.  

… 

Such are the various working-people's quarters of Manchester as I had occasion to observe them 

personally during twenty months. If we briefly formulate the result of our wanderings, we must admit 

that 350,000 working-people of Manchester and its environs live, almost all of them, in wretched, 

damp, filthy cottages, that the streets which surround them are usually in the most miserable and filthy 

https://www.marxists.org/archive/marx/works/1845/condition-working-class/ch04.htm#6
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condition, laid out without the slightest reference to ventilation, with reference solely to the profit 

secured by the contractor. In a word, we must confess that in the working-men's dwellings of 

Manchester, no cleanliness, no convenience, and consequently no comfortable family life is possible; 

that in such dwellings only a physically degenerate race, robbed of all humanity, degraded, reduced 

morally and physically to bestiality, could feel comfortable and at home. …  

I have already referred to the unusual activity which the sanitary police manifested during the cholera 

visitation. When the epidemic was approaching, a universal terror seized the bourgeoisie of the city. 

People remembered the unwholesome dwellings of the poor, and trembled before the certainty that 

each of these slums would become a centre for the plague, whence it would spread desolation in all 

directions through the houses of the propertied class. A Health Commission was appointed at once to 

investigate these districts, and report upon their condition to the Town Council. Dr. Kay, himself a 

member of this Commission, who visited in person every separate police district except one, the 

eleventh, quotes extracts from their reports: There were inspected, in all, 6,951 houses – naturally in 

Manchester proper alone, Salford and the other suburbs being excluded. Of these, 2,565 urgently 

needed whitewashing within; 960 were out of repair, 959 had insufficient drains; 1,455 were damp; 

452 were badly ventilated; 2,221 were without privies. Of the 687 streets inspected, 248 were 

unpaved, 53 but partially paved, 112 ill- ventilated, 352 containing standing pools, heaps of debris, 

refuse, etc. To cleanse such an Augean stable before the arrival of the cholera was, of course, out of 

the question. A few of the worst nooks were therefore cleansed, and everything else left as before. In 

the cleansed spots, as Little Ireland proves, the old filthy condition was naturally restored in a couple 

of months. … 

We must add that many families, who had but one room for themselves, receive boarders and lodgers 

in it, that such lodgers of both sexes by no means rarely sleep in the same bed with the married couple; 

and that the single case of a man and his wife and his adult sister-in-law sleeping in one bed was 

found, according to the "Report on the Sanitary Condition of the Labouring Population", six times 

repeated in Manchester. Common lodging-houses, too, are very numerous; Dr. Kay gives their 

number in 1831 as 267 in Manchester proper, and they must have increased greatly since then. Each 

of these receives from twenty to thirty guests, so that they shelter all told, nightly, from five to seven 

thousand human beings. The character of the houses and their guests is the same as in other cities. 

Five to seven beds in each room lie on the floor – without bedsteads, and on these sleep, mixed 

indiscriminately, as many persons as apply. What physical and moral atmosphere reigns in these holes 

I need not state. Each of these houses is a focus of crime, the scene of deeds against which human 

nature revolts, which would perhaps never have been executed but for this forced centralisation of 

vice. Gaskell gives the number of persons living in cellars in Manchester proper as 20,000. The 

Weekly Dispatch gives the number, "according to official reports", as twelve per cent of the working-

class, which agrees with Gaskell's number; the workers being estimated at 175,000, 21,000 would 

form twelve per cent of it. The cellar dwellings in the suburbs are at least as numerous. so that the 

number of persons living in cellars in Manchester – using its name in the broader sense – is not less 

than forty to fifty thousand. So much for the dwellings of the workers in the largest cities and towns. 

The manner in which the need of a shelter is satisfied furnishes a standard for the manner in which 

all other necessities are supplied. That in these filthy holes a ragged, ill-fed population alone can 

dwell is a safe conclusion, and such is the fact. … 

To sum up briefly the facts thus far cited. The great towns are chiefly inhabited by working-people, 

since in the best case there is one bourgeois for two workers, often for three, here and there for four; 

these workers have no property whatsoever of their own, and live wholly upon wages, which usually 

go from hand to mouth. Society, composed wholly of atoms, does not trouble itself about them; leaves 

them to care for themselves and their families, yet supplies them no means of doing this in an efficient 

and permanent manner. Every working-man, even the best, is therefore constantly exposed to loss of 

work and food, that is to death by starvation, and many perish in this way. The dwellings of the 
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workers are everywhere badly planned, badly built, and kept in the worst condition, badly ventilated, 

damp, and unwholesome. The inhabitants are confined to the smallest possible space, and at least one 

family usually sleeps in each room. The interior arrangement of the dwellings is poverty-stricken in 

various degrees, down to the utter absence of even the most necessary furniture. The clothing of the 

workers, too, is generally scanty, and that of great multitudes is in rags. The food is, in general, bad; 

often almost unfit for use, and in many cases, at least at times, insufficient in quantity, so that, in 

extreme cases, death by starvation results. Thus the working-class of the great cities offers a graduated 

scale of conditions in life, in the best cases a temporarily endurable existence for hard work and good 

wages, good and endurable, that is, from the worker's standpoint; in the worst cases, bitter want, 

reaching even homelessness and death by starvation. The average is much nearer the worst case than 

the best. And this series does not fall into fixed classes, so that one can say, this fraction of the 

working-class is well off, has always been so, and remains so. If that is the case here and there, if 

single branches of work have in general an advantage over others, yet the condition of the workers in 

each branch is subject to such great fluctuations that a single working-man may be so placed as to 

pass through the whole range from comparative comfort to the extremest need, even to death by 

starvation, while almost every English working-man can tell a tale of marked changes of fortune. Let 

us examine the causes of this somewhat more closely. 
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Excerpt from Andrew Mearns, The Bitter Cry of Outcast London [1883] 
 

Full text at: https://archive.org/details/bittercryofoutca00pres 

 

… Think of  

 

THE CONDITION IN WHICH THEY LIVE.  

 

We do not say the condition of their homes, for how can those places be called homes, compared with 

which the lair of a wild beast would be a comfortable and healthy spot? Few who will read these 

pages have any conception of what these pestilential human rookeries are, where tens of thousands 

are crowded together amidst horrors which call to mind what we have heard of the middle passage of 

the slave ship. To get into them you have to penetrate courts reeking with poisonous and malodorous 

gases arising from accumulations of sewage and refuse scattered in all directions and often flowing 

beneath your feet; courts, many of them which the sun never penetrates, which are never visited by a 

breath of fresh air, and which rarely know the virtues of a drop of cleansing water. You have to ascend 

rotten staircases, which threaten to give way beneath every step, and which, in some places, have 

already broken down, leaving gaps that imperil the limbs and lives of the unwary. You have to grope 

your way along dark and filthy passages swarming with vermin. Then, if you are not driven back by 

the intolerable stench, you may gain admittance to the dens in which these thousands of beings who 

belong, as much as you, to the race for whom Christ died, herd together. Have you pitied the poor 

creatures who sleep under railway arches, in carts or casks, or under any shelter which they can find 

in the open air? You will see that they are to be envied in comparison with those whose lot it is to 

seek refuge here.  

 

Eight feet square — that is about the average size of many of these rooms. Walls and ceiling are black 

with the accretions of filth which have gathered upon them through long years of neglect. It is exuding 

through cracks in the boards overhead; it is running down the walls; it is everywhere. What goes by 

the name of a window is half of it stuffed with rags or covered by boards to keep out wind and rain ; 

the rest is so begrimed and obscured that scarcely can light enter or anything be seen outside. Should 

you have ascended to the attic, where at least some approach to fresh air might be expected to enter 

from open or broken window, you look out upon the roofs and ledges of lower tenements, and 

discover that the sickly air which finds its way into the room has to pass over the putrefying carcases 

of dead cats or birds, or viler abominations still. The buildings are in such miserable repair as to 

suggest the thought that if the wind could only reach them they would soon be toppling about the 

heads of their occupants. As to furniture — you may perchance discover a broken chair, the tottering 

relics of an old bedstead, or the mere fragment of a table; but more commonly you will find rude 

substitutes for these things in the shape of rough boards resting upon bricks, an old hamper or box 

turned upside down, or more frequently still, nothing but rubbish and rags.  

 

Every room in these rotten and reeking tenements houses a family, often two. In one cellar a sanitary 

inspector reports finding a father, mother, three children and four pigs! In another room a missionary 

found a man ill with small pox, his wife just recovering from her eighth confinement, and the children 

running about half naked and covered with dirt. Here are seven people living in one underground 

kitchen, and a little dead child lying in the same room. Elsewhere is a poor widow, her three children, 

and a child who had been dead thirteen days. Her husband, who was a cabman, had shortly before 

committed suicide. Here lives a widow and her six children, including one daughter of 29, another of 

21, and a son of 27. Another apartment contains father, mother and six children, two of whom are ill 

with scarlet fever. In another nine brothers and sisters, from 29 years of age downwards, live, eat and 

sleep together. Here is a mother who turns her children into the street in the early evening because 

she lets her room for immoral purposes until long after midnight, when the poor little wretches creep 

back again if they have not found some miserable shelter elsewhere. Where there are beds they are 

https://archive.org/details/bittercryofoutca00pres
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simply heaps of dirty rags, shavings or straw, but for the most part these miserable beings huddle 

together upon the filthy boards. The tenant of this room is a widow, who herself occupies the only 

bed, and lets the floor to a married couple for 2s. 6d. per week. In many cases matters are made worse 

by the unhealthy occupations followed by those who dwell in these habitations. Here you are choked 

as you enter by the air laden with particles of the superfluous fur pulled from the skins of rabbits, rats, 

dogs and other animals in their preparation for the furrier. Here the smell of paste and of drying 

match-boxes, mingling with other sickly odours, overpowers you; or it may be the fragrance of stale 

fish or vegetables, not sold on the previous day, and kept in the room overnight. Even when it is 

possible to do so the people seldom open their windows, but if they did it is questionable whether 

much would be gained, for the external air is scarcely less heavily charged with poison than the 

atmosphere within.  

 

Wretched as these rooms are they are beyond the means of many who wander about all day, picking 

up a living as they can, and then take refuge at night in one of the common lodging-houses that 

abound. These are often the resorts of thieves and vagabonds of the lowest types, and some are kept 

by receivers of stolen goods. In the kitchen men and women may be seen cooking their food, washing 

their clothes, or lolling about smoking and gambling. In the sleeping room are long rows of beds on 

each side, sometimes 60 or 80 in one room. In many cases both sexes are allowed to herd together 

without any attempt to preserve the commonest decency. But there is a lower depth still. Hundreds 

cannot even scrape together the two-pence required to secure them the privilege of herding in those 

sweltering common sleeping rooms, and so they huddle together upon the stairs and landings, where 

it is no uncommon thing to find six or eight in the early morning.  

 

That people condemned to exist under such conditions take to drink and fall into sin is surely a matter 

for little surprise. We may rather say, as does one recent and reliable explorer, that they are "entitled 

to credit for not being twenty times more depraved than they are." One of the saddest results of this 

over-crowding is the inevitable association of honest people with criminals. Often is the family of an 

honest working man compelled to take refuge in a thieves' kitchen; in the houses where they live their 

rooms are frequently side by side, and continual contact with the very worst of those who have come 

out of our gaols is a matter of necessity. There can be no question that numbers of habitual criminals 

would never have become such, had they not by force of circumstances been packed together in these 

slums with those who were hardened in crime.  

Who can wonder that every evil flourishes in such hotbeds of vice and disease? Who can wonder that 

little children taken from these hovels to the hospital cry, when they are well, through dread of being 

sent back to their former misery? Who can wonder that young girls wander off into a life of 

immorality, which promises release from such conditions? Who can wonder that the public-house is 

“the Elysian field of the tired toiler"? 

 

IMMORALITY is but the natural outcome of conditions like these. “Marriage”, it has been said, “as 

an institution, is not fashionable in these districts." And this is only the bare truth. Ask if the men and 

women living together in these rookeries are married, and your simplicity will cause a smile. Nobody 

knows. Nobody cares. Nobody expects that they are. In exceptional cases only could your question 

be answered in the affirmative. Incest is common; and no form of vice and sensuality causes surprise 

or attracts attention. Those who appear to be married are often separated by a mere quarrel, and they 

do not hesitate to form similar companionships immediately. One man was pointed out who for some 

years had lived with a woman, the mother of his three children. She died and in less than a week he 

had taken another woman in her place. A man was living with a woman in the low district called "The 

Mint." He went out one morning with another man for the purpose of committing a burglary and by 

that other man was murdered. The murderer returned saying that his companion had been caught and 

taken away to prison; and the same night lie took the place of the murdered man. The only check 

upon communism in this regard is jealousy and not virtue. The vilest practices are looked upon with 

the most matter-of-fact indifference. The low parts of London are the sink into which the filthy and 
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abominable from all parts of the country seem to flow. Entire courts are filled with thieves, prostitutes 

and liberated convicts. In one street are 35 houses, 32 of which are known to be brothels. In another 

district are 43 of these houses, and 428 fallen women and girls, many of them not more than 12 years 

of age. A neighbourhood whose population is returned at 10,100, contains 400 who follow this 

immoral traffic, their ages varying from 13 to 50; and of the moral degradation of the people, some 

idea may be formed from an incident which was brought to our notice. An East-end missionary 

rescued a young girl from an immoral life, and obtained for her a situation with people who were 

going abroad. He saw her to Southampton, and on his return was violently abused by the girl's 

grandmother, who had the sympathy of her neighbours, for having taken away from a poor old woman 

her means of subsistence. 

 

The misery and sin caused by drink in these districts have often been told, but these horrors can never 

be set forth either by pen or artist's pencil. In the district of Euston Road is one public-house to every 

100 people, counting men, women and children. Immediately around our chapel in Orange Street, 

Leicester Square, are 100 gin-palaces, most of them very large; and these districts are but samples of 

what exists in all the localities which we have investigated. Look into one of these glittering saloons, 

with its motley, miserable crowd, and you may be horrified as you think of the evil that is nightly-

wrought there; but contrast it with any of the abodes which you find in the fetid courts behind them, 

and you will wonder no longer that it is crowded. With its brightness, its excitement and its temporary 

forgetfulness of misery, it is a comparative heaven to tens of thousands. How can they be expected 

to resist its temptations? They could not live if they did not drink, even though they know that by 

drinking they do worse than die.  

 

All kinds of depravity have here their schools. Children who can scarcely walk are taught to steal, 

and mercilessly beaten if they come back from their daily expeditions without money or money's 

worth. Many of them are taken by the hand or carried in the arms to the gin- palace, and not seldom 

may you see mothers urging and compelling their tender infants to drink the fiery liquid.  

Lounging at the doors and lolling out of windows and prowling about street corners were pointed out 

several well-known members of the notorious band of " Forty Thieves,'' who, often in conspiracy 

with abandoned women, go out after dark to rob people in Oxford Street, Regent Street and other 

thoroughfares. Here you pass a coffee-house, there a wardrobe shop, there a tobacconist's, and there 

a grocer's, carrying on a legitimate trade no doubt, but a far different and more remunerative one as 

well, especially after evening sets in, — all traps to catch the unwary.  

 

These particulars indicate but faintly the moral influences from which the dwellers in these squalid 

regions have no escape, and by which is bred "infancy that knows no innocence, youth without 

modesty or shame, maturity that is mature in nothing but suffering and guilt, blasted old age that is a 

scandal on the name we bear."  

 

Another difficulty with which we have to contend, and one in large measure the cause of what we 

have described, is the POVERTY of these miserable outcasts. The poverty, we mean, of those who 

try to live honestly; for notwithstanding the sickening revelations of immorality which have been 

disclosed to us, those who endeavour to earn their bread by honest work far outnumber the dishonest. 

And it is to their infinite credit that it should be so, considering that they are daily face to face with 

the contrast between their wretched earnings and those which are the produce of sin. A child seven 

years old is known easily to make 10s. 6d. a week by thieving, but what can he earn by such work as 

match-box making, for which 23d. a gross is paid, the maker having to find his own fire for drying 

the boxes, and his own paste and string? Before he can gain as much as the young thief he must make 

56 gross of match-boxes a week, or 1296 a day. It is needless to say that this is impossible, for even 

adults can rarely make more than an average of half that number. How long then must the little hands 

toil before they can earn the price of the scantiest meal! 
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Week 6: The Indian ‘Mutiny’ 
 

Editorial from The Times, 7 October 1857 [start on first column of next page]  
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Week 8: The Eastern Crisis 
 

 W.E. Gladstone, Second Midlothian Speech, Dalkeith, 26 November 1879 
 

Full text available at: https://archive.org/details/politicalspeech00gladgoog 

 

… Go into the lofty hills of Afghanistan, as they were last winter, and what do we there see? I fear a 

yet sadder sight than was to be seen in the land of the Zulus. …  You have seen during last winter 

from time to time that from such and such a village attacks had been made upon the British forces, 

and that in consequence the village had been burned. Have you ever reflected on the meaning of these 

words? … Those hill tribes had committed no real offence against us. We, in the pursuit of our 

political objects, chose to establish military positions in their country. If they resisted, would not you 

have done the same? And when, going forth from their villages they had resisted, what you find is 

this, that those who went forth were slain, and that the village was burned. Again I say, have you 

considered the meaning of these words? The meaning of the burning of the village is, that the women 

and the children were driven forth to perish in the snows of winter. Is not that a terrible supposition? 

Is not that a fact — for such, I fear, it must be reckoned to be — which does appeal to your hearts as 

women, which does lay a special hold and make a special claim upon your interest, which does rouse 

in you a sentiment of horror and grief, to think that the name of England, under no political necessity, 

but for a war as frivolous as ever was waged in the history of man, should be associated with 

consequences such as these? 

 

… Ladies, I am not here before you as one of those who have ever professed to believe that the state 

which society has reached permits us to make a vow of universal peace, and of renouncing, in all 

cases, the alternative of war. But I have to say that a long experience of life leads me, not towards 

any abstract doctrine upon the subject, but to a deeper conviction of the enormous mischiefs of war, 

even under the best and most favourable circumstances, and of the mischiefs indescribable and the 

guilt unredeemed of causeless and unnecessary wars. Look back over the pages of history; consider 

the feelings, with which we now regard wars that our forefathers in their time supported with the 

same pernicious fanaticism, of which we have had some developments this country within the last 

three years. Consider, for example, that the American War, now condemned by 999 out every 1000 

persons in this country, was a war which for years was enthusiastically supported by the mass of the 

population. And then see how powerful and deadly are the fascinations of passion and of pride; and, 

if it be true that the errors of former times are recorded for our instruction, in order that we may avoid 

their repetition, then I beg and entreat you, be on your guard against these deadly fascinations; do not 

suffer appeals to national pride to blind you to the dictates of justice. 

 

Remember the rights of the savage, as we call him. Remember that the happiness of his humble home, 

remember that the sanctity of life in the hill villages of Afghanistan among the winter snows, is as 

inviolable in the eye of Almighty God as can be your own. Remember that He who has united you 

together as human beings in the same flesh and blood, has bound you by the law of mutual love; that 

that mutual love is not limited by the shores of this island, is not limited by the boundaries of Christian 

civilisation; that it passes over the whole surface of the earth, and embraces the meanest along with 

the greatest in its unmeasured scope. And, therefore, I think that in appealing to you ungrudgingly to 

open your own feelings, and bear your own part in a political crisis like this, we are making no 

inappropriate demand, but are beseeching you to fulfil a duty which belongs to you, which, so far 

from involving any departure from your character as women, is associated with the fulfilment of that 

character, and the performance of its duties; the neglect of which would in future times be to you a 

source of pain and just mortification, and the fulfilment of which will serve to gild your own future 

years with sweet remembrances, and to warrant you in hoping that, each in your own place and sphere, 

you have raised your voice for justice, and have striven to mitigate the sorrows misfortunes of 

mankind.  

https://archive.org/details/politicalspeech00gladgoog
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Disraeli, Speech at the Crystal Palace, 24 June 1872 
 

Full text available at: 

http://www.europeana.eu/portal/record/9200175/BibliographicResource_3000004631954.html  

 

There is another and second great object of the Tory party. If the first is to maintain the institutions 

of the country, the second is … to uphold the empire of England. If you look to the history of this 

country since the advent of Liberalism - forty years ago - you will find that there has been no effort 

so continuous, so subtle, supported by so much energy, and carried on with so much ability and 

acumen, as the attempts of Liberalism to effect the disintegration of the empire of England. 

 

And, gentlemen, of all its efforts, this is the one which has been the nearest to success. Statesmen of 

the highest character, writers of the most distinguished ability … have been employed in this 

endeavor. It has been proved to all of us that we have lost money by our colonies. It has been shown 

with precise, mathematical demonstration that there never was a jewel in the crown of England that 

was so truly costly as the possession of India. How often has it been suggested that we should at 

once emancipate ourselves from this incubus. Well, that result was nearly accomplished. When 

those subtle views were adopted by the country under the plausible plea of granting self-

government to the colonies, I confess that I myself thought that the tie was broken. Not that I for 

one object to self-government. I cannot conceive how our distant colonies can have their affairs 

administered except by self-government. But self-government, in my opinion, when it was 

conceded, ought to have been conceded as a part of a great policy of imperial consolidation. It 

ought to have been accompanied by an imperial tariff, by securities for the people of England for 

the enjoyment of unappropriated lands which belonged to the sovereign as their trustee, and by a 

military code which should have precisely defined the means and responsibilities by which the 

colonies should be defended, and by which, if necessary, this country should call for aid from the 

colonies themselves. It ought, further, to have been accompanied by the institution of some 

representative council in the metropolis, which would have brought the colonies into constant and 

continuous relations with the home government. All this, however, was omitted because those who 

advised that policy - and I believe their convictions were sincere - looked upon the colonies of 

England, looked upon our connection with India, as a burden upon this country, viewing everything 

in a financial aspect, and totally passing by those moral and political considerations which make 

nations great, and by the influence of which alone men are distinguished from animals. 

 

Well, what has been the result of this attempt during the reign of Liberalism for the disintegration of 

empire? It has entirely failed. But how has it failed? Through the sympathy of the colonies with the 

mother country. They have decided that the empire shall not be destroyed, and in my opinion no 

minister in this country will do his duty who neglects any opportunity of reconstructing as much as 

possible our colonial empire, and of responding to those distant sympathies which may become the 

source of incalculable strength and happiness to this land. Therefore, gentlemen, with respect to the 

second great object of the Tory party also - the maintenance of the Empire - public opinion appears 

to be in favour of our principles... 

 

When you return to your homes, when you return to your counties and your cities, you must tell to 

all those whom you can influence that the time is at hand, that, at least, it cannot be far distant, 

when England will have to decide between national and cosmopolitan principles. The issue is not a 

mean one. It is whether you will be content to be a comfortable England, modelled and moulded 

upon continental principles and meeting in due course an inevitable fate, or whether you will be a 

great country, - an imperial country - a country where your sons, when they rise, rise to paramount 

positions, and obtain not merely the esteem of their countrymen, but command the respect of the 

world... 

http://www.europeana.eu/portal/record/9200175/BibliographicResource_3000004631954.html
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Gladstone and Disraeli: Cartoons 
 

 
 

‘New Crowns for Old!’: cartoon from Punch, 1876, on the decision by Disraeli’s government to 

make Queen Victoria Empress of India. 

 

 
 

‘The Lion’s Share’: cartoon from Punch, 1876, on Disraeli’s purchase of the Suez Canal company. 
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‘Doctors Differ’: cartoon from Punch, 1878, on the use of Indian troops to defend Turkey against 

Russia in the Easter Crisis. 

Dr William Gladstone: ‘I warn you, Mr Bull, your constitution is being seriously impaired by that 

person’s treatment’. 

Dr Benjamin Disraeli: ‘My dear Mr Bull, your constitution is perfectly safe in my hands’. 
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Week 9: Biopolitics in Britain 
 

 Edwin Ray Lankester, ‘Degeneration: A Chapter in Darwinism’ (1880), Full text at 

http://www.bbk.ac.uk/deviance/degeneration/lankester/10-14-0%20lankester.htm 

 

 

 

http://www.bbk.ac.uk/deviance/degeneration/lankester/10-14-0%20lankester.htm
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• R. G Wells, The Time Machine (1895), especially chapters 4 & 5. Available online:  

 http://etext.lib.virginia.edu/toc/modeng/public/WelTime.html 
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How to Analyse A Primary Source 

 

Sources come in many shapes and sizes. Your source might be a written document, like a 

letter or a newspaper, or an image, like an icon or a stained glass window. It might be an 

object, like a child’s toy, or a place, like a house or a garden. Any of these things can be ‘read’ 

in order to tell us more about the past, and the ability to read a source is one of the core skills 

of the historian.  

 

At secondary school, source analysis often focuses on the issue of ‘bias’: is a source ‘biased’, 

or is it ‘reliable’? These are, of course, perfectly reasonable questions, but they will not take 

you very far. All sources are likely to contain some kind of bias, depending on the 

assumptions, prejudices, beliefs and limitations of the author. No one source will give a 

complete picture of its time or subject. So don’t get hung up on whether a source is ‘biased’; 

instead, focus on what it can tell us, and how the historian should use it. 

 

There are a series of questions you can ask of almost any source. 

 

What type of source is this?  

By whom was it written/produced? 

When was it written/produced? 

Who was the intended reader/audience? 

What does it say? 

What is the broader historical context of the source? 

How useful is the source for historians? 

Which aspects of the past does it/does it not help us understand? 

 

Take, for example, this picture of ‘General Gordon’s Last Stand’, painted by George W. Joy 

in 1893: 
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Why was this picture painted? Who was the intended audience? What message do you think 

the artist intended to send? The key issue is not whether Gordon’s death was exactly as 

portrayed, but why the artist represents it in the way he does. The more detail you can bring 

in, the better. Why is Gordon standing in the way presented? What does this say about his 

mood? How does his calm demeanour contrast with that of the natives? Why might there 

be a native dying on the balcony to the right of Gordon? How are the attackers on the stairs 

portrayed, and why? Think about where this would have been published: you can see above 

that it has been reproduced in a magazine or newspaper. Why? What message are we 

supposed to take from it about General Gordon? Does this help us to understand why he 

became such a heroic figure after his death? Does it tell us anything more broadly about 

British attitudes to empire and to non-white races? 

 

Asking questions like these will produce a richer analysis than simply asking whether the 

picture is reliable. As a source for what General Gordon looked like when he died, the source 

is probably of little use. As a source for understanding British attitudes to empire, its 

representation in the press and the cult of heroes in the nineteenth century, it can tell us a 

great deal. 


