
August 25th '09.

c/o Lady Home,
Hatfield House,

Marine Parade,
Brighton.

Dear Nance,

If you are not prejudiced by the press, you will be interested I know to
know what has become of your late friend and "Fellow Colleague" of the
Isolation days. If I do not write you now when I return to London you will lose
sight or hearing of me, except probably through the press. In the first place I
must tell you I am still the "Record Hunger Striker" and am recognised as
such wherever I go. The Brighton folk are very interested and can never hear
enough. Now for a graphical description of my experiences since my
departure from the N.W.H. on the 29th day of June.

On leaving the hospital I proceeded to town to a conference meeting
held in Clifford's Inn Hall. Then I went over my constituency to plan the
ground, after which I went on to Clarence Gate Gardens to tea with Miss
Decima Moore,7 whose guest I was, and with whom I was staying. I had not
long to rest before duty called me. I left the house with the echoes of "Good
Luck" ringing in my ears.

I knew good luck must attend such a mission as ours, whatever
opposition the Government should choose to put before us. You know our
motto: neither to change, nor to falter, or repent. I knew I should not repent.
So I pressed onward with not a shade of doubt in my mind. I made my way
towards "Whitehall" which was already crowded with an enthusiastic and very
good-humoured throng of all classes, each eager to witness the great "Battle
of Westminster" a battle of physical forces against moral and spiritual force.

Three thousand police were set out against a handful of peaceful
women doing what they believed to be their duty, as indeed the famous Bill of
Rights8 gives them power to seek an interview with the "Prime Minister". It is a
standing law and though it has not been put much into practise for some
years now it remains legal. These are words from clause V from the Bill of
Rights. "That it is the right of the King's Subjects to petition the King or his
proxies and all commitments and prosecutions for so doing are illegal". I tell
you this because I wish you to know that 86 of our women were illegally
arrested on the night of June 29th.

I waited some time in Whitehall to see if the Premier would have the
good sense and understanding to receive the deputation. By this time, which
was about 8.30pm., the crowd had become more enthusiastic than ever,
eagerly awaiting results, ready to assist if necessary.9

Then something happened. A rumour went through the crowd which
caused a cheer to burst forth - Mrs Pankhurst had been received! I knew the
Government better. It was a dastardly thing to do but what must one expect
from such an illiberal Government. Mrs Pankhurst was taken in and arrested
(not where the crowd could see her. Oh, no! They dare not do it with 50,000
people to cheer the women on! But she was taken round the back way to
Canon Row Police Court). That settled my plan of action. I thought it high time
to show the Government that women were prepared to go further in the



furtherance of the cause they had so much at heart. If I was to be arrested I
determined whatever the costs I should merit it. Since it was hooligans that
won the vote for men then it must if necessary be hooligans that will win the
vote for women.

I walked down Whitehall again, watching the women arrested one after
the other as they vainly attempted to present their petition to Mr. Asquith,
cheered again and again by the crowd who had come to see fair-play
between the Government and the women of the Country. 10They, by this time
(the Police) had started to clear "Whitehall". The mounted Police were on the
pavement, when deliberately in front of police I threw stones at Government
office windows and smashed them.11 The crowd still cheering me I was
immediately arrested. My action of breaking the windows was done from
purely political motives as a protest against the Government for refusing to
receive our deputation and arresting our leader and comrades.

On arriving at Cannon Row I was searched and charged with riotous
behaviour and wilfully damaging property. I was detained with one-hundred
(100) other of my colleagues until the House should rise, that being about
1.30am. I was then released on bail to come up for trial at Bow St. Police
Court the following morning.

Bow St. Police Court

I enter the great doors of the court after forcing my way through a
crowd of eager spectators. On the arrival of our dear Leader Mrs. Pankhurst
cheers rent the air, inside and outside of the court.

It was a lively scene, not a bit like a Police court. We were all in light
frocks, purple, white or green. There were smiling happy faces. Though we
were in a Criminal Court of Law we could not be depressed, knowing we were
but doing our duty. The Government might try coercive measures. The
women will frustrate them. We had broken no laws. We were but asking that
justice should be done.

The first cases to be heard were Mrs. Pankhurst and the Hon. Mrs.
Haverfield. After a long discussion the magistrate decided to adjourn the
cases until the following Friday week when we should come up for trial again.
We were detained at Bow St. until early evening. After Mrs. Pankhurst giving
her promise that we should do no militant work until the following week, we
were once more at liberty.

Of the week on remand I will say but little - 1 worked in the interests of
the W.S.P.U. The following evening after the trial we held an overflow
meeting in St. James's Hall12 and I was asked to speak to the people. At first I
must admit I felt rather dubious wondering how they would take my action of
the 29th. Need I have wondered. My fears were groundless. Directly I stood up
the hall rent with cheers and I received a tremendous ovation. I knew then
that they not only approved but approved heartily. Well, we accordingly came
up for trial again on July 10th but in order to have a legal point settled which
Mrs. Pankhurst had brought up (the right to petition) all the cases excepting
the stone throwers were adjourned indefinitely and are still on remand.

I came up for trial for the third time on the following Monday, July 12th. I
was charged with Gladys Roberts and did not plead. I simply made a
statement in which I refused to be bound over to keep the peace, or pay the



fine.13 I was then sentenced to one month's imprisonment, and later in the
day we were all taken to Holloway in "Black Marias", not one of us looking or
feeling downhearted, knowing the soundness of our cause.

Mutiny in Holloway Gaol

Arrived at Holloway. We demanded, before going through any rules or
regulations, to see the 'Governor'. On his arrival he said in a threatening tone
"What is this, mutiny?" We were not afraid however and calmly said "We are
afraid it is" and asked if he would grant an interview altogether. This however
he would not do, so our spokeswoman interviewed him alone. She told him
that one and all refused to obey any of the prison rules and regulations until
we were put in the first division and treated as first class or Political
offenders.14 After what seemed to be a long time it was decided to let us keep
our things for that night and come up before the Prison Magistrates to be tried
for Mutiny the following day. (Mutiny in prison is unpardonable and
dangerous. To other prisoners it is considered very dreadful). On being
escorted to my cell, when asked what religion I was I answered "Votes for
Women". However they gave me books just the same. I did not take any tea
that night but went to bed early. I had not been in bed long however before I
was disturbed by the entrance of the Doctor, who asked formally if I would
consent to be examined medically. However, not intending to give in on one
point whatever I flatly refused, and was left alone until morning.

"It is time you were up" said a voice, which woke me out of my sleep,
and "Do you want to see the Governor or the Doctor?" To the first - 1 replied -
as I was feeling rather tired - thought I would stay in bed a little longer. To the
latter question I asked to see both, and was once again left in peace, having
my own clothes as I had refused to change into prison dress. I got up and
then realised why I had a headache. My cell was very close and stuffy and for
the first time looked at the books they had given me. Among them I found one
called "A Healthy Home and How to Keep it". On turning down the pages I
came to a page headed "How to ventilate a room". "Open the window top and
bottom." Well. I looked at my windows and found that they could not be
opened. Top or bottom. So I waited on the Doctor.

He seemed some time coming however. I looked about my cell for
employment and noticing how bare the walls were, though I would like to
engrave them by the way of decoration. So I inscribed clause V from the "Bill
of Rights" "Votes for Women" "Down with Asquith" "Down with the
Government". At this point I was interrupted and in walked the Doctor. I
immediately showed him the page I had turned down of a "Healthy Home and
How to Keep it" and asked for more air in my cell. He said he was very sorry
but he could do nothing. Meanwhile the wardress looked around my cell and
surveyed the various inscriptions. "Oh!" said she. "This is the beginning!"

"Yes madam!" said I. "But it's not the end!" The punishment for
scribbling on the walls is two or three days solitary confinement. I had been in
close confinement from the moment I went in until I came out. Why should I
not merit my punishment. The next visitor was the Chaplain. He asked me
how many languages I spoke and said "why don't you pay your fine and get
out of it ?"l told him suffragettes were not made of that stuff. We at least were
honourable.



Next visitor, the Governor. I asked him if he had heard from the "Home
Secretary", he said no! I complain of the ventilation. He also said he was sorry
but could do nothing. Well, said I. Then I must do something. (I would like to
say, there were fourteen of us in prison). When the wardresses had gone to
dinner we all smashed our windows in order to obtain the air we were so
much in need of. I broke 14 panes, one for each Prisoner. In the afternoon we
petitioned Herbert Gladstone and this is what I said - That I, a member of the
National Women's Social + Political Union, sentenced to one month's
imprisonment in the second division for a Political offence desire the Rights of
a political offender and demand to be treated as such. I may as well state
here that under no considerations, whatever the consequences, will I submit
to the prison rules and regulations while I still remain in the 2nd division,
treated as an ordinary criminal. I have, since arrival here, been in close
confinement, deprived of all exercise, and in order to obtain more air have
been forced into breaking cell windows. I shall be pleased to know when we
are to be placed in the first division and am anxiously awaiting your reply.

Elsie Victoria McKenzie
To the Rt. Hon. H. Gladstone, M.P.15

After petitioning the Home Secretary we had nothing to do but await
his reply. I was sent a library book which I proceeded to read, laying on my
bed (against the rules). In the morning I got up to my window and tried to
communicate with the outside world. After some efforts I made them
understand I wanted a press reporter who photographed. I am in the first cell
holding out my regalia. It was in the "Daily Mirror."16 Then Miss Pankhurst and
other members came. We gave them the news and so the Press got it. Then
we were summoned for mutiny, and tried. Various charges were brought
against me to which I admitted. When asked if I would promise better
behaviour for the future I replied - not until I was put in the first division and
treated as a political offender.

I was sentenced to 7 days solitary confinement in a punishment cell.

Hunger Strike (Russian Method)17

Arrived in the punishment cell. I surveyed my surroundings once more
and this is my description. No table or chair. No bed until night. Floor damp,
even wet. Badly ventilated and foul. Windows unbreakable. Dark and not too
clean.181 sang the womans national Anthem and wondered where my
comrades were. Then a cheer broke forth, and I heard several answering
cheers, to which I replied and I knew my comrades were with me, and I pluck
up courage once more, and when my tea was put in my cell I refused it. The
matron begged me to take it but I said no! Then I inscribed a few things on
my cell wall. This is one. "Put in here for mutiny, July 14th, the anniversary of
the destruction of the Bastille. A Suffragette." I cut it deep in the wall and it
may stay.

Well, I refused all food from that moment. The prison officials were
very much concerned and after a few days brought a reply from Herbert
Gladstone in which he begged to inform me he saw no grounds for action on
his part (which is a lie, it all rests with the Home Secretary). I made no
comment however. I waited until the next day when I was visited by the



magistrate and I gave him a shameful answer about Herbert Gladstone. I told
him also that Herbert Gladstone thinks the women safe if they are in prison
but were he to meet them in Whitehall he would sink into his shoes. Of
course, he was shocked. He asked me why I refused food and I said I would
take food when I was in the first division and not before.

All this time I was feeling very ill indeed and dreadfully hungry. I often
felt tempted to take my food which was often left in my cell; hot milk, etc. The
diet was good and we could have anything we desired if we would only eat. I
ignored them all and played fair, not soiling my lips with a morsel, however
strong the temptation. The Doctors came twice a day. Dr. Scott the Governor
and the Chaplain felt my pulse and got very concerned. They wanted to
examine my heart. I flatly refused and only mocked and laughed at them.

After I had gone without food for a period of 148 hours the 'Governor'
Dr. Scott came into my cell and asked me what I had taken for breakfast. I
said "My thoughts". (I must tell you I had taken to my bed since Sunday. This
was on the Tuesday, the seventh day of hungering). He said you have had
enough and later in the day the Matron said "Dress yourself, I want you." I
could not stand but managed to dress somehow. They took me over to the
hospital where a bed was made up for me. But I refused to go to bed.
Eventually the Governor came and said "I have orders from the Home
Secretary to release." I said "Does the Home Secretary call this justice? I do
not wish to be released. I prefer to go into the first division. That is why I
protest." However, he said I must go. I was not in a fit state to stay in prison.
They begged me to take some brandy and milk which I did. I was passed
eating, having fasted 151 hours.

I was then brought to Dr. Amy Sheppard, "Lady Doctors", whom I was
staying with before I went to Holloway, and who were only too delighted to
have me. A hospital nurse brought me home in a cab and they paid the
expenses. Such a joke. I was very ill at first but the doctors were so kind,
nursing me as one of their own people. Christabel and Mrs Tuke19
were awaiting to receive as the governor had telephoned and said I was
released having abstained from food on principle. Endless letters and
telegrams of congratulations. Purple, white and green flowers. Visitors. Press
interviews - Mrs. Lawrence,20 Mrs Pankhurst, and then the doctors took me
away to their country house.

I came to Brighton on Monday week last, and am now staying with
Lady Home whose daughter Mary I think I told you was a great friend of mine.
I have visited many people since I have been here, and was at the theatre. If
you ask Miss Graham21 to show you the paper you will see the report22. I
handed a bouquet in the colours. I was staying in Kent with the Doctors. They
have a beautiful place and I was very happy. I am almost well now and return
to take up duties on Monday.

I still have to wear glasses. I was taking lunch at Blenheim House, no
doubt you know it, with some Serbian and American Ladies. We had lunch
with Commander Dugdale. You remember "Una Stratford Dugdale".231 have
spoken [of her] and am proud of my medal. "Una Stratford Dugdale" was
arrested in February, with Mrs Lawrence. These are his daughters. They are
strong suffragettes and have taken a house down here for the season, "San
Remo",24 facing the sea front.



I was in Worthing yesterday. We motored. It is a nice ride and we went
at a good pace. Today we are going over the "Racecourse". I am telling you
this because I know you know Brighton and might be interested. I am
enclosing you a leaflet. Will you give it to Graham when you have read it. If
you remember, I wrote to the Papers in answer to Gladstone's false
statements25 in the House of Commons the day after my release. I was
sentenced to one month but only did 8 days. When will these worthy and
clever politicians learn common sense. The prison doors are open for us to
walk in and out whenever we please. Several of our women are in prison in
"Liverpool", sentenced to two months. They will be released in less than a
week. What imbecility to imprison them at all. They will go on "Hunger Strike".
Then one day one of our women will slip through their fingers. Let the
Government beware. The whole of England will rise up in arms, should such
a thing happen!

My dear Nance, I could write for ever. Somehow this is only half of my
experiences. It would take too long. I want you to promise not to destroy
these papers. Keep them! You are indeed honoured as there are hundreds of
people who would like me to write personally my experiences to them. Let me
hear from you again. This address will always find me.

Miss Elsie McKenzie,
c/o N.W.S.P.U.,

4, Clement's Inn,
Strand, W.C.

Will you tell me how is your friend. I hope all is going well for you. However
you can let me know and only think of me as your old chum who taught you to
cycle.

I am very happy and love my work. With much love.
Believe me.

Very sincerely Yours,
Elsie Victoria McKenzie. (Mac.)
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