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but the old Zulu and another' boy,' so I had 
to set to work in earnest to get something 
fit to eat. I first locked up all the little ones 
in one room, in oharge of Harry, so as to be 
sure that they were safe (!) and then the old 
Zulu and I managed to conjure up a respect­
able meal. Whila I was laying the table 
leaving my Zulu to see that my roast fowl, 
a great treasure which I fortunately hap­
pened to have that day, and curry, did not 
burn in the kitchen-(having no wood or 
coal we had just smashed up an old chair or 
two for firewood), the General and Arthur 
and some of the other officers, arrived on 
horseback all in full uniform, and looking 
lively, well and happy. The children were 
enchanted to see their father again, and had 
much to say to General Clarke also. He 
made himself most agreeable, and took in 
the whole situation at a glance, insisted on 
cutting bread and butter and helping to give 
the children their dinner. Arthur mean­
while helping me to finish laying the table, 
We had great fun over it all, with barely 
room to turn round in the little cottage with 
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its mud floors. The said cottage soon be­
came full of officers, who crowded in to see 
the General. There were not chairs enough 
for all to sit down upon, some having been 
impounded to cook the luncheon, (!) so some 
sat on the table, others on boxes, while the 
rest stood up. After some conversation the 
General and his staff went o:ff to see the 
camp close by, and Arthur had to leave at 
four o'clock the next morning and march 
back to Mafeteng with the convoy of 
waggons. On arriving there, he changed 
his horse, and went out again with Colonel 
Carrington, and had a slight skirmish near, 
exchanged some shots with the enemy, and 
after burning one or two villages returned 
to Mafeteng. 

I was p]eased to hear that General Clarke 
had made out a very flattering 'general 
order,' thanking Colonel Carrington and my 
husband 'for their gallant defence of 
Mafeteng under overwhelming odds' etc. 
eta. 

On the 31st October, the Premier received 
a message in Cape Town to say that 'The 
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military operation in Basutoland satisfactory. 
After success at Lerothodi's village Com­
mandant Barkly issued Government Proda­
mation, offering protection to all surrendering 
with their arms and ammunition. 4000 
Europeans called out to proceed to the 
Frontier.' Another telegram stated, how­
ever, 'Position critical, neighbouring tribe 
of Pond os in rebellion, had murdered Mr 
Hope, the Magistrate, destroyed his house 
and telegraph station. Several families 
taken refuge in the prison, hope to hold out 
until relief comes. Pondo chief half-hearted 
Tungukeli sitting still. ~'ingoes quiet.' 

On the 3rd November 1880, my hus­
band wrote an account of the attack of 
Moletsane's Mountain called in Sesuto 
Makwaisberg. 'This was never intended, 
and grew out of a reconnaissance we made 
in some force, to complete one Carrington 
and I made, with only twenty men the day 
before-w hilst the General, with the three 
Yeomanry regiments went round the other 
side of the mountain, to burn Moletsane's 
village, and to reconnoitre the other opening 
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of the kloof, which runs under Makwaisberg, 
and where the old chief has most of his 
grain, etc. Carrington and I rode towards 
the opening on this side, about five miles 
from here, in a line with Lerothodi's moun­
tain and village. Makwaisberg and the 
kloof lie to the right of Mafeteng and 
Lerothodi's village is right opposite to it 
(Mafeteng). Carrington and I got pretty 
close, and tried to get up the gorge, but 
one hundred and fifty men came out in 
front of us, and we were obliged to retire. 
Next day, the General ordered out Carring­
ton and one hundred and fifty C.M.R. 
and sixty of my contingent, and a gun, 
and we went out to reconnoitre the 
gorge, he going with us, but not in com­
mand. We found Moletsane's mountain 
being schantsed, the natives were at work 
as we came up. My contingent was scout­
ing in advance, so I galloped up to them, 
and finding the vedette falling back under 
the rebels' fire, took a couple of men and 
galloped up to the opening of the gorge and 
got a look at it, and a very bad place it is. 
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I got well peppered and rode back, when 
Carrington ordered an attack on the 
Bchantses. Two were taken, but the enemy 
appeared in such numbers that the General 
ordered the attacking party to withdraw, 
and we returned, having effected a very good 
reconnaissance and seen all we wanted with 
the loss of three horses only, On the 21st 
N ovem ber we were ordered to parade at 
midnight, every man but the garrison at 
Mafeteng underlined. The main attack, 
with which I was with eighty of my 
contingent (called Barkly's Horse) was 
under Carrington but the General went with 
us as before. We had two guns and a 
mortar, and about fifteen hundred men, 
C.M.R. Mafeteng contingent, Cape Town 
Volunteers, and Diamond Field Horse in 
advance and two yeomanry regiments in re­
serve. Grant with some C.M.R. Grahams­
town Volunteers and thirty of my men, about 
two hundred and fifty in all, was to hold 
Lerothodi's village and the :Bat kopje near it, 
and cover our left rear, as large commandos 
of the enemy were known to be not far off in 
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that direction. After the usual sticking in 
sluits, upsetting of waggons, losing the road, 
etc., insepl:Lrable from night-marching in this 
country, we reached our position at five A.M., 

having been just five hours marching five or 
six miles. I was commanding the advance 
guard alone for part of the time, afterwards 
with Carrington himself. It was awful work 
halting every five minutes for the waggons, 
we were too late of course, only getting into 
position in broad daylight. However, we 
lost no time when we were there, got the 
guns unlimbered and sent the storming party 
forward at once. The mountain was not well 
held, and we took it with the loss of only two 
wounded. The enemy began to appear on 
the hills to the left, and I went down to 
reconnoitre. They pelted me kindly, as usual, 
with bullets, but I am so used :to it that I 
hardly notice it now. I was about to return 
and report, when a troop of C.M.R. came 
down to hold the rock I was on, and drive 
the enemy back. They lay down and fired, 
and I dismounted and walked about with the 
officer, Carstensen, a German artillery-lieu-
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tenant, who was all through the Franco­
Prussian War. The Basutos had the pull 
of us, for they were behind the rocks and 
their bullets fell all about us. I had several 
close to me. We were doing no good what­
ever, but I didn't like to say so. However, 
at last Carstensen got tired of it and said, 
"They have got the laugh; we do no good 
here. Will you not go back and ask if I 
shall retire to the village on our right 1" 
Just at that moment the order came to do 
so, and riding back as far as the village, I left 
him and went back to Carrington, very glad 
to have escaped with a whole skin.' 

At this time Arthur had several appoint~ 
ments, Resident Magistrate of Mafeteng, 
Commandant and Staff officer to General 
Clarke. 

On the 2nd of December he wrote to his 
father as follows: 

'I think, that as we have so few men, it 
would be better if they would abandon 
Leribe, if not Maseru itself, and bring the 
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whole force together at Mafeteng, as then, 
we might strike a heavy blow at the enemy. 
As it is, we can barely hold our own. In a 
month or two's time it will be necessary to 
destroy the crops, a service which would 
require a very large force, and if we fail in 
doing it, and they get fresh supplies (and the 
crops will be very good this year), we are in 
for two years of it. I am afraid if they don't 
reap their crops, they will be starving in six 
months, by their own confession. 

, The General is kindness itself, and very 
pleasant to work under. There is any 
amount of work to do. The enemy's position 
is now very strong. I do not myself think 
that we ought to attack it at present. They 
are in great numbers. I fear that the 
Bacas will fail us; they seem most unwilling 
to turn out, and I expect the Basuto chiefs 
have been intriguing, and no doubt the 
Transvaal reverses have had something to do 
with it. 

'25th November.-I am still here on sick 
leave, the doctor says I have had too much 

R 
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work " mental strain," as they put it, and 
want me to go a way for a change, but I 
shall not do this, as I am getting better, 
and shall go in again in a few days. We 
have not half men enoug'h for the force 
against us, in this mountainous and difficult 
country. One thousand two hundred 
burghers are coming up in course of time. 
We want a large native contingent, but that is 
just what we have not got, we are badly off for 
natives, and both Surmon and I have but 
very few in our contingents. 

: Harry made It speech on disarmament 
the other day, much to the delight of the 
natives. One of the Basuto servants came 
and told Fanny. His audience consisted of 
his nurse, two or three other women, who had 
brought fowls and eggs, etc., to sell, a con­
stable, and two prisoners, who were sweep­
ing the yard. He first took the popular 
side and told them that government had 
"praated "to them to give up their guns; 
bnt he added in Dutch, " If you will not do 
so, I must speak to Morena (his father) and 
he will have you put in the Tronk" (prison). 
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He also told them that although he knew 
that they wanted their guns to shoot the 
birds with, also pigeons and dogs, still it 
couldn't be helped, and they must give them 
all up to him, and Morena.' 



CHAPTER XXII 

FRESH TROUBLES 

FEBRUARY 14th, 1880. At this time the 
Basuto war seemed to be interminable, 
fight succeeded fight, and still our troops 
seemed to make little or no impression on 
the rebels. 

Our good friends, Sir Bartle and Lady 
]'rere, had ere this left the Cape, and the 
new Governor and High Commissioner, 
seemed to be determined to bring this 
miserable' Gun War,' as it waR called, to 
a close, at any price, and to this he was 
strongly urged by the officials in Downing 
Street, and the war indeed having already 
cost the Cape Government an enormous 
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sum, everybody was in favour of peace. 
At first it seemed as if the Basutos would 
never give in, and though Pitsos (councils) 
were held by the chiefs, fighting still went 
on all over the country. Meanwhile, a great 
trouble befell us in our little cottage at Wepe­
ner, my poor little boy Harry was kicked 
by a horse as he was crossing the road, a 
mounted orderly came suddenly round a 
corner at full gallop, and knocked him over. 
Harry saw him coming, and rushed forward 
to save his little brother Hugh, who had 
run on a little way in front of us. I was just 
behind them with N ancy. The orderly 
pulled up sharp, but poor Harry got a very 
nasty cut on the head; half-an-inch nearer 
the temple, and he must have been killed, 
as it was, it was a deep scalp wound. We 
were close to the hospital, and I rushed in 
and fetched two doctors, and the little fellow 
was carefully brought home on a shutter, 
when he was immediately put under chloro­
form, and the wound sewn up. For some 
days he was in danger, and had to be most 
carefully watched, and not left for a 
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moment. I bad to take the strongest 
coffee to prevent myself from going to sleep, 
for some nights, and at times he was deliri­
ous and very violent. The greatest kindness 
and sympathy were shown us by everyone 
in Wepener, and numbers of people offered 
to help nurse the poor little boy. Arthur 
came out as soon as possible, but could not 
get away for some days from camp; gradu­
ally Harry got better, and then it was 
decided tbat the P.M.O. should lend us an 
ambulance waggon as soon as he could be 
moved to go down to Aliwal, and I con­
sented at last to take him there, as we saw 
signs of the war coming to a close. Besides 
we could not keep our house on any longer, 
as the Dutch boer wanted it for himself, so 
I was obliged to turn out in any case. We 
had a sale of our effects, said C Good-bye,' 
to all our friends and acquaintances, and 
started off for a three days' journey to Aliwal 
North. Harry bore the journey very well, 
and we rather enjoyed the trip. We had 
no nurse with us, but a black policeman 
helped me with the children, and Miss 
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Aschrnann came with me as far as Aliwal. 
We were charmed with Aliwal, it is quite a 
fine town on a vt3ry pr~tty river, good broad 
strtlets, and large shops, quite a civilised 
looking place, and not having seen a regular 
town for three years and a half, we were 
quite delighted. 

Unfortunately the rooms which we had 
taken for a time at an hotel there, days 
before, had been let over our heads, and we 
could not find a place to go to anywhere, 
every house was crammed, the town being 
so full of troops going and returning from 
Basutoland. At last two young officers 
very kindly turned out of their room, and 
lent it to us, it was a good big one, and we 
managed to sleep in it, by making some beds 
of blankets on the floor. These officers were 
very good-natured to us, and went under 
canvas themselves for a few days, until we 
managed to get into the hotel. At that 
time there was a plague of large Hies every­
where, which were supposed to be the cause 
of the epidemic of opthalmia, which was 
going about. I managed to catch it, and 
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for some days was perfectly blind, and 
suffered agonies, nothing could have been 
more awkward, as for a week or so I couldn't 
get a. nurse, or write a note, or do anything 
for the children. Captain Hunt, the Civil 
Commissioner, and his wife were kindness 
itself, and sent us in dainty little trays of 
food, very often. Miss Aschumann would 
have helped us, but had to go on to King 
Williams Town at once, by the post cart. 
And we could not even get food sent us 
from one of the hotels, all the inhabitants 
were far too busy to do anything for us, 
and what to do, I knew not. 

Our Basuto policeman was very stupid, Rnd 
could only summon up sufficient intelligence 
to go out and buy a few sponge cakes for us. 
However, after a few days, things got a 
little brighter, and we were fairly comfort­
able at the hotel. My brother Alfred came 
down and met us there from Leribe, ha\ing 
been invalided to Aliwal. He also had gone 
through great hardships and dangers, but 
soon had to return to his post. Eventually 
we were fortunate in getting a nice house 
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and garden next to the Civil Commissioner's, 
and found some servants and made ourselves 
very comfortable there. Harry and N ancy 
went to J. day-school close by, which they 
liked very much, and Harry soon recovered 
his strength again. We were close to the 
hospital, and the doctor there looked after 
him very well. I met some very nice people 
in Aliwal, and everybody called upon me at 
once, so that I found it much pleasanter than 
being in Wepener, but too far off from 
Arthur, which increased my anxiety very 
much. Major Giles of the Cape Artillery 
was invalided to Ali wal. His wife came up 
to meet him from King William's Town, and 
I asked them both to stay with me until 
Major Giles got better. She brought two 
very nice little boys up with her, which de­
lighted my children. It was a great pleasure 
to me to have them both with me, as I was 
very lonely. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

ALIWAL NORTH AND HOME AGAIN 

IN June 1881. Arthur was taken very 
ill, having caught a chill, sleeping out in 
the open, in uniform, and getting constantly 
wet without being able to change his boots 
and clothes. The exposure and heavy hard­
ships told upon him and he was sent down 
to me at Aliwal North invalided, in an 
ambulance waggon as before-he was 
terribly ill for some time and suffered 
acutely. When he got a little better he 
wrote to his father as follows: 

'I am getting much stronger, but suffer 
greatly from neuralgic pains, rheumatism and 
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stiffness which at times make me really 
helpless. However, I daresay, it will 
disappear by degrees. I am anxious to 
be back at the camp again, but there is 
a difficulty about conveyance. I hope 
to get away soon. The weather is fear­
fully cold, and this is against me, no doubt, 
but I am picking up strength though, 
and if I don't have another relapse shall do 
well enough. I fear that there is but little 
chance of permanent peace. 

'The armistice was very convenient for the 
natives, as it gave them time to make aU 
their little arrangements, get in their grain, 
etc. Luckily the Kaffir corn is not yet ripe. 
I should be very glad if you would send me 
out a good sword, I do not suppose that I 
should ever use one, as I should trust to a 
revolver in preference, but it is Do necessary 
part of one's uniform, also a pair of field­
glasses. The Basutos don't like the look of 
swords much.' 

Arthur had an orderly with him, but 
could not bear him to come into his room. 
Had it not been for the kindness of 
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Captain Kerr, who was commanding the 
communication to base and who used to 
come in constantly and help me to pour 
nourishment down hiR throat, and lift 
him up, he must have died, so very ill 
was he, and his sufferings were terrible to 
witness. As soon as he got better, a con­
sultation of doctors pronounced him to be 
quite unable to return to the front, so that 
he was obliged to resign his appointments, 
and take leave for six months on full pay 
as resident magistrate. An ambulance 
waggon drawn by mules was sent for him, 
and we had a very trying journey down to 
Queenstown. 

At last we arrived in Cape Town, en route 
for England, where we were very kindly 
received by Lady Robinson at Government 
House, Sir Hercules, being unfortunately 
away. Lady Robinson took much interest in 
our accounts of the Basuto campaigns, and all 
we had gone through. 

Meanwhile, various telegrams had been 
sent by Mr (now Sir James Sievright) to Sir 
Henry Barkly, in order to relieve his anxiety 
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about my husband's health, during his jour­
ney down from Basutoland. Sir J ames, was 
most kind all through our troubles on the 
frontier, in helping us, by forwarding tele­
grams and sending us information whenever 
he could do so. After waiting a day or 
two in Cape Town, we joined a home­
ward bound steamer, and soon arrived in 
England. Meanwhile peace had been pro­
claimed in Basutoland, and all was quiet 
there. The following letter, (sent to 
Arthur by order of General Clarke, accept­
ing his resignation) will, I think, fitly close 
this narrative: 

, ALIWAL NORTH, 

, 30th May, 1881. 

C SIR,-I am directed by the Brigadier­
General commanding to acknowledge your 
letter of to-day's date, in which you tender 
your resignation of the command of the 
Mafeteng Contingent, on the ground ot' 
ill-health. 

'The Brigadier - General desires me to 
convey to you his regret at the cause which 
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has compelled you to take this step, a cause 
which he knows is only too well founded. 

'I am also desired to convey to you 
General Clarke's most sincere thanks, not 
only for your exertions in command of the 
contingent, but for the services you rendered 
as Staff Officer to Colonel Carrington, and 
as assistant Staff Officer, when the forces 
returned to Basutoland. 

'The Brigadier-General can only deplore 
that he should be deprived of your valuable 
advice and assistance, which were always 

\ 

so freely placed at his disposal, and he trusts 
that you will soon be restored to perfect 
health.-I have the honour, etc. etc. 

'W. F. D. COCHRANE, Major, 
, A. A. G. OOLONIAL FOROES 

• To Commandant Arthur Barkly,' etc. etc. 

THE END 
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THE TIMES says:-

A wide field lies open to the novelist who sets himself to expose
the trickery and fraud of company promoting and company direct­
ing. Such is the theme which inspires the caustic pen of Mr
Frederick WIcks, already known as the author of more than one
vivacious novel in which roguery plays an important part. In 'The
VeIled Hand' he is speCIally severe upon that combinatIon of the
politician and the company-monger of which we have latterly
had so many shining examples in our own and in other countries.
Mr Wic..ks has eVIdently seen-as a disgusted witness, no doubt-a
great deal of the mner workmg of the great modern engine of
fraud. 'The Veiled Hand,' a domestIC drama extendmg through
three decades, relates the nse and fall of a subtle Iago who piles
up a colossal fortune by pulhng the wires of hmited liability from a
secure pOSition in the background. Mr DeUoy's name never comes
before the pubhc. But he manages, with consummate address, all
the apparatus of the company promoter-the dummy vendor, the
confederated solicitors, the financial journalist, the gUInea-pig
directors, the' independent' experts, the rich sample of ore, and all
the rest of it..•• Many sc.enes could be enumerated from Mr Wicks's
novel which, in the essential satire of the situatIons and in the spmt
in which they are descrIbed, would not disgrace the best English
satirists. Of such are the tirstmeeting of the subscribers to the Great
Coradell (LimIted), the Countess of Bolore's garden party, and the
appeal issued on behalf of the Unusual Morahty Society-whIch
last exposes very neatly the methods by which chanty canvassers
work upon the snobbishness of the publIc...• Mr Wicks has really
given us an amusing and highly seasonable story, whIch is none
the less pleasing because embellished with numerous illustrations
from the clever pen of Mr Jean de Paleologue.
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THE SATURDAY REVIEW says:-

A new work by Mr Wicks is an exception to the rule upon which 
the average modern novel IS constructed. The incidents packed 
mto 'The VeIled Hand' are very numerous and dramatic. His 
plot, which is exceedmgly ingemous, involves a wide variety of 
urgent tOPICS, all of which Mr Wicks treats with familiarity, shrewd­
ness, and vivacity. The legIslators, who are endeavouring to deVIse 
means by whIch the Britl!.h pubbc may be protected from adven­
turers under the LimIted Liablhty Acts, wIll find m the chapters 
narratmg the rise and fall of the Great CoradeIl Company, as much 
inspiration as they are hkely to denve from many rummations in 
commIttee. The chapters dealing with the great strike in the coal­
fields are equally instructive, .•. and Mr Wicks will have con­
tnbuted much to the services of man if his novel makes the 
proletanat famlhar WIth the' true inwardness' of the movements to 
which they lend themselves when high-strung knights of labour 
take the field. It must not be supposed, however, that 'The Veiled 
Hand' IS a didactic work. Incidentally it is capable of teachmg 
much which the community would profit by knowing; but this 
teachmg is casual only, and subservient always to Mr Wlcks's 
purpose, whIch IS to tell a story WIth the thoroughness of treatment 
in detall which a plot such as his demands. In the matter of 
construction, 'The Velled Hand' is extremely skilful. 

THE ATHENlEUM 
reVlewmg' the year 1892. says :--In his recently published story, 
'The Veiled Hand,' Mr WIcks revealed himself as a wnter of quite 
uncommon subtlety and strength. 

THE ATHENlEUM 
commenting upon the book at length, sayl :-There is a complete­
ness and rotundIty in the delineation of the characters, whICh gives 
them the air of bemg types of humamty rather than individuals, 
though at the same time their dramatic individuality is not sacn­
ficed. Thus, it is not the passing mterest in fraudulent or idiotic 
directors, large though It may be, that renders the book great, but 
the feelmg that the particular form ofvlllamy or folly attributed to 
these men is merely an accident, and not of the essence of their 
presentatlOn .•• In readmg It one is remmded more than anythmg 
else ofThackeray's wonderfully broad and true pictures of r .... ailners. 
and of Thackeray's gemus for umversdhsing the snob and ~,.tistJcally 
glOrIfying the flunkey. It would follow. then, thal: It I,. wtally 
unlike any other English novels of the present day. These are, 
broadly speaking. of two classes: the stUdy of character, a novel of 
which Mr Meredith is the chief exponent, or the book of adventure, 
which depends almost exclUSively on plot, wherein hes Mr Steven­
son's chief claim to distmctlOn. But smce Thackeray there has 
hitherto been no considerable writer of the novel of manners which 
describes a state of socIety rather than an indIvidual character. 
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as Thackeray delighted in-the proud, impecunious, and foolish 
inherItor of a long hne of ancestors; the cool, symcal villain, 
succeedmg by irreproachable manners and unscrupulous employ­
ment of more stupid vdlams as his tools; the gentlemen's gentleman, 
calm and imperturbable, with his consoling tags of commonplace 
philosophy; the Bohemian in chambers, who combines with his one 
enthusiasm, the stage, a laxity of prInciples which permits him to 
earn money for it by any dirty job; and a host of others whom it 
would be tedious to enumerate. The heroine, also, by her insipidity, 
reminds one of the Lauras and Amelias who are the weakest po1Ot 
of Thackeray's novels. Indeed, if It were not for the well-known 
veracity of title pages, and the allusions in the latter part to buch 
modern lDstltutlons as School Boards and South African mines, the 
reader would be tempted to suppose that the book had been written 
thirty years ago, under the full inspiration of Thackeray's gemus. 
It is not, however, intended to suggest that Mr Wicks servilely 
copies Thackeray's methods, and IS devoid of OrIginality; he 
resembles him because he treats of much the same sort of people, 
and, hke Thackeray, looks at sOClety from the point of view of the 
good-humoured cynic. • • . It would be difficult to praise the style 
too highly; it is qUite in the grand manner, broad, deliberate, and 
umnterrupted. The language IS terse, crisp, WItty, but the narratlve 
is never hurried; indeed, to the present generation, accustomed to 
take their fictlOn in small and strong doses, the book may seem too 
long; but this lenf:tth has the advantage of satisfying the deSire for 
completeness, which IS merely tickled by the hors d'rzufJ1'es of mod­
ern fictlon. The digressions are not infrequent, but they are never 
out of place, and hardly a word is wasted; one feels in reading the 
book, as in that of any true artist, that there IS a reserve of force 
out of Sight-that much more mIght have been saId, but that the 
writer has rigidly confined himself to the absolutely necessary .••• 
One of the best scenes in the book-too long, however, for quotation 
in thIS revIew-is that describ10g the death of George Adolphus 
Leuchar$ Delfoy, Jun. It begins with an admirable bit of fooitng, 
and leads up WIth a marvellously dramatlc abruptness to the fatal 
endmg of a drunken frolic. In the artist, M. Jean de Paleologue, 
the author has secured a most valuable ally. The numerous 
sketches which illustrate the work are not all equal m merit, but 
most of the principal characters are admIrably rendered. Among 
the best, we should pick out the large illustration called I Fihal 
Restraint,' and I A Formal IntrOduction,' together with the sketch 
of M. Blanche, and of George Augustus suffenng from an unquench­
able thirst. 

VANITY FAIRsays:-
Mr Frederick Wicks has again written a book which for interest and 

abiding value deserves a high place. • •• I The Veiled Hand' tells 
a story marked by the quahties at once of photographic fidehty and 
artistic selection. It is full of honest work without being laboured; 



L 4 J 
it is shrewdly, sometimes even mercilessly, observant without 
preaching the decadent gospel of pessimism, and above all it has 
that essential qualIty which so many modern novelists seem to 
avoid as a damning literary crime-namely, exceedmg interest in 
the conception and evolutIOn of the story as such. The subtitle of 
the book is' A Novel of the Sixties, the Seventies, and the Eighties,' 
and no one will deny that the author has taken hold of two of the 
most prom1Oent developments of social relationship of this penod in 
the apotheOSIS of the plutocrat and the descent on the city of the 
aristocrat. No small part of the interest of the story centres m the 
formation and fortunes of the Great Coradell Copper M10ing 
Company Limited; and the strange companionship thereby engen­
dered of the aristocrat, the stockbroker, the soliCitor. the financial 
pressman, and the' nominal vendor,' provides Mr Wicks With excel­
lent material, of which he makes most excellent use. Another pro­
duct of this age is the professional agitator, and in' the notorious 
Bowlder' we are presented With a creation which we would fain 
hope is not typical, which we are Inwardly conv1Oced is so, and 
whIch, whether or no, is extremely entertaining. By far the 
strongest portrait is that of Geoffrey Delfoy, the gambler m love, 
in money, in politics. and in the reputatIOn of men and women; 
a man who, having divested hImself of the inconvenient attributes 
of heart and conscience, moves from poverty to the verge of vast 
wealth through the ruin of others with the relentless concentration 
of a chess-player who sacnfices his pawns the better to attack hIS 
adversary's king. Muriel, the good woman of the story, is some­
what colourless; but It IS at least an arguable retort that good 
women are not infrequently charac:terised by negative and passive 
excellences. The book is a workmanhke production, to be classed 
not only among' Books to Read: but also amGng 'Books to Buy.' 
The drawings by M. Jean de Paleologue are very clever and 
genuinely Illustrative. 

THE DAILY TELEGRAPH says:-
The plot of this ingenious fiction is at least as elaborate as any to 

be found in the earher works of Sue, De Balzac, or Dumas the 
elder. 

FAIRPLAY says :-' 
'The Veiled Hand'is life-hke and full of hfe. The plausible, 

but cold-blooded cynic, who beg10s his career, With a SOCIal 
crime, plunges into promotion of the worst kind as readIly as a duck 
takes to water. Around hIm are the gang With which the company 
prospectuses have made us familiar, of the type of the broken-down 
baronet, the half-pay colonel, and the pauper peer, all anxIOus to 
make use of their names, WhICh, haVing ceased to be productive on 
bIlls, stdl count for something on companies. The low-class 
company lawyer is there in evidence, together with the wily stock­
broker to work the markets. The financial journalist IS well 
represented by Mr Marmaduke Bray, a character whom most cIty 
men Will recogmse. 
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THE MORNING POST says:-
His story arrests and retains attention from first to last, the study 

of the unscrupUlous Delfoy bemg thoroughly remarkable for re­
stramed power and analytical discernment. Mr Wicks IS effective 
Without exaggeration, while his cynicism is tempered by a lively 
sense of humour •••• strong human Interest, and brilliant originality 
of manner. 

THE ECHO 
in an article on 'Morals and Manners,' by Meliorist, says:­
Mr Wicks has attempted a task worthy of the highest gifts of 
genius. Zola has attempted It for France. • . • It C'The Veiled 
Hand ') is full of abihty, WIth frequent displays of a higher quality 
than abihty •••. Dickens himself would have laughed over, and 
might have owned, the rolhckmg, extravagant humour of Mr 
WIcks's description of the pork. butcher, Mr Joy, in the crush at the 
bank and in the bosom of his family .•.• Bearing in mind that Mr 
V\Ticks has selected his inCidents from one mamfestatlOn only of the 
modern movement-and that, if SOCialism be more than an empty 
name, only a transient mamfestatlon-hls readers may accept him 
as a safe critic on the ground which he has occupied. For the 
burden of this novelist-preacher's message to his generation is the 
vulgansing and de-humanismg, socially debaslDg, and ruinous effect 
of the race for wealth. Mr Wicks is a strong hater (none the worse 
for that). He hates the brutalIslDg Materiahsm of the day, and WIth 
such intenSity that the preacher sometimes swamps the artist. He 
hates the Materlahstic creed and practice, that man IS one appendagl3 
of wealth, instead of wealth being the servant of man .••. There 
can be no doubt that, as far as it goes, this account of interaction 
between commercial poiltics and social demoralIsation is correct. 
Mammon has been vulgarising all ranks of the commuDlty. Chlpper­
ing, M.P., the vulgar, illiterate haberdasher, whose influence with 
the Whips IS set forth by the satirist, has his dittoes -and many of 
them-in the Parliament which has Just met. 

THE WESTERN MORNING NEWS 
undt'r the title, (A Notable Novel,' says: -At a time when 
people are deploring the decadence of English fiction, and asking 
who are to fill the proud pOSition formerly held by such write! s 
as Thackeray, DIckens, and George Eliot, It is pleasant to 
come across a novel displaying many of the best traits of 
famous English novelists ..•. Many of the passages are as good as 
anything to be found in 'Vanity Fair,' and there is not the slightest 
exaggeration in saymg that the chapter headed' A Pdrty of Eight' 
is one of the very best thIDgs in English fiction. 

THE WORLD says:-
The author makes his leading villain so hateful that we are 

positively glad when he is left ID a condition of abjectness that no 
other English novelist has descnbed; and to rouse that feeling in 
hiS readers means a writer's success. 
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THE NATIONAL REVIEW says:-
I The Veiled Hand' is Zolaesque in the thoroughness of its

mastery of detail.••. Mr Wicks is painstaking, vivid, and
entertaining..•• ' rJ he Veiled Hand' is a highly supenor work.••.
Many of the chapters are humorous in a measure and in a manner
which would have done credit to Dickens; the pages sparkle with
epigrams j and frequently, as by a flash of lightning In the gloom,
we are startled by some philosophical reflecbon deep enough and
wise enough to make Mr Meredith pause and admire.

Mr Fredenck Wicks has inserted the following Preface in a copy
of his able novel ' The VeIled Hand' which has recently been
presented to the Queen :-'It is the misfortune of sovereigns that
they seldom see behlOd the mask; and, as dissimulauon is a
necessary part of the dishonourable in social lIfe, few are able to
penetrate below the surface of socIal movement untIl the publIc mind
is shocked by a catastrophe. The parable here set out-the result
of thirty years' observation as a Journalil:ot- dramatically portrays
some of those things that man may be and man may do without
transgressin~a slOgle statute either extant or possIble. Reviewing
the work, the author remarks that no possible prevenbve can be
devised for nine-tenths of the wrongs done WIthin these realms
other than by the cultivanon of the individual sense of honourable
obhgauon.'-Extract from the Athenceum ' Literary GOSSIp,' February
18th, 1893.

By HUGH CONWAY

A CARDINAL SIN. By the Author of 'Called Back,'
etc. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s 6d.

Second and Cheap EdItion, at 3S. 6d.

THE REMINISCENCES OF A MIDSHIP­
MAN'S LIFE, 1850-1856. By Capt. CECIL SLOAN­
STANLEY, R.N.

The nmes says :-' The Reminiscences are bright, cheery, and graphic,
and may well serve to illustrate a period of naval hIstory whIch has not yet
had its Marryat nor even its Basll Hall. Some of the stones here told, not
for the first ome, certainly read hke d1rect remmiscences of Marryat.'

The DaJIy Telegraph Sll)'S-' A midshipman's existence some forty or
fifty years ago had a pIcturesque vanety. If a cadet, at present under­
f{oing a somewhat laborious traming in the BrJtannllJ, wishes to assure
himself of the fact he can hardly do better than take up the vivid records
which, Wlth the title of II Remimscences of a MidshIpman, 1850-1856,"
have Just been pubbshed.'

BEMmGTON & Co., Limited, London and Sydney



Remington & CO.'s New Books

A NEW NOVEL BY MRS ARTHUR KENNARD

DIOGENES' SANDALS
Crown 8"'0, clotn, 35 6d. just out.

The World says-' An incIdent of love, a temporary disappoint­
ment whIch turns a society bachelor into a cynic, a sojourn in an old
raIlway carnage, some smart original sayings and well-chosen
quotations, and .some channing descriptIons of an intetesting
country-all these things go to the making of her story. The
writmg is sensible and shrewd-like a man's-but a light brilliancy
of touch proclaims it to be the work of a clever, cultured woman.'

By the Autno1' of
&FOR THE TERM: OF HIS NATURAL LIFE,' ETC., ETC.

CHIDIOCK TICBBOURNE; or
the Catholic Conspiraoy

BY MARCUS CLARK~:

P"tu1't hoards 2$.

DUMtt Advt1'tlStr says :-' Is a cleverly WrItten novel, founded upon the
incidents in the life of Mary Queen of Scots, known as the Babmgton
Conspiracy.'

LIFE FROM A PARSON'S POINT
OF VIEW

By THE REV. F. ST JOHN CORBETT, M.A.
Autno1' of' Strmon Outl,nes,' 'Eclzots oftht Sanctuary.'

CrOWD 8vo, cloth, 'IS 6d

The T,mes says :-'A lively and humorous little volume of
clerical storIes by a West-end curate.'

THE DEAN OF LLANDAFF says :-' I can sincerely call it inter­
esting, clever, and suggestive.'

REMINGTON & Co" Limited, London and Sydney



Remington & CO.'s New Books

AT ALL LIBRARIES, BOOKSELLERS AND BOOKSTALLS

New Work by FREDERICK WICKS, AuthQr of' The Veiled Hand.'

THE BROADMOOR PATIENT AND THE
POOR CLERK. Two Stories in Psychological con·
trast. By FREDERICK WICKS. Abundantly illustrated
by A. MORROW. Demy 8vo, jajer covers IS ,/ cloth
hoards, 29.

By MAY CROMMELIN

LOVE KNOTS. Author of CFor the Sake of the
Family,' etc. One 'Vol, crown 8vo. Second Edtt'totJ.

The People says :-' A very pretty, and, withal, pathetic story.'

DEBONNAIR DICK; A Sporting Novel. By
FLORENCE .pATTON·BETHUNE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2S. bd.

Sec01zd Editi()1Z
The World says :-' A story in which MISS Florence Patton-Bethune

makes a strikingly original use of the craze of the day, and combmes It
With interesting people, cleverly drawn, and capital sketches of sport and
society.'

THIRTY-SIXTH THOUSAND OF THE

KREUTZER SONATA. By COUNT LEO TOLSTOI.
Translated from the Russian by H. SUTHERLAND
EDWARDS. Paper covers, IS.; lpost free, IS. 2d.
230 pages.

Van"y Fa,r saros :_1 There are touches of characteristic realism. U The
Kreutzer Sonata ' is admirably translated. '

Sunday T,mes says :_1 Is the best Englieh version which we have seen
or Count ToistOl'S much-talked-of noveL'

St :lames's Gazette says :_1 Mr Sutherland Edwards has translated the
U Kreutzer Sonata" into fluent and IdiomatIC English. It ought to be
read.'

EvemngNews andPost says :_1 Its merit is in:its'courageous and masterly
handhng of a very old, but what of late years has become a very grave and
pressmg problem-that of ma"Tiage.'

Da,ly GraphIC says :_1 It is a stnking story.'
Newcastk ChronICle says :-A very neat and cheap edition of this story by

M. Tolstoi, one of the greatest masters of fictIon in Northern Europe.'
'zawar)' JVorld says :-' It shows no falling off In power from any or hiS

former works. •
M6rcanhle Guard,an says :-' Count Tolstoi has succeeded m writing a

most powerful story.'

REMINGTON & Co" Limited, London and Sydney



Remington & Co.'s, :New Books
AT ALL BOOKSELLERS AND BOOKSTALLS

A NOTABLE WOMAN; and other Sketches.
By MILLICENT ERSKINE WEMYSS. Crown 8vo, 35 6d.

'It is full of interest, and merits an honourable place in the historical
literature of the day.'-Mornlng Post.

THAT AWFUL BABY. By CAMPBELL RAE-BROWN.
Author of' Richard Barlow, the Bloodhound,' etc., etc.
Crown 8vo, cloth, IS. 6d.

THE MARK TWAIN BIRTHDAY BOOK.
By MARK TWAIN. Cloth, g'tlt edges, 2S 6d. Seventh
Edthon.

By DOROTHEA GERARD

A QUEEN OF CURDS AND CREAM. By
the Author of 'Lady Baby,' 'Etelka's Vow,' etc.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35 6d. Thtrd Edt·hon.

The Standard says :-' It would be difficult for the author of II Lady
Baby" to gIve us anything but a clever novel.'

THE FRENCH-ENGLISH VADE MECUM;
OR, GENERAL INTERPRETER. Intended as all
instantaneous means of making oneself understood
when staying, travelling, or shopping in France. By
ALIX VUILLARD and P. J. ARMl)'TRONG. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 25. 6d.

The Dally TekgrajJh says : - 'The simple arrangement of bringing
French and. Enghsh phrases opposite each other on parallel pages tends
With the claSSification of subjects, to speedy reference.'

RE:MmGTON & Co" Limited, London and Sydney
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