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English History, moving in and out, as occasion ‘serves, amongst the great men 
and great women, as if we had known them all our lives. 

In order to do this, I have at times recourse to what I fear some sober- 
minded people regard as one of the black arts, the use of mesmerism, or as it 
should be properly called hypnotism. The modus operandi is to be found 
described at length in my “ Introduction.” Suffice it to say, that by virtue of the 
singular power that one mind, and one strong will can exercise over others, I am 
able to place my young friends in whatsoever historical atmosphere I think 
desirable, I can transport them in the twinkling of an eye down the gulf of time 
to “ages ago.” In a moment, we all step out of the nineteenth century into the 
epoch that preceded the Christian Era, and become in a stroke 2000 years younger, 
without feeling, I can assure you, experto crede, the slightest inconvenience. We 
deal with space moreover precisely as we have dealt with time: away from our 
cheerful firesides, away from all our modern surroundings, under the enchanter’s 
spell we speed our way, and we are in the midst of 

The forest primeval, 
Near the murmuring pines and the hemlocks, 

witnessing, with awe and wonder, the secret rites of the Druidical priesthood. 
And this experience is only on a par with the rest ; we live in the past, and help 
to make it ourselves, 

Just think, dear readers, of the mine of wealth that lies ready to your hand 
in the unexplored depths of mesmerism. 

For instance, Paterfamilias, as he gets on in life, becomes increasingly 
particular in all matters of his diet ; his dinner is a very serious business with him. 
After his ups and downs on the Stock Exchange, after his little disappointments 
in his business transactions, he does not always come home (for we are but 
human), in as philosophical a frame of mind as he might otherwise be. He is on 
these occasions rather given to find fault with the quality of the soup, the flavour 
of the fish, the juiciness of the steak, or the succulence of the humble chop that 
may be submitted for his inspection. Materfamilias happens, however, very fortun- 
ately to be possessed of what is called a mesmeric influence, and with a wave of 
her hand she can hypnotise her recalcitrant spouse (recalcitrant is good). Ina 
moment he is at a Lord Mayor’s banquet ; the somewhat watery and flavourless 
soup is now real turtle, the vulgar sprat has developed into the lordly salmon 
and the princely turbot, the leathery steak has been taised to the Upper House 
under the title of “Baron of Beef.” All the surroundings of the table have been


