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CHARLES
CARRINGTON

The man and his books

On a summer day in 1898, plain clothes policemen began

to move into place unobtrusively round a large suburban

house in Cambridge, England. The famous university town
lay tranquil in the v^arm sunlight of the long vacation, the

mediaeval colleges deserted and the river running gently

under green willows.

The man who occupied the house was known to his

neighbours as Dr. Roland. The local police ioiew ofhim as

De Villiers. Chief Inspector Drew of Scodand Yard had

been in touch with the Ministry of Justice in Berlin, where

De Villiers was known under his real name ofGeorge Fer-

dinand Weissenfeld.

When his men were in position, Inspector Drew walked

briskly up the drive of the house, a burly figure in formal

suit, bowler hat and well-trimmed moustache. With two
constables at his back he hammered the knocker of the

handsome front-door and presented his search-warrant to

the astonished maid-servant. At the sound of the inspec-

tor's voice, the house seemed to fill with echoes of scamp-

ering feet and doors being slammed. Drew put his police-

whisde to his lips and blew a strident blast. In a moment
more the rooms ofthe spacious villa echoed to the thunder

ofconstabulary boots moving at speed.

Mrs. Weissenfeld, alias De Villiers, alias Roland, was
seized and brought to Inspector Drew. She insisted that



her husband was not at home. Drew was not deceived. His

men had been watching the house for some time. They had
seen Weissenfeld arrive and were certain he had not left

again. So the house was searched. There was no sign ofthe

wanted man. The inspector had an uneasy feeling that

someone had made a fool of him—by no means for the

first time.

Fuming at the thought of another failure in his cam-

paign to purge England of pornography. Drew heard a

sudden shout from one of the constables in an attic room
above. The young officer had leant against a wall-panel

which swung open to reveal a secret room in the roof

Crouching within, among rows of books, was the bulky,

beetle-browed figure of Weissenfeld. He looked desperate

and ready for a fight but in a moment more several of the

squad had overpowered him and snapped the handcuffs

shut.

He was taken to the police-station, followed by Inspec-

tor Drew, whose heart swelled with satisfaction. Then there

occurred an event which no novelist would have dared

contrive. As the prisoner was charged with every offence

known to the Obscene Publications Aa, he raised his

handcuffed wrists and put the back ofhis hand to his mouth.

Then he appeared to bite on one of the rather gaudy rings

on his fingers. In a moment more he fell to the floor, and a

moment ^er that he was dead. Officially the cause of death

was given as "apoplexy." Yet Weissenfeld's friends knew
that he, a character from Gothic romance, wore a poison

ring. He had sworn to die rather than rot in gaol.

Inspector Drew returned to the villa and examined his

haul. TTie cause ofthe raid had been a "lewd, wicked, bawdy,

scandalous, and obscene" book published by Weissenfeld

through The University Press at Watford. It was Havelock

Ellis, Studies in the Psychology ofSex. Yet as he examined the

other books stored in the secret room of the Cambridge

villa. Drew became aware that he had just missed arresting



an even more wanted man, Charles Carrington, the most

active and subversive publisher oferotica that England had

ever known.
By the time that the truth dawned, it was too late.

Carrington was already on his way back across the English

Channel to Paris, where his publishing house and book-

shop was the great supplier of erotic fantasy to the entire

British Empire. As Drew later told a parliamentary com-

mittee, these red-hot novels were sent not only to England

but to the Colonies, as if that were the very worst crime a

man could commit.

One can only picture the inspeaor picking through the

stack of horn books, each bearing the imprint: "Charles

Carrington, 13 Rue du Faubourg Montmartre." Edward

Drew's life was punctuated by their appearance. A Man
WithA Maid . . . Lovely Ni^fhts ofToun0 Girls . . . Beatrice

. . . Eveline . . . Dolly Morton . . . Raped on the Railway . . .

Colonel Spanker's Experimental Lecture . . . Birch in the Bou-

doir . . . Studies in Ela^ellation . . . Ni^ihts of the Rajah . . .

Pleasure Bound . . . The Amorous Adventures of Captain

DeVane . . . Venus in Tight Trousers . . . Lesley: The Days at

Florville. Was there no end to it?

Sitting there with such a pile of confiscated literature,

the conscientious officer is obliged to flip through the pages,

in the course of duty. "Alice desperately squeezed her thighs

together as closely as she could, at the same time drawing

in her stomach in the vain hope of defeating my purpose."

Should he read on or open another volume.> "With an ear-

stunning crack the slim black lash snaked down curling and

clinging to the bare wifely cheeks of Lesley's backside."

Perhaps the secret attic room seemed to grow a littie

warmer as Mr. Drew returned to his task of perusal. "His

arms were pressed tightiy round the pretty naked girls by

his sides, and he kissed them alternately. The third littie

darling had his cock right in her mouth and was sucking it

tenderly." With a deep sigh, the worthy officer must try



again, "The jellied mounds of her breasts were firm and
full—only a trifle smaller than my own. . . . Her head fell

back. I licked my tongue along her teeth and laughed."

Faster and faster the pages turned. "The gendemen
whooped and shouted as they watched the extraordinary

sight: five naked women staggering along the corridor as

fast as they could, each woman carrying on tier back an-

other naked female!" Edward Drew wipes a band of per-

spiration from his forehead in the warm room. "The bam-
boo flashed down across the bare tomboy cheeks ofElaine

Cox's fifteen-year-old bottom." What was this? A judicial

reformatory punishment? There, at last, was something of

which even Inspector Drew could approve.

And what of Charles Carrington himself, the culprit

whose publications caused so much overheated squirming

to the unfortunate inspeaor? From humble origins in

London as vanboy and men's room attendant, he had risen

to be the proprietor of a barrow of books in Farringdon

market. Self-educated, with an interest in mediaeval French

literature and plays of the Shakespearean age, he began to

make friends among the literary figures of his own day.

Oscar Wilde was to be among his acquaintances and was

to play a part in Carrington's publishing career. With the

"decadents" of the nineties like Ernest Dowson and Lionel

Johnson, he had a natural affinity.

Carrington did not set out to be a publisher ofpornog-

raphy. In the 1880s it truly seemed as if a new age of

artistic freedom might be dawning with the acceptability

of the Aesthetic movement, Bohemianism, and "Art for

Art's Sake." Sir Richard Burton had issued limited editions

of the Kama Sutra in 1883 and The Perfumed Garden in

1886. One of Carrington's earliest ideas was to produce

English translations of such erotic classics of the ancient

world as Lucian's Ass and the comedies of Aristophanes,

some of which were not translated in England until the

1950s. He launched The Athenian Society for this pur-

pose, seeing no reason why such material should be avail-



able to any schoolboy who knew Latin and Greek but

banned for ordinan^ men and women who only read En-

glish. Copulation, homosexualit\; the buggery ofwomen,
erotic flagellation were not taboo subjects—the prestigious

Lx)eb Librar\' volumes showed that—so long as they re-

mained in Latin and Greek.

Carrington soon learnt his mistake. After Burton's

publications, the English moral establishment moved to

crush such "libertine literature." The publishers in England

of Boccaccio, Maupassant, Zola, were denounced by vigi-

lante groups, prosecuted and gaoled. In 1892 Oscar Wilde's

Salome was banned, echoed in Boston, Mass. by the ban-

ning of Richard Strauss' opera based on the play in 1907.

After Wilde's own trial for homosexual offences—none of

which nowadays would be an offence at all—the English

press, waUowing in a warm bath of self-righteousness, drove

all his plays from the stage.

Carrington was soon well aware of the fate prepared

for those who dabbled in the publication of erotic htera-

ture in London. Edward Aver\' was tricked into selling a

banned book to one of Inspector Drew's men and was sent

to prison. Leonard Smithers, solicitor and publisher, was

coaxed out of business to prevent any more of his editions

of the erotic writings of Balzac, Gautier and Voltaire. H.S.

Nichols dared to issue a generally a\'ailable, though expur-

gated, edition of Burton's^r^i^w Nipfhts. He was soon on
file run, evading the English law long enough to get to

Paris and then New York.

By contrast with such publicly-denounced rogues, the

flower of English manhood was engaged in imposing the

same moral order on "the lesser breeds without the law."

Carrington was, certainlv, one of nature's rogues. He could

scarcely stand comparison with those who blew Indian

mutineers from the mouths ofcannon, provoking a frisson

in the watching English ladies as a few raindrops of blood

spotted their white dresses. Nor, indeed, could he equal

those heroes of Omdurman in 1897 who charged the Su-



danese tribesmen and rode back leaving 11,000 piled up
corpses and many more who were abandoned to die in

mortal agony. ''Very thankful there was no hitch," said

Kitchener, nimbly accepting a peerage for the achieve-

ment.

In 1904 Carrington was already in the thick of a battle

with the English and French law, as well as with the cen-

sors. Yet the comparison between his so-called "indecent"

books and the savagery of England's imperial heroes cank-

ered him with bitterness. He wrote up a special preface to

Jean de Villiofs Woman andHer Master, a novel about the

Sudanese wars which he published that year in Paris. "Far

from inventing anything," he says of the author, "he has

even been forced in some instances to mitigate too hid-

eously repulsive details. Thanks to this book, it is now
possible to relate adequately the savage, merciless struggle

that had the Valley ofthe Nile for its theatre in those years."

Grace Marjoribanks, the heroine of the novel, is taken

prisoner by the Mahdi's men after the fall of Khartoum
and the death of General Gordon in 1885. A proud young
woman ofthe English ruling class, Grace vigorously resists

the demands made upon her in the harem. Despite her

struggles, she is raped, buggered, and whipped, being taught

to accept such ordeals as the accompaniment to her life of

slavery. At last. Kitchener's relief force arrives and she is

rescued. On the last page she confronts Kitchener, who
was still alive when Carrington published the book. When
he assures her that she will be taken back to England to

begin life anew, Grace is dismayed. She refuses to go, in-

sisting that she will stay as a slave in the harem of her

master. To be raped, buggered, and whipped as she has

been means more to her now than life in the high noon of

imperial grandeur. The novel is Carrington's most savage

comment on the Viaorian morality which had driven him
into exile.

Before establishing himself in Paris, Carrington went

first to Holland and Belgium, the refuge for publishers
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expelled from other European countries in the 19th cen-

tury. In Amsterdam he made the acquaintance of August
Brancart. Here were published in French books which
Carrington issued in English on his own account in Paris.

Colonel Spanker^s Experimental Lecture was one of these,

"Published for the Cosmopolitan Society of Bibliophiles."

This is a classic Carrington by-line and used often by him
in varying forms.

The novel is set in Lx)ndon, displaying the conduct of
England's high society. Colonel Spanker and a group of

aristocrats have a well-appointed house and garden in Park

Lane. Beautiful young girls are seijscd and brought there,

in order that the colonel may demonstrate upon them the

erotic delights of birch or whip. The lecture takes place in

a fine conservatory of tropical plants at the centre of the

building. Julie, the model used for it, also appears in a later

Carrington publication, Nights ofthe Rajah. Like a number
ofhis heroines—Beatrice, Eveline, Lesley, Noreen, Alice

—

she must have been a favourite with the readers. It seems

to have been Carrington's policy, when a book sold well,

to carry one or two of the girls on to the next story. It was,

after all, a time when readers became attached to their

characters, as was the case with Sherlock Holmes in an-

other^^m Hence Carrington's success with Eveline (1904)

was so remarkable that two further volumes were issued.A
Man WithA Maid, one ofthe first and best of Carrington's

books, ran to three volumes.

Colonel Spanker's Julie is more fiilly described in Nights

of the Rajah as a nineteen-year-old n)Tnph, slim-thighed

and pert-breasted, her saucy young bottom being the fat-

test feature of her petite figure. Her top-knot of blonde

hair crowns a sulky, sharp-nosed little face with sly hazel

eyes.

Protesting and petulant she is stripped and bent over a

frame which resembles a velvet-padded step-ladder. She is

strapped down so that her plump little bottom, the centre

of the colonel's attentions, is thrust out at the onlookers.

"Julie's backside was whipped ver\' hard, until blood was



drawn. Then the assistants brushed her rear cheeks well

with stinging-nettles and warmed the cheeks of Julie's arse

with htde discs of metal heated red. They turned her so

that the audience might study the frenzy in her face. At
first, as they continued their attentions to Julie's bottom,

they allowed her to cr}^ out and scream. . . . Then they

gagged her, knowing that anguish which cannot find re-

lease in screams will become a hundred times more in-

tense."

Copies of such books, which Carrington assisted to

produce even though he did not originate them, began to

find their way to England. Those who came across them
accidentally complained to the police or kept the book to

themselves, according to taste. The arbiters of moral taste

in Britain demanded that a stop be put to the trade.

Yet these demands concealed a disturbing truth about

the moral state of Victorian life. Carrington found that it

was difficult to satisfy the English market unless the novels

he issued had a seasoning of "punishment scenes." Many
of those which sold best took such incidents as their main
theme. The reasons were simple. A woman being birched

or whipped was a powerfiil aphrodisiac to the English male.

The actual flogging of women in public had been pre-

serv^ed into the 19th century. Long after that, life as colo-

nial rulers had ofiered some Englishmen a chance to pur-

sue their pleasure. Many of Carrington's bestsellers dealt

with the sexual use of chastisement of dark-skinned girls,

the beauties of the plantation in Dolly Morton: Nabyla or

Jennifer Khan in Nights of the Rajah, Connie, the Chinese

girl, in Days at Florville.

In 1894 Carrington moved to Paris and began work on
his own account. He set up house and shop at 13, Rue du
Faubourg de Montmartre. It was a stone's throw from the

gaslit brilliance of the Boulevard des Italiens with its tall

elegant houses, the grands salons^ cafes, and theatres. The
quieter Rue du Faubourg de Montmartre ran gendy up
the long slope at the head of which rose the white domes
of Sacre Coeur.
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*rhe repressive prudery which marred English life was

absent in the Paris of the 1 890s. Yet the area in which
Carrington lived had long had the nickname of"the clitoris

of Paris." This had been won for it by a number of disso-

lute Englishmen who lived there. One of them, who died

a few years before Carrington's arrival, would make even

Colonel Spanker shudder. In the nearby Rue Lafitte lived

Captain Fred Hankey of the Guards, son of the governor

of Malta and sometime page to Queen Victoria. He was
known politely as "The Man Who Liked Girls' Skins"—to

bind his library ofpornography in. He had begged Burton

to bring him back a girl's skin from Africa, explaining that

it must be removed from a living subject, otherwise it lost

something of the fine exquisite lustre of the beauty herself

Moreover, if Inspector Drew wondered how Carrington's

books were so successfully smuggled into England, he

should have checked Hanke/s history as a smuggler. The
man who liked girls' skins had found the simplest way of
all. It was perfectly possible, by a bribe here and there, to

have bales of pornography loaded into the diplomatic bag
at the British embassy in Paris, so that it would pass un-

molested through the English customs and be collected in

due course from the Foreign Office. Ifthis method was not

open to Carrington, that had nothing to do with the mo-
rality of his publications. His feult was in not being a guards'

officer and a gendeman.

Some of Carrington's first publications were also his

most successfiil. A Man With A Maid is a compelling,

claustrophobic drama about a man who must abduct, im-

prison and enjoy a particular girl upon whom his heart is

set. In his obsession with her he will spare her nothing,

rape, buggery, whipping, enforced lesbianism with her maid,

and total submission. The first volume is one of the most
intense and compulsive erotic daydreams ever devised.

With Beatrice (1895) Carrington entered the realms of
fetishism, which had become a new preoccupation in the

age of KraflPt-Ebing and Havelock Ellis. The wet-look and

11



the pony-girl are clearly anticipated in the novel's pages.

There is also the gentle incestuous seduction of the beau-

tiful heroine by the elder male and female members of her
family, as well as by other girls. It is a charming and gende
story, in which even the whippings are administered with

love and lechery.

A number of Carrington's early novels explain them-
selves by their own tides. On his arrival in Paris he began
to issue stories which he called "Social Studies of the Cen-
tury." The first ofthese, in 1894, was Raped on the Railway:

A True Story ofa Lady who wasfirst Ravished and then Chas-

tised on the Scotch Express. And so she was.

The French authorities at first left Carrington alone.

He set up house with his French mistress and had children

by her. Indeed, the French governments of the Third Re-
public showed themselves sympathetically disposed to the

sale of erotic literature by post. Under a law of 16 March
1898 it was enacted that erotica might be sold by post,

provided that it was sent in sealed parcels. Carrington, in

association with H.S. Nichols and other exiled English

publishers, seized the opportunity. There was nothing in

French law to prevent them supplying customers in En-
gland. Members of the English Parliament, clergymen, even

Lord Edward Spencer Churchill, appeared on Carring-

ton's mailing list. This was revealed when a misdirected

parcel came to Ernest Flower, a Member of Parliament,

who went howling to Inspector Drew with his complaint.

In the closing years ofthe nineteenth century, Carring-

ton scored three successes in the publishing of erotic liter-

ature and so increased the demand in England for his books.

Flossie:A Vem4s cfFift^een (1897) was another of his "Social

Studies of the Century—Printed for the Erotica Biblion

Society of London and New York." Its appeal went straight

to the heart of the English lust for the unspoiled virgin.

Perhaps this taste derived from the Viaorian myth that to

deflower a virgin was a cure for the pox. Whatever the

cause, Flossie had an immediate market.
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"The pampas-grass waved, the legs parted, and nesding

between the ivory thighs, I saw the scarlet lips open and

show the erected clitoris peeping forth from its nest below

the slight brown tuft: which adorned the base of the ador-

able belly. ... I pressed towards the delicious spot and

taking the whole cunt into my mouth passed my tongue

upwards along the perfumed lips until it met the clitoris

which thrust itself amorously between my lips imploring

kisses. ..."

In the privacy of their studies, England's politicians and

men of affairs took Flossie to their hearts. In the following

year, Carrington added to his list, Pauline: The Memoirs of

a Singer, translated from the book attributed to the prima

donna Wilhelmina Schroeder-Devrient, who first sang

Wagner's Venus. Its strange lesbian beauties, the tales of

girls masturbating while having their bare bottoms whipped
in Hungarian prisons made this a book ofhuman curiosity

as well as a compelling tale.

In 1899, Carrington published what remains, perhaps,

his best known novel, The Memoirs ofDolly Morton. Set in

the period of the American Civil War it is a well-told story

of a white woman's abduction into the household of a

sadistic Virginia planter. Enforced sexual submission and
savage whippings are the fate of these white women and

black slave-girls in common. Like Woman and Her Master

and the varied "amorous memoirs" of Capt. DeVane it is

also one of those novels, published by Carrington, in which
the erotic enjoyments are set against some great historical

event. The other two books portray, respectively, the war
in the Sudan and the Boer War in South Africa.

Carrington himselfwrote an introduction to DollyMor-
ton^ in which he defended the right of mature men and
women to read of the horrors of war and imperialism as

they truly were, and not as they appeared emasculated in

such works as Deeds that Won the Empire. He had no illu-

sions as to the nature of the material.

"The pages of Dolly Morton^ wrote Carrington, "are

13



not meant for the eyes of 'babes and sucklings'—its tropi-

cal descriptions would scorch their weakling sight and un-

setde their wavering soul. These private memoirs elucidate

certain vagaries of the ever-changing human mind which

are good to be known, though only by scholars and ac-

credited bibliophiles. . . . The chemist is allowed to dis-

pense poisons under certain conditions: the lawyer, judge,

and doctor, to enquire into matters wisely hid from die

common ken, and such a work as The Meimirs ofDolly

Morton falls, we opine, under the same rules and restric-

tions."

However easy it is to condemn Carrington as an oppor-

tunist pomographer, his books were expensively produced

in comparatively limited editions and were direaed at much
the type of readership he describes.

At the turn of the century it seemed that Carrington's

prestige was growing. After the trial and imprisonment of

Oscar Wilde in 1895, English publishers and booksellers

declined to have any more dealings with books which they

had admired only a few weeks earlier. It was Carrington,

with a mixture of altruism and self interest, who stepped

in and bought the right to publish the works ofone of the

most truly original geniuses that Britain had known. He
re-issued The Picture ofDorian Gray, which had been cited

at the trials to prove the "immorality" ofWilde's writings.

He also arranged for a French translation of Poemes en

Prose, by the French poet Hugues Rebell, the pen-name of

Georges Joseph Grassal.

Rebell was a friend of Wilde's and had become bank-

rupt through compulsive gambling. Carrington offered him

an allowance in exchange for writing French versions of

his publications which, it seems, Carrington himself then

translated into English. The two men appear to be the

authors behind such names on the titie-pages ofthe novels

as "Jacques Desroix" and "Jean de Villiot."

On the assumption that policemen rarely read any lan-

guage but their own—if that—Carrington would issue in
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French milder versions of his English books. The Surete,

on reading them, grew even more irritated at the fuss the

English authorities made. En Virginie was Dolly Morton

with the wilder excesses left out. La Chambre]aune (1902)

was a toned-down version of The Yellow Room.

In all this, Hugues Rebell was an invaluable assistant,

though he was to die in 1905 at the early age of thirty-

seven. Yet in his own right he was the author ofsuch novels

as Les Nuits Chaudes du cap Frangais and La Nichina, the

tale of a Renaissance courtesan in Venice. "We also owe to

him a large number of works on flagellation," says the 1980
edition ofLa Nichina circumspectly.

Beyond this, however, Carrington appeared as the pub-

lisher of curious or erotic works with genuine pretensions

to scholarship, revealing him as a curious blend of frus-

trated academic and nimble entrepreneur. The Manual of
Classical Erotolo£fy, published in 1899, was a long compiled
work by Friedrich Karl Forberg, a collaborator ofthe Ger-

man philosopher Fichte. It is an anthology from Greek and
Roman literature of the sexual deviations of the ancient

world, from oral sex and buggery to lesbianism and mul-

tiple copulation. From this a reader learnt that many noble

Romans, including Caesar, were in the habit of turning

their equally noble ladies over and sodomising them vig-

orously. Carrington followed this book with Julius Ros-
enbaum's Plague of Lust (1901), an account of venereal

disease in classical antiquity.

The imperial civilisation which Britain and France had
imposed upon much of the earth produced a number of
studies detailing unusual sexual practices in far-off places.

The most outspoken of these were by a French traveler,

Louis Jacolliot, who wrote as "Jacobus X." In 1898 Car-

rington issued a two-volume English edition of this au-

thor's L'Amour awe colonies as Untrodden Fields ofAnthro-

pology^ trusting to its innocent tide to get it past the British

customs. He followed it next year with Jacolliofs Ethnology

of the Sixth S^«5^, described as studies and researches into

15



the abuses, perversions, follies, anomalies and crimes which

stemmed from sexual desire.

By this time Carrington was publishing on a scale which
might have done credit to many a legitimate firm in Lx)n-

don or New York. Moreover, his range of books was far

beyond the conventional idea of the pornographic novel.

Yet the English authorities took one look at his "brochure

for 1901 and girded themselves to renew the fight against

the Librairie des Bibliophiles, as Carrington now called his

premises in the Rue du Faubourg de Montmartre.

Carrington's list was, in one sense, a mirror of English

taste and it was this which the British government found
most galling. He gave Englishmen what they wanted, since

that was his livelihood. The prospectus seemed to reveal

the nation's moral character to the world.

It began with Studies in Fla£fellation^ a series of tales

which were mainly concerned wi3i women under the whip.

The book was 670 pages long with twenty-one illustra-

tions. There was also another book of whipping-stories.

Curiosities and Anecdotes ofWhippin£i and Corporal Punish-

ment. The leading novels on the list were illustrated edi-

tions of Miss Bellassis Birched for Thieving andA Society of

Female Flf^ellants. By this time, too, he was able to adver-

tise his French editions in the popular press of Paris.

Yet Carrington's greatest achievement in 1901 was the

publication of a book which had litde to do with Le Vice

An£[lais. It was the novel Suburban Souls., which was de-

scribed as "the erotic psychology ofa man and a maid."

The author is a Paris stockbroker who calls himself Jacky

S . . . and who tells the story of his five-year love affair with

a girl of nineteen, Lilian Arvel. At first Lilian is submissive

and willing, then increasingly withdrawn firom him. In many
respects their relationship bears comparison with the far

more famous drama of love and jealousy which Proust

portrays between the figure of the narrator in Remem-
brance ofThings Past and the sexually ambiguous character

of Albertine. The same infatuation alternating with dis-
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gust, the same hints of lesbian corruption and female per-

version are present in both cases. As a study of neurotic

sexual infatuation. Suburban Souls has far more in common
with the mature imagination of Proust or Henry James

than with the run ofthe mill pornographic novel.

It was not to be expected that Chief Inspector Edward
Drew, still recalling the abortive attempt to bring Weissen-

fcld to justice three years before, should care whether Sub-

urban Souls resembled the great fiction of the age or not.

Weissenfeld's suicide seemed only to show that a police-

man's lot was not a happy one. "He took with him when
he died a lot of information which might have been useful

to us," the inspector said grimly when questioned about

the incident. There had been no less than four tons of pub-

lications by Carrington and his associates concealed in

Weissenfeld's hidey-hoie.

Yet Drew was not the man to give up without a fight.

In 1898 he had tried to get Carrington extradited to En-

gland by the French authorities. Unfortunately, the French

law of that year made it legal for Carrington's books to be

sent through the post under sealed cover. The fact that

many of them were addressed to England was no crime in

France. "He has been carrying on his business through the

post," said Drew indignantly, "in the shape of sending books

of a very obscene and vulgar character." There was no doubt

that England's ruling class was panting for more tales of
erotic flagellation. Carrington, as Drew described it, was
sending his books "in very large quantities in bulk." They
were received by Carrington's agents in England and then

sent on to individual customers.

Inspector Drew and his squad swung into action to put

an end to this wholesale booklegging. Customs officers at

British ports were issued with an order to seize any book
bearing Carrington's name, putting even the works of Os-
car WQde at risk. The police closed in upon Carrington's

agents. One of them slipped away from London just in

time, but an arrest was made at Folkestone. In France, the
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Paris Vigilance Association (a front organisation for an

English vigilante group) managed to get a conviction against

Carrington for a technical breach ofthe French law.

The Foreign Office in London pounced on this pretext

for having the bookseller expelled from France. Delcasse,

the French minister of justice, had the expulsion order

served and then never bothered to enforce it. The same

fate attended another expulsion order which Inspeaor Drew
insisted on in 1907.

The last shot in the expulsion battie was fired on 29
January 1908. Carrington's illustrations in books sent to

England showed girls with pubic hair. "Naked women,
showing the hair on their private parts," was how Drew
phrased it. Everyone knew, he added, that a girl's pubic

hair 'Svould be deemed here to be obscene." Women ought

not to have pubic hair and, if nature endowed them with

it, they were certainly not permitted to show it. By some
psychopathic quirk of English law, a nude model could

show her genitals with the hair shaved off. If she kept the

hair on, it was a crime against the king's majesty.

Inspector Drew wrote to the Surete denouncing the

crime of the pubic hair. The French were puzzled. Could

he be serious, or had Monsieur Drew flipped at last under

the strain? They replied tactftilly that girls with pubic hair

"would not be considered by them as obscene." Edward
Drew, muttering curses on the degeneracy of the Gallic

race, abandoned his pursuit ofCarrington.

While the legal storm raged over him, Carrington went
on publishing his books. In 1902 he issued The Dawn of

Sensuality, which had been printed for him in Brussels the

previous year. It consisted of the first six chapters ofMy
Secret Life, one of the most remarkable private diaries in

the English language and a unique chronicle ofone man's

experience with a variety ofwomen.
The diary had first been printed in Amsterdam, about

1888, in eleven volumes. Carrington had apparentiy ac-

quired the remainder of the stock and was selling it off at

£60 a copy.
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Carrington issued a long prospectus of his work in 1902

as Forbidden Books: Notes and Gossip on Tabooed Literature.

To advertiseMy Secret Life, he quoted the story ofa woman
told to the diarist. The girl and her sister had been raped

by Austrian soldiers on tihe eve of the battle of Solferino in

1859. The commanding officer had given the soldiers half

an hour to enjoy themselves with the two young women.
Taking the older one into a bedroom they had held her

down on the bed and raped her, one after another. During

her own ordeal she heard the cries and sounds ofher younger

sister, Margarctta, being raped. Eight or nine men raped

the older girl, two of them bringing her to a climax. What
she remembered chiefly, however, was the great weariness

in her legs when it was over. One of the men with Margar-

etta, turned her over and sodomised her
—

"tailed her." He
excused his conduct by saying, "If the French catch you,

they will bugger as well as fuck you, and will certainly cut

your throats ^erwards."

My Secret Life stands apart from the fantasies of erotic

fiction, by virtue of its social realism. Yet not until half a

century after Carrington's sale of it did the diary become
what Max Lerner called "a long-buried classic," adding a

new dimension to the modem image of the Victorian age.

In fiction, no less than fact, the success of Carrington's

publications continued. In 1904 Eveline: The Adventures of

a Toun^ Lady ofQuality Who Was Never Found Out ran to

two volumes and several editions. The beautiful Eveline,

with the innocence of total sexual surrender, moves from

finishing-school to Edwardian high society in London's

west-end, and the languid summer days by the sea at East-

bourne. Seduced as a young girl in Paris, ravished by high

and low in London, unable to resist even the penis of her

own father, Eveline tells her stor}' with a self-aware can-

dour which makes this one of Carrington's most engaging

books.

Yet Carrington's sardonic commentan»^ on the ethics of

British imperialism continued with a variety of sexual an-

tics along the lines of "An exchange of intimate letters
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between a young lady and a gentleman, recording their

true amatory and disciplinary experiences of an Arabian

harem and an English girls' reformatory establishment."

As the editor insists, it is the libertines who are more in-

nocent and the moralists ofempire who are truly vicious.

One young builder ofempire is shown practising dom-

ination with whip, penis, and glowing havana upon a na-

ked golden skinned beauty. A medical man punishes the

waywardness of a nineteen-year-old girl by pumping a huge

enema up her behind and then thrashing her widi die birch.

The enema as a means of correcting girls' behaviour was

practised and advocated in fact. Dr. Tyler Smith in the

London MedicalJournal for 1848 (1,607) suggested chilling

the infusion with ice-water for greater effect.

Another moralist, a schoolmaster, is seen watching en-

thusiastically the whipping of wayward young women
through a private window. At the same time he takes on

his knee a solemn schoolgirl beauty on the threshold ofher

teens. With her blue eyes and fair tresses, she must sit on

his naked manhood. "As she slips off her skirt and pants,

he remarks that Rachel's bottom already resembles that of

a real young lady." We are then allowed to hear this moral-

ist murmuring to his young pupil, his finger moving be-

tween her thighs.

"Is that nice, Rachel? Is it? Ah, I think it is! Watch them

whip her! Is that nice just there? Move your bottom a

litde, Rachel, so that my stiffness lies between its cheeks!

. . . Watch the punishment, my sweet! Ah, did that hot

splash starde you? I feel I must deluge you there in a mo-

ment . . . The sight of her firm bottom striped and squirm-

ing under the leather pony-switch! . . . Try to come as well

while you watch ..."

Among these later novels the imperial theme was

sounded loud and clear by two volumes of memoirs by

Captain Charles DeVane. Ni0hts of the Rajah: The Indian

Loves ofCharles DeVane is set in British India. The captain

also records events which took place during the war be-
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tween the British and the Boers in South Africa, in 1899—

1902.

Captain DeVane poses as an officer and a gendeman.

Beneath this he is what his contemporaries would have

called a bounder and a cad. He reveals the truth about the

sex-life of the British Raj, the seductions ofwhite women,
the buggering ofAsian beauties, the gleeful whippings and

the prevalence of lesbianism. Apart from this he is also the

joker in the pack with a devilish sense ofthe ridiculous.

One hilarious episode in Nipfhts ofthe Rajah describes a

wicked vengeance on the white women of a travelling col-

umn by his own Indian slave-girl. After hard riding in the

saddle, English ladies felt more than a litde tender in their

most intimate places. To ease this, "saddle-balm" was rubbed

in. It is DeVane's Indian girl who spices the entire supply

of balm with a virulent aphrodisiac powder. That night,

the ropes creak and the tents quiver with the force of "fifty

masturbating memsahibs," young and old, pretty and plain,

ft^m the colonel's lady to the camp whore. The entire

British encampment heaves and shudders with copulation

and self-administered relief Next morning, however, these

fair-skinned maenads have resumed their frozen dignity as

if nothing had taken place at all.

Yet the novel also shows English girls as the Rajah's

slaves. A proud mature young beaut}' of twenty-five, Su-

san, is ordered to strip and perform an erotic dance for her

master. Reftising him indignantly, she only begins her na-

ked squirming under the pitiless commands of the whip.

"Lashed into lust," as DeVane calls it, proud Susan rides

her admirer's penis and, terrified of more whipping, bends

with her bottom-cheeks held apart for ftirther submission.

Her captors exult that "a haughty young woman like Sue
had been obliged to surrender her last defences."

Captain DeVane's amorous memoirs were later to de-

tail the pleasures and ordeals ofwomen in the South Afri-

can War. Teenage nymphs are loved or chastised by the

hero and his cronies. One nineteen-vear-old, Noreen, is
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spectacularly buggered on an armoured train before her

bare bottom is publicly whipped in the barrack yard for

her treachery. Though the background of the war is well

described, one wonders how DeVane managed to pull his

pants up for long enough to fire a gun.

Carrington's novels continued to appear

—

Sadopaediaj

Pleasure Bound, The Beautiful Flagellants ofNew York—un-

til Europe was engulfed in that greater war of 1914. Even

then he continued to issue reprints ofVictorian erotic nov-

els for the troops on leave in Paris. One colonel ofa British

regiment in the trenches is recorded as finding a new way

to nerve his men against the saturation bombardment of

German artillery. He would gather them round and read

aloud firom Edward Sellon's Viaorian romp. TheNew Ladfs

Tickler. His audience listened with baited breath, oblivious

ofthe scream and thump ofGerman shells.

Carrington survived the war and died in 1922 at the

age of sixty-five. His mistress arranged a splendid funeral

in the cemetery of Pere Lachaise, Carrington now having

made his peace with the Catholic Church. After 1918 the

nature of his business changed, for he was blind in the last

years of his life—an affliction which his enemies quickly

attributed to syphilis. His sons now turned their attention

to the American market and St. George Best went into the

booklegging business to run Carrington's novels into the

United States from Cuba and Mexico.

In Europe, Carrington's mantle fell upon Don Brennus

Alera of the Selea Bibliotheque, publishing in French and

English. This was the period when, between them, the two

houses revamped a number of Carrington's pre-war books.

Frank and I was transformed into Fred and Frida which

dealt with girls-as-boys and boys-as-girls. Pauline was re-

written as Secret Talents, the story brought up to date. Dolly

Morton and En Virginie now became JJndir the Toke and

other stories of white women held in slavery on secret

plantations.

The titles had a more modem ring to them. White Slave-
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Women; The Castle ofthe Whip; Beauty Sold and Subjugated;

The Rule ofthe Riding-Boot and the Crop; Slave-Girl Fillies;

In Satin Slippers and Steel Manacles: were among the trans-

lated titles. A favourite theme of the illustrations was to

show one slave-girl or a pair of them harnessed naked be-

tween the shafts of a litde carriage while the master took

his place, whip in hand. In Plantation Tales, two working-

girls are used in this manner, Maggie a rather stocky pale-

skinned blonde and Noreen with her lank brown hair, firmly

filled seat, and fair skin. The method of harnessing is lov-

ingly detailed. Two bars are fastened across the shafts. The
girls bend tightiy forward over the rear one, strapped down
on it at their waists. Their wrists and leather collars are

fixed to the bar in fi"ont. The driver is thus confronted by

their two sturdy young bottoms, tighdy bent and with

cheeks spread. As the two young women labour at their

task, their hips and backsides writhe and wriggle in the

most enticing manner. The master smiles and reaches for

his whip.

Even a less fetishistic novel like Secret Talents or The

Days at Florville anticipates the more modern tastes for

bondage or the wet-look. Lesley, in the latter book, has a

perversely modem appeal of the emancipated young wife

with hair cropped boyishly short and fringed. Punished

for her desertion of children and marriage, her firmly ma-

ture young figure is presented in wet translucent tights.

She is bent tighdy over a stone pedestal for her master's

attention.

"Soaked and clinging smoothly, the tights made her

upper thighs and the proud cheeks of Lesley's mature young

bottom seem fiiller and fatter in this posture. For half an

hour he used a broad leather thong to spank Lesley's bot-

tom in wet tights, strapping the young wife's backside with

explosive smacks. . . . Her blue eyes under her litde-boy

fringe were in floods of tears after only a few minutes. By
the end of the vigorous and smarting bottom-smacking,

the crimson soreness of Lesley's firm wifely buttocks was a

23



visible glow through the seat of her tights. The man would

then peel the wet tights down and employ whipcord across

the wet trembling cheeks of Lesley's seat."

By the time that Carrington's career in erotic publish-

ing was over, the world of sexual fantasy had changed con-

siderably. It was aided by the new morality which followed

a world war, as well as by the frank discussion of sexual

variations in the work of Krafft-Ebing, Havelock Ellis and

others. The ideas were not in themselves new but they had

been under rigorous censorship for half a century before

the works ofsuch men became public property.

Carrington remains a curiosity of publishing rather than

a great patron of literature. Yet undeniably through the

books he published he explored and expanded the erotic

imagination of his time. The books themselves remain the

evidence upon which he must be judged, in this respect,

and to the best ofthem we must now turn.
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MY SECRET
LIFE

It was in 1902 that Carrington announced The Dawn of

Sensuality, printed for him in Brussels the previous year,

and consisting ofthe first six chapters ofMy Secret Life. His

preservation and reprinting of that remarkable Victorian

diary was a true service to the state of literature.

The origins ofMy Secret Life are as strange as anything

in the book itself About the year 1888, a Dutch printer

—

probably August Brancart—was visited by an elderly and
eccentric Englishman. The old man was very rich and wished

to have his diary printed. That diary ran to eleven volumes

and was a chronicle of sexual thoughts, ambitions, and
experiences from his earliest years. He had been bom about

the year 1820, had been a young man in the turbulent

times of the 1840s and 1850s, and passed his middle years

in the raffish London society of the 1860s.

Oddest of all, he stipulated that this eleven-volume work
was to be printed in a limited edition of six copies only!

Carrington suggests that the printer, hoping to sell extra

copies on his own account, ran off a hundred more. It was

these which had found their way on to the second-hand

market by 1902. Yet there were few enough of them. In

our time only six copies are known to exist of this original

edition. Four are in the United States—one at Yale and

one in the Kinsev Institute. Of the other two, one is in the

British Library and the other in Paris, privately owned.
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The identity of the diarist—who simply calls himself

"Walter"—remains a mystery. In some respects he bears a

resemblance to the bibliophile and oil magnate Henry
Spencer Ashbee. Yet Ashbee was not bom until 1834 and
the story cannot be his. Moreover, Walter has more than a

touch ofthe military officer. He was educated for the army,

posted to the War Office, but left and resigned his commis-
sion before he could be sent to a regiment. This was "to

the great horror ofmy mother and family." His godfather

was an army surgeon-major who lectured him on the evils

of masturbation. Cousin Fred is an officer in a regiment

sent to India. Walter's chief crony at his club is "a retired

major and a most debauched individual." His own father,

to judge from his absences abroad and the military ethos

ofthe family, may well have been an officer ofthe Victorian

army.

The way in which Walter begins to smash up a brothel

when a girl demands extra money from him, like his sneer-

ing dismissal of a girl's father as "only a merchant," shows

the same contempt for civilian life.

None of these characteristics would match the person-

ality of a successfiil entrepreneur and amateur scholar like

Ashbee. The truth is that, for most readers, the identity of
Walter matters litde. What more enjoyment would there

be if we knew that his real name was Henry Ashbee, or

John Smith.> It is the totally convincing revelation of that

hidden Victorian life which strikes us most forcibly Spar-

ing no detail, Walter recoimts hundreds of intimate mo-
ments with a wide variety of girls. Copulation, sodomy,

fellatio, and even rape form the stock in trade of his sexual

commerce.

The diary was begun in the 1840s when Walter was

about twenty-five. He added a memoir of his childhood

and later revised the entire manuscript during a period of

illness. His own comments as he re-read the earlier por-

tions are a fair summary of the contents.
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"What reminiscences," he wrote. 'TIow true the detail

strikes me as I read ofmy earlier experience. Has anybody
but myself faithfully made such a record? It would be a sin

to bum all this whatever society may say. It is but a narra-

tive of human life, perhaps the everyday life of thousands,

ifthe confession could be had."

Many a man has considered the possibility ofkeeping a

complete diary of his sexual activity with no thought or act

omitted. Few have attempted it and none has published so

complete an account. Walter's greatest stimulus, during the

years of his unhappy marriage, was an affair with a girl,

"with whom I did, said, saw, and heard well-nigh every-

thing a man and woman could do." The women in his life

were numbered in hundreds, some ofthe relationships being

casual, beginning and ending in a few hours. There were

girls of fourteen and married women, child prostitutes,

maidservants, working-girls and their mistresses.

Happily for Walter, he had an excellent memory. "I

recollect even now, in a degree which astonishes me, the

face, colour, and stature of well-nigh every woman who
was not a mere casual, and even ofsome who were."

For his own publication, Carrington chose the opening

chapters ofMy Secret Life, Walter's account of his life until

he was seventeen years old. His interest in sexual matters

began when he was little more than five years old. His

nursemaid, while walking with him, picked up a man and

took him into a hired room in a public house in order to

make love. On another occasion she tried to work off her

excitement on the child himseff. She kissed him, played

with him, and rolled on the carpeted floor. Then, it seems,

she took one of his hands and rubbed herself between the

legs with it. "I recollect her bare legs and one of her hands

shaking violendy, and of having some vague notion that

the woman was iU."

His mother later confided to a female cousin that she

had dismissed a nursemaid, "a filthy creature," for her
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"abominable practices" with the children. This may have

referred to the secret practice whereby nursemaids mastur-

bated their charges to make them more amenable.

Information about sexual acts remained hard to come
by. At twelve years old he was stiU informed by the old

family nurse that babies came "out of the parsley bed." At

the same time, his godfather—the surgeon-major—had

begun to interrogate him as to whether he had fallen prey

to masturbation.

Walter's father was serving abroad at the time. The boy

looked to his godfather for pocket-money and the eventual

purchase of his commission as an officer in a British regi-

ment. In return he was subjeaed to constant questioning

about whether he was "iip to tricks like the other boys." To
protest innocence was ofno use. "You'll die in a madhouse,

ifyou get up to those tricks, lots of boys do," the surgeon-

major swore. "I shall know by your face and not a farthing

more will I give you."

As it happened, young Walter was already frightened

halfout of his wits by a book of illustrations put in his way,

showing the ills of sexual intercourse. "The illustrations of

faces covered with scabs, blotches and irruptions took such

hold on my mind that for twenty years afterwards the fear

was not quite eradicated." In the background rang the voice

of his godfather. "Look me full in the face, sir! YouVe been

up to your tricks! Don't add lying to your bestiality, sir!

YouVe been at that filthy trick! I can see it in your face!

You'll die in the madhouse or of consumption! Do you

hear me, sir? You shall never have a farthing more pocket-

money from me! And I won't buy you your commission,

nor leave you money at my death!" When the boy pro-

tested his innocence, the answer was short and final. "Hold

your tongue, sir, unless you want me to write to your

mother and tell her everything."

It might have been expected that Walter, like the other

boys of that generation, would be frightened into chastity

and even impotence. In his case, as in that of so many
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others, the attempt to impose morality by terror failed. In

the years that followed there were, by some estimates, up
to eighty thousand prostitutes on London's streets. It seems

that loveless marriages and the poverty ofworking women
proved too powerful a combination for the ranting of the

surgeon-major.

Walter himself had yet to be initiated. It was not until

he was seventeen that the opportunity came to him in the

shape of Charlotte, a servant in his mother's house. Their

idyll ofyoung love was perhaps the story ofmost Victorian

teenagers, ifthe trudi were known—which England's lead-

ers hoped it would not.
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EXTRACT

^n^heDawn
ofSensualitf^

She was a little over seventeen years, had ruddy lips,

beautiful teeth, darkish hair, hazel eyes, and a slighdy turn-

up nose, large shoulders and breasts, was plump, generally

of fair height, and looked eighteen or nineteen; her name
was Charlotte.

I soon spoke to her kindly, by degrees became free in

manner, at length chucked her under her chin, pinched her

arm, and used the familiarities which nature teaches a man
to use towards a woman. It was her business to open the

door, and help me oflFwith my coat and boots if needful;

one day as she did so, her bum projecting upset me so that

as she rose from stooping I caught and pinched her. All

this was done with risk, for my mother then was nearly

always at home, and the house being small, a noise was
easily heard.

I was soon kissing her constandy. In a few days got a

kiss in return, that drove me wild, her cunt came constantly

into my mind, all sorts ofwants, notions, and vague possi-

bilities came across me; girls do let fellows feel them, I said

to myself, I had already succeeded in that. What if I tell

that I have seen it outside? will she tell my mother? will

she let me feel her? what madness! yet girls do let men,
girls like it, so all my friends say. Wild with hopes and
anticipations, coming indoors one day, I caught her tighdy

in my arms, pulled her belly close to mine, rubbed up
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against hers saying, "Charlotte, what would I give, if you
would ..." it was all I dared say. Then I heard my mother's

bed-room door open, and I stopped.

Hugging and kissing a woman never stopped there, I

told her I loved her, which she said was nonsense. We now
used regularly to kiss each other when we got the chance;

litde by litde I grasped her closer to me, put my hands

round her waist, then cunningly round to her bum, then

my prick used to stand and I was mad to say more to her,

but had not the courage. I knew not how to set to work,

indeed scarce knew what my desires led me to hope, and

think at that time, putting my hand onto her cunt, and

seeing it, was perhaps the utmost; fucking her seemed a

hopelessly mad idea, if I had the expectation ofdoing so at

all very clearly.

I told a friend one or two years older than myself how
matters stood, carefully avoiding telling him who the girl

was. His advice was short. Tell her you have seen her cunt,

and make a snatch up her petticoats when no one is near;

keep at it, and you will be sure to get a feel, and some day,

pull out your prick, say straight you want to fuck her, girls

like to see a prick, she will look, even if she turns her head

away. This advice he dinned into my ears continually, but

for a long time I was not bold enough to put his advice

into practice.

One day, my mother was out, the cook upstairs dress-

ing, we had kissed in the garden parlour, I put my hand
round her bum, and sliding my face over her shoulder half

ashamed, said, "I wish my prick was against your naked

belly, instead of outside your clothes." She with an effort

disengaged herself, stood amazed, and said, "I never will

speak to you again."

I had committed myself, but went on, though in fear,

prompted by love or lust. My firiend's advice was in my
ears. H saw your cunt as you got down fi-om your father's

cart," said I, "look at my prick (pulling it out), how stiff it

is, it's longing to go into you, 'cock and cunt will come
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together'." It was part of a smutty chorus the fellows sang

at my college; she stared, turned round, went out of the

room, through the garden, and down to the kitchen by the

garden stairs, without uttering a word.

The cook was at the top of the house, I went into the

kitchen reckless, and repeated all I had said. She threatened

to call the cook. "She must have seen your cunt, as well as

me," said I; then she began to cry. Just as I was begging

pardon, my friend's advice again rang in my ears, I stooped

and swiftly ran both hands up her clothes, got one full on
to her bum, the other on her motte; she gave a loud scream,

and I rushed offupstairs in a fi-ight.

The cook did not hear her, being up three pairs of

stairs; down I went again, and found Charlotte crying,

told her again all I had seen in the court yard, which made
her cry more. She would ask the cook, and would tell my
mother—then hearing the cook coming downstairs, I cut

offthrough the passage up into the garden.

The ice was quite broken now, she could not avoid me,

I promised not to repeat what I had said and done, was

forgiven, we kissed, and the same day I broke my promise;

this went on day after day, making promises and breaking

them, talking smuttily as well as I knew how, getting a slap

on my head, but no further, my chances were few. My
friend, whom I made a halfconfidant of, was always taunt-

ing me with my want of success and boasting of what he

would have done had he had my opportunities.

My mother just at that time began to resume her for-

mer habits, leaving the house frequentiy for walks and vis-

its. One afternoon she being out for the remainder of the

day, I went home unexpectedly; the cook was going out, I

was to fetch my mother home in the evening; Charlotte

laid the dinner for me; we had the usual kissing, I was

unusually bold and smutty. Charlotte finding me not to be

going out, seemed anxious. All the dinner things had been

taken away, when out went the cook, and there were Char-

lotte, my littie brother and I alone. It was her business to

32



sit with him in the garden parlour when mother was out,

so as to be able to open the street-door readily, as well as

go into the garden if the weather was fine. It was a fine day

of autumn, she went into the parlour and was sitting on

the huge old sofa, Tom playing on the floor, when I sat

myself down by her side; we kissed and toyed, and then

with heart beating, I began my talk and waited my oppor-

tunity.

The cook would be back in a few minutes, said she. I

knew better, having heard mother tell cook she need not

be home until eight o'clock. Although I knew this, I was

fearful, but at length mustered courage to sing my cock

and cunt song. She was angry, but it was made up. She

went to give something to Tom, and stepping back put her

foot on die lace ofone boot which was loose, sat down on

the sofa and put up one leg over the other, to relace it. I

undertook to do it for her, saw her neat ankle, and a bit of

a white stocking. "Snatch at her cimt," rang in my ears, I

had never attempted it since the afternoon in the kitchen.

Lacing the boot, I managed to push the clothes up so

as to see more ofthe leg, but resting as the foot did on one

knee, the clothes tighdy between, a snatch was useless: lust

made me cunning, I praised the foot (though I knew not

at that time how vain some women are of their feet). "What

a nice ankle," I said, putting my hand further on. She was

offher guard; with my left arm, I pushed her violentiy back

on to the large sofa, her foot came offher knee, at the same

moment, my right hand went up between her thighs, on

to her cunt; I felt the slit, the hair, and moisture.

She got up to a sitting posture, crying, "You wretch,

you beast, you blackguard," but still I kept my fingers on
the cunt; she closed her legs, so as to shut my hand be-

tween her thighs and keep it motionless, and tried to push

me off; but I clung round her. "Take your hand away," said

she, "or I will scream." "I shan't!" Then followed two or

three loud, very loud screams. "No one can hear," said I,

which brought her to supplication. My fiiend's advice came
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again to me: pushing my right hand still between her thighs,

with my left I pulled out my prick, as stiff as a poker. She

could not do otherwise than see it; and then I drew my left

hand round her neck, pulled her head to me, and covered

it with kisses.

She tried to get up and nearly dislodged my. right hand,

but I pushed her back, and got my hand still fiirther on to

the cunt. I never thought of pressing under towards the

bum, was in fact too ignorant of female anatomy to do it,

but managed to get one of the lips with the hair between

my fingers and pinch it; then dropped on to my knees in

front ofher and remained kneeling, preventing her getting

back ftirther on the sofa, as well as I could by holding her

waist, or her clothes.

There was a pause from our struggles, then more en-

treaties, then more attempts to get my right hand away;

suddenly she put out one hand, seized me by the hair of

my head, and pushed me backwards by it. I thought my
skull was coming off, but kept my hold and pinched or

pulled the cunt lip till she hollowed and called me a brute.

I told her I would hurt her as much as I could, if she hurt

me; so that game she gave up; the pain of pulling my hair

made me savage, and more determined and brutal, than

before.

We went on struggling at intervals, I kneeling with

prick out, she crying, begging me to desist; I entreating

her to let me see and feel her cunt, using all the persuasion

and all the baudy talk I could, litde Tom sitting on the

floor playing contentedly. I must have been half an hour

on my knees, which became so painful that I could scarcely

bear it; we were both panting, I was sweating; an experi-

enced man would perhaps have had her then, I was a boy

inexperienced, and without her consent almost in words

would not have thought of attempting it; the novelty, the

voluptuousness ofmy game was perhaps sufficient delight

to me; at last I became conscious that my fingers on her

cunt were getting wet; telling her so, she became ftirious
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and burst into such a flood of tears that it alarmed me. It

was impossible to remain on my knees longer; in rising, I

knew I should be obliged to take my hand from her cunt,

so withdrawing my left hand from her waist, I put it also

suddenly up her clothes, and round her bum, and lifted

them up, showing both her thighs, whilst I attempted to

rise. She got up at the same instant, pushing down her

clothes, I fell over on one side,—my knees were so stiffand
painftil—and she rushed out ofthe room upstairs.

It was getting dusk, I sat on the sofa in a state of plea-

sure, smelling my fingers. Tom began to howl, she came
down and took turn up to pacify him, I followed her down
to the kitchen, she called me an insolent boy (an awful

taunt to me then), threatened to tell my mother, to give

notice and leave, and left the kitchen, followed by me about

the house; talking baudily, telling her how I liked the smell

ofmy fingers, attempting to put my hand up her clothes,

sometimes succeeding, pulling out my ballocks, and never

ceasing until the cook came home, having been at this

game for hours. In a sudden funk, I begged Charlotte to

tell my mother that I had only come home just before the

cook, and had gone to bed imwell; she replying she would
tell my mother the truth, and nothing else. I was in my
bed-room before cook was let in.

Mother came home later, I was in a fright, having laid

in bed cooling down and thinking of possible conse-

quences; heard the street-door knocker, got out of bed,

and in my night-shirt went halfway downstairs listening.

To my relief, I heard Charlotte, in answer to my mothers
enquiry, say I had come home about an hour before and
had gone to bed unwell. My mother came to my room,
saying how sorry she was.

For a few days I was in fear, but it gradually wore offi

as I found she had not told; our kissing recommenced, my
boldness increased, my talk ran now freely on her legs, her

bum, and her cunt, she ceased to notice it, beyond saying

she hated such talk, and at length she smiled spite of her-
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self. Our kissing grew more fervid, she resisted improper

action ofmy hand, but we used to stand with our lips close

together for minutes at a time when we got the chance, I

holding her to me as close as wax. One day cook was up-

stairs, mother in her bed-room, I pushed Charlotte up
against the wall in the kitchen, and pulled up her clothes,

scarcely with resistance; just then my mother rang, I skipped

up into the garden and got into the parlour that way, soon

heard my mother calling to me to fetch water, Charlotte

was in hysterics at the foot of the stairs—after that, she

frequentiy had hysterics, till a certain event occurred.

My chances were chiefly on Saturdays, a day I did not

go to college; soon I was to cease going there and was to

prepare for the army.

I came home one day, when I knew Charlotte would be

alone—the cook was upstairs—I got her on to the sofa in

the garden parlour, knelt and put my hands between her

thighs, with less resistance than before, she struggled slighdy

but made no noise. She kissed me as she asked me to take

away my hand; I could move it more easily on her quim,

which I did not fail to do; she was wonderfully quiet.

Suddenly I became conscious that she was looking me full

in the face, with a peculiar expression, her eyes very wide

open, then shutting them. "Oho—oho," she said with a

prolonged sigh, "do—oh, take away—oh—yourhand, Walter

dear,—oh I shall be ill,—oho,—oho," then her head dropped

down over my shoulder as I knelt in firont of her; at the

same moment, her thighs seemed to open slighdy, then

shut, then open with a quivering, shuddering motion, as it

then seemed to me, and then she was quite quiet.

I pushed my hand ftirther in, or rather on, for although

I thought I had it up the cunt, I really was only between

the lips—I know that now. With a sudden start she rose,

up pushed me off, snatched up Tom from the floor, and

rushed upstairs. My fingers were quite wet. For two or

three days afterwards, she avoided my eyes and looked
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bashful, I could not make it out, and it was only months

afterwards, that I knew, that the movement of my fingers

on her clitoris had made her spend. Without knowing in-

deed then that such a thing was possible, I had frigged her.

Although for about three months I had been thus deli-

ciously amusing myself, anxious to feel and see her cunt,

and though I had at last asked her to let me fuck her, I

really don't think I had any definite expectation ofdoing it

to her. I guessed now at its mutual pleasures, and so forth,

yet my doing it to her appeared beyond me; but urged on

by my love for the girl—for I did love her—as well as by

sexual instinct, I determined to try. I also was quickened

by my college friend, who had seen Charlotte at our house

and not knowing it was the girl I had spoken to him about,

said to me, "What a nice girl that maid ofyours is, I mean
to get over her, I shall wait for her after church next Sun-

day, she sits in your pew, I know." I asked him some ques-

tions,—his opinion was that most girls would let a young

fellow fuck them, if pressed, and that she would (this youth

was but about eighteen years old), and I left him fearing

what he said was true, hating and jealous of him to excess.

He set me thinking, why should not I do it ifhe could, and

if what he said about girls was true?—so I determined to

try it on, and by luck did so earlier than I expected.

About one hour's walk from us was the town house of

an aunt, the richest of our family and one of my mother's

sisters. She alone now supplied me with what money I

had, my mother gave me next to nothing. I went to see

aunt, who asked me to tell my mother to go and spend a

day with her, the next week, and named the day. I forgot

this until three days afterwards, when hearing my mother

tell the cook, she could go out for a whole holiday; I said,

that my aunt particularly wished to see mother on that day.

My mother scolded me for not having told her sooner, but

wrote and arranged to go, forgetting the cook's holiday.

To my intense joy, on that day she took brother Tom with
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her, saying to Charlotte, "You will have nothing to think

of, but the house, shut it up early, and do not be fright-

ened." I was as usual to fetch my mother home.
In what an agitated state I passed that morning at school,

and in the afternoon went home, trembling at my own
intentions. Charlotte's eyes opened with astonishment at

seeing me. Was I not going to fetch my mother? I was not

going till night. There was no food in the house, and I had
better go to my aunt's for dinner. I knew there was cold

meat, and made her lay the cloth in the kitchen. To make
sure, I asked ifthe cook was out,—yes, she was, but would
be home soon. I knew that she stopped out till ten o'clock

on her holidays. The girl was agitated with some undefined

idea ofwhat might take place, we kissed and hugged, but

she did not like even that, I saw.

I restrained myselfwhilst eating, she sat quietly besides

me; when I had finished she began to remove the things,

the food gave me courage, her moving about stimulated

me, I began to feel her breasts, then got my hands on to

her thighs, we had the usual struggles, but it seems to me
as I now think of it that her resistance was less and that she

prayed me to desist more lovingly than was usual. We had
toyed for an hour, she had let a dish fall and smashed it,

the baker rang, she took in the bread, and declared she

would not shut the door unless I promised to leave off. I

promised, and so soon as she had closed it, pulled her into

the garden parlour, having been thinking when in the

kitchen how I could get her upstairs. Down tumbled the

bread on the floor, on to the sofa, I pushed her, and after a

struggle she was sitting down, I kissing her, one arm round
her waist, one hand between her thighs, close up to her

cunt. Then I told her I wanted to fiick her, said all in favour

of it I knew, half ashamed, half frightened, as I said it. She
said she did not know what I meant, resisted less and less

as I tried to pull her back on the sofa, when another ring

came: it was the milkman.

I was obliged to let her go, and she ran down stairs
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with the milk. I followed, she went out, and slammed the

door, which led to the garden, in my face; for the instant,

I thought she was going to the privy, but opened and
followed on; she ran up the steps, into the garden, through

the garden parlour, and upstairs to her bedroom just op-

posite to mine, closed and locked the door in n\y face, I

begged her to let me in.

She said she would not come out till she heard the

knocker or bell ring; there was no one called usually after

the milkman, so my game was up, but nothing makes man
or woman so crafty as lust, hi half an hour or so, in anger,

I said I should go to my aunt's, went downstairs, moved
noisily about, opened and slammed the street-door vio-

lently, as if I had gone out, then pulled offmy boots, and
crept quietly up to my bed-room.

There I sat expectantly a long time, had almost given

up hope, began to think about consequences ifshe told my
mother, when I heard the door softly open and she came
to the edge of the stairs. "Wattie!" she said loudly, "Wat-

tie!" much louder, "he has," said she in a subdued tone to

herself, as much as to say that worry is over. I opened my
door, she gave a loud shriek and retreated to her room, I

close to her; in a few minutes more, hugging, kissing, beg-

ging, threatening, I know not how; she was partly on the

bed, her clothes up in a heap, I on her with my prick in my
hand, I saw the hair, I felt the slit, and not knowing then

where the hole was or much about it, excepting that it was
between her legs, shoved my prick there with all my might.

"Oh! you hurt, I shall be ill," said she, "pray don't." Had
she said she was dying I should not have stopped. The next

instant a delirium of my senses came, my prick throbbing

and as if hot lead was jetting from it, at each throb; plea-

sure mingled with light pain in it, and my whole frame

quivering with emotion; my sperm left me for a virgin

cunt, but fell outside it, though on to it.

How long I was quiet I don't know; probably but a

short time; for a first pleasure does not tranquillise at that
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age; I became conscious that she was pushing me off of
her, and rose up, she with me, to a half-sitting posture; she

began to laugh, then to cry, and fell back in hysterics, as I

had seen her before.

I had seen my mother attend to her in those fits, but

little did I then know that sexual excitement causes them
in women and that probably in her I had been the cause. I

got brandy and water and made her drink a lot, helping

myself at the same time, for I was frightened, and made her

lay on the bed. Then, ill as she was, frightened as I was, I

yet took the opportunity her partial insensibility gave me,

lifted her clothes quiedy, and say her cunt and my spunk

on it. Roused by that, she pushed her clothes half down
feebly and got to the side of the bed. I loving, begging

pardon, kissing her, told her of my pleasure, and asked

about hers, all in snatches, for I thought I had done her.

Not a word could I get, but she looked me in the face

beseechingly, begging me to go. I had no such intention,

my prick was again stiffening, I pulled it out, the sight of

her cunt had stimulated me, she looked with languid eyes

at me, her cap was off, her hair hanging about her head,

her dress torn near her breast. More so than she had ever

looked was she beautiful to me, success made me bold, on
I went insisting, she seemed too weak to withstand me.

"Don't, oh pray, don't," was all she said as, pushing her

well on the bed, I threw myself on her and again put my
doodle on to the slit now wet with my sperm. I was, though

cooler, stiff as a poker, but my sperm was not so ready to

flow, as it was in after days, at a second poke, for I was very

young; but nature did all for me; my prick went to the

proper channel, there stopped by something it battered

fiiriously. "Oh, you hurt, oh!" she cried aloud. The next

instant something seemed to tighten round its knob, an-

other furious thrust,—another,—a sharp cry of pain (re-

sistance was gone), and my prick was buried up her, I felt

that it was done, and that before I had spent outside her. I

looked at her, she was quiet, her cunt seemed to close on
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my prick, I put my hand down, and felt round. What rap-

ture to find my machine buried! nothing but the balls to

be touched, and her cunt hair wetted with my sperm,

mingling and clinging to mine; in another minute nature

urged a crisis, and I spent in a virgin cunt, my prick virgin

also. Thus ended my first fuck.

My prick was still up her, when we heard a loud knock;

both started up in terror, I was speechless. "My God, it is

your mamma!" Another loud knock. What a relief, it was

the postman. To rush downstairs, and open the door was

the work of a minute. "I thought you were all out," said he

angrily, "I have knocked three times." "We were in the

garden," said I. He looked queerly at me and said, '*With

your boots off!" and grinning went away. I went up again,

found her sitting on the side of the bed, and there we sat

together. I told her what the postman had said, she was
sure he would tell her mistress. For a short time, there

never was a couple who had just fucked, in more of a

foolish funk then we were; I have often thought ofour not

hearing the thundering knocks of a postman, whilst we
were fucking, though the bed-room door was wide open;

what engrossing work it is so to deafen people. Then after

unsuccessfully struggling to see her cunt, and kissing, and
feeling each other's genitals, and talking ofour doings and
our sensations for an hour, we flicked again.

It was getting dark, which brought us to reason; we
both helped remake the bed, went downstairs, shut the

shutters, lighted the fire which was out, and got lights. I

then, having nothing to do, began thinking ofmy doodle,

which was sticking to my shirt, and pulling it out to see its

condition, found my shirt covered with sperm smears, and
spots of blood; my prick was dreadfully sore. I said to her

that she had been bleeding, she begged me to go out of

the kitchen for a minute, I did, and almost directly she

came out and passed me, saying she must change her things

before the cook came home. She would not let me stay in

the room whilst she did it, nor did I see her chemise, though
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I had followed her upstairs; then the idea flashed across me
that I had taken a virginity; that had never occurred to me
before. She got hot water to wash herself. I did not know
what to do with my shirt; we arranged I should wash it

before I went to bed. We thought it best to say I had not

been home at all, and that I should go and fetch my mother.

After much kissing, hugging, and tears on her part, off I

went, hatching an excuse for not having fetched mother
earlier, and we came home with Tom in my aunt's carriage,

I recollea.

After his experience with Charlotte and the ending of
their affair by the two families, Walter never looked back.

Under the tutelage of his scapegrace Cousin Fred, he was
soon indulging in orgies with Lord A. and several girls,

infatuation with a French girl, Camille, who liked to be

buggered in the intervals of copulation, and a long series

ofcasual affairs.

Neither Carrington nor any other publisher of erotica

issued a second book ofsuch range and absorbing social

—

as well as sexual—interest as My Secret Life. It was unique

and was, in any case, outweighed by the vast number of
erotic novels which popular taste demanded and which
were the staple ofthe trade in England.

One of the first and best which Carrington put on sale

wasA Man With a Maid. He claimed that it was first issued

in 1893 but it may have been a year or two later. The usual

objection to such novels is that they are far-fetched, mere
fantasy, the daydreams of male chauvinism. What more
likely in the case of this one? It is, after all, the story of a

man who fits out a special one-person prison for the girl

who obsesses him. He equips it with every device neces-

sary to train her, tame her, and generally make her appre-

ciate him.

Who could blame its critics for saying that such a thing
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could never happen in reality—nor anything remotely like

it? The stories of girls held in bondage by such captors

—

and in such secret places—must belong to the realm of the

fantastic and the absurd.

Truth, which is not only stranger but more repetitious

than fiction, suggests otherwise. Far from being a mere
male sex fantasy, the bondage of Alice is very likely being

acted out all around us. No story, of course, could bear

comparison with the novel which Carrington published.

Yet the best introduction to it may be a curious incident

which actually took place in London, England, in our own
time.
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AMAN
WTTHAMAID

On 1 June 1957 a curious case was reported in the Lon-
don press. It concerned the trial of John Bridal who lived

in Lewisham and who was accused ofunlawfully detaining

a young woman of Elmers End. The girl. Miss J., was
twenty-eight years old and had never met Bridal until the

incident began. The secret and obsessive longing which he

felt for her was known to him alone.

Miss J. woke during the night of 8 January 1957 to

find Bridal standing in her bedroom. By threats and per-

suasion he obliged her to let him tie her hands and tape

her mouth. Then he led her to his motor-bike which was
parked near the house and fastened her behind him on the

saddle. Like a desert sheikh, he rode off with his feminine

booty.

For some time he had been constructing a special un-

derground room beneath his home to serve as die prison

ofWs "woman slave." Miss J. remained captive there from
8 January until 21 April. During this time he provided her

with food and spanked her when she refused to eat. In

return, he made her undertake long hours of manual la-

bour stripped to her panties.

When she tried to escape, the punishment was more
severe. He fetched a cane and made her bend over the bed
with her buttocks bare. Describing such a thrashing to the
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court. Miss J. said: "He beat me on my bottom and it hurt

for ab>out a week. The skin was broken
"

At last she began to write notes on scraps of litter,

appeals for help which might be read by the world outside.

In doing so she risked having her bottom caned again for

every "offence" of this kind which her master noticed. A
while later, one of the neighbours noticed a discarded

wrapper from a packet of tea.

Written upon it was the slave-girl's desperate message.

"Help! Police! Call police! Urgent! I am Miss J. of Elmers

End. I have been missing since January. Please call die

police. I am in a big hole down the shed."

The investigations began and soon Miss J. was, quite

literally, unearthed. Her captor seemed unmoved by this

turn of events. "I had to be firm with her at first," he told

the police, "but she was beginning to like it." The police-

woman who examined Miss J. reported that she seemed

almost to have resigned herself to her fate and accepted her

new way of life in the "big hole down the shed." In its turn

the court was as firm with Bridal as he had been with his

captive, sending him off to gaol for a year or two.

Six years later the story received a more solemn and

sophisticated treatment in John Fowles' novel. The Collec-

tor. Yet for most readers the case was summed up in the

lurid headlines. 'Woman Slave Thrashed by Captor! . . .

Court Told of Underground Gaol! . . . Night Abduction!

. . . Hands Tied! . . . Ten Strokes Given - Skin Broken!"

The theme ofyl Man WithA Maid, which Carrington

issued in 1893, is a splendid celebration of the private

obsessive lust of one man for one girl. With compelling

force it unveils that state of mind where the hero broods
upon the young woman, watches her secretly, follows her

unobserved, and plans to enjoy her in absolute slavery.

Such obsessions are quite the contrary of the traditional

harem daydream where one man takes his pick from a

hundred submissive beauties who are in his power. To the
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man who cherishes such an obsession for one girl, she is a

harem in herself. He must possess her whatever the cost

In the course of such love, the man is voyeur and spy,

then gaoler and tormentor. Not until he has used and abused

the girl to the point ofher surrender does he become lover

and master, she his willing slave. Alice, the beautiful victim

ofA Man WithA Maid, has enough description lavished

on each part of her beautiful body to depia a whole ser-

aglio. Her lover delights in detailing her face, breasts, thighs,

bottom, legs, and the excitements offered by them.

Carrington specialised in novels which presented women
in a state of se3cual slavery and this is no exception. Dolly

Mortm was a spirited accoimt of slave-girls of the Deep
South. Woman and her Master described English girls in

Arab harems after the fall ofKhartoum. Captain DeVane's

randy adventures and the sagas of birch in the boudoir all

end with the girls as prisoners ofthe seraglio.

A Man WithA Maid, like that other early Carrington

novel The TeUow Room: or, Alice DarveU's Subjection, is much
closer to reality, being set in late Victorian England. That

men, in reality, kept girls as slaves and did as they liked

with them was common knowledge. Viscount Frankfort

had kept Alice Lowe a prisoner just as Jack does with the

fictional Alice. Miss Lowe, desperate to escape her ordeal,

found her way to fireedom at last, taking his lordship's gold

snuff-boxes with her. She was prosecuted for theft but ac-

quitted when the jury heard that she had been held captive

and that her master had used her "in every sexual manner."

Lord Frankfort was not prosecuted for this, though gaoled

for indecent libel ten years later. Such was the case which

provided inspiration for the tale of Carrington's fictional

Alice in 1893.

Jack, the hero of^ Man WithA Maid, describes how
he made his preparations for revenge upon Alice, who had

spumed his advances. By good fortune he was able to ac-

quire an unusual apartment near London's fashionable Re-

gent Street. At the end of a passageway was a strange win-
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dowless room with a tight fitting door. "The walls were

thickly padded, while iron rings were let into them at reg-

ular distances all round in two rows, one close to the floor

and the other about a height of eight feet; from the roof-

beams dangled rope pulleys in pairs between the pillars."

Like lightning the thought flashed through Jack's brain

that this was "nothing more or less than a disguised Tor-

ture Chamber," where Alice should be made to pay the

price of her indifference to him. "She would be completely

at my mercy, for her screams for help would not be heard

and would only increase my pleasure, while the bolts, rings,

pulleys, etc., supplemented with a littie suitable furniture,

would enable me to secure her in any way I wished and to

hold her fixed while I amused myselfwith her."

Filled with unholy glee at the prospect. Jack proceeds

to furnish the place with soft stools and comfortable chairs,

laying the floor with thick Persian carpets. A convenient

alcove with running water is adapted as a toilet for Alice's

needs and as a "photographic laboratory" for his own pur-

poses. The idea of the camera as an additional instrument

of violation, recording the girl's ordeal so that it may later

be enjoyed by others, occurs several times in Carrington's

books. In an age when a mere glimpse of the young wom-
an's bare breasts or bottom, even her upper legs, was a

shameful disclosure, the power ofsuch public humiliation

by photograph was all the greater. Thirty years later, in

Days at Florville, Lesley the wilful urchin-cropped adulter-

ess is to be photographed systematically as her backside

receives a prison whipping. Beforehand, one of the two
men takes her over his knee and masturbates her to "get it

out of her system" before the punishment. Holding her

fece-down over his knee, his fingers busy between the young
wife's pale thighs, he chides her bashfulness. "Don't turn

your face from the camera, Lesley! Look into the lens

properly . . . Collectors pay well for pictures like these.

They'll want to see your face as you're having your climax."

In A Man With A Maid, when Jack has finished his
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preparations the room is sumptuously furnished. It is

known, although a torture chamber, as "The Snuggery."

Once again, it was Carrington's style to make stripping,

ravishing, and whipping an accompaniment to the male

pleasures of brandy and cigars, for all the world as if the

heroines were being whipped or enjoyed in some gentie-

man's dub in Pall Mall, where the Prince of Wales might

walk into the room at any moment.
On the day of Alice's visit, the action centres upon the

duet stool of the grand piano. An improbable piece of

furniture for a torture chamber, the stool was "for all prac-

tical purposes, a rack actuated by hidden machinery and

fitted with a most ingenious arrangement of straps." Yet

first of all the beautiful Alice is seized and secured standing

upright with her arms above her head.

"All the ropes and straps were fitted with swivel snap-

hooks. To attach them to Alice's limbs, I used an endless

band of the strongest and sofi:est silk rope that I could get

made. It was an easy matter to slip the band (doubled)

round her wrist or ankle, pass one end through the other

and draw them tight, then snap the free end into the swivel

hook. No amount ofplunging or struggling would loosen

this attachment, and the softness of the silk prevented Al-

ice's delicate flesh from being rubbed or even marked."

In next to no time, the girl is imprisoned in these bonds,

like a beautiful butterfly in the toils of a web. Her moans

of protest rise to shrieks as Jack's hands begin to mould her

breasts, to stroke her thighs and buttocks under her petti-

coats. To feel her wriggling and squirming in shame is the

man's most powerful aphrodisiac. With lascivious hands,

the hero strips his captive girl naked, relishing "her firantic

cries and impassioned pleadings . . . Straining wildly at the

ropes with cheeks aflame, eyes dilated with terror and con-

vulsively heaving bosom, she uttered inarticulate cries, half

choked by her emotions and panting under her exertions."

With gentle and tantalising skill. Jack begins to mastur-

bate Alice, obliging her to look at her own naked beauty
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and his erection in a convenient mirror. This is the begin-

ning ofthe "torture" which he has planned. Alice, standing

with her wrists held in the rope-bonds above her head,

struggles frantically, pressing her bottom against the pillar

behind her in a vain attempt to evade Jack's intrusive fin-

gering. He strokes her teasingly but with great care, deter-

mined not to spoil the occasion by allowing Alice to have

her orgasm too soon.

At one moment, the girl begins to thrust her hips for-

ward, instead of back away from him. Despite her loathing

ofwhat was being done to her, she was "begging for more

close contact with my busy fingers." Jack pauses. "I knew

this meant that her control over her sexual organs was

giving out and that she would be driven into spending if I

did not take care." Reluaantly, as he says, he ceased the

"torture.'

To the modem reader there is something peculiarly

Viaorian in the notion that this intensity' of pleasure should

be a torture and that the place where it takes place should

be called a torture-chamber. Yet one of the qualities of^4

Man With a Maid is that of investing the least sexual aa
with confLct and drama.

So the torments inflicted on Alice become more severe.

Jack opens a glove-box and shows her "a dozen long and

finely-pointed feathers." Alice at once guessed her dreadful

"fate," that her cunt was to be tickled with them. "Oh, my
God! not that. Jack! . . . not that! . . . you'll kill me! I can't

stand it!" He begins with her breasts ignoring her cries.

Yet when the feather begins to tickle her clitoris and vagi-

nal slit, Alice throws her head back and shrieks, for all the

world like a girl being tortured in earnest.

Her first orgasm takes place, strapped on a couch with

her thighs spread, Jack's tongue tickling her vaginal slit

without mere)'. Alice comes with wild cries and reaches a

climax of such intensit)' that she swoons. She has been

masturbated for the greater part of an afternoon. Yet her

"ordeal" has scarcely begun. The hero leaves her strapped
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on the couch and retires to pour two glasses of wine.

"Knowing what severe calls were going to be made on
Alice's reproductive powers, I took the opportunity to for-

tify these by dropping into her glass the least possible dose

ofcantharides."

With a twirl of his villainous whiskers, this young Vic-

torian libertine then returns to the room where his beauti-

ful captive lies in her straps. She will need all her strength

for the greater ordeal which now begins . .

.
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EXTRACT

^^Swoonin0

in her Ecstasf'

My readers will naturally wonder what my condition of

mind and body was after both had been subjeaed to such

intense inflammation as was inevitable from my dose as-

sociation with Alice dressed and Alice naked.

Naturally I had been in a state of considerable erotic

excitation from the moment diat Alice's naked charms were

revealed, especially when my hands were playing with her

breasts and toying with her cunt. But I had managed to

control myself. Tlie events recorded in the last chapter

however proved too much for me. The contact ofmy lips

and tongue with Alice's maiden lips, breasts and cunt and

the sight ofher as she spent were more than I could stand,

and I was nearly mad with lust and an overpowering desire

that she should somehow satisfy for the time this lust after

her.

But how could it be arranged? I wanted to keep her

virgin as long as I possibly could, for I had not nearly

completed my carefully prepared programme of fondlings

and quasi-tortures that gain double spice and salaciousness

when perpetrated on a virgin. To fuck her therefore was
out of the question. Of course there was her mouth, and

my blood boiled at the idea of being sucked by Alice; but

it was patent that she was too innocent and inexperienced

to give me this pleasure. There were her breasts: one could

have a delicious time no doubt by using them to form a
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tunnel and to work my prick between them, but this was a

game better played later on. There were her hands, and
sweetiy could Alice frig me, ifshe devoted one dainty hand
to my prick, while the other played with my testicles, but

nothing would be easier than for her to score offme heav-

ily, by giving the latter an innocent wrench which would
throw me out of action entirely. The only possible remain-

ing method was her bottom, and while I was feverishly

debating its advisability, an innocent movement of hers

and the consequent change of attitude suddenly displayed

the superb curves and general lusciousness of her posteri-

ors. In spite of my impatience, I involuntarily paused to

admire their glorious opulence! Yes, I would bottom-ftick

Alice, I would deprive her ofone ofher maidenheads!

But would she let me do so? True, she had just sworn
to submit herself to my caprices whatever they might be,

but such a caprice no doubt never entered into her inno-

cent mind, and unless she did submit herself quietly, I might

be baffled and in the excitement of the struggle and the

contact with her warm naked flesh, I might spend, "Vaste

my sweetness on the desert air!" Suddenly a cruelly bril-

liant idea struck me, and at once I proceeded to act on it.

She was still lying curled up in the arm-chair. I touched

her on the shoulder; she looked up hurriedly.

"I think you have rested long enough, Alice," I said,

"now get up, I want you to put me right!" And I pointed

to my prick now in a state of terrible erection! "See!" I

continued, "you must do something to put it out of its

torment, just as I have already so sweedy allayed your lust-

ful cravings!" She flushed painfully! "You can do it either

with your mouth or by means ofyour bottom, —now say

quick—for I am just bursting with lust for you!"

She hid her face in her hands! "No, no" she ejacu-

lated—"No. Oh, no! I couldn't, really I couldn't!"

"You must!" I replied somewhat sternly, for I was get-

ting mad with unsatisfied lust, "remember the promises
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you have just made! Come now, no nonsense! Say which

you'U do!"

She threw herself at my feet: "No, no," she cried
—

**I

cant!

Bending over her, I gripped her shoulders: "You have

just sworn that you would let me do to you anything I

pleased, and that you would do anything I might tell you
to do, in other words, that you would both actively and

passively minister to my pleasures. I have given you your

choice! Ifyou prefer to be active, I will lie on my back and

you can suck and excite me into spending: if you would
rather be passive, you can lie on your face and I will bot-

tom-fuck you! Now which shall it be?"

"No, no, no!" she moaned in her distress. "I can't do
either! Really I can't!"

Exasperated by her non-compliance, I determined to

get by force what I wanted, and before she could guess my
intentions, I had gripped her firmly round her body, then

half-carried and half-dragged her to the piano duet-stool

which also contained a hidden mechanism. Onto it I forced

her, face downwards, and in spite of her resistance, I soon

fixed the straps to her wrists and ankles; then I set the

mechanism working, sitting on her to keep her in proper

position, as she desperately fought to get loose. Cleverly

managing the straps, I soon forced Alice into the desired

position, flat on her face and astride of the stool, her wrists

and ankles being secured to the longitudinal wooden bars

that maintained the rigidity ofthe couch.

Alice was now fixed in such a way that she could not

raise her shoulders or bosom, but by straightening her

legs, she could heave her bottom upwards a little. Her
position was perfect for my purpose, and lustfully I gloated

over the spectacle of her magnificent buttocks, her widely

parted thighs affording me a view of both of her virgin

orifices, both now at my disposal!

I passed my hands amorously over the glorious back-
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side now at my mercy, pinching, patting, caressing, and
stroking the glorious flesh; my hands wandered along her

phimp thighs, revelling in their smoothness and sofmess,

Alice squirming and wriggling deliciously! Needless to say

her cunt was not neglected, my fingers tenderly and lov-

ingly playing with it and causing her the most exquisitely

irritating dtiilation.

After enjoying myself in this way for a few minutes and
having thoroughly felt her bottom, I left her to herself for

a moment while I went to a cupboard, Alice watching my
movements intentiy. After rummaging about, I found what
I sought, a riding whip of some curious soft substance,

very springy and elastic, calculated to sting but not to mark
the flesh. I was getting tired ofhaving to use force on Alice

to get what I wanted and considered it would be usefiil

policy to make her learn the result of not ftilfilling her

promises; and there is no better way of bringing a girl to

her senses than by whipping her soundly, naked ifpossible!

And here was Alice, naked; fixed in the best possible posi-

tion for a whipping!

As I turned towards her, whip in hand, she instandy

guessed her fate and shrieked for mercy, struggling franti-

cally to get loose. Deaf to her pitifiil pleadings, I placed

myself in position to command her backside, raised the

whip, and gave her a cut right across the fleshiest part!

A fearful shriek broke from her! Without losing time, I

administered another, and another, and another, Alice simply

now yelling with the pain, and wriggling in a marvellous

way, considering how tighdy she was tied down. I had
never before whipped a girl, although I had often read and
been told of the dehghts of the operation to the operator,

but the reality far surpassed my most vivid expectations!

And the naked girl I was whipping vj2&Alice^ the object of

my lust, the girl who had jilted me, the girl I was about to

ravish! Mad with exultation, I disregarded her agonised

shrieks and cries. With cruel deliberation, I seleaed the

tenderest parts of her bottom for my cuts, aiming some-
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times at one luscious cheek, then the other, then across

both, visiting the tender inside of her widely parted thighs!

Her cries were music to my ear in my iustftil frenzy, while

her wiggles and squirms and the agitated plungings of her

hips and buttocks enthralled my eyes. But soon, too soon,

her strength began to fail her, her shrieks degenerated into

inarticulate ejaculations! There was now litSe pleasure in

continuing her punishment, so most reluctantfy I ceased!

Soothingly I passed my right hand over Alice's quivering

bottom and stroked it caressingly, alleviating in a wonder-

fully short time the pain. In spite of the severity of the

whipping she had received, she was not marked at all! Her
flesh was like that of a baby, slighdy pinker perhaps, but

clean and fresh. As I tenderly restored her to ease, her

trembling died away, her breath began to come more freely

and norrnally, and soon she was herself again.

'Well, has the nonsense been whipped out of you, Al-

ice?" I asked mockingly. She quivered, but did not answer.

"What, not yet.^" I exclaimed, pretending to misunder-

stand her. "Must I give you another turn?" and I raised the

whip as if to commence again.

"No, no!" she cried in genuine terror, "FU be good!"

"Then lie still and behave yourself," I replied, throwing

the whip away into a corner of the room.

From a drawer I took a pot of cold cream. Alice, who
was fearsomely watching every movement of mine, cried

in alarm: "Jack, what are you going to do to me? . . . oh,

tell me! !" My only response was to commence to lubricate

her arse-hole, during which operation she squirmed de-

lightfLilly, then placing myself full in her sight, I set to work
to anoint my rampant prick.

"Guess, dear!" I said.

She guessed accurately! For a moment she was struck

absolutely dumb with horror, then struggling desperately

to get free, she cried: "Oh! my God! . . . no. Jack . .

.

no!. .you'll kill m_e!"

"Don't be alarmed," I said quiedy, as I caressed her
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quivering buttocks, "think a moment, larger things have

come out than what is going in! Lie still, Alice, or I shall

have to whip you!" Then placing myselfin position behind

her, I leant forward till the head ofmy prick rested against

her arse-hole.

"My God!—no, no!" she shrieked, frantically wrig-

gling her buttocks in an attempt to thwart me. But the

contact of my prick with Alice's flesh maddened me;
thrusting fiercely forward, I, with very little difficulty, shoved

my prick half-way up Alice's bottom with apparendy litde

or no pain to her; then falling on her, I clasped her in my
arms and rammed myself well into her, till I felt my balls

againstherandthe cheeksofherbottom againstmy stomach

!

My God! it was like heaven to me! Alice's naked quiv-

ering body was closely pressed to mine!—my prick was
buried to its hairs in her bottom, revelling in the warmth
ofher interior! I shall never forget it! Prolonging my rap-

turous ecstasy, I rested motionless on her, my hands grip-

ping and squeezing her palpitating breasts so conveniently

placed for their delectation, my cheek against her averted

fece, listening to the inarticulate murmurs wrung uncon-

sciously from her by the violence ofher emotions and the

unaccountably strange pleasure she was experiencing, and

which she confessed to by meeting my suppressed shoves

with spasmodic upward heavings ofher bottom,—oh! it

was Paradise!

Inspired by a sudden thought, I slipped my right hand
down to Alice's cimt and gendy tickled it with my forefin-

ger, but without penetrating. The efiect was marvellous!

Alice plunged wildly under me with tumultuous quiver-

ings, her bosom palpitating and fluttering: "Ah! ... Ah!
..." she ejaculated, evidendy a prey to uncontrollable

sexual cravings! Provoked beyond endurance, I let myself

go! For a few moments there was a perfect cyclone of

frenzied upheavings from her, mixed with fierce down-
thrustings from me, then blissftil ecstasy, as I spent madly

into Alice, flooding her interior with my boiling tribute!

"Ah! . . . Ah! ..." she gasped, as she felt herselfinundated
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by my hot discharge! Her cunt distractedly sought my
finger, a violent spasm shook her, and with a scarcely artic-

ulate cry but indicative of the intensest rapture, Alice spent

on my finger with quivering vibrations, her head falling

forward as she half-swooned in her ecstasy!! She had lost

the maidenhead of her bottom! !

!

For some seconds we both lay silent and motionless,

save for an occasional tremor, I utterly absorbed in the

indescribable pleasure of spending into Alice as she lay

tighdy clasped in my arms! She was the first to stir (possi-

bly incommoded by my superincumbent weight), gendy

turning her face towards me, colouring furiously as our

eyes met! I pressed my cheek against hers, she did not

flinch but seemed to respond. Tenderly I kissed her, she

turned her face fully towards me and of her own accord

she returned my kiss! Was it that I had tamed her? Or had

she secredy tasted certain pleasure during the violation of

her bottom? Clasping her closely to me I whispered: "You

have been a good girl this time, Alice, a very good girl!!"

She softly rubbed her cheek against mine! "TDid I hurt

you?" I asked. She whispered back: "Very litde at first, but

not afterwards!"
—"Did you like it?" I enquired mali-

ciously. For answer she hid her face in the settee, blushing

hotiy! But I could feel her thrill!

A moment's silence, then she raised her head again,

moved uneasily, then murmured: "Oh! let me get up
now!"—"Very well," I replied, and unclasping my arms

from round her, I slowly drew my prick out ofher bottom,

untied her—then taking her into one ofthe alcoves I showed

her a bidet all ready for her use and left her. Passing into

the other, I performed the needful ablutions to myself,

then radiant with my victory and with having relieved my
overcharged desires, I awaited Alice's re-appearance.

&
Alice becomes a slave of pleasure under Jack's supervi-

sion. In a litde while her maid, Fanny, is abducted and
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seduced into their games. Connie, a young married woman
oftwenty-two, is the next victim. After that, it seems, there

is little left to add except the classic Victorian taboo of
incest on which so many erotic novels ofthe day thrived.

Jack's chance comes when he meets Lady Betty, a youi^
widow in her thirties, and her daughter Molly who is eigh-

teen. There is no suggestion that the pair are particularly

beautifiil or glamorous. Lady Betty is a snob and a bore,

though described as "a fine armfiil." Molly appears as "a

small and dainty edition" ofher.

Their fate is as much an act of vengeance as one of
lechery. The two of them become Jack's prisoners, under
the greedy eyes of Alice, Fanny the maid, and Connie.

Lady Betty and her daughter are ravished in one another's

presence, then fastened head to tail and ordered to suck

one another off in classic "69" fashion. Frantic at such an
outrageous command, they refiise at first to comply.

Their defiance comes as no surprise to Jack, who has a

riding-whip convenientiy to hand. It takes only four agon-

ising cuts across Lady Betty's backside before she begins to

lick her daughter's vaginal slit. A single cut across Molly's

young bottom is enough to drive her into action. Mean-
while, Alice and Connie fall into one another's arms. Fanny,

the servant, addresses Jack with a meeker sense of propri-

ety: "Oh, Mr. Jack, please ftig me!" So he does.

As the orgy and the book come to an end, every possi-

bility seems to have been exhausted and every available

orifice plumbed by the hero's erection, every recalcitrant

rump given a cut or two of the whip. Yet the last word
must surely be that ofthe maid, Alice, rather than the man.
The girls are ready to leave but Jack is all for continuing

the fim. It is then that Alice turns to him with simpk
archness and says:

"I think you've had enough, sir!"
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4

BEATRICE

From time to time among the novels of the period there

appeared one which was imbued with a delicate and sen-

suous eroticism, a woman's own story quite unlike the

masculine strength ofA Man WithA Maid or My Secret

L^. Such a novel was Beatrice, which appears to date from
1894-5, the early years of Carrington's publishing career.

The story recounts the country-house life of a young
girl whose marriage has failed andwho has returned to live

with her own family. It is a strange world of gentle love-

making with other men and women, even her own father

and her sister Caroline. In that respect it is a world without
shame or guilt. The summer beauty ofparkland and sunlit

bedrooms is seen with something like the impressionistic

dreamlike vision of a movie camera.

In other ways too the novel looks to the future rather

than the past. Straps and bondage play an important part

in the love-games. Whips are used on the girls but with

such gentieness that the lash seems intended as an instru-

ment for caressing them. The sexual excitement of seeing

girls saddled or being saddled did not come into its own
until the 1920s, yet it is clearly anticipated in this book.

Similarly the appeal of a girl whose breasts, hips, and thighs

had been sponged and wetted was a more general attrac-

tion in the years ahead than in the 1890s.

Yet even before the 1890s such things existed and we
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should not be surprised to find them in an erotic novel of
great subtlety and originality as this. The cases of girls

being whipped in the gaols of Austria-Hungary, recorded

in Pauline, anticipates the wet-look. Janina, a nineteen-

year-old student with a soft pale figure, blonde hair boy-
cropped and slant green eyes, was whipped wearing pan-

ties of thin tight silk, on one occasion. Once she had been
strapped on all fours over the bench, the hangman took a

sponge from a pail ofwater and soaked the seat ofthe girl's

panties so that they clung tight and transparent to the soft

pale cheeks of Janina's bottom. Thus, without the scandal

of nudity, her buttocks were perfecdy displayed to the

whippet.

The pony-girl fetish was older still. Themistocles of
ancient Greece had his garden-carriage pulled by a pair of
naked courtesans. Mulay Ishmael of Morocco used harem
girls for the same purpose. The homicidal Sultan Ibrahim
in the seventeenth-century kept such a stable of "young
mares." Even Marco Polo tells the story ofa Chinese prince

who was towed everywhere in a carriage propelled by such

pollution-free engine-power.

The striking thing about Beatrice is not that it intro-

duces new forms ofsexuality but that it creates a haunting,

evanescent dream of erotic excitement. In one of the finest

chapters, the second, there is a last hour of pleasure be-

tween the heroine and her father before he sails for Madras
on Indian service. They begin by French-drinking a botde

ofwine, he taking the liquid into his own mouth, warming
it, and then delivering it into his daughter's.

Then they go up to the attic together, a place of dis-

carded tables, abandoned tapestries and faded silks. A fine

dappled grey rocking-horse stands among the bric-a-brac.

"Sunlight filtered through a dust-hazed window." The young
woman undresses to her silk stockings, tight panties and
chemise. She mounts the rocking-horse, for which she has

grown too big, and lies forward on it so that her behind

projects over the grey haunches. '*Where shall you ride to?"
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her father asks. "To Jericho!" she says. She begins to rock

the horse. His hand smacks down hard and rhythmically

on her bottom in the tight-stretched thinness of silk knick-

ers. It hurts her—yet not too much. Is this truly a sexual

encounter or is it a game which father and daughter have

played, almost innocendy, since she was a litde girl?

The book answers no such questions. In its strange

felicities the reader must find his own conclusions.

The story of Beatrice is filled with incident, yet some of

its most memorable passages describe merely a glimpse or

a scene in which scarcely anything seems to move. In this

lies its strange enchantment. In the fifth chapter, for in-

stance, the heroine is visited by her cousin, Jenny, who is

something of a dominatrix. She makes the young woman
strip to stockings and long leather boots with a briefcorset

whose lower arching leaves her belly and backside exposed.

Then her wrists are fastened behind her with light steel

manacles and her ankles also pinioned together. In this

state she is bundled face-down on the bed.

Left alone like this, the young woman has no possibil-

ity of "action." But now she is helpless as a httle girl again

and she lies there, thinking in just the way that a child of

her kind might.

"I was alone with my aloneness. In the night. Where
was Caroline? I listened as I listened when a child, on
evenings when the curtains were drawn in my room against

the evening light. There were footsteps, soft voices. Voices

heard, unheard. Was it the wind? I was half naked and

bound, strange in my half-nudity and bonds. Jenny was

naughty. She would come and release me and I would
dress in my summer dress and we would picnic. Caroline

would be tied to a tree. She would watch our small white

teeth nibbling cakes. Lemonade would gurgle down our

throats. The world would never end."

It is Jenny, their cousin, who commands the two sisters

in their early twenties to become lovers. This incestuous

lesbianism is far more convincing than that between Lady
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Betty and her daughter Molly in^Man WithA Maid. The
sisters live for pleasure, the sensuous comfort of bodies

touching, lips nuzzling and thighs squirming together. Each

is flilly aware of the other's beauty and warm sexuality.

Once again, it is like a game of childhood, romping and
wrestling, adapted to the adult world. The animal com-
forts ofdose companionship are now invested with a new
and exciting significance.
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EXTRACT

The '^Sisters'^

The sun was warm when I awoke. The curtains had been

drawn back—the lamps removed. Evidendy I had slept

heavily. Jenny roused me, smiling from the doorway where

she stood. The gong below sounded for breakfast.

"You are late " she said. She wore a long black skirt, the

waist drawn in tight Her blouse was white, the buttons of

pearl. Beneath the silk of her blouse, her breasts loomed

pinkly. A perking of nipples. They indented the material.

Like a child late for school I was husded into the bathroom

and out again.

"I have no dress to wear," I said. Jenny smacked my
hand.

"You are late," she repeated. The smell ofsizzling bacon

came to us. I was hungry. My mouth watered. The ward-

robe doors were opened quickly. A thin wool dress of light

brown colour, rust colour, was handed to me. "Nothing

beneath except your stockings," Jenny said. She palmed my
bottom and my breasts as I raised my nightdress. The sen-

sation was pleasant. The dress cascaded over my shoulders

and was worked tighdy down over my curves. It was as if I

were naked. I was preferred in boots today, Jenny said

—

black lace-up ones that came to my knees. The heels were

high. I feared to fall down the stairs. I told her.

'Nonsense," Jenny said. "Brush your hair quickly. Show
me your teeth. Are they clean now?"
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I was taken down. Approaching the dining room we
walked more slowly. My legs felt longer in the boots, the

high heels. My aunt and uncle and Caroline were already

seated. Silver tureens stood on the massive sideboard. Car-

oline looked up at me quickly and then attended to her

bacon. We ate in silence as if some doom were pending.

Neither my aimt nor uncle spoke, even to one another. It

was a penance perhaps. I ate voraciously but delicately. The
bloom of health was upon me. The kidneys and mush-

rooms were delicious. The maids who served were young
and pretty. I liked them. They avoided my eyes. They had

learned their learning.

With every movement ofJenny's body her breasts moved
their nipples beneath her blouse. Beneath the tablecloth

my uncle's hand stole onto her thigh. She wore garters that

ridged themselves slightly through her skirt. He caressed

them. His palm soothed from one leg to the other. Jenny

parted her legs beneath her skirt and smiled. I wanted to

suck the tip ofher tongue.

At a nod from my uncle we were dismissed. Caroline

and I rose together and wandered into the drawing room.

We were lost in our foundness. We held hands. Our fingers

whispered together. In a moment, from a side entrance,

my uncle appeared in the garden. A carriage had arrived, it

seemed, but the visitors came not to the front ofthe house.

They skirted the side and appeared where my uncle stood.

The woman whom he greeted was in her early thirties.

I had a vagueness of seeing her before. Her flowered hat

was large, of pale straw with a wide brim. She wore white

kid gloves to her elbows. Were they my gloves? I had left

mine in the sea at night. The fishes had nibbled at them.

She was beautiftil, elegant. Her dress was of white and

blue, the collar frilled. Pearls glinted around the neck. Be-

side her came a servant neady dressed in black with velour

lapels to his jacket. He had an air of insolent subservience.

"She is beautiftil," I said to Caroline, "do you know
who she is?"
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Jenn/s voice sounded behind us. "What are you doing^"

she asked in a sharp tone. A tone that scratched.

"I was asking," I answered.

Caroline moved. Her palm was moist in mine. "I know
her. She is Katherine Hayton—an actress. We have seen

her at the Adelphi " she said. Her eyes were saucers as she

received Jenny's stare.

"You were not told to hold hands," Jenny said. She

jerked her head at me and said, "Come. Beatrice, come."

Forlorn, I relinquished Caroline's hand. Our own house

was yet an ocean away. In the bedrooms women with

bronzed skins and supple hips were lying. They would

wear my clothes and steal my jewellry.

Jenny led me down the hall. To my astonishment we
entered the linen room. It smelled of starch and nothing.

"You must learn—you must both learn, Beatrice. Do you

not know?" Jenny asked me.

I blinked. I did not know who I was. Father had lied

perhaps. He had not gone to Madras. He was with the

women in the rooms. They would French-drink. Their lips

would taste of curry. There would be musk between their

thighs. I said yes to Jenny. My voice said yes. My hands

were at my sides.

"Kneel before me, Beatrice."

I did. My head was bowed, my hands clasped together

I prayed for goodness. Edward's mother used to undress

with her door halfopen. We could see her as we went past.

Her bottom was big. I told Edward that she should close

the door. He smiled. His eyes were small and neat. Like his

pine when it was not stiff

"Kiss my thighs," Jenny said. She raised her skirt, gath-

ering up the folds. I was blind. A milkiness, a perfiome.

Her drawers were split both back and front. It was the

fashion then. Women could attend to their natural func-

tions without removing them. In my mother's early days

women had never worn drawers.

The curls of her slit, her loveslot, honeypot, were framed
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by the white linen. My palms sought the backs ofher thighs.

Her knees bent slightly. I could feel her smile. My tongue

licked out, sweeping around the taut tight tops ofher black

stockings. Her skin—white like my white. She tasted of

musk and perfume and the scents of flowers. My lips

splurged against her thighs.

"Ah, you lick! Like a little doggy you lick," Jenny

laughed. After a moment or two she pushed me away with

her knees. "It is too soon," she said. I wanted to cry but

she would not let me. I was brought to my feet even as the

door opened and Jenny rearranged her dress. My aunt led

Caroline in and frowned a little at Jenny, as I thought. The

window ofthe linen room was set high up at the other end

from us. The light was morning soft. Caroline wore, as I

did, a woollen dress of fine skein.

"You will see to them, Jenny," my aunt said. From our

distance I heard my uncle and Katherine enter the house.

There was a tinkling of glasses, laughter. The door closed,

leaving the three ofus alone.

"Remove your dresses," Jenny said. My hands went to

the buttons of mine, but Caroline hesitated. Jenny smacked

her and she squealed. "Quickly!" Jenny snapped. We stood

naked except for our stockings and boots.

Jenny drew us together, face to face, thighs to thighs.

From a drawer she took cords and bound us tighdy to-

gether—ankles,thighs, waists. We could not move. Our
cheeks pressed close. Placing her hands beneath Caroline's

bottom she urged us slowly into a comer. I stood with my
back to the meeting of the walls. Caroline's breath flowed

over my breath.

*Tour bodies merge weU together," Jenny said, "are your

breasts touching fiilly? Move your breasts. Your nipples

must touch."

Yes, I said, yes Jenny. Our nipples were like bell-pushes

together. Mine grew and tingled. Caroline's grew. Her toes

curled over mine.

"Please, don't," Caroline whispered. I knew that she
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wasn't speaking to mc but in her mind speaking. I moved
my lips against her ear. Jenny had gone.

"You like it," I said. I wanted to make her happy. I

coaxed her. She had had the cane. Was it nice? "Do you
like it.>" I asked. I made my voice sound as ifwe were going

on a holiday. Ifshe liked it we would be happy.

"I don't know," Caroline said. Her voice was smudged.

Our bellies were silky together. I could feel her slit warm,
pulsing. It was nice standing still. I moved my mouth very

slowly from her ear to her cheek. I felt her quiver. Had she

sucked his cock? I would not ask yet. I would ask later. The
tip of my tongue traced the fullness of her lower lip, the

Cupid curve. Caroline moved her face away. Her cheeks

burned. Our nipples were thorns, entangled.

"Do not!" she choked.

"Jenny will come," I said. Caroline moved her mouth
back to mine. The bulbous fullness of her breasts against

mine excited me. Our mouths were soft in their seeking. I

sought her tongue with my tongue. It retreated, curling in

its cave curling. Sipping at her Ups I brought it to emerge.

The thrill made us quiver. Our nipples moved, implored.

My belly pressed in tighter to hers.

The door swung open of a sudden. It was Jenny. She
scolded us and said we had been kissing. Working her hand
between us she felt our lovemouths, secretive between our
thighs. They were moist. Her hand retraaed. Her fingers

sought our bottoms.

"You must practise—you love one another. Caroline

—

put your tongue in her mouth."
We swayed. Caroline's tongue was small, urgent, pointed

in its flickering. Hidden by our lips our tongues licked. It

was a secret. I wanted.

"Open your mouths—let me see your tongues," Jenny
commanded. We obeyed.

"Half an hour," Jenny said. She moved to the door and
we were alone again. Birds sprinkled their songs among
the leaves outside. I was happy. The richness ofour bodies
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flesh to flesh was sweet. Caroline's eyelashes fluttered and

tickled against mine. I could feel her belly rippling.

Our tongues like warm snakes worked together. Our
thighs trembled. The ridged tops ofour stockings rubbed.

Perhaps the door would remain closed forever.

Our minds whispered together like people in caves.

"Sexual serfdom " in Krafft-Ebing's view, did not amount

to abnormal sexual behaviour. But where did serfdom to

the beloved end and the morbidity of masochism begin?

There was nothing abnormal in "a quite unusual and very

striking state of dependence on another individual of the

opposite sex, even to the extent of losing all personal will-

power, a dependence which compels the overmastered party

to actions and tolerances which mean a great sacrifice of

the person's proper interests and often enough come into

conflict with morals and law."

Where, then, does masochistic perversion begin? 'TjOvc

which is willing to bear tyranny for the beloved one's sake,"

says Krafit-Ebing, "then becomes a direct love of tyr-

anny. . . . This is the way masochism can be bred."

In the lives of the young women who inhabit Beatrice,

love of one another is important. Yet the significance of

the symbols of that love—the boots and stockings, whips

and manacles—grows all the time. How long will it be

before each of the girls can be excited by the mere glimpse

of such a symbol rather than by the young woman to whom
it belongs?

As for the love of tyranny, this is not something which

comes easily. The heroine and her sister Caroline are to be

trained for their service of pleasure. They have yet to ex-

perience the full pleasures of masochism which lie in wait

for them.

By the 1890s certain erotic phenomena like the enthu-

siasm of little girls for straddling their horses, or the eager-
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ness with which httle boys (in Wilkie Collins' Moonstone)

liked to drive litdc girls in toy harness, seemed less inno-

cent than they had done half a centur)' before. Harness and
riding, spurring and driving, had a new significance too.

How often, on a music-hall stage, did the line of chorus

girls appear with hair done in pony-tails, bells jingling on
their hips, little tails over their rumps, and smart leather

boots on their calves? Exactly what did the male audiences

dream ofwhile they watched? A final glimpse of the young
ladies ofBeatrice provides one possible answer.
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EXTRACT

Toun0 Fillief^

The room was stark—the stonework not plastered within

as I had expcaed. A large bed stood in the centre of the

floor. The foot of it faced the door. The headboard was

mirrored with three ovals of glass set in gilt frames. On
either side of the bed a cabinet. There was a single ward-

robe, heavy in aspea. Its doors were mirrored as was the

headboard. A thickpile carpet was the only comfort.

I removed my bonnet and dress slowly, then my chem-

ise and drawers. I was to keep my knee-length boots on,

Jenny said, and to keep my stockings straight and taut at

all times. My lips must always be slighdy parted.

"Why are we here?" I asked. I lay down as Caroline had

lain, arms straight at my sides. Jenny nudged my ankles to

make my legs part wider. The moisture ofthe long journey

was around and within my cunny. Jenny moved to the end

ofthe bed and gazed at me.

'*Erea your nipples,*' she said. I licked my lips and passed

my palms lighdy over my breasts, flicking the tips until

they rose. The cones pointed from their surrounding circles

of crinkled flesh.

"You are to be trained," she told me. '*No harm will

come to you ifyou obey." She moved along the bed to the

cabinet on my left. A long leaded-glass window with a

deep stone sill was also on my left. A vase stood upon it

with a single withered flower. Dipping the tips of her fin-
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gers into the pitcher of water she sprinkled it upon my
breasts. The sudden cold made me start. My nipples quiv-

ered and stiffened harder.

What is the purpose of our training, I asked, but the

question stayed in my head like a wasp in a jam jar. It

buzzed and spun. Jenny turned and gazed down through

the window at the meadows beyond.

"Did you want to kiss Katherine?" she asked. "Answer

quickly!"

I did not look at her. I knew I must not. I said yes.

Questions poured over me. I said yes. I said yes I would

like to see her breasts, to kiss her thighs, to tongue her slit.

I hated Jenny. She knew it was true.

She had turned away again. She seemed no longer

amused by my meanderings. "There will be a reception

this evening, Beatrice. I shall instruct you in what to wear.

A servant will come for you in an hour. Obey her."

She was gone. A key turned in the lock. I made to rise.

Were there cracks in the stone? Watchers? Seekers? My
aunt might come. I closed my eyes and walked down cor-

ridors of thought. Would Mother return? She had gone

with a man to Biarritz, it was said. I remembered his car-

riage arriving one afternoon, my mother peering through

the curtains. He had gazed at us palely.

"I shall not be long" my mother had said. A servant

had opened the door for her, gravely. Her footsteps had

sounded down the drive, certain, uncertain. A crack of a

whip and the coach was gone. Dust rose in the roadway

upon its departure. I thought to catch the dust in a jar and

watch it swirl forever. It would not do that, Caroline said,

when I told her. We had sat quietly until Father had re-

turned that day. He had said nothing of Mother's absence.

In the evening I chased a butterfly towards the sun.

I had dozed. A servant was shaking my shoulder. She

was the housekeeper I had seen on the steps. I sought my
dress, my chemise, my drawers, but they had gone. She

tossed a grey cloak down around my feet.
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"Come!" She did not call me M'am. I cast the cloak

about me. We went up to the floor above and along narrow

passageways to a second, smaller staircase. At the foot of it

Caroline waited. She was garbed in a cloak as I was. Be-

neath she wore only her stockings and boots.

"Go!" the woman said. A side door with an iron latch

was opened for us by a young servant girl who curtsied.

We passed outside onto the stone flags through which grass

and weeds sprouted. There were smells of chickens, pigs

and hay. "Go forward to the stable," the woman said and

pointed. My shoulders nudged Caroline's. The knuckles of

our hands touched beneath our cloaks. Our feet stumbled

over rough grass. The doors of the stable loomed large,

yawned open. We were within.

Open shutters allowed rays of sunlight to enter the

stable. We passed through the bars of the light to the fur-

ther wall. There were iron rings, chains. We were made to

stand side by side while the woman removed our cloaks.

Our arms were raised, spread apart, our wrists secured to

rings. The tip of my nose almost touched the timbered

wall, as did Caroline's.

Our legs were parted roughly a full three feet so that

our stockinged arKl booted legs were strained. Metallic

clicks. Our ankles were secured. Our breathing was tremu-

lous. We dared not to look at one another. The bales ofhay

about us dreamed of past summers.

There were voices beyond. I felt the woman's return.

My head was drawn back. A leather gag was inserted be-

tween my lips and tied behind in the nesting of my hair.

Caroline's lips would not open to the gag. She received a

loud smack. Her yelp gurgled away behind the leather.

"Wash them down," a voice said. Pieces of rough cloth

were bound tighdy around the tops of our thighs to pre-

vent water trickling down our stockings. There came water,

wetness, cold. I jerked. My spine curved. The sponging

was insistent. It passed beneath my bottom, cooled my slit.

Fingers quested at my lovelips as they urged the sponge. I
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was forced to strain up on tip-toes. The sponge passed

beneath my armpits, in the curls there. It roamed over the

hillocks of my breasts. Water tickled me, trickling down
my belly. There was laughter as I squirmed. I did not know
the voices.

Caroline was attended to next. The sponge trailed longer

beneath her quim, I thought. Was I jealous? Her lovem-

outh pouted no more tighdy than my own. A rough towel

dried us. Our nipples perked against the wail. The iron

rings, the manacles, the bonds about our ankles, clinked.

"Six," a voice said. I sensed a movement new—a soft,

insinuating sound as of leather passing across a palm.

Cra-aaaack! Broad width of leather seared across my
bottom, yl/;.' I jerked. My belly to the wall I jerked. Cheeks
wobbling, tightening, I received another. The sting was
sweet, laid full across my buttocks.

A humming whine behind the gag. My own or Caro-

line's? Father—no! Father would not permit this. Surely

his ship would turn, its tall sails straining. Commands.
Feet urgent on the deck. My eyes screwed up. The heat

flared in my bottom at the next.

"Harder!" I had heard my mother say vdien Jenny stayed

that night.

^^eeynnnn0!'' Cries strangled in my throat. Flame-sear-

ing, the strap took me again. Again. Again. The trees could

not see me. The grass did not care. Tears pearled down my
cheeks. In my rudeness I squeezed my scorched cheeks

tighter.

"Ah, the fullness of her—the thighs, the cheeks. What
delicious plumpness," a voice said. Was it Katherine? I heard

the cries, unheard, of Caroline. The strap attended to her

next. "Let me feel the heat," a voice said. It was the same
cultured woman's voice. Palms palmed my wriggling bot-

tom with womanly tenderness. They felt its fullness, the

throbbing. Caroline's hip bumped against mine in her

squirming. The loud slap-crack of the leather sounded.
Fingertips sank insistent in my burning bulge. Cupped,

73



held, I sank my weight upon the palms. My big plum, my
pumpkin.

The last crack of the leather.

"Let me feel her," a voice said. Another came whose
perfume was as Katherine's. Behind us they stood side by

side, controlled our squirmings with their seeking hands. I

heard kisses. I could feel tongues. An urgent jerk from

Caroline nudged me hard. A small laugh, husky, intimate.

"Not now—not yet," the woman behind me said. Her
fingers unclasped as if reluctandy from beneath my bot-

tom. "Is she wet? Tell me," she said, "Ah, give me your

tongue!" She had spoken of Caroline. She was wicked. I

could not restrain the working of my hips. Long tongues

of flame licked through my buttocks still. Baby fingers of

warmth moved in my groove. My love-slot pulsed gendy.

My nipples stiff.

"Leave them—they have been well attended to. What
sweet young mares. They can be watered now."

The voice was her voice. I knew her as Katherine now.

Our gags were loosened. A tin mug passed between the

wall and my mouth and tilted just sufficiendy to let water

trickle between my lips. I did not want it. I wanted wine.

Had the servant unpacked my trunk? She would find my
flask of liqueur.

The water had slopped down over Caroline's chin in

her blubbering. I could feel it. Globules of water fell and

decorated her nipples. Then the doors closed, the big doors

in their closing. We were left alone.

I wanted to speak in my speakness. I knew not what to

say. Caroline hung her head. Her forehead rested against

the wall.

"I love you," I said. The fleshiness of our hips touched.

She would not answer me. She made silly, babyish sounds.

With my legs wide apart I closed my eyes again and dreamed

of the stemming of cocks, the rubicund heads upon the

waiting pricks—the nubbing thrust between my open lips.

When my bottom was thrust over the end of the rocking
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horse, the taut cotton had outlined the lips of my honey-

pot beneath. I had rubbed against the haunches—felt their

pleasure.

"It hurts " Caroline whined. I shushed her. We must

not be heard. "Squeeze your cheeks " I said. I wanted to

touch her bottom, its polished roundness. There were

footsteps—a slurring of feet upon the ground, the wisps

of hay.

"What have you been doing?" Jenny asked. "Have you
been wicked.^" She released us. Caroline covered her face.

She was ignored. "Put your clothes on—you cannot be

seen like that. There are workmen about—rough men,"

Jenny said.

We donned our cloaks. The tops ofmy stockings were

damp. It was a feeling I liked. The stinging moved in my
bottom still, but it was sweeter now. It made me walk

differendy. My hips swayed more.

"That is good," Jenny said. She could see. She walked

behind us. The doors were open again, huge in their huge-

ness. Two men with pitchforks stood beyond. They touched

their caps at our passing. We did not look at them. Their

voices were country voices. They breathed ofwarm milk in

stone jars, left overlong on windowsills. Stale cheese—dried

scraps of bread. They were rough men. My bottom moved

—

a silky bulb of heat beneath my cloak.
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5

SUBURBAN
SOULS

The books on Carrington's list were always a medley of

the erudite and the flashy. He published his fair share of

novels whose titles suggested the "sporty" sex of late Vic-

torian or Edwardian raSshness. Then, for no apparent rea-

son, he would produce works whose commercial prospects

were dim to the point of invisibility. What possessed him,

for example, to make a foray into questions of literary

authorship with Lord Rutland Est Shakespeare} How many
copies did he hope to sell of such recondite sexology as

The Ethnolo0y ofthe Sixth Sense)

"What a curious type he is," Oscar Wilde wrote to

Leonard Smithers in 1898 after an evening in Carrington's

company. To the English playwright there was something

twisted and even hysterical in Carrington's conduct. He
would turn from the Wodehousian account ofsome sexual

romp to slang the vices of British imperialism or racism in

the United States.

Yet between these extremes lay some of the best work

which he issued, notably in the first years of the twentieth

century. He was the publisher oi TheDawn ofSensuality as

the first part ofMy Secret Life was termed. In the field of

such biographies—faa or fiction—he also published Sub-

urban Souk and gave it the date of 190L
If Carrington was not the author of this novel himself,

he certainly supervised it very closely for in some parts it is
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a calculated prospectus of his own work. Its true date was

surely a few years later than 1901, since he refers in it to

books of his which were published well after that.

Suburban Souls is a novel of sex and jealousy, obsessive

in its way as the self-consuming passion ofthe Narrator for

Albertine in A la Recherche du Temps Perdu. A decade be-

fore the first volume of Prousfs great novel. Suburban Souls

dwells on the true nature of erotic jealousy. In its final

stages the jealous emotion is not Othello's torment of tragic

grandeur. Rather, it is necessary to the victim and, in its

way, gratifying as the stimulation ofsexual enjoyment.

Suburban Souls is the fictional autobiography of Jacky

S., a middle-aged broker on the Paris bourse. In the last

years of the nineteenth century he makes the acquaintance

of Eric Arvel, a writer for the financial press who lives in

the outer Paris suburbs at Sonis-sur-Marne. Arvel's house-

hold consists of his mistress and the woman's adolescent

daughter, Lilian, with whom the narrator falls in love.

Though its sexual descriptions are more explicit, the

novel has far more in common with the naturalism ofZola

or Maupassant than with the pipe dreams of Edwardian

erotica. The Parisian world of the 1890s, its cafes and rail-

way stations, its metropolitan avenues and the semi-rural

suburbs ofbrokers and entrepreneurs, are evoked by a sug-

gestive impressionism appropriate to the age.

The novel is more French than English. As so often

with Carrington's publications it has the style of a book
written in another language and then translated literally.

There are such verbal oddities as the references to the East-

cm Station in Paris, when even an Englishman would be

more likely to recognise it as the Gare de I'Est.

Yet the strange and growing involvement of Jacky S.

with young Lilian Arvel is meticulously and yet vividly

observed by the victim himself. For Lilian is not the inno-

cent Littie Nell or Littie Em'ly ofVictorian family reading.

She is eager to be morally corrupted, her passion woken
with a perverseness which unnerves her middle-aged scd-
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ucer. Suburban Souls sees this girl-child by the new light of

Freudian theory rather than in the comforting glow of

Dickensian sentiment.

Jacky himself is set on enjoying her. Yet, he adds, "I

wanted her to find a worthy husband and go to him a

virgin. I told her so. I made her understand that on the day

of her marriage I would retire from her life." This confu-

sion of passion and guilt augurs ill for the developing rela-

tionship.

In no time at all the hero and his adolescent mistress

are meeting secretly in an apartment on the Rue de Leip-

zig. Though Lilian's virginity is preserved, she is an eager

partner in bed, sucking her lover's erection, guiding it to

the entrance of her vagina, though restraining its penetra-

tion, and squeezing it to orgasm between her bare thighs.

The girl, as much as the man, seems anxious to preserve

her virgin status. Unlike the heroines of pornography she

fears the ordeal of being deflowered, pushing the narrator

away with cries of 'Tou hurt me!" Though she sucks him

until he comes in her mouth, she finds no evident pleasure

in this experience at first.

The course oftrue love is far from smooth in Suburban

Smb. Indeed there are moments when the intercourse of

the man and the girl becomes confiised to the point where

even the participants are not quite sure of what is going

on. Pushed away from Lilian's vagina, Jacky seeks consola-

tion by placing his "bursting" erection between her but-

tocks. Pushing and thrusting, he is convinced that in the

final moments he has penetrated her behind. Lilian assures

him that nothing of the sort happened. As so often in the

book, even the antics of the bedroom are principally an

account ofthe state ofthe hero's mind and the impressions

he receives.

As the story unfolds the book becomes far more the

accoimt of the mental state of Jacky S. than a study of

Lilian and her depravity One of the most exciting inci-

dents, in its effect on the narrator, is one in which he has
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no direct part. Lilian describes a young law student's vig-

orous attempt to rape her Jacky is neither jealous nor out-

raged. To hear of the young man's assault on the girl he

himself loves acts as a powerful aphrodisiac—to use his

own term—and he makes her repeat it to him often.

At this time the hero's emotions of jealousy begin their

pathological development. He presents Lilian with a copy

of Sade's Justine^ urging her to pay particular attention to

Saint Fond's account of the pleasure to be derived by seeing

one's mistress in the arms of another man. In a little while

Jacky even encourages Lilian to try and excite her step-

father, Eric Arvel, the very source of the jealousy which is

to torment him later in the book.

"You should rub against him whenever you can," says

Jacky to the girl, "and let your cheek and hair touch his

face while type-writing together, etc., and then look at his

trousers and see if he is in erection."

Whether or not Lilian becomes, in the end, the insti-

gator ofdepravity she is certainly a willing pupil for all that

Jacky has to teach her. On the occasion when he gives her

sexeral strokes across her bottom with a cane she "hardly

winces" at the cuts. "I am certain she likes the chastisement

of the male," he concludes, though we have only his word
for it.

Their shared fantasies become more extreme. He de-

vises a scene in which Lilian must sit naked on the toilet

while he cleans his teeth. When rinsing his mouth, he is to

spit the water over her. Lilian's role is to be "the living

chamber utensil of her master." Her only reproach against

him in this matter is that he talks about such ideas but does

not put them into practice. "I saw that she really enjoyed

these filthy projects," he wrote afterwards.

The relationship between Jacky and LUian changes from

that of an older lover—her Papa, as she calls him—and an

adolescent girl into the contract of a whore and her pay-

master. He calls her his whore for the first time while they

make love and later on makes her masturbate him by the
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street railings as a common prostitute would. "Oh, yes, I

am your litde whore!" she whispers as she does so. "And
would you do an)thing for me?" he asks, "Anything, no
matter how dirty or disgusting?" Her answer is false but it

is the one he waits to hear. "Anything, as long as it is you!"

Inevitably, his reward for reducing her to the Ie\'el of a

prostitute in their fantasies is that she begins to act like one

in reality. In his account of their relationship, Jacky com-

plains increasingly of the mercenary motives which seem

to drive Lilian towards him. His heart grows full of the

"uneasy feeling of repulsion that her broad, mercenary hints

were beginning to cause in me." His first revenge is in the

cruelt)' oiflanguage which he uses towards her both in their

meetings and in his letters. But this style is entirely apt in

their new relationship. "The more cynically and brutally I

wrote, the better she liked it.**

For Lilian to be mercenary was not the worst which

might happen. There were, after all, plenty of kept women
in the Paris of the 1890s who lived on easy terms with

their keepers. Soon, however, Jacky guesses that she is a

confirmed liar in the area of sexual relations. Her expertise

in bed, so engaging at first, merely serves to convince him,

"that other hands and other male organs had been in con-

taa with Lily Arvel's body."

Suburban Souls is never more purely the story of Jacky's

own obsessions than in his analysis of Lilian the moral

delinquent. Convinced that he has caught her out in lies

about letters which she claims to have written but then

lost, he gets out the packet of her correspondence to him.

By means of this he subjects her, in absentia^ to a psychiat-

ric examination in the terms of the day. Like Proust's Nar-

rator, it is the man rather than the girl who makes the

better subject for this. However, he concludes: "She suffers

from anaemia or chlorosis. There is evidendy psychopathic

deterioration and she is a neurotic subject. . . . Masturba-

tion and unnatural practices before the age ofpuberty have
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produced neurasthenia with its attendant symptoms. It is

a clear case of hysteria."

Such passages serve to remind us that whether or not

1901 was the publication year ofSuburban Souls^ it saw the

appearance of a far more famous work: Sigmund Freud's

Psychopathology ofEveryday Life.

By a natural progression, the hero's abhorrence of Lili-

an's greed for money and his conviction of her falsehoods

ripen at last into an all-consuming sexual jealousy. "She
inspired disgust and excited desire," he confesses toward

the end of the novel. "In a word she troubled the brain of
whoever took an interest in her." Their relationship had
begun with Lilian addressing him as "Beloved Master."

Before the end she is calling him "My Own Slave." The
links of the chain binding them are forged from a self-

tormenting jealousy which consumes him like a wasting

sickness.

Like Proust's Narrator who abhors Albertine's lesbian

love for Andree while remaining hungry for details of it,

Jacky S. sees the same unnatural affection between Lilian

and her friend Charlotte. Above all, he is convinced that

she shares the bed of her own stepfather, Eric Arvei.

As in all such cases, the victim is torn between the hope
of his mistress being proved innocent and the satisfaction

of finding her guilty. When the Arvel family goes to Bel-

gium, Jacky asks a lawyer of his acquaintance to investigate

the sleeping arrangements at the hotel. He even has a plan

of the rooms drawn up. The gossip of the servants, the

state of the beds, a dozen such details convince him that

incestuous love has been consummated.
The behaviour ofthe victim in his helpless envy follows

a predictable passion. Upon such evidence he rages at the

girl for her betrayal and whoredom. Then, with the first

sign of affection, he begs to be forgiven and to be allowed

to love her again.

Unlike the more conventionally construaed fiction of
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Zola or Maupassant, the drama of Suburban Souls has no
stydised ending. As in life, so in the story of Jacky, the play

must continue though the curtain has been rung down.

"In life there is no ending to the long succession of

comedy and tragedy which is played out in many acts, and

is never ended. Death now and then calls at the stage-door,

and one of the players: poor, painted false villain, or ro-

guish clown; tragedy queen, or meretricious dancing-girl,

is carried away in the black hearse, but the universal spec-

tacle of love and hate goes on all the same."

A curiosity of Suburban Souls is the manner in which

Carrington's own publications are used to seduce Lilian's

mind. The titles occur in a steady procession: The Horn
Book and The Tellow Room, Colonel Spanker's Leaure and

Flossie: A Venus of Fifteen. The Mysteries of Verbena House:

or, Miss Bellassis Birched for Thieving makes its appearance

towards the end of the book, along with Carrington's pro-

spectus for The Ethnology ofthe Sixth Sense. It was a favour-

ite technique of his to carry over characters from one book

to another, by courtesy of his authors, and to mention one

publication in the pages of another. Indeed, he was not

above insisting that the entire documentary story of the

reformatory caning ofElaine Cox should be used as a chapter

of fiction. Waste not, want not.

Paradoxically, perhaps, there is a strong vein ofpuritan-

ism in Suburban Souls. For all his seductions of Lilian, the

narrator is easily repelled by the grossness of their conduct

together. He talks ofthe evils ofmasturbation or unnatural

vice, the wiles of women and the corruption of society

with all the vehemence of a popular Victorian moralist.

If there is one passage, however, in which the gaslit

Paris of thej^w desiede^ the easy-going sexual accommoda-

tions of cafe and boulevard, and the ambiguous passion of

Jacky and Lilian is best summed up, it is surely that eve-

ning when the matter of her virginity was at last put to the

test. The incident occurred on a Sunday, 23 April 1899.

That morning Jacky had received a telegram from the girl.
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asking him to meet her at 9 p.m. in the American Bar, near

the most fashionable of all Parisian thoroughfares, the

Avenue de TOpcra. The sequel to this invitation is graphi-

cally described in one ofthe most evocative passages ofthe
entire book. Had the great novelists of the later nineteenth

century permitted themselves the range of such subject

matter, this might well have been the sort ofchapter which
resulted. At the very least it puts Suburban Souls high among
the achievements of writing about sexual relations in the

late Victorian and Edwardian periods.
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EXTRACT

^'Lilian's

Guilty Secref^

I WENT AND found my charmer in a new flaming dress,

made entirely of vivid red cloth. She had white kid gloves,

with a nice hat, and looked vcr)' well, being very red in the

face too. She had with her the Lesbian Lx)lotte, ex-mistress

and ex-betrothed of her brother Raoul. They were both

very jolly. I had never seen Lolotte before, but she knew

me by name from Lily. I chaff them about their sexless

kisses when alone together, and want to know who is the

man of the two. It is the stereot}^ped stuff that is always

poured out to a tribadic couple. Lolotte is a pretty, plump

blonde. She was ver}' free and charming; about LilVs age,

22 or thereabouts. We are soon very comfortable together

in the back saloon of the bar, where, it seems to me, Lily is

well-known. It was near the Cafe de la Guerre, and she

went there with her brother on Shrove Tuesday.

Direcdy I saw Lilian, I exclaimed: "Hullo, all up for

our luncheon to-morrow!"

"How do you mean?"

"Why, vou fetching me out in Paris to-night proves it

is all off."

'

"But that would not prevent us lunching tomorrow,

although I can't come for the following reasons. How
strange you should have guessed it! I had to take some hats

to a customer in Paris on Monday, so I profited by that to

get to you. This morning comes a postcard, which Mother

sees, to say that the lady prefers to come down to the
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country. So I can't get out to Paris. My excuse is destroyed.

If it had been a letter, I could have suppressed it, and seen

the lady to-day, so as to stop her coming down. Thus our

lunch is knocked on the head!"

"Lies!" I thought, but I said nothing. I should have

liked to have seen that postcard.

"I have finished Cesaree^^ said Lily. "It is beautiful. You
have marked it well, and scored the best bits, but you are

all wrong in one instance."

"About the bedrooms at the Swiss hotel, I suppose?"

"Yes. You know you are quite mistaken in your ideas

about me!" She said this slowly and dreamily, not looking

straight at me.

"I am absolutely convinced of the truth of my conjec-

tures and stick to every word I have ever said or written on
the subject!" I say this firmly, loudly, and impressively.

Charlotte was listening to the conversation, and Lily

spoke quite openly, showing that her fair friend knew the

secrets of Sonis. I told her that Lily was a liar, and had an

awful temper. She knew it, and replied that all women were

liars, out of necessity.

Lily's fhend talked about London and declared that she

would like to go there during the season. I offered, jok-

ingly, to take her. She replied with emphasis, that it would
be very nice, and people would take her for a daughter

travellin0 with her Pupa!

And she looked fixedly and archly at me. I had enough
presence of mind to pay no apparent heed to her bold

words, but I felt I had scored again. She knew.

I said I was impotent. Lily cried out: "No, he isn't!"

Lolotte said she was sentimental, and Lily was not.

Nevertheless, the blonde confessed that she liked some-
thing stiffand rather long. I could see by the way she spoke

that Lily was now like herself; a common, ordinary, middle-

class, half-and-half kind of whore, always on the look-out

for a man with money, and had I told her the story of her
fi-iend's virginity, she would have been quite surprised. It

was a great pity that I knew Lily's stepfather-lover and all

85



his connections and history so well. Under ordinary cir-

cumstances, they would never have thought of hatching

these intricate and silly plots against me.

I spoke of Raoul, but both the girls begged me never

to tell him of the meeting of the two beauties in Paris at

night.

Lily told us the story of her day:

"I got up at nine, had a bath, lunched; then went on
my bicycle, came home, dressed again; came to Paris, fetched

Charlotte, and we both went to Narkola's to dine, us two

£firls alone (! !). We had lots ofnice things

—

bisque soup and

fine wine."

"In a cabinetparticulier^ both alone together?"

"Oh no, in the public room!"

All lies, but I say nothing.

"How dry you must both be now!"
They roar with laughter, and whisper together, and

giggle; and again our conversation about the sexes be-

comes lewd and stupid. They have two American drinks

each. I have a soda and Scotch whisky. Lily amuses herself

dropping her saliva in my half-emptied glass, making me
drink her spittie mixed with my beverage. She tells me that

Gaston taught her that clean manner ofshowing affection.

Lolotte gets on well with me and wants me to take her to

London more than ever.

To lull Lily into security I thank her for having sent for

me, and she alludes to how I said she sickened me, when
she sent me a sudden summons by wire last September.

She also spoke of my birthday, and remembered the date

well. I merely quote these two facts to show that her brain

was clear on technical points, and although she was artful

enough to give no sign, all I had ever written to her, all I

had ever said, had always gone right home to the mark,

and remained in her memory. No doubt she read my letters

over and over again. Poor, miserable Lily!

The girls kiss and say good night. We put Charlotte in

a cab, and off she goes to her home, somewhere beyond
the Bastile. Lily has a littie, jealous scene about my free-
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dom with her friend, as Lolotte had taken off her glove

and held my hand and tickled it. We go for a ride to the

Eastern station, to catch the 10:30 to Sonis. I am not to

get out of the cab at the station, so as not to be seen by the

neighbours who might be taking this train, or anybody, or

somebody.

"When shall we meet again?" I ask.

"I don't know. You are aware how difficult it is for me
to get to Paris."

"It used to be difficult. It ought not to be difficult now."

No answer.

I teli her I shall masturbate her in the cab. We get in.

We exchange hot and luscious kisses, as we have been doing

all the evening, more or less. After a lot of resistance, with

cries of: "People will see us! Oh! They are looking, etc.," I

get my hand up her clothes. I pull down the blinds. She

pulls them up. At last, I overcome her feigned resistance

and begin to excite her with my finger.

She has on her best drawers, and to my surprise, her

cleft, generally smelling strong of the wonderftil odour
peculiar to the sex, is quite inodorous. It has evidently

been freshly washed after dinner. My fingers afterwards

were entirely without any feminine perfijme. I knew also

that a virgin's vulva is always more fragrant than that of a
woman used to coition. I remembered that when her people

were at Nice at January, she had a dinner at Narkola's, with

Madame Rosenblatt and her male relations, who had pur-

posely sent a false telegram to her Granny. Of course that

was a cock and a bull story. Here is Narkola's again! Had I

chosen, I could have gone there the next day, and inquired

about an imaginary earring dropped by the young lady in

the red dress, but I really was now quite indifferent, and
would not have walked twenty yards to find out anything

about her. I had spied upon her in Brussels

—

that was
enough.

Suddenly, while gently caressing her clitoris, I turned

half round, so as to get almost facing her, and placing my
right forearm under her chin, on her throat, I drive her
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backwards into her comer ofthe cab, and while she is thus

pressed there, unable to move, I thrust the middle finger

of my left hand as far up her vagina as I can, until it is

stopped by the knuckles.

I measure my finger next day finding 2 V2 inches, and

my hand is small.

The 2 V2 inches of medius go up easily. I move my
finger about inside, with a slight corkscrew motion. Within

all is soft and damp, but not wet from randiness, only from

the drink. She has not left me to void her urine since 9 p.m.

She shrieks loudly and says:

'Tou hurt me! You hurt me!"

She struggles, but I have her tighdy jammed in the

comer. I find that her grotto is strangely altered. The outer

lips were always very fleshy, but inside all was small, and

the skin tighdy drawn together, as on a thin hand. Now it

is very fat, mellow, and as I said, not wet, as she was not

feeling "naughty." My finger went in as in butter, and she

has now evidently what I should call a large, fat gap, which

has been properly stroked, doubdess by big, manly tools.

But then, having been used that evening, it might be a

litde puffed up, as women's parts are after connection.

I cried out: "You are no longer a virgin! No longer a

maid! Now I shall be able to have complete intercourse

with you!"

I took my finger out and released her. She made a wry

face, as she put down her clothes, saying:

"Oh, you did hurt me! But Tm still a virgin. Your finger

went in because it was not in the right place. Ibu were

between the two^
Possibly meaning just under the clitoris and above the

hymen. I need not stop to point out the absurdity of this

anatomical statement.

"You are a virgin? Bosh!"

"I swear I am! On my mother's life, I swear I am still

intact!"

I was so delighted at having attained my object, that I

did not realise the contemptible horror of the situation. It
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was only afterwards, when I was alone, that I gauged the

depths of Lihan's baseness. At the moment, curiously

enough, I thought of how I should describe the scene in

my book. I saw it all in print, and it seemed comic and
unreal, as if it was happening to someone else, and I was

but the spectator of my own disgusted self But there was
a glorious warmth of triumph thrilling through my veins.

I felt like a detective, who after many months has run his

man down, and at last got the handcuffs on a criminal. I

do believe that if I had found she really was a virgin, I

should have been disappointed to find a maidenhead. It

would have seemed like a monstrosity. Never did a surgeon
operating on some special case of hidden cancer, feel more
awful, intense joy than I did at that critical juncture.

"Come," said I, laughing, "and Pll finish you gently."

She was now quiet and subdued, and expected likely

enough a storm of reproaches. She kissed me and let me
put my hand up her clothes without any show of revolt. I

began again to manipulate her rosebud, but naturally

enough, she had no enjoyment. Then I got very stiff, but

not too much, as I had been indulging that afternoon, and
I got it out and put her hand on it.

She caressed and agitated it a little. Seeing we were
getting near the station and having a sudden desire for her

hot mouth, which I knew would make me ejaculate in a

jiffey, beter than her awkward pulling at me with her gtoved

hand, I said:

"Give me your mouth, Lily!"

She shook her head, and kept on with the movements
of her fingers. I take her hand away and say:

"I must have your lips and tongue, Lily!"

She sulks and turns her back to me, looking out of the

window.

"Well, m masturbate myself!"

"Oh no, don't do that!"

"I will! I'll spend alone! And you can go to the man
with no finger nails!"

At this rude remark, which called up the vision of the
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hands ofher mother's lover, tx) my astonishment she turns

round and kisses me. She was so pleased to find I showed
jealousy of the wrong person. She was waiting for a scene

about die people she had dined with. Out comes her hand

again. I push it away, and rub my member a litde, like a

schoolboy. She turns her head away again, and to give her

a chance, I say:

"I suppose your stays prevent you stooping down?"
She, the fool, cannot take my handsome hint, but has

turned her back once more entirely towards me, and does

not answer.

So L, in despair, cover myself up and button my pants.

At this moment, we are just nearing the station.

Seeing this, she is evidendy delighted that all is over for

the evening, and turning, draws me towards her, gently

patting my cheek with her hand, her arm resting on my
shoulder, as I had often seen her with her Papa. At this

Judas-like caress, I confess that I felt myself boiling over

with rage.

She has disdainfully refused me her lip, without a word
of excuse, although I have not spent with her since the 1st

of March, and have not had her mouth since the 1st of

October.

If she had said: "I am tired. How can I suck you in my
tight stays, new dress, jacket and hat.>" I would willingly

have excused her, especially as I was not very lustful just

then. But she had not even taken off a glove. Her stroke

on my cheek meant: "Now that it is too late to suck him,

Fll make it up with the idiot."

My blood boiled at this thought, and I repulsed her,

pushing her fi^om me by the shoulder. She was on my right

hand. I felt like a brute and behaved like one. I dashed out

my right arm and caught her a fearful backhander on the

lower part ofthe left cheek and jaw.

She gasped for breath, and said slowly and quieriy in a

low tone:

"How brutal!"
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**I am mad," I replied, "go and spend when you get

home."

This was foolish, as she had freely emitted in Paris, and
was not ready for me after her dinner, frolic, and two
American champagne mixtures. She had had her enjoy-

ment, and was not yet whore enough to play the proper

part with another man at two hours' interval. Besides, her

temper would not allow her to do so.

She was on the proper side to leave the cab, as it was

now stopped, so she stepped out without a word, and I

saw her go slowly and shakily along the station frontage,

not boldly entering the first door in front of her, as she

ought to have done, but sneaking along slowly, evidently

thinking I was going to come after her, or perhaps tipsy, or

crying, or mad with rage at being outwitted. Or going to

the ladies' W.C. at the end ofthe building.

I slowly paid the cabman, watching her the while. I

dared not follow her, for I knew that if I did—God help

me!—I should have struck her again. So I turned away and
walked home. How I got along and what streets I took, I

do not know. I am surprised I was not run over. I found

myself in front ofmy door, that is all I can say. It was about

11:30 or 11:45. 1 got into bed and smoked until 2 a.m. 1

could not settle to read. I could only smoke and stare at

nothing. 1 was very much upset, although I had known the

truth all along by intuition.

Then I found-that the knuckles ofthe second and third

fingers ofmy right hand were torn and bleeding. I did not

think I could have burst the skin with the force ofthe blow
on her face. 1 do not suppose I hurt her much, as I had no
room to swing my arm in the cab, and she did not put her

hand up to her face after the blow. I hoped that I had torn

my knuckles on her brooch, or neckpins, or earrings, or

garters, or something of the same kind, while struggling

with her, and these slight abrasions were only coinci-

dences.

Strange to say, but it is the truth, 1 had no regret for
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having struck her and feel none now. When I wrote her

that insulting letter about the Belgian trip, and sent the

analysis of her own letters, I felt strangely delighted, and

was surprised when she was silly enough to answer.

It was the first time in my life that I had ever lifted my
hand to a woman in anger.

The next day I was quite calm again, and hugely pleased

to find how well I had succeeded.

I had quite deceived the infamous Trinity at Sonis and

I had proved to Lily that I knew she was no longer a virgin.

I had set myselfa threefold task: to prove that Lily was

Papa's mistress, by exposing the lies from Lille; that her

maidenhead was gone, despite her assertions to the con-

trary; and that they were all in league to conspire against me.

All I had to do now was to bide my time to taunt her

with her complicity, and then I could go away
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6

EVELINE

From Moll Flanders and Fanny Hill to the Memoirs ofHar-

riette Wilson or LaDame aux Camelias^ the lives of ladies of

pleasure had seldom failed to reward handsomely both their

authors and their publishers. Charles Carrington's most

successful contribution to t\\t£fenre was Eveline^ published

in four volumes in 1904 and since reissued in two parts as

Eveline and Eveline II.

Carrington's preface claims that the book is merely a

re-editing of a novel of the same tide published clandes-

tinely in Lx)ndon about 1840. This is certainly not so.

Eveline is a novel of 1904, redolent ofEdwardian England.

Among the accoutrements of the plot are trains with cor-

ridors and electric lighting, both of which characterise a

period half a century after 1840. When Lord Salisbury

installed electric lights in Hatfield House during 1880-81

it was still regarded as a considerable novelty. The railway

system of England's south coast was not developed to the

extent which Eveline describes until well into the second

halfof the nineteenth century.

Nor does the language of the book suggest that it was

early Victorian rather than Edwardian. The word "klepto-

maniac," for example, first appeared much later than 1840

—

to be precise in Sir Richard Burton's account of the Mor-
mons of Utah, The City of the Saints^ in 1861. Even after

that, "kleptomanist" was often the preferred form. The
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form "Pathan" to describe an Afghan tribesman—as used

by Eveline—is first recorded by the Oxford English Dic-

tionary as appearing in the Strcind Magazine in 1903. This

fits perfectly with a novel of 1904 but not with a relic of

1840.

As an Edwardian romp—"The Adventure of a Young

Lady of Quality Who Was Never Found Out"

—

Eveline

forms the memoirs of a high-spirited, well-bred girl. She is

a creature of wit and vivacity, lascivious and laconic in

equal parts. Like Carrington himself—and for that matter

like such authors as Hugues Rebell—she never tires of

demonstrating that it is the most apparently moral stratum

of society which is, secretly, the most debauched. The fig-

ures of law and order are those most often caught widi

their pants down in the pages of her recollections.

Eveline's education in sexual matters begins early, when
she is obliged to share a bed with her brother Percy. She,

at thirteen, was two years his junior and the masturbatory

idyll ends with Percy's departure for Rugby School to be

fashioned into a Victorian gendeman. Eveline herself was

consigned to a girls boarding school at Brighton where the

only male presence was that of a page-boy. He it was who
brought down the wrath of society upon the entire estab-

lishment. "One ofthe elder girls, whose inquisitive genius

had discovered the interesting faa that he had hair on his

belly and a thing which stood upright, essayed in secret to

take advantage of this development; induced him to put it

in her on more than one occasion, with the result that she

was discovered to be enceinte. The fact could not be con-

cealed; the Brighton press took it up, and the 'select estab-

lishment' was closed forever."

From this moment, Eveline embarks upon a career of

what can only be called "sexual mayhem." Sent to a finish-

ing school in Paris, she plays truant to beg erotic volumes

from a fat litde bookseller. Her sexual favours are the price

of this, willingly paid. With his bandy legs, squat build and

sinev^ erection, the litde man in his naked state "seemed
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to me to resemble nothing so much as an exaggerated tea-

pot with a straight spout."

Home from school, the precocious pupil sets about the

seduction of John the footman, in a manner which sug-

gests those scenes unacceptable in a series like "Upstairs,

Downstairs." Her true passion, however, is reserved for

her father, Sir Edward, whom she has not seen since she

was a little girl ofeight. By this time in the story he has just

retired, as a Major-General and a Knight Q)mmander of

the Bath, after a long period ofdistinguished active service

in India. To a modem reader there is a curious ambivalence

in this study of a family relationship. Eveline surrenders

herself to his lusts and he takes possession ofher with very

little sense of shame or even impropriety. The rule of fam-

ily obligation in this, as in so many other aspects ofViao-

rian family life, is made to seem absolute. The most illu-

minating aspect of their relationship is not so much the

sexual acts as the attitude of the pair. Eveline, for all her

emancipation elsewhere, regards herself as the natural

property ofher father—as daughter or mistress. He, by the

same token, takes possession of her as if by right. Her
willingness and her enjoyment are almost incidental to this

central truth.

Much of the novel is taken up by sexual dalliance against

the backdrop of the London season at its most glittering,

or sunlit summer days in the fashionable resorts of the

Sussex coast. Yet the novel is not entirely devoid of social

comment. The depravity of the magistracy and the po-

hce—Sir Langham Beamer or Chief Inspector Walker of

Scotland Yard—is shown with almost predictable regular-

ity.

Yet Eveline is also fascinated by how the "other halP
lives. She permits the footman or other servants to enjoy

her—indeed she virtually obliges them to do so. When she

is propositioned or even forced into copulation with stran-

gers far below her own class in society, her hunger for

enjoyment is merely sharpened. In her reactions to these
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situations she illustrates the belief—from a view contrary

to Kipling's—that the Colonel's lady and Rosie O'Grady

are sisters under the skin.

A theme uniting many of the novels which Carrington

published is the use of the camera as an instrument of

quasi-sexuai violation. Eveline, ever ready to submit to

such things, goes slumming by putting on a cockney ac-

cent and offering herselfas a street-girl to be photographed

naked in Pimlico.
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EXTRACT

^^A Photqarapher^s

Model''

As I APPROACHED the Pimlico district, the houses became

a little better. Steps had been cleaned and doorknockers

polished. A carriage stood outside one, from which a man
of about diirty-fivc descended. Paying the cabman, he stared

at me and then walked quickly across my path.

"Pardon me, but you are exceedingly pretty. Allow me
to introduce myself. I am Edwin Pickles, photographer."

"Indeed? And how would that interest me?"

I placed a nasal Cockney twang in my voice, but my
vocabulary evidentiy puzzled him. He was of neat attire

and wore a sporting jacket and nwdishly tight trousers

with black silk bands running down the sides. His shirt

was open. Like the corset designer, he wore a cravat.

"I seek models. You would make a perfect one.I would
pay you, ofcourse."

'toh! ain't you a lark! Naked I suppose?"

"Would you like to talk about it? I pay a guinea for first

poses—more later."

I sniffed. I was remembering the manners and speech

ofsome of the maids we had had. To imitate them amused
me.

"As you like."

We mounted the steps of the house. The hallway was
clean within. I was led into a sitting room, as it is called in

such dwellings. Scarce had I sat than a woman appeared.
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She was much ofthe man's age and had a slighdy common
but attractive face. He introduced her as his sister, Edwina.

Her eyes cast up and down me.

"This one will do, yes. A pretty one."

I affected to look pleased, pretended a bit of sharpness

and tried to bargain for thirty shillings, but they would

not have it. A glass of cheap sherry apparendy assuaged

me. I was led up two flights to the studio which had a large

roof light. Couches, armchairs, and drapes of various shades

lay about. On the floor were cushions. A painted cloth

backdrop showed a rural scene. There was even a Penny

Farthing, propped in one corner. In the centre ofthe room
stood a large brassbound camera ofmahogany on a sturdy

tripod. The back of it was covered with a black cloth. A
big brass lens gleamed at the front.

"Take your clothes offand I will pose you."

I had litrie enough to take off. My dress followed my
bonnet. I stood naked in my stockings and boots.

"What a beauty! I swear you are the loveliest girl I have

had here!"

"Then you should pay me more, eh.> How about it?"

He was close upon me. Poor girls did not struggle very

much, I imagined, if there were money in the offing. He
made bold to caress my naked bottom. I wriggled it a litde

and cast my eyes down.
"Will you pay me more if I do?"

His erection was evident already. He pressed it to me,

raised my face and kissed me. His hand sought my breasts.

It was two days since I had been mounted and I still had

visions ofEmma in her transports.

"Another guinea, by God, you shall have it!"

"Promise? You got to promise! Oh my gawd, what a

whopper, what a big one!"

We were on the cushions. Their purpose was obviously

twofold. A shaft of impressive size quivered in my grasp.

His mouth smothered mine. I absorbed his tongue. Breeches
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sliding down, he prepared himself for die assault. I wotdd
have preferred some preliminaries, but my lust was as great

as his. I panted. I guided the knob to the orifice. It sank

within. A gasp of pleasure escaped us both.

"My, you're lovely! What breasts, what a bottom—it's

as round as a peach! Put your legs up over mine!"

I obeyed. It would not do to be too forward with my
skills. His cock sank in me to the root. I squeezed.

"Oh! you're hurting me with it! Don't go too fast!"

"There, there, you'll like it in a minute. Hold it in. Can
you feel it throb? No one ever brought it up so quick, I

swear. What a perfect fuck you are!"

"Suck my tits, then—I likes that."

He began to thresh. His piston moved in my spongy

clasp. I closed my eyes and felt a complete delirium. There

are occasions when I can be mounted three times in a day

and then feel that the fourth is the first I have had for

weeks. It was so now. I bucked my bottom to encourage

him.

"Do it fast—I like it! Make me come!"

"You beauty! Oh, what heaven!"

His knob seemed to be thrusting up almost into my
womb. His balls made a fine smacking sound. Beneath the

cushions the floorboards squeaked. I was wet already with

my spendings. The perfect, simple glory of the act over-

came me. Those who scorn such "wanton pleasures" know
nothing ofthe richness ofexperience such as only the truly

initiated can enjoy. My pleasure was twice and thrice his

own, had he but known it. Lithe in his movements he

pumped it back and forth, his cock well oiled by my juices.

"Don't come in me! Suppose I 'as a child.?"

Too far gone, he did not care. I pretended of a sudden

the same abandon. I heaved to his heavings. Our pubic

hairs rubbed together. My nipples were stark against his

chest.

"You like it? Have I got a big one? Is it nice?"
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"Oh, I loves it! Do it more!"

"I HAD LEARNED Something at least about the economics

of copulation among such people," writes Eveline of her

descent into the twilight world of the female working-

class. Indeed, her education is not yet over. She meets a

girl of fifteen or sixteen with dirty golden hair, ragged skirt

and worn-down shoes. The youngster is begging for pen-

nies. "Evie," as the girl calls her, takes her back to the

photographer on her next visit and there follows a scene in

which the making ofVictorian photographic pornography

is vividly depicted.

Yet Eveline is no philanthropist and when she talks of

spending one can be sure that the substance is sperm rather

than lucre. She makes the necessary marriage to Lord En-

dover, in order that social conventions shall be observed.

Like many girls of her age and type, she regards the rela-

tionship as one of convenience rather than love. It is true

that she bestows her favours on others rather than on her

husband. Yet in Eveline's scale of morality that is surely no

worse than the conduct of those wives who—for whatever

reason—withheld sexual pleasure from their husbands while

remaining chaste to the rest of the world.

At the centre of Eveline's life is her relationship with

her father. If she is faithful to anyone it is to him. Incest

was—and is—one ofthe most difficult themes to treat suc-

cessfully in erotic fiction. Among contemporary authors it

has been best portrayed in such subde and sympathetic

studies of the brother-sister relationship as Jacques Ser-

guine's Mano UArchan0e (1962). The Viaorian age, in

reality, was a more brutal time for ordinary men and women.

It was the era of shared beds and overcrowded rooms,

where such closeness and intimacy of siblings, or parents

with children, was enforced rather than desired.

To the daughters of Mayfair or the children of the slums
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the figures of parental authority acted as family overseers.

How easily, in the world of sensual luxury which Eveline

inhabits, the role of the father might slip imperceptibly

into the mood of the lover. All the more poignant are the
failures and frustrations by which the path of such sexual

ambition is mined.
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EXTRACT

^'A Ni£[ht

at the Operayy

"Eveline, will you go to the opera tonight? There is

Lohengrin at Covent Garden. Your mother declines to go."

"I shall be delighted, dear papa. I have just time to c&ess

before dinner. We can even dine half an hour earlier."

Papa was pleased. He looked young and handsome that

day. He was really yoimg for his years. Hale and stout

—

vigorous, active, he commanded respect. He had the air

and carriage of a great soldier. I was as charmed in his

society as he evidently was in mine. When we were quite

alone he would sit with my hand in his. Frequently he

would slip a new ring furtively on my finger. When I dis-

covered the litde device, he would ask me to kiss him for

it At such times his voice would sink almost to a whisper;

his eyes suffused with sudden passion. His breath would
come in great sobs of delight.

I knew well enough why my mother had refiised to go.

She had been indulging again in champagne and soda all

the afternoon.

The spirit of jealousy and mischief possessed me. I

dressed with extraordinary care. I put on exacdy what I

knew papa liked best. Beautiful long white gloves fitting

like my own skin, softly glowing in the sparkling light

from the huge chandelier. My low dress, the bodice cov-

ered with the finest Brussels lace. My jewels, selected for

their simplicity and their rarity, were confined to bracelets
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and earrings. A small bouquet of the choicest flowers rested

on my corsage. He gazed upon me with an admiration

which was only given to myself to understand. His inordi-

nate sensual instincts were aroused. Like the bloodhound
who scents the vital fluid, so he, in his innate sensibility,

scented the perftime ofmy being. Desire shone in his large

eyes. He was in a condition of extreme excitement. It was

my purpose and my intention to fan the flame.

I know I am beautiful. Do you suppose that any woman
does not know the exact merit of her own attractions? I

know a beautiful face when I behold one. I am capable of

the same artistic admiration for a beautiful statue, a lovely

picture, which is shared by all who are even novices in art.

I am not usually taken for a fool. I look in my glass. I see

there reflected a face, a bust, a figure and a personality

which is not only beautiful—unusually beautiful—but

graceful and elegant, endowed with such power to please

—

when I choose—gifted with such rare possession of a power
to charm—when I desire to put it forth—that Eveline could

have the world at her feet—did she desire it.

I am not going to indulge you with a vulgar list ofmy
perfections—you must take the fact from me. Or, if you
prefer it, close these pages. I do not want your admiration.

I am not open to your flattery. Every woman, young even

to childhood, or matronly enough to be the mother of a

family, can readily dissect your mere flattery, if they have

only the sense to pause—to think; you want something, if

only to gain the attention of her you flatter. In flattering

me you are flattering yourself

—

votld tout!

"My darling Evelme, you never looked more beautiful

than you do tonight."

It was no flattery. He felt it. It came straight from his

inner consciousness. From his brain to mine.

"I am always happy when I please my dear papa. You
are inclined to enjoy yourself tonight. You are free, and
alone with your little Eveline beside you."

I leant towards him. I caressed his hand in mine. Under
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pretext that his white dress tie required arrangement, I put

my gloved fingers under his nose. I could see his nostrils

dilate as he sucked in the perfume ofmy glove.

"Darling girl!"

"I do not care much for the music tonight, papa. The
instrumentation is too much for me. It gets on my brain.

It makes me nervous. Let us sit back in the box. My head

aches."

"Dear child! Let me kiss it—so—on the temples—on
the cheek. Nov^ say if it is not better.^ Give me again your

dear litde hand to hold in mine."

"Kiss me again, papa. I love your kisses."

In the shadow of the box he kissed me long and volup-

tuously on the lips. He took my hand. He pressed it. He
laid it on his left thigh. He must surely have counted on
my inclination for pleasure. I felt a something which

throbbed beneath the soft impression ofmy hand.

"You are not quite in spirits tonight, Eveline. I think

the music, as you say, is too much for you."

"It is too bad to blame Wagner for my nervousness,

dear papa, yet I know I am a littie distraught."

I leant my head on his shoulder. I pressed more firmly

on his thigh. I felt the throbbing mass increase in volume.

I turned my eyes up to his. We read each other's thoughts.

I felt his hand, trembling with passion, pass round my
satin-robed bust. I even moved that the action might be

facilitated. He sighed with pleasure—with longing—un-

developed, but to become realised.

"Poor papa! You are out of sorts also."

"No, Eveline, not out of sorts, but this atmosphere is

not agreeable. I am half suffocated. I want air. Suppose we
leave, and go to a restaurant and have sotne supper? You
hardly dined at all."

"Oh, papa, that would be lovely!"

We descended—called a cab. Sir Edward ordered the

driver to go to a certain well-known but somewhat retired

restaurant.
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We were easily installed. A little charming boudoir on
the first floor—what they would call in Paris a cabinet par-

ticulier.

The obsequious waiter, having deposited a sumptuous

supper on the table with champagne of approved mark,

left us to ourselves.

"How good of you, papa! This is ftin!"

I perched myself upon his knee. My seat was not alto-

gether a comfortable one. He shifted about. There was

something terribly hard and unyielding beneath me.

We supped well. I had an appetite. The champagne
warmed our blood. I laughed. I was gay.

"Oh, my garter is coming down!"
I put a daintily booted litde foot upon a chair. In so

doing, I let him see well up my calf to my knee.

"How clumsy I am! I must have had too much cham-

pagne."

"My darling, let me try. See, I can fasten it at once."

"Oh, but you tickle, you naughty, dear papa! It has

come undone again!"

His hand trembled with excitement. He was in no mood
to draw back. His fine eyes looked imploringly upon me,

alternately fierce and loving.

I nestled close to him.

"Poor papa! Eveline loves to please her darling papa!"

My dress was well open in front. His hand still lingered

on my knee, on the silk stocking around which I sought to

clasp my garter. I kissed him warmly on the lips. He re-

turned my kiss with interest. He pressed his left hand on
the back of my neck. He pushed the tip of his hot tongue

into my mouth. My tongue met his. We remained thus.

Our tongues played lovingly together. His right hand stole

forward towards my thighs.

"Dear papa! Your little Eveline loves you dearly."

I laid my hand again upon his thigh quite by accident.

It encountered the same bulky mass.

"Oh! Eveline!"
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"Oh, my darling papa!"

His hand went further. I squeezed that which I felt

beneath my fingers in his trousers. There could no longer

be dissimulation between us.

He renewed his kisses. His tongue again sought mine.

He was beside himself with passionate longing. I mad-
dened him still further. It gave me exquisite delight. My
hand moved gentiy up and down his thigh. My eyes looked

into his. He read consent there.

"Dear papa! Your Eveline is your own little girl!"

"My sweet! I love you beyond all in the world!"

He sank down at my feet. He attempted to raise my
clothes. I did not yield, yet I offered so faint a resistance

that I spurred him on.

"You have all the right to love me, darling, for I am
your girl."

He bent forward over me. His face was close to mine.

His passion appeared to have reached its climax. As his

fingers touched the centre of sensation, I felt myself dis-

solving in a furious sense oflonging for what was to come.

I pushed my hand impudently inside the opening ofhis

trousers. He assisted the movement, which was sufficiendy

suggestive. I turned aside the fine cambric shirt he wore. I

grasped that which I had determined fi-om the first to pos-

sess.

It was indeed beautiful. To my disordered imagination

it appeared the perfection of man's sexual power. He pressed

me down upon the lounge on which we had been sitting.

He threw up my clothes. He implored my pardon for what

he said he could not resist. I rendered the attitude more
propitious. I was on fire. His excitement even exceeded

mine. His salacious rage was pitiable. I endeavoured to

adjust the parts. He approached his impatient member to

the orifice. The hot head even sought the well-moistened

lips. To my surprise—to my utter dismay at that moment
he sank forward on my prostrate body. With a groan of

disappointment, he discharged a volume of seed all over

my belly and my thighs.
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PART TWO
&

Whips
and

Scorpions





7

BIRCH IN
THE BOUDOIR

'Were bottoms so formed that they might be whipped?"

wrote the Reverend Francis Kilvert in his diary on 17 De-
cember 1878, "Or why, since the foundation of the world

has this part of the human body been universally chosen to

suffer chastisement?" Kilvert, the curate of Clyro in the

Welsh border country, and son of the Rector of Langley

BurreU, Wiltshire, had given much unembarrassed thought

to the subject.

On this occasion, he had been walking through the

country hollow of Lower Cwm when he heard a woman
call to her child "that threatening promise which in this

form is probably as old as the English language. . . . Til

whip your bottom!'"

Earlier still, in August 1874, Kilvert had been con-

fronted by the problem ofFanny Strange, a rebellious and

deceitflil adolescent whose parents had tried whipping her

to extremes. The mother assured Kilvert that Fanny had
been "whipped six times or more this week and on some
days she had been flogged twice severely on her naked

bottom." But Fanny proved "incorrigible." Kilvert visited

the house and reported on the saga of flagellation which it

had witnessed.

"She has during the last few weeks been repeatedly

stripped and has had her bottom flogged naked with great

severity. . . . She was whipped every day, and often twice
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or three times in the day and then when her father came

home at night he got a stout switch, stripped the girl na-

ked, laid her on her face across his knees and whipped her

bare bottom and thighs again till they were covered with

weals and the blood came."

Kilvert quickly volunteered to do some of the whip-

ping himself, but Mrs. Strange thought her daughter so

hardened that it would do little good. Yet after a while, the

punishments had "broken her self-will and cured her ofher

faults."

In an age hardier than our own, such punishments were

routine and an interest in them was highly laudable. On
12 August 1875, Kilvert recalls seeing a girl's clothes pulled

up round her waist as she got down from a swing. She

wore no knickers. Her bare bottom, he wrote wistfully,

was "plump and smooth and in excellent whipping condi-

tion." Yet Kilvert was a man ofgreat charm and gendeness,

who repeatedly intervened to prevent real cruelty in the

labouring families ofhis flock.

Kilvcrt's thoughts were confined to his diary. Despite

this, the French had ample reason for regarding flagella-

tion as le vice flt»j/atf.During the so-called Jamaica mutiny

of 1865, the British army went on a rampage, hanging

male suspects and whipping young women by the hundred.

As Sir William Hardman remarked, everyone knew but no
one officially admitted, that the customary English way of

whipping women was "on their naked posteriors. . . . pub-

licly and indecentiy exposed in shameful nakedness."

In their pre-Freucfian security it was possible for En-

gland's rulers to maintain the sexual innocence and moral

wholesomeness of such thrashings. The public followed

where its rulers led. A correspondence on the moral desir-

ability of whipping and birching young women—"Birch

in the Boudoir"—rumbled on in papers like the Family

Herald,

The discussion came to a head in 1869 in The En^flish-

woman^sDomesticMa£fazine. Its editor, Samuel Beeton, was
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the husband of Isabella. Mrs. Beeton's Book of Household

Management remains the most influential cook-book and

housekeeping manual of all time.

A correspondence on corsets and tight-lacing was fol-

lowed, in 1868, by a letter supporting the whipping of

girls in prisons and reformatories. This spread to a discus-

sion of whipping of daughters at home or at school. The
trickle of letters grew to such a flood that in 1870 a special

supplement was needed to contain them all. The senders

signed themselves, "An English Mama," "Pro-Rod," and

"A Lover of the Rod." England's censors, so eager to pounce

on Carrington's wares, smiled indulgendy on the loving

accounts of stripping, positioning, and flogging so many
young female bottoms.

The discussion spread. "Birch in the Boudoir"—which

gave fiction its inspiration—was actually the name of an

article in the Saturday Review on 30 January 1869. This

laconically suggested that the time had come to establish a

Society for the Whipping of Young Women. In February,

Punch added that women who whipped their daughters'

bottoms must also consent to be whipped in turn by their

husbands. The Daily Telegraph accused Samuel Beeton of

having made up the entire correspondence in his maga-

zine.

On this last count, he was surely innocent. However
willing he might have been to fabricate letters in order to

stimulate sales, he did not need to. There were a hundred

readers, pens quivering in their hands, ready to supply him
with details of domestic and school discipline. So long as

the sexual enjoyment derived by many ofthe chastisers was

carefully veiled, the authorities would not intervene. On
the other hand, the man who dared to publish such "utter

filth" as the novels of Zola or Maupassant, or Boccaccio's

Decamerony would go to prison for it.

Anyone who believed in the wholesome moral effects

of such punishments had only to look about him at the

thriving flagellation trade in the brothels ofVictorian Lon-
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don. There was the famous ''Verbena House" in Circus

Road, near Regents Park. It was immortalised by George

Augustus Saia—a British newspaper reporter in the Amer-

ican Civil War—in his novel. The Mysteries of Verbena House:

or, Miss Bellassis Birchedfor Thievingf. This book, like Birch

in the Boudoir, was eventually published by Carrington and

advertised in his brochure for 1901.

Incredible though it may seem, some of these brothels

were used as disciplinary establishments by the Victorian

middle class, who were presumably unaware that the houses

served any other purpose. Bridie Stephens, a girl in Sarah

Potter's house in London's Wardour Street, described this.

In Mysteries cfFUifiellation, published in 1863, she recalls a

well-dressed man bringing his adulterous young wife to

Wardour Street. As though it were a "chastising service,"

the young woman had agreed to be whipped by the hand

ofone ofthe girls as the price of her forgiveness. Her lover

consented too, in order to avoid being ruined by public

scandal.

It was hard to tell where the brothels ended and the

chastising services began. Mrs. Walter Smith of Oakfield

Road, Clifton sold her skills in the columns of the news-

papers. In 1889 she asked £100 a year's course of punish-

ment, though if the girl was over twenty the price was

higher. She was very proud ofthe specially made table over

which the girls were fastened bendmg. Twelve strokes with

a birch were given from each side across the bare buttocks.

The punishment did not end there. Few girls would take

such punishment without screaming and, as Mrs. Walter

Smith added, "For screams, increased strokes must be given."

"Behind closed doors," might have been Mrs. Smith's

motto and under this title her work was later reviewed. No
doubt the fifteen-year-old girl, Jennifer Parry, was typical

of many culprits at Oakfield Road. With her fair-skiimed,

softly-rounded figure she had "a pale face, solemn grey

eyes, and ash-blonde hair cropped short." To curb the girl's

pride, Mrs. Smith dressed her in a plain tight jumper and
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tight trousers of small check. The effect of Jenny Parry's

bottom with its soft traces of puppy fat in adolescence

hardly needs to be emphasised.

Mrs. Smith's moral reputation stood high, if a girl could

be brought all the way from Hertfordshire to undergo a

year's training. Jennifer Parry was birched and caned at

quite frequent intervals. For regular daily use there was the

broad leather punishment-strap, split into three tails at its

end. This would sting like fire, yet leave no lasting mark.

The innocence of the girl's soft pale face on these occa-

sions was no defence. She would be bent over the table

and strapped down. Mrs. Smith reserved to herself the

right to undo and take down Jenny Parry's knickers, baring

the soft pale cheeks of her backside. The older woman was
then able to engage in as much fiddling and fondling as

she liked, with no fear of awkward questions being asked

afterwards.

The cane was measured across the culprit's behind and
then brought down in the first of twenty-four sadistic lashes

across the soft pale cheeks of Jennifer Parry's bottom. The
shrill cries rose and the ash-blonde adolescent began to

writhe vainly in her straps.

But Mrs. Smith was not alone in this moment of high
drama. There were, it seems, peep-holes in the wall of the

room, "behind which England's upper crust bulged and
sweated." Nor were they disappointed. Jennifer Parry

screamed long before the twenty-four strokes had been
completed. She was at once reminded by Mrs. Smith of
the extra punishment incurred by these cries. Indeed, since

Mrs. Smith could make the girl cry out at every stroke,

there was no reason in theory why the thrashing should
ever end. It seemed infinite as the universe itself

So the men who thought Havelock Ellis and his kind
"thoroughly filthy" grinned and gasped at the mounting
toll of swollen weals across the soft cheeks of Jennifer Par-

ry's adolescent bottom.

One day, Sigmund Freud and Krafft-Ebing would re-
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veal this "discipline" for the erotic enjoyment it actually

was. Yet it was the work ofmen like Carrington which first

punctured the bubble of "moral correction." He delighted

in taunting England's leaders, who had sought his arrest

for so long. If the houses run by Mrs. Smith and her kind

were not officially sanctioned, what about those that were?

And what about the way the English law operated?

In a famous case, the prosecution of Mr. James Miles

for birching and caning reformatory girls was laughed out

of court by the Rochester justices. The Britannia news-

paper wrote that it was 'Svholly up to him to decide what
degree of punishment" to inflia on adolescent girls. In

1904, the sixth edition of the Digest of the Criminal Law
added that "the number ofstrokes and the instrument used

are at the discretion of the person by whom the whipping
is inflicted."

Reformatory^ masters and their kind, who dealt with

rebellious adolescent girls, talked of the need for "exem-

plary chastisement" or "a real lesson in manners," adminis-

tered to the bare buttocks of a fifteen-year-old tomboy like

Elaine Cox with a prison cane. The English bourgeoisie

growled its approval. "First-rate disciplinarian," wrote

Archibald Sinclair in his ISS7 Reminiscenses, "Never gives

less than three dozen."

Some reformatory masters could scarcely believe their

good fortune. They were handsomely paid by the state for

stripping and whipping the girls of their choice, whose
ages ranged from as young as thirteen up to twenty-eight.

The attempt to prosecute James Miles for his sadistic whip-

pings of the girls in his charge revealed that Sarah Barnes

was flogged at thirteen and Phyllis Blake at twenty-eight.

Mr. Miles need not have worried, however. As the Morning

Chronicle reported in January 1841, the justices laughed

the case out of court and sent him back to carry on the

good work.

Even after Carrington had set up business in Paris, ex-

114



posing the fun the reformator)' masters were having in

such books as Studies in Flagellation, the whippings still

continued. In 1897 a Parliamentary Commission took evi-

dence from one master, the Reverend Marshall Vine. He
was referred to cases, such as those in which girls had been

fastened bare-bottomed over the punishment block and

sadistically thrashed with cane, birch, and whip. Jane

Mitchener and Sally Fenton had been regularly dealt with

in this way at fourteen years old, by Carrington's account.

Though by 1897 the courts awarded only eighteen strokes

of the whip as a summary punishment, reformatories would

give thirty-six and more as a routine discipline. "I should

give three dozen!" said the Reverend Marshall Vine, "And
I have done so!"

By sending a girl into a reformatory for five years, the

justices were consigning her to the master's private flagel-

lation harem, while the government paid him a handsome
salar)' for indulging his pleasures. Indeed, if the master

fancied a particular girl, there is evidence that the justices,

with a knowing wink and nod in his direction, arranged

for her to be put under his care. In 1871 a curious case

occurred at Grantham. It involved a prett)', brunette ado-

lescent girl, whose photograph is still appended to the doc-

uments from Huntingdon prison. Her name was Julia

Oglethorpe and she was charged with stealing a piece of

bread. It was hardly the most serious crime in the calendar,

scarcely a crime at all. Yet Julia was such a prett)^ girl and

many a middle-aged master would have paid handsomely

to have her bare bottom at his mercy. So on 5 January

1871 the justices handed her over to the lucky man in

question for five years of regular reformatory' discipline.

Then, it seems, they remembered that there had to be a

trial before she could be sentenced. So, more than three

weeks later on 27 January, Julia was found guilt)' and the

verdict entered. Of course, the verdia was never in doubt.

This was not a jury trial. Her guilt or innocence was de-
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cided by the same justices who had already packed her off

to the reformatory to begin her ordeal of regular thrash-

ings more than three weeks before.

We should not be surprised if Carrington roused the

anger of the English law by exposing such systems as this.

Under the smug pretence of "moral discipline" the refor-

matory masters and matrons were thoroughly enjoying

themselves with girls of fourteen like Julia or Jane, Sally,

Linda or Valerie, no less than with such fifteen-year-olds as

Elaine or Jennifer.

Why was it, Carrington seemed to ask maliciously, that

it was the pretty girls who were always whipped most often?

Why Jane or another favourite girl and not some ugly ado-

lescent? Not only did Carrington describe vividly how these

middle-aged reformator}' masters enjoyed themselves dur-

ing the bare-bottom thrashings, he said blundy that the

girls were used for sexual purposes. All that die master

need do was to avoid an embarrassing pregnancy. Hence
the story of a cheeky young imp like Sally being required

to suck off her middle-aged master or else the whiskered

old fellow with his spouting penis tighdy and deeply

sheathed in Jane Mitchener*s bottom.

Understandably the authorities preferred not to listen

to such tales. Even the staunchest supporters ofthe system

might have felt uneasy if they thought that a master could

also have young women in their twenties strapped over the

block with their pants down for the cane and whip. Such
treatment of Phyllis Blake or any others was best not talked

of. TheMomin0 Chronicle referred to one instance but then

the whole affair was hushed up. It was only a group of

justices, invited by the reformatory master as witnesses

who saw the flogging of Phyllis Blake or the use of the

whip across the bare white cheeks of a mature female bot-

tom.

One can well understand why the British authorities

and the "disciplinarians" who served their purposes should

have exploded with fury when Carrington turned his at-
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tcntion to the topic of "Birch in the Boudoir." Though the

story of that scandal did not appear until 1905, the subject

had been well discussed in many of his-earlier publications.

A Man With a Maid, Beatrice, Pauline, Dolly Morton, and

Frank and I all feature it as a major theme.

WTiat was Carrington's crime? After all, if England's

rulers believed that flogging was essential to moral educa-

tion and that it never did anyone any harm, why should

they object to books written about it? It was certainly never

a crime to describe such capital punishments as hanging in

a novel. Why such a fuss about flogging?

The answer was simple. Carrington's books told the

readers a truth which the British establishment had, for

various reasons, chosen to keep to itself Taking down a

pretty girl's knickers and thrashing her bottom was not

only elevating—it was^ww! And even some of the pretty

girls thought it was fun too. Those who were in a position

of power to indulge the sport had long known this, but

once their much-vaunted discipline was seen as an aphro-

disiac, moral and social revolution threatened them.

Almost from its beginning, Carrington's fiction insists

on the enjoyment a man can get from whipping a pretty

girl. Worse still, the hero explains that the best place for

such fun is "an English girls' reformatory." The sex-palace

of an Arabian harem cannot compare with the bevy of
slave-girls whose bottoms are available to his whip and his

penis alike.

This was precisely the sort of publicity which the lead-

ers of Victorian England dreaded. The punishment-regis-

ters of their reformatories had always been very coy and
secretive about the behaviour ofthe girls and the chastisers

during birchings and whippings. The entries would merely

give the girl's name, age, offence, and sentence. "Louise

Parker, age 16. Guilty of insolence. To be strapped down
lying astride the vaulting-horse. Thirty-six strokes of the

birch across her bare buttocks. . . . Sarah Barnes, age four-

teen. Guilty of deceit. To be fastened on all fours over the
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block. Thirty strokes of the cane across her bare bottom "

The comments were brief and uninformative, beyond add-

ing that Louise Parker received four extra strokes for exces-

sive squirming or that Sarah Barnes's bottom was spanked

with a strap next day because her conduct showed no im-

provement after the bamboo cane.

Occasionally the comments would mention that the

girls screamed under punishment, which gratified the au-

thorities. Carrington described some of the other things

they did. In 1875 there had appeared a second part ofAus
den Memoiren einer San^erin^ which was attributed at first

to Wiihelmina Schroeder-Devrient, who first sang Wag-
ner's Venus. Whatever its authorship, the book describes

two cases of female masochism among the girls who
underwent whippings in the prisons of Austria-Hungary.

In one case the girl masturbated by squeezing her thighs

together while being whipped. The second culprit was driven

to masturbation afterwards by the excitement of her or-

deal. The news was dynamite to the English view of chas-

tisement as a fine moral example. So Carrington thought.

He published a translation of the Memoiren in 1898.

But when the shock of "Birch in the Boudoir" broke upon
England's readers, the time had come for its young ladies

to do a litde thigh squeezing on their own account, as they

bent over to receive the cane or the whip.

The Carrington novel is an exchange of letters between

Charlie and Lizzie. She writes from Arabia, where her fa-

ther is British envoy at the sultan's court. As a highly re-

spected member of her sex, Lizzie has the ftill run of the

harem. The scenes she reports include all-out lesbian orgies

between tawny-skinned Asian beauties and pale English

girls. Cunningly-spiced unguents rubbed into the pudenda
drive their helpless female victims frantic with desire. An
adolescent girl is harnessed bending between the shafts to

zct as her master's carriage-pony. In the final harem orgy a

young English woman is whipped and marked with her
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master's brand, while a randy old onlooker takes her

schooldaughter naked on his knee.

Yet as Carrington shows, none of this can excel the fun

to be had with the girls consigned to Greystones Refor-

matory in England. The establishment is run by Miss Mar-

tinet and, on receiving his letter of appointment, the sca-

pegrace Charlie sees the instruction to bring with him any

cane, birch, or whip which he would like to use in main-

taining discipline among the girls.

His first assignment is to supervise the young women
of nineteen or twenty who work in the stable-block. One
of them, Maggie, a blonde of twent)'-three, takes his fancy

at once. "Her golden blonde hair hung straight and loose

to her shoulders, parted in a fringe on her forehead. . . .

The pale oval of her face was marked by features which

were firm and perhaps a little crude. Yet you would admire

her blue eyes and the lashes which she darkens so skilfully.

Maggie is a bewitching combination of the brazen slut and

the innocent child. She is firmly built, though not tall. Her
lack of height gives her a coltish, stocky appearance. Yet

her thighs are taut and her hips firmly covered without

being fat. Her breasts are softly hung and Maggie's bot-

tom-cheeks have the trim maturity ofyoung womanhood.
Though she wears no wedding-ring, I wager Maggie's cunt

has been well-ridden."

Framed by a large window, Maggie is engaged in laying

out the harness. Her lower limbs are shaped by tight blue

riding-jeans and her upper body by a snug singlet. Small

wonder that the gentlemen who pass stop and admire her,

while Charlie licks his lips at the thought ofwhat lies ahead.

The men outside the window admire Maggie at her

chores, eyes gloating over the sight of her sturdy young
thighs and buttocks in tight denim. In Charlie's opinion,

Mag is a young slut who knows quite well that the men are

watching her, and who enjoys displaying herself There is

a certain hardness in her pale features and blue eyes, a
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wanton slackness of her posture, a knowing lewdness even

in the shaking ofher light blonde hair. The men who watch

her tighten their mouths with determined zeal as she bends

over in the tight riding-jeans. As Maggie finishes her work
and polishes the floor on all fours they move for a better

view of her full, tight-jeaned bottom-cheeks. Yet it is Mag-
gie herself, sitting on her heels with her back to them who
kneels forward suddenly, forehead right down to touch the

floor, pretending to have lost a stud. She remains like this,

the jeans-seat so tight and spread that the very shape ofher

soft vaginal flesh between the rear of her thighs is visible.

Her sturdy young buttocks are broadened and parted,

Maggie's anal cleavage wantonly revealed. We are left in

very htde doubt as to her moral charaaer by this calculated

display.

Charlie sanctions a whipping to be inflicted upon Mag-
gie for her vulgar conduct. As a novice, he does not do it

to her himself but watches while the stable-grooms deal

with her. All but one of the grooms are absent just then,

enjoying themselves with Jennifer, Pat, Noreen, and the

other girls who work in that block. The remaining groom
has taken Maggie behind a screen and is having his fim

with her. There are unmistakable sounds of her riding-

jeans coming off and ofMaggie's knickers being taken down.
He makes her lie head-to-tail with him. "If I do that, you
will make me take it in my mouth," says Mag in her soft

lilting love-voice. "Do it all the same, Maggie!" he insists.

With her curtains of golden blonde hair sweeping his

loins, Maggie is made to suck the long white shaft of the

groom's penis. His own eyes and lips are inches from her

mossed thigh parting and from the pale cheeks ofMaggie's

bottom. His tongue runs in her vaginal groove, his kisses

brush her buttocks and thighs. At last his sperm fills her

mouth and she swallows him for the first time.

Meanwhile, the hour appointed for her whipping has

arrived.
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EXTRACT

Well-Chastised^'

Just then the grooms returned. Maggie, who had not

nearly completed her chores, was sentenced to be chastised

for her dilitoriness. When the first groom came to tell me
that Maggie was made ready to be caned for idleness, I

could hardly find an answer! Imagine how eagerly the men
who had watched at the window while she worked at the

harness display would have taken this opportunity! I could

scarcely believe that it was my own voice saying, "Ah . . .

yes . . . indeed. To be sure. Perhaps, though, on this first

occasion, you would be good enough to deal with her for

me.

A broad smile crossed the groom's face. All the passion

which he had pumped into Maggie's mouth, the love with

which he had spangled her thighs and backside, did not

restrain his zeal for chastising her.

We went into the main part of the tiled stable, where a

padded leather bench stood at the centre of the floor. Mag-
gie was stripped to her singlet, made to kneel at one end of

5ie bench and lie forward along it. Her pants and knickers

(a pair of stretched cotton briefs) lay discarded on the

table. They had tied her blond hair in a short pony-tail,

and I was pleased at that. It enabled me to watch more
clearly her blue eyes and fair-skinned features.

I nodded to the groom, who made the preparations

required by the Greystones regulations. Maggie's wrists
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were strapped to the far end of the bench, her waist buckled

down, and her legs belted tighdy together just above the

knees.

All this will sound so severe, Lizzie, that you will scarcely

credit how much pleasure there was for Maggie in her

punishment. Yet such was the truth, as I discovered when
I made my inspection of her before she was bamboo'd.

I squatted down behind her and studied the area which

offered itself as a target to the groom. Maggie's buttocks,

firmly and fully presented by her posture, were stretched

hard apart. Both the rear pout of her vaginal purse and her

anal cleft were in full view. I teased our blond shopgirl

gendy. "You've been making love, haven't you, Maggie?" I

stroked her down the lengrfi of her cleavage, between the

fair-skinned sturdiness of her buttocks, tickling the rear of

her vaginal pouch and finding it moist. She was far away

by now, her mouth open a little, and her blue-green eyes

blank, as if she could not hear.

Can you guess the truth, Lizzie .> Any ofthe other shop-

girls punished in this manner—Pat or Jennifer or the rest

—

would have trembled at the ordeal. Maggie, however, was

a lover of that delight known to us as "Birch in the Bou-

doir." Even a prison caning was the occasion for her plea-

sure. It is true, is it not, that certain girls, like the slave,

Janina or the Grecian nymph, Sarita, have found pleasure

under the rod of their Turkish masters? Maggie was a wor-

thy novice!

Already I could sec that her pale, firm thighs, in all their

stocky power, were squeezing rhythmically together. It was

impossible to prevent, except by ordering her legs to be

strapped apart. To tell you the truth, my curiosity was so

great that I could not bear to do that.

"No wonder the men watched you as you set out the

harness display, Maggie," said the first groom, "ifyou were

misbehaving like that!"

But the young shopgirl had no shame, Lizzie! I vow
she continued with the thigh-squeezing and the buttock-

clenching as if she could not have stopped it for dear life.
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The groom cut the air with a trial swish of his bamboo.

Our young blonde masturbatrix stopped, frozen in a mo-
ment of apprehension, and then resumed her labours of

self-love.

"Thirty strokes across your bare bottom, Maggie," I

said softly, and I nodded to the groom to begin the punish-

ment with the long supple bamboo.

How the first stroke of the cane rang out across the

firm, pale cheeks of Maggie's bottom! She gasped, cried

out, but never ceased to squeeze her love-lips hard between

her thighs. Again the cane lashed across her seat, and again.

She gave a soft cry but it was hard to say whether pain or

pleasure drew it from her. The groom was quite pitiless

with her. Believe me, any true disciplinarian who had

watched Maggie displaying herself at the window would
have approved that. Six times the cane raised a weal across

the cheeks ofMaggie's bottom—and twice across the backs

of her thighs. She cried out with the hurt and with the

pleasure of her own thigh-squeezing at the same time. In

truth the vicious prison bamboo was a smarting agony

across the bare cheeks of her backside. Only the swelling

balloon of pleasure in her own loins enabled her to endure

it with such insouciance.

After the first fifteen strokes, the groom handed the

cane to his colleague for the rest.

"Almost at the summit of your climb, Maggie?" asked

the second man. "I shall let you get there before I cane.

Then fifteen wicked strokes across your backside, with no

distractions!"

Mag cried out again, begging him to bamboo her in

her present state. But he waited until her thighs seemed to

beat quickly in their squeezing, like soft white wings. He
stood, undid her legs, and strapped them again with knees

wide apart. Then he caned the impudent blonde shopgirl

without compunction.

I was conscious that the lads she had romped with ear-

lier had their eyes pressed to every chink and keyhole in

the place. Under the second groom's attentions, Maggie
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screamed and her green eyes brimmed over. Unlike his

predecessor, he was a moralist and no libertine. His righ-

teous anger brought thin ruby trickles from the new weals

across her bottom-cheeks.

At last Maggie lay limp and gasping, her behind blush-

ing and marked by swollen stripes. I stroked her blonde

hair, calming her. "Come to my room tomorrow morning,

Maggie," I said gentiy. "Youll be tanned now until the

grooms are satisfied with you. Tomorrow, I'll treat you to

some softer discipline ofmy own."

Was it pleading or was it gratitude she showed? Mag-
gie, the randy young bitch, brazenly licked my fingers in

anticipation! Had she much to be grateful for? It depends

which groom was the harder to satisf\'. Was she given to

the gentler of the two? He would surely allow her to ride

the rubber dildo while his rod merely stimulated her pas-

sion. But Maggie the young shopgirl with her golden-

blonde hair touching her collar and fringed on her fore-

head, might well provoke a gende, affectionate lechery.

Yet the other groom seemed more fiercely provoked.

Was it by the rather hard, crude features in the pale oval of

her face, or the blue-green eyes with their mascara'd lashes?

Did her slight stockiness, the firm young thighs and but-

ttKks, move him even more?

With the first lover, Maggie might play out an amorous

comedy. If the second was allowed to take her into the

fateful room, a darker drama would ensue. It represents a

more sombre scene, shadows falling on a fixed block where

Maggie kneels strapped over it, secureh' gagged. Only her

short, black singlet clothes her. I fear the tale must be one

of Maggie's wadded screams and flooding tears, her bot-

tom bruised and swollen by weals which will not fade for

a week. Even then, I suspea, this wielder of the pony-

switch knows no pity.

I wonder which ofmy suppositions is correct? Perhaps

neither. Perhaps, indeed, I malign the second fellow. Yet

there was a certain look in his eve. Not that I think him
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alone in his inclinations towards such a young woman as

Mag!

&
Even if Maggie escaped the more severe whipping this

time, she was to experience it later, both alone and with

Jennifer, Pat or the other girls. She appears in another

Carrington novel, set in a Louisiana plantation of captive

white girls. Mag has been bent over a harness-bar, her arms

and wrists strapped, a rubber gag between her teeth. Though
made to bend tighdy in this manner, her legs and hips are

still free. Her pants have been taken down and her singlet

pulled up clear of her waist.

A chastity-strap has been fastened, running down her

belly, under her legs, and up between her buttocks to the

back of her waist. Its purpose is to prevent the menials

making use of her. However, two of the cunning grooms
have coated it on the inside with sexual irritant, causing a

virulent erotic torment between the young blonde's thighs

and buttocks.

Her master, armed with a long slim leather switch ar-

rives to find her rear cheeks squirming and thighs twisting.

He orders her to keep still. Maggie mews through her gag,

driven beyond control by the maddening itch. Outraged

at her refusal to obey, her master gives a cruel slash of the

leather switch across the pale broadened cheeks of Mag-
gie's bottom. Screaming into her gag with agony Maggie's

backside surges wildly. Tight-lipped, her owner orders her

again to keep her arse quite still. The whip slashes her

across her bare buttocks. Her head is twisting wildly and
blonde hair flying. Mag's backside writhes and rolls in

mounting pain.

"Another taste of the whip across your bottom-cheeks

before you'll obey me, Maggie.^" he asks. "Very well then,

you young slut!"

A prolonged thrashing leaves the cheeks of Maggie's
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behind bruised, swollen and latticed with raised weals. The
man flogs her across them, regardless of the blood drawn.

She obeys at last, lying still only when she sprawls limp

and swooning over the bar.

After this stable orgy, it is Charlie's bed which is her

destination as soon as the punishments are over. As one

might expect from her earlier behaviour, Maggie is an ea-

ger partner.
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EXTRACT

Cock Horse''

Maggie looked at me, hard and lascivious, as she moved
her thighs wider yet and clambered astride me. lowering

her hips she touched the knob with her hole as if by in-

stinct. I put a hand under her and smiled at the amount of

self-lubrication.

"You young whore, Maggie! You've been making love

to yourselfl"

''What if I have?" She shook her blond fringe with a

hardened impudence.

"Would you like to be made to do it in front ofthe men
who admired vou while you were setting out the harness?"

"Don't mind."

I'm sure she did mind, but Mag was too brazen to

admit it. I turned her 'round a moment and was not the

least surprised by the fading traces of stripes and one or

two small bruises on Maggie's bottom-cheeks. It was clear

that, when I left after her punishment the other night, one
of the grooms had taken Maggie into another room and
caned her viciously.

"Very well, Maggie," I said quietly, "the next time you're

caught at it, I'll have you strapped for the pony-lash on
your bare bottom. How do you like the prospect of that?"

For answer, Maggie gave a little hip swagger and im-

paled herself astride me! She is more of a slut than her

friends Jenny and Pat, but deliciously lewd as well. She
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thrust her tongue into my mouth and began to ride the

erection.

"You randy young bitch, Mag!" I gasped. "I believe

you really were trying to show yourself to all the men who
passed by!"

Her cunt was tight and smooth, exquisitely so. As I

rode to bursting point I also tasted the fresh mint in her

saliva.

"Fm going to come," she whispered soon. 'I've been

on heat all day for this. I can't help it. Let me do it harder!"

Her juice seemed to be streaming down over my cock

already, but that was mere lubrication. She pulled up the

singlet so that I could smooth her belly with one hand and
worry her nipples with my teeth. I kissed her forehead,

where the blond fringe parted. With my free hand I fin-

gered her arsehole.

'Tou won't be spared that way either, Maggie! If we
have to strap you bending for the lash, the stableboys won't

be able to resist it! Remember that when next you play

with yourself!"

Mag is one of those girls who are excited by violent

imaginings. I murmured promises in her ears of places

where she might be taken and given to the unspeakable

lusts of libertines. She cried out in her triumph, her head

hanging limply over my shoulder, her hair loose down my
back. Shuddering, she went into one erotic spasm after

another. Her screams, which might have been pleasure or

torment, decreased at last, and she flopped almost senseless

against me. Kissing her eyes I tasted tears ofrelief—or even

frustration. Then I comforted her for she was sobbing quietly

in the reaction from such exultation. I kissed her gently on
the nipples, on the belly, on the warm, firm cheeks of her

bum, and then on the lips again. I led her gendy to the sofa

and bade her lie there.

"You will rest a litde, Maggie," I said, smiling at her.

'Tou must gather all your strength again for the night

which lies before us. Ah, I see a tear or two in the desola-
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tion which follows such joy! Have no fear, you shall scale

the summit of pleasure again in a little while!"

&
One of Carrington's most popular devices in his novels

was the spectacular scene consisting of a banquet, an orgy,

or some kind of sexual athletics. A famous chapter ofDolly

Morton is taken up by a dinner at Randolph's plantation-

house in Virginia, where the waitresses are all naked slave-

girls. After the meal, the girls are made to perform pony-

races, the smaller ones horsed naked on the backs of the

larger ones as they run. Large bets are laid by the dinner-

guests, each of whom has a whip ready to lash the bare

buttocks of the pony-girl and she-jockey on whom his

money is placed.

Colonel Spanker^s Experimental Lecture, first published

in French by Carrington's friend August Brancart, is set

among the garden courts and feasting of a Park Lane house

in London's Mayfair. Nights ofthe Rajah, the first volume

of Captain DeVane's amorous memoirs, has the supper

orgies of the perverted Rajah of Shivapore, whose deprav-

ity in the acts he makes captive English girls perform seems

to know no limit.

Charlie's adventures have a number of these set-pieces,

one of the best being the grand dinner given on board the

yacht Brandon on the last night of its voyage to Arabia

with a cargo ofwhite slave-girls for sale to the harems. The
captain, like Sade's Minski in Juliette, employs naked girls

even as platters and table-supports. He does not go quite

as far as Minski in using them as the table-top, which is of

a more conventional kind. Nor does he agree with Minski

that the produce of the girls' own bodies is the culinary

triumph of such an occasion.

Maggie makes her appearance again on ail fours as the

support for one end of the table. At the other end is No-
reen, the well built fair-skinned "trollop" of nineteen with
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her lank dark hair and insolent brown eyes, who makes her

appearance several times in Carrington's fiction. Interest-

ingly, the banquet is perverse enough in its demands on
the girls but it is not cruel as some of the whippings given

in the name oflaw and order had been. Moreover, a strong

vein of sardonic humour runs through the description of

it.
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EXTRACT

CC^A Banquet

ofBare Beautf

We entered the main saloon with its silks and cut glass. I

vow, Lizzie, I experienced a combination of sensations un-

known to me before: a stiffening penis and a desire to roar

with laughter. Separately, these are common enough. To-

gether, they must be rare indeed.

Ahead ofme was the banquet table at which the inspec-

tor, the Captain, and I were to sit. It consisted of a light,

wooden surface, some six feet long and two feet across,

and a hole cut in the middle through which the lighting

column rose. What is so curious, then, you ask? The table

was supported at either end, not by legs but on the backs

of two figures kneeling on all fours. Well, you say, such

carvings are not unusual. Ah, but these were not carved

figures. The nude flesh of Maggie and Noreen was more
succulently moulded! The stools over which they were

strapped supported them in turn and the tabletop was se-

cured by a harness 'round their waists and shoulders. A
man who sat on one side would have Maggie's blond pro-

truding head on his left-hand side, from.under the table

end, and the pale spread of Noreen's strapping young hips

on his right. Those who sat opposite would have Noreen's

face and Maggie's rump either side of their chairs!

The lighting was more ingenious still. Our good in-

spector had had cause to arrest three loud-mouthed street

girls, some fourteen years old, for their noisy condua. He
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had carefully ensured that they should be among our cargo

in order that he might have some stock to drive to market.

Mandy, Tracy, and Sal (as Sally preferred to be known)

stood naked upon the central platform of the table and

provided our candelabra. Their wrists were joined in the

leather cuffs above. It was Sal who provided the light for

me and to whom I gave the most attention. What a pint-

sized litde strumpet she was at thirteen or fourteen! Imag-

ine a broad, highboned face with rouge on the cheeks.

Picture the snub litde nose and the dark, defiant eyes. Add
to it a collar-length crop of fair, tousled, wavy hair. In her

figure, she was not tall, even for her age. Unlike the ele-

gance of Tracy's skirts, Sal's costume for roaming the streets

included the tight denim of her working trousers. Picture

the two as they must have been—almost like boy and girl!

—

the firm tomboy thighs and the fat litde cheeks of Sal's

bottom rolling as she walked, filling the tight jeans cloth

so heavily!

Now, like her two young friends, she posed naked on
the pedestal. Like them, too, she had an ingenious dildo

threaded in her cunt, curving out in the front to become a

triple candle holder with its three tall flames twelve inches

or so fi*om her belly. At the rear, an identical candelabrum i

had been firmly inserted between the fat litde cheeks ofher

arse!

Vanessa and the other girls attended as our charming

naked waitresses. As we awaited the first course, the inspec-

tor told us humorously of his arrest ofthe three street girls.

How they had gone through the quiet middle-class thor-

oughfares, Sal bawling her war song: "I go out on Satur-

day night, and I look for a fucking fight!" How she had

insolendy begged for a cigarette
—"Got any fags.^"—and

how she had surrendered to the riff-raff melting pot of

society. Having apprehended the three young strumpets,

he was struck at once by the thought of being a parmer in

Uncle Brandon's business rather than a mere assistant.

Six waitresses entered, almost staggering under the
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weight of the huge salver, whose cover still hid from us

our banquet. The splendid piece was loaded onto the table

and the cover removed. Can you guess, my sweet?

It was twent)'-five-year-old Jackie, the promiscuous

young slut with her bell of blond hair, impudent blue eyes,

sullen jaw, and fattish hips. Have no fear, she was not the

meal itself, merely the delectable platter. Upon her breasts

were arranged the hors d'oeuvres, so that her nipples ap-

peared as the cherries stop them, for she was entirely na-

ked. Jackie's sluttish young body was to provide all the

plate and glass we required. We took wine by pouring it

into her mouth and she turned her blond head obediently

to the imbiber and gave him the draught from her mouth
into his, nicely mulled.

Our fingers worked eagerly on the salad of the hors

d'oeuvres, the slightly acid tingling of the salad dressing

causing Jackie's nipples to stiffen remarkably. Finger bowls

were not needed: glancing down at the firm, pale insolence

of Noreen's face, I had only to hold my fingers to her

mouth and command her tongue to do the work. There

were some very firm bananas in the fruit bowl and you will

believe I could resist taking one in my other hand. Mag-
gie's blond hair, as well as her crude, pale features, were

reflected for me in a mirror. As I coaxed the banana into

Mag's young cunt, she was as eager as I. Then her tongue

washed the Captain's fingers lovingly.

Was Noreen more or less fortunate? In her case, the

inspector took a different aim. The banana entered be-

tween the pale, strapping cheeks of Noreen's nineteen-year-

old bottom. That left only one receptacle for the olive

stones of the salad. In my own case—for I enjoy a meal of
olives—I judged it uncouth to litter floor and table. To
recompense my young blonde, with her firmly broadened

buttocks and thighs, I first gave her a frig-jig with the

banana. Then, one by one, I popped the olive stones up
her arse-hole. We now went on to the salmon mayonnaise

and asparagus.
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The main dish was served upon die proud curve of

Jackie's young belly, diough die asparagus stalks were tucked

deeply into her love-pouch, protruding between her thighs,

which gave them a most novel savour. We ate heartily, but

did not forget the hunger of those who supported us. In

my case, it was possible only to feed Noreen from my
hand. She hesitated at first but the folly of refusing such

delicious morsels was soon shown her. In the end, she ate

with relish some of the asparagus impregnated with Jack-

ie's own girl taste.

I will not weary you with every course and wine we
enjoyed. The dessert was of pancakes, and for this we re-

quired a clean platter. It required only Jackie to turn over

on her mayonnaised belly in order for the pancakes to be

served upon her seat-cheeks. They were hot enough to

make her stir a litde but not excessively so. The advantage

of the pale, fattish cheeks of Jackie's arse was that they

provided a convenient central cleavage for the droplets of

lemon and sugar. To dunk each bit of pancake between

Jackie's sluttish bum-cheeks was most lewdly enjoyable.

Our banquet ended with fruit of the season: grapes

accompanied by peaches and plums. Jackie would take the

grapes in her mouth, pop them open, remove the pips with

her tongue, then feed the fruit into the mouth of the man
whose open lips covered hers. Plums she treated similarly

but, turning her head, Jackie was of course obliged to spit

the stone lighdy into the man's hand. Maggie shook her

blond fringe indifferentiy, but there was some apprehen-

sion in her blue-green eyes. A plum stone, after all, is a size

larger than that of an olive. Alas for Maggie! How easy it

is to eat those sweet, syrupy plums voraciously. I thought

of those men who had pressed at the Greystones stable

window to goggle at the young blond saddle-dresser as

she worked with her nonchalant sluttishness in tight riding

jeans. Imagine their delight now, had they been able to see

the intruding banana, the waste bowl presented to Mag-
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gie's bottom, and the slow, measured clatter of falling plum

and olive stones.

I thought how inexpressibly randy and delicious it was

to have one's dinner impregnated by the skin flavours of a

girl's most intimate body surfaces. We pushed back our

chairs a litde and lit our cheroots. This was charmingly

done: it was young Sal who was my human candelabrum.

Once I had the weed between my teeth, she backed a litde

towards me and bent over so that the rear triple candle was

presented. She had to tuck her knees forward a litde, for

Sal, of course, stood above me. You may be sure I detained

her a moment in this posture.

&
Birch in the Boudoir was presumably one of the three tides

by Carrington seized from a bookshop in Duke Street,

near London Bridge in April 1907. Chief Inspector Drew,

tireless guardian of the law and the establishment, per-

suaded the Foreign Office to seek Carrington's expulsion

from France. On 29 May M. Hamard, Chefdu Service du
Sur6:c, replied to the Assistant Commissioner of Police In

Whitehall. "I have the honour to inform you that this per-

son has just been expelled from France." When Drew was

told, he said gloomily, "But there you see he was supposed

to have been previously expelled—twice in six years!"

The tide of the new book was added to the British

customs stop-list of publications to be seized. It was said

to be indecent and sadistic in the manner oi Colonel Spank-

er's Experimental Lecture. Colonel Spanker had submitted

the bare buttocks of Julie Ponsonby to ordeals by whip,

stinging netties, and small metal discs heated red-hot. The
rebellion of a strongly made nineteen-year-old like Noreen
with her firm pale features and lank brown hair was sum-
marily punished. Held over her master's knee, her knickers

pulled right down, the glowing tip of a cheroot played
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havoc with the pale cheeks of Noreen's strapping young
bottom.

If the authorities denounced such fantasies, committed

merely on paper, they did so largely to cover up what they

themselves were doing in reality. No punishment, not the

slightest reprimand was suffered by British officers after the

Jamaica Mutiny in which they flogged girls' bare backsides

with piano wire until they fainted—only to be revived for

a continuation.

In Carrington's novels, by contrast, such girls as No-

reen and Maggie seem well able to take their thrashings. If

Maggie, in a later episode, swoons under her master's leather

switch across her bottom, the reason may be merely the

tight strapping which held her down at the waist and per-

haps made breathing difficult. Such girls are not child-like

waifs and there is no doubt at all that many a reformatory

master in reality would have whipped Noreen's buttocks

until she swooned and felt proud of himself

Once again the indignation of England's rulers over

such books concealed their own practices. The heroine, in

realit)', would be an appealing youngster of fourteen with

a firm neat figure, lank brown hair worn to her shoulders,

steady brown eyes, and an open fair-skinned face. Smiling

or teasingly setting her strong young teeth on her lower

lip, she scarcely looked a criminal. Yet from the day of her

arri\'al in the reformatory, a prett)' adolescent like Jane would

be regularly called to the master's study.

With her skirt removed and her knickers pulled down,

she would spend an afternoon kneeling forward over the

sofa. Those outside would hear her weeping and pleading

as the punishment-strap exploded in whip-like smacks across

the taut pale cheeks of Jane Mitchener's fourteen-year-old

bottom. The suggestion is that Viaorian men were actu-

ally more turned on by such girls, their buttocks developed

to the intermediate stage of childhood and womanhood.
The strap could be used on Jane several times a week and

the cane every week or fortnight.
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Such a pretty girl was always included in the official

punishments on justices' night when she would be strapped

kneeling on all fours over the block with her bottom bare.

The caning was impersonal and pitiless, however excited

the middle-aged worthies might get. The total of thirty-six

strokes was almost always exceeded, the matron standing

by to apply the smelling salts if needed. However wealed

and swollen the tight young rounds of Jane Mitchener's

bottom-cheeks, however wild her screams, the justices found

some way of adding "just another dozen" to her sentence.

Such fictional heroines as Maggie and Noreen seem, by

contrast, to be well-made for their punishments and al-

most to invite them.

The expulsion order was duly served on Carrington by

the Surete. He thanked them and did precisely what he

had done on the two previous occasions—stayed put in his

home near the bright lights of the Boulevard des Italiens

with its theatres and cafes. The French did not care. He
had committed no crime in their country. They regarded

England's protests over flagellation novels as hypocritical

hogwash.
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8

NIGHTS
OF THE RAJAH

In 1904—1906 Carrington turned his attention to erotic

novels dealing with the more exotic regions and thrilling

events of the British Empire. They were often violent and
sadistic stories, as well as being erotic. However, as he

pointed out in his own preface to Woman and her Master

(1904), the bloodletting in the fiction he published was

the palest reflection of the carnage which British imperial-

ism brought in its wake.

Carrington might well have wondered, for example,

whether the alleged indecency of such novels as Woman
and her Master could match Kitchener's conduct in the

Sudan after his triumph at the carnage ofOmdurman. The
body of the country's religious leader, the Mahdi, was ex-

humed. The head was cut off, the flesh to be scraped away

so that Lord Kitchener might use the skull as an ink-well

or a drinking-cup. The nails were removed from the fin-

gers, to be mounted as trophies at White's Club in Lon-

don. When such souvenirs had been collected, the remains

of the corpse were to be thrown unceremoniously into the

Nile. Small wonder that when the Boer War began in South

Africa in 1899, anti-imperialists like W.S. Blunt hoped that

Kitchener and his kind would be more likely to "break

their teeth over those tough old Boers than go on slaugh-

tering helpless black brown or yellow people with impun-

ity and calling it glory."
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By contrast with this, the wildest excesses oi Nights of

the Rajah or A Ni^fht in a Moorish Harem or even DoUy
Morton seem like a good natured romp. Some of the girls

in such books may get a spanking, a birching, even a good
whipping but at least they are not shot through one midriff

and left to die in agony, which was the reality of Kitche-

ner's triumphs.

Captain Charles DeVane, as the hero ofNi^ihts of the

Rajah or TheAnwrous Memoirs ofCaptain DeVane has more
in common with P.G. Wodehouse's Bertie Wooster than

with Lx)rd Kitchener, a greater affinity to an amiable crook

like Raffles, the Gendeman Cracksman, than to the young
officers who regarded Asia and Africa as their private

shooting-gallery. DeVane makes love rather than war at

every opportunity. He passes through the mayhem of In-

dia and Africa scarcely firing a shot. In one respect he

belongs to that tradition of military anti-heroes, from Bar-

dolph and Pistol in Shakespeare's Henry V to Milo Min-
derbinder and his cronies in Catch 22. His motto might be

those two lines from a British army song ofWorld War I.

I don't want a bayonet in me belly,

I don't want me bollocks shot away.

Ni£fhts ofthe Rajah is a tale of native rebellion in northern

India in the 1890s. It has some resemblance to the events

of the siege of Chittral on the north-west frontier in 1893.

DeVane and his crony, Lx)rd Algernon Regis, are bundled

off with their regiment to join the relief column which
attempts to fight its way through to the beleaguered garri-

son. Their efforts are almost frustrated by the wily Rajah

of Shivapore whose chief object seems to be to add the

English girls of the regimental families to his own well-

stocked harem. In this respect, he and Captain DeVane
have a good deal in common.

DeVane is in England, on leave from duty with his

regiment, when the crisis breaks. As an officer and a gentle-
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man he must answer the call to arms. All the same, he sees

no reason to set off in a great hurry. It is characteristic of
our hero that he decides to take the long overland route to

India, meeting his chum Aig}' Regis in Budapest. While
prepared to die for queen and country, he sees no need to

do so in a hurry.

"Tedious though the journey might be," he writes, "it

was a good deal preferable to being cut down by savages

in the hills of the north-west province or dying of the

plague in the garrison hospital." The truth was that a good
many of his real-life contemporaries harboured much the

same sentiments.

While the gallant defenders of Shivapore hold out in

hope of rescue, DeVane and his friend enjoy a leisurely

week of late summer pleasures in Budapest. They make a

special outing to Raab where a most unusual girl, Julie,

has deliberately earned herself a prison whipping because

it excites her so greatly for the cell-block org)^ which fol-

lows. Preposterous though this may sound, it seems to

parallel a real case described in Aus den Memoiren einer

San0erin in 1875, an account which was even then attrib-

uted to theprima donna Wilhelmina Schroeder-Devrient.

Julie's story is followed from the bookstall counter at

the market to the multiple copulation at Raab. Then
DeVane's journey continues, though enlivened by passion-

ate love-making with an Arabian beauty, Nabyla, on a P
and O luxury liner in the Red Sea. Another pause occurs

in Bombay, where he gains right ofentry to an academy of

young ladies. He hopes that, with any luck, the fighting

will be over long before he reaches northern India. How-
ever, he buys a voluptuous tawny-skinned slave-girl with

dark smouldering eyes—just to divert him on the way.

As well as Jenny, his Indian slave, he has charge of

proud Susan, a young governess, and one or two girl pu-

pils. It is the wicked Jenny who brings havoc upon the

supply column which they join at Jummo.
The ordeal of riding a saddle all day led English ladies
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to devise a soothing unguent known as "saddle-balm." This

was brought round to the tents each evening by a servant

and discreetly applied to the affected parts. Jennifer, deter-

mined to work off some spite against her white rivals, mixes

into the cream some powerfully aphrodisiac powder, guar-

anteed to set up a virulent irritation. It takes DeVane a

whole chapter to describe the creaking and flapping of

canvas, the wild coupling and crying in a camp of "fifty

masturbating memsahibs." But with the san0-froid of the

English middle-class, they appear as cool and colleaed next

morning as ifnothing had happened.

The great drama of the novel is easily predicted. Disas-

ter overtakes the column. DeVane and the girls become
prisoners of the wily Rajah of Shivapore. "Monstrous"

orgies follow in which the Rajah and his cronies submit

their beautiful captives to copulation, lesbian seduction,

sodomy and the lash. DeVane, protesting feebly, is obliged

to join in the enjoyment. His nights are disturbed by Daxa,

a beautiful lynx-eyed Indian girl who gives his unfortunate

penis no peace. Roused by the touch of her cool slim fin-

gers, he sees Daxa—tall and dark at eighteen—kneel beside

his bed.

"She played a litde more with my prick," recalls the

young officer, "which began to stiffen somewhat. . . . Then
Daxa drew back the foreskin fully and, very lighdy, kissed

the revealed and swelling knob. . . . She opened her mouth,
took my erection inside it and began to suck me with a

gende rhythm of her warm tongue. The raven silkiness of
her hair spread about my thighs and belly as she performed

this service with such demure humility. From time to time,

Daxa would draw the penis from her mouth, gaze at it

wistfully, kiss the knob lighdy, and then take it once more
between her lips."

At this time, DeVane is still tied to the bed as a prisoner

and unable to initiate their pleasures. It is Daxa who clam-

bers astride him and rides his erection "with the skill and
sensitivity of a bare-back performer."
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Yet it is the proud young English governess, Susan,

with whom DeVane is destined to perform before the Ra-

jah and his guests. He describes Sue as a potentially pretty

girl though with a hint of frigidity about her, which leads

her to keep the male sex at a distance. Before she can be-

come a fully-fledged member of the harem, this phobia

must be dispelled.

Later on DeVane despite his protests is obliged to strip,

suck, and impale the young governess fore and aft. Indeed,

though he protests at the time, he is prepared to take the

first opportunity to repeat the performance privately. Yet

even before their public copulation in front of the dinner

guests, the Rajah decrees that Susan's indiflPerence must be

conquered. Upon his orders, she is to be "lashed into lust."
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EXTRACT

'^Lashed

into Lusf'

The arrogance and cruelty of the despotic Rajah made
me fearful of what might be in store for the other girls, as

well as Sue. On that evening, I was once again the unwill-

ing guest at his dinner table. As on the previous occasion

it was draped in a cloth of brilliant whiteness and set out

with the costliest plate and enamelled porcelain. He did

not refer to the young woman again until the meal was

done. Then he snapped his fingers and gave orders in his

own language.

Two servants came in, bowling a round platform about

the size ofa barrel-top. When set on the marble floor under

a beam, it was a tiny stage, some twelve inches high. A
rope was attached to the beam above and I saw for the first

time that the beam itselfwas not part ofthe roof-structure.

It could be raised or lowered until it lay almost on the

floor.

A pair of musicians with flute and tambourine came
next and sat cross-legged before the litde pedestal. There

were also two of the Rajah's boys, little fellows with bare

feet and knowing smiles who carried a variety of imple-

ments. Last of all they brought in Susan, who was now led

forward by a couple of the guards holding her at either

arm.

Picture the scene, if you will. There at the richly laden

table sat the Rajah and his guests, myself included. Yet
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now all had turned to watch the drama unfolding. Sue was

dressed in her riding costume for lack of any other clothes.

I confess, she seemed more beautiful than ever in her con-

fident manner. The nut-brown hair that had been freshly

brushed moulded round her head to the collar and parted

upon her forehead. Her little chin and prim mouth were

set defiantly, the blue eyes narrowed in disdain. Yet the

charming hint of fireckles about her nose still softened her

hauteur a litde.

The snug silken blouse, ending at her waist, made her

breasts seem all the more round and taut as it clung to

them. For the rest, her tan riding-boots had been left off,

but she still wore the skin-tight blue denim of her riding-

jeans. You may imagine how eagerly the eyes of the Rajah

and his guests feasted upon the charms which the thin

denim promised them. The outward branching thighs of

this trim young Amazon and the concave triangle of her

loins was superbly delineated. As she turned, the same ag-

ile thighs were crowned by the firm cheek-swellings of

Sue's bottom.

I now saw that the Rajah had taken something from

under the table. It was a beautifully made riding switch,

three feet long and fashioned in black leather. At its handle

the switch was thick as his thumb, yet it tapered to a point

that was no more than the tip ofa pencil. He smiled cruelly

at his twenty-five-year-old slave-girl.

'Kiet on to your little dancing-stage, Susan!" he said,

laughing at her, "At once!"

"No!" There was, however, a note of despair in her

refusal.

The two guards hauled her up and fastened her wrists

above her head by the rope which hung from the moveable

beam. Then they attached her ankles by short chains to a

bolt at the centre ofthe litde platform on which she stood.

The result of this was that Susan must now move her feet

within a very limited area and was certainly not able to

stretch them to the edge ofthe circle on which she stood.
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She stood there, the lamplight shining on the smooth
grace ofher thighs in the riding-jeans and the cheeks of her

bottom, which was the view she turned to the Rajah and

the rest of us. Sue was, of course, watching us with a mix-

ture of dismay and loathing over her shoulder. The prim

litde mouth and the blue eyes were so narrow, yet the nut-

brown tresses and the pretty freckling softened one's heart

towards her. The Rajah got up and went across to stand in

front of her.

*When the musicians begin to play, Susan, you will

dance for the entertainment of my guests," he said pleas-

andy. "I have promised them the diversion ofseeing a young
English slave-woman perform, and I am a man ofmy word.

Sec to it that you writhe your torso and squirm your hips,

as you would in a lover's embrace."

^'Never!" Sue's cry rang across the room. She tugged

and twisted in vain at the ropes and wrist-cujBs which held

her hands.

"Writhe your thighs as you would when your lover's

erection was between them," the Rajah continued curdy.

"Remember, too, that some of your admirers are sitting

behind you. Therefore, I wish you to arch the small ofyour

back inwards and swell your arse outwards, Susan. Bend
over from time to time and roll the cheeks ofyour bottom
as ifyou were inviting sodomy."

These preposterous instructions brought a faint blush

of anger to the young woman's face. Yet I confess that the

thought of Sue made to dance in so lewd a fashion greatly

intrigued me.

'T will not!" she cried in her fiiry. "I would rather die!"

The two musicians smiled at her and began to play the

haunting cadences of the belly-dance on flute and tam-

bourine. Susan stood immobile. The Rajah at once nod-

ded to the two litde barefoot boys. Each of them took a

slim stick with a needle at its tip. It was just possible to see

that the sharp metal had been coated with a yellowish sub-

stance.
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"It is the yellow fire ofthe hornet sting," said the Rajah,

acknowledging the curiosity of his guests, "A most pre-

cious commodity and only to be used on such rare occa-

sions as this!"

The first lad made a quick jab, the needle easily pene-

trating thin denim and entering the rear of Susan's thigh,

just below her buttocks. We heard Sue give a cry and saw
her start forward, just as though she had been touched

with a hot coal. She bent the leg upward at the knee as far

as she could, perhaps trying to contain the agony by this

means. The second young devil jabbed her in the opposite

cheek of her statuesque young bottom. Sue cried out and
began to squirm with the savage pain of the sting.

Now her two young tormentors took a goad in each

hand and fell upon her energetically. Sue cried out wildly

as the hornet sting stabbed first one cheek of her bottom
and then the other. The boys' venomed needles pierced the

flanks of her hips, the inner surfaces of her thighs, the

broad young cheeks ofSue's bottom in the tight jeans-seat.

She writhed wildly under this treatment, her buttocks

clenching and arching, hips rolling, and thighs twisting

vainly in her ordeal. The tambourine player walked round
and round her slowly, emphasising the beat of the music

and urging Sue to match her surging and writhing to the

rhythm. She would have won no prizes for her terpsicho-

rean expertise, yet by her hip squirming and arse contor-

tions, Susan was dancing already. The guests beat out the

time on the table with their hands and the boys pricked

Sue between her buttocks and under the opening of her

legs with the hornet sting.

Under the parting of her brown tresses the narrow blue

eyes were wide in their fi*enzied appeal, the prim lips dis-

tended in a cry of intercession. One of the guards climbed

on to the litde platform behind her. He quickly fireed her

blouse and drew it off, and ran his fingers over Sue's breasts

until her nipples were stiffand the pale globes taut.

The Rajah admonished her not to cease "dancing," as
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he called it, while she was stripped. So the man who at-

tended her undid the jeans and stripped them down. The
tight cotton briefs of Susan's panties were now her sole

remaining garment. With fingers intruding lasciviously be-

tween her thighs and buttocks, the native guard stripped

these firom her as well and we enjoyed the pale beauty of

her nudity.

Desperate to avoid further reprisals, Sue was jigging

her proud pale backside from side to side in all its firm

erotic maturity. Tiny red swellings, the size of a sovereign,

showed where the hornet stings had pricked her in a dozen

places.

She looked back over her shoulder with the gaze of a

girl who is fearfiil of displeasing her masters. The guards

were slowly lowering the beam now, the effect of which

was to make Susan bend forward more and more tighdy.

We held our breath at the drama of this. The brown tresses

of her head were bowed and her breasts quivering a litde

with their own soft weight as they hung unsupported. To
see a firmly-developed young woman in this posture is a

spectacle to remember. Her lighdy-muscled legs were

strained still more taut by such bending. Her buttocks

were spread so that her anus as well as a rear view of her

love nest became visible.

The Rajah stood up and walked across to the litde plat-

form where his new slave was writhing her behind and

squirming her thighs in the best manner she could. Smil-

ing vindictively, the villain then raised his long quivering

riding-switch and brought it down viciously across the

pale Amazonian cheeks of Susan's bare backside. She yelped

at the torture of it and when her cry had died away to a

muted sob, he said,

'Tou shall dance to the rhythm of the whip now, my
beauty!"

He thrashed her across her bottom-cheeks again and
again, while she surged and twisted wildly in her new dance

of torment. With callous deliberation he used the slim black
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leather of the switch to whip her across the backs of her

thighs—once, twice, and thrice.

The flute and tambourine were disregarded now, though

they still played to drown Susan's screams a litde. Every

movement of her body—every jerk and contortion—was
ordained by the rule of the whip. How long he whipped
his fair-skinned slave I do not know, but it was not to be

expeaed that he would tire of the enjoyment easily. At his

command, the two boys held her still so that he might give

the last dozen strokes across her backside with a wicked

precision and vigour. Susan's screams seemed to falter and
when the tension on the rope was released and she was
drawn upright, Susan hung limply in her bonds, her head

lolling to one side as if she had swooned under the thrash-

ing.

Yet it was not that. She had done her "dance" for an

hour in the sweltering heat of the palace room with its

flambeaux giving warmth as well as light. Now, the per-

spiration running from her neck, breasts, and flanks, she

had failed from exhaustion.

Then there occurred an incident so strange that you
may not at first credit it. Yet I believe that, on considera-

tion, you will find it true. There stepped forward our

younger high-school pupil, Natasha, with her blonde chig-

non and the pouting sulkiness of her fair-skinned face,

which also betrayed a certain sensuality. I had heard it

rumoured among the Rajah's guests that Natasha had been

made to spend the previous night in his bed. It was also

said that she had not resisted even the most perverse de-

mands upon her.

She stood before Susan, her blue eyes darkened at the

lashes and the lids painted blue in the manner ofthe harem.

"Make her open her legs!" she said to the Rajah. Sue

heard the order but, slumped exhausted in her bonds, was

slow to obey. The Rajah came forward, raised his whip and

lashed it down with such energy that it drew a line of

punctuating blood-dots across both cheeks of Susan's pale
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arse. She cried wildly and opened her legs as far as her

knees would go, in terror of another such smack of the

whip. Natasha, though the junior by more than ten years,

thrust her hand berw^een the young governess's thighs.

"She's wet!" Natasha said with a snigger. "I think she

likes it!"

Nor was that all, for the little Messalina who had been

so lewd with Miss Jennifer spared Sue nothing. With a

look of contempt she milked the helpless victim's love lips,

and then her forefinger was in Susan's bottom-hole to the

very knuckle.

Soon it was the turn of the two guards, fortunate fel-

lows who had gready hoped to be chosen for this c\ ening's

duty. Sue's ankles were now fastened wide apart and the

first lucky dog lay on his back on the little platform, his

erection pointing upwards. They slackened the rope by

which Susan's hands were held above her and the young
woman sank with the weight of her own exhaustion. Yet

there were ready hands to guide her, so that she came to

her knees and impaled herself on the hard sinev^ shaft by

her own weight.

She gave a shudder and a groan, compelled to straddle

him on hands and knees. The lucky fellow held her to him
and Sue's own weight, as her hips slumped downward,
obliged her to impale herself upon the fleshy weapon with

a moan of surrender. Natasha, the most depraved of all the

girls although the youngest, walked slowly round and round

the little platform on which the act of love was now per-

formed. What a change had overtaken our prim young
governess herself. Susan's head and shoulders were arched

back as she thrust and rolled her hips, ramming herself

rhythmically upon the man's erection. Her eyes were dosed
but from her quivering lips there came such tremulous

sounds of desire. All the pent-up needs of the past few

weeks and months forced their way from her heaving bosom
and throat.

From time to time, two of the Rajah's servants would
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still the young woman's hips, holding her forward a little

so that their master and his guests might see the state of
her loins and thighs as she squatted upon the erection.

Indeed, it appeared that Sue herself had lost all sense of
shame, for she obeyed their hands eagerly, as if proud to

show us the dew of excitement which shone everywhere

between her legs.

When they released her on the last occasion, Susan set

to with redoubled energy, the perspiration shining on the

pale slopes of her breasts, back, and flanks. The man on
whose erection she rode uttered an exclamation, deep in

his throat, betraying the first salvo of his lust. Sue gave a

curious little cry between pressed lips and began to jig in a

vigorous but erratic motion. At last, to the accompaniment
of this strange duet, she received the warm throbbing trib-

ute in her womb and sank exhausted upon her lover.

There was a long silence among the speaators who
heard only the gasps of the lucky fellow beneath her and
the quiet sobs of Susan's own fulfillment. Then the Rajah
gave instructions to two of his fellows to lead her away to

the women's quarters. There she was to be douched, bathed,

and refreshed before being returned to us. He looked at

me with amusement.

"Did you suppose, my dear DeVane, that our night's

entertainment was over.> What a niggardly fellow I should

be to leave my guests with their appetites whetted and no
banquet to follow. I assure you, captain, our revels have

only just begun!"

&
Nights ofthe Rajah combines the more obvious qualities of
erotic fiction with a plot that is strong on action. That
being the case the story takes a turn which one might
expect, for instance, in The Prisoner ofZenda. Having thor-

oughly enjoyed the pleasures of the harem, though pro-

testing all the time that he is acting against his wishes.
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Captain Charles DeVane becomes the rescuer of the im-

prisoned girls and the man who saves the brave garrison of
Shivapore—not to mention the regiments ofthe next relief

column.

On the other hand, there is a more sombre tone to

some of this writing, particularly if one takes a forward

glance at the Boer War in South Africa, which DeVane
does in his amorous memoirs. The erotic, like the dra-

matic, may have two contrary styles. If the theatre boasts

tragedy and comedy, then erotic fiction of the kind Car-

rington issued has one face of light-hearted downing and
another which looks upon a darker world. So in the South
African war the fate of a different type of girl, Noreen, was
to be described.

Like a substantial minority of the female characters in

the novels, Noreen is a working girl rather than a young
lady of leisure. At nineteen years old she is quite tall and
strongly built, first seen while working as an assistant in

the shop of a saddler. With her dark brown hair worn
straight and lank to her collar, the lazy insolence of her

firm pale features and brown eyes, Noreen is made to ap-

pear both a common-looking girl and yet sexually chal-

lenging.

Her work and social class require her to dress "quite

unlike the town-bred miss." She appears in the saddler's

shop in a simple and provocative riding-costume which
consists of a blouse and tight-fitting riding-jeans of pale

blue denim, pulled in at the waist by a broad leatlier belt.

Her thighs are revealed as taut and lightly-muscled, her

stomach firm and flat, the cheeks of her bottom strongly

filled out but without a pinch of surplus fat.

In this costume she is admired by passers-by as she

kneels at her work, polishing the floor round the saddler's

exhibits with wax and a cloth. Perhaps there was some-
thing suggesting submission in this menial chore which
appealed to the men. "Then she lifted her hips and went
forward on hands and knees. The pale blue denim was

151



drawn tight as drumskin across the strong mounds of her

buttocks. The central seam of the jeans seat was pulled

deeply and suggestively into the cleavage between No-
reen's bottom-cheeks. ... it even parted the lips of her

cunt, for it was strained taut as a hawser-wire between her

legs."

Carrington certainly liked his novels to describe "the

dire reality of feet . . . war's severities as they apply to

women," which is the case with Noreen. Those who shud-

der at such a prospect, cither in her case or in that of Julie

in Ni0hts oftheRajah are invited to skip the chapter and go
on to a more genial and gentie narrative. Naturally, he

wished his authors in such books as Woman and herMaster

to justify the accounts. "Better a thousand times that truth

be known than that men and women remain ignorant of

the horrors of war " says the narrator. In the light of the

conduct of Lord Kitchener and his kind, it has to be ad-

mitted that such publicity might be no bad thing.

In the Boer War, Noreen is seized by the other side,

after perjuring herselfin order to get men executed as spies

so that she may make offwith their possessions. Justice is

not long delayed This young woman, at least, soon meets

her masters.

At the appointed time a large cart-wheel is set on its

side at the centre of the barrack yard. Noreen is led out in

her tight pale blue riding-jeans and white blouse. In no
time at all, two troopers have her strapped face-down on
the broad wheel, her ankles pinioned together to the rim

at one side and her wrists at full stretch to the other. No-
reen is in effect kneeling very tightiy forward over the tall

central hub. Her lank brown hair is still simply cut and
fringed. However, one of the troopers draws it back and

ties it in a collar-length pony-tail, so that her firm pale

features and sullen brown eyes are more clearly seen. Once
more the feded blue denim ofthe jeans is "drumskin taut,"

the central seam pulled deep and tight between Noreen's

bottom-cheeks so that their lower famess almost closes

over it.
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Grace Marjoribanks in Woman and her Master gets oflf

lightly by contrast with Noreen. At twenty years old, quite

strong-hipped into the bargain, Noreen is judged able to

take a flogging with no question of leniency or respite.

One trooper undoes her broad leather waist-belt and strips

off the jeans. The white stretched cotton of Noreen's pan-

ties is pulled down to her ankles. The instrument of pun-

ishment is a three-foot long cord whip with a wooden
handle.

The soldier who is to administer the whipping goes off

with the lash to the privy and returns with the cord well

soaked to give it greater effect. His colleague has spent the

ten or fifteen minutes mortifying Noreen in a way which

many a middle-class Victorian might have felt appropriate

for an insolent young shop-girl or, "a young trollop," as

Noreen is habitually termed.

Every window overlooking the barrack yard is crowded

with eager spectators, native boys at the gate squeezing

their loin-cloths to show Noreen their excitement in the

fate awaiting her. The trooper smilingly whispers lewd

compliments in her ears as he parts her firm pale thighs a

litde and uses his fingers to show her vaginal sheath to the

onlookers. A moment more and he presses her buttocks

wider apart so that Norcen's anus is on display.

The soldier who returns with the whip prepares No-
reen experdy for punishment. An inch thickness of india-

rubber is wedged between her teeth to protect them firom

chipping when she clenches them in fi-enzy. Laces tied be-

hind her neck keep this "bit" firmly in place. Several times

the soldier cracks the whip in the air just behind her, to see

fi-ight replace impudence in the strong lines of Noreen's

mouth and jaw, as well as in her brown eyes. He trails the

soaked whip-cord teasingly over her pale statuesque young
buttocks in order to see Noreen tighten her rear cheeks

with instinctive fear.

We are repeatedly assured that those who admired No-
reen at her work, her fiill-cheeked rear view in the tight

riding-jeans, would have longed to witness what followed.
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At the first stroke, the whipcord flashing over the two
bare swellings of Noreen's seat, her brown eyes widen and
her mouth distends in a wild cry. Her imploring gaze meets

only the randy grins of troopers and their women, the

wide-mouthed excitement of the native boys who mastur-

bate openly in the excitement of seeing her thrashed. The
first part of Noreen's whipping alone lasts for ten full min-

utes. "The full pale globes of Noreen's bottom rounded
and writhed as the long interlaced streaks of crimson ap-

peared. The whipcord curled and clung to her rounding

and surging buttocks . . . The robust young cheeks ofNo-
reen's arse rode as if on a saddle of fire, their famess jump-
ing and quivering at each impaa of the lash."

Positioned as she is, the stretched and parted cheeks of
Noreen's backside invite a more intimate punishment. The
trooper aims the whipcord so that it curls "wickedly" into

the cleft. Noreen's screams are redoubled, she does herself

worse injury still by clenching her buttocks on the skin-

ning cord as it flashes between them. In her frenzy at this

she bites right through the thick rubber "bit." At last the

official part of the whipping is over, yet as the senior offi-

cers leave, they take good care to ensure that what Noreen
has endured so for is merely the overture to a five-act drama.

Such novels as Dolly Morton^ Woman and her Master or

Ni0hts of the Rajah represented, to the high noon of En-

glish imperialism, a slur on national grandeur. But Car-

rington was surely right to suggest that the ravishing, the

buggering of Noreen, her flogging and all the rest was not

much more obscene than the 11,000 dead and dying for

whom Kitchener received an earldom, or indeed the dis-

membering of the Mahdi's rotting corpse to provide tro-

phies for England's upper crust. Noreen was very severely

whipped, without physical injury to anything but sheets of

paper. She was a good deal more fortunate than the thou-

sands in World War I who died—sometimes "cleanly" and
sometimes, despite their protests, with a bayonet in their

bellies or their bollocks shot away, or even worse.
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9

THE DAYS
AT FLORVILLE

Charles Carrington survived World War I by five years,

long enough to see the first transformation oferotic fiction

from the Victorian to the modem style. The contents of

some of his earlier publications passed to new publishers,

with or without his permission. Dolly Morton gave birth to

such other "plantation slave-girl" novels as Under the Toke

and White Women Slaves, among the first fifty publications

of the Select Bibliotheque. Pauline was recast as Secret Tal-

ents, while Frank and I reappeared in two versions describ-

ing the appeal of girls as boys, or vice versa.

The studies of Havelock Ellis and Krafit-Ebing chan-

nelled the sexual enthusiasms of the inter-war years in a

prediaable direction. The Diary ofa Whipped Woman, Slave-

Girl Fillies, In Satin Slippers and Steel Manacles—to give the

titles their Enghsh form—reflect the truth ofthis. The nov-

els ofthe Collection Documenta-Erotica were produced in

competition with these, Modem Messalinas using much of

Carrington's subject-matter and Or^fies on Board a Tacht

echoing his publication Pleasure Bound, which had ap-

peared before the war.

The Days at Florville is not so much a modem novel as

a novel of modernism. It hardly belongs to an age ofcom-
puter-science or supersonic travel. Yet it reminds us ofhow
much in our own world was a\^ailable then. Automobiles
and flashlight photography are taken for granted, emanci-
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pated young women wear panties rather than old-style

drawers, there is nothing out of the ordinary in making a

sound-recording of a young woman being thrashed. It seems

as if the date of the action might be anywhere in the twen-

tieth century that the reader chooses.

The Days at Florville describes the journey into sexual

slavery of a group of young women. With their lovers,

who are also their masters, they progress from the metro-

politan sophistication of the winter city to the fashionable

resort of Florville by a warm summer sea. Here, in the

seclusion of a luxurious villa, four of the girls serve the

increasingly perverse pleasures of their two masters. It seems

to be an open secret that their destiny is to be taken to a

house of absolute and permanent slavery in a remote

mountain region, probably in northern Africa or southern

Spain.

The four girls are varied in appearance and type. Judith

is a tall willowy nymph ofsixteen with a veil oflight brown

hair. She stands for demure obedience. Connie is a slim

Asian or Chinese beauty with a natural aptitude for bizarre

sexual practices. By way of contrast there is Maggie, the

blonde and rather "common" girl with a certain hardness

and vulgarity about her. Yet if the story has a heroine it is

Lesley, a young married woman in her late twenties. It is

her belief in her right to be sexually emancipated rather

than to serve her husband and children which, ironically,

ensures her slavery. This is evident even in her physical

appearance.

"A quite tall and trim young woman, twenty-eight years

old, whose firm pale features and blue eyes were composed

in an expression of self-possessed arrogance. She had the

classic fair-skinned beauty of an English middle-class girl,

from the aloofness in her clear blue eyes to the slight sulk-

iness of her mouth and chin. Her straight fair hair was cut

in an urchin-crop, shaped close to her head from the high

crown to the jaw-line, and worn in a long centrally-parted

fringe. This boyishly unfeminine hairstyle was her boast of
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being an educated young woman, one who was modem
enough in her outiook to be emancipated from any sense

of belonging exclusively to her marriage and children."

The description of this educated yet sulky young woman
detects in her a resentment at the world in general and

particularly towards the male sex. She combines her right

to indulge in whatever pleasure she chooses with a dismis-

sive contempt for any man who dares to cast a hungry eye

upon her. To make a slave-girl ofsuch an unwilling subject

is both a challenge and a pleasure to her masters at Flor-

ville.

As the story develops, it contrasts the irony of Lesley

the unwilling slave and Lesley with her cool indifference

towards admirers before her abduction. Early in the story

she is described, during the last days ofher liberty, garden-

ing in a twenties coolie trouser-suit of thin black cotton.

She was aware of a man, a middle-aged stranger, watching

her as she worked with one of the children close by her.

Characteristically she dismissed his admiration with a look

ofcold rejection.

The camera, in much of the fiction which Carrington

published, assumes an almost phallic role. So it does here.

Only after some time has passed does Lesley realise that

the man is not merely watching her but taking pictures of

her. Even then she is not to know that he is, apparendy, a

talent-scout for the lovers who eventually lure her into

slavery.

Through the viewfinder, he chooses the exact moments
to photograph her fece, "in every mood from a sulky turn

of the mouth to a thoughtftil softness in her blue eyes

under the fair parted fringe." His camera captures the mo-
ments when she is "standing, sitting, holding the child

against her, her breasts perfectly outlined by the white sin-

glet." When the urchin-cropped young woman bends over

to weed or pick flowers, he records a rear view.

'*Her firm thighs were braced apart a litde and her knees

bent forward The thin black cloth of her trouser-seat was
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drawn skin-tight over the fully rounded and widely-parted

cheeks of Lesley's bottom." Later on it is explained to her

that this view stimulated her admirer gready, Lesley's back-

side presented as if for the ordeal of "whips and impale-

ment."

Having abandoned domestic bliss for sexual emanci-

pation, the self-possessed young wife begins an unwitting

progress into the total captivity of sexual slavery. At first

she merely exercises a woman's right to explore the plea-

sures of her own body in a masturbating session on the

bed. This develops into mutual caressing with the young
Asian woman, Connie. Her male lover, Kurt, compels Les-

ley and Connie—Lesley unwillingly and Connie eagerly

—

to minister to his pleasures in bed simultaneously.

Not until after the arrival at the villa in Florville does

Lesley realise that her submission must be absolute. Now
there are rooms with barred windows and locked doors.

The men talk openly ofthe house in the mountains, where

Madame Claire is mistress and from which the slave-girls

never return to tell tales. Gagged and bound, if necessary,

Lesley is to make that final journey in a litde while.

For the time being, Kurt gives her to Hassan, while

Lesley's own sexual ambitions turn towards the tall six-

teen-year-old girl, Judith. The love of the young married

woman for the girl who is little more than half her age is

not a physical lesbian passion, but, rather, the love of a

governess for her favourite pupil, or perhaps even the love

of Lesley for her daughter. It is Judith who initiates the

first night of love-making between them, while Lesley's

scruples tempt her at first to resist.

Hassan's use of Ixsley marks her more certainly as a

slave than any of her love-making with Kurt. When she

begs him not to force Judith yet, he agrees to this—but

only ifLesley will pay a price instead. The scene takes place

in the young woman's bedroom, adjoining Judith's, late at

night. Lesley is lying on the bed in a short white vest and a

pair of translucent panty-tights as Hassan turns her over
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on her belly. As his recompense he demands die one en-

trance to the young woman's body which she has consist-

endy refused to her husband and lovers alike. While she

sprawls face-down over the pillows, he considers the view.

"The honey-toned film ofthe tights was like a seductive

veil over the proud pale moons of Lesley's bottom and the

dark cleavage between them. He whispered in her ear what
he was going to do to her. The young wife's buttocks tight-

ened together in alarm and her protest came in the petulant

wail of a pampered little girl."

Hassan mocks these peevish protests. After several years

of regular exercise in the marriage bed and in those of her

lovers, as well as two experiences of child-bearing, it is

absurd for Lesley to act like a virgin of sixteen. In her age

and condition, she is well able to endure the buggering.

Anticipating The Story qfO^ Hassan chooses to sodomise

Lesley not so much for the act itself but as the means of

enforcing her ultimate sexual submission. With her fair

short-cropped hair bowed, clenching the pillow desper-

ately between her teeth, Lesley yields with a stifled cry to

the sinewy erection which presses hard between her firm

pale buttocks. With his penis sheathed in the tightness of

her behind, Hassan still thinks in terms of conquest. With
his weight on top of her Lesley is truly impaled. Unable to

close herself to his thrusts, Lesley must accept whatever he

chooses to do inside her. It is Hassan's enjoyment, not the

young woman's consent, which will determine the amount
ofsperm Lesley must receive and contain in her backside.

This philosophy is as old as erotic literature. Lesley may
plead with her ravisher like a sulky litde girl. Yet both she

and Hassan already know that the emancipated young wife

is in fact destined for a slave harem where she will be bug-

gered regularly by those men who are denied the pleasure

elsewhere. She has yet to be thrashed but in that other

house Lesley's bottom will also be whipped as such young
women can only be whipped when they will never be free

to tell tales.
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Having "triumphed" several times that night in sodom-
ising her, Hassan promises Lesley that she will be stimu-

lated regularly in that sensitive part ofher body—by force

if necessary. This will continue until she is an addict of the

morbid pleasures associated with such activities.

As in The Story ofO, while her vaginal pleasures are

more often shared with the other girls at Madame Claire's,

Lesley's anal region is stimulated and then violated by her

male admirers. Gone are the days when she could dismiss

with a glance of icy contempt the man who was entranced

by the sight ofher gardening in the black trouser-suit.

The house in the remote mountains to which she is

taken is a place from a gothic novel. It is a scene of sexual

tyranny and hints at a darker fate. Madame Claire tells

Lesley of a certain room to which a girl is taken when her

sexual attractions begin to pall. This reminds one strongly

of the fate of girls who are disposed of by their captors at

Ste. Marie des Bois in S^idt's Justine. The room is said to

be equipped with whips and sinister implements of every

description. A girl is taken there by a man of "rare tastes,"

and is never seen again. After what the law would call the

'*final severities," a convenient trap-door opens and her

body is tumbled to the hunting ground ofjackal and lynx,

hundreds of feet below. So at least the parallel with Sade

suggests.

Like all the best gothic horrors, the room exists only as

an idea and is never shown in reality. Lesley is thus able to

experience the ultimate masochistic thrill without under-

going the ordeal. The reality was reserved for Vanessa and

the other girls who made their way there.

Ifthose horrors awaiting her at Madame Claire's are no
more than a dream they are none the less significant. Per-

haps they are the ultimate fears which need to be exorcised.

Lesley's sulky self-indulgence and her wilfiil promiscuity

are crushed without remorse. In her absolute slavery, even

her own body does not belong to her. Echoing Sade again,

her most menial ftinctions are forbidden on the grounds
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that she must serve the pleasures of a man or woman that

evening. When that hour comes, Lesley must be in a state

to perform whatever act is commanded. Even the night-

mare of an almost incestuous situation is not spared her.

Lesley, strapped bending over a table with her bottom

bare, can be made to "horse" her schoolgirl daughter, a

beauty on the threshold ofher teens. Lying astride Lesley's

waist, the pupil offers her taut slim buttocks above the

mature bottom-cheeks ofthe "urchin-cropped Venus," in a

double target for the whip. The situation may correspond

equally to a nightmare of repressed desires for the young
woman and a male sexual fantasy.

Before her life as Madame Claire's slave begins, ac-

counts at FlorviUe are settled by giving Lesley a sound

whipping. Her greatest crime has been to make love with

Maggie. Lesbian sex is not forbidden at FlorviUe but, in

this case, it took place without the man who is Maggie's

master being asked for his permission—and so having a

chance to enjoy the spectacle.

Lesley gets her whipping at night in the tiled wash-

room, after being made to wait several days for it. The
punishment is carried out by two men whose profession it

is to inflict such thrashings. Half an hour before midnight

they secure her face-down on the leather sofa in the tiled

room with her bottom bare. It is more than three hours

later when the last strokes ofthe whip are given.

As if in the manner of a roman nouveau^ the long pun-

ishment is not directly described. The reader sees it through

the eyes of an adolescent boy, who enters the deserted viUa

a few weeks later. There he finds a box ofphotographs and

a sound recording, all of them made while Lesley was get-

ting the whip. He examines the pictures in sequence while

he listens to the record in the privacy ofhis own room. His

growing excitement at the sadistic treatment of the young
woman in the photographs adds a further dimension to

the drama. At first he is shocked by Lesley's screams but

soon they begin to intrigue and then to rouse him sexually.
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He puts the collection of pictures and the recording away,

knowing that he will often use them to bring the scene to

life again.

There is only one thing that troubles him. At the end

he finds a note in Lesley's handwriting, smuggled into the

pile of photos. She begs to be rescued from her slavery and

begins to describe how she may be found. The boy stops

reading. He knows that one day he may yield to her re-

quest, having seen how sadistically she was whipped. To
prevent this, he drops the note into the fire with her in-

structions unread.

The photographs include full-plate portraits of Lesley's

face in every state fi^om urchin-cropped aloofness to brim-

ming eyes and wailing mouth—or even her mouth wedged
by the gag. There are general views of her strapped over

the sofa and close-ups of Lesley's bottom at every stage of

punishment from unblemished rear cheeks to buttocks ablaze

with raised weals of cane and whip, and cuts from which

red droplets have trickled down.

The drama of the photographs and the recording be-

gins on an October day with the first true hint ofwinter in

the air, as the boy wanders into the grounds ofthe deserted

villa. . .

.
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EXTRACT

^n^he Scene of
Leslefs Thrashtng'^

As SUAIMER turned to autumn, the stars glittered more
coldly above the tide-washed sand and the white terrace of
the casino. By late afternoon the sun was low in the sky

and the wide boulevards of Florville were empty of all

movement but the dry scuffling of fallen leaves.

The Villa Rifstood untenanted and desolate in its deep
gardens. Those whose voices and passions animated it in

summer had gone, some to the winter city and a few to

that other house beyond frontiers and a mountain range.

The very furniture had been removed from the spacious

rooms, leaving only the bare floors and the walls and ceil-

ing from which footsteps rang harshly.

A boy of fourteen, a solitary youth with private dreams
and passions, noticed the open and untended gates on a

fine autumn afternoon. Unchallenged, he walked along the

driveway to the house, the grass and weeds already luxu-

riant after several weeks ofneglect.

The windows ofthe house were shuttered and its doors

still locked Yet the first of the equinoctial storms had blown
down a small tree and broken a catch on one of the win-

dow shutters. The boy heard the irregular clatter of the

hinged wood, swinging back against the stucco ofthe wall.

No one would come there again until the winter was
past and the early spring brought a time for refurbishing

and painting the villa in readiness for the new season. The
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boy followed the sound and found the open shutter. It

could only be secured from the inside. The boy knew that

it would be an easy matter to open the window, close the

shutter and the catch from within, then let himself out by

one of the doors which would lock again by means of its

yale fastening.

As he swung himself through the space of the open
window and into the first room, the boy paused and gazed

at the ghosdy grandeur of the bare walls, dimly lit by the

light which filtered through the slats ofthe closed shutters.

He walked slowly through the echoing apartments until

he came at last to a room which was brighdy lit by contrast

with the others, for its windows were covered by an iron

grille and it needed no shuttering.

The floor of this room was paved in marble and the

walls with their white tiles seemed like those of a prison or

institution. It was strangely ftirnished. A hand-basin and a

toilet-pedestal gave it the appearance of a wash-room. Yet

there was also a padded leather sofa with no back but hav-

ing a heavy scroll at one end. This was almost the only

piece of furniture left in the villa and stood at the centre of

the paved floor. At intervals on its mahogany frame, re-

straining straps had been strongly riveted to the wood.
The boy was intrigued by the disorder of this room, as

if it had been left forgotten by the occupants of the villa.

No attempt to tidy it had been made in the days before

their departure.

On the sofa lay a yoimg woman's panties, a brief film

of apple green translucence. The boy's interest quickened

as he picked them up. A bamboo cane and an open jar of

vaseline were on the floor beside the divan. As he lifted up
these curious items, he noticed that where the restraining

straps were low down, beneath the padded scroll, the var-

nished wood bore sheaves of tiny scratches, as if from the

frenzied nails ofstrapped hands. The wiping-rag and a box

of tissues lay on the sofa. A pulse of excitement and curi-

osity beat harder in the boy's throat as he tried to conjec-
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ture what had been done to the young woman in this

room. On the padded leather of the sofa lay a soft pliable

gag-strap, upon which it was just possible to see the im-

press of her teeth clenched in desperation. A pencil-shaped

glass squirt and the liquid-soap dispenser from the hand-

basin had been left on a nearby stool.

Entranced by these objects, the boy examined the brief

silk panties eagerly. They were not the knickers of a school-

girl or a teenage nymph but belonged, he thought, to a

mature young Venus.

The rest of the villa was empty, devoid of ftimiture or

even discarded clothing. It was only as the boy walked

through the rooms for a last time that he noticed the white

leaves ofpaper in a grate.

There was no doubt that the bundle had been placed

on the fire in order that it should be burnt. Some charring

of the paper suggested that a match had been set to it and

that it had been left to blaze. Whether it was carelessness

in arranging it or some quirk of down-draught in the

chimney would never be known. Yet the boy picked the

papers out and found them unharmed. There was also a

small package, which when unwrapped contained a re-

cording.

The boy's heart jumped as he saw that most of the

papers were ftill-plate photographic prints, ten inches by

twelve. At the top of the pile was a surreptitiously-taken

picture of a young woman standing in a garden with a

child often or eleven. The boy looked at her firmly mature

young figure, the fair urchin crop, and the regular fair-

skinned features. He turned the print over and saw the

name "Lesley" pencilled on the back.

There was no time to examine the rest in detail. A glance

at them proved that most had been taken in the tiled room
of the villa at night. They showed Lesley stripped and at

the mercy of two sadistic prison guards. Anticipation rather

than unease made the boy collea these discarded treasures

quickly and make his way from the Villa Rif

.
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Returning home, he locked the door of his room to

guard against parental intrusion, and began to investigate

the photographs and the recording. But first he read a

short dossier describing Lesley.

&
The first photographs and the start of the recording

describe the two chastisers going to Lesley's room at night

to prepare her for her ordeal. They catch her in the act of
rousing herself. One of them brings this to completion

with a skilful hand, so that nothing shall distraa her from
the punishment. She is then led to the white-tiled room,

where Lesley's panties are discarded and she is made to lie

face-down on the sofa with rubber cushions under her

loins to raise and broaden the swell of her seat. The firm

pale cheeks of Lesley's bottom are "admirably framed by

the white elastic arch of the suspender-belt across the back

of her waist, the elastic straps drawn down either flank and
honeyed gloss ofstocking tops at mid-thigh."

The photograph shows that it is half an hour before

midnight by tJie wail-clock. Holding the print, the boy
admires "the high crown of Lesley's coifiure, the way her

straight fair hair had been cut at the jawline and shaped so

closely to her head. A last chill of self-possessed arrogance

still lingered in her fine long-lashed blue eyes. Indeed the

fear ofwhat lay in store for her had not yet dispelled all the

slight sullen hardness of her mouth and chin."

Promiscuous though the young wife may be, she docs

not welcome the sort of attention the two men give her.

Strapped down on her belly over the sofa, she is obliged to

submit to other demands too. They fondle and squeeze

her "long trim legs . . . especially the bare pallor of thighs

above the tops of her glossy stockings." They stroke the

fair pubic hair peeping back between the rear ofher thighs,

and then finger her between her buttocks.

Though sex is not overtly described the sound on the
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recording is unambiguous. One man fucks Lesley between

the legs from the rear as she lies there. Then the other man,

who is going to do the whipping presently, uses the vase-

line and buggers Lesley as Hassan had first done a few

weeks earlier. She tries to wheedle and coax a reprieve from

him, much to his amusement. He chides her for making

such a fuss about such a litde thing. "You won't be the first

young woman to get a whipping—nor the last." So the

boy turns to the fifth photograph in the series. . .

.
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EXTRACT

^^Lesley

Under the Whip^^

5. The preliminaries were over and Lesley was sprawling

on her belly over the cushions, still strapped by one ankle.

Her face was turned in dismay towards her ravishers, one
of whom had now picked up a long slim cane. The light

caught a trace of wetness at the rear parting of her thighs

and a slight oily smear at the meeting of Lesley's buttocks.

"Take your hands away from your bottom, Lesley," said

the voice of the man on the recording, "You won't like the

cane across your knuckles."

"Wait," said the second man, "She needs more cushion-

ing under her belly, so that her arse is properly lifted. Lift

your hips a litde, Lesley. At once! Or must we add a refusal

to your punishment?"

There was a sound of the cushions being arranged and
the cane being touched lightly across the young wife's but-

tocks. Then the cane lashed down in a vicious stroke across

the bare pale cheeks of Lesley's bottom. There was a split-

second's pause of total silence. And then Lesley screamed.

Again the bamboo rang out across the firm pallor of
Lesley's bottom-cheeks—and again she screamed at the

swelling agony of the impact. Eagerly the boy counted the

strokes to himself to see if it would be six—but it was
more—or twelve—but that passed too.

6. The clock in this photograph showed that it was half

an hour after midnight and that a dozen strokes or so of
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the caning had been given. The bamboo had left deeply

coloured weals across the firm erotic maturity of Lesley's

bare bottom, as well as two marks across the backs of her

thighs. Frantic with the burgeoning smart, the young
woman had twisted round on her hip and was clinging

hard to the arm of her chastiser to prevent him raising the

cane. Under the parted fringe, her blue eyes were implor-

ing him as if her life depended on his answer. Her mouth
had the woebegone, downtumed shape of a penitent litde

girl who pleads with her teacher.

7. The next camera study was made only a few mo-
ments later. Yet there was a significant and predictable change

in the scene. To avoid such an interruption as had taken

place, Lesley's wrists were strapped together to the far end
ofthe sofa frame and the caning had continued. Her finger

nails clawed at the polished wood until they broke, in the

agony of the thrashing. Her hands clenched into fists iintil

the nails drew blood from her palms.

Her head was still turned, her mouth and eyes wide
under the fringe of her short-cut fair hair as she screamed

for a respite. But the two men replied to the desperate

appeals of the promiscuous young wife with smiles which
promised a long ordeal. The man with the cane had thrashed

the crowns of Lesley's twenty-eight-year-old bottom-cheeks

to deep crimson. Now he was measuring the bamboo across

the softer, sensitive undercurve of her backside, just above
the crease dividing her buttocks and thighs.

On the recording, the boy heard Lesley scream at the

first of these savage lashes of the cane. Yet even so he was
able to hear how the men had taught her to accept the

inevitability of her punishment. Half an hour before, under
the first stroke, he had heard the young woman cry out
not to be caned. It amused him now to hear Lesley scream-

ing instead only to have her strokes delayed. The boy hoped
this would be denied—and it was.

8. It was almost one o'clock and the boy felt a stiffening

excitement in his loins at the knowledge that the two men
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had made Lesley's punishment last so long. Indeed, it was

by no means over, though the scene had once more altered.

From the voices on the recording the boy had heard that

Lesley was crossing her legs desperately, jamming one knee

into the back of the other to contain the appalling smart of

the bamboo. The men had already denied her this relief by

strapping her ankles a few inches apart to the sofa frame.

To take the cane upon the flank of her hip was painful

enough. Yet the boy had counted at least fifty strokes of

the bamboo across Lesley's bottom and knew how frantic

she must be to shield it from ftirther punishment. So she

had begun to twist on her side, away from the man with

the cane. It was the second man who came to his col-

league's assistance. Smiling at the folly of Lesley's at-

tempted evasion, he perched on the edge ofthe sofa, tight-

ened his arm over her waist, and turned her seat back to

face the punishment. He remained Uke this, holding her,

so that only Lesley's bottom and legs were visible in the

photograph. It was on the recording that the chastiser's

voice explained the consequences of her disobedience.

"Your punishment will continue in a moment, Lesley.

First of all you must receive properly the stroke which you

tried to avoid. Then there will be six extra strokes for your

failure to keep still."

The boy listened with his pulse racing to the sounds

which followed these words. He heard the extra strokes

given with vicious skill. Lesley screamed for her husband,

her lovers, her children, as if one or all of them could hear

her and would come to her rescue.

It was also in this photograph that Lesley, in her wri-

thing, had thrust her bottom out to its fullest extent and

thus offered her most complete rear view. The boy took a

magnifying glass and scanned the picture with prurient

curiosity. He saw, between the rear of her thighs, the light

pubic hair matted by the moisture of sexual excitement.

Between her buttocks, the few stray hairs near Lesley's
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anus were plastered flat on the smooth skin by the sheen of

vaseline.

9. At this point, for the prison thrashing was still con-

tinuing after one o'clock, the boy could not resist glancing

at the piquant contrast offered by Lesley in the days before

her enslavement. There was a photograph ofher gardening

in the black coolie-suit, not long before she had renounced

her married life and children. Her present ordeal was all

the more exciting for this portrait. The picture showed

Lesley standing to face the camera, holding a child with its

back to her. the arrogant blue eyes looked a little away

from the lens and the fair-skinned facial beauty under the

parted fringe was marred by her customary sulkiness seen

most clearly in her mouth and chin. How much more the

boy preferred to see her contrite and weeping under the

bamboo.
10. From this portrait of an emancipated young woman,

the boy turned to a full-plate study of Lesley's face during

the present caning. He held the two pictures side by side

and saw how the arrogant self-possession had crumbled at

the first strokes of the cane. The picture of Lesley's face

while she was chastised was one which any true disciplinar-

ian would have hung among the treasures ofhis collection.

Under the long fair-haired fringe, the aloof blue eyes were

now wide with pain, the mouth forming a howling oval of

torment.

Like the chastiser in the next picture, the boy had to

undo the front of his trousers at this point in order to ease

the discomfort of his erection.

IL Lesley's bottom was once again the centre of the

composition. Now, however, tight strapping round her

waist held her down without the need of a man's arm. The
hands of the clock showed that the picture had been taken

just before half-past one in the morning.

There was no longer any part of Lesley's behind which

W3S not deeply coloured by the cane, except for a strip of
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whiteness where her buttocks curved in together. The cane

was unable to touch her there and, for that reason, a whip

was kept in readiness.

The chastiser was now caning her hard and sharply

across the earlier weals of the bamboo. Lesleys voice was

shrill with panic.

'T)on't cane me any more! Not yet! Please! Oh, please!"

"Lie forward properly over the cushions, Lesley," said

the man impatiently. 'T)on't clench your buttocks like that!"

"Fm being tortured!" Her cry made the stone walls

ring.

The other man laughed.

"You shall learn the true meaning of that word, Lesley,

in the place to which you are being sent."

12. With astonishment and delight, the boy saw that

liie caning had still not finished. The supple bamboo rod

smacked and lashed across the woven crimson which marked

Lesley's buttocks.

For the first time the boy paused to consider his own
reactions as he followed the events of the photographs and

the recording. In truth, he had first heard Lesley's cries and

outbursts with a profound shock. By now, however, he was

intrigued enough to consider them more rationally. He
noticed, from the intensity of her screams, that the initial

impaa of the cane across Lesley's bottom seemed to swell

for several seconds to an unbearable torment, sharpening

her cry to a wild shriek.

It was also evident that her screams were now more

abrupt than they had been at first, perhaps fi'om so much
crying out and pleading. It could scarcely be that she no-

ticed the pain less. Between the strokes and the screams,

Lesley gave vent to a storm of sobbing, rising in shrillness

or falling in despair, like the arpeggios ofpunishment.

The boy wondered if the drama was merely acted for

camera and recording. Perhaps it was. Yet he knew by in-

stinct that no actress, of however consummate ability, could

mimic such a performance as Lesley's. In the photographs,
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there was a sense of authenticity which the onlooker saw

immediately.

In the present photograph, Lesley's high-crowned head

was turned, so that she faced her chastisers in pain and

panic.

"You've cut me!" she cried out, "I can feel it!"

The boy looked quickly at the photograph. Where the

bamboo had landed aslant Lesley's right-hand bottom-cheek

it had raised a well-marked weal. It was plain to see that

several ruby dots had welled up along this line and that the

largest ofthem was trickling down the lower curve of Les-

ley's backside to gather in the crease which divided her

thigh and her behind. The men dismissed her frantic cry.

"You have much to learn about prison thrashings, Les-

ley You are not a litde girl being smacked by a teacher. A
young married woman ofyour age and type must expect a

prolonged judicial punishment. A well-used bamboo will

cut your backside a number of times before the thrashing

is over. Lie forward properly over the cushions. There is

much worse to come yet!"

There was much following this which had not been

photographed, yet was to be heard in fragments on the

recording. At one moment it seemed that Lesley was

undergoing a softer ordeal in the hands of the two men,
for she sounded like a spanked httle girl now pleading

affectionately to be loved and forgiven.

Soon after this she cried out in panic and seemed to

wrestle vainly with the men who positioned her. A man's

voice said,

"Don't be foolish, Lesley. You're here to be punished.

We want you strapped bottom-upwards over the sofa-scroll,

bending very tightly forward."

13. It was shortly before two in the morning. Lesley

was indeed strapped down kneeling very tighdy forward

over the heaNy padded scroll at the end of the sofa, her

arms strapped at ftill stretch to the base of its frame. In this

posture her firm pale buttocks were pulled hard apart.
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showing the yellowed-ivory smoothness of Lesley's bot-

tom-crack where the skin curved in towards her anus.

They were punishing the young wife for her promis-

cuity, using a pony-lash with a stout handle and a short tail

of braided leather. It was the second man who whipped
her now. He cracked the snakeskin lash across the bare pale

moons of Lesley's bottom in a sinuous weal. The whip
curved and clung agonisingly to her first scat-cheek, curled

down into Lesley's bottom-crack, and then curved up over

the further cheek ofher behind.

Lesley's high-crowned urchin-crop was turned and the

blue eyes under her parted fringe matched the expressive

frenzy of the shriek on the recording. Every muscle in her

thighs and hips seemed contracted by the anguish, her

knees were jammed urgendy together and her toes curled

with the sheer intensity ofthe impact.

Unmoved by this, the man who held the lash took aim

across Lesley's backside, even including the rear ofher thighs,

and whipped, and whipped, and whipped.
There was a pause in the discipline, allowing Lesley to

dieck her sobs a litde. It seemed that the men wished her

to understand exacdy what was going to happen.

''Now you must undergo the last part of your thrash-

ii^, Lesley. It will be ±e hardest for you to bear. The full

rigour can only be exercised when you are already su-

premely sensitive from the previous strokes. Let us have

no hypocrisy about punishment. I want to take you far, far

beyond the limits of punishment, into a twilight world

where nothing exists for you but the anguish of the whip
across your bare buttocks. Don't twist your mouth fix)m

the cotton wad, Lesley! It is prudent that you should be

gagged for this last adventure!"

Even before the first stroke was given, the recording

caught the small sounds ofLesley's frenzy Her shrill plead-

ing and protests were reduced by the gag to an urgent

mewing. The sofa springs echoed the strapped writhing of

her thighs and hips. He heard the young wife's bare belly
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slithering vainly on buttoned leather in the sweltering

southern night. Unable to contain her panic, there was a

short sound offeminine rudeness from Lesley's behind.

14. Was it all a charade or did it truly happen as the

man promised? The boy heard a wild mewing as the smack-

cuts of leather across Lesley's bottom made the stones ring.

As for the next photograph, it had been taken just after

half-past two.

In this ftill-plate study, the whipping was over, the last

stroke just given. Lesley was unfastened and her gag re-

moved. Indeed, the two men had raised to her feet this

urchin-cropped young wife, her firm erotic maturity laid

pale and bare. As they assisted her upright, it seemed that

Lesley's bottom had patterned the floor with red petals

from the final tapestry of the pony-lash.

There was one more detail, deeply exciting to the boy
as proof of how far the men had taken her. Lesley's head

drooped on the man's shoulder as he held her, her arms
limp at either side. The second man stared in wide-eyed

admiration and open-mouthed delight. Like a ravished vir-

gin-bride, Lesley had swooned in her chastiser's arms!
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10

A STUDY
IN FLAGELLATION

To DISMISS Carrington merely as a publisher of erotic

fantasies, of raunchy tales and lingering seductions, is to

do him an injustice. It also misses the true character of the

man and his passions. Many of his books were not fiction

at all. They were true-life accounts of the bloody progress

of British or French imperialism, of ante-bellum slavery in

the United States, or of medical and social curiosities

throughout the world.

His own experience of exile in Paris and harassment, at

a distance by Chief Inspector Drew, made him particularly

sensitive to the double standards of English morality When
he felt strongly over Kitchener's conduct in the Sudan or

the behaviour of Virginian slave-owners, he would break

into the novels of his authors like Hugues Rebell, address-

ing the reader direcdy in a publisher's preface.

In Carrington's list for 190 1 , only one ofthe first seven

books is a novel. Four of the other six are studies in cor-

poral punishment. Etude sur la Flagellation, Curiosites et

Anecdotes sur la Fla£iellationy Une Societe de Fla^ellantes and

En Virginie. The last of these, by Hugues Rebell, described

the actual whippings of slave-girls on plantations, fiction-

alised in Dolly Morton. Though advertised in French, the

material was also available in English. A fiirther book dealt

with "The Underworld ofEnglish Prudery."

Like many Europeans, Carrington and Rebell had been
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outraged by the sentence of two years' hard labour on
Oscar Wilde in 1895 for homosexual offences—each act

carried out with a "victim" who was a willing and even

eager partner. While Wilde endured a sentence designed to

break both his health and his spirit, Kitchener, the imperial

butcher, was received with acclamation in the House of

Lords and rewarded in hard cash.

In his disgust, Rebell published an open letter to the

prosecutor and the judge in Wilde's case. Wilde's offence,

wrote Rebell, was "to violate petty calvinist morality which

tolerates every meanness of the spirit and condemns only

passionate feelings." As for Queen Victoria hersetf, she was
"a thick-headed bourgeois woman with no sense ofshame
in occupying the throne which was once that of the great

Queen Elizabeth."

From then on, Rebell and Carrington delighted in

baiting the hypocrisy and double standards of England's

rulers. How better to do this than by ridiculing the moral

mania for prison and reformatory whippings which the

rest of the world laughed at as the English vice? It was in a

subsequent edition of their studies in flagellation that the

celebrated case ofJames Miles was depicted, a reformatory

master whose life was devoted to taking down the knickers

of the girl-children in his care and wielding the birch or

the cane tirelessly.

As with a number of Carrington's books, copies of this

edition are extremely rare, existing only in the fastness of
the so-called enfer of condemned books in the Bibliot-

heque Nationale in Paris. A good deal ofmaterial is locked

away within the walls of that impressive building on the

Rue de Richelieu where such gems are kept. Yet enough
extracts have been quoted from one study in flagellation,

the case ofJames Miles and Elaine Cox, to make it possible

to reconstrua that narrative from its English and French

versions. How accurately does it reflea what actually went
on behind the closed doors of the reformatory.^ We can

only confirm that the most outrageous allegations made
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by Carrington are precisely those proved at Miles's trial. It

is indisputable that his judges saw nothing outrageous in

his conduct at all and that the case was laughed out of

court.

The master was entided to birch his girls as often as he

liked, as hard as he liked, and in whatever state of undress

he chose. He was able to have two or more girls fastened

bare-bottomed over the apparatus in front of him, like a

harem parading for his inspection. The age of the girls and

young women whom he whipped, according to the report

in the Morning Chronicle^ ranged from thirteen or even less

to twenty-eight. Could the justices see nothing wrong at

all in a middle-aged reformatory master making so many
girls position themselves before him with their knickers

down in positions which looked like invitations to sexual

intercourse?

They saw clearly enough, according to Carrington. So
why did they ignore all the protests? IfCarrington is right,

it was because they had no wish to spoil the fiin for them-

selves. Apart from the incidental strappings and spankings

which were an everyday occurrence, there were the grand

performances on the weekly "Ji^stices Night," held as a rule

on Saturday when the more serious punishments earned

during the week were administered. Though the master

inflicted the discipline, the justices sat in their chairs and

watched. They enjoyed the evening of whippings like a

modern businessman relaxing to enjoy an afternoon of

striptease performances.

This was the customary privilege ofthe justices. One of

England's most famous journalists, Edward Ward of the

London Spy, had long ago done a piece of investigative

reporting on the activities of the justices in Bridewell prison,

London. The girls were "like so many slaves under the

direction of an overseer." The man walked about carrying

a "flexible weapon" to administer cuts of the whip. They
were not merely held in prison but "sent here to be lashed."

Ward describes the justices sitting in a large room, the
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folding doors to the next room open to give them a view

of the girl who was being flogged. When she was at last

allowed to dress and return to her work, Elizabeth Tindall

was next brought before the justices, her clothes removed
to show her bare breasts and bare rear for a flogging. She
was whipped "till the accusers had satisfied their revenge

and the spectators their curiosity."

Ward would easily have recognised the scene on the

night when the justices attended Mr. Miles's reformatory

to see the fun. Carrington incorporated the story into fic-

tion as well, thus enabling the gaps in his documentary

account to be filled out.
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EXTRACT

^'Punishment Ni£fht

in the

Girls' Reformatory^

The room in which Mr. Miles thrashed the girls on the

punishment list was a cavernous place of some size. It was
prudently located out of sight and earshot of the main
building.

On Saturday evening the visiting justices were well wined

and dined at the master's excellent table. The meal over,

Mr. Miles and his guests adjourned to the scene of disci-

pline, where the enjoyable sport of birching the girls took

place.

This whipping-room was lit by gas, flaring harshly upon
the whitewashed walls, in which small barred windows
were set well above the height of most prying eyes. It was
paved with flagstones and, at the centre of the floor a plain

wooden block had been bolted down for the pretty cul-

prits to kneel over. A convenient array of attaching-straps

was strongly riveted to it. There was also a whipping-horse,

resembling a padded leather vaulting buck, equipped to

hold a girl lying astride it. On a narrow mahogany table

there was an assortment of punishment-straps, birch-rods,

canes, and whips of every sort which a chastiser might
desire.

Several cushioned chairs had been set out a couple of

yards to the rear of the block for the portly magisterial

witnesses. As they took their places, each cast his eye upon
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the board at one side of the room where the names of the

girls to be thrashed were boldly inscribed.

The bill of fare was appetising and varied. There were

sauc)' or imploring fourteen-year-olds like Sally Fenton or

Jane Mitchener. Sturdy young rebels of fifteen like Elaine

Q)x and Michele Page came next. Nerissa Grant, Sarah

Barnes, Tania Nicola, led a bevy of nymphs between the

ages of sixteen and twenty. After a dozen or more of these

teenage offenders came another batch of names, young
women of marriageable qualities between twenty and thirty,

as if to show that even they were not exempt from bare-

bottomed correction. Jacqueline Grant, Susan Webb, and

Jane Truman appeared here as often as the younger cul-

prits. It was as a rule about nine o'clock in the evening

when all was ready. So great was the zeal of the master and

the justices, however, that the whippings would go on all

night if that proved necessar)- to complete the administra-

tion of discipline. Twenty or even thirty girls would be

fastened bare-bottomed over the block if the master de-

cided. In that case, since the older ones were dealt with

last, Susan Webb's knickers or those of Jacqueline Grant

might not come down until well after midnight.

At the outset, Mr. Miles removed his black jacket and

rolled up his sleeves. Choosing a bamboo cane that was
long and slim, he vyent to the far door, opened it and
bawled in his stentorian voice,

"ELAINE COX!"
The girl who entered, with a matron holding her by

either arm, was a sturdy adolescent rebel, dressed in her

school uniform. She and her elder sister had been brought

to the reformatory when Elaine was thirteen. She would
remain there for five years at least.

Elaine Cox was a shouting striding youngster, defiantly

tossing back the lank fair hair which was combed from its

central parting to lie loose upon her shoulders. The broad

oval of her face, with its slum-child's features of narrowed
eyes and thin mouth, completed a portrait of snub-nosed
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insolence. She was dressed in her white school blouse and

tie, the grey pleated skirt worn brazenly high as if to flaunt

the pallor of her robust young thighs and suggest the stur-

dinessofherhips.

She stood before the justices, her contempt for them
clearly shown in the narrow slant of her eyes.

"Remove your skirt for your punishment, Elaine!" said

the first matron sharply

With a look of indifference, the youngster undid her

short pleated skirt and stepped out of it. Then, without

even waiting for the command, she turned her back on the

witnesses and went down, kneeling over the block. Elaine

Cox's schoolgirl knickers were briefs of white elasticated

cotton. As she knelt on all fours over the block, craning

round with snub-nosed defiance, her adolescent backside

was broadened and fattened by her posture. In her stretched

cotton briefe she seemed quite a big-bottomed girl for her

age.

The master strapped her wrists to the forward comers

ofthe block and pinioned her bare legs together firmly just

above her knees. An ankle-strap was tightened round both

feet to remove any temptation for the rebellious youngster

to kick out at her chastiser during the caning. Finally he

tightened the wide leather belt round her waist, pressing

her young belly firmly down on the block. This hollowing

down ofdie small of her back caused the cheeks ofElaine's

arse to swell even fuller and broader for her punishment.

The pulses of the justices in their chairs quickened and

each grey-haired penis stirred a litde with excitement. They
knew what was coming now. The girl had been in the

reformatory for two years already These men had first seen

twenty strokes ofthe birch given on the milk-white cheeks

of Elaine Cox's thirteen-year-old bottom. Now that she

was a big fifth-form girl the punishments were more severe

but the preparations were the same.

The master took the elastic waistband of Elaine's

stretched briefe and stripped them down to her knees. He

182



did this slowly and with much fingering, being a lusty man
of fifty or so. His fingers wandered over her sturdy bare

thighs and played about between the tomboy cheeks of

Elaine Cox's bottom. Furious at this indignity, the young-

ster tossed back her lank fair hair and craned round at him
in an angry shout.

"YOUDIRTY, FILTHY THING!" she cried.

There was no mistaking the fury of a slum-child in her

dark narrowed eyes and in the thin fine of her hard mouth.

However, the master and the witnesses smiled back at her

in delight. By her impudence, the youngster had given

them a pretext to add to her punishment. Her anger fal-

tered as she read the significance of their smiles. When
such men had a bare-bottomed tomboy like Elaine Cox
strapped over the block, they were absolutely pitiless.

"Elaine!" Now the chairman of the justices smiled as he

spoke, "Twelve strokes of the birch after breakfast tomor-

row to cure you ofsuch outbursts!"

The girl was still wearing her white school blouse and

her striped tie. Now the master stooped and tucked the tail

of the blouse well up above her hips, laying bare the ftiU

pale cheeks of Elaine Cox's fifteen-year-old bottom!

All pretence at moral righteousness left the justices now
that they had the girl in private. The youngster had been

strapped down in a posture which gave a rear glimpse of

the light haired pubic sheath between her thighs and a

view between the cheeks of her behind. Elaine watched

them over her shoulder as they leant forward, silent con-

tempt in the broad oval of her snub-nosed face. The portly

justices allowed their gaze to rove over her bare thighs and
bum-cheeks, prying eagerly between. They glanced up
smilingly from time to time to meet the anger of Elaine's

eyes. Then by knowing movements of their own eyes they

directed her to look at how they were poring over her

thighs and parted buttocks.

When the justices had looked their fill, the master chose

a slim bamboo cane that was long and supple. He cut the
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air once or twice with a trial swish. Despite her anger,

Elaine flinched at the sound and her buttocks tightened

with instinctive fright.

"Now, my girl!" said the master sternly, "You'll call the

number of each stroke before you get it. If you refuse or

miss the count, the stroke will be given just the same. But

it will not go to make up the total ofyour punishment."

To the delight ofthe witnesses, Elaine cried out angrily,

calling Mr. MUes an old bastard and refusing to obey the

order. What a curiosity this was! She had been regularly

caned or birched since she was twelve or thirteen. She knew

no mercy would be shown her. Indeed, the master and

justices would look keenly for pretexts to add strokes to

her punishment. Elaine must also have known that the

agonising whip ofbamboo across her bare buttocks would

sooner or later make her break down and scream out for

the first stroke of her punishment. In such a reform school

it seemed incredible that even a sturdy fifth-form girl would

egg them on to torture her. Elaine would now be thrashed

until she could bear no more. Yet only then, when she

screamed for the first stroke, would the ordeal of a full

prison caning across her backside begin. As yet her con-

dua remained a mystery.

The master tooik aim, touching the cane lighdy across

her behind.

"Thirty-six strokes of the bamboo cane across your bare

bottom, Elaine Cox! Call for the first!"

Still she cursed and refused. Slowly the master raised

the cane high above his shoulder. He paused a moment,

then brought it down with savage energy in an ear-split-

ting smack across the full pale cheeks of Elaine Cox's fif-

teen-year-old bottom!

A split second's silence. Then the rebellious pupil drew

her breath as if in a frantic yelp of terror. Her strapped

hands were desperately clenched. She gnawed compul-

sively at her thin lower lip. The master had made sure she

was strapped down too firmly to writhe very much. How-
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ever the sturdy young checks of her strapping schoolgirl

arse tensed and squirmed frantically, pressing together and

then rounding out, as if that would dispel the lingering

smart. Where the cane had landed, a red double-edged

bamboo stripe began to glow across the broad pale cheeks

of Elaine Cox's tomboy backside.

Despite her bravado, her bum-cheeks tensed and shifted

with crawling apprehension as the master measured the

next lash of the cane across them. He thrashed with cruel

accuracy across the crease dividing Elaine's young arse and

thighs. She still controlled her cries, mewing between pressed

lips. Mr. Miles too felt a certain discomfort, for the front

of his trousers seemed suddenly much tighter. He would
have been more at ease had the circumstances permitted

him to unbutton and allow his grey-haired erection to take

the air.

He thrashed twice more across the softer undercurve of

Elaine's young backside. It was common knowledge that

the first pain of the impact did not diminish at once but

swelled to a crescendo over several seconds. Mr. Miles liked

to time each stroke so that it smacked across Elaine's

squirming buttocks just as the torture of the previous lash

reached its climax.

Even between the strokes Elaine was gasping at the

naked intensity of the bamboo's agony on her bare but-

tocks. The justices watched without a sound. The silence

in the room was broken only by the girl's breathless

squirmings in her straps. Twice more the bamboo thrashed

diagonally across her bum-cheeks. Six weals, each a deep-

ening red, were embossed across her young backside. The
master aimed another cruel lash of the cane low down,
almost catching the tops of her robust pale thighs. To the

satisfaction ofthe witnesses, Elaine Cox screamed.

Her hips and arse were twisting as frantically as the

tight restraining straps permitted. She tossed back her lank

fair hair again. But the broad oval of the snub-nosed face

which she turned to the justices was no longer defiant or
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insolent. It was a study in consternation. The narrow eyes

were flooded with tears, the thin mouth was stretched in

another shriek whose very utterance seemed paralysed by
the bamboo's agony. The justices chorded at her in her

appalling predicament. Her defiance had earned eight or

nine uncounted strokes of the cane. Smarting dreadfully

from these, Elaine had not even begun the thirty-six lashes

of her punishment.

The youngster howled and pleaded to have these un-

counted strokes included in her total. But her appeal ended
in a shriek as the cane thrashed low across her buttocks

again. She made her submission at the level of a scream.

"One!"
The justices chuckled. The master measured his aim

long and teasingly across the stripes already burning on
her bum-cheeks. One ofthe pordy witnesses spoke sharply

to her.

"Elaine Cox! Get tighter over the block! You weren't

shy of walking back from school in a litde grey skirt that

flew up to show your white briefs with every breath of
wind!"

"And don't clench the cheeks ofyour arse, Elaine Cox!"

chimed in another worthy magistrate, "Your big sister had

her bare bottom whipped over the block before dinner.

We've seen everything she had to show. Another fat young
arse in the same family can't be much different! Don't act

shy with us, miss! We know you better!"

The supple bamboo rang out with a savage whip-like

impact across the bare cheeks ofElaine Cox's tomboy bot-

tom. The sturdy fifth-former cried out shrilly with the pain

but she was firantic not to incur extra strokes now by miss-

ing the count.

"Two!" she shrieked, "Three! . . . Stop! Oh, please!

Just for a minute! . . . OOOW! . . . F-o-u-r! . . . F-I-V-EI

. . . SIX! . . . A-A-H!"
At every stroke her hips rose and Elaine Cox's bottom-

crack compressed to a thin tight line. Had her ankles not
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been strapped together her robust young legs would have

kicked wildly. Her flesh jumped at each impact of the bam-
boo as if in an electric spasm. Then, as she tried to expel

the pain by surging her arse outwards, Elaine's well-thrashed

bottom presented a perfect target for more punishment,

its cheeks more fully and more fatly rounded.

Presendy the master measured his cane across the path

ofa plum-coloured weal which he had already raised across

the crown of her rear cheeks. The strapping young cheeks

of Elaine Cox's bottom surged and twisted in panic. Toss-

ing back her hair she turned such a tearful face and cried

out not to be caned across the same place again.

'Tou're here to be punished, Elaine," said one of the

justices quiedy. "You must expea your master to cane you
where it will hurt most. Keep your bottom quite still!"

So the bamboo lashed that tender stripe and once again

Elaine Cox screamed. Now it was a vivid welt and the skin

dangerously taut. Still the master measured his next stroke

across it, as ifto chide the girl's protests. Down flashed the

cane again to the accompaniment of a wild cry from the

young culprit. A line of red dots, like a punctuation pat-

tern, rose and trickled down the squirming cheeks of Elaine's

backside. The girl could feel what he had done to her. In a

last burst of anger, Elaine Cox shouted at the disciplinari-

ans.

"My arse! Oh, my arse! You bastards! You bastards!"

The master was going to reward her well for this inso-

lence. Yet first he met her anger with a secret smile. Then
he laid down the cane and picked up a short lash ofwoven
snakeskin. It was not customary to employ this on a girl

not yet sixteen. However, the justices licked their lips excit-

edly and made no objection. Elaine's bamboo'd bottom
began to twist and tense in panic at the mere sight of the

leather whip. The master frowned.

'Nineteen strokes counted so far, Elaine! Seventeen more
to come before we give you your extras. Call for the next

one!"
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Elaine cried out, imploring them to remember that her

sentence was to be carried out with a reformatory cane,

not a pony-whip. She begged to have the ten strokes she

had refused to count included in the total. One justice

reminded her that those strokes had been given by her own
choice. The senior justice chuckled at this. He ruled that a

big fifth-form girl like Elaine was well able to take as many
strokes with a pony-lash across her bare bottom as the

master chose to give her.

By this time there were other eyes watching the scene.

Behind the justices a row of barred windows was set high

in the wall. Neither the master nor the wimesses looked in

that direction, though Elaine saw them every time she craned

round to swear or plead. The lads ofher own age, ftigitives

from their own reform school, had shinned up the outside

of the wall to perch on the outer ledges of these windows.

To see the girls in the punishment room with their knickers

down was a treat for these boys. As Elaine twisted her head

round they grinned at her wickedly. Each lad had unbut-

toned at his window and smilingly showed her the fine

yoimg instrument in his hand upon which he was playing

a vigorous jig.

The master and his cronies had nothing to fear from

these lads. Those young masturbators gazed in open-

mouthed delight at Elaine the bare-bottomed tomboy dis-

played over the block. The girl herself half provoked this.

Striding back from school to her interview with Mr. Miles

she would toss back her hair and shout that she would see

them after the show. She talked contemptuously of the

justices as cowardly old bastards "too scared to breathe

outside their own front doors."

In some respects Elaine was as rough and bullying as

the boys themselves. She had yet to taste the pleasures of

the bed. Though many a time had there been a tryst of

hands or lips with a young penis. Several times she had

been apprehended by her master. A boy of her own age to

whom she owed a favour stood or sat before her while she
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knelt. As the master watched secretly, Elaine Cox sucked

the penis and consumed the libation.

The master thrashed her for this and pretended to be

outraged. Yet the truth was that he had several times com-
pelled the same service from her. Stories of his activities

were plentiful. On some afternoons the youngster was

summoned to his room for discipline. To rob her virginity

would compromise him. However, a servant who waited

close by heard no sound of thrashing. As the master came
out to dismiss him, the fellow glimpsed through the open

door. Bare from the hem of her blouse down to her feet,

the girl knelt forward over the back of a chair. In this

posture, he swore, Elaine Cox's arsehole was well dis-

played. As if that were not enough, he vowed that an oily

smear had been applied by the master between the cheeks

of the girl's bottom.

Such tales were slander to the worthy justices. They
now ordered the girl to continue counting her strokes. The
broadened cheeks of Elaine's bottom already looked as if

she had been made to sit naked all afternoon on a cruel

thorn bush infested by angry wasps.

"Twenty!" she cried frantically.

The thin black lash cracked down, curling across the

cheeks of her broadened young backside. Her cry came
with a shriU frenzy as the woven leather imparted the un-

diluted anguish of a hornet sting. She shrieked at the ma-

tron to intervene and halt the punishment.

The woman stood by tight-lipped. She promised Elaine

that there should be no respite. Smelling-botde or damp
cloth would be used to remedy the extreme effects of the

whip. It would take a few moments only before the disci-

pline could continue again.

As Elaine twisted her face round imploringly, the lads

at the windows were almost in their paroxysms. Their

tongues ran along their lips with excitement and their eyes

directed hers to look at the splendid instruments being

pumped in their hands.
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The whip bridled her anger and conquered her inso-

lence, for it was beyond anything which even a sturdy

youngster of her age could endure. Desperately she writhed

her behind aside as far as the straps would permit, trying

to take the lash on a slant and with her buttocks clenched.

After two such strokes the master thwarted her by giving

three additional welts across the backs ofher robust young
thighs. Then he made her count the two misapplied strokes

again. He gave these with her kneeling correctly, arse up-

wards over the block.

The lads at the windows longed only for the whipping

to last all evening. So accustomed to the ways ofthe refor-

matory, they foimd excitement in the grossest incidents. A
savage whiplash caught the girl across her bottom-cheeks.

Unable to contain herself under the atrocious smart, Elaine

Cox farted.

The wittiest compliment of the drawing-room could

not have brought more satisfied smiles to the justices nor

greater glee to the boys at the windows. The youngster

herself tossed back her lank fair hair and turned her snub-

nosed face upon the pordy magistrates with an "Ooooo!"
of fright at what she had done. She knew that such inci-

dents were regarded as deliberate vulgarity and were re-

warded with six extra strokes. She cried out in panic as the

master informed her that these would be added to her

total. In vain Elaine pleaded with the justices to be for-

given her impudence and confessed her terror that in her

present state the agony of the next stroke would lead to a

repetition. At this the justices' smiles broadened, as ifeach

had found a fifty-pound bill.

They spared her nothing. After she had shrieked out

for the last of her thirty-six strokes, the master laid down
the lash and picked up the bamboo once more.

'Nineteen extra strokes, Elaine," he said sternly. ''Keep

your bottom still. I shall not give you the trouble ofcount-

ing these."

This last concession was no kindness to her. After nine-

190



teen strokes, the youngster cried out that she had had her

lesson. The justices reprimanded her for daring to contra-

dict her master. Elaine Cox's crimsoned bottom-cheeks

squirmed and jigged. She cried out at the justices and
shrieked up at the boys at the windows. The master stood

over her now, thrashing her bum-cheeks hard and rhyth-

mically. The justices were a-gape with delight. The lads at

the windows squeezed and pumped themselves in excite-

ment. The first of them yielded his substance, grinning at

the dismay in Elaine's face as she saw him do so.

Master and justices enjoyed themselves with Elaine now
as was only possible behind reformatory walls and with the

protection of law. For some time yet the room echoed to

the remorseless thrash! thrash! thrash! of the master's cane

across her backside and the shrill yelping cries of the girl

after each stroke. At length she was released and limped

tearfully from the room. The state of Elaine Q)x's bottom
would have made many a hangman lay aside his whip in

despair at the work which the master had performed.

The other fifth-form girls on his list were dealt with,

each fastened bare-bottomed over the block in her turn.

Sandra Williams, a ladylike young creature, looked in dis-

may at the boys watching from the windows. Yet there was

nothing for it but to kneel over and take three dozen with

the cane. Michele looked with indifference at the lads be-

fore bowing her brown crop over the block and offering

the bare pale cheeks of her saucy young rump. By the time

the discipline was over, Michele Page's bottom was in a

state to rival Elaine's.

Pretty Sally, the first of the younger girls, was a lithe

creature with impish blue eyes and fair hair curled lightly

at the edges of its pageboy cut. The bare cheeks of Sall/s

bottom were slim and taut by contrast with Elaine's. She
received twenty-four strokes with the three switches of a

prison birch, leaving a mass of raised cuts across the cheeks

of Sally Fenton's fourteen-year-old backside.

A worse fate awaited the youngest of this group, though

191



she did not appear to be a malefactor. Jane Mitchener was

an appealing youngster. The lank brown hair which brushed

her shoulders softened her firm pale features by its pretty

fringe. A gende teasing light appeared in her brown eyes.

At fourteen her fair skinned figure was well-formed, though

her curves had still a tautness and resilience which had not

yet softened into womanly voluptuousness. She was bid-

den to lay her skirt aside and did so.

"Slip your briefs off, Jane Mitchener," said the matron

presently.

The girl stood there, pretty teeth touching her lower

lip, as if in apprehension or mockery. However, she soon

obeyed. Jane Mitchener's schoolgirl knickers came down
and the master summoned her to him. She stood before

him and he raised her chin to look at him.

"Before I thrash you, Jane, your matron wishes to give

you the strap across your bottom. Do you understand?"

The girl nodded fearfully and blinked her eyes as if in

alarm. Then the matron led her across to a long narrow

table equipped with straps, making the girl lie face-down

along it widi a bolster under her loins to lift her backside.

Tlie punishment-strap was of thin leather, two feet long

and a couple of inches broad, divided into three flat tails at

its extremity. The girl's ankles were tied together to one

end of the table and her wrists to separate comers at the

other. Both the justices and the lads at the windows were

intrigued for it was the first time they had seen the bare

cheeks ofJane Mitchener's bottom. Though she was broad

enough in the seat for her age, she carried her buttocks

high and trim with that smooth elasticity which marks the

division ofchildhood and womanhood.
Now the matron brought down the strap with a flat

ringing impact and the girl gasped at the smart of it. The
ferocity of the sting made Jane's young bottom begin a

lively squirming. Again the strap spanked her, and again.

Presendy she cried out and tried in vain to twist aside and

take the punishment on her flanks.
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"Lie properly over the bolster, Jane," said the matron

gently.

As the spanking continued with the strap the girl re-

sponded to each stroke with a sudden shrill intake of breath.

On the verge of tears she begged for a respite.

"You must have twenty strokes across your bottom,

Jane," said the matron, smiling at the tears in the brown
eyes.

Then the woman stepped back two feet and aimed de-

liberately so that the strap fell a litde short, not extending

over both of the girl's rear cheeks. She thrashed the taut

young backside with wicked skill, the strap touching only

the nearer half, its split tails curling in between the cheeks

ofJane Mitchener's bottom. The pretty culprit gave a wild

yell at this and screamed out as the next kiss of the strap

caught the same place. Even the lads at the windows who
had spent already began their exercise again at this. A goodly

libation was poured out in tribute to Jane Mitchener's young
arse.

At length the spanking was ended and it was time for

the girl to take her place over the block. She did so in a

truly crestfallen manner as the matron strapped her down.
"Let us trust that the strap has put you in the right

mood to receive your thrashing, Jane!" said the senior jus-

tice with a smile.

The fact that she was the youngest of the culprits that

night did nothing to mitigate her sentence. Indeed, the

master chose a cane whose springiness would guarantee a

bamboo'ing of some severity. He positioned her with his

own hands, fondling her young backside until he had felt

his fill. Then he stood back.

"Thirty-six strokes of the cane across your bare back-

side, Jane! Call for the first!"

The punishment was greatly prolonged, every refine-

ment being employed to discipline more severely the bare

cheeks of Jane Mitchener's fourteen-year-old bottom. When
Valerie Bishop and other girls of the same class had also
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been caned, it was the turn ofthe older girls. Tania Nicola,

Louise Parker, and Nerissa Grant were dealt with by the

whip from their very first stroke. Tania's whipping was the

most severe and the matron's attentions needed.

It was close on midnight before the young women of
twenty and over, all of marriageable age, began their ap-

pearances. A pert young madam like Jacqueline Grant was
always sure of a well-whipped bottom. Jane Truman was
whipped next as the discipline continued into the small

hours. The last culprit was brought before them to receive

the severest punishment of all. Then the justices contem-

plated the proud firm cheeks of Susan Webb's bottom in a

pair of tight denim working-jeans. Many a twenty-year-

old was over the block a full hour. The justices and the

spying boys were silent in their admiration, knowing that

she would be taken far beyond the ordeals of the younger

girls.

So it proved to be, for no amount of screaming and
squirming, pleading and writhing, would deter the master

from his vindictive use of the woven lash across her bare

bottom and the backs of her thighs. Fifty strokes for such

a young woman was a mere tickle by the master's judg-

ment. He took her far beyond such beginnings.

By the time that the night's revels were over more than

a dozen pretty delinquents had tasted their own tears on
their lips while their bottoms danced to the tune of the

master's whip. As soon as the last was dealt with, the old

porter came to put the room into order once more. He
found there only the evidence ofthe final culprit. From the

floor he picked up a pair of Susan Webb's panties, her

stretch-cotton briefs, and a teaf-wet handkerchief Both
these keepsakes he tucked in his pocket with a smile.

The block was still warm from the pressure of the young
woman's bare belly and thighs, the leather whip lying

snakelike upon the floor. There was a pungent air in the

room, proof that the matron's smelling-botde had been

needed during Susan's ordeal. He found the matron's damp
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cloth likewise, sadly blemished from its necessary use. The
old man chuckled to himself as he went about his work,
conjuring up the scenes which had passed. At length he
had finished. Turning down the gas, he closed the door
upon the scene ofjustices' night in the girls' reformatory.
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&
AFTERWORD

Fact and fiction were closely interwoven in many of Car-

rington's works. This mixture not only enabled the English

authorities to attack the legality of his books, they could

also dismiss them as an impossible slander.

If he did nothing else, he revealed why those authori-

ties were able to maintain so easily the sort ofsystem which

prevailed in institutions like the reformatory ofMr. Miles.

If the master and the justices turned a blind eye to the

excited reform school boys at the windows watching the

girls flogged, there was an easy explanation. They were

training a new generation to follow in their footsteps. Even

the sight of a fourteen-year-old like Jane Mitchener under

the whip excited the lads to erection and masturbation.

The screams of a sixteen-year-old like Louise Parker thrilled

rather than appalled them. Even as they watched her,

cropped and pretty over the block, they dreamt only of
using the whip across Louise Parker's bottom. In years to

come, there would be no shortage of volunteers to carry

out such thrashings.

The girls too were, according to Carrington, condi-

tioned to regard the punishment sessions as the most im-

portant hours of their lives. No one else, for example, has

explained why a girl like Elaine Cox should deliberately

have incurred extra punishment by refusing to count her
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strokes at first. She was an impudent, defiant youngster

who clearly did not "enjoy" her torture.

If Carrington is right, the explanation is very simple.

Some weeks later she was one ofseveral girls in the garden-

ing detail, her job being to weed the bed immediately out-

side the master's study window. She was dressed, by her

own choice, in a white short-sleeved singlet and tight trou-

sers of smooth lavender cloth strained into a tight waist by

means of a belt. The rather heavy adolescent cheeks of

Elaine Cox's bottom were well displayed. From the rear,

"her sturdy well-filled seat presented an almost perfea circle."

The master was working at his desk in the study win-

dow, looking out at the scene. Elaine stood deliberately

with her back to the window, "only a few feet before him
through the glass." She tossed her fair hair and stared round

at him with "calculated insolence" in the broad oval of her

face, "the thin defiant mouth, the narrowed eyes."

The other girls in the garden, especially Linda Jennings

and the other fourteen-year-olds, worked diligentiy to avoid

punishment. With obvious resentment, Elaine bent and

made a "feeble pretence" of weeding. She bent right over,

her rump no more than two or three feet fi'om him as he

gazed. "In this delightful pose, she offered him the fat-

tened cheeks of her tight-strained trouser-seat. ... All

morning he was to be confronted by the sight of Elaine

Cox's sturdy young backside as she shifted, stooped harder,

always turning it towards him as if in deliberate invitation."

The master gave up all attempt at his paperwork and

studied the view before him, that of his "full-bottomed

tomboy." He warned her for idling. She pretended to work,

then idled again. At last he summoned her for immediate

punishment for her indolence. These summary punish-

ments were often more severe than those before the jus-

tices. With no wimesses present, the master could inflict

the most sadistic discipline. Elaine was made to kneel over

the study sofa, her trousers and briefs round her knees.

Carrington believed that other things happened on these
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occasions, hinting that the master sodomised Elaine Cox's

bottom when she was fourteen and for a year or two after-

wards. On this particular morning she evidently remained

in the study for two or three hours, but not for that reason.

The master tied her hands and legs to the sofa frame. He
gagged her, as if by mutual agreement. He then gave her

forty or fifty strokes with the punishment strap across her

bare bottom. Leaving her in position, he went back to his

work. An hour later he gave her a reform school caning

across her backside. A fiirther spell ofpaper work followed

this. Last of all, the master picked up his woven snakeskin

lash.

If Carrington is right, these deliberate attempts to

undergo severe discipline had nothing to do with sexual

enjoyment on the girl's part. Elaine was "bully" of the

reformatory, the other girls acting almost as her servants.

But her position was under threat by girls like Michele

Page. Elaine must defend it by fights she would one day

lose. So she challenged her rivals to a whipping, by show-

ing her defiance of authority. During the scene in the gar-

den she openly showed the rest of them her tontempt for

the master and the worst he could do to her. Any girl who
wished to oust her must first show that she could take

more and severer thrashings from Mr. Miles. Perhaps the

master liked to gag Elaine Cox while he whipped her. It

certainly served her purpose. To the other girls listening

outside, she appeared to take the most ferocious punish-

ments with hardly a sound. Afterwards, in the toilets, there

was a display of her thrashed bottom. Michele Page's sturdy

young backside could not excel it, for all her canings.

At least Carrington's suggestion seems the most plau-

sible. Elsewhere he was apt to be accused of slanders on

the English ruling class and its system which were without

any foundation at all. As a matter of fact it was not Car-

rington but English newspapers like the Morning Chronicle

which revealed the most scandalous details. Mr. Miles was

empowered to whip girls and young women of all ages.
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He whipped Sarah Barnes at thirteen and Phyllis Blake at

twenty-eight. He could have double whippings where a

pair of bare bottoms were presented simultaneously for his

attentions. He had young married women and their

schoolgirl daughters in his power, offering the prospect of

some very interesting double chastisements. Phyllis Danes

and her daughter, Jemima, aged thirteen, were one such

couple, Mary Lawes and her daughter Hannah were an-

other. This double whipping of such couples was by no
means a fantasy oferotica alone, confined to the incestuous

lesbianism ofA Man With a Maid. Lady Betty and Molly

were matched by Phyllis and Jemima, Lesley and Rachel,

Mary and Hannah in the bestiary ofVictorian England.

Even in the harnessing and pony-girl romps of Dolly

Morton or a brief image of it at Florville, the books re-

called how women and their daughters were used to draw
coal from England's mines in the industrial revolution.

They worked virtually naked with men in what one report

described as "scenes that would disgrace a brothel." Indeed

the women and girls became the "pit ponies" of the coal

owners. They were made to get on all fours, in thin cotton

pants, a harness belt round dieir waists from which a strap

ran back between their legs to the litde trolley behind. In

this manner they hauled the coal up to the surface. The
strap wore away a central strip of the pants, so that the

young women's pudenda and even their anal clefts were

glimpsed by the eager eyes of the overseers and masters.

Ifthere was furtive fondling or even a few lusty smacks,

the "pony girls" were not likely to complain. As Engels

pointed out, they had learnt to regard themselves as the

harem ofthe men who paid their wages.

From Edward Ward's account ofMaggie Tmdall, bare-

bottomed in Bridewell, until the present day, literature has

imitated life rather than the reverse. Without the strange

truths of his time, Carrington's books would never have

taken the form that they did. His curious blend of publish-

ing mingled erotic capers, recondite scholarship and de-

199



nunciations of England's false prudery at home and impe-

rial slaughter abroad. In some of his thrusts he was deadly

accurate. Small wonder that Chief Inspector Drew was

ordered to devote so much time to the fruitless attempt to

bring Carrington to justice after the raid on a suburban

villa in Cambridge on a summer morning in 1898.
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