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WE HAD EVERYTHING BEFORE US, WE HAD NOTHING BEFORE US, WE WERE ALL 
GOING DIRECT TO HEAVEN, WE WERE ALL GOING DIRECT THE OTHER WAY— IN 
SHORT, THE PERIOD WAS SO FAR LIKE THE PRESENT PERIOD, THAT SOME OF ITS 
NOISIEST AUTHORITIES INSISTED ON ITS BEING RECEIVED, FOR GOOD OR FOR EVIL, IN 
THE SUPERLATIVE DEGREE OF COMPARISON ONLY. 
 
THERE WERE A KING WITH A LARGE JAW AND A QUEEN WITH A PLAIN FACE, ON THE 
THRONE OF ENGLAND; THERE WERE A KING WITH A LARGE JAW AND A QUEEN 
WITH A FAIR FACE, ON THE THRONE OF FRANCE. IN BOTH COUNTRIES IT WAS 
CLEARER THAN CRYSTAL TO THE LORDS OF THE STATE PRESERVES OF LOAVES AND 
FISHES, THAT THINGS IN GENERAL WERE SETTLED FOR EVER. 
 
IT WAS THE YEAR OF OUR LORD ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED AND SEVENTY-
FIVE. SPIRITUAL REVELATIONS WERE CONCEDED TO ENGLAND AT THAT FAVOURED 
PERIOD, AS AT THIS. MRS. SOUTHCOTT HAD RECENTLY ATTAINED HER FIVE-AND-
TWENTIETH BLESSED BIRTHDAY, OF WHOM A PROPHETIC PRIVATE IN THE LIFE 
GUARDS HAD HERALDED THE SUBLIME APPEARANCE BY ANNOUNCING THAT 
ARRANGEMENTS WERE MADE FOR THE SWALLOWING UP OF LONDON AND 
WESTMINSTER. EVEN THE COCK-LANE GHOST HAD BEEN LAID ONLY A ROUND 

IT WAS THE BEST OF TIMES, 
IT WAS THE WORST OF 
TIMES, 
IT WAS THE AGE OF 
WISDOM, 
IT WAS THE AGE OF 
FOOLISHNESS, 
IT WAS THE EPOCH OF 
BELIEF, 
IT WAS THE EPOCH OF 
INCREDULITY, 
IT WAS THE SEASON OF 
LIGHT, 
IT WAS THE SEASON OF 
DARKNESS, 
IT WAS THE SPRING OF 
HOPE, 
IT WAS THE WINTER OF 
DESPAIR, 
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we had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all 
going direct to Heaven, we were all going direct the other way— in 
short, the period was so far like the present period, that some of its 
noisiest authorities insisted on its being received, for good or for 
evil, in the superlative degree of comparison only. 
 
There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, 
on the throne of England; there were a king with a large jaw and a 
queen with a fair face, on the throne of France. In both countries it 
was clearer than crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves 
and fishes, that things in general were settled for ever. 

It was the best of times, 
it was the worst of times, 
it was the age of wisdom, 
it was the age of foolishness, 
it was the epoch of belief, 
it was the epoch of incredulity, 
it was the season of Light, 
it was the season of Darkness, 
it was the spring of hope, 
it was the winter of despair, 
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some of its noisiest authorities insisted on its being received, for 
good or for evil, in the superlative degree of comparison only. 
 
There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain 
face, on the throne of England; there were a king with a large 
jaw and a queen with a fair face, on the throne of France. In 
both countries it was clearer than crystal to the lords of the State 
preserves of loaves and fishes, that things in general were settled 
for ever. 
 
It was the year of Our Lord one thousand seven hundred and 
seventy-five. Spiritual revelations were conceded to England at 
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we had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven, we were all going 
direct the other way— in short, the period was so far like the present period, that some of its noisiest 
authorities insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the superlative degree of comparison only. 
 
There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, on the throne of England; there were a 
king with a large jaw and a queen with a fair face, on the throne of France. In both countries it was clearer 
than crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves and fishes, that things in general were settled for 
ever. 
 
It was the year of Our Lord one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five. Spiritual revelations were conceded 
to England at that favoured period, as at this. Mrs. Southcott had recently attained her five-and-twentieth 
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we had everything before us, 
we had nothing before us, we 
were all going direct to 
Heaven, we were all going 
direct the other way— in 
short, the period was so far 
like the present period, that 
some of its noisiest authorities 
insisted on its being received, 
for good or for evil, in the 
superlative degree of 
comparison only. 
 

There were a king with a large 
jaw and a queen with a plain 
face, on the throne of 
England; there were a king 
with a large jaw and a queen 
with a fair face, on the throne 
of France. In both countries it 
was clearer than crystal to the 
lords of the State preserves of 
loaves and fishes, that things 
in general were settled for 
ever. 
 
It was the year of Our Lord 
one thousand seven hundred 
and seventy-five. Spiritual 
revelations were conceded to 
England at that favoured 
period, as at this. Mrs. 
Southcott had recently 
attained her five-and-
twentieth blessed birthday, of 
whom a prophetic private in 
the Life Guards had heralded 
the sublime appearance by 
announcing that arrangements 
were made for the swallowing 
up of London and 
Westminster. Even the Cock-
lane ghost had been laid only 
a round dozen of years, after 
rapping out its messages, as 
the spirits of this very year 
last past (supernaturally 
deficient in originality) 
rapped out theirs. Mere 
messages in the earthly order 
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It Was The Best Of Times, 
It Was The Worst Of Times, 
It Was The Age Of Wisdom, 

It Was The Age Of 
Foolishness, 

It Was The Epoch Of Belief, 
It Was The Epoch Of 

Incredulity, 
It Was The Season Of Light, 

It Was The Season Of 
Darkness, 

It Was The Spring Of Hope, 
It Was The Winter Of 

Despair

we had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we 
were all going direct to Heaven, we were all going direct the 
other way— in short, the period was so far like the present 
period, that some of its noisiest authorities insisted on its being 
received, for good or for evil, in the superlative degree of 
comparison only. 
 
There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain 
face, on the throne of England; there were a king with a large 
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