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“ The voice of the past was to cure. The Divine 
whisper of to-day is to prevent.”

In spite of the three hundred millions invested in 
England’s curse, in spite of the revenue derived, in 
spite of its roots deep down in the national life, when 
once our people are face to face with the enemy, when 
looking at the shivering beaten children, sworn at, 
driven on the streets, familiarised with obscenity and 
blasphemy from their infancy, they turn on the liquor 
traffic and say, this is your work—it is doomed.”— 
Dean Farrar.
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It is the capital of the Rich which surrounds men 
with temptation to self-murder. The retailer takes 
shelter under the wholesale dealer from whom he 
purchases the pernicious draught, and has he not a 
right to do so? Can we expect his conscience to he 
sensitive when he treads in the steps of men of reputa
tion? Of the character of those who vend spirits I do 
not judge. They grow up in the belief of the innocency 
of the traffic, and this conviction they may sincerely 
retain. But error, though sincere, is error still. 
Right and wrong do not depend on human judgment 
or human will. Truth and duty may he hidden for 
ages; hut they remain unshaken as God's throne, and 
when in the course of God's providence they are made 
known to one or a few, they must he opposed. Truth, 
truth is the Hope of the World. Let it he spoken 
with kindness, but with power.—William Ellery 
C banning.





PROLOGUE.

“ With a staircase before you, you look for a rope 
to go down by.”—Old Saying.

The choicest spirits of the Eclectic Club were to be 
found either around or upon the tables of the cosy 
supper-room of that most cosmopolitan of institutions.

The Enthusiast had been at it again. Once more 
had he separately challenged them all for a defence of 
their indulgence in the cup which both cheers and 
inebriates. They had nearly all responded with the 
old familiar replies which have done duty a thousand 
times before. The Judge, whose prescriptive right it 
was to bring up the tail of all discussions, summed 
up the respective deliverances with his accustomed 
frankness.

“ Dissemblers and humbugs are ye all! These feeble 
pleas of doctor’s prescriptions—none probably ordered 
less than twenty years ago—digestion, nerves, sleepless
ness and the rest of them, wouldn’t impose upon 
anyone less feeble-minded than yourselves. Why can’t 
you have the decent honesty to say as I do, like the 
old Quaker, ‘ I take it because I like it?’ ”

“ But I don’t,” said the Bibulous One. “ I don’t like 
it, but I like myself so much better after I have 
taken it.”

“ And others like you so much less,” muttered the 
Cynic, in an audible whisper.

The Enthusiast, strengthened by unusual and 
unexpected support from such a quarter, was more 
irrepressible than ever, and further challenged 
everyone for his solution of the drink problem.

“No politics, please ! Against club rules !” protested 
the Divine, who, having married a large “ trade ’’-made 
fortune, strongly deprecated all discussions bearing on 
its origin, as unseemly.

B
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“ Politics are only morals writ large,” the Enthusiast 
replied.

“He is right,” exclaimed the Lawyer, “ he is only 
attending to a neglected department of your own.”

No one heeded this diversion.
"I would have free trade in liquor!” the Major 

promptly declared.
“ You can never have read the history of the 

numerous disastrous experiments on those lines, both 
local and national, which have been tried in the three 
kingdoms as well as in other countries, or you would 
never say that, Major,” said the Magistrate.

“ No,” added the Historian, “ I remember when a 
century and a half ago your proposal was advocated in 
the House of Lords, the Bishop of Salisbury made this 
sarcastic observation, ‘ To prevent the excessive use 
of anything by allowing it to be sold without restraint 
is an expedient which the wisdom of no former age 
ever discovered !’ ”

“ Pure beer, malt brewed liquor, good wholesome 
unadulterated ale, is the thing!” cried the Squire.

“ Such as our fathers drank, eh!” continued the 
Historian, “ when England was known as ‘ the land of 
drunkards,’ and the houses hoisted signs, ‘ Drunk for 
a penny, dead drunk for two pence, clean straw for 
nothing.’ It won’t do, Squire. The Beer Act was the 
ghastliest failure England ever experienced. In the 
days before modern adulteration the curse was just 
as deep. Beer, too, has always proved the jackal of 
the spirit trade.”

“ Light beer; such as they have drunk for ages in 
Germany!” said the Globe Trotter.

“ Quite inadmissible !” retorted the Historian. “ In 
every period representative Germans have denounced 
its evils in as strong language as was ever used at 
home regarding our own national brew. Martin 
Luther went so far as to say, ‘ I have prayed to God 
that he might destroy the whole beer-brewing business, 
and the first beer brewer I have often cursed.’ ”
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“ Light wines,” said the Politician.
“ That’s no remedy,” again interposed the Historian.

>^ir Edward Bulwer Lytton was right when he said 
nothing was, more treacherous. John Milton used 
stronger language still. In the 14th and 15th 
centuries they were largely used in England, at a price 
so low as 25 shillings per tun, and occasioned the most 
disgraceful intemperance. On the whole, Smollett’s 
remark is true to-day, ' All wine countries are poor.’ 
Almost all their poverty and crime are traceable to 
wine-drinking. As De Quincey said, the light wines 
become ‘ stepping-stones to worse liquor.’ The use of 
the weaker excitant fosters an appetite for the 
stronger. The love of wine often ripens into a fierce 
thirst for more fiery potations. Witness the people 
who have gone from wine to brandy. The social 
condition of their countries does not recommend their 
habits to us.”

“ Abolish grocers’ licences!” said the Reformer.
"A very good thing,” observed the Magistrate;

but long before they were created the country was 
horribly drunken, and it is said that they are only 
responsible for five per cent, of the total liquor con
sumption.”

“ Increase the punishment of the drunkard, is my 
method!” the Lawyer announced.

“Is not he punished enough?” asked the Philan
thropist—“ at least in this world. Compare the swift 
and condign penalties with which this weakness 
avenges itself upon the drunkard, with those befalling 
other offenders. Is drunkenness worse than the greedy 
covetousness of which we see so much in modern days, 
and yet the covetous man escapes all that social and 
physical degradation which makes the drunkard’s life 
a hell itself? Futility is written upon all the efforts 
to secure reform by punishing the victims of the drink 
crave. The question has been well put, ‘ Will a 
prospective punishment which they do not intend to
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incur, for an act they do not mean to commit, prevent 
them visiting the public-house V ”

“ The Gothenburg System is the only solution,” 
declared the Superior Person.

“ It will not suffice,” rejoined the Historian. “ It 
has been taken up by odd people off and on for a 
generation, but has never commended itself to those 
who have thoroughly examined it. Gothenburg itself 
is more drunken than our worst cities. Its Town Council 
has been recently compelled to appoint a special com
mittee to consider the fast increasing drunkenness of 
the citizens. The Scandinavian peninsula wras 
successively, both under free trade in liquor and 
under licence, the most drunken part of Europe, and 
it has now become the most sober, not because of the 
Gothenburg system, but because four-fifths of its area 
(including 80 per cent, of the population) has long 
been under the Prohibition by Local Option.”

“ The abolition of the tied-lxouse system,” was the 
proclamation of the Oracle.

“ Rubbish!” politely shouted the Brewer. “ It is 
quite a modern innovation, and the evils you all 
magnify were greater even before it came into vogue, 
than you now make them out to be. Beer sold in a 
tied-house has just the same effect as beer sold in a 
free one. Leave things well alone, for they are 
improving fast, and will soon right themselves. Our 
habits mend every day.”

“ I am not so sure about that,” said the Pleasant 
Man. “ It may be true that we no longer emulate the 
bishop remembered by Mr. Gladstone, who when his 
host asked, ‘Shall we have any more wine, my lord?’ 
replied, £ Thank you, not till we have disposed of what 
is before us.’ But I have heard it put in this way. 
‘ We drink at luncheon, and this our grandfathers 
never did; we nerve ourselves with whisky and soda, 
and whet our appetites with sherry and bitters. 
Women drink at least as freely as men. We don t get 
drunk, but we are always drinking.’ ”
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“ Better housing of the people!” said the Radical.
“ You wouldn’t rely upon that solution if you had 

had my experience,” interjected the Estate Agent. 
“ Put a hard drinking people into the best dwellings in 
the world, and they will turn them into piggeries. 
Leave the public-houses, and although you put such 
folk into palaces, they would speedily reek with 
squalor, filth, infamy, and crime. Why, these drink- 
ridden tenants think nothing of stripping a house of 
the balusters and skirting-boards to raise a few 
coppers for gratifying their depraved appetites.”

“ Municipalise the liquor traffic !” said the Socialist; 
“ and hopelessly corrupt every Corporation in the 
country,” instantly rejoined the Politician.

“ Stop the sale of raw, crude spirits!” cried the 
Distiller, whose celebrated blends of “ old and mellow ” 
were advertised all over the club.

“ Abolish all off-licences!” said the Licensed Vic
tualler, who only believed in his own monopoly.

“ Put down the low beerhouses!” said the Bibulous 
One, who himself only used first-class hotels.

“ Stop drinking in clubs, beginning with the 
Eclectic!” said the Wag.

And so the interminable discussion pursued the old 
discursive course it has taken times innumerable and 
does wherever men meet to talk. One or two members 
added to their solutions of the national problem a 
vigorous denunciation of the intemperance of 
teetotalers, and of their incapacity to invent a drink 
which should be as exhilarating as alcohol, and as 
harmless as water; but all who spoke had their plan.

“ It seems to me,” said the Judge, beginning to sum 
up, as usual, “ that you all agree in one thing only, 
and that is in each of you having selected a different 
solution. What strikes me most is that all these 
multitudinous and widely-varying proposals, however 
meritorious, are merely palliatives, and what we want 
is a panacea.”

“ Where do I come in?” interrupted the Enthusiast.
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“ Ask him,” whispered the Journalist, “ whether half 
a loaf is better than no bread?’’ It always stops a 
teetotaler’s mouth.”

It did not, however, stop the Enthusiast’s, who, 
having overheard the everlasting senseless parrot cry, 
turned swiftly upon the speaker with his own 
questions.

“ Is a bad egg better than no meat? Is plaster of 
paris better than bread? Is arsenic better than beer?”

“ Better ask him,” suggested the Politician, “ the 
question poor old Wallace asked in the House of 
Commons, ‘ Is half a chronometer better than no 
watch ?’ ”

“ Perhaps, sir,” said the Judge, severely, to the 
Journalist, “you will be so good as to name the half
loaf which our friend the Enthusiast refuses or has 
refused.”

“ Mr. Bruce’s Bill!” he promptly answered.
“Mr. Chamberlain,” said the Judge, “truly 

described it as a compromise, which pleased nobody 
and offended everyone. While the trade opposed it 
furiously, the United Kingdom Alliance passed a 
resolution in favour of its second reading. If 
responsibility for the loss of that measure rests with 
anyone, it is with those who call themselves moderate, 
and who, as the overwhelming majority of the nation, 
could easily have carried it. Even supposing that the 
vaunted benefit of its plausible provisions and the 
question as to whether the attitude of a section of the 
Temperance party was responsible for its withdrawal 
—Mr. Bruce himself saying that want of Parliamen
tary time alone caused its abandonment—were not 
in dispute, what on earth has our friend the 
Enthusiast and the Temperance party of to-day got to 
do with what happened thirty years ago, when he 
was in short frocks or unborn? Please give us 
something new.”

“ They opposed the Government’s proposals of 1888 
and 1890.”
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“What if they did?” said the Judge. “No one by 
any stretch of the imagination can call those half- 
loaves. Within the last dozen years a far larger 
reduction in the number of licensed houses—three 
times as great in London and twice as great in 
England and Wales, taken as a whole—has been 
achieved without them than could have been accom
plished under them, and the country has at the same 
time been saved a burden of some hundreds of millions 
of money in compensation, which the carrying out of 
those proposals involved. Please name your half
loaf.”

The Journalist hid his hopeless discomfiture in a 
discreet silence.

“Yes,” said the Enthusiast, with a grateful smile, 
“ I wish that instead of charging us with refusing 
the half-loaf, they would help us to obtain one of 
the many crumbs, from Sunday Closing to the preven
tion of the sale of intoxicants to children, for which 
through many years we have worked so strenuously 
and pleaded so pathetically.”

“ In concluding this discussion—” began the Judge, 
when the Enthusiast craved a moment’s grace.

“ As you all know,” he said, “ my solution is 
Prohibition; Prohibition so quickly and so far only as 
public opinion, as indicated in each district by a 
popular vote, will support. You courteously call me 
Enthusiast to my face, and Fanatic behind my back. 
I will simply ask, who are the fanatics? We say, 
welcoming everything—-any scheme or any part of any 
scheme-—which will in the least promote the cause of 
ultimate Prohibition, we cannot accept anything which 
will hinder or retard it. In one word we say the traffic 
is wrong, and that settles everything for us. We 
cannot do evil that good may come. In matters of 
truth and right we must be firm as God. Alcohol is 
the mightiest weapon of the devil, and the evil genius 
of humanity.

“ If the traffic be wrong it is not entitled to either
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the protection or sanction of the State. If it be itself 
immoral then necessarily the laws authorising it are 
immoral. If morally wrong it cannot be politically 
or socially right. Its issues to the nation are bad. 
Its general tendency makes for evil. We believe it as 
judged by its results in all ages, and uilder all 
conditions to be a crime against humanity, and the 
greatest sin against brotherliness. It is essentially 
mischievous in its nature, and corruption and con
tamination follow it everywhere. If our creed be well 
founded we are not fanatics when we say we can make 
no composition with such a traffic—a business which 
prospers by the creation of paupers and criminals. 
If, as three great non-teetotal authorities have 
declared, ‘the entire traffic has entered into a covenant 
with sin and death,’ is ‘ devilish and destructive,’ and 
the article it vends is ‘ the enemy of the race,’ then 
surely the charge of fanaticism rests upon those who, 
in spite of all the overwhelming evidence which 
confronts them, still maintain the common sale of 
strong drink.

“ ‘ Faith, fanatic faith, once wedded fast
To error, hugs its dear falsehood to the last.’ ”

“ Let me put the thing in a nutshell,” said the Judge. 
“ Are the pleasures derived from intoxicants, and the 
fact that they are occasionally prescribed medicinally 
by members of the medical faculty, a sufficient justi
fication for their common sale as beverages, in view of 
the appalling misery, disease, poverty, and crime 
which they produce? Are the former advantages a 
sufficient set-off to the results last mentioned? Would 
the greatest happiness of all be promoted by the 
Prohibition of such common sale? I could not put 
it better if I talked for a whole year. Why, if the 
case for Prohibition be so unanswerable, is it still so 
far from victory, after fifty years of propaganda? 
The great mass of the people still believe in the



wholesomeness of intoxicants, and regard ‘ the trade ’ 
as respectable. Until these two beliefs are destroyed—• 
and they are more or less inseparable—Prohibitionists 
might as well cry for the moon as for that on which 
they have set their hearts.

“ The Prohibitionist says, ‘ Here we have volumes 
of perfectly irresistible evidence and unanswerable 
argument, historical, political, social, economical, 
philosophical, and physiological.’ Of what avail are 
they all? The past propaganda of the movement has 
missed four-fifths of the adult population, and to 
redeem this deficiency its friends must address them
selves with a prescience, an enthusiasm, and a 
thoroughness far exceeding all the efforts of the past. 
The people wdio cannot be reached in any other way, 
and they are legion, must be deluged with literature. 
They never see a Temperance journal, and are in 
absolute ignorance of the first principles of the move
ment. At all costs they must be taught the truth 
about the liquor, and the truth about ‘ the trade. 
Why, even in this club, as in many others of cultured 
and accomplished men of the world, the very elements 
of the Prohibitionist cause are unknown to many. Our 
friend, the Enthusiast, has few supporters, and even 
those he has are doing nothing, or next to nothing, to 
propagate their knowledge. What, for instance, are 
you doing?”

The question was addressed to the Author, who took 
up the challenge.

“ I have just written a novel, a modest attempt, 
under the guise of fiction, to tell the truth about ' the 
trade,’ ” was his reply.

“Oh, a Temperance story!” exclaimed the Judge. 
“ Nothing is more needed, if it be of the right sort. 
I hope it is different to the usual run of them, which 
no one can read. I know their staple; perfectly 
incredible incidents, and characters such as never were 
on sea or land. The only portion of them done to life 
are the elaborate studies of delirium tremens, till one



thinks the writers must have had the * blue devils ’ 
themselves. Knowing nothing at first hand of ‘ the 
trade, their picture of it is a hopeless caricature. 
False to reality, the drinkers all come to a bad end, 
and the great brewers die as abject paupers in the 
gutter, instead of closing- their honoured careers as 
millionaire Peers in the House of Lords. It is hard to 
conceive of anything less calculated to convert their 
readers, if they ever find any.”

“ % little book never so much as mentions the word 
‘ delirium tremens,’ ” said the Author. “ Although a 
w°rk of imagination in the sense that all its characters 
and places are purely fictitious, the story has been 
founded from first to last upon actual experiences. 
Quite unpretentious in its character, my book makes 
no claim to anything but that of truth. Fancy has 
been strictly confined to the region of facts which 
have actually occurred, and everything indeed 
sacrificed to the desire for verisimilitude. The 
criticism which would await an author not working 
within such limitations, and without any special 
purpose to serve beyond that of producing an artistic 
whole, from all these imaginative resources which are 
at his disposal, should surely be disarmed in such a 
case as this.

“ Beyond repeating that every character of the story 
is absolutely a creature of the imagination, and that 
no person, living or dead, is consciously pictured or 
identified in the pages of the book, however exactly 
its incidents may have been paralleled in real life, I 
have but one word to say. It should be part of every 
man’s religion not to unnecessarily hurt the feelings of 
another. The ‘ trade ’ members of the club have left, 
and so can speak freely. They and their class would 
say> ( The traffic is not so black as you paint it. We 
do not recognise its evils, or its guilt, as you do.’ No 
doubt they and many other equally good men in the 
business would honestly say this, and mean it.

Moral evil,’ says a thoughtful writer, ‘ is the only
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thing in the creation of God of which it is decieed 
that the more we are familiar with it the less we shall 
know of it.’ In nothing is this truth more strikingly 
exemplified than in the case of the members of ‘ the 
trade.’

“ A great brewer who has recently retired from the 
business, said to me, ‘ While I am bound to say that 
I was not really happy all the years I was in it, I 
never in the least realised its evils and the respon
sibility resting upon those who produce them until I 
had left it.’

“ A poor beer-seller, into whose soul the iron had 
entered, once observed to me, ‘ They say to sell beer 
alone is low and degrading, but to sell beer with 
brandy, and call yourself a licensed victualler, is quite 
respectable and elevating, while to be a brewer is 
perfectly aristocratic. Nevertheless, we are all in the 
same swim.’ Where in moral responsibility is the 
difference? Neither brewer, brewery company share
holder, nor anyone whom the narrowing lust of gold 
makes a participator in this traffic can escape. < That 
which a man causes to be done he does himself.’ A 
truce to sermonising though. My story begins on the 
next page of the manuscript which I now hand you.”
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CHAPTER I.

THE JUDGES’ DINNER.

“ Tis merry in hall when beards wag all.”
-—Old Saying.

The Mayor and such of the aldermen and citizens of 
the city of Brancaster as he had deemed worthy of 
invitation were assembled in the great banqueting 
chamber of the Guildhall, to do honour to Her 
Majesty’s Judges of Assize, who four times a year came 
to settle such disputes and punish such delinquents 
as were brought before them. However enviable in 
many respects the lot of the ermined dispensers of 
justice may be, not the least of its drawbacks lies in the 
necessity of facing these elaborate and magnificently 
dreary functions, when amidst depressing formalities 
and uncongenial company the many-coursed and 
sumptuous dinner drags itself slowly through several 
tedious hours. At the close of their arduous day of 
trying and responsible work, to compel long speeches 
from men who have nothing to say, on subjects worn 
utterly threadbare, is not a little inconsiderate, but 
to dose them in return under the name of toasts with 
ponderous verbose and hackneyed orations, is the very 
refinement of cruelty. The latter-day novelist is sorely 
perplexed in his effort to discover new soil for the 
commencement of his story. Surely a Judges’ dinner 
should serve admirably for the purpose. Who has 
hitherto looked there for romance? In this age of 
elegant and ubiquitous sentiment why should not the 
sorrows of His Majesty’s Judges evoke the sigh of pity 
and the tear of grief? The enlightened philanthropist 
who seeks some original ground, where the minimum 
of sacrifice can bring him the maximum of credit, may 
find here a suitable field for his disinterested labours.

“ My son, Bernal, is expected home to-night. He is



13

going to settle down to business at last/’ said the 
Brewer.

“ Will he join you at the Brewery?” asked the Dean, 
who sat next to him.

“ Yes,” was the reply; “ he is to join the Apostolical 
succession. His great-grandfather, grandfather, and 
father have all brewed ale, and he and I are not 
ashamed of it. In nothing do I take more pride than 
in descent from men hard to match for straight lives 
and large hearts. I loved them dearly when they were 
alive, and now venerate their memory.”

“ No name stands higher than yours in Brancaster, 
and your son may rejoice that the high tradition of 
the family has been more than sustained in your own 
person.”

The Brewer, slightly inclining his head in acknow
ledgment of the words, said: “ I trust that Bernal will 
prove an infinitely better man in every way than his 
father. I wish your flattering words about the name I 
bear were fully true, but I do not shut my eyes to the 
fact that a section of the community regard myself 
and my trade with equal abhorrence.’’

“ Oh, you mean the teetotal party,” remarked the 
Dean, with a gesture of contempt; “ you can well 
afford to despise that organised bigotry. Of course, I 
have the fullest sympathy with Temperance, but I 
carefully distinguish between it and professional 
teetotalism as we know it. They are two absolutely 
contradictory conceptions. I regard it as an unspeak
able misfortune for us nationally that the Temperance 
movement has fallen into wrong hands. The 
deplorable spirit manifested by its self-elected leaders, 
the folly of their methods, the extravagance of their 
language, and the feebleness of the results they have 
achieved, alike attest the truth of my contention.”

An audible hum of sympathetic approval escaped 
the lips of the half-dozen persons within the range of 
his voice.

The Dean here made a significant movement of his



wine-glass, which sufficiently informed the vigilant 
waiter that in the opinion of the eloquent ecclesiastic, 
professional teetotalism should be rebuked by action 
as well as by words.

‘‘ I wish, Mr. Dean,” said Alderman Craven, who as 
the owner of the largest wine and spirit merchant’s 
business in the city had heard the latest deliverance 
of the Church dignitary with undisguised satisfaction, 
“ that you would repeat those words from the 
Cathedral pulpit.” The Dean looked alarmed.

“ No,” said he, “ that was not meant as an utterance 
ex cathedra, but as an informal expression of 
opinion for private consumption only; none the less 
honestly and firmly held, however.”

“ Your discretion and moderation,” continued the 
Alderman, “have almost become proverbial, but I 
never wrap things up. Your professional teetotaler is 
individually the most unlovely figure in social life. He 
is the modern Pharisee. Unhappy himself, he is 
determined to make others so. Abstaining from 
drink, he is invariably gluttonous in food. He says he 
abstains for the good of others, and does so to save his 
pocket. The intemperance of his language is only 
surpassed by its uncharity. Gloomy, cadaverous, 
splenetic, and parsimonious, no wonder he is so 
deservedly unpopular. Viewed collectively, the party 
of your ginger-beer bigot is the most monumental 
failure of the age. For half a century it has 
accomplished nothing itself and prevented anyone else 
doing anything. Your Disraelian phrase of an 
‘ organised bigotry ’ was not bad. We can well 
imagine the immortal cynic, if alive to-day, branding 
the Direct Veto party as ‘the barren mule of politics 
which engenders nothing.’ ”

The flowing rhetoric of the Alderman was inter
rupted at this point by a cheery voice exclaiming, “ I 
say, Craven, am I included in that pretty ‘ nocturne 
you have just composed of myself and my party? 1
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suppose it is intended for the ‘Licensed Victuallers’ 
Times?’ ”

The speaker, Theodore Rayner, was a stout and 
jolly-looking fellow whose laughing eyes and huge bull 
neck were familiar to nearly every resident in the city, 
one of whose divisions he aspired to represent in 
Parliament. Craven had barely time to answer. 
“ Rayner, you are in some particulars, at any rate, 
the exception which proves the rule,” when the 
sonorous tones of a gorgeously apparelled flunkey were 
lieai d demanding, Pray silence for His Worship the 
Mayor!”

As that august personage, in Mayoral chain and 
attiie resplendent, began to detail the many virtues 
of his beloved Sovereign, the guests were not slow to 
charge their glasses for the purpose of according the 
first toast its customary honours.

“ Craven,” inquired Rayner, “ would it be too much 
of a strain upon your principles to pass me the water- 
bottle?”

" I never touch anything so dangerous,” was the 
reply, as a watchful waiter filled Rayner’s glass to the 
brim with Adam’s ale.

“You are wise,” interjected the Brewer. “ Inspector 
Urinkwater, who you all know by repute, told me 
yesterday that he had discovered the cause of his 
recent illness. His doctor informed him that he must 
have got some foreign element into his constitution, 
and he had to admit that he had inadvertently 
swallowed a tumbler of water neat the night he became 
unwell. He hadn’t exposed himself to such a risk by 
tasting anything so perilous for the previous eleven 
years.”

“ Cne of the things I can never understand,” 
observed Rayner, “ is why we poor teetotalers should 
always be styled rabid. A mad dog is tested by its 
refusal to drink water, and yet not those people who 
turn from water as though it were poison, but those 
who drink nothing else, are styled rabid.”
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“Ah!” said Mr. Hawkins, the doyen of Brancaster 
solicitors, “ whenever you find an adjective consistently 
attached to an individual or an institution, you will 
discover, as in the case of a proverb, that its general 
acceptance is vindicated by its truth or vice-versa.”

“Yes,” retorted Rayner; “for instance, whenever a 
person is in a difficulty of a legal order, he is 
invariably recommended to consult a respectable 
solictor. What stronger testimony could one have to 
the character of that learned profession1?”

The eminent advocate laughed and remarked: —
“ What greater proof of the extravagance of the 

statements made by total abstainers could be afforded 
than the present spectacle of two hundred gentlemen 
almost without exception taking wine, and all, as is 
the rule on these occasions, with absolute sobriety?”

“ Why,” responded Rayner, “ we have only reached 
the first toast yet.”

His Mayoral Worship having at this stage got to the 
end of his first deliverance, its termination was grate
fully hailed with rapturous applause. As the last 
echoes of the National Anthem, finely rendered by a 
party of glee-singers from a lofty gallery, died slowly 
away, an aged barrister, seated almost opposite the 
group of those whose conversation has been recorded, 
suddenly attracted their attention. In a state of 
partial collapse, with vacuous eyes, uplifted glass, and 
hand on heart, he was heard ejaculating fervid 
sentiments of maudlin loyalty.

“ The Queen ! the Queen ! God bless her ! God bless 
her!” he, exclaimed; in the same breath crying 
“ Waiter, more port! more port!”

“ That, I suppose, Mr. Hawkins,” said Rayner, with 
a pitying smile, “ is the exception which proves your 
rule?”

As the Mayor, with sublime courage, once more 
resumed his task of endeavouring to say something 
novel on the regulation threadbare topics, which have 
exhausted the ingenuity of the ablest public speakers
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1

for half a century, the Brewer entered into a subdued 
conversation with Major Bolter, the newly-appointed 
Chief Constable of the municipality.

“ Major,” said he, “ although I worked like a Trojan 
to secure you your appointment, I have never yet had 
the opportunity of congratulating you upon your 
success in getting it, Pray accept my heartiest 
felicitations. As soon as I knew my old schoolfellow 
was an applicant, I set to work.”

“ Thank you sincerely,” was the reply, “ I shall 
never forget your efforts, Mr. Alderman Ellison.”

“ It was a very close thing,” resumed the brewer,
between you and Scattergood. His backers claimed 

that he had a fine record—had worked his way' up 
from that of a common constable to that of chief in 
Fromborough. Our strong point was that whatever 
was good enough for Fromborough, in a great city 
such as Brancaster is, we required not only a capable 
officer, but a gentleman, one whom we could regard 
as a friend. When our Association in Fromborough 
reported that Scattergood was violently prejudiced 
against ‘ the trade,’ we determined that he, at any 
rate, should never have the post. Our Leymouth 
friends informed us that you had never acted unfairly 
towards our much-harassed industry. McBean, who is 
the ‘ strong man ’ of the Temperance fanatics, moved 
heaven and earth to get the Fromborough man in, but 
we just beat him.”

“ Yes,” interjected Alderman Craven, “ he was very 
sanguine, but we had other reserves to fall back upon.”

“ Mr. McBean is one of your teetotalers then?” said 
the Chief Constable.

“ Oh, no,” was the reply; “he is as good a judge of 
a bottle as I know, but he thinks that the salvation 
of society depends upon such a relentless and vindic
tive enforcement of the licensing laws as would put 
every liquor seller in gaol or in the bankruptcy court 
in a month. Like most Scotchmen, he is perfectly 
immovable in his opinions, and the worst of it is that

c
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the teetotal J.P.’s, backed by a section of weak-kneed 
Tories, keep him on the Licensing Committee, as 
chairman of which he often has us at his mercy.”

“ It must be very galling to you. You can always rely 
upon my strict impartiality.”

“ That is all I ask; that you will never look at 
things through the blue spectacles of our monoinaniacal 
enemies.”

“ I shall never forget the depth of my obligation to 
you.”

“ By-the-bye, Major, I hope you will see your way to 
back Inspector Piggott’s application for a divisional 
superintendency. He is a model of discretion, and 
richly deserves the post. Loblaw, in the B. Division, 
also has waited a long time for promotion. A word 
from you to Superintendent Cheetham would perhaps 
make Sergeant Strong a little less officious. He 
labours at present under the extraordinary misconcep
tion that he has nothing else to do but prosecute the 
unhappy publican.”

“ Your suggestions shall have immediate attention. 
I have found the misguided and excessive zeal of some 
officers, particularly of young probationers, one of the 
most trying experiences in the lot of a Chief. A 
sergeant, at least, ought to have learned better.”

The loquacious Chief Magistrate had now reached 
the toast of Her Majesty’s Judges of Assize, and with 
characteristic ineptitude was regaling his audience 
with facetious allusions to the black cap and the 
gallows, the while the august representatives of the 
Queen were trying to look as little disgusted as 
possible. Despite the appeals of the distressed 
functionary who prayed for grave silence, many of the 
guests evinced their contempt for the Mayoral 
eloquence by a quiet “ buzz ” of conversation, which, as 
the wine went round, grew jDerceptibly louder. That 
period in a public municipal dinner had now arrived 
when generous potations first reveal themselves here
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and there by raised tones, increased gesticulations, 
and heightened flush of face.

One ancient, but far from venerable Councillor, who 
bore the name of Broadsmith, was pounding the table 
with a dessert knife, and fatuously arguing with an 
imaginary opponent, “ I believe in stric’ moderation, 
my boysh,” he was heard murmuring; “ exshess is 
shocking. Wine is a mockersh.”

At times he manifested an idiotic impulse to address 
the gathering, and made several ineffectual efforts to 
rise. At last the head of the municipality got to his 
peroration, and his penultimate sentence consisted of 
a solemn declaration that in all the flattering things 
he had felt constrained to say about His Majesty’s 
Judges, he had used the language of a plain and honest 
man’s speech, and not that of hyperbole, which he 
pronounced “ hyperbowl.”

“ I suppose he means ‘ punchbowl,’ ” exclaimed the 
bibulous Councillor in a loud voice, thinking the puzzle 
out for himself, and bringing thereby a faint smile to 
even the impassive faces of the law’s great dignitaries.

First one and then the other Judge, in a few 
dignified but sparkling sentences, thanked those 
present for the honour rendered them. As the second 
rose to speak—one of the most conscientious and 
painstaking men who ever adorned the bench—and in 
a voice tremulous with feeling confessed that his 
sentences cost him many a sleepless night, and avowed 
his deep sympathy for the unfortunate, the tempted, 
and the misled, even the poor Mayor recognised for 
the moment that infinite depths yawned between such 
eloquence as that, and his. In the intervals between the 
remaining toasts, the performances of the inebriated 
Councillor gave rise to a discussion on drunkenness 
between those close to him.

“ I don’t see, Rayner,” said Jardine, a rising 
barrister of whom everyone expected great things, 
“ why because one man makes a beast of himself, like 
our old friend across there, that the great mass should
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be deprived of a pleasure which they enjoy rationally 
and moderately. I have never been drunk in my life, 
and regard a drunkard with unspeakable contempt.”

“You know my views,” Rayner said; “I have more 
condemnation for the drunkard-maker than for the 
drunkard.”

“ Speaking for myself,” interposed the brewer, “ 1 
say the drunkard is my worst enemy.”

“True,” continued Jar dine, “he is the greatest 
enemy of the trade. The mistaken leniency displayed 
towards the drunken is responsible to a degree seldom 
realised for the spread of this national curse. I would 
make this offence punishable by the heaviest of 
penalties, so that a man offending once would think 
very seriously before he again put himself within the 
reach of the law. Instead of drunkenness being, as it 
almost invariably is, accepted as an excuse or partial 
palliative for a crime committed under its influence, I 
would have it always treated as a material 
aggravation. Our friend across there is harmless and 
inoffensive, but the drunkenness which impels some 
men to all manner of enormities is but a revelation of 
the latent malignity of their natures, and should he 
so regarded. The first plank for Temperance 
reformers is to be found in the heavy punishment of 
this odious weakness.”

“ Why not make it a capital offence?” gravely asked 
Rayner; “ the brewers would surely welcome such a 
reform?”

Taking no heed of the interruption, Jardine 
continued, “ I would begin with a sentence of six 
months’ ‘ hard,’ and on the prisoner’s release would 
shave his head so that all the world could mark him.”

“ What would you do with our bald-headed friend 
when he came from durance vile?” inquired Rayner.

No answer was forthcoming, for at this point a 
signal was given, as the toasts were all disposed of, for 
adjournment to the adjoining rooms, where coffee and 
cigars awaited the guests.



“ Wil1 one of you help me to get poor Broadsmith 
out of the room and to his cab?” pleaded a kindly- 
faced old man in gold spectacles, addressing the group 
near him as they rose from the table. It was 
Alderman Goldsworthy, the leading teetotaler in the 
Brancaster Corporation, who spoke. One after 
another made excuse, Craven saying, “ I think that 
drunken Radicals should be looked after by members 
of their own party. There was not a moment to be 
lost if the condition of the unfortunate Councillor was 
not to be revealed to the whole company as they left 
the room.

“ It’s just like you, Goldsworthy,” exclaimed the 
brewer. “ Take one of his arms, and I will take the 
other, and in a moment the trio had disappeared 
down the great stairs. As they descended, the house- 
steward, who had witnessed the whole scene, and 
observed who the rescuers were, said to his companion, 
“ There go the two best-hearted men in Brancaster.”

The majority of the guests did not linger long after 
the departure of the Judges. Alderman Craven was 
busy canvassing votes from his friends on behalf of a 
candidate whom he was pushing for the vacant position 
of Officer of Health; “ a man,” as he repeatedly 
declared, “ who would never make his office a rostrum 
for the deliverance of harangues of teetotal nonsense, 
as did Dr. Barnard, whom they all knew.”

One of the slowest to take leave of the Mayor was 
the Stipendiary of an adjoining county division, a 
red-nosed, but benevolent-looking, individual, who had 
mainly secured his appointment by reason of the 
services he had rendered as standing counsel to the 
Licensed Victuallers’ Association for a quarter of a 
century. Just as he was shaking hands, the City 
Treasurer hurried up to introduce his son, who, fresh 
from college, hung rather bashfully in the rear. “ I am 
going to send him into the law,” said the fond parent.

“ Indeed,” promptly replied the Stipendiary, “ you
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had better make a navvy or a policeman of him, than 
send him to the Bar.”

“ Oh! but I am going to make a solicitor of him,” 
explained the father, “ and as he has already made a 
notable reputation as a speaker at Temperance 
meetings, he ought to make a successful advocate.”

“ The lower profession,” said the man of the law, 
with that marked emphasis on the adjective which 
barristers, save when seeking briefs, seldom omit, “ is 
undoubtedly far the safer, but your young hopeful had 
better drop that abstinence craze like a hot potato. 
However laudable in itself, from a business point of 
view, it is perfectly suicidal in either branch of the 
profession. Of all business, that of ‘ the trade ’ is most 
remunerative to a lawyer.” Putting his hand 
familiarly on the young man’s shoulder, as though 
to atone for his previous brusqueness, the old 
magistrate said, “ Take the advice of an old 
campaigner, my boy, and give up that ruinous fad.”
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CHAPTER II.

AN ALE KING’S HOME.

“ There is no glory, but to try 
To breed smiles in the human eye,
And cut off the posterity 
Of every tear and sigh.”

Alderman David Ellison was probably the most 
popular man in Brancaster. His home, though of a 
modest order and manifesting none of that ostentation 
which might, perhaps, have been looked for, was the 
centre of a continuous and open-handed hospitality 
which had made his family hosts of friends. As the 
Dean had justly remarked, no name stood higher in 
the city than that of Ellison. For generations his 
progenitors had brewed ale in the same spot, and long 
years of persevering industry and sagacious enterprise 
had told their tale. The progress of Brancaster had 
been the progress of the Ellisons.

High character, abounding charity, and exhaustless 
good-nature, had won them the loftiest place in 
popular esteem, while the foundations of a great 
fortune had been surely laid. Long before the 
incorporation of the borough, the name of Ellison 
headed every public subscription, and was to the fore 
in every good work. The destitute—deserving and 
undeserving alike—had long been w7ont to regard the 
family purse as their unfailing resource. When old 
Arnold Ellison died, he had already settled the brewery 
business upon his two sons, Arnold and David, as far 
as possible providing that it should be held in joint 
tenancy with a view to the survivor taking everything. 
The father had accurately gauged the respective 
characters of his children, and perspicaciously 
calculated that Arnold w*ould never marry. Cold, lean,
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phlegmatic, reserved in manner, and excessively 
cynical in speech, he furnished an amazing contrast to 
his younger brother. He so constantly avowed himself 
a disciple of Schopenhauer, declared life to be a 
failure, and suicide to be commended, that one might 
have been solicitous as to his fate but for the fact that 
he took such obvious care of himself, and left no stone 
unturned to prolong his days to the uttermost limit.

One who has seen much of the species in modern 
days might be tempted to doubt whether any man could 
now be selected as a typical brewer, but David Ellison 
would assuredly have satisfied the popular conception 
prevalent a generation ago. His broad shoulders, 
burly figure, rosy cheeks, and loud voice, proclaimed 
him, as people said, “ a mighty man of beer.” Sterling 
honesty gleamed from his big, laughing blue eyes, and 
a massive chin declaring itself behind a short beard 
indicated a character of invincible determination and 
unbending will. Intense devotion from his earliest 
years to the interests of the huge concern which he had 
done so much to develop, had prevented his acquiring 
other than a rather limited education, but natural 
gifts of no mean order had enabled him to turn it to 
the best account.

When little more than twenty years of age he 
married the only daughter of a poor dissenting 
minister. It is but a poor tribute to the memory of 
Mary Ronalds to say that to know her was to love her. 
Gentle, tender, clinging, trustful, she was the very 
embodiment of pensive sweetness. Surpassingly 
beautiful, her dark and deep-set eyes, pools of 
innocence, affection, and purity, were alone sufficient 
to make men dream of her. Delicate from infancy, 
two short years from her wedding saw her in a rapid 
decline. Only a few days after the birth of her child 
Bernal, she passed away, and left her husband frantic 
with grief. The passion of his sorrow was so dreadful 
to witness that many feared, strong man though he 
was, that his mind would succumb. The absorbing



intensity of his love for her had been something 
wonderful to see. He endeavoured to find distraction 
not only in renewed devotion to the development of 
the brewery, but by entering public life. As a first 
step he sought election to the Brancaster City Council, 
and threw himself with consuming energy into 
municipal projects and political strife.

An old chapter in his career had been closed and a 
new one opened. His master passion now was 
ambition. The love of prestige and power had seized 
him in its insatiable grasp. To the unutterable 
astonishment of his friends, in less than three years 
from the death of his beloved Mary, he took to wife 
the only surviving child of an old stockbroker, who in 
mining speculation was reputed to have amassed an 
immense fortune. Clara Gascoyne, whom the brewer 
had thus espoused, had herself been left a widow 
several years before her remarriage, so that he became 
the step-father of her child Louis—a boy four years old.

A tall and stately blonde, of strikingly handsome 
features, she was far from popular, mainly by reason 
of her rather affected and effusive manners. It would 
be hard to imagine anyone more absolutely different 
from the modest and retiring Mary than her bold and 
imposing successor. Though the world credited the 
flamboyant charms of a woman who could be very 
fascinating when she chose, with the brewer’s capture, 
his brother Arnold conjectured that the prospect of 
David furthering his ambitions by the aid of old 
Gascoyne’s thousands had mainly settled the matter. 
However that may have been, when directly after the 
union the stockbroker went to his reward it was found 
that his once large fortune, as the result of one wild 
venture upon another, had melted away into airy 
nothingness. The majestic widow had in fact brought 
her second husband nothing but her child Louis and a 
not inconsiderable number of debts. Never to his wife 
or any living soul did the brewer let the faintest
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discomfiture escape liis lips. Arnold contented himself 
with the mental recital of the old distich:

“ Many a match is made for gold,
The bride is bought—the bridegroom sold.”

In addition to those already mentioned, the brewer’s 
household included the orphan child of his favourite 
cousin, Brandram, who, when dying, committed his 
little daughter Laura to the care of the brothers 
Ellison. David always regarded this as a most sacred 
responsibility, and so far as he could had brought up 
his protegee just as though she had been his own child.

At the time our story opens Bernal had seen some 
eighteen summers. After a few years at one of the 
venerable foundation schools in the north of Yorkshire 
he had been within an ace of reaching most enviable 
distinction at his university, when his health broke 
down, and had only been restored by a prolonged 
holiday abroad, during which, in the companv of his 
tutor and friend, he had rambled over a large portion 
of central and southern Europe.

Ambitious as was the father for himself, he was still 
more ambitious for the son, upon whom he lavished an 
affection strongly reminiscent of the intense love his 
mother had evoked. His health, his education, and 
everything affecting his future, were studied with an 
assiduity of tender care which was almost pathetic, as 
though the devoted parent was never free from the 
haunting anxiety that the delicacy bequeathed to the 
lad by the beloved Mary might any day rob him of the 
dearest object of his heart. Conscious of his own 
limitations, the brewer’s hopes for himself scarcely ran 
beyond the Mayoralty, Parliament, and a baronetcy, 
but he saw no reason for contracting the scope of his 
expectations for the son who could begin where he left 
off.

Perhaps in no city of the kingdom did controversy 
rage more fiercely, and certainly in none were parties 
more evenly divided, than in Brancaster. Viewing it
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politically, its eight Parliamentary divisions returned 
four supporters and four opponents of the Government. 
In the City Council, so exactly distributed were the 
members between the Conservatives and Liberals that 
neither party could claim a majority. In other 
spheres of struggle the same appearance was presented, 
and the unsectarians held a precarious dominancy of 
the School Board by a single vote. Again and again 
had the city been separated into camps of almost equal 
strength on issues arising out of the Temperance con
troversy, chiefly on matters of licensing. Nowhere 
was “ the trade ” better organised, and nowhere were 
Temperance societies of every kind more active and 
militant. Encroachment on either hand was hotly and 
fiercely contested.

Brancaster was not merely a big city in itself, but 
was the head and centre of one of the most thickly 
populated districts in the world. It might be safely 
said that throughout its entire area there was no 
election held, no public appointment made, no decision 
given conceivably affecting the interests of the trade, 
not more or less influenced by it. Varying and fitful 
though at times it might be, there was unending 
warfare between the pro and anti-liquor parties.

As Arnold Ellison, like his father before him, 
eschewed politics and municipal life altogether, his 
brother David not merely by reason of his popular 
gifts and force of character, but also as the representa
tive of by far the greatest and wealthiest brewery in 
Brancaster, became the local leader of his party. From 
the moment of his first entrance upon public life, he 
speedily outdistanced every rival. No one smote the 
enemy as he could. The fertile resource, exhaustless 
energy, and fearless audacity of the man sufficed to 
make of him a most redoubtable opponent. When, 
however, to these were added the boundless popularity 
created by a princely generosity, a winning manner, 
and a sure instinct for doing the very thing the public 
loved, he swrept nearly everything before him.



28

CHAPTER III. 

bernal’s future.

“ Who would have honey must put up with bees.
Touch a galled horse, and he’ll kick.

—Old Sayings.

The morning following Bernal’s arrival home, his 
father had a long conversation with him as to his 
future. “ My idea,” said the parent, “ is that after a 
day or two of rest you should take your place at the 
Brewery, and qualify in due course for relieving your 
uncle and myself of some portion of the oversight and 
responsibility at present supposed to be shared between 
us. He is getting on in years, and desires to take 
things easily. He has in reality long left everything 
to me, save questions of finance. You know how fond 
he is of you. He has never made any secret of the 
fact that you are his heir. I would have you first of 
all made into a thoroughly practical brewer. With 
your devotion to chemistry you ought soon to be able 
to hold your own with any brewer’s chemist in the 
country. Subsequently you can take up the other 
departments of the business. It will speedily become 
one of the finest, if not the first, in the North of 
England. The policy of the teetotaler has created 
such a strict monopoly that we who early secured every 
available house for ourselves, can now make money 
with a security and rapidity which would have seemed 
incredible to your grandfather. We have more tied- 
houses than any other firm within a radius of thirty 
miles, and are yearly increasing their number. The 
price of the raw materials goes steadily down, while 
the cost to the consumer remains the same. It’s the 
same all through the trade. Dooley, the American 
humourist, was not far out when he suggested that if a
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stable standard of exchange be wanted, such variable 
things as gold and silver should be dropped, and 
whisky selected, whose price knows no variation.

“ You speak very confidently of the prospects, 
father,” said Bernal. “ Old Boswell’s hero was not so 
absurdly extravagant when he spoke of our trade 
possessing a potentiality of wealth beyond the dreams 
of avarice.”

The brewer sighed before he continued. “ Of course, 
the trade has its drawbacks, like every other occupa
tion. Just as the producers of other articles which 
could be named, we produce an article which some 
weak and vicious folk sadly abuse, but the respon
sibility is theirs and not ours.”

“ You need not defend the trade, father,” was the 
reply. “ I don’t profess to have gone very deeply 
into the ethics of the matter, but so far as thought 
on the subject has led me, I think that the avocation 
Avhich numbers, to my knowledge, so many high- 
minded men, which is countenanced by so many of the 
best in Church and State, and, above all, which is 
good enough for men so straight, generous, and true 
as you and grandfather, is good enough for me.”

The brewer seemed touched by his son’s reference to 
himself, and hastily rejoined, “ No, Bernal, you can 
and must defend the trade without any reference to 
myself. I wish I was only half so worthy as you think 
me. There is one compensation which the wealth I 
am coining affords. What your uncle Arnold does 
with his money is his own concern, and I do not 
seek to know, but it is no less a pleasure than a duty 
to me to do my utmost for the poor. In confidence 
I may tell you that there are over three hundred 
families in receipt of weekly assistance from myself. 
I know you will delight in helping me to administer 
what I call my pension list.”

“ It is just the kind of thing I suspected you of,” 
said Bernal. “ I verily believe my father to be the 
best man in Brancaster.”
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“ And yet,’’ replied liis parent, “ you will find in 
anti-trade circles here that I am held in unspeakable 
contempt. I am scorned, hated, and reviled with 
immeasurable virulence.”

“ I will plunge into the fray and defend your good 
name, and fight for you to the last gasp !” exclaimed 
Bernal.

The brewer smiled at the fire manifested by his 
son. “You don’t know the splenetic venom of our 
assailants.”

“ You speak very bitterly of them.”
“ I have full reason. There is no limit imposed by 

charity or reason which they will respect. You were 
surprised when I gave up my pew at the Methodist 
Chapel, where three generations of the family have 
worshipped. No family ever contributed a tithe of 
what ours has given to the chapel, and few have done 
as much for the denomination. Even all this 
apparently availed us nothing. Malignancy did not 
stop with merely seeking to exclude us from every 
office open to a layman, but under the extraordinary 
title of ‘ Temperance sermons ’ direct personal attacks, 
for so I construed them, were made upon us as members 
of the brewing fraternity, till no self-respecting person 
could endure it any longer. We received a warm 
welcome in the Establishment, and, as you knowr, I 
have undertaken the duties of a Churchwarden at the 
Cathedral. Whatever their idea of consistency at the 
chapel may be, they make no scruple at receiving 
money from me. Apparently some men would make 
their Church into a teetotal sect. I am at a loss to 
know how the most perverted ingenuity can find any 
warranty for this in Scripture. The new Christianity 
of these fanatical malignants seeks to convert and 
edify publicans and sinners by excluding them from 
the Church altogether.”

“ But after all,” said Bernal, “ the old chapel 
Methodists are a small section of the community, and 
as you have left them, and are happy and useful at
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the Cathedral, you need not trouble much about their 
eccentricities.”

“ True,” replied the brewer, “ but that is but one 
instance of what I have suffered at the hands of these 
extremists. Merely because I was a brewer they 
fought my candidature for the City Council with a 
ferocity beyond precedent. They leave no effort 
unexerted to keep me out of the Mayoral chair. Every
where I am pursued with a relentless persecution which 
stops at nothing. By the arm of Parliament, or the 
medium of the licensing courts, they strive con
tinuously to destroy my trade, and would rob our 
family of all its hard-earned savings without a penny 
of compensation. They consistently represent me as a 
bloated capitalist, deaf to all feelings of humanity, 
and battening on the misery and degradation of the 
poor. Is it any wonder I feel bitter against them?”

The brewer spoke with a vehemence which showed 
how deeply his feelings moved him, and as he con
cluded rose and strode to and fro in the room.

“ The pity is, father, it seems to me, that they cannot 
see things from our standpoint,” said Bernal, as if 
thinking aloud. “ Perhaps if we could induce them to 
look at things as we do, and could wre regard matters 
from their outlook, the results would be very different.”
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CHAPTER IV.

bernal’s engagement.

“ You’ll not put the fire out with tow.
The devil will not drive out the devil.
What you find in the dough you’ll find in the cake. 
The Lord will never help us to catch fish with dirty 

nets.”
—Old Sayings.

For many months Bernal stuck very rigorously to 
his duties at the brewery. He lived amongst the vats. 
His first ambition was to be able to give points to 
any man who prided himself upon being an accom
plished and practical maltster, and he succeeded. He 
introduced many improvements, and in no small 
measure through his efforts the popularity of Ellison’s 
ale grew apace. All round it was admitted that the 
quality of the “ swipes ” had gone up. One never 
heard in Brancaster, so far as Ellison’s houses were 
concerned, that detrimental comparison so often 
instituted between the beer of the tied-houses and their 
free rivals. Into the prolonged and excited struggles 
of various sorts which surged round his trade, Bernal, 
though a vigilant observer, made only an occasional 
entry. Sometimes by a brief and opportune letter to 
the press he would penetrate some weak joint in the 
armour of the assailants. His trenchant and destruc
tive criticism, of striking epigrammatic force, won the 
highest eulogiums from the trade champions, and 
brought him into considerable notice. Great things 
were anticipated from the new adherent, whose 
sagacity and enthusiasm, it was argued, would carry 
him far.

He met at his father’s house, not seldom, some of 
the leading brewers of the county. For the most part 
he found them to be men of an education, disposition,
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and character which would challenge comparison with 
those of any other class whom he had ever met. With 
one of them, Thursby by name, he became very 
familiar. Wealthy, accomplished, and enterprising, 
this young brewer was not very far behind Bernal’s 
father in popular esteem throughout the entire 
district. Bernal fell deeply under his influence. A 
more vigorous defender of the trade did not exist. He 
spoke always with an air of most engaging frankness, 
and was correspondingly convincing.

Repeatedly, when the everlasting Temperance con
troversy cropped up, Bernal had heard him say, “ I am 
doing more for Temperance reform than all the 
teetotalers in the country. I brew a pure, good beer. 
The very first necessity of the day is a first-class, 
nourishing, and unadulterated beverage, and I supply 
it. Men will not be content with water. So-called 
Temperance drinks are a nauseous failure. The 
provision of a healthy, sound beer, free from any 
noxious ingredient, should be the first plank in the 
Temperance propaganda, and I furnish it. I would 
admit the immorality of selling the vicious compounds 
—raw, crude, or immature—which in the form of 
cheap spirits ruin the vitals of all who drink them, but 
he who produces the most powerful antagonist to these 
noxious liquors, in pure beer, is a true public 
benefactor.” Bernal readily absorbed this view, and 
for long his prime concern was to realise the ideal of 
his friend.

In time, so confident did he become of the success he 
had achieved, that when the orators at one of the great 
annual lemperance demonstrations at Brancaster had 
made the adulterations of the drink traffic the leading 
theme of their eloquence, he took them promptly to 
task. By apt quotation in the press of some of their 
own highly-cherished authorities, he proved that the 
sweeping charges of general noxious adulteration so 
generally circulated were absurdly extravagant, To 
clinch his assertions, for many weeks he inserted an

D
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advertisement in the local press offering a reward of 
£1,000 to any person who could discover the slightest 
harmful adulteration in any of Ellison’s beer, or who 
could prove that it was in any particular other than 
what it was represented to be. The members of “ the 
trade ” in Brancaster were unanimous in conceding 
that young Ellison had not only scored off the 
teetotalers, but had at the same time secured an 
advertisement perfectly unique for Ellison s brew. 
The fact was that the firm had always made it a rule 
to avoid the adulterating practices of other brewers. 
They prided themselves on a pure malt and barley 
brew, and only perhaps in a case of extraordinary 
emergency would they use any one of the 128 moie 
or less fraudulent substitutes so largely used by their 
less scrupulous rivals.

Although Bernal had striven from childhood to show 
the utmost respect and affection for his fathers wife, 
far more indeed than the relationship seemed to 
demand, he never felt happy in her presence. Like 
most step-children, he never forgot that she occupied 
his mother’s place. Her very existence seemed almost 
a profanation to him. Not without redeeming virtues, 
and visited with occasional fits of benevolence, she 
was, nevertheless, an essentially selfish woman. She 
undoubtedly loved her husband and managed 1 * i^ 
household with rare ability, but never lost sight of her 
own interests. Her own interests centred in those of 
her son Louis. Had she been childless there is little 
doubt that Bernal would have found little, if any, room 
for complaint. With some women the love of their 
offspring amounts to such a passion that is seems 
simply impossible for them to be fair or just towards 
those whose interests may conceivably clash with those 
of their own children. Where the happiness or 
prospects of Louis were concerned everything had to 
give way. From the moment that his childish mind 
could grasp the idea of a difference, the infant Bernal 
knew that in the eyes of her who necessarily formed so
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much of his little world, he was, and always 
would be a being utterly inferior to the incomparable 
and faultless Louis. Of a deeply sensitive nature, lie 
was made to feel in a thousand nameless ways that he 
was truly motherless. Trifles cut him deeply all his 
life which would never have troubled others of a 
coarser texture. Craving for affection almost beyond 
all things, the constant gaze of a cold and unfriendly 
eye often contemptuous or disapproving, drove much 
of the brightness from his early years. The love Mrs. 
Lliison bore her husband was accompanied by a 
wholesome fear of his anger, so that Bernal was 
generally protected from any overt brutality, save 
when, on a few isolated occasions, a badly-governed 
temper got the best of her. To do the woman justice, 
m her blind absorption in the worship of her own 
child, she was almost always quite unconscious of 
acting other than justly.

If Bernal suffered it was uncomplainingly, rather 
t ian make his father unhappy by any revelation. 
brom his earliest days he had rendered his step-parent 
a loyal obedience, but all her efforts and punishment 
had utterly failed in constraining him to call her 
mother. “ Mamma ” she was, and “ Mamma ” she 
remained. His first memories included a terrible 
scene He was but a little toddler, when his father 
found him crying as though his heart would break. 
As the sobs of his wild grief subsided, the indignant 
parent discovered that his first-born had been severely 
beaten, for neglecting to call Mrs. Ellison “ mother ” 
as desired by her. He thought the sacred name of 
mother belonged alone to some sweet being all 
gentleness and love who had gone to heaven. In an 
instant the strong man blazed with wrath. “ Mamma ” 
was sent for. Words were spoken—hot, strong, and 
scathing—the little fellow knew them to be; though far 
from interpreting them all. Suffice to say, no parties 
to the scene ever forgot it. “ Mamma ” she was, and 

Mamma she continued to the end of the chapter.
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Scrupulously careful as was his wife to keep from her 
husband any misconduct in regard to the treatment 
of his first-born, he, nevertheless, knew her faults only 
too well, and had at times a very uncomfortable feeling 
that his little son suffered in silence. One day he 
found him reading in a corner, with tears in his eyes. 
He took the book from his hands, and looked at the 
turned down page. It bore an underlined passage 
from Jean Paul Richter“ Unhappy is the man 
whose mother has not for him made all mothers 
venerable.” The brewer silently handed the book back 
to the lad. He tried to speak, but could not. Too 
much moved for any utterance, he rushed from the 
room without a word.

As Bernal grew to maturity his relations with his 
mother materially improved. Under a surface aspect 
of harmony and goodwill, however, there was the never 
absent feeling that he stood in the way of Louis. 
With Bernal absent some measure of the affection so 
lavished upon him by his father would have fallen 
to the lot of Louis. But for Bernal, Mrs. Ellison 
never forgot, Louis might have looked for the reversion 
to the wealth and honours destined for his step-brotlier. 
Envious to the last degree of the good fortune in store 
for one other than her own beloved boy, she strove m 
vain to manifest a cordiality towards Bernal such as 
he could regard as sincere. On both sides there was 
an inevitable constraint, and each was happier away 
from the other. No wonder then that Bernal often 
sought a more congenial domestic atmosphere than 
that in which Mrs. Ellison was the presiding goddess. 
Strange to say, his frequent companion was his step
brother, Louis. _

Whatever there might be lacking in the relations 
with his step-mother, Bernal and Louis got on 
admirably together. No stranger would have guessed 
that they were merely step-brothers. Perhaps the 
absolute contrast they presented to each other—-as 
striking as that existing between David and Arnold—
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in some measure accounted for this. Whilst Bernal 
was his mother over again,—no one having once 
seen her deep and dark-set eyes but recognised their 
reproduction in her son—Louis was extraordinarily 
like the second Mrs. Ellison. Much fairer than the 
typical Anglo-Saxon, tall, blue-eyed, and clear skinned, 
he would have been called perfectly handsome by those 
who ever trouble themselves about masculine beauty, 
were it not, perhaps, for eye-brows too faintly and 
irregularly marked, and a chin somewhat lacking in 
strength. Bright, witty, and mercurial, Louis was the 
best of company, and welcome everywhere. He made 
friends far faster than his step-brother, but in keeping 
them when once made, the rather reserved and reticent 
Bernal was much more to be trusted. If brilliancy 
was the marked characteristic of the one, depth was 
undoubtedly that of the other.

The step-brothers had a large circle of acquaintances, 
and went visiting a good deal together. No family 
gave them a warmer reception than their old friends 
the Marriotts. Charles Marriott had been on terms of 
the closest intimacy with David Ellison for many 
years, and had fought by his side in several political 
campaigns. His valour on these occasions had not 
gone unrewarded, and he had, to his huge delight, been 
placed on the Commission of the Peace for the 
Borough. A small business, demanding little personal 
oversight, left him largely master of his own time, 
and he attended the police courts almost as regularly 
as the Stipendiary. He pushed himself so persistently 
to the front, and took such obvious pleasure in figuring 
on the bench, that the many abler men who were 
available, but who shrank with repugnance from the 
unsavoury atmosphere of the halls of justice, let him 
take their place so constantly that he was regarded as 
a perpetual magistrate in the city, and exercised an 
influence out of all proportion to his merits.

The “ unpaid Stipendiary,” as the unappreciative 
facetiously dubbed him, not only possessed a wife who,



38

like himself, was at great pains to induce the young 
Ellison to make their home his favourite resort, but he 
owned in the person of his eldest daughter, Gertrude, 
one of the greatest beauties of Brancaster. Gertrude 
Marriott had received a veritably magnificent endoAv- 
ment of physical charms from Mother Nature. Her 
exquisite features, saucy, roguish eyes, and matchless 
complexion made her the belle of every circle. Many 
an admirer, in singing her praises, had recalled the 
words, “ A daughter of the gods, divinely tall, and 
most divinely fair. During Bernal’s long absence at 
College and abroad, a strong friendship had sprung- 
up betw-een Louis and Gertrude. Upon this friendship 
Mr. and Mrs. Marriott looked with undisguised 
approval, and it had all the appearance to them of 
ripening into something closer still, when Bernal 
returned. The jn-etty, forward schoolgirl he had 
known in days of yore was now an irresistibly 
charming woman. From the first moment of the 
renewed acquaintance Bernal was wholly captivated.

He could not long conceal it. Mrs. Marriott was 
alive to everything. The prospect of wedding her 
beautiful daughter to the step-son of the wealthy 
brewer had once contented her. It satisfied her 
ambition now no longer. The scheming mother 
dropped many significant hints wdiich had their 
intended effect upon a child every whit as ambitious 
as her parent.

Sisterless Bernal, who up to now had seen little of 
female society, and had founded his conception of 
Avomanhood largely upon his experience of the step
mother, fell an easy victim to the combined attack of 
a mother who w^as all motherliness to him, and of a 
daughter Avho met his advances writh a simulated 
modesty of reluctance which made her engaging charms 
more irresistible than eArer. The couple soon became 
formally engaged, amidst the hearty felicitations of 
all interested, save of the disaj)pointed Louis and his 
adoring mother, aat1io felt her son’s disappointment as



39

deeply as if it had been her own. Once when gently 
rallying him, shortly after the betrothal became 
known, upon his looking so glum and despondent, 
she discovered that he had formed an infinitely deeper 
attachment to the gay Gertrude than she had ever 
imagined.

“ Mother, 1 have been badly hit,” he frankly avowed 
to her. “ She has long and openly encouraged me. I 
can never forget it.”

“ I grieve with you, dear,” was the reply; “ these 
things for the time are unbearable. It is a cruel 
experience; but your turn will come. Fortune will 
change and yet assist us. Bernal shall not always rob 
you of your rights.”

“ Bernal rob me!” exclaimed Louis; “ I don’t blame 
him; it’s not his fault. Gertrude threw herself into 
his arms. He never knew how far things had gone 
between us before he came home.”

“He must have done,” his mother rejoined; “he 
could not be blind to what we all saw; he has played 
a false and disloyal part. Ungenerous, selfish, and 
cruel, not content with the unfair advantage he has 
over my poor boy in every other direction, he has 
deliberately robbed him of the girl he loved.”

Thus did the step-mother sow the seeds of resentment 
and jealousy in the too receptive heart of her son.
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CHAPTER Y.

A NOVEL ENTERPRISE.

“ With gold spectacles men see strange things.’’
—Old Saying

“ What makes all kinds of reasoning clear?
About five hundred pounds a year !
And all seem black was white before?
Why, something like five hundred more 1”

Towards the close of Bernal’s long and thorough 
apprenticeship to the business of vats and mash tuns, 
he began to take an increasing interest in the 
controversy which in Brancaster more or less 
incessantly raged round the drink question. He cast 
himself into the arena with all the fiery ardour of the 
deepest convictions. Those who have banded them
selves together to secure the total suppression of the 
liquor traffic have difficulty in conceiving how anyone 
can conscientiously attempt the defence of anything so 
utterly indefensible. Let them put themselves in 
Bernal’s place, and they would probably be asking how 
anyone could be so infatuated as to assume a position 
so ludicrous as that taken up by the would-be 
destroyers of “ the trade.” Hardly any of us realise 
how completely in these matters we are creatures of 
environment. From earliest childhood Bernal had 
been trained to unquestioning belief in the perfect 
legitimacy and morality of a business in which his 
family from one generation to another of honourable 
and high-minded men, had been engaged. At the time 
of his return to Brancaster from abroad, he would 
almost as soon have thought of challenging the law of 
gravitation as of doubting the ethical righteousness of 
a brewer’s method of making wealth. All that 
example, influence, and association could do had been 
combined to confirm him in the views he had inherited.
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The only literature he ever saw dealing with the 
questions at issue were “ the trade ” journals. Of the 
seamy side of the business he had seen nothing. No 
bigotry, mistakes, or indiscretions reported of its 
enemies but were made familiar to him. With Bernal 
no feeling predominated more than his love for his 
father, whom he esteemed, honoured, and reverenced 
beyond all men.

Now, the brewer was emphatically a man of war. 
He took the offensive against the foe with immense 
vigour, and as a natural consequence made himself the 
recipient of the bitterest attacks. In the eyes of his 
antagonists he was simply the representative and 
embodiment of a traffic they considered wicked and 
destructive beyond degree. To Bernal he was the 
kind, loving, and generous being whom he had ever 
venerated, wantonly and unjustly assailed by 
embittered and unscrupulous fanatics. A word 
against his father went to his heart. The slightest 
detraction made him furious. In the press and from 
the platform he thundered against all who had dared 
to malign and traduce the best father that ever lived. 
Let one of the enemy make the slightest slip, or commit 
himself to the least extravagance, and the offender was 
pilloried for the edification of Brancaster. The pro
liquor agencies gave the widest circulation to his 
numerous contributions, and friend and foe alike 
acknowledged that a combatant of singular power had 
stepped into the field. Every armoury of “ the trade ” 
was placed at his disposal, and with relentless purpose 
and ubiquitous industry he long and sorely harried the 
water drinkers.

“ Why, Bernal,” said his uncle Arnold to him one 
day, at the conclusion of a particularly effective 
onslaught upon the enemy, “ you will be known to fame 
as the modern Saul of Tarsus. You beat everyone in 
bringing these teetotal heretics to book.” In after 
years this pleasantry recalled itself with a strange 
significance.



42

A concerted and prolonged attack was now develop
ing against the “ tied-house system.” The belligerent 
teetotalers were re-inforced, and, indeed, led in this 
new crusade by thousands customarily opposed to them. 
The chief contention of the assailants was that the 
ever-shifting tied-house occupants, having no substan
tial interest in their houses, and controlled by no 
deterrent fear of loss of licence and property, broke 
the law in every direction, careless as to everything 
but the sale of the largest possible quantity of drink. 
The numerous “ publics ” and beershops of the Ellisons 
were singled out for special attack.

Bernal was again to the fore. By an elaborate 
investigation of official statistics, extending over long 
periods, he proved to demonstration that the convictions 
for offences registered in respect to the tied-houses 
of the city were proportionately very much smaller 
than those recorded against the tenants of the free 
houses. Moreover, he established that in comparison 
with either the free houses or the other tied-houses, 
Ellisons had infinitely the best of the ordeal. The 
brewers were triumphant, and their enemies corre
spondingly downcast. Again Bernal was covered with 
glory. The District “ Trade ” Association testified 
their keen appreciation of his successful efforts by a 
special resolution of thanks couched in the most 
handsome terms. Bernal’s father was intensely 
gratified.

Bernal, by arrangement, took the place of his father 
on the board of a small local hospital, and here, in 
the capacity of chairman, he was frequently brought 
into friendly contact with Alderman Goldsworthy, the 
titular leader of the Brancaster teetotalers. It was a 
novel experience for him to meet in pleasant relations 
a man who bore a name honoured far and wide in 
Temperance circles, and to find in him a complete 
absence of those offensive characteristics he had always 
associated with the typical teetotaler. Instead of 
bigoted intolerance, passionate prejudice, and ferocious
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aggressiveness, he found kindliness, courtesy, and 
intelligence personified in a man to whom his heart 
consciously warmed. The Alderman never obtruded 
his peculiar views upon his young colleague, and, in 
fact, he never mentioned them.

One day Bernal said to him, “ I only wish all the 
members of the teetotal party were like you, Mr. 
Goldsworthy.”

" It is very good of you to say so,” was the reply; 
“but if you will give me without any flattery the 
reason for your wish, I shall feel greatly obliged.”

Well, Mr. Alderman, in spite of your views, and 
although I am myself a poor brewer, you treat me as 
a friend and a brother.”

The Alderman laughed pleasantly.
A poor brewer, ’ he replied, “ is a myth; a contra

diction in terms; but I suspect you have a very low 
opinion of teetotalers generally.”

It could not well be lower, I will frankly admit,” 
was the smiling rejoinder.

“ Perhaps if you and they met oftener you might 
esteem each other better. Nearly all the animosity 
in the world conies from misunderstanding. I really 
question whether many anti-teetotalers know much of 
the men they abuse so vigorously. Were you ever at a 
teetotal meeting in your life?”

“ I cannot claim that interesting experience,” was 
the admission,; “ the lamb naturally keeps out of the 
wolves’ den. Figuratively, if not literally, I should be 
torn to pieces, if I entered that synonym for dryness— 
a Band of Hope meeting.”

I wonder you have never tried to obtain some 
experience,” queried the old man.

“ Not the slightest necessity,” was the response. “ I 
know the staple of your meetings. Beer is liquid fire 
and distilled damnation; the drunkard is bad, the 
moderate drinker worse, and the drink-seller worst of 
all. I could, if 1 let facts and commonsense go, bring 
down the house at a Temperance meeting with the
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best water-spouter on the stump. I should dearly like 
to have the opportunity of telling a meeting of your 
party a few home truths, and of showing them—what 
I am sure has never been shown them before—the utter 
absurdity of their position.”

“ Do you really mean that?” was the instant question.
“ I was never more in earnest in my life,” said 

Bernal.
“ If then I obtain you an invitation to address the 

members of the Brancaster District Temperance 
Association, will you accept it?” was the unexpected 
challenge.

“ I pledge myself to do so,” was the unhesitating 
answer of the young brewer.

A few days later arrangements were completed. A 
month therefrom he was to deliver an address in the 
hall of the Temperance Association to its members, of 
such character and length as he thought proper. A 
limited number of speeches were to be allowed by way 
of comment or rejoinder, and he wTas to have the right 
of reply. Goldsworthy himself had consented to act as 
chairman on the occasion.

When Bernal told his father, he said, “ I admire 
your pluck, my boy, more than your discretion. I 
wish you had mentioned the matter to me before 
pledging yourself. liou will hear some disagreeable 
things. I have every confidence that you will more 
than hold your own, but I don’t at all like it.”

He felt that as it was now too late to break the 
engagement, it would be unwise to seriously discourage 
his son in the prosecution of his novel enterprise. 
None the less he felt not a little disturbed at the 
prospect. Many vague misgivings filled his mind. In 
his concern he mentioned the matter to his brother 
Arnold, who laughed hilariously for so sardonic a 
character.

“ What a sight for gods and men !” he cried. £< A 
brewer evangelising the teetotalers! A young drink- 
seller converting the cold-water maniacs! The
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publican preaching to the Pharisees ! Can I come to 
hear this heathen instructing the missionaries ?” As 
he observed his brother’s troubled face he himself 
suddenly looked serious.

“Gad!” he ejaculated, “his education will go on 
apace now. What a forcing house for him! Why, 
David, he’ll unlearn more in an hour with those mad 
zealots than twelve months of brewery tuition has 
taught him.”

“What do you mean, Arnold?” brusquely inquired 
his brother.

“ Why, man, no explanation is required. Unless the 
almost impossible happens they will knock the bottom 
out of his fondest beliefs, shatter his verdant delusions, 
and explode his dearly-cherised sophistries five minutes 
after he has delivered himself. You are allowing him 
to take his degree before he has matriculated—whilst 
still in the primary. He’s not an ordinary youth, and 
will have scruples that never troubled me. Why, he 
will soon discover he has been living in a fool’s 
paradise, that he has veins of compunction he never 
knew before, and that his venerated father’s trade is 
a whited sepulchre. You must stop this wild adven
ture. You-------”

“ Please spare me these old gibes,” interrupted 
David, whose air of perturbation had given place to 
one of unmistakable irritation. “ If, as you repeatedly 
assert, you are not troubled by a conscience, and don’t 
know what a scruple is, you might after all these years 
respect mine. I have a conscience, and it is to me 
fully justified and clear of offence in this matter.”

“Admitted, of course,” said his brother in a 
mollifying tone; “ but, you see, Bernal’s conscience 
isn’t yours, and needs to be delicately instructed. 
Having, I surmise, an exceptionally fastidious 
digestion, such a sudden and nauseous dose as he will 
probably get at this precious debate will well nigh 
choke him.”

“ I have full reliance on his strong commonsense,”
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was the reply. “ Of course, he is exceptionally 
scrupulous—all the more to his credit, be it said—and 
the retail trade has its unpleasant incidents, but his 
robust intelligence will pull him through absolutely 
untouched.”

Bernal’s father spoke according to his hopes and 
wishes, but his expectations were blended with an 
uncomfortable feeling of apprehension.

Bernal often remembered the constant declaration of 
his favourite University Don, “ No one has any right 
to dogmatise about any question until he has heard the 
case for the other side stated in the strongest possible 
way.”

On no subject under heaven is there more absolute 
dogmatism, by multitudes who have never taken the 
least trouble to qualify themselves according to the 
Don’s requirement, than upon the different aspects of 
the Temperance question.

The reader who cannot tolerate in a work of fiction 
speeches, however summarised, had better omit the 
next two chapters containing an account of Bernal’s 
debate with the Brancaster teetotalers.



CHAPTER VI.

bernal’s address.

“ Temperance is the moderate gratification of a 
natural appetite.’’

“ Temperance is the habit by which we abstain from 
all things that lead to our destruction. As for 
the common opinion that virtue consisteth in 
mediocrity and vice in extremes, I see no ground 
for it.”-—Hobbes.

“ If what has been said of the nature and essential 
properties of alcoholic liquors be correct, there can 
be no such thing as a temperate or moderate use 
of them as beverages.”—Horace Greeley.

When Bernal entered the Temperance Society’s hall to 
deliver his address, he found it densely packed. The 
unique novelty of a discourse from a brewer had 
brought every available member to his place. The 
moment l*e appeared within the room a burst of 
applause by way of welcome equally pleased and 
surprised him. He had anticipated at the best an 
ill-concealed hostility. On reaching the platform he 
gazed curiously around him. At the back he 
recognised with a start several Trade Defence 
Association officials. With the exception of a few bald- 
headed and rosy-cheeked old men, seated at the front, 
the audience seemed almost exclusively composed of 
members of the working class. An odd-looking lot they 
were. Leaving out of account a few individuals who 
formed a striking contrast to the others, no small 
number of those present seemed to be pale of face, 
degenerate in feature, deficient in physique, and 
mainly unhealthy.

In a few apropriate words the Chairman introduced 
Bernal to the audience, expressing his assurance that
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everyone would give him a fair hearing, and explain
ing that the speaker had been invited to give the 
frankest possible exposition of his views upon 
Temperance controversies. It was not to be expected 
that a man of Bernal’s few years and slender 
experience could achieve a very phenomenal success in 
the task he had set before him. Suffice it to say that 
he made the best of his case. After thanking his 
auditors for his cordial reception, he expressed his 
regret that it was so out of keeping with the general 
spirit manifested by Temperance men, as illustrated by 
extreme things they had said from time to time of 
his trade, and of which he proceeded to give instances.

The teetotalers had entirely misinterpreted the 
meaning of the word “ Temperance,” and were the last 
people to arrogate to themselves its use as a descrip
tion. After these preliminary observations he plunged 
into the midst of his subject. To summarise it very 
briefly, he defended the moderate use of alcoholic 
drinks by the authority of Holy Scripture, and of 
eminent medical men. Alcohol was “ a good creature 
of God,” and doctors in large numbers prescribed it. 
It was absurd to call it a poison. Every active 
medicine taken in a certain dose was a poison.

It gave immense pleasure to hosts of men. In all 
ages it had been a solace and comfort to multitudes. 
He quoted a long list of poets who had sung the 
praises of drink. If it was right to take drink, it 
must be right to make drink and to sell drink. Many 
good men were and had been engaged in the trade; 
great ecclesiastics had approved of it and were 
interested in it. The responsibility for excess alone 
rested with the drunkard. When a person found out 
that if he drank at all he must exceed, then let him 
abstain. Why should many be deprived of an 
innocent pleasure because some turned such pleasure to 
evil? All good things were capable of abuse, but that 
furnished no reason for destroying these goods things. 
Drink was the mainstay of the country’s revenue.
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Drunkenness had been greatly exaggerated, and was 
daily mending. The proposed teetotal legislation was 
unnecessary and would be tyrannous. Liberty was to 
be preferred to sobriety. The public-house was the 
poor man’s wine-cellar. All attempts at prohibition 
had failed. Whatever was prohibited gained by such 
prohibition a new attraction in the eyes of men. Men 
always had drank and always would. Temperance 
drinks were often fraudulent, sometimes harmful, and 
generally unpalatable. He gave details showing that 
in many cases they had been found on examination 
to contain a large proportion of alcohol.

Alcoholic drinking nations had ever taken the lead, 
and beer-drinking British soldiers had triumphed all 
over the world. By the aid of alcohol Britain had 
achieved the prestige which made her the envy of the 
world. The Temperance party was entirely on the 
wrong tack. They had always sought the impossibility 
of entire prohibition, instead of accepting small 
practicable reforms. Pure beer was the great 
desideratum. Unlicensed clubs which sold liquor 
without any restriction were more dangerous than 
public-houses. The teetotal ideal seemed to be the 
destruction of the public-house.

Official figures from various cities and towns 
supported the view that where public-houses were 
fewest in proportion to population, the convictions for 
drunkenness were most numerous. The annual 
reports of chief constables and police superintendents 
proved that on the whole the conduct of license-holders 
was eminently satisfactory, and the comments thereon 
of presiding magistrates at annual licensing meetings, 
from which quotations were given at length, were, as 
a rule, most complimentary to the trade. Wise 
regulation, not impossible prohibition, was the true 
remedy. The safety of the future lay in general 
education. The spread of good education would 
speedily rid us of drunkenness. Was not the typical 
teetotaler a pale, gaunt, and gloomy individual of the

E
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poorest physique, and what better illustration of the 
truth of this—if they would pardon him for saying 
so—-could be desired than the general appearance of 
the teetotal audience he wras then addressing. In 
conclusion, Bernal repeated in ringing tones of 
exultation the famous opinion pronounced by Dr. 
Johnson, who for strength of mind and intellectual 
robustness was unsurpassed by any man in the last 
century, “ There is nothing which has yet been 
contrived by man by which so much happiness has been 
produced as by a good tavern or inn.”

The whole address wras delivered with such an air 
of implicit conviction, of transparent sincerity, and 
at the same time in such an obvious spirit of good 
nature, that all unpleasant and unacceptable as its 
main matter necessarily was to those who heard 't, 
the speaker received a hearty round of cheers.

“ Why, I couldn’t have done it much better myself !” 
was the muttered testimony of Mr. Timothy Griggs, a 
walking manager from Ellison’s brewery, who stood at 
the far end of the room, amongst the small group of 
Trade Defence Association officials. This was 
esteemed high praise indeed by those to whom it was 
addressed, for Mr. Timothy Griggs was not alone in 
thinking that- he knew a thing or two where drink 
questions were concerned.

Whatever their other defects may be, the teetotalers 
are never backward in speech-making. The moment 
the Chairman announced that the speaker invited 
fearless and outspoken criticism, and stated that the 
time for it had now arrived, a score of eager 
enthusiasts leaped to their feet, burning to show the 
young brewer the error of his ways. The Chairman 
selected Canon Bellhouse to open the discussion. Not- 
merely as a distinguished Anglican divine, and a 
Avidely-famed scholar, but as a highly reputed exponent- 
of Temperance principles, he had an undoubted claim 
to precedence. After a few words expressing much 
appreciation of the courage and ability displayed by
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Bernal, the Canon placed a sovereign in one eye as if it 
had been an eyeglass, and closing the other, suggested, 
as he looked towards the huge chandelier which 
illuminated the hall, that his view of the light was 
naturally much obstructed, and but for the obstruction 
of the gold might be very different. Had he himself 
or any of them any large pecuniary interest in the 
traffic, it was quite possible that their views, perhaps 
all unconsciously to themselves, might be very 
materially biassed.

Teetotalers were quite prepared to defend their 
claim to the word Temperance,” and its best defini
tions, including those quoted at the head of this 
chapter, amply justified that claim. The desire for 
fermented liquors was not instinctive; none could call 
it natural. A healthy babe would turn away from beer 
or spirits with unmixed aversion. No teetotaler had 
ever spoken stronger words than the brewer M.P., 
Charles Buxton, who had recorded his opinion “ that 
the struggle of the school, the library, and the Church, 
all united against the beer-house and the gin-palace, is 
but one development of the war between heaven and 
hell.” The indictment against this traffic had been 
written in tears and blood for generations, and no 
defence could be found to it in the demerits of
teetotalers, w'ere they a thousand times more glaring. 
While others had only criticised, the abstainers had 
set to work.

Nothing could be meaner than the course of those 
who, imitating the slave-owner and polygamist, made a 
resort to Holy W rit, for a defence of doubtful practices 
and sensual habits. The Bible, our spiritual guide, 
was no more a guide to dietetics than to astronomy or 
chemistry. Momentarily granting, for the sake of 
argument, that wherever Scripture mentioned the use 
of wine with apparent approval, the use of intoxicating 
wine was included, at the most there were only 
twenty of such passages. On the other hand, there 
were no less than one hundred and thirty passages
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wherein the use of intoxicants was disapproved and 
denounced in language of unmistakable emphasis. 
Was it not the height of absurdity to suppose that the 
same things which Scripture denounced as a curse in 
one hundred and thirty places, it also pronounced to be 
a blessing in twenty passages. Admitting it to be a 
subject on which eminent authorities took different 
views, and without committing his Church or the move
ment to his own particular belief, it must be pointed 
out that the use of alcoholic wine in the administration 
of the Sacrament was an entirely different matter to 
its use as a common beverage.

His own opinion might not be accepted by many of 
his brethren, but he himself accepted the conclusions 
of the late Dr. Norman Kerr, the result of whose 
investigations might be summed up in this way: A 
vast mass of philological, legal, Jewish, and ecclesias
tical authorities, supplemented by the researches of 
physicians, travellers, and chemists, had demonstrated 
that there is no direct evidence that “ the fruit of the 
vine ” administered at the Last Supper w’as fermented ; 
that in ancient times both freshly pressed and 
preserved unfermented grape juice was drank; that 
such wine would not intoxicate ; that the Jews have 
always admitted the use of unfermented wine as a 
lawdul Paschal element; that in early times communion 
might be had by pressing vine clusters into the cup ; 
that there is abundant warranty for calling 
unfermented grape juice “ wine ”; that unfermented 
liquors were largely in use in ancient times, and were 
medically prescribed for various complaints. He 
thought his interpretation of the Scriptures to be the 
one most consistent with the spirit breathed throughout 
the teaching of the sacred records, and the most con
sonant with the general tenour of the life and character 
of the Great Physician.

Granting, for the sake of argument, the opposite 
interpretation of the Bible to be correct, how could the 
liquor-seller, from a biblical endorsement of “ wine,”
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justify the common sale as a beverage of the great 
army of intoxicants, from beer to brandy, when the 
art of distillation was not discovered till the eleventh 
century, and the making of effervescent sparkling 
liquors till the seventeenth. Alcoholic liquor was no 
more a “ good creature of God,” and was as much an 
artificial product as torpedoes or Gatling guns. 
Myriads of the human race, now, and in all ages, had 
gone without intoxicants, and no particle of evidence 
could be produced that they had not been all the happier 
and the healthier for that abstinence. Out of 300 
millions of our fellow subjects in India 270 
millions were life abstainers. Classic authors of 
every period, from Plato and Aristotle downwards, 
had denounced intoxicants. Take away from the list 
of poets who had sung the praises of wine the names 
of those who had been ruined by or suffered from 
strong drink, and what a subtraction there was—tragic 
in its immensity.

There was a world of difference between manufactur
ing alcohol strictly for the purposes of medicine, 
science, art, or industry, and in making it to be sold as 
a common beverage. A world of difference between 
making it or taking it for one’s own use, and in using 
every conceivable ingenuity to force its sale upon 
others, to lure and tempt them, regardless of all conse
quences but the profit it brought. That good but 
unenlightened men had been found in the liquor traffic 
was no more a justification in these days for other 
men to carry it on, than it would be for people to start 
slave-owning because George Washington, one of the 
world’s greatest heroes, kept slaves.

Teetotalers believed prevention better than cure, and 
that it wras too late to begin preaching abstinence to a 
man who found himself fast in the coils of the serpent. 
The features Dr. Johnson approved of in a good tavern 
or inn were conspicuously' absent from the modern 
drink shop. Teetotalers all favoured the public-house 
if dissociated from the drink. Dr. Johnson, strong as
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he was, had to admit that he himself could not control 
his appetite for liquor, and he, the strongest character 
of his century, had to seek refuge in abstinence. Dr. 
Johnson had himself vigorously assailed arguments 
built upon the fact that the traffic largely found the 
revenue. Regarding matters from the most favourable 
standpoint for the trade, for every twenty shillings it 
contributed in revenue it took twenty-five shillings out 
of the national pocket, Dr. Johnson never had such 
opportunities of extensive observation as his widely- 
travelled contemporary, Dr. Oliver Goldsmith, who 
said, “ In all the towns and countries I have seen, 
I never saw a city or a village yet whose miseries 
were not in proportion to the number ‘of its public- 
houses. Ale-houses are ever an occasion of debauchery 
and excess, and either in a political or a religious light 
it would be our highest interest to have them 
suppressed.”

There could be no liberty without sobriety. Far 
from seeking to create a tyranny, the aim of the party 
was to substitute the rule of the majority for that of 
an irresponsible minority. Already there existed the 
Direct Veto of the magistrate. It should be replaced 
by that of the people vitally concerned. Give the 
working man, in the name of freedom, the key to the 
only cellar he had. At the present time we had a large 
measure of prohibition. Only one favoured individual 
out of some two hundred and thirty was allowed to 
sell liquor. Wherever prohibition by popular vote had 
had anything like a fair trial the consumption of 
intoxicants had enormously decreased. Nations 
protected by Local Option had decreased their per 
capita consumption of intoxicants from thirty to fifty 
per cent., whilst at the same time those not so protected 
showed an appalling increase. In France, the con
sumption of liquor during the period covered by the 
British Temperance movement had doubled.

If popular prohibition was inimical to the sobriety 
the Temperance party sought, how was it that in every
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part of the world those interested in the extension of 
the trade made such prodigious efforts to prevent its 
adoption? Belief in the impregnability and 
immortality of evil institutions was the creed of the 
coward, and the infidel. The British Army, on the 
testimony of our greatest soldiers, from Wellington to 
Roberts, had found its greatest weakness in intemper
ance. Drink destroyed one-sixth of the effective force of 
our Navy, and a much greater proportion of that of 
our Army, as surely as if the men affected had lost 
their lives in battle. Some of the most brilliant of 
modern campaigns had been won on water. To 
attribute its deathless glories to “ Dutch courage ” was 
as false as unpatriotic. The foreign simile, “ as drunk 
as an Englishman,” was a witness to our world-wide 
discredit from strong drink. Talk of prestige built 
upon alcohol! The proudest trophy of our prowess lay 
in our Indian Empire, and yet Archdeacon Jefferies, 
no mean authority, had solemnly declared that “ for 
one really converted Christian as the fruit of 
missionary labour, the drinking practices of the 
English have made one thousand drunkards. If the 
English were driven out of India to-morrow, the chief 
trace of their having been there would be the number 
of drunkards left behind.”

The Canon concluded by saying that though he 
judged no one else, yet for himself, recognising in 
strong drink the greatest enemy of his God, his 
country, and his home, he could find no possible 
alternative to that of practising total abstinence for 
himself and supporting prohibition by the State.

As a swarm of ardent orators jumped to their feet 
the instant the Canon sat down, the Chairman inter
posed to say that as a few representatives of the other 
side were present, it would only be fair to give any 
of their number a chance of joining in the debate if 
they so desired. Immediately Mr. Elisha Longsight, 
the secretary of the Brancaster Trade Defence Associa
tion, availed himself of the opportunity. It might be
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here incidentally explained that his committee had 
thought it wise, unknown to Bernal, to instruct their 
resourceful official to attend, and see that their 
promising bantling got every possible help in his 
adventurous sally into the teetotal camp.

Mr. Longsight had no hesitation in reaffirming every 
proposition advanced by Mr. Ellison. The Canon’s 
speech had left them where they were before its 
delivery. If those interested in the trade were likely 
to have distorted views, so were the paid and interested 
advocates of the teetotal movement. Teetotalers 
identified drunkenness and drinking. There was a 
prodigious amount of drinking without drunkenness. 
But for the occasional drunkenness, which at times 
alarmed and shocked them, the cause and occupation of 
the teetotaler would be gone. The Canon had not dealt 
with the medical aspect of the case. Teetotalers might 
rave for ever, but so long as the medical profession— 
the best judges—supported the consumption of 
intoxicants, judgment would go against the water 
drinkers. If the doctors were right, then whatever 
some of the parsons might say, the trade was ethically 
justified. Those for whom he spoke could claim that 
the Church was largely with them. Was not liquor 
sold at Church bazaars? If it was right for a Bishop 
to take his “ toddy,” then it was right for someone to 
make and sell that “ toddy,” and if the law provides for 
the Bishop getting his “ toddy,” then it ought to make 
provision for the poor man getting his beer.

Teetotalers were no better than other people. The 
“ unspeakable Turk ” was a teetotaler. If you granted 
the disputed proposition that teetotalism was a virtue, 
the possessor of this negative and passive virtue had 
no right to force it upon another, in whose eyes it was 
no virtue at all. One man said and believed “ a drop 
of beer never did me any harm.” Why should two or 
even four or five teetotalers rob him of his beer ? 
Drunkenness, after all, was a purely self-regarding 
offence, and therefore the citation of instances where



57

the law had rightfully interfered with the liberty of 
the subject, where offences were not self-regarding, had 
no application here. Beyond punishing the offences of 
the drunkard, there was no right for the interference 
of the law. Prohibition, as he could prove by an 
ocean of figures, was a failure, and, whether his figures 
were accepted or not, no one could deny that attempted 
prohibition led to fearful perjury, and threw the trade 
into the hands of the lowest members of society.

Mr. Longsight wound up his speech by saying that of 
all definitions of Temperance he preferred the one 
given by Ben Brierley, the Lancashire author, in his 
famous Dialect Dictionary, “ Temperance is being very 
intemperate to’ards thoose ut thinken an’ acten 
different to yo’rsel’.”
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fill!

CHAPTER VII.
THE CONCLUSION OF THE DEBATE.

“ There is a devil in every berry of the grape.”
—The Koran.

“ Who will not better the evil is an abettor of the evil. 
He knows best what is good that has endured evil. 
What’s the way to Beggar’s Bush? Ask at the first 

Gin Palace.” —Old Sayings.

“ There must be a certain number of sneaks and 
robbers; if I don’t lie and filch someone else will ”

• (“ Felix Holt ”) —George Eliot.

“ That the most perfect health is compatible with 
total abstinence, from all intoxicating beverages, 
whether in the form of ardent spirits, or as wine, 
beer, ale, porter, etc. That persons accustomed 
to such drinks may, with perfect safety, dis
continue them entirely, either at once or gradually, 
after a short, time. That total and universal 
abstinence from alcoholic liquors and intoxicating 
beverages of all sorts would greatly contribute to 
the health, the prosperity, the morality and the 
happiness of the human race.”—Extract from a 
declaration signed by 2,000 Medical Men.

The next speaker was Dr. Barnard, a grey-haired and 
much respected medical practitioner, well-known as 
a vice-president of the Temperance Association. Deal
ing only with the medical aspect of the case, he 
demonstrated that alcohol, universally ranked among 
poisons by scientists, and accurately described as the 
most destructive agent known, should be sold, if at 
all, under the strict regulations applied to poisons 
less dangerous. The “ useful for medicine ” argument 
could not justify the common sale of alcoholics as
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be^iages. Within his own circle of acquaintance he 
could count fifty members of the profession, who had 
themselves fallen victims to drink. Doctors were 
often held responsible for the popular delusions 
as to the medicinal virtues of intoxicants. There 
were obvious answers to this, and men dependent 
upon a drinking clientele, who would tolerate any 
medical man but the one who robbed them of their 
cherished liquor, were not likely to pose as enthusiastic 
Temperance reformers. They were no more backward 
than other professional men in incurring odium, loss 
and unpopularity, by advocating unpalatable changes 
to those upon whom they relied for livelihood, advance
ment, and honour.

Amongst those who still prescribed alcohol, the most 
irreconcilable and divergent views prevailed as to the 
time, method, and quantity of prescription. Eminent 
men, whose study of alcoholic effects had made them 
specialists, would gladly banish alcohol entirely from 
the pharmacopoeia. Sir Andrew Clark had said that 
7 out of 10 of the jiatients in the London Hospital, the 
laigest in the world, had brought on their diseases by 
drinking.

For a generation the London Temperance Hospital 
had achieved the best results without the use of alcohol. 
All the 133,000 out-patients and about 200,000 
casualties had been treated without it. In 28 years, 
out of about 20,000 in-patients only 52 (of whom 
33 died) had ever received it. In the ordinary 
city hospitals, wherewith he was connected, the 
medical staff hardly used a thimbleful of alcohol, 
where, when he was a young man, they would have 
used a bucketful. The profession was marching on, 
and soon the old methods of prescribing alcohol would 
be as discredited as the practice of blood-letting, once 
advocated by the whole faculty.

The very last word of medical science, established 
by the most recent experiments, had been summed up 
by Professor Victor Horsley. It proved that alcohol.
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even taken in dietetic small quantities, was injurious, 
and bad not only for muscular, but for intellectual 
work also. It demonstrated that the subjective sensa
tion of well-being, ordinarily associated with the taking 
of wines and spirits, was a deception. If anything on 
God’s earth was a mockery, a delusion, and a snare, 
it was the popular belief in intoxicants. Well had St. 
Augustine styled it “ a flattering devil.” Alcohol, 
generally called a stimulant, was essentially and in
contestably a narcotic. The most famous advocates of 
alcohol admitted its fearful dangers and recommended 
the most precise moderation in its use. If taken as 
a beverage at all, they said it should be taken with the 
care and under the conditions observed in regard to 
ordinary medicines. They said men could not take 
with any safety more than one ounce of alcohol a day. 
That worked out at only two gallons a head, and yet 
making no allowance for eight millions of total 
abstainers, and the vast number who hardly ever 
touched the drink, we were drinking as a people four 
gallons per head, or exceeding the extreme limit of 
possible safety by double that amount.

If public-house medicine was so excellent, how was 
it that the publicans, better housed and better fed than 
the average of their fellows, had the most frightful 
rate of mortality in the returns of the Registrar- 
General? Only a corner of the veil had been lifted. 
Leaving illness out of the question, medical men could 
speak to a myriad of deaths amongst their patients, 
which common humanity, respect for the bereaved, 
and other powerful considerations kept from the 
public view. The most insidiously fatal of modern 
fallacies lay in the idea that mischief only came from 
drunkenness. From the physiological standpoint, the 
evil wrought by drinking, conventionally regarded as 
moderate, was very often infinitely greater than that 
attributed to drunkenness. The experience of Life 
Assurance Societies proved that the effect of a veiy 
moderate and regular use of alcoholic liquors as bever-
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ages was to shorten the duration of life, compared with 
the life of the average abstainer from such liquors, 
by one-fifth. Among men of the age-period from 25 
to 65, out of the same number at the same ages in both 
cases, 5 alcohol users for every 3 teetotallers die within 
the same time.

Drunkenness was only a test of the susceptibility of 
the brain and not of the harm done. Sir William Gill 
had said : A very large number of people in society 
are dying day by day, poisoned by alcohol, but not 
supposed to be poisoned by it.” The experience of Sir 
Henry Thompson and of the celebrated Dr. Rush had 
been his. The latter said: “ I have known many per
sons destroyed by ardent spirits who were never 
completely intoxicated during the whole course of 
their lives.’ Tubercular disease slew one-seventh of 
the human race, and Professor Brouardel, the greatest 
sanitary authority in Europe had said: “ Alcoholism 
is the most potent factor in propagating tuberculosis.” 
Alcohol was the same in its effects wheresoever sold, 
and the teetotaler was as much opposed to its being 
vended in a club as in a pub. If teetotalers looked 
paler and thinner as a class than other men, they 
successfully outlived them, as the life assurance 
societies demonstrated. Abstaining males had, during 
the working period of their lives, an average expecta
tion of life exceeding by eleven years that of those who 
drank. Colour and bulk were often deceitful guides 
to health. For colour and bulk, who could compare 
with the brewers’ draymen? and yet, like all alcohol- 
soaked individuals, they died off like flies, and 
succumbed to the first stroke of disease.

Whatever his vices might be the teetotalism of the 
Turk had enabled him to outmatch his enemies in 
endurance, to recover more quickly when wounded, and 
to maintain his position for centuries against the whole 
might of Christian Europe in such a fashion as had 
been the astonishment of the world.

As no “ trade ” spokesman desired to follow Dr.
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Barnard, Jerry Tanner, a working-man, clad in 
fustian, came next, ’E agreed with th’ last speaker, 
that th’ droonkard wos a self-regardin’ man, ’e trooly 
wos. ’E regarded no one but hissel. ’E trebled th’ 
taxes of everyone else—incloodin’ th’ teetotalers—to 
purwide ’im wi’ perlicemen, jails, coorts, judges, 
orspitals, work’ouses, an’ loonatic ’sylurns. ’E beat ’is 
wife an’ starved ’is childur, neglected ’em ’aw ’is days, 
an’ when ’e croaked bequeathed ’em to th’ Guardians. 
Th’ only legacy ’e left ’is bairns wur th’ drink crave— 
th’ choicest gift of th’ devil. ’E hissel preyed on other 
foak aw ’is loife, wur a danger an’ a noosance to every
one, an’ a gratefool serciety rewarded this trooly self- 
regardin’ individooal by a funeral at th’ pooblic 
hexpense. Let th’ haimable young gent come an’ live 
in th’ slooms an’ ’e’d learn summat. ’E ’ad seen hactive 
service an’ battle in ’is young days. It wur a fine 
thing to watch th’ big goons go off to th’ spectaturs, as 
stood miles away from wur th’ shells hexploded, but if 
they wanted to knaw what war wos, let ’em go wur th’ 
shot fell thick an’ fast. ’E drank once, ’e did—-with 
th’ wurst of ’em—God forgive ’im ! But in those days 
’is wife an’ bairns didn’t knaw wot ’appiness wos.

Drink ’ad ever been ’is curse. Now ’e tried to keep 
straight, but ’e couldn’t get away from th’ pubs. They 
stood roun’ ’is ’umble ’ome like a ring o’ fire.

“ Pubs, to right of ’em,
Pubs, to left of ’em,
Pubs, in front of ’em 
Glittered an’ tempted!”

It wur impossible for a poor mon to bring up 'is 
childur decently an’ ’spectably with soocli a 'ell of 
oaths an’ foulness an’ filth as raged aroun’ 'is little 
cottage. Th’ people wur aw reet but for th’ drink; 
gradely kind an’ gen’rous foak. Th’ drink made em 
savidges. Why ’adn’t ’e a vote as to th’ drink-shops? 
No one ever arst ’im or ’is mates wur ’e lived whether 
they wanted th’ pubs, or not. Th’ last speaker said
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yo couldna mak’ men sober by Hact of Parliament. 
Hact of Parliament ’ad shut ’im hup more than once 
ter bein’ droonk an’ disorderly, an’ ’e ’ad bin made as 
sober as a^ joodge like thousan’s of others. In ’er 
Majesty’s Temperance hotels th’ guests never tasted a 
drop o’ liquor, an’ no livin’ soul but wur aw th’ better 
fer it. ’E ’ad ’eard as th’ proper dooty of th’ law wur 
to mak it heasy to do reet an’ difficult to do wrong.

Talk of teetotal liinterference! ’E’d tell ’ern^ a 
hanecdote. A week agone ’e wur travellin’ in a rail
way carriage wi’ four others. E ’ad a bad cold, an’ 
another chap ’ad a weak chest. A poorly-clad woman 
an er little gal wur shiverin’ awful—their teeth 
chatterin’ m th’ cold draught. Th’ fifth chap wur a 
farmer-lookin’ bloke as ’ard as nails, who said as a 
breath of fresh air ’ad never done lianyone hany ’arm. 
E refused to close th’ windur. Wot reet ’ad we to 
"interfere with ’is liberty? Why, we shoot it in ’is 
face an’ said th’ majority didn’a agree wi’ ’im, an’ if 
e oppun’d tli’ windur agen we’d chuck ’im out.

Wotever they might do in America, if a law ’ere, 
backed by a majority of th’ people, wur passed to 
close th pubs., ’e’d back th’ law agen all th’ drink- 
sellers in creation. Talk o’ throwin’ th’ traffic into 
worse ’ands than it wur in at present, no one as knew 
th drink-sellers in ’is neeborud thowt that- possible.

iy, t iey d tak th last copper from a poor wretch, 
an then when they ’ad cleared ’im out of that kick 
nn into th’ gutter. When ’e wur at York a wretched 

gal sold to a publican an’ 'is company ’er gown, stays 
petticoat, stockm’s, an’ finally everythin’ she wore, an’
wur fund by tli’ perlice turned out into th’ streets 
stark naked.

Talk of perjury under prohibition ! ’E’d be a clever 
mon who’d find more wolesale lyin’ than hany 
licensm court could show. Th’ speaker wur a hinner- 
cent, unserphisticated young mon as wur real plucky 
to face up that neet. E ’ad ’opes of ’im, ’e ’ad, an’ 
if is een wur oppun’d afore ’is ’art wos ’ardened, ’e’d
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clear out of a callin’ which wur th’ woorst henemy 
of God an’ man on earth. Th’ ’and of ’is trade wur 
agen lievery other trade. Th’ brewer s fortin wur th 
’arvist of sin an’ misery an’ shame. Wot meant fer 
’im wealth meant crooel poverty fur thousan s 
weepin’ wives and ’ungry bairns. Wot meant fer ’im 
’appiness meant fer ’em woe an’ sorrer beyond words. 
One an’ aw’ they wished th’ young gent weel. Th’ 
one thing they couldn’a wish ’im wur prosperity in 
’is present business. Better a thousan times be poor, 
unfamed, an’ despised aw ’is days than face th (Treat 
Day loaded with millions, honours an’ splendurs 
untowd, gained from sooch a trade.

Once again, but in vain, the Chairman invited some 
pro-liquor speaker to address them. A prematurely- 
aged man, who had evidently seen better days, and 
whose name was given as Stagg, then rose to speak. 
He said his heart warmed to the young man who had 
addressed them with a sincerity as transparent as his 
courage was fearless. Never before had a brewei 
stood before them in the flesh to state his convictions 
and defend his trade. He thought there was some
thing almost pathetic in the ignorance of some who 
were in the trade as to its true character. He did not 
believe that Mr. Ellison had yet in the least fathomed 
its iniquities. When he did he had faith in the xesult, 
though in all ages the world saw repeated the mourn
ful tragedy of the young man who turned away 
sorrowful, for he had great possessions. He himself 
could cast a stone at no one. He would only relate 
some facts, and let them speak for themselves. First, 
as to the men in the room. With few exceptions he 
knew their history. Mr. Ellison had naturally thought 
them for the most part a sorry-looking lot. Then- 
appearance didn’t do much credit to teetotalism—a 
pale, stunted, feeble crowd of men. Mr. Ellison, in 
whose face and voice they read a generous heart, would 
never have spoken the words he did had he known 
the drink was responsible. Nearly every man in the
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room was a reformed drunkard. Health, vigour and 
strength—the very prime of their manhood—had been 
sacrificed at the altars of Bacchus. Teetotal friends 
had dragged them from the gutter where the drink- 
sellers had left them. Had they waited for others 
than teetotalers to help, they would have waited for 
ever. Before they fell they were all sober men and 
believed in moderation. To touch the drink now 
meant certain destruction. They all stood trembling 
on the slopes of a precipice. In the avoidance of 
temptation lay their only safety, and yet such tempta
tions were simply ubiquitous. They daily prayed, as 
perhaps no other men did, “ Lead us not into tempta
tion, and yet a Christian community, without their 
consent, everywhere thrust these temptations upon 
them.

His days were nearly done. No one would be 
injured by what he said. His own father, a profes
sional man of good birth and the brightest prospects, 
died at thirty-five in a fit induced by liquor. His’ 
mother rapidly followed him. He himself kept fairly 
straight till he was married. Then for ten long years 
he fell before the drink demon, till character, poverty, 
health and friends had gone. What his poor wife and 
little ones, now in heaven, suffered during that time 
Cod alone knew! Through miseries, unspeakable 
hunger, cold, dishonour, and brutality, they clung to 
him, poor wretch, in whose consuming thirst all things 
were lost. Two sturdy boys alone survived. The 
eldest fell like his father before him, and at twenty 
was killed in a drunken brawl. The youngest—dear 
as life itself to him and his wife—was run over by a 
drunken driver. The broken-hearted mother was 
buried in her child’s grave a fortnight later. Left 
alone m the world, with no one to close his eyes when 
he died, he had nothing left him to live for, but to 
speak a word where he could against the temptations 
of a traffic which had so terribly cursed both him and 
his. When he sat down, the emotions he had hitherto

F
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successfully controlled burst their bonds, and he sobbed 
with the wild convulsions of a little child.

The remaining speakers were only allowed two 
minutes each, but no part of the evening’s proceedings 
impressed the young brewer more strongly than the 
brief, heart-felt testimony of one man after another 
leaping to his feet and telling in burning words what 
drink had wrought for him. Home-wreck and heart
break everywhere! One man said: Me an th
childur ’ad no dinner to-day. Whiles my back wur 
turned th’ wife for drink stole th’ very chop I ’ad 
taken ’ome to be cooked.”

The last speaker said: “ My wife drinks too. This 
is what drink means to me,” and he dramatically 
waved a large bundle of pawn-tickets. “ I sell ’em,” 
he added, “ every six months. They don’t bring much! 
When drink comes in at th’ dur, love ’an ’appmess 
fly out at th’ windur, an’ ’ome becomes ’ell. Pots of beer 
cost many a tear.”

The Chairman said he had only a few sentences to 
utter before calling upon Mr. Ellison to reply. It had 
been said that Temperance advocates, by reason of
their pecuniary interest in the movement, were as 
likely as drink-sellers to form imperfect judgments 
upon this drink controversy. With the exception of 
a fewr exceedingly ill-paid officials, who in any othei 
line of life "would receive incomparably better 
remuneration for their abilities, no one made any
thing, and many people lost money by their connection 
with the movement. Something had been said as to 
pure beer. In the days when the beer of England was 
purest, it was a lamentably drunken country. His 
own position, established by lifelong experience in 
dealing with drunkards, was that the purest beer 
seemed just as effectual in doing harm and making 
men drunk as any other beer. Who ever heard of an 
ardent spirit-drinker being saved by copious draughts
of beer? .

The attempted regulation of the common sale ot
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alcoholic liquors for three hundred-and-fifty years 
and through five hundred Acts of Parliament, had 
always proved a ghastly failure. What but prohibi
tion was left? The aims of the teetotaler and the 
financial success of the drink-sellers were diametric
ally opposed. The sagacious observer would find in 
the severest disapprobation of the drink-sellers the 
highest compliment to the teetotal policy. The trade 
organ, “The Morning Advertiser,” had frankly told 
its supporters that “ the I nited Kingdom Alliance 
always assents to anything that will injure the trade.”

The trade had invariably opposed every reform, 
however small, which had been introduced into Parlia
ment. Whilst we were waiting for such things as the 
spread of education, myriads were perishing. Beside 
the irresistible drink crave everything failed. Upon 
a drink-ridden nation education fell as ineffectively 
as water upon flint. In the lowest ranks of the 
drunkaids were to be found, in alarming proportion, 
the highly-educated and those who had enjoyed the 
exact environment which, it was argued, would solve 
the drink question.

Something had been said as to so-called Temperance 
drinks. In so far as they contained alcohol, teetotalers 
were utterly opposed to them. Drinking other drinks 
beyond water was largely a matter of acquired habit. 
The geneiality of Temperance drinks, from soda water 
dov nwar ds, were mainly used by alcohol drinkers, 
and largely as adjuncts to intoxicants. As a rule 
their proprietors were the last to advertise in Temper
ance journals. They appealed to another public than 
fke Tempeiance constituency. Teetotalers, far from 
seeking to destroy the genuine inn or public-house 
only sought to take the maddening liquors from it, 
and make it. into something higher than the mere 
drink-shop, into which it had almost invariably 
degenerated. Mr. Longsight had quoted from Ben 
Brierley s Dictionary. He would do the same: “ Inn, 
a house of entertainment for travellers; used to be.



68

Neaw it’s for tlioose ut donno’ travel, nobbut fro' one 
table to another. A moppin’ shop.” Police statistics 
of licensing offences and congratulatory speeches 
thereon had been produced to confound teetotalers. 
Anyone who took the trouble to investigate the matter 
would find that figures entirely dependent upon the 
widely-varying activity of the police and watch com
mittee policies of the different districts concerned, 
were quite fallacious guides to such conclusions as 
were founded upon them. As had been well pointed 
out, one turn of the official screw could double the 
number of arrests for drunkenness in any month.

They must judge no one. Each must answer to his 
own conscience—-whether he drank or abstained, 
whether he sat passive while multitudes went down 
to destruction in this yawning pit of intemperance, 
or whether he did his best to save them by filling it 
up. The best efforts of philanthropy were submerged 
by this devouring flood. Teetotalers tried to damn 
it up; society was content to punish those unfortunate 
enough to be caught in it. He would not only make 
the streets safe for reformed men to walk in, but safe 
for those who had never fallen. We glibly quoted 
figures. Life-long familiarity had dulled us to the 
horror of it all! If strong drink was a curse to one 
in a thousand that would set him against it, but 
statistics established that it slew 330 of our people 
every day during 365 days in the year. A leading 
statesman—no friend of their proposals—had said: 
“ It ruins the fortunes, it injuries the health, it 
destroys the lives of one in twenty of our population.’ 
That alone justified, nay demanded, the swiftest sup
pression they could bring upon it. They all greatly 
appreciated the spirit which had prompted Mr. Ellison 
to address them, and the fearlessness, frankness, and 
ability with which he had laid his views before them.

Bernal, on being called upon to reply, said lie had 
but little to say. He deeply regretted if he had 
unwittingly hurt the feelings of anyone present by his
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unfortunate but innocent reference to the physical 
appearance of his auditors. He had been deeply inter
ested in all which had been said, but he was afraid 
they would still have to agree to disagree. No doubt 
such a discussion would furnish them all with matter 
for reflection, but he was still prepared to maintain 
most of the propositions advanced in his address. No 
one regretted more than himself the drunkenness 
which prevailed, but he saw no sufficient reason in the 
excess of some for depriving the great majority of 
the people of what they regarded as an ordinary 
article of diet. He did not believe in the imposition 
of compulsory abstinence. In this matter he had the 
great majority of people with him. A very large 
national consumption of intoxicants did not necess
arily imply much comparative drunkenness. People 
were accustomed to overeat themselves, but no one 
suggested total abstinence from food as the cure. 
The brewers only met a public demand. If he did not 
meet it, someone else would. The brewers were pro
minent in philanthropic work, and had very hand
somely contributed both to churches and charity. If 
they were in his place he was sure they would regard 
matters as he did. Having met them, he would 
endeavour to regard them always thenceforth with 
kindly and considerate thoughts, and trusted they 
would do the same by him. Though a brewer, they 
must credit him with having feelings and a heart as 
tender as their own.
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CHAPTER VIII.

A NEW DEPARTMENT.

“ Some men follow tlieir consciences as navvies follow 
the wheelbarrows which they push before them.’’— 
Spurgeon.

“ Here’s wealth in glittering heaps of gold—- 
Who bids? but let me tell you fair;

A baser lot was never sold,
Who’ll buy the heavy heap of care?”

Bernal said little to his father about his discussion 
with the teetotalers, and gave him no reason to 
suppose that it had produced the slightest effect upon 
his convictions. From Griggs and others who had 
attended the debate the brewer gathered that his son 
had, in their opinion, more than held his own. 
Alderman Ellison comforted himself by reflecting that 
Bernal’s carefully nurtured beliefs, which had grown 
with his growth and strengthened with his strength, 
would require a good deal more to shake them than the 
eccentric rhetoric of a scratch discussion with the Bran- 
caster teetotalers. If anyone had point blank asked 
Bernal whether his views had been altered one iota, he 
would with perfect sincerity have answered in the 
negative.

Of nearly all controversy into which, consciously or 
unconsciously, interest, passion, or prejudice, enter, 
mere arguments count for little or nothing. The 
author of the paradoxical adage that “ a man 
convinced against his will, is of the same opinion still, 
was doubtless an old debater. Until human nature 
undergoes the millennial transformation, the tendency 
of men’s opinions will be directed by what it best 
pleases them to think.

A few days after the debate Bernal had another
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educational experience. He entered a new department 
of the brewery, and was placed under the especial care 
of the Chief Accountant, with a view to his being 
thoroughly grounded in financial matters. Mr. 
Gregory, the official in question, who had grown grey 
in the service of the Ellison family, and from whom 
as the right-hand man of the partners nothing was 
concealed, had been instructed to hide nothing from 
Bernal.

The Chief Accountant could not have taken a greater 
pride in the Brewery had it been his own. A 
loquacious man, he loved nothing better than to 
discourse magniloquently upon the stupendous growth 
of the huge concern to which he had given the whoie 
of his long life. He was particularly happy in going 
back to the day of small beginnings, when he was 
himself an office boy in the employ of Bernal's grand
father. He said to the young brewer one day, “ There 
are a score of brewing firms bigger than ours, but there 
is not one which has grown more rapidly in so short a 
time, and on so small a capital. In years not very 
distant, Mr. Bernal, you will be the head of one of 
the soundest and best-paying concerns in the kingdom. 
It is going ahead with leaps and bounds. Your grand
father, in his wildest dreams, never saw’ such a future 
as I am certain of. We hope ere long to reach an 
output of 5,000 barrels a week."

“ But,” interposed Bernal, “the other big firms have 
done remarkably well, too, haven’t they,”

“Yes,” w’as the reply; “there have been more big 
fortunes made out of brewing and distilling the last 
few years than in any other occupations. No invest
ment of capital, speaking generally, has produced such 
magnificent results.”

“ How do you account for it?”
“ Of course, the continued reduction in the cost of 

production—materials having so enormously cheapened 
—is a factor not to be forgotten. Sugar, for instance, 
wffiich has now so largely ousted barley malt, a few
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years ago averaged about twice its present price. 
Publican and consumer pay alike the price they 
formerly paid for beer costing twice the money to brew. 
Every other article of daily consumption varies in 
price according to the rise and fall of the market, but 
there is no market nor free trade in beer. The 
brewers’ extra profits have further been aided by the 
striking change in public taste in favour of lighter 
beers requiring less materials to produce. All this has 
meant a clear gain of many millions to the trade. We 
are so strong in Parliament that the Government has 
practically never dared to touch this unearned 
increment, although we could comfortably stand an 
extra five shillings per barrel. Beer is now taxed at 
7s. 9d. a barrel. When I was young, in the days of the 
malt tax, beer used to be taxed at 19s. a barrel. 
However, the main explanation lies in the monopoly 
that we share amongst us.”

“ The monopoly!” exclaimed Bernal; “ I thought for 
a shilling or two anyone could obtain a licence to 
brew beer?”

“ So he can. We have looked after the Government 
so well, that a firm making its hundreds of thousands 
a year from brewing only pays a few shillings for its 
licence, but to brew successfully, and to sell your brew, 
are two very different things. There is enough beer 
brewed each year in the United Kingdom to give over 
thirty gallons per head of the population.”

“ I think I anticipate what you are going to say.” 
interjected Bernal. “ Your brew may be of heavenly 
nectar, but unless you have avenues for its reaching 
the public, all its charms will avail you little.”

“ No one accuses us of being a logical people,” 
continued Mr. Gregory. “ We compromise everything. 
The teetotalers say drink is a bad thing, and that there 
ought to be no public-houses for its sale. If it be a 
good thing, as others profess, then there ought to be 
free trade, and everyone who wants should have a 
beer-shop. Our Government, however, says, ' No, that



would be too great an evil. ^ ou shall have a moderate 
number only.’ The next worse thing to Prohibition 
which could befall us would be free trade. As it is, 
all things work together for our good. Parliament 
won’t have Prohibition, the teetotalers won’t allow any 
new competitors, so we share the existing houses 
between us, and, unlike all other tradesmen, never have 
any trouble as to either the quality or the price of 
what we sell. It’s an admirable arrangement!”

“ What about the competition of the free houses?” 
queried Bernal.

‘£ Oh, they are quite a negligible quantity,” was the 
response. “ Even those which appear to be free are 
often tied. Ninety per cent, or more are in the hands 
of the brewers, and the free house will soon be as 
extinct as the dodo.”

“ Why has our firm done so much better than many 
others?”

“ Eargely, Mr. Bernal, because your grandfather, 
seeing what teetotal agitation would result in, very 
early began the policy of getting the control of every 
existing house which liis money could command.”

“ I have been casually looking at those figures you 
gave me, but, allowing to the full for the profit made 
on the beer, a vast proportion of its accumulated 
capital is unaccounted for.”

“ Yes,” said the Chief Accountant, “ You will find the 
explanation mainly in three circumstances. Thanks to 
our purblind public, the monopoly we enjoy has caused 
an immense appreciation in the value of all our 
houses. From this cause alone the houses owned by 
the firm when I entered its service have vastly more 
than doubled their value. Our valuers tell us, when it 
comes to a question of compensation, say by reason of 
a public street improvement demanding the removal of 
a house, in the number of year’s purchases obtained by 
us, we get twenty-four and a half more for a licensed 
house than for one unlicensed. Then we have made 
many thousands out of the new licences granted us
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every year by a benevolent magistracy. Of course, in 
the good old days we got them for the asking, and we 
didn’t forget to ask. We never missed the reward of 
him that asketh with faith and frequency. In recent 
years we have got new ones much less frequently, but 
those we have got have been of infinitely great worth. 
Roughly speaking, you can account for £130,000 in 
this way.”

“ What had we to give in exchange?” asked Bernal.
“ Oh, practically nothing!—a few odd guineas to the 

lawyers, etc. This £130,000 was a free gift. The 
licensing authorities, to whom the public has committed 
its interests, give these big fortunes away for nothing. 
No doubt the magistrates, as the guardians of public 
morality, look upon it as a reward for the eminent 
services rendered to society by the trade. It’s an 
admirable arrangement!”

“ How is it the public stand it?” was Bernal’s next 
question.

“ Oh, the British public will stand anything.”
“ Surely,” he further observed, “ if new licences are 

granted the public ought to get the immense value 
straightway created, rather than private individuals.’’

Something like a grin stole over the face of the Chief 
Accountant.

“ The few people outside the teetotal ranks who ever 
give any thought to these questions, think so, but, 
fortunately for us, the teetotalers hold up their hands 
in horror at the idea of making the public partners 
in what they call our ‘ unholy business,’ and so we, 
and not the public, get the benefit of these licences.”

“ Aren’t they very idiotic?” asked the young brewer.
“ The teetotalers you mean? Well, they ought to 

know their own business best. They are logical, at any 
rate. They say if it is wrong for a private individual 
to be licensed, it must be wrong for a municipality, 
or the officers of the State.”

“ You don’t see anything wrong in selling drink, Mr. 
Gregory?”
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“ What ail extraordinary question, Mr. Bernal; I 
am the Chief Accountant, and in matters of 
accountancy entirely at your service, but er—er— 
ethics are not in my department.”

The speaker made a slight but deprecatory bow, as 
much as to say, please don’t pursue the topic further.

Bernal returned an amused smile, and turned to 
another subject.

“ What was the third circumstance—you have 
mentioned two-—accounting for the rapid accumulation 
of our capital?”

“ Oh, that conies under the head of alterations. The 
monopoly has not only sent up the value of our houses 
far beyond our highest hopes, but we have been 
continually rebuilding and extending our houses. The 
public have a rooted idea, which we have done our best 
to encourage, that a small house, an inconvenient and 
unattractive house, where you can’t accommodate many 
drinkers, is a fearfully dangerous place compared with 
large, comfortable, and attractive houses, where you 
can serve a dozen times as much drink and many 
drinkers. The trade has turned this idea to splendid 
account. Years ago we had lots of places you could 
hardly whip a cat in; places into which a respectable 
person would not like to be seen going. They hardly 
paid their way. They had their own constituency, and 
a very small one it was. Now under the idea I have 
mentioned, the magistrates have let us convert them 
into large, attractive, and comfortable buildings, and 
the number of customers and of barrels sold has been 
multiplied ten and even twenty times over. In 
licensing districts where they boast that they haven’t 
increased the actual number of licences for many years, 
we have more than trebled our consumption by what we 
euphemistically call ‘ alterations.’ A licensing 
magistrate’s conscience only sticks at one thing— 
increasing the number of licences. He will swallow a 
whole regiment of camels, but strain at this poor gnat. 
He will let us make our cottages into palaces, remove
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our houses from back streets into the finest positions, 
take any liberties we like with the Bench or the law, 
always and only so long as we don’t offend his fetish by 
increasing the number of licences.”

“ There is another matter, Mr. Gregory, in the par
ticulars you gave me which I don’t quite understand. 
We seem to be keeping no small number of houses 
going that are not paying their way. Why are they 
not promptly got rid of? I think I noted twenty-two 
on which we have an annual loss. Even though quite 
worthless from a trade point of view, I should think 
they would fetch a respectable trifle as shops or 
dwelling-houses.”

“ Oh, they are quite a valuable asset, I assure you,” 
said the old servant. “ What I have just said explains 
why we keep them. True, they don’t pay to keep for 
themselves, but if valueless elsewhere they have much 
value in a licensing court. You see, when we want a 
new licence anywhere, and can’t work the Bench other
wise, we offer to magnanimously give up one or more of 
these ‘ reserves,’ and so the number of existing licences 
is not increased by the grant of a new one, and we 
get what we want.”

“ Throwing a sprat to catch a mackerel, I suppose?” 
said Bernal.

“ Call it throwing a minnow to catch a whale, or 
exchanging the smallest loss for a very big gain, and 
I will agree with you,” replied the Chief Accountant. 
“ I might add that many of the lowest houses all over 
the country would be shut up but for this consideration 
and one other. So long as the Government and our 
friends in Parliament hold out any hopes of our 
getting compensation some day, we shall not be such 
fools as to close with them.”

“ May I ask what you meant when you spoke j ust 
now of ‘ working the bench?’ ”

“ Er—er—I, of course, had the er—usual procedure 
in my mind when I spoke. I meant when our lawyer’s
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application for a new licence was not crowned with 
success.”

Bernal looked incredulous.
“ Pardon me,” lie observed, “ when I say I feel sure 

your words had some deeper meaning. Can’t you 
enlighten me as to what is done to ‘ work the Bench?’ ”

“ Ah, Mr. Bernal, that is not in my department.”
The young brewer merrily laughed again, and the 

interview was ended by the entry of some clerks. The 
conversation, however, had been more enlightening 
perhaps than the Chief Accountant intended.



78

CHAPTER IX.

THE CORONER’S COURT.

“ When women consume gin, gin soon consumes them.-’
—Spurgeon.

“ 0 little souls! as pure and white,
And crystalline as rays of light 
Direct from Heaven their source divine, 
Refracted through the mist of years,
How red thy setting sun appears,
How lurid looks this soul of mine.”

Some days after this interview a boy was accidentally 
killed at the brewery whilst playing with the lift. 
Bernal’s father requested him to attend the Coroner’s 
inquest and represent the firm. It was a Monday, and 
a very busy day at the small and dingy building 
in the centre of Brancaster, which was dignified with 
the title of Coroner’s Court. A crowd of interested 
spectators hung about the precincts, and the air of the 
stuffy rooms was redolent of bad spirits, which was not 
to be wondered at, as the crowd seemed periodically 
to renew its energies in the public-houses which in 
remarkable profusion stood all around. Bernal first 
heard the conclusion of an adjourned inquiry as to the 
death of a young woman fatally stabbed by her 
husband. The evidence established that the married 
pair, when sober, lived together in so obvious a 
happiness that they had once been the envy of their 
neighbours. The young fellow had fallen a prey to 
drink, and occasionally returned home the worse for 
liquor. A measure of drink which would not have 
quickened the tongue or altered the gait of many men, 
entirely overcame him. A few glasses of beer con
verted him into a blind and quarrelsome madman. A 
great judge once said from the Bench that men go
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into the public-house honest and leave it as felons. 
This unfortunate wretch returned home from the beer
house one evening so inflamed with the vitriol madness 
that he was capable of anything. At a word of remon
strance from the wife, for whom in his sober moments 
he would have given his life, he had in maniacal fury 
stabbed her to death before her screams could bring 
assistance. After a night of drunken stupor, he had 
no recollection of what had happened. He knew 
nothing but that he had gone to the beershop and got 
drunk. When at last the awful reality dawned upon 
him, he was overwhelmed by a passion of remorse and 
grief. Apparently he cared naught for the dread 
sentence awaiting him. He remembered only that his 
hand had slain the love and pride of his youth, 
and in an agony of sorrow he cursed the day he was 
born. The last witness against him was his little blue
eyed daughter, who, in her childish treble, told the 
Coroner that “ Dada never ’urt muvver only when he 
was dunk.”

A few moments later most of the dense crowd were 
quenching their excitement in copious draughts of the 
same maddening liquor which had produced the 
tragedy of the day.

There were three other cases still for investigation 
before the accident at the Brewery could be reached. 
They were all as to the deaths of infants—infants 
overslept by their mothers. In the last case it was 
elicited that the same mother had lost two children 
previously from the same cause. All had been insured. 
The women all swore as to their sobriety. Their faces 
belied their words. All had to admit that they had 
had something to drink, and that, they sometimes got 
drunk. When the Brewery case had been disposed of 
Bernal was introduced to the Coroner. They had a 
lengthy chat.

“ You have had a sad morning of it,” remarked 
Bernal.
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“ Yes/’ was the reply; “ but nothing out of the 
common.”

“ Are you, then, as busy every day?”
“ Not every day, but we always have a similar crop 

of cases on a Monday.”
“ Why particularly on a Monday?” Bernal asked.
“ Well, you know, it is the next working day after 

Saturday, and the judges have called Saturday, ‘ pay
day, play-day, and drink-day.’ ”

“ But the cases like those of the poor children 
accidentally suffocated happen every day, I suppose?”

“ So they do, but in very much larger proportion at 
the week-end. The rate is more than twice as high on 
Saturday as on any other night in the week. The next 
highest proportion is on Monday night, and after this 
on Sunday.”

“ You wouldn’t say, would you, that those mothers 
were drunk who overslept their babies?”

“ I always take the verdict of my jury, Mr. Ellison, 
but a man of any commonsense and experience can 
only form one conclusion in most of these cases. The 
infants of people who don’t drink don’t get suffocated 
in this way. The same thing goes on all the year 
round. As to the infants of the intemperate 64 per 
cent, would be a moderate estimate of the death-rate in 
the first year after birth of such ill-fated children. In 
the street from which that last case came no less than 
26 per cent, of the children under five years of age die 
annually.

“ It is horrible to think of,” said Bernal; “ and I 
gathered that most of these babies were insured.”

“ I am not a sentimentalist,” said the Coroner; “ I 
am a man of ordinary feelings, but the way these little 
innocents are done to death by their drink-cursed 
parents used to make my blood boil. I am afraid that 
I have now grown somewhat case-hardened. I try, 
when I feel a bit disturbed, to console myself by think
ing that the poor, tiny bairns have found a happier
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fate than to grow up as they otherwise probably would, 
to be as degraded as their parents. In England and 
Wales some 1,550 infants are anually suffocated in 
bed, and the mortality under this head steadily grows.”

“ Surely, though, drunkenness amongst women is 
decreasing,” observed the young brewer.

“ On the contrary,” was the response ; “ official death 
statistics establish—and my own experience goes much 
further—that the ratio now, as compared with twenty 
years ago, is as two to five. Including men as well as 
women, I find the deaths from intemperance, formally 
registered as such, have risen from 45 per million of 
those living in the year 1878, to 77 per million in 
1897. The deaths of women from intemperance, 
according to the Registrar-General’s returns, have 
increased 150 per cent, in proportion to the population 
during the last twenty-five years.”

“ Is there no remedy?” asked Bernal.
“ I know of none short of ridding them of the drink 

crave. They live, move, and have their being in drink. 
Many of the people in this district whom I know are 
in the habit of consuming two gallons, or thirty-two 
half pints of beer every day of their lives. This 
represents a barrel every eighteen days, or twenty 
barrels a year. Drink is their raison d'etre. They 
count that hour wasted which isn’t devoted to drink. 
Religion! Their religion’s drink; their only altar is 
the bar. Education ! They study their thirst; their 
only school is the vaults. Give them clothes and what 
not, furnish fine houses for them; everything will go to 
the pawnshop for drink. No offence, Mr. Ellison. 
You are a brewer. I can’t see that the brewers are 
more to blame than other people. If you didn’t brew 
beer someone else would. I am not a teetotal faddist 
myself, but hard facts cannot be gainsaid. A mother’s 
love for her offspring is the strongest thing in nature, 
as it is the most beautiful. A sober woman would 
forfeit life and all she holds dear to save her babe. A 
tigress even will die to defend her ■whelps, but these

G
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liquor-sodden women will sell their helpless infants as 
they would sell their souls for drink. And yet people 
talk of weaning such as these from their vice with 
aesthetic counter-attractions.”

“ I suppose,” suggested Bernal, ignoring the last 
remark of the Coroner, “ these wretches mainly take 
spirits?”

“ Some of them,” was the answer; “ but you knowr if 
beer is not the staple industry of Brancaster it is 
certainly the staple drink. There are four times as 
many beershops as fully licensed houses. No one can 
accuse me of favouring anti-trade views. I am not 
ungrateful. If I had not been the Solicitor to the Beer 
and Wine Trade Association I should never have been 
made Coroner of Brancaster. My juries handle the 
trade very tenderly. Not one out of ten deaths caused 
in one way or another by alcoholism ever gets debited 
against it. A few public-house habitues are on nearly 
every jury, and will neither pain the relatives of the 
deceased by their verdicts, nor let the teetotalers make 
any capital out of them.”

“ Is this the list from which your jurors are 
selected?” asked Bernal, picking up a thin paper
backed book which lay on the desk before him.

“ Yes,” was the reply; “ and that particular list 
contains some fifteen hundred names, and the assistant 
overseer tells me that over six hundred of them are 
publicans, beersellers, or in some w^ay connected with 
the trade. No wonder juries, composed as they are, 
take your view of things, Mr. Ellison.”

“ Howr do you account for such an extraordinary 
proportion of drink-sellers being on the lists?”

“ Oh, it is more or less inevitable, though districts 
greatly differ. Questions of the necessary assessment, 
and the required personal residence of beer-sellers on 
their premises mainly account for it. The trade has 
every reason to congratulate itself on the wray it is 
protected in the Coroner’s Court.”
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CHAPTER X.

THE BREWER’S POOR.

“ Such poverty, such misery, such wretchedness, such 
a seething furnace of ignorance and all the 
attendants upon it I never saw before and never 
expect to see again. And when I saw it I felt 
that the great city, with all its wealth and luxury, 
rests upon a volcano which only needs the force 
of civilisation to relapse upon it to produce 
a catastrophe which would make the world 
shudder.”—Chauncey Depew, after a Sunday in 
Whitechapel.

Much of Bernal’s leisure time was devoted to adminis
tering his father’s charities. There was nothing more 
congenial to him. He soon discovered that his father 
rigidly devoted not less than a tentljL of his annual 
income to charitable purposes—a once familiar 
general practice, now sadly fallen into desuetude. 
Nothing was easier than to dole out the sum available 
to the never-ending throng of applicants. Before his 
arrival on the scene, the only qualifications for relief 
apparently had been that the recipient was a resident 
of Brancaster, and badly off. Bernal recognised at 
once, that unless the money was to do more harm than 
good its gift must be preceded by personal investiga
tion, and accompanied by some personal assistance. 
He endeavoured to enlist the help of his betrothed. 
At the very outset she threw herself into the novel 
work with much enthusiasm, but a few days in the 
Brancaster slums soon killed it. First, on the plea 
that her mother didn’t like her doing it, and then on 
the ground that she found herself quite unsuited for 
labour amidst such unsavoury surroundings, she 
gradually abandoned the work. Bernal felt a little
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disappointed, but was not distressed for long. “ All 
women are not cut out for this sort of thing,” he 
said to himself. “ Gertrude’s genius doesn’t lie that 
way. After all she is not too strong, and the health 
of the dearest and most beautiful of women must not, 
be risked. The less she sees of the city misery, the 
happier she will be. He never reflected that love is 
blind, and that in the love-lit haze in which he then 
lived, the radiant Gertrude would always seem per
fect. Laura, without waiting to be asked, modestly 
offered her services when she heard of his difficulty. 
He eagerly accepted her help. She never failed him, 
however unpalatable the task to be executed. She 
toiled early and late, doing indeed infinitely more 
than he ever knew of. The poor instinctively trusted 
her. She won with confidence instantly. Her service, 
Bernal sometimes reflected, was not by any means as 
perfect as Gertrude’s would have been. Gertrude was 
uncommonly acute, and possessed of a keenly pene
trating intelligence that discerned imposture and 
fraud with lightning speed. She seemed to divide the 
sheep from the goats without the slightest hesitation. 
She said: “ I have an intuition for humbug.” Now 
poor Laura was all heart. Everyone nearly could 
impose upon her. The most transparently invented 
tale of woe, whose falsity Gertrude would have 
detected on the instant, and torn triumphantly to 
pieces by the swiftest cross-examination, brought tears 
to gentle Laura’s eyes and the coins from her purse. 
She would say sometimes, when rallied on her simpli
city, “ I know I am often deceived, and that I am a 
little fool, but I really can’t believe these poor people 
to be lying. I had rather think too well of them 
than too badly.” She might sometimes permit herself 
to be defrauded, and call herself a fool, but with all 
her softness of heart, she was very far from being one.

Neither she nor Bernal got far with their new 
enterprise before they made many sad and distressing 
discoveries. They had, for instance, subscribed to a
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fund for enabling a man to bury his wife. It was 
afterwards found that this drunken scamp had 
suffered the wife, whom he had sworn to love and 
cherish, to die for want of bread, and, leaving her 
body unburied, had drunk the proceeds of the collec
tion made. The inebriate father, returning intoxicated 
to his hovel at midnight, after the funeral by the 
parish, which he had not attended, threw himself 
down on the heap of rags and straw which was all 
he had provided for his three motherless children. In 
the morning he had gone off to the public-house with
out giving his neglected and starving offspring a 
penny or a crust, and had never inquired for them 
since.

After some months of hard work and manj'- dis
appointing results, where well-meant charity had 
clearly gone astray, Bernal discussed the matter with 
his assistant almoner.

“ Really, Laura, I think I might almost as well 
pitch father’s money into the gutter, for all the good 
it does these people.”

“ Why, what makes you say that? ”
“ I have been keeping a very close eye on those Irish 

families I spoke to you of, and I am satisfied every 
cent I give them goes in drink; in fact all round a 
large proportion of what we distribute goes in liquor.”

“ My experience is pretty much the same.”
“ It seems,” he resumed, “ like pouring water 

through a sieve, I get quite disgusted at times. 
Father gives his money to do them good, and only 
makes them all the more drunken.”

“ In that event,” said Laura, with an arch smile, 
“ your father -will get some of his money back.”

Bernal was anything but pleased with this remark. 
He unmistakably frowned and drew down his eye
brows.

“ Now, don’t be cross, Bernal,” said Laura, placing 
her hand on his shoulder, “ you are a generous, big- 
hearted fellow like your father, and it is hard to find
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your efforts frustrated in this way, but ‘ blessed is he 
that considereth the poor/ ”

“ I am beginning to think that word ‘ considereth ’ 
means a good deal more than merely giving to the 
poor,” said Bernal. “ It is often very cheap and easy 
to get rid of one’s superfluous coin in this way. It is 
very pleasant, and it is uncomfortable and disagree
able to refuse appeals for cash. It puts a man in love 
with himself to distribute money to those whose dis
tress offends his feelings. I am forced to conclude, 
however, that he whose charity is worth much, will 
not be content with this. He who truly considereth 
the poor will take the trouble to find out the causes of 
their poverty, and remove them if they are removable. 
Mere almsgiving which gratifies one’s vanity and 
relieves one’s feelings, more than it really relieves the 
poor, has very little of real benevolence, and often 
none of that unselfish thoughtfulness, which, I think, 
is embodied in the word ‘ considereth.’ ”

“ Much of what you say, dear,” said Laura, “ has 
long been in my mind. We ought to do what we can 
to prevent or destroy the cause of indigence, as well 
as give our money. I am sure, though, it is better 
to give, even when the money is often abused, than to 
do nothing. The giving of the gold frequently does 
more good than the gold itself. Stingy people are so 
glad of an excuse to save their money.”

Laura did not think it wise to say all she thought 
as to the greatest producer of poverty, but so far as 
her own experience went, she had found in nearly 
every case with which she had to deal, that drink, 
directly or indirectly, was at the bottom of it. From 
many incidents, small in themselves, but of extreme 
significance when taken together, she gathered that 
Bernal’s thoughts were taking the same direction as 
her own. She well knew that the scrupulous con
scientiousness which he had inherited from his mother 
was joined to all his father’s resoluteness of will. At 
times she almost trembled as she contemplated the
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possibility of parent and son coming into conflict upon 
some matter, where, from differing standpoints, both 
believed a principle to be at stake. Hitherto all 
possible serious grounds of difference had melted 
before the warmth of a mutual affection as strong as 
ever held father and child together. Bernal had been 
Laura’s idol from her childhood. She could not tell 
when the sisterly affection she bore him had ripened 
into another passion. Its existence was brought home 
to her with a suddenness, which shook her soul to the 
very depths, when Bernal’s engagement to the dashing 
belle of the Marriott family was made known. No 
living soul guessed her secret. Even the discerning 
Gertrude, her most intimate friend, had not the 
remotest suspicion of the truth. Deficient in self
esteem, and modest to a fault, never before the 
betrothal had she even as much as pictured herself as 
the wife of her hero. When the revelation broke upon 
her of all that he was to her, she felt sick and stricken 
at heart beyond words to tell. The intensity with 
which she repressed her grief deeply intensified it. 
Summoning all her strength, she presented to the 
world a face as sunny as ever hid a tragedy. She 
would have been the last to call her experience by 
such a name. Thousands worthier than herself, she 
thought, must have unrepiningly suffered a similar 
disappointment. The sad thing was she felt its bitter
ness would never pass. No vulgar jealousy tormented 
her. Bernal had chosen one far more gifted and far 
more fit than herself to be his bride. Perhaps, had 
she and Bernal not been brought up together, had 
their affection not always been taken as a matter of 
course, had not commonplace and domestic familiarity 
dulled his eyes, had they first met where some glamour 
of romance could shine, things might have turned out 
differently. With just such reflections as these will 
unappreciated women alternately comfort and torture 
their hearts.

The day after Gertrude’s engagement to the young
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a few hours at his brother’s house. Going un
expectedly into the library, he found Laura in a dark 
corner, with tears on her cheeks, and a book in her 
hand.

“ Why, Laura,” he cried, “ weeping over a senti
mental novel, eh? Didn’t they live happily ever after
wards? ”

A deep flood of scarlet rushed to her face, as she 
answered: “ You heartless old man, you know I can’t 
help crying over weepy stories, and yet you make fun 
of me.” She thoughtlessly put the book down, and 
directly afterwards left the room.

He curiously picked it up, and discovered it was 
“Political Economy,” by John Stuart Mill. “Well!” 
he said to himself, “ it is the first time I ever knew 
anyone touched to tears by the dismal science, but 
we live in a neurotic age.”

Laura found in her work amongst the poor the very 
distraction she wanted. She loved to help others, and 
when, at the same time Bernal could be served in any 
way, she was in the seventh heaven of delight.

Most of her work was done in the district of Hamp
ton, a crowded township of Barncaster in which the 
Ellison brewery was situate, and which Alderman 
Ellison represented in the City Council. Once the 
exclusive abode of the well-to-do, it had fallen far below 
its former estate. As the population thickened, the 
more affluent followed the fashionable stream, and 
sought refuge from over-crowded humanity in the 
country. If anyone had obtruded public-houses un
pleasantly upon the opulent residents of Hampton in 
its palmy days, they would have made the welkin ring 
with their protests. When, however, the plutocracy 
of Barncaster winged their flight to more rural 
retreats, the brewer and the publican made this 
district into their happy hunting-ground. Every coign 
of vantage wras filled with a drink-shop. There was
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no method of protecting the neighbourhood. Every 
street corner got its beer-shop. In the city of White- 
pool—Brancaster’s great rival—a great experiment in 
the way of practical free trade in drink had been 
tried. Everybody having an available house, who 
wanted a full licence, got it. Spirits, wine, and beer 
could be obtained everywhere. The dragon’s teeth, 
sown so plentifully, speedily produced such a crop as 
made the sowers fairly stand aghast at their handi
work. Whitepool became known as the “ black spot ” 
of the North, and the scandal of the country. To this 
day the strenuous efforts of reformers, exerted so 
untiringly for many years, as to compel national 
admiration, have but partly overtaken the results of 
that madly reckless experiment.

Entirely contrasting with Whitepool, where dis
tillers, importers, and wine and spirit merchants were 
the greatest power to be reckoned with, Brancaster 
was largely dominated by the brewers. Its licensing 
bench was, to start with, a faithful reflection of the 
preponderant power. The excessive mischievousness 
of the strongest liquors, and particularly of ardent 
spirits, was loudly proclaimed. The harmfulness of 
indiscriminate facilities for the sale of such dangerous 
beverages was openly recognised. Whitepool, at whom 
no opportunity of casting a stone went fruitlessly by, 
was described as a moral cesspool. Brancaster would 
show them an example! Beer was infinitely less 
dangerous than the strong liquors which had made 
their neighbour a byword through the land. Nothing 
surpassed good, homely ale—the national and historic 
beverage. If it was desired to drive out those perilous 
compounds, which the poor so sadly abused, then the 
remedy was as certain as it was obvious—good beer 
and plenty of it. Brancaster, and particularly the 
brewers of Brancaster, never did things by halves. 
This theory took the popular fancy. Every small 
group of families in all working-class districts was 
provided with a beer-house. The consumption of the
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local brew grew enormously, and the fortunes of the 
philanthropic brewers in proportion.

Whether or not Sydney Smith had such a city as 
Brancaster in mind when he recorded the frightful 
failure of England’s national experiment of free trade 
in beer, under the Beer Act, the condition of its in
habitants after the brewers had had their way fully 
warranted his words: “ The sovereign people are in a 
beastly state.”

When the regime- of ubiquitous beer-houses began, 
Hampton got its full share. From that time its 
declension in the social scale became most marked. 
When the witty and capable Judge Baron Dowse said 
that “ in every district the number of public-houses is 
an accurate measure of the degradation of that dis
trict,” he spoke a very obvious truth. Hampton could 
hardly have sunk lower. Hopelessness seemed the 
prevailing note of the district. Once let the drink 
demon cross the threshold of a home and hope flies 
out of the window'. The crow'ded denizens of Hampton 
had no faith in better things or better times. They 
felt that fate wras against them. Drink and its 
unavoidable concomitants—dirt and destitution—were 
ever with them. Every accumulation of wealth w'hicli 
might have afforded some chance of deliverance, 
sooner or later took its inevitable course into the 
publican’s coffers. Large numbers of men w'ith con
siderable families to maintain, out of wages ranging 
from twenty to forty shillings a week, spent on drink 
fully a third of their income all the year round. Their 
fathers had drank before them, they drank, and their 
children would drink, if they had not already begun.

One might imagine from its description that 
Hampton wras a neglected and forgotten spot. On the 
contrary, all the other Brancaster towmships regarded 
it as the “ spoilt child ” of the benevolent. Every 
religious denomination had its agents in this field. 
Lady visitors, city missionaries, priests, and Bible 
readers tumbled over each other in every direction.
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Churches, chapels, and mission-rooms abounded. 
Health, sanitary, nursing, and charitable societies of 
bewildering variety flourished in great numbers. No 
place had more free libraries. The Voluntary and 
Hoard schools were beyond criticism. The municipal 
administration of Brancaster was its proudest boast. 
Its eaglq-eyed inspectors were ever on the prowl. A 
fine art gallery and a famous museum were the envy 
of northern towns. A people’s recreation hall, free 
dances, high-class music, dramatic recitals, and lectures 
without end, were all at the disposal of the good people 
of Hampton. Innumerable counter attractions to the 
public-house swarmed on every side, and yet that 
institution, with undiminished prosperity, held on its 
triumphant course. One of these unappreciative and 
ungrateful people had the temerity to say that they 
had too much coddling and a great deal too much 
advice. The most sensible thing he had ever heard a 
parson say was the utterance of the famous preacher, 
who said, “ Some of us have almost been advised into 
hell.”

Now and then a sober and even a teetotal family 
reached these purlieus of poverty, but nothing was 
more remarkable than the swiftness with which they 
regained their feet and migrated to more wholesome 
surroundings. Friends were not lacking, as a rule, to 
the really deserving. As for the overwhelming 
majority, the}’' wore out the patience of the most long- 
suffering. All assistance failed to raise the standard 
of their existence one iota, because every farthing, 
beyond that absolutely necessary to save them from the 
workhouse and to keep body and soul together, was 
devoted to quenching their thirst. It went without 
saying that they direly wanted warmer clothes and 
better dwellings. Who could deny their desperate 
requirement of wholesome culture, healthier tastes, and 
sensible recreation'? Had not the philanthropists of 
Brancaster been doing their utmost to provide all these 
foregoing necessities for a generation1? Had not the
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sordid, vulgar bestiality and loathsome emptiness of 
these people’s lives made everyone shudder who 
knew what they were? Why was everything such a 
ghastly failure? Had not Society been putting the 
cart before the horse, and dealing with the product 
instead of the producer—purifying the stream at its 
mouth rather than its source? The people were the 
victims of a consuming fever. Society, instead of 
curing the fever, addressed itself to the fruitless task of 
providing remedies, admirable for the patient when 
the fever had gone, but worse than useless till then.

A right reverend Father in God, whose contribution 
to the Temperance movement mainly consisted of 
speeches which damned all teetotalers with the faintest 
of praise, and whose personal example in the matter of 
liquor was a standing rebuke to the presumptuous 
clergy, who presumed to appear to be better than his 
lordship by their own abstinence, attended a great 
local convention to discuss the regeneration of unhappy 
“ Hampton.” All the dignitaries of Brancaster, and, 
indeed, of half the county, were present to hear the 
epoch-making deliverance of the lordly ecclesiastic. 
The brewers were in full force. Expectation was on 
tip-toe. Surely if any man could give them light and 
leading in dealing with the sins and sorrows of 
Hampton, it was the majestic, white-lawned oracle of 
the House of Lords. For a full hour he poured out a 
torrent of magnificent rhetoric, if not of eloquence, and 
when he sat down left his breathless hearers gasping 
with amazement at such a prodigious effort of lungs 
and tongue and brain. And what had he told them? 
What was his panacea for healing the running sores 
of slumdom? Bernal accidentally overheard a 
conversation which summed it up for him in a way he 
long remembered. As the conversation closed, an over
worked rector said to his curate, who, like himself, had 
fought the drink fiend in that very township, for the 
poor he loved, till faith reeled at times: “ It could all 
be boiled down into a sentence. Beware of fanaticism,
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drink with strict moderation, and rely upon the 
expulsive power of a pure affection.”

“ He really said nothing more,” added the curate.
The rector laughed sardonically.
“Fancy telling Tipsy Ben, or any of our class of 

reclaimed men to beware of fanaticism, and to drink 
with strict moderation !”

“ Thank God none of them were present to hear 
him !” fervently ejaculated the other.

“ Let me see,” said the rector, “ Robertson, of 
Brighton, I think it was, who coined that fine phrase, 
' the expulsive power of a pure affection.’ I am afraid 
his lordship has not the faintest idea of the expulsive 
power of drink. I know no earthly affection which 
can contend with it. It closes every avenue by which 
the new affection might enter. It will expel every good 
impulse. Once let this particular devil take possession 
of a man’s soul, and he will keep every good thing out, 
and let every other devil in.”

“ You are right,” answered the curate. “ If only 
these superior folk would let us and our people help 
ourselves to banish this particular devil, by God’s help 
we would soon hold our own against the others.”

“ The expulsive power of drink is the deadliest thing 
on earth,” said the rector, as the couple rose from 
their seats, and moved out of earshot. Bernal was 
daily finding evidence that this strong assertion was 
none too strong.
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CHAPTER XI.

THE SLUM CHILDREN.

“ He buys honey dear who licks it from thorns.
The tears of the oppressed plead hard with God.”

—Old Sayings.
“ The last thing that can be said of any nation 

Is that it makes the lives of its children sad.”
-—John Rusk in.

Both Laura and Bernal found their saddest 
experiences amongst the slum children. However 
pitiable the lot of the grown up, there was always in 
regard to them the feeling that in some measure they 
were more or less responsible for what had befallen 
them. The hardest hearted must sometimes be touched 
with compassion for the little helpless innocents whom 
an unhappy fate has cast into such misery. Judging 
by human standards one can scarcely imagine the 
Omnipotent reserving more terrible punishment for 
any offenders than for those who are responsible for the 
unspeakable cruelties inflicted upon the children of the 
drunken.

Once when Bernal unexpectedly at night entered the 
home of one of his father’s proteges by the back way, 
he stumbled in the darkness over a little fellow but five 
or six years old, who, kneeling on the stone flags of 
the yard, in an agony of grief and terror was 
imploring with childish words help from heaven. Not 
for himself did he pray, though he bore the marks of 
a brutal kick he had just received, but for his sick 
mother lying at the mercy of the drunken brute who, 
with loud threats, could be heard demanding more 
money from the shrinking woman as she lay on her 
bed.

Again and again he entered houses, to find a group 
of starving children wailing for bread, yet starting 
with horrid dread at any noise which might indicate



the return of the beings they owned as parents. Too 
often that return meant blows instead of food. Bernal 
had a strong natural love for the little ones. He 
deemed nothing too good for them. He was wont to 
say, “ If they are not happy when they are young, 
God help them!”

“ Children with their little hands cling closest to our 
souls.”

On one occasion he observed a mother forcing drink 
down the throats of two tiny children in a perambulator 
outside a public, the bairns resisting to the limit of 
their feeble strength. A scene constant!}'' witnessed by 
him, particularly on Sundays, just before opening 
time, was the sight of a long queue of children standing 
in front of the public-houses, carrying jugs, pitchers, 
tins, and all manner of strange and battered 
receptacles, wherein they proposed to carry home the 
beer for which they had been sent by . their parents. 
Some of the bairns were hardly as big as the jugs they 
carried. One Sunday he saw a child between four 
and five years of age, sent no less than fifteen times 
in one hour to a public-house to fetch beer for its 
father. Sometimes they might be descried taking a 
furtive sip on the homeward journey. These proces
sions could not fail to raise thoughts in Bernal’s mind 
the reverse of pleasing. He instinctively avoided the 
streets where such scenes were commonest.

Amongst the cases which Laura had in hand was one 
in which she confessed she felt utterly helpless, and 
asked Bernal whether he could do nothing. She 
reported the women of the household in question to be 
cruelly neglecting a little baby, which seemed to be 
dangerously ill. Bernal promised immediate attention, 
and, sending on before him a young curate named 
Leslie, who had just commenced work in the parish, 
followed rapidly after. What a scene met his gaze, as, 
quite unobserved, he entered the parlour kitchen of 
that wretched home. An evil-smelling room, absolutely
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stripped of everything which could be converted into 
money, held three women all drunk, and all weeping 
maudlin tears. On the lap of one of them lay a tiny 
child, extremely emaciated, and, to judge from its 
painfully laboured breathing, evidently far gone in 
disease. That the doctor, who had been sent for, might 
give hope of its life when he came seemed almost 
impossible. As the clergyman’s glance took in the 
details of that filthy abode, as he studied the trio of 
foul besotted creatures, and thought of the future lying 
before the bairn should its flickering life be spared, he 
took the little neglected one in his arms, and prayed, 
with the tears running down his cheeks, not for its 
recovery, but that the Heavenly Father might take it to 
himself.

A few moments later, and with one long, weary sigh, 
the spirit had left its frail tenement for ever. Another 
accusing witness before the great White Throne! As 
the two young men looked in each other’s faces over 
the body of the dead infant, Leslie, standing with 
clenched hands and trembling with suppressed emotion, 
quoted in tones Bernal would remember to his dying 
day, “ The child’s sob in the darkness curseth deeper 
than the strong man in his wrath!”

Repeatedly in these drunken homes were children 
discovered, not merely in sore lack of every necessity 
for happiness and comfort, but pinched with hunger, 
marked with bruises, and covered with vermin. Laura 
wept over many a tiny mite of forlorn humanity, 
attenuated to half its proper weight, a mere handful 
of skin and bones. In one case where she called the 
doctor in, he pronounced that the child, though only 
eighteen months old, had died of a typical drunkard’s 
liver. The infantile mortality was appalling. A 
candid friend once remarked to the young brewer, 
“You cannot persuade me that drink is not largely 
responsible when I read that half Cardiff’s deaths are 
those of little children not more than one year old, 
nor when I hear a London coroner reporting more than
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a hundred little ones accidentally burnt to death in his 
district in one year. Some day perhaps an awakened 
public sentiment will place these resultants of the 
liquor traffic, with many another intolerable social 
burden of like origin, upon the right shoulders.”

Laura had to tell Bernal of an incident that drove 
him to intense exasperation. A girl, apparently twelve 
or thirteen years of age, was found by her to be lying 
bedfast in a filthy hovel, more fit for the accommodation 
of swine than of human beings. Her incessant cough, 
and panting breath, pointed to advanced consumption. 
Day after day she had lain, half-starved and 
wretchedly clothed, in a foul and stifling atmosphere. 
Her sottish parents, save in the intervals of the rarest 
sobriety, left her to the intermittent care of neighbours 
almost as drunken as themselves. On the occasion of 
Laura’s second visit to this home, she found that the 
magnificent auburn tresses which had formerly 
crowned the head of the poor girl had all disappeared.

For the sake of a few pence for the further gratifica
tion oi their depraved appetites, the ruthless parents 
had not hesitated to despoil the beauty of their dying 
daughter. Between the intervals of her racking cough 
the poor girl lay sobbing over her humiliation.

Laura, obtaining at length the consent of her 
parents, set about the making of arrangements for the 
invalid’s removal to a consumptive hospital. The 
transfer could not be completed for a day or two. She 
herself took the sufferer bed clothes and food. Finding 
on her next visit that the clothes had disappeared, the 
consumptive owned with shame that her father had 
carried them off to the pawn-shop.

Again leaving food, with wine and other cordials, 
Laura left the bedroom, saying she would return on 
the morrow. Before reaching the end of the street she 
suddenly remembered that she had left undelivered a 
message from the doctor to the patient, and crept 
quietly back to the chamber. Through the half opened 
door she saw by the bed a ghoulish figure, which had

H



come from its hiding place in the belief that the visitor 
was safely out of the way. In speechless indignation, 
she beheld the abandoned mother, despite the faint 
entreaties of her child, rob her of the provision just 
made, and greedily quaff the stimulants she had left. 
Laura’s first impulse was to rush forward and in God’s 
name curse the inhuman monster to her face, though 
in what words the gentle girl could have framed a 
curse it would be hard to say. Her next impulse, 
which she obeyed, was to consult Bernal. An inspector 
of the local Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Children was called in, and the unfeeling parents, 
wdiom drink had sunk far below the level of the beasts, 
were duly punished. Bernal, like his father, who 
subscribed largely to the before-mentioned society, and 
was, indeed, its president, began to take a keen interest 
in its operations. Nothing more violently enraged 
Bernal than the sight of cruelty to the helpless ones. 
He had the society’s officers continually at his beck and 
call. He harried the inhuman incessantly, and 
prosecuted such cruel relatives as he could with the 
utmost rigour of the law.

In the work of the Society, Bernal had a stern 
introduction to the ghastly realities of drunk-cursed 
child life. He was filled with a passion of pity for the 
little suffering innocents who bore unspeakable 
cruelties without a murmur, accepting, as has been 
pathetically remarked, all the doings of their parents, 
not as the result of wickedness, but as the judgment 
of fate. Wliat a record it was ! Parents saturated 
with alcohol, excited to madness, or stupified to idiocy, 
striking a five months old baby on the forehead 
with clenched fist, spitting in the face of one helpless 
mite, using a second as a pillow on the floor for a 
drunken slumber, stabbing a third, smashing the nose 
of a fourth with a hammer, crippling a fifth for life 
with a poker, throwing a sixth from the window, 
feeding a seventh with raw rum, frightening an eighth 
into epileptic fits, rendering others feeble-minded for 
ever, and driving several into suicide.
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One father, in his drunken fury, had held the hand 
of his five year old son in the fire; one mother, in 
her tipsy frenzy, had burst open the mouth of her 
bonnie little girl, and another, in her insensate stupor, 
had set fire to the bed on which she and her babe 
lay, till they perished together in the flames. A 
wretched starveling of nine years never remembered to 
have been wrashed nor clothed, except in one old ragged 
garment, had never slept in a bed, and had begged her 
meals, or lived on garbage picked up from the gutter. 
One little fellow of eight had tried to kill his father, 
stabbing him repeatedly with an awl, to save the 
mother whom the drunken brute had been assailing. 
One besotted pair had sold the little coffin in which 
theii dead child lay, and left the poor cold body lying 
on the floor. Following up one most aggravated case 
of neglect, the young brewer accompanied the officers of 
the law when proceeding to arrest the inhuman 
parents, and found them both dead drunk in bed, each 
clasping a spirit bottle.

Naturally, if Bernal could have found any other 
explanation of the unspeakable cruelties which wrung 
Ins heart, he would have done so, but wherever 
investigation was made, or the surface as much as 
scratched, the alcoholic curse invariably revealed itself, 
accounting for the petrefaction of human feelings, and 
a brutalisation of natural instincts which it alone 
produces. The gusts of fiery indignation which moved 
him to seek the punishement of those guilty of such 
monstrous atrocities, were mingled at times with 
strange shudders of repugnance at their originating 
cause. The Society’s annual report stated that ninety 
per cent, of its prosecutions were of drunken parents. 
When will it be recognised that the best society for 
the prevention of cruelty to children is the society 
for the suppression of the liquor traffic? That is the 
true League of Pity !

Laura made many friends amongst the other 
philanthropic workers labouring in the slums. In
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common with the rest of them, she soon found that so 
long as she was not able to declare herself an 
abstainer, her efforts at reclamation and her appeals to 
the degraded to give up their besetting sin were robbed 
of more than half their strength. She became an 
abstainer. Bernal openly said her teetotalism was a 
harmless fad, and secretly admired her courage. The 
rest of the brewer’s household, from its head, who said 
nothing, but looked visibly annoyed, to his wife, who 
condemned it as a piece of ill-bred and offensi\ e 
Pharisaism, made their displeasure more or less 
obvious. By Gertrude, Laura was exposed to the most 
merciless chaff. Every resource of ridicule and 
sarcasm was brought to bear upon her, by her nimble- 
witted friend. Whilst Gertrude thought far too much 
of herself and her irresistible charms to be jealous of 
anyone else, she recognised the strong, but unconscious, 
influence that Laura had over her lover. She disliked 
in no small measure the slum work which threw them 
so much together. Bernal was soon made to feel that 
his goddess looked askance at all these excursions.

“ Bernal,” she said suddenly to him one day, with 
the ready tear in her fine eyes, “ you don’t love me as 
you used to do.”

“ Don’t love you !” exclaimed her lover, with the most 
intense solicitude in his tones} ‘ you know, (failing, 1 
worship you. What makes you say that?

Her only reply was a succession of sobs which threw 
her betrothed into transports of grief. She would 
not be comforted. At length his beseeching entreaties 
elicited the cause of all this tragic sorrow.

“ I n-n-never see you now; you are always off with 
someone else. Anything comes before the poor girl 
who would give up everything for you, who loves you 
so foolishly. She is nothing beside the drunken and 
besotted wretches who only abuse everything you do 
for them.”

Bernal penitently admitted that their claims had 
sometimes prevented his attendance at loves shrine.
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He swore amendment, and with all loverly endearments 
assured her of his undying devotion. When the old 
serenity had returned, and Bernal gazed with a passion 
of rapture upon the lovely face of his fiancee, she took 
him to task about Laura.

“ ^ou know,” she said, with her shapely hands laid 
upon his wrists, “ that Laura has always been my 
dearest friend, but she has a distinct faculty for 
making herself and others ridiculous. She has 
already offended everyone in your home by advertising 
her superior virtue in adopting the teetotal fad. She 
soon makes all her associates as puritanical as herself. 
Everyone remarks, though you don’t know it, that 
she leads you by the nose everywhere. Before you 
know where you are, if you are not careful, she will 
have you doing all sorts of mad and outrageous 
things.”

Bernal, upon whom any words reflecting in any way 
on Laura grated most unpleasantly, at first fidgetting 
uneasily, now laughed outright.

“ Why, the gentle Laura might be my grandmother,” 
said he.

“ You may laugh,” continued Gertrude, “ but I know 
her. She will first make you a teetotaler like herself, 
then you will give up tobacco because it’s unhealthy, 
and finally become a vegetarian because it’s immoral to 
eat flesh meat.”

“ What an awful descent!” remarked Bernal.
\ ou see she has caught the faddist epidemic. I 

call it the anti-fever. It’s worse than dram-drinking 
when it gets hold of one. It comes of thinking that 
whatever the majority of people do or believe must be 
wrrong. When the victim thinks he has found the 
majority to be mistaken once, he concludes they are 
always in error. After he has given up wine, tobacco, 
flesh meat, and an orthodox creed, he becomes an 
anti-vaccinationist, anti-vivisectionist, and an anti- 
everything. He wears Jaeger clothing and long hair, 
rises at an unearthly hour in the morning, takes
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Turkish baths, adopts homoeopathy, supports woman’s 
suffrage, and believes he belongs to the lost ten tribes 
of Israel. Whatever is, is wrong, and only the 
minority can be right. He has doubts whether the 
earth is round, and believes that Bacon wrote 
Shakespeare’s plays. A dissenter in religion, a 
Radical in politics, and a peace-at-any-price man, he is 
always at Avar with everybody, treads on society’s toes 
all round, and having forfeited popularity, influence, 
and friends, becomes as useless as he is insufferable.’

As Gertrude paused to take breath after this out
burst, Bernal, with mock alarm, inquired, “ And have 
I caught this fatal fever?’’

“ Not yet,” said his betrothed; “ but you are a very 
likely subject, and I want you to be warned in time. 
Like Laura, you suffer from a morbid conscientious
ness. She has always had doubts about balls and 
theatres, and dare hardly wear anything lest some bird 
or beast has suffered a pang in being made a 
contributory to its beauty.”

“ Yes, she’s a tender-hearted little thing,” said 
Bernal.

“ Hysterically sensitive, you mean, dear. She 
magnifies peccadilloes into crimes, eleArates crotchets 
into principles, and then would sacrifice everyone to 
them. She would much rather give me up, her oldest 
friend, than abandon her teetotal craze.”

“ But I am very different to Laura,” said her loArer.
“No,” was the reply; “I know you, dear, better 

than you know yourself. If anything you imagined to 
be a principle came between us, you would throw e\Ten 
me over for it.”

“ NeA^er ! Impossible !” cried Bernal. “ There is 
nothing in or out of the AA-orld I would not cheerfully 
sacrifice for you and with such means as fond loA^ers 
are never backAvard at calling to their aid, Avhen no 
one else is by, he stayed the pretty, pouting lips from 
lecturing him any further.
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CHAPTER XII.

BERNAL BECOMES A TEETOTALER.

“ Weed your own garden first.
St, Francis shaved himself before he shaved his 

bretllren” — Old Sayings.

Some weeks after Gertrude’s lecture, Bernal’s father 
noticed that his son consistently avoided the use of 
wine. When openly rallied by his brother Louis on the 
subject, lie said, “ I do it out of respect to Laura, upon 
whom I think you have all been a bit too hard. She 
has just as much right to give up wine, as we have 
to take it. My strongest objection to teetotalers has 
always been that, not content with exercising the 
liberty to abstain themselves, they deny others the 
liberty of drinking. I support Laura’s right to do 
what she thinks proper, and set a good example.” 
Mrs. Ellison looked as black as she dared at this 
announcement, her husband gave a significant shrug, 
and Louis bluntly exclaimed :

“I thouSht you had perhaps got water on the brain, 
like some of your friends.”

Bernal hotly disclaimed the imputation. He 
displayed, indeed, such an excess of heat that Laura 
felt somewhat pained at his words, deeply gratified as 
she had been at his coming to her assistance. His 
father, too, had an uncomfortable feeling that his son’s 
strong language betrayed some internal mental 
disquietude on the subject.

In course of time Bernal’s practice at home became 
the same whether Laura was present or not. Even
tually, he even failed to join the heads of the firm, 
who generally met together for luncheon at the 
Brewery, in the customary glass of wine. His 
explanation now was that he found himself better 
without any stimulant, Bernal’s father, who thought



104

he knew his son better than anyone else, deemed it 
prudent to defend him in the discussions which ensued.

“ There is a world of difference,” he said one day, 
when the matter cropped up, “ between your fanatical 
and professional teetotaler, everlastingly interfering 
with others who extravagantly rave about pledges, and 
the general good—in reality abstaining because he 
thereby profits in some way—and betwreen a man who 
honestly avows that stimulants don’t suit him, but 
leaves others to the guidance of their own judgment 
and conscience. I know a couple of distillers, and 
nearly a score of brewers who are teetotalers of this 
sort, and some of our best tenants are teetotalers of 
this kind. Old Gangor, whose brewery is twice as big 
as ours, told me the other day that not only was he 
teetotal himself, but that he had brought up all his 
five sons teetotal too, and that he couldn’t wish for 
five more reliable fellows to help him in the trade 
in which they are all doing well. I don’t see why a 
teetotaler shouldn’t be a good brewer.”

As he said this, David looked across the table to 
his brother Arnold for approval.

“ It’s all infernal hypocrisy,” was the blunt 
uncompromising response. “ If a man, like the vast 
majority of Englishmen, thinks and believes drink in 
moderation to be a good thing, he wdll take it himself. 
If he doesn’t, and thinks and believes it is a bad thing, 
and yet makes it and sells it, he is a contemptible 
fraud. Your calculating, cold-blooded teetotaler, 
Davie, is the very last man I would trust on earth.

As Bernal rose to leave the room, for the under
brewer wished to see him, he ventured to say to his 
uncle, of whom he was very fond, “ I hope you are 
not offended, uncle, because------ ”

“ Don’t say anything,” interrupted his uncle; “ but 
you know, my boy, above all things I hate prigs and 
hypocrites.”

When Bernal had gone out, his father opened his 
heart to his brother.
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“ You know, Arnold, wliat ambitions I have for that 
lad. I am really concerned about his future, if he 
imbibes some of those fanatical ideas which are so 
persistently pushed in certain quarters.”

“ Do you think then, that he is going to play the 
fool in life?” asked Arnold.

“ No, Bernal is no fool; but he is so apt to lose sight 
of the practical in the ideal. He thinks the world of 
you, and I want you to help me all you can in making 
him into------ ”

“ A model brewer, and a credit to the trade,” said 
his brother, finishing his sentence for him. “ I know 
what is in your mind. You need not pursue the 
subject. Rely upon me to the uttermost in making 
Bernal a model brewer, and a credit to the trade. He 
is at present my heir. I hope he always will be, but 
I cannot bear prigs and hypocrites. I have just told 
him so, and you can tell him so as often as you like.”



106

CHAPTER XIII.

THE LICENSING LAW ENFORCEMENT LEAGUE.

“ He must not make a scarecrow of the law,
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey,
And let it keep one shape till custom make it 
Their perch and not their terror.”

At the earnest solicitation of his father, who thought 
that his son would derive peculiar benefit at this 
juncture from the company into which it would bring 
him, Bernal joined the “ Brancaster Trade Defence 
Association.” It was an eminently wise and strategic 
move on the part of his parent. The budding 
sympathies in his soul for the natural enemies of “ the 
trade ” were quickly frozen.. Always responsive to 
his surroundings, he found everything concentrated on 
the reversal of his former feelings. The Association 
officials, ever ready to take a cue from Alderman 
Ellison, lost no opportunity for pointing out the 
shortcomings of the water drinking fanatics, and 
demonstrating the iniquities of the teetotal party. 
Everything seemed to play into the hands of the very 
astute men who safeguarded the local interests of 
“ Bung.” A succession of fierce attacks upon the trade 
were organised. It looked to Bernal as if an anti
trade era of envenomed calumniation and reckless 
prosecution had set in. Prominent public men and 
police officials, known to be favourable to “ the trade,” 
were made the subject of serious charges, and licensees 
were dragged before the courts apparently on the 
flimsiest pleas. The current insinuations did not even 
spare Alderman Ellison. Now, in addition to the 
intensest affection for his father, Bernal had a 
passionate hatred of injustice and foul play. The 
stories with which he was regaled at the meetings of
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the Association raised a flame of indignation in his 
heart, in which many a thought which would otherwise 
have given him pause absolutely perished.

The Brancaster Licensing Law Enforcement League 
had just been formed with a great flourish of trumpets. 
Its chief promoter was a magistrate named Tempest. 
Everyone knew him. He bore a large share in the 
hardest work of many philanthropic movements, and 
was most conspicuous for his unselfishness and 
liberality. Though dowered with the kindest heart, 
few men possessed more enemies, for he had a hasty 
temper and a cutting tongue. He was desperately in 
earnest about everything he undertook, and for the 
half measures and methods of compromise which 
appealed so strongly to most Englishmen, he had a 
rooted aversion. So soon as he was put upon the 
Bench he began to institute all manner of official 
inquiries, ranging from the treatment of prisoners in 
local gaols, to the administration of the licensing laws, 
till he became the dread and despair of those who hated 
the time-honoured order of things to be disturbed. 
His first chief associates in the new enterprise were 
men who had no faith in teetotal practice or policy. 
Unlike himself, most of them were only armchair 
theorists. Their creed, in a word, was, that the 
solution of the drink problem lay not in the drastic 
scheme of the general Temperance reformers, but in 
the rigorous enforcement of the existing licensing laws. 
In their opinion, they were amply sufficient, if carried 
out with spirited efficiency, to relieve society, if not of 
all, yet of nearly all the intolerable incidents of 
intemperance. Bellicose teetotalers rushed to the 
standard, who, whilst they had no faith in such a 
method ever providing any permanent or adequate 
cure for the drink evil, believed that some tangible 
gain could be won if only real, efforts were made to 
secure anything like a genuine administration of the 
law.

The latter did the work, while the former largely
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pulled the strings. Teetotal zealots, into whose souls 
the iron has entered, and who have been wounded in 
things most dear and sacred to them, through the drink 
curse, are not always the most discreet of men. But 
these were the persons—and often the most illiterate 
and uncultured members of the class—upon whom the 
League had to rely for information and for work. The 
first prosecutions instituted proved an unhappy 
selection. They were mainly for small technical 
breaches of the law. For instance, more than one 
publican was brought to book for not having the fact 
as to his house being licensed duly notified upon his 
premises. This action aroused the bitterest resentment 
amongst the members of “ the trade.” Where the 
provisions of a law, good in themselves, are allowed to 
remain a dead letter, as many statutes affecting the 
publicans are, they become positively mischievous. 
The way in which the authorities in Brancaster and 
elsewhere practically allowed some portions of the 
Licensing Acts to become quite inoperative, had 
developed a general disregard of, and contempt for, 
the law, so far as it interfered with the freedom and 
profits of the trade. Lethargy and corruption had 
produced such a perverted public sentiment, that these 
first efforts of the League, designed to remind those 
interested of the existence of enactments continually 
flouted or forgotten, were regarded as the very embodi
ment of malice.

The most offensive and unpardonable thing to “ the 
trade,” was that private persons should initiate 
prosecutions. What right had they to invade the 
province of the police1? The employment in war by a 
civilised nation of savages against white troops would 
have been, in their eyes, a much more defensible 
proceeding. The carefully regulated warfare of the 
police was a very different thing to the incalculable 
depredations of these guerillas. There were recognised 
methods of meeting the attacks of the former, who paid 
a proper regard to conventionalities which had always



prevailed, but such means were not available against 
the latter.

The average policeman, from the drink-sellers’ point 
of view, was a very certain quantity, but the capacity 
of these enthusiasts no one could gauge. All available 
defensive resources were called into play. Every 
licence holder was warned concerning the new organi
sation. The League soon discovered that their only 
chance of success lay in conducting most of their 
operations in secrecy. Bands of unpaid but devoted 
workers watched the public-houses by day and by night. 
Evasions of the law as to permitting drunkenness, and 
as to prohibited hours, were chiefly sought for. 
Hundreds of drunken men were seen leaving the 
public-houses, and the watchers satisfied themselves 
that the licensing laws were violated all round with a 
frequency and impunity beyond their former extremest 
suspicions. The work of systematically keeping these 
houses under view was at best an invidious and 
disagreeable task. It required boundless enthusiasm 
to keep men so engaged at all hours and in all weather. 
To escape observation they had to move about singly, 
and often hide for hours in low neighbourhoods. The 
volunteers—sometimes reclaimed drunkards—were not 
always quite so wise and circumspect as the task 
demanded, and sometimes said and did things open to 
question.

The brewers were frantic with indignation at the 
new system. “ What could be viler and more un- 
English,” said they, “ than this employment of spies to 
catch the poor publican ‘ napping ’ and destroy the 
costly properties of the owners?” Bernal had poured 
into his ears a vast number of highly coloured stories 
concerning the misdeeds of these ‘ sneaks and eaves
droppers,’ who went about at night to take advantage 
of honest men. He thought it was all hitting below 
the belt. The carefully nourished prejudices of a life
time came rushing back in a flood. He raised no 
objection when the Defence Association resolved to
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give Mr. Timothy Griggs full discretion in checkmating 
the enemy. As one member excitedly declared, the 
fanatics had taken to playing with edged tools, and 
they could do the same. It should be a case of 
diamond cut diamond.

The redoubtable Griggs declared that he was a match 
for Tempest and Co. at any time, provided always that 
lie was well supplied with funds, and given the amplest 
latitude. As he had proved his prescience and 
discretion in many a campaign, he was left a free 
hand. When occasion necessitated he was to seek the 
guidance of Mr. Mervyn Craven, the executive Chair
man of the Association. The fitness of matters-— 
perhaps of the extremest delicacy—being kept in as few 
hands as possible, was universally recognised.

Shortly after Mr. Griggs received his commission, 
the Licensing Law Enforcement League obtained a 
most promising recruit. Mr. Joel Lievsey had just 
come to Brancaster armed with Temperance testi
monials, in which his services to the cause in a distant 
part of the country were described in the most 
flattering terms. He was provided, at his own request, 
with the earliest possible opportunity of displaying his 
powers on the platform. He delivered such a telling 
indictment of the traffic as made quite a local sensation. 
His closing passage, in which he denounced the selfish 
apathy of those who held aloof from the sacred duty 
of actively supporting the most vital and Christ-like 
social movement of the day, because of the strong 
language sometimes used by teetotalers, brought down 
the house. “ Talk of strong language,” he said, in his 
last sentence, “ I will quote the careful language, not of 
a frenzied water bigot, not of a fanatical Temperance 
scribe, but of the greatest master of polite letters, of 
fashionable courtesies, and of social elegancies in the 
last century. What teetotaler since the world began 
ever used stronger words than the accomplished Lord 
Chesterfield, when he said from his place in the House 
of Lords, ‘ Let us crush at once these artists in human
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slaughter, who have reconciled their countrymen to 
sickness and ruin, and spread over the pitfalls of 
debauchery such a bait as cannot be resisted.’ ”

He offered his services to the League, and on the 
strong recommendations of those who had heard his 
uncompromising deliverance, he was elected a member.

The intimate knowledge he displayed of the intricacies 
of that tangled mass of involved perplexities which 
makes up our licensing law, won him at once a place 
on the committee, and his zeal and capacity speedily 
gave him a thorough mastery of the entire work of the 
society. He never missed a meeting, and knew 
absolutely everything which transpired. Largely on 
his advice the League abandoned the policy of 
occasional and isolated prosecution of liquor selling- 
delinquents over the whole city. He argued that a 
very few cases of irresistible strength, elaborately and 
secietly prepared, and then suddenly launched against 
“ the trade” at the annual brewster session, would 
work wonders, and strike terror into the ranks of the 
enemy. His advice was not to attempt a great deal, 
but to concentrate their forces, and do whatever they 
undertook with the utmost thoroughness. His recom
mendation was to confine their attack to the compact 
and central police district of the city, known officially 
as the “ C ” Division. When successful there, they 
1 °uld afterwards, strengthened by their experience, 
invade the other and larger divisions. The soundness 
of his advice seemed beyond dispute.
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CHAPTER XIV.

SOME TRADE ENTRENCHMENTS.

“ When cat and mouse agree, it is bad for the larder. 
When the cat joins the weasel, there’s mischief 

a-brewing.” —Sayings.

Those who sought any improvement in the administra
tion of the existing licensing laws in Brancaster and 
district were encompassed with difficulties. The trade 
had protected itself on every hand. Even if the police 
had been perfect, and their masters, the Watch Com
mittee, flawless, they would still have had to reckon 
with the magistracy. Gangor, the great brewer of 
Whitepool, was accustomed to say, “ Give me the Watch 
Committee, and I don’t care who has the police!”

Porter, who captained “the trade” at Leymouth, 
was wont to declare, “ Give me the magistracy, and I 
don’t care a scrap for the Watch Committee !”

Thursby, however, who was the recognised liquor 
strategist of Brancaster, Dryborough, and district, 
said, “ I feel more comfortable when we dominate all 
three of these noble institutions !”

He had certainly spared no effort to attain this 
feeling of comfort, and the local drink-seller could 
regard the situation with much complacency. If there 
were any men of Temperance proclivities or practice 
amongst the leading police officials of the district, they 
certainly had the wisdom to carefully keep such to 
themselves, save when in teetotal circles, where it could 
do them no harm. The new Chief Constable of 
Brancaster owed his appointment, as has been seen, to 
the special efforts of trade friends. Before he joined 
the police force he had embarked his fortune in a 
distillery, and had a healthy dislike of faddists. The 
Chief Constable of Dryborough had married the 
daughter of a wealthy publican, and was eminently
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safe. Their leading subordinates had been carefully 
selected as men who could take a hint, and who knew 
on which side their bread was buttered. A man who 
could climb in this force from the position of a common 
constable to that of a superintendent, always possessed 
as a first essential a record clear of that erratic 
enthusiasm some men manifested for putting licences 
in danger.

The police superintendents of the adjoining county 
division were equally irreproachable. The most 
powerful of them all had no less than seven relatives, 
including two sons, who held licences in his own 
division. Another son supplemented his income by 
undertaking the preparation, printing, and posting of 
the various notices required by law from licence- 
holders and applicants, in connection with the licensing 
sessions. Woe betide the unlucky wight who had the 
temerity to assail their validity at any time! To do 
this universally respected superintendent perfect 
justice, let it be said, he treated other publicans no 
worse than his own connections.

He discouraged all attempts to 'persecute the 
publicans, as he styled any effort to bring them to book, 
and but for an inevitable accident now and then, they 
all went scot free. His figures in the matter of 
convictions for licensing law offences were so micro
scopically small, as to elicit the very prettiest 
commendations from the Bench at all annual licensing 
meetings.

The Watch Committee of Dryborough was so suitably 
constituted, and with such a numerous representation 
of drink sellers of every type, that Thursby was wont 
in trade circles to call it, “ The Publican’s Safety 
Committee.”

In Brancaster, this department of the Corporation 
was almost equally satisfactory. An uprising of 
Temperance sentiment, outraged by the scandal of 
drink-sellers personally controlling the force, one of 
whose main duties was to detect and bring to punish-

i
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ment drink selling offenders, took form in an attempt 
to drive them from the Committee. The trade proved 
equal to the occasion. A proposal was made to the 
effect that the trade members and the teetotalers should 
leave the Committee together. The sapient public 
instantly applauded such an obviously reasonable 
proposal. All opposition was shouted down. The 
notorious enemies of trade policy were replaced by men 
of views either indifferent or favourable, and the other 
vacant places were filled by individuals who, in 
addition to being every whit as devoted to liquor 
interests, were never deterred from any course by the 
consciousness which influenced their predecessors—that 
as liquor sellers they were peculiarly open to public 
criticism. Amongst the re-constituted Committee were 
to be found two solicitors who looked to the brewers for 
much remunerative work, a valuer, entirely dependent 
upon them, an architect, who made more out of his 
work in connection with the building and incessant 
alteration of public-houses than anything else, and an 
analyst, who derived a substantial portion of his 
income from “ the trade.” One or two other members 
were also under great personal obligations to the beer 
magnates for favours conferred, and so, as Thursby 
frequently remarked, “ They were, on the whole, a 
thoroughly reliable team.”

When a vacancy occurred the brewers showed their 
magnanimity by the appointment of one Greenlees, 
who, although a political associate of theirs, was, as a 
lifelong teetotaler, of course, above all suspicion. Once 
firmly established on the Committee, he soon became, 
by virtue of his ascetic record, its deputy Chairman, 
and, being as unscrupulous as he was needy, under 
the protection of his abstinence reputation, he speedily 
developed into the most determined and dangerous 
enemy of the Temperance party in the city. The four 
stipendiary magistrates of the district of Greater 
Brancaster formed, in connection with a majority of 
the “ Great Unpaid,” what Thursby facetiously styled
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his third line of defence. Two of the four had at 
some time or other acted as standing counsel for trade 
associations. All had made more or less of fame and 
fortune out of the liquor business. All but the 
Brancaster Stipendiary owed their appointments to the 
political associates and defenders of “ the trade.”

No judiciary in the world ranks higher for 
incorruptibility and impartiality than the professional 
judiciary of England. In other matters all the four 
would have been above criticism, but in things affecting 
“the trade” the prejudices and associations of their 
IB es, both social and political, however unconsciously, 
swayed them most materially. They always gave “ the 
trade ” delinquents the benefit of a doubt. The 
Brancaster Stipendiary was a very eminent lawyer, 
who would pay no more attention to the claims of a 
millionaire brewer than of a penniless teetotaler. He, 
however, personally had no belief in the restrictions of 
the licensing law, and evinced it by imposing such 
nominal penalties on offenders brought before him, 
that prosecutions were seriously discouraged. The 
police found the most plausible arid ready answer to 
any criticism on the paucity or feebleness of their 
prosecutions, by pointing to the fact that in cases where 
infinite trouble had been taken to secure the conviction 
of some notorious offender, the trivial or nominal 
penalty inflicted perhaps ten shillings for an offence 
out of which the offender regularly made as many 
pounds amounted almost to a marked rebuke of their 
own energy.

If the .Stipendiaries failed them, the drink-sellers 
had a host of friends among the justices. Almost 
invariably the title to write J.P. after one’s name was 
conferred as a reward for political services. A 
pushing man who had given handsomely of time or 
money to his party expected this recognition of what he 
had done. Years before, men of the very best figure in 
fhe district, distinguished for philanthropy, culture, or 
wealth, had the first claim to appointment. As the
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intensity of political strife deepened, party leaders 
discovered in the Commission of the Peace a means of 
strengthening alike their influence in the district, and 
their hold over their own followers. The requirements 
of the law and other difficulties imposed considerable 
limitations upon their machinations in the direction 
of the county magistracy, but the borough magistracy 
was surrounded bv no such obstacles. If a Conservative 
Government came into power, the first business of the 
local leaders was to recognise the merits of its most 
devoted henchmen, by creating sufficient J.P.’s to give a 
healthy stimulus to loyalty, and at the same time to 
give that embodiment of birth, culture, and wealth— 
the ancient and historic Tory Party—the pre-eminence 
on the seats of justice which was its due. If a Liberal 
Administration succeeded to office, the party of 
intelligence in the same way proceeded to let the good 
people of Brancaster and district know that the 
shortest cut to the honours of the Bench lay in fealty 
to their principles, and that Tory predominance in the 
courts of justice was a source of public peril, demand
ing instant mitigation.

Thus the pendulum of majority swung from one side 
to the other. The illustrious politicians to whom was 
committed the task of making these appointments, 
would have indignantly repudiated the charge of being 
in the least influenced by party considerations. The 
time-honoured custom, observed by both sides, was 
when appointing new batches of J.P.’s, to throw in 
amongst every round dozen of their own supporters, 
one prominent member of the opposite party. Thus 
was their reputation preserved as irreproachable. In 
due course this insane party emulation produced its 
natural results. Justices were appointed whose 
exertions in electioneering were no doubt very valuable, 
but who in standing, character, and education were 
utterly unfit to administer the law. Sensational 
appearances of the newly-appointed were made in the 
Bankruptcy Court and the criminal dock with



alarming frequency. One of the oldest and most 
respected of the justices ostentatiously resigned his 
appointment as a protest against the policy pursued. 
The City Stipendiary said publicly that there would 
soon be as many magistrates as policemen. The 
scandal became greatly intensified when the liquor 
sellers locally followed the example generally set them 
in the country, and adopting “ Our trade, our politics ” 
as their motto, formally joined themselves to the 
Constitutional party.

However many members of that party might wince 
at so odious an alliance, the necessity of securing the 
triumph of causes they held dear and sacred, silenced 
the protests they would like to have made against the 
association with allies who, all undesirable as they 
were, wielded immense political strength. Their 
energy, wealth, and organisation speedily enabled them 
to capture the party machinery. The appointment of 

. the local magistrates, when their party was in power, 
practically fell into their hands.

In Brancaster, Alderman Ellison, and in Dryborough, 
Thursby, were respectively recognised as the heads of 
the party, and as each of them filled the post of 
Election Committee Chairman to members of the 
Government, their influence was supreme. As each of 
them commanded a majority in their several Corpora
tions, they could dictate the composition of the Watch 
Committees, and thus control the police. When the 
party to which they had attached themselves was in 
power they could go a long way in securing predomin
ance amongst the magistrates. To accomplish their 
designs, they required a large majority of the justices, 
for as the law disqualified those financially interested 
in local licences from acting in licensing matters, many 
of their most reliable friends were debarred from 
voting when most required.

Men who could and would vote must be found at all 
costs to keep in check the fanatics who wished to curb 
and injure “ the trade ” at every point; men who would
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not stick at trifles, and plenty of them. They were 
found. Ellison and Thursby were the magistrate 
makers. The lists of suitable suggested appointees 
which they drew up from time to time were as good 
as appointments.

Others might propose ; they disposed. In Dryborough 
the knowing ones called Thursby “ the Chancellor.” In 
Brancaster, Alderman Ellison was called “ the Home 
Secretary,” for he alone had the ear of that august 
official, whom he had provided with a seat in Parlia
ment.

On one occasion, to show in very truth that he was 
the seat of honour, if not the fount of justice, in 
Brancaster, which rumour credited him with being, 
when the local Liberals had utterly failed to obtain 
any recognition of the notable lifelong public services 
to Brancaster, and many striking achievements of the 
most powerful man in their ranks, the brewer privately 
announced that he would work the oracle. Straightway 
a knighthood was conferred upon his strongest 
antagonist. It was a strange manifestation of astute
ness, magnanimity, and contempt. He displayed the 
same characteristic spirit at the end of his last 
municipal election contest. Towards the close of the 
poll, when everyone knew that the voters of Hampton 
had steadily polled in the proportion of five or six to 
one in favour of their old representative, whose 
generous charities always made his position quite 
impregnable, he met his Temperance opponent in 
despair for lack of carriages to bring up his voters. 
“ Here, Paulden,” he cried to his crestfallen antagonist, 
“ you ought to make a better show in bringing up your 
people. Allow me to place these conveyances absolutely 
at your disposal,” indicating with a wave of his hand 
a score of vehicles standing by.* It would be hard to 
say whether magnificent generosity or supreme disdain 
predominated in the offer.
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CHAPTER XY.

EVERARD LAWSON APPEARS ON THE SCENE.

“ Throw a stone into the mud, and it will splash your 
face- ’ —Old Saying.

The Licensing Law Enforcement League would have 
been an infinitely greater failure even than it was but 
for the untiring energy and exhaustless resourcefulness 
of its young Secretary, Everard Lawson.

Not yet twenty-one years of age, he was already well 
known in the Temperance world. He had joined the 
movement as a boy, and had not long left school when 
he was made Assistant Secretary to a powerful 
Temperance Society in the South of England. A genius 
for organisation, combined with remarkable platform 
gifts, speedily brought him to the front, and secured 
for him shortly afterwards a much better position in 
the Secretaryship of the Brancaster Temperance 
Association. When the new League was formed he 
needed no pressing from his employers to add its 
secretarial duties to those he was already discharging, 
though he received no extra remuneration therefor.

Taken as a body, no officials in the world do so 
much work for so little pay as those of the Temperance 
movement. There are no prizes in it, even for the most 
gifted. There is precious little of reward beyond an 
approving conscience. For sustained and unselfish 
enthusiasm in unpopular, unromantic, and common
place labour they have no rivals. With a small 
modicum of praise, they receive a plethora of abuse. 
Nothing, apparently, can weaken the faith, daunt the 
courage, or lessen the ardour of the apostles of 
abstinence and Prohibition. Never stinting health or 
strength, they work seven days a week as many hours 
as Nature permits. Their efforts know no surcease. 
For their recreation they take up some fresh phase of 
the movement. For holiday they help their colleagues.
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For flaming animosity against the liquor traffic and 
all its works none could surpass Everard Lawson In 
the warfare against intemperance he lived, moved, and 
had his being. He threw himself into the work of the 
League with characteristic abandonment. Not content 
with organising and inspiring the members, he 
personally made himself a most vigilant and ubiquitous 
detective. After a long day of particularly fatiguing 
labour, he would at night take to the streets of the 
slums, and bend all his energies to accumulating 
evidence against offending publicans.

Before long he came into open conflict with the 
regnant powers of Brancaster. He did his utmost to 
expose the weakness of the Watch Committee, and the 
supiness and inefficiency of the police wherever the 
interests of the great liquor sellers were involved. 
He reported certain violations of the liquor laws 
observed by himself or members of the League, and 
when no action was taken thereon, with indomitable 
persistence he pursued the matter till the police and 
publicans were beside themselves with rage. By the 
advice of Joel Lievsey, who displayed unfailing 
interest in all he did, he confined his interest to the 
“ C ” Division.

One evening he discovered two young boys lying 
almost insensible in a dark passage. Their breath 
smelt strongly of spirits. After infinite trouble he 
found their home, and when they had been brought 
round sufficiently, discovered that they had been 
supplied with the spirits for their own consumption 
at a low grog shop known as “ The Magic Flute,” and 
kept by a man named Bowden. The lads were 
seriously ill, so ill that it was obvious if they had 
taken a little more of what had been supplied to them, 
their lives would have been in sore jeopardy. Lawson 
rushed off to the divisional police station, and lodged 
a complaint against Bowden, with two officials he found 
there. They promised immediate inquiry. Days 
passed and nothing was done. Lawson got a paragraph
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into one of the Brancaster journals about the 
occurrence. An investigation was demanded. Mr. 
Tempest took the field with great vigour. Bowden was 
prosecuted and convicted. The policemen implicated 
said that Lawson had not given them proper 
particulars to enable them to find the offender, and 
that he had promised to call with necessary details, 
and had never done so. A very mild censure was 
passed upon the constables and the superintendent to 
whom they had mentioned the matter. Now, although 
the public knew it not, Bowden had married a niece 
of the police superintendent, Mr. Ebenezer Piggott. 
That gentleman, with many imprecations, vowed 
vengeance deep and dire on the rash young interloper 
whose interference had had such effects.

The League workers were not slow to discover that 
in attacking the sources of drunkenness they were 
brought into antagonism at the same time with the 
sources of other debauchery. The spirit which will 
permit the exploitation of poor humanity by the drink- 
seller is pretty much akin to that which allows the 
trafficker in licentiousness to ply his horrid trade. 
One of the most deplorable features of the liquor traffic 
is the intimate relationship existing between it and 
what we euphemistically call the “ social evil.” It is 
true that one may have that evil side by side with the 
strictest teetotalism, and some alcohol abjuring nations 
have unenviable reputations in this matter. Take, 
however, any races of similar environment and 
character, of like disposition, climate, and creed, and 
other things being equal those who “ apply hot. and 
rebellious liquors ” to their blood, and with whom 
drinking customs extensively prevail, will in purity 
and continence fall vastly behind those which are 
abstinent and temperate. Men whose passions are 
inflamed with intoxicating drinks are ever far more 
jjrone to lechery than others. The soil which is 
saturated with alcohol forms the richest forcing-bed 
for sensuality.
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CHAPTER XVI.

A CRUSADE AGAINST THE SOCIAL EVIL.

“ Take away fuel, take away flame.”—Old Saying.

The same principles which had constrained the League 
workers to curb the encroachments of the liquor traffic, 
impelled them to war against the wretches who live 
on the ruin of women. As in the one case so in the 
other, a passionate pity for the lost wrecks of humanity 
filled their hearts. It was very largely the same men 
who were prominent in opposing the Leaguers when 
they attempted to touch the guiltiest promoters of 
intemperance, who took the lead in resisting the 
campaigners when they entered upon their other 
crusade. The Watch Committee and leading public 
officials of Brancaster believed in the municipal 
regulation of vice. With little faith in humanity, and 
less, or none, in God, they admitted the inevitableness 
of the social evil. They made provision for it, saying 
that human nature being what it was, they only 
complied with necessity in so doing.

Thoughtful men who have devoted their lives to the 
subject, find a remarkable identity between the reasons 
advanced in favour of the State or municipal regula
tion of vice, and those adduced in support of the 
existing drink licensing system. The advocates of the 
prevailing Brancaster practice said if evil was done, 
it was to escape a worse evil. Their policy, so they 
declared, was by providing a certain defined area, to 
whose limits the evil should be strictly confined, to 
prevent its spreading indefinitely.

They established a close district, if not a close time, 
wherein could flourish with impunity the purveyor of 
wickedness,
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“ Whose cursed usage and ungodly trade,
The heavens abhor, and into darkness drive,
For on the spoil of women he doth live!”

In permitting the evil in one small area, they claimed 
to narrow it down to that area, and thereby protect 
a very large adjoining district from its spread.

The most fatal perversion of human thought is that 
exemplified in the belief that good can ever come from 
doing evil. That the protection, endorsement, or 
legalisation of vice can be justified in the name of 
virtue, is surely as extraordinary an error as ever took 
possession of mortal minds. The legislator or 
administrator who is blind enough to believe that by 
giving opportunity, facility, or immunity to the wrong
doer he is subserving the public interest, or promoting 
the cause of righteousness, is capable of believing 
anything. What more indefensible folly can there be 
than that which contends in regard to intemperance, 
or any other public evil, that to diminish the number 
and strength of temptations, to remove the sight of 
means to do ill, to render difficult and disagreeable the 
path of the transgressor, can promote, or aggravate, or 
do other than lessen such evil.

The police authorities of Brancaster drew a cordon 
round a portion of the “ C ” Police Division, and let 
it be known that the licence they permitted there would 
be permitted nowhere else. The area in question 
included a district where all the theatres and leading 
places of amusement in Brancaster were situate, and 
also a small residential strip of the city. The most 
notorious spot in it all was a low music-hall, which 
nightly reeked with obscenities, and in which filth and 
drunkenness strove for the pre-eminence. The remon
strances of the League went practically unheeded. A 
prosecution for obscenity in respect of a particularly 
offensive song was instituted. The prosecutors, having 
not only to struggle with the ordinary difficulties 
besetting such prosecutions, but also with the ill-
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concealed hostility of the police, and an unsympathetic 
Bench, failed to secure a conviction. Nearly all the 
offensiveness of such performances lie in gesture, 
innuendo, and double entendre, exceedingly hard of 
proof in a court.

Foiled in this direction, the League, particularly in 
the person of its young secretary, began an effort to 
suppress the dens of iniquity which, under the guise of 
private residences, multiplied exceedingly in the 
preserve established for them by the Watch Committee. 
So fruitless proved the new campaign, and so defiant 
were the offenders, that the League officials came to 
entertain a strong suspicion that the police had some 
deep interest in defeating every effort made to invade 
the neighbourhood. At the League meetings, Joel 
Lievsey most strenuously supported this view, and did 
not scruple to express his opinion that the very highest 
officials in the force were directly and disgracefully 
implicated. He at any rate professed himself prepared 
to go all lengths in assisting the indignant Lawson to 
probe the matter to its very depths.

At Lievsey’s suggestion, it was arranged that a 
certain suspected house—-No. 4, Byng Street—should 
be kept under observation. He had sanguine hopes 
that it might result in bringing to book some of those 
upon whom suspicion most strongly rested. He openly 
hinted that several very highly-placed guardians of the 
public safety were no less licentious than intemperate. 
At a Committee meeting it was arranged that the 
house in question should be watched in turn by 
different members. Lievsey volunteered to undertake 
the task for the first week, and Lawson consented to 
follow him after seven days. At the end of his period 
of observation the first of the amateur detectives 
reported that the bad character of the house had been 
amply confirmed. He declared that, although he had 
failed to find, as yet, the evidence desired, he was more 
certain than ever that it would be forthcoming, and the 
connection between the police and the house disclosed.
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Everard began his watch, after telling Lievsey 
exactly what method he should pursue each time. He 
saw nothing the first night to distinguish it from 
the other loose resorts in the neighbourhood. On the 
second occasion, after waiting till it was nearly twelve 
o’clock, a cab drove rapidly up to the street corner, 
and a well-known figure descended. From the darkness 
of an adjoining doorway Everard beheld its progress 
with ever-growing amazement.

No one in Brancaster at all familiar with the pallid 
face, Napoleonic features, exceedingly tall form, and 
military carriage of the Chief Constable could fail to 
recognise them again. Although the night was dark, 
the Chief in private garb, the street a lonely one, and 
the cab had disappeared, Everard could not believe 
that the supreme head of the police would perpetrate 
the folly of visiting such a house, and run the grave 
risk of his identity being discovered. Incredible as it 
seemed, he was clearly making for it, glancing round 
once or twice as he advanced, apparently to find out 
if there was anyone observing his movements. 
“ Surely he must be mad,” thought the watcher, “ to 
give himself away in this fashion.” As he passed the 
protecting doorway, Everard heard him breathing 
stertorously, and muttering to himself, whilst his gait 
was perceptibly unsteady. The explanation flashed 
upon the League Secretary in a moment. The Chief 
Constable was under the influence of liquor, and hence 
had for once thrown his habitual caution to the winds. 
Just before ringing the bell and disappearing inside, 
he had occasion to use his handkerchief, and in so doing 
pulled something white out of his pocket, which 
dropped upon the footpath. Everard, swiftly securing 
it, found it wTas a visiting card of Major Bolter. Up 
to this point he had hardly been able to credit the 
evidence of his eyes, but now his lingering doubts were 
instantly dispelled. He watched the house further for 
some hours without anything happening, and then 
returned home.



He regarded the astounding discovery he had made 
with mixed feelings. It was true he felt the regret 
natural to any decent man that the highest officer in 
Brancaster should have fallen so low, but here at hand 
was overwhelming proof whereby to expose and destroy 
practices which were sapping the very vitals of the 
city’s well-being. With such information as was now 
in his possession he could strike a deadly blow at the 
men who, under one specious plea and another, had left 
Brancaster at the mercy of drink and vice. As early 
the next day as he could, Everard sought Tempest, and 
laid what he had seen before him.

Now, no one had a lower opinion of Major Bolter 
than the Chairman of the League. At his hands he 
had met, under the cover of a ceremonious civility, 
incessant opposition, and the most irritating 
antagonism to all his projects. In Lawson, on the 
other hand, the magistrate had the most implicit 
confidence. It was much easier for Tempest than for 
most people to believe that the Major had committed 
the gravest indiscretion when the worse for liquor. 
Although generally credited with being a temperate 
man, Tempest had heard of at least two occasions when 
the Major’s sobriety had been called in question. One 
night he had been helped very carefully down the steps 
of his club and into his carriage, when but for 
such assistance he would never have got home at all. 
Again, at a great charity garden party, his wild talk 
and rollicking gait had caused some comment. As, 
however, the standard definition of drunkenness in the 
Brancaster force required overt acts of the most 
startling order, or a helplessness like unto that of a 
new-born babe, the comment was of a very mild order. 
Even if the Chief was supposed to be above judgment 
by the ordinary standard, there remained the fact 
that on the last of the two occasions mentioned his close 
companion all the time was the Watch Committee 
Chairman, whom no member of the Brancaster force 
who was present would have accused of being sober. It
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goes without saying that these things were not lost 
upon the rank and file of the police.

Tempest wras as pleased as Everard that the 
opportunity had arrived for bringing the trusted 
nominee and defender of “ the trade ” to account. He 
called several friends into counsel, and measures were 
adopted for using Lawson’s information without delay. 
Amongst other steps, a warrant against the keepers 
of the house in Byng-street was promptly applied for. 
The secret which the magistrate imparted to his friends 
spread, as all such secrets will, like wildfire, and in a 
few hours was known well nigh throughout the city. 
At the very moment when Tempest learnt that the 
warrant could not be executed because the occupants 
of the suspected house had disappeared, he and Lawson 
each received a lawyer’s letter at the suit of Major 
Bolter demanding an apology for an unfounded and 
malicious slander, and compensation for the loss he 
had thereby sustained.

A Watch Committee inquiry was promptly held. 
There was not a particle of proof against the Chief 
Constable beyond the entirely uncorroborated testimony 
of the young Secretary of the League. It is true that 
he held a visiting card of Major Bolter, but it was, of 
course, obvious that anybody desiring to obtain or 
manufacture one would have very little difficulty in 
doing so.

The whole matter of the accusation was denounced 
by the partisans of the accused as a wicked fable, 
engendered by the envenomed malice of the teetotal and 
purity maniacs, always ready to invent or believe 
anything to the discredit of those who did not think 
like themselves.

The case for the Major’s defence was complete. By 
the evidence of Bernal’s father, it was established that 
on the night and at the hour in question the Chief 
Constable was closeted with him in his own home, 
discussing the details of a proposed amendment to a 
local Act affecting certain municipal regulations in
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Brancaster* which was shortly to come before Parlia
ment. Tempest and Everard were now left in a very 
serious position. Under legal advice, they could do no 
other than make terms with the triumphant Chief 
Constable. He affected to be magnanimous, and let 
them off paying any damages, on their advertising in 
the local press a most humiliating apology, and paying 
his costs. The League had sustained a staggering 
shock. Tempest and Everard were vastly discredited; 
the latter utterly so. Even some of the League members 
avowed their distrust of the League Secretary. The 
magistrate, however, deeply chagrined as he was, never 
lost faith in him. Along with those who knew him 
best, they had no difficulty in believing his word 
against that of the Major and the brewer, and 
concluded that the latter, in his desperation, had not 
scrupled to manufacture a false alibi.

At the next meeting of the Defence Association there 
were great rejoicings over the righteous discomfiture of 
the “ sneak organisation,” as they termed the League. 
Mr. Griggs announced that a friend of his, who 
regularly attended all the League meetings, and kept 
him apprised of what was transpiring, had informed 
him that the League officials still credited the wicked 
accusation of their Secretary, and asserted their belief 
that Alderman Ellison had lied terribly to shield the 
guilty chief.

Bernal’s tenderest spot was the reputation of his 
much loved father. The story told by Griggs aroused 
his passionate indignation. In the flame of his resent
ment he seemed to lose the last shreds of the sympathy 
he had formerly felt for a cause whose supporters were 
capable of such infamy.
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CHAPTER XVII.

A GENERAL ELECTION.

“ In short, I firmly du believe 
In humbug generally,

For it’s a thing thet I perceive,
To hev a solid vally.”

One morning Alderman Ellison announced to Bernal 
that he had just received a note from the Home 
Secretary to the effect that the Government were about 
to appeal to the country. The statesman was anxious 
that his chairman should be apprised of the fact at the 
earliest possible moment, for the campaign promised to 
be an exceedingly stubborn one, and instant prepara
tions were necessary.

It will be a fine opportunity for bringing vou out,” 
said the brewer to his son. “ You know I dearly want 
you niake a great figure in political life some day, 
and it is high time to begin laying the foundations 
of voui career. All the great politicians have begun 
early. Practical electioneering experience will be 
invaluable when some day you have to tackle a 
constituency on your own account.”

All the officers, not only of the Brancaster and 
District Trade Association, but also of the numerous 
kindred societies of the adjoining counties, were 
straightway summoned to a meeting specially convened 
to consider the situation. There was a full attendance 
of the accredited representatives, reporters being, of 
course, strictly excluded. Beer, wine, and spirits all 
sent their complete contingents. Alderman Ellison 
presided, and the task of giving an introductorv 
address, and moving the resolution of the evening was 
left to Thursby. Bernal simply played the part of 
listener. Thursby wasted no time in prefatorv 
remarks, but promptly went to the heart of the matter.

J
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“ I am going to speak to you with brutal frankness,” 
he said. “ We have assembled to decide which 
candidates to support in the impending election. Our 
decision may be a foregone conclusion, but justice 
makes it necessary that every member of the associa
tions represented, whatsoever party he personally 
would like to favour—and we represent every shade of 
political opinion here—shall be satisfied that party 
considerations have absolutely nothing to do with that 
decision. We have thrown them all to the winds. Our 
programme is to oppose every proposal which will tell 
against our trade, or take away one farthing of our 
just profits. Of course, we don’t one of us care a brass 
button what is done if we get full compensation for all 
losses suffered. On these terms we shall all be glad to 
clear ourselves and our capital out of the trade to
morrow. Every man has his price, and we have ours. 
We support the man who supports us, and no one else. 
Tory or Radical, Socialist, Unionist, or Fenian, we 
care not. Whether for Church or Dissent, war or 
peace, free trade or protection, reform or retrogression, 
it matters not to us. Will he befriend ‘the trade?’— 
that is our only condition. ‘ Our trade our politics.’

“ Our opponents say our motive is an unworthy one, 
and that ours are the principles of pirates. They are 
every bit as good as those of others. The ‘ haves ’ vote 
to keep their possessions from the ‘ have-nots.’ The 
parson votes to secure the Establishment, and his loaves 
and fishes; the merchant to get new markets, or better 
trade; the landlord to save his land; the aristocrat for 
his privileges; the services for better pay, or more 
employment. Patriotism forsooth! Dr. Johnson was 
not far out when he said, ‘ Patriotism is the last refuge 
of a scoundrel.’ The one difference between these 
people and us is that Ave are honest enough to admit 
our motive is self-interest, and they are not. The 
only people we dread are the Prohibitionists by popular 
voice—whatever their exact method of Prohibition may 
be. The others have no public opinion behind them,
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and no enthusiasm. Who ever heard of a mere licence 
reformer giving or refusing his vote because of a 
candidate’s attitude on the liquor question? Every 
Liberal candidate but one in the district has swallowed 
the Prohibition pill. Many of them have taken it 
against their will, and with a very wry face. Why? 
Simply to secure the Prohibitional vote; the one vote 
Avhich cannot be bought by any other means. The 
Prohibitionist is the one man in politics you can’t 
humbug.

“ With the exception of Bellwood, the Liberal 
candidate for Burtown, all the candidates of his colour 
in our district are against the trade, and all the 
Conservative candidates save Bellwood’s opponent, are 
in its favour. That is enough for us. Subject to the 
result of final interviews, and correspondence confirm
ing our information, it is proposed to pledge the whole 
power of the Association, and the energies of every 
member, to secure the return to Parliament of Mr. 
Bellwood, and of all the Conservative candidates except 
his opponent.”

Before Thursby sat down he reminded his hearers of 
the immensity of their resources. “ For every pound,” 
said he, “ the teetotalers can put down, we can find a 
thousand. The public are sometimes told of the 
immense resources of the United Kingdom Alliance. 
How little, it is said, they have accomplished with all 
their money. What bosh! Why nothing is easier 
than to name a brewery company which singly earns 
more money every year than the Prohibitionist 
organisation has received in the forty odd years of its 
entire existence. We have nearly 300 millions invested 
in the trade. Every member of the trade, every 
investor in it, and every employee paid by it, can be 
a canvasser, and every public-house, beer-house, or 
other licensed premises, should be a real—though not 
allowed by the law as a recognised—committee room. 
In our own counties we ought to be the determining- 
influence in fifty elections. Every licence-holder



132

throughout the country should and ought to secure at 
least ten votes. Let us each one obtain but half that, 
and we are sure of a sweeping majority in Parliament 
for ‘ the trade.’ There has been some hysterical talk 
about our some day ‘ throttling the Commonwealth.' 
Why, we can do now anything we unite upon. In the 
old days, when the Prohibitionists began their 
campaign, they estimated that one in twenty-one of 
the adult population was financially interested in our 
trade. Now, under our modern system of public joint 
stock companies, we have added vastly to our 
adherents. In Guinness’s alone there are 9,000 share
holders, without including debenture holders. Divided 
as our country at present is, into parties, if we can only 
capture one vote in fifty from the enemy, the 
Government must be ours. If we succeed in securing 
two in fifty we shall command, in addition, an 
enormous majority for that Government. To put it in 
another way, generally speaking, a transfer of five per 
cent, of the votes recorded from a Government to the 
Opposition is ample to destroy a Government. At the 
very lowest computation, if we get our party into 
power, at least ten per cent, of their vote will be a 
liquor vote, and their Government will veritably be 
our creature. To refer to the last election, when we 
brought in the present Government, I may say that if 
each ‘ on ’ licensed house in England and Wales be 
credited with the transfer of but one vote from our 
opponents, it more than accounts for the conversion of 
their majority into a minority.

“ When, by means of repeated victories, we have 
shattered the forces of the party whose candidates 
almost uniformly have opposed us in recent years, they 
will learn in the wilderness of opposition the stern 
lesson that attacking the trade does not pay, and then 
both political parties will leave us in peace. The 
average working-man, who practically settles all 
elections, will believe anything which is told him loud 
enough and long enough. ‘ Almighty is the god of
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incessant repetition.’ There is nothing he so much 
dislikes as the word ' Prohibition,’ though he is 
prohibited all round as it is. Tell him that the 
teetotalers, who don’t take any liquor themselves, 
selfishly intend to prevent everyone else from having a 
glass, and he won’t have the Temperance candidate at 
any price. Tell him the teetotalers are going to stop 
anyone having any liquor, and he believes it, and is 
frantic. He never remembers that he is himself 
prohibited from vending beer, and that only a favoured 
few—and we are the lucky ones—are not prohibited 
from opening a public-house. Talk of ‘ majority ’ 
tyranny, and he never thinks of the present ‘ minority ’ 
tyranny. Denounce the Direct Veto, and he forgets it 
exists already. He never realises that the teetotalers 
seek to put him in the place of the magistrates, and let 
him decide for himself in a matter where he is now 
never consulted. It is your place to prevent his being 
enlightened as long as possible, for when that evil day 
does come, it will be a bad time for us. Meanwhile you 
have a magnificent constituency to appeal to, and the 
most eloquent of themes for your topic—a beer loving 
public, and the iniquity of those who would interfere 
with the national drink. Admirably handled, your 
appeal must be successful. In the working-man’s heart 
beer comes easily first. He is prepared to say, if I may 
take a liberty with a couplet of a very distinguished 
man : —

‘ Let wealth and commerce, laws and learning, die,
But leave us still the right our beer to buy.’ ”

Thursby’s remarks were received with sustained 
applause, and his resolution unanimously adopted. 
Before the meeting separated an expenses guarantee 
fund of £20,000 was initiated.

Politically, Bernal would have described himself as a 
moderate Conservative, and he cast himself with 
immense spirit into the local contests, winning 
enthusiastic plaudits from many an excited meeting of
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electors by his manly and dashing eloquence. With 
the best of taste, he himself rigorously avoided any 
reference to the liquor question, but heard with no 
little misgiving some startling deliverances from 
platform colleagues in relation to the methods and 
proposals of the Temperance party.

Only once did he attend a meeting of the enemy. 
Raynor had given dire offence to “ the trade,” and a 
supreme effort was being made to prevent his election. 
Bernal stole in at the back of a large hall, where a 
big audience had gathered to meet the Radical 
candidate. The moment the speaker rose one or two 
hundred men in the rear of the crowd began to loudly 
chant “ Beer, glorious beer,” and continued it despite 
all remonstrances, till the meeting broke up in 
confusion. In a quiet way Bernal did his best to 
restrain the disturbers, but they were mostly too far 
advanced in liquor to pay any heed to his words. The 
next morning the Liberal papers gave the utmost 
publicity to the fact that “ the trade ” had once more 
broken * up a public meeting by the organised 
opposition of drunken rowdies. The sinister signifi
cance of the announcement that the young brewer had 
been a conspicuous figure in the quarter wherefrom the 
disturbance proceeded, was duly pointed out. Bernal, 
who had done his utmost to secure fair-play, and a 
quiet hearing for the Radical candidate, felt more 
incensed than ever against the Temperance party who 
supported him.

Every employee of the brewery who could be 
spared was called upon to canvass. Bernal con
centrated his efforts on Hampton, and found the 
work far less unpleasant than he had anticipated. His 
father’s pensioners, in themselves forming no small 
army, needed no urging to induce them to troop to the 
poll in support of any candidate he favoured.

Alderman Ellison boasted, and not without justifica
tion, that he held Hampton in the hollow of his hand. 
Since he entered the political field, neither to Parlia-
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ment nor the Corporation had it ever returned, save 
once, any candidate other than a “ blue,” and that 
always by a large majority. That one occasion 
illustrated the enormous power of the brewer. The 
local leaders of the party had a temporary dispute 
with him, and in opposition to his wishes nominated 
a popular candidate for the City Council, whom he did 
not like. In retaliation he took from the ranks of their 
Radical enemies the most offensive nominee he could 
think of, and the electors of Hampton promptly 
returned him at the head of the poll.

At the next election, the private quarrel having in 
the meantime been settled, the same electors, at the 
behest of the Brancaster dictator, just as promptly 
turned the Radical out, leaving him, indeed, in a 
contemptible minority.

Just before the election day for the city, a final 
“ war council ” was summoned of “ the trade ” in the 
district. Mr. Timothy Griggs was the hero of the 
occasion. He delivered an address to the workers on 
“ The best method of winning an election.” While he 
recapitulated the various means of inducement which 
lie ready at the hand of the publican, and approved 
of a judicious use of the “long pull” and the “free 
pull,” he did not forget to advise them how best to steer 
clear of the Corrupt Practices Act, and avoid 
implicating the official agents of the candidates they 
respectively befriended. “ Men like the Home 
Secretary,” said he, “ are far too thin-skinned to be 
made personally privy to our peculiar methods, and the 
best plan is to let them know nothing about it. To my 
mind, speaking as an old campaigner, the most 
effective and least perilous of courses is that whereby 
each one lets his own select and thirsty customers know 
that if ‘ the trade ’ candidate does get in, there will be 
plenty of £ free,’ or practically ‘ free,’ beer wherein to 
celebrate the event. Every drink beforehand is too 
dangerous, and defeats its own ends. In any event let 
them all know that successful Radicalism—so long as
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it is against us—means a ‘ dry ’ election. The solid 
expectation of a few quarts of beer will do more in 
winning votes than all the eloquence of the cleverest liar 
on a political platform I”

The election resulted in a signal victory for “ the 
trade.” The teetotal leaders no less than the rank and 
file of the party were smitten hip and thigh. The 
Home Secretary had a larger majority than ever.

As Bernal appeared at breakfast on the day after the 
Brancaster election, brimming over with joy at the 
triumph in which he felt he shared no little of the 
credit, he found Laura almost in tears. “ You might, 
at least, give me one word of congratulation on the 
grand success for which I have worked so hard,” he 
said. “ Why, Laura, you look as if you were heart
broken because we have smashed the fanatics to pieces.” 
“ No,” was the reply. “ You know I am glad your side 
has won because you are so delighted, but I care little 
for political strife. When I had seen all the voters I 
was asked to .call upon, I went at a rather late hour to 
see some of the ‘ pensioners ’ in Hampton lload. It 
was horrible! The men and women who had got home 
all seemed to be drunk, and the others were away 
drinking. The efforts of many long months have been 
wasted by this unhappy election. The two Harringtons, 
for instance, like scores of others whom we thought 
were reclaimed, are off on the burst again, and God 
alone knows what miseries await them and their 
families. Inspector Greaves, who is always so kind in 
keeping an eye upon me, when I go into the most 
dangerous places, saw and spoke to me. He said, ‘ If 
I wras you, marm, I would give up your personal work 
hereabouts for a few days. In my opinion the w’ole 
bloomin’ population is drunk to-night. It will be some 
days before they settle.’ ”

The following day came the Dryborough election. 
Four Liberal and Temperance members were replaced 
by four Conservatives. It was a clean sweep. Shortly 
after the declaration of the poll, Bernal stood on the
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steps of the Town Hall, surveying the huge crowd which 
surged around the building. One of the defeated 
candidates and a former member drove away in his 
carriage. He was as popular and respected amongst 
his Parliamentary opponents as amongst his friends. 
A great manufacturer, he gave employment to no small 
proportion of the electors. He had loaded the populace 
with benefits. In times of distress he had kept the 
poor in hundreds from the workhouse. Only after 
immense pressure and at enormous personal sacrifice 
had he consented to again serve the borough in 
Parliament. As he reached the main street, still in 
view from the Town Hall steps, the crowd, highly 
inflamed with drink, burst into loud threats and hoots 
of derision. Curses and blasphemy rang in the air as 
the mob pursued the carriage and bespattered both the 
grey-haired man and his shrinking wife with mud and 
filth.

“ Such,” said Thursbv, as he looked on smiling, “ is 
the power of beer.”

“ Then thank God that I do not owe my election to 
such means!” Raynor fervently ejaculated. “ Sooner 
a thousand times would I be defeated than be a party 
to such degradation !”

“ Sour grapes, old man !” said Thursby. “ If you 
Radicals could secure ‘ the trade ’ support, you would 
only be too delighted.”

Bernal, after the declaration of the poll, accom
panied Thursby in making a round of the Dryborough 
Conservative Committee-rooms. Nearly everyone 
seemed the worse for liquor. The drunkenness was 
appalling. The wild talk and flushed faces of the best 
of them proved that they were under the influence of 
something more potent than that of political excite
ment. The successful candidates delivered short 
speeches in succession, one and all attributing the 
victory to their consistent support of the great historic 
causes of their party—from the defence of throne and 
altar to the unity of the Empire. Thursby, with a loud
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chuckle, turned to Bernal and said: “ Historic causes 
be hanged ! Beer, and beer alone, won these elections. 
With over fifty houses in each division of Dryborougli, 
I can return whom I like, and the four new M.P.’s know 
it. If I only chose to lift my finger Dryborough would 
return four Radicals any day.”

“ I think,” observed Bernal, with a shrug, “ the 
newly-elected ought to be styled the members for 
Thursby.”

“ So they ought,” said his friend.
At the next meeting of the Trade Defence Associa

tion, after an elaborate examination of all the 
divisional reports, Thursby boldly claimed that their 
organisation had returned to Parliament, in the 
electoral district they had in charge, no less than one 
Radical and fifty-two Conservative candidates, who 
would otherwise have been certain of defeat. At the 
conclusion of his speech he said: —

“ I make bold to prophesy that as we have now 
completely captured one party, we shall, as we make 
them suffer for opposing us, eventually capture the 
other.”

As Bernal left the meeting he was a prey to 
reflections which made the sweeping victory of the 
political party he had so earnestly desired and 
strenuously sought to achieve much less satisfactory 
than he had anticipated.

The memorable words of a very distinguished 
statesman now fighting on his own side recurred to his 
memory with most disagreeable insistence :—“ A priest- 
ridden nation is to be pitied, a publican-ridden nation 
is to be despised.”
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CHAPTER XVIII.

A CHAPTER OF MISCELLANEOUS EXPERIENCES.

“ Pluck the magpie, but don’t make her scream.”
—Old Saying.

“ Every day I am more sure of the mistake made by 
good people universally in trying to pull fallen 
people up, instead of keeping the yet safe ones 
from tumbling after them; and always spending 
their pains on the worst instead of the best 
material.” —John Rusktn.

The formative influences which contributed to bring 
about the crisis in Bernal’s life were of an extra
ordinarily varied character, and it was long before 
thev converged with a cumulative force which was 
irresistible.

For the space of a year, on the nomination of the 
Church party, he served on the Brancaster School 
Board in the place of a deceased member. One of the 
first problems with which he had to deal was that of 
the poor children sent breakfastless to school by 
drunken parents. The little things, with gnawing 
empty stomachs, were quite incapable of assimilating 
any instruction, and some provision had to be made for 
them. It was estimated that they numbered in 
Brancaster an army not less than four thousand strong. 
Paying a visit of inspection one day to a large Board 
School, Bernal found a teacher exercising a class in 
the subject of definitions. One interrogation put to 
them seemed for a moment a rare puzzle. The question 
was “What is teetotalism?” At last one tiny girl, 
whose pinched face and shabby clothes bespoke hard 
times at home, put up her hand and cried out: “I 
know, teacher.”

Both teacher and visitor felt a lump rise in their
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throats as the answer came in the thin piping treble, 
“ Teetotalism means bread and butter.” With tears 
welling in her eyes, the teacher said, “ You must 
explain that,” and the small damsel promptly replied, 
“ Because when father’s teetotal we get bread and 
butter, and when he is not we have to go without.” 
Her case was typical of a vast host of little helpless 
suffering ones.

Every class, too, in the school seemed to contain one 
or more members afflicted with some physical defect 
attributable to parental negligence born of intemper
ance. In some districts an epidemic of ophthalmia 
seemed to have broken out from no other cause but this, 
and the children were fated to go through life handi
capped and blighted with imperfect vision.

“ Yes, sir,” Bernal once overheard the headmaster of 
the great Central Board School saying to another 
visitor, “ Drink is far more accountable for the 
deterioration of our national physique than any other 
cause. Some day, perhaps, in the stress of a great war, 
England will painfully realise what she has lost in this 
way. In our district I estimate that over 80 per cent, 
of the class to which we look for army recruits would 
fail to satisfy ordinary military requirements in the 
matter of physique.”

At the invitation of Alderman Goldsworthy, Bernal 
attended the Christmas treat annually given to the 
most indigent children of Brancaster, in the Boys’ 
Home. What a spectacle it was! Hundreds of little 
ones in their pale, gaunt faces, and frail, stunted 
bodies, furnished more striking evidence of the 
degradation of their parents than even their ragged 
and tattered garments afforded. The guests had been 
asked to bring their own eating utensils with them. 
What a medley it was ! No fork seemed to possess its 
proper number of prongs. Old lobster cans and 
battered preserved-meat tins abounded. The whole 
collection would have done discredit to a dust heap. 
At the close of the treat, clogs and blankets were
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distributed. Bernal noticed that the presents all bore 
the names of the Home inscribed in plain and, indeed, 
irremovable letters. In answer to the young brewer’s 
wondering question, the Alderman explained that in 
default of this precaution, as proved by years of 
experience, nearly every article would, before the end 
of the week, have gone to the pawnbrokers to furnish 
the wherewithal for more drink for the parents. The 
shoeless feet and starving bodies of the bairns counted 
for nothing beside the liquor. He quoted the authority 
of Dr. Barnado, than whom no man ever had a larger 
experience of work amongst waifs and strays, for the 
statement that “ about ninety-five out of every hundred 
are the children of drinking parents—one or both.”

Bernal was amongst the guests invited to hear an 
address by one of the most celebrated of Her Majesty’s 
Judges on the re-opening of the law classes at the 
University College, after the close of the autumnal 
vacation.

It was entitled “ The Province of Law'.” The famous 
and learned judge devoted much time to advocating 
a measure he had in hand himself for dealing with 
commercial corruption and bribery, and enlarged very 
lengthily on the educational effect of laws. His 
argument was that they themselves materially 
generated and developed public opinion, and by the 
very fact of their existence vastly assisted in raising or 
degrading the masses to their own standard. He gave 
many illustrations of what he advanced, concluding 
with that of the Criminal Law' Amendment Act, which 
had corrected, raised, and even revolutionised the 
practices and moral notions of certain classes. He 
contended that morality by Act of Parliament—all 
epigrams to the contrary notwithstanding—was a great 
principle which entered into the very highest religious 
teaching, and was supreme in the practical ethics of 
ordinary life. The whole criminal law- bore testimony 
to this truth.

The chief subsequent speaker w^as Canon Bellhouse,
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one of the most distinguished of the alumni of the 
College. He did not fail to express a few pertinent 
truths that made Bernal wince more than once. By a 
necessary implication he argued that the educational 
and elevating capacity of the law, on which the Lord 
Justice had dwelt, might well be enlisted in solving the 
drink problem. Just as conscience had been defined as 
being God’s Secretary within each of us, so the law—- 
the expression of the national conscience—should be 
God’s Secretary to the nation. The law should be “ a 
terror to evil-doers and a praise to them that do well,” 
and never invert that maxim by giving its endorsement 
and countenance to that which, in the nature of things, 
made for evil. Strange to say, though, for every 
minister of the Gospel provided by the friends of 
religion, the State legitimised three drink-shops. The 
law was not only a great policeman, but a great 
schoolmaster. The schoolmaster might be abroad, but 
so was the publican. For every primary school we 
had no less than six licensed houses. The Government 
had licensed in every drink shop an educator of the 
public conscience, whose lessons never ceased. His 
seeds were ever being sown broadcast, and the rank 
weeds of drunkenness and debauchery sprang up. His 
standard, the legal standard, became the public 
standard. The masses realise the police sanction more 
distinctly than the spiritual and inevitable Nemesis. 
If, as the Lord Justice had declared, the first aim of 
the law should be to prevent public corruption, of all 
fields it should begin in the one he had indicated. The 
traffic was the very mother of corruption, and in its 
nature necessarily corrupting. In conclusion, the 
Canon avowed his belief that the law should never take 
the form of an agreement with the source of vice, a 
bargain made with selfishness and sensualism. “ It 
should,” he said, “ be the political reflex of the Lord’s 
Prayer. ‘ Lead us not into temptation ’ indicates not 
less the duty of the State than the wisdom of the man. 
To use a figure of George Eliot’s, we should at least
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falling into ruin as we are ready to catch some 
ornament tumbling from our mantelpiece. Flesh and 
blood are surely entitled to as much protection as the 
sordid interests of Taper and Tadpole, which the law 
holds so sacred.”

Bernal was present in due course at the yearly 
Christmas “ trade ” banquet in Brancaster. The 
officials always made tremendous efforts to secure the 
attendance of some ecclesiastic at this function, and 
though as a rule the fish they landed by dint of much 
angling was generally but a minnow of very small 
account, this year they had managed to secure a 
veritable whale in the person of the Dean himself.

Thursby, in telling Bernal it had been a masterstroke 
for the Association to secure the Dean’s presence, did 
not conceal the very low esteem in which he personally 
held that portly personage. “ Not the meanest drink- 
seller here,” he said, “ but has in his heart of hearts a 
profound contempt for the parsons who have so little 
regard for their cloth as to figure on these occasions. 
It pays us to get them and make a fuss of them, but 
there isn’t a man in this room who, if in dire trouble 
or dying, would have them at any price. A sky pilot, 
they will tell you, should be a sky pilot, and stick to 
his own colours. For a traitor and a renegade, speak 
he ever so smoothly, they have no real respect.”

The Dean sat on the right hand of Alderman Craven, 
the Chairman. The last-mentioned gave the Church 
dignitary a most effusive welcome.

“ So long,” said he, “ as we have the benediction of 
the Church, our much harassed industry is safe. My 
one smashing rejoinder to all who assail my trade is 
that both the present and the late Bishop of this 
diocese have always been numbered amongst my most 
valued customers. To their credit be it said, each of 
them manifested in their orders such a cultured and 
discriminating taste as befits the wearers of lawn 
sleeves.”
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Before long, the Dean, in mellifluous periods, was 
discoursing to those immediately around him upon his 
most congenial topic, the demerits of teetotalers. 
“ There is no limit to their bigotry,” he remarked. “ I 
do my best to check it. I am in great request for 
opening bazaars, but I make it a rule never to go to one 
unless I know beforehand that I shall not be denied, at 
the lunch, the little stimulant I find so eminently 
beneficial to me.”

The Alderman was most sympathetic. “ I myself,” 
he observed, “ may mention in the same connection an 
incident which happened only last week at St. John’s, 
Hardingley. I had sent them for their refreshment 
stall, a very choice selection of my best spirits, but some 
fanatical ginger-beer bigots objected to my donation, 
and it was actually returned to me. The only satisfac
tion I had was in learning that the leading malignant, 
in order to get his own way, had to pay out of his own 
pocket the amount which it was estimated my present 
would have realised towards the Church funds.”

The Dean responded to the toast of “ The Clergy.” 
Beginning with the assumption that the wine spoken 
of by St. Paul was intoxicating, and sufficient to 
embrace beer and spirits, and further taking for 
granted that everyone had Timothy’s stomach, he made 
the Apostolic admonition his main text. “ Of course,” 
he said, “ the members of ‘ the trade ’ as strongly 
deprecate intemperance as the extremest teetotaler. 
Every man present is heartily in favour of 
Temperance.”

Bernal, all the time the Dean was on his feet, was 
entertained by a running fire of comments which 
Thursby whispered in his ear.

“ Did any man ever say he was not in favour of 
Temperance since the world began!” exclaimed the 
Dryborough brewer. “ Why, the wretched drunkard 
himself, as he reels down the street, hiccoughs his 
approval of Temperance!”

“ There are worse evils than intemperance,” the Dean
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continued. “ Gambling, for instance. Betting is the 
national curse, and ruins far more than drunkenness. 
Let the teetotalers concentrate some of their mis
directed fanaticism upon that running sore of the body 
politic, and they will accomplish some practical good.”

“ Balderdash,” said Thursby under his breath. “ The 
betting man is one of our best friends. He who hits 
him hits us. Beer and betting—the turf and the trade 
—are the closest allies. Every race meeting is a little 
gold mine to us. An English racecourse presents about 
as unique a connection of scum and riff-raff as the 
world can show, but, take away all the publicans and 
public-house habitues from that select throng, and there 
will be next to nothing left. Many of our tenants 
spend most of their time visiting the different race 
meetings, and some of them say that, unless they make 
a book every now and then, they cannot keep their head 
above water. But for the help and shelter the beer- 
seller gives to ‘ bookie ’ his occupation would soon be 
gone. When there is any risk to the licences we do our 
best to stop such betting as the police could lay hold of, 
but there is a lot done we can’t interfere with. The 
knights of the turf now and then get hold of a lump of 
money which should have been ours, but, in one way or 
another, we get it back again. The publican’s till is 
like the city of the Caesars, all these roads lead to it. 
A district mad over gambling on races is always mad 
over liquor. Pawnshop, pub., and bookmaker all 
flourish together, and we take the cream.”

The Dean’s peroration was a very inflated passage, 
in which, with much otiose rhetoric, and many 
redundant words, he argued that good liquor brought 
much pleasure into the world, and that whatever added 
to the happiness and brightness of human life added 
to its virtue. As he sat down Bernal’s thoughts went 
harking back to the crowds of poor neglected children 
he had just seen at the Christmas treat, and of the 
homes they represented from which the drink had 
banished every ray of happiness. The magniloquent

K
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and pompous periods of the ecclesiastic found their 
most apt commentary in the lines of the Scotch bard, so 
simple and true, which rushed into his mind : —

“ To make a happy fireside clime 
To weans and wife,

That’s the true pathos and sublime 
Of human life.”

The Dean only remained a few moments after 
resuming his seat. His eloquence, no doubt, as he fully 
recognised, deserved the tribute of enthusiastic 
applause, but the demonstrations of approval grew so 
noisily boisterous as to be positively alarming. 
Hilarity in moderation, like good liquor, was all right, 
but when it exceeded all bounds, and took the form of 
all manner of familiar and disconcerting ejaculations, 
it was hardly in keeping with the ecclesiastical dignity. 
When he was roasting the teetotalers for their 
fanaticism, for instance, one enthusiastic drink-seller, 
with a face flushed to the colour of purple, had shouted 
out in his vinous excitement, “ Give it the devils! 
Give it the devils !” This kind of thing the speaker felt 
to be distinctly compromising to one who hoped ere 
long to don a bishop’s apron, so he sought his shovel 
hat, and beat a somewhat precipitate retreat.

Thursby himself was entrusted with the next toast. 
With his tongue in his cheek, the brewer rang all the 
old familiar changes which have delighted the baxrquets 
of Bung from time immemorial. Their’s was a most 
legitimate trade; they were the friends of liberty; they 
were the greatest contributors to the national revenue ; 
and so on, in the most approved style. He reserved his 
strongest efforts for the time-honoured denunciation 
of the drunkard, “ that worst enemy of the trade.” 
This always brought down the house. He cordially 
supported the movement, then being boomed, for 
providing public retreats for the inebriate.

When the reporters had gone, the brewer heaved a
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sigh of relief, and privately unbosomed his real mind 
to Bernal.

“ Thousands of men,” he said, “ will to-morrow 
swallow without one iota of misgiving, the ‘ copy ’ with 
which we have furnished them. And yet, to use a 
phrase made classic by a great Chief Justice, what 
* unadulterated tommy rot ’ it is. Take the question 
of the inebriate. We create him, make a fortune out 
of him, take all his money, and then an idiotic public 
accepts our suggestion, and at the public expense, and 
out of the rates paid by everyone, teetotalers included, 
provides him with a home. Before the last stage, when 
a benevolent public take him off our hands, he is our 
most lucrative customer. When he becomes our enemy, 
and in his destitution and degradation is an 
exceedingly dangerous advertisement—a live, walking, 
concrete argument against us that there is no over
coming—we get him shut up at the cost of the general 
community. Quietly and unostentatiously, so as not to 
excite suspicion, we shall always favour this latest 
development of public spirit. Some day, I suppose, the 
absurdity of it all will dawn upon John Bull, and after 
that—well, the judgment!”

Bernal had inherited from his mother a deep love of 
music, and without any pretensions to genius, had 
become, by dint of assiduous practice and the best 
training, a very reputable organist. The world-famed 
Doctor of Music who customarily officiated at the 
Cathedral, and whose performances constituted no 
mean addition to the attractions of that venerable pile, 
was often absent through the infirmities of advanced 
age, and the young brewer frequently acted as his 
deputy. The discharge of this duty brought Bernal 
many new friends, and some fresh experiences. To 
begin with, he used to walk to and from the Sunday 
evening service, but he had to pass on his way so many 
of the houses of the firm, all open and doing a roaring 
trade, that he soon came to entertain a strong 
preference for hurrying by in his father’s brougham.
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To one constituted as he was, with a deep-seated and 
commanding reverence for things sacred, to hear 
raucous voices bawling from the inside of a beerhouse, 
bearing his family name, “ We are the people of His 
pasture, and the sheep of His hand,” w^as unspeakably 
painful.

It struck him as singularly incongruous that the 
State, shutting up on Sunday the shops of the “ butcher 
and baker and candlestick maker,” should permit the 
drink-seller—undoubtedly the least entitled to it—a 
privilege denied to all the others. The tradesmen, with 
many an unpaid bill against their customers, had the 
mortification of seeing them walk past their closed 
shops to spend their money in dissipation at the pub. 
It seemed more incongruous still to find the State and 
the piously inclined, opening ten thousand temples of 
religion to point men to things elevating, and to find 
the State at the same time opening many thousands 
more of temples of vice to empty the former and undo 
their work.

“ Wherever God erects a house of prayer,
The Devil’s sure to build a chapel there,
And ’twill be found, upon examination,
The latter hath the larger congregation.”

A year or so after Bernal began his work at the 
Cathedral, Brancaster was much concerned about the 
death of one of its most promising sons, and the young 
brewer profoundly troubled by the loss of a very dear 
friend. The story of Herbert Langham will require a 
chapter to itself, but a brief reference to his father will 
serve to explain w^hv his bereavement excited such 
universal sympathy.

Sir Peter Langham was undoubteldy the most 
popular man in the county. He was hail-fellow-well-met 
with everyone, and as much at home with a peer as a 
cabby. He thought nothing of slapping a Cabinet 
Minister on the back, or of digging a bishop in the
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ribs. He had not the faintest glimmering of what 
modesty meant about him, and yet never gave offence. 
Everybody liked him, and he had not an enemy in the 
world. He was incapable of doing a shabby thing, and 
generous to a fault. One weakness, however, was his, 
and everyone knew it. The case of the nobleman who, 
in answer to King George’s remark on his being 
introduced, “ I hear you like a bottle,” replied, “ Your 
Majesty does me an injustice, I like a number,” would 
have excited Sir Peter’s sympathy. He liked as many 
as he could get. When challenged as to the amount of 
champagne he could in an emergency carry, he always 
responded with the time-honoured password of the 
Lushington Club, “ any given quantity.”

Representing one of the Brancaster divisions in 
Parliament—a district whose bibulous propensities 
were proverbial—he was accustomed to say, when 
rallied upon his failing, “ I am never too drunk to 
represent my constituents.”

Rumour made him the subject of a thousand stories, 
most of them purely fictitious, but none of which he 
ever resented. On one occasion it was said he had 
left the Guildhall after a Mayoral banquet so 
obfuscated that in the great square opposite, instead of 
making his way homewards, he was found by a police
man affectionately embracing a lamp-post and apostro
phising it in endearing terms.

“ Come along with me to the station, you are drunk !” 
said the man in blue.

“ Why, bless my soul, constable, don’t you know who 
I ami” the genial knight exclaimed; “I am Sir Peter 
Langham!”

“ Stow that stale bosh!” rudely answered the police
man, laying hands on him, “ they all say that.”

But for the timely interference of a passing friend, 
the M.P. would probably have got as far as the lock-up.

Of Falstaffian proportions, herculean bulk, and 
magnificent physique, he was the embodiment of ruddy 
health and immense strength, and at sixty years of
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age could not bewail a single grey hair. Every drink- 
seller in the city had pointed to him at some time or 
other and said, “ There is an argument no teetotaler 
can refute.” He did not long survive his only son, 
Herbert, and never reached the age of seventy, but 
when he died Dr. Barnard, who attended him in his 
last illness, observed, “ He ought to have lived to have 
been at least a hundred!”

How many there are like him! With abnormal 
physical resources, and a constitution which should 
take them on to the years of a centenarian, they 
manage, despite all their alcoholic excesses, to reach or 
approach the customary span of life, and then a host 
of deluded weaker men imagine they can act with 
similar impunity, and their own lives are ended as a 
tale that is half told.
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CHAPTER XIX.

THE STORY OF HERBERT LANGHAM.

“ Wash a pig, scent a pig, still a pig’s but a pig.
Who sows beans will reap beans.
Thistles would never become roses even should you 

plant them in Paradise.” —Old Sayings.

Herbert Langham, after a brilliant university career, 
in which he took a first in classics, and achieved other 
notable distinctions, began reading for the Bar. 
Needless to say, with the equipment he already 
possessed, there was nothing in the Bar examinations 
which demanded any prolonged effort on his part. He 
was also supposed to attend a certain number of hours 
at the chambers of a distinguished counsel, but the 
obligation sat very lightly upon him. After many 
continuous years of hard study he immensely relished 
the ample leisure now at his disposal. He could, in 
fact, for the first time in his career, really call his 
days his own. He had arrived, indeed, at that 
supremely critical moment of a man’s life when all 
scholastic or tutorial restrictions suddenly cease. Of 
all periods it is big with fate, and the use the newly 
enfranchised youth makes of it is pregnant with vital 
issues. It often tests his moral stamina and entire 
past training with the severest strain of a whole 
existence. An idle brain is the devil’s workshop, and 
Langham fell for a time into evil courses. A mythical 
story in which Herbert Spencer and other great men 
variously figure, relates how one of them, entering a 
famous club, challenged a youth to a game of billiards, 
and the challenged forthwith began an unfinished break 
which ended the game, and never left the Eminent One 
a chance of even using his cue. The latter, thereupon, 
addressing the victor, solemnly declared, “ A reasonable 
proficiency at billiards is a gentlemanly accomplish-
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ment, but such great skill as you have displayed augurs 
a misspent life.” Although he had by no means 
misspent his life, Langham had a phenomenally 
accurate eye, and his prowess with the cue on his 
father’s table, led him to display it in any place where 
opportunity offered. From the first-class clubs where 
he could play without being expected to drink he began 
to frequent the hotels, where it was more or less a 
matter of obligation or custom to do. Like so many of 
his station in life, he would not have dreamed of going 
into a low or a second-rate public-house, but made no 
scruple at frequenting the leading hotels. Here, with 
hosts of others, to whom the places customarily debited 
with all the discredit of ruining young men presented 
at first no attraction and no danger, he graduated, till 
the last-mentioned resorts met his tastes, and there, too, 
he became at home.

When will it be recognised that making a drink-shop 
of gigantic size, filling it with gorgeous furniture, and 
every attraction of a refined luxury, does not render 
the drink sold there one atom less dangerous? The 
glamour of unimpeachable respectability thrown 
around these places not seldom constitutes their most 
fascinating peril.

In “ The Royal,” “ The Grand,” and “ The Imperial 
Hotels ”—vast majestic and imposing structures—those 
drinking habits are often acquired, which, eventually, 
seek their gratification in “ The Dive,” and “ The Slip 
Inn,” and all manner of places of a character which 
would once have been rigorously avoided. In the 
intervals betwreen play at billiards, Langham spent 
many an hour at the bars of different hotels, and met 
his fate there in more senses than one. The day will 
come when a professedly Christian community must 
awake to a sense of the shame there is in putting its 
girls—especially the young and pretty—behind the 
drinker's bar. Other civilised communities have sternly 
suppressed this degrading practice, constituting as it
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does the strongest possible reflection upon our much 
boasted national chivalry. In the United States, as 
in Ireland, public opinion is entirely opposed to the 
employment of bar-maids. There are not twenty in the 
whole of Canada. In South Australia, New Zealand and 
the Transvaal there are none. A British Prime Minister 
has styled the public-houses of our land centres of 
pollution and contamination, and yet the drink- 
degraded sentiment of the day sees nothing shameful in 
exposing the fairest daughters of the land to all the 
obscenities and unseemly jests of drunken bar loafers. 
Some 90,000 of our women, mainly young, are 
barmaids. It would be impossible to specify a position 
of more perilous degradation. Does it never occur to 
the smug church-going brewery shareholder that there 
is no break in the chain of responsibility connecting 
him with this and the other worst features of the 
liquor traffic?

With what horror would he shrink from the idea of 
his own dearly-beloved and carefully tended girl 
discharging the duties of a bar-tender! How 
unspeakably abhorrent the thought of her engaging 
charms being used as a bait for dram drinkers! Some
day shall the purveyors of alcohol be called before the 
bar of an indignant nation to render account for the 
vast mass of maidenhood annually sacrificed to the 
trade.

To cut the story short, Herbert Langham, only son 
of Sir Peter, University-man, and Bar student, fell in 
love with Annie Lucas, a barmaid. Many a callow 
unfledged youth has done this in his salad days, and 
many a tragedy to the weaker of the two has followed. 
The social circles in which Langham moved would 
readily have forgiven him this youthful indiscretion, 
to whatever lengths it had carried him—with one 
exception. That exception was marriage, and yet this 
crowning folly of all he consummated. It might be 
conventionally regarded as madness, but he for one
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could not perpetrate the villainy of compromising a 
girl—even though a barmaid—and of then leaving her 
in the lurch.

Langham was duly called to the Bar, and his family 
and friends had to make the best they could of his 
mesalliance. In truth, he might have done worse. The 
habits he had recently acquired were a much deadlier 
menace to his future than even the marriage he had 
contracted.

After all, there are barmaids and barmaids. Annie 
Lucas, notwithstanding her humble parentage and 
educational defects, was not without some of the most 
precious qualifications to be found in a wife. 
Passionately devoted to her husband, she resolved she 
would do her utmost to keep him straight, and to her 
incessant watchfulness and strenuous efforts he owed 
his deliverance from the perils which threatened the 
destruction of his professional career at the very 
outset. In the old days the traditional prescription for 
securing success at the Bar, was that a man should 
“ live like a hermit, and work like a horse.” Nowadays 
an aspiring barrister can do much in carrying his way 
to distinction by an assiduous cultivation of the best 
society, and an utterly ineligible wife may prove the 
most serious of drawbacks. Fully and sadly conscious 
of her own shortcomings, Annie socially effaced herself 
as much as possible, and proved herself a model of 
self-sacrificing discretion. Nevertheless, the mere fact 
of her existence sorely galled her husband’s relatives. 
To his ambitious sisters in particular, it was the one 
fly in the ointment of their social life. Herbert, 
largely in consequence of the continuous stimulus and 
inspiration of his wife, settled down with rare 
constancy of purpose to the pursuit of his profession. 
He “ caught on,” to use the jargon of the Courts.

Briefs poured in. One cause celebre after another 
fell in his way, and he was on the high-road to fame 
and fortune. One small cloud hung in the sky, and at
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first no bigger than a man’s hand soon covered his 
whole horizon.

Annie, with all her solicitous cai’e of the husband of 
whom she was so proud, forgot herself. The seeds 
sown in the old days behind the bar began to 
germinate. Possibly Herbert’s long absences, not 
merely on professional business, but at numerous social 
functions whither it was impossible for her to accom
pany him, had something to do with it. Times of 
loneliness and depression are most trying for tempted 
women. Whatever its proximate cause, Annie sought 
relief in the most delusive agency which ever betrayed 
the daughters of Eve. Her addiction to the spirits, 
often almost forced upon her in the former times, 
rapidly strengthened. The moment he observed it, 
Langlxam banished all intoxicants from his house, and, 
taking every other precaution open to him, flattered 
himself that his wife, with all the strength of character 
which distinguished her, would soon recover herself. 
Alas! Amongst the army of women inebriates are to 
be found many of the strongest-willed and most 
determined of the sex. Living where he did, far out 
of the City, Herbert, by dint of keeping his wife at 
home, could pretty well afford to disregard the public- 
houses which cursed so many other homes, but he forgot 
the men possessed of grocers’ licences. The adjoining 
village numbered several in its midst. No schemes he 
could devise were proof against the grocer, the grocers’ 
assistants, and the grocers’ boys. While he fondly 
imagined that matters were mending, things were 
going steadily worse, and, under the guise of groceries, 
his wife obtained what she required of that which, 
contrary to the nature of all articles of food, inflames 
and increases, instead of satisfying appetite.

There is nothing gained by lingering over the story 
of swift declension, which thousands of men have 
watched with agonised helplessness, till the once bonny 
bride has become a thing of loathing and of shame. 
All the sweet and winsome charms which had so won
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his heart, that he had dared all the frowns of society 
and burst the bars of circumstances to make his 
own, were being blotted out before his eyes.

In his despair, he adopted a suggestion of his sisters. 
He had an unmarried cousin, named Phyllis, who had 
always taken the deepest interest in his affairs, and 
been, indeed, regarded in days gone by as not unlikely 
to be his own choice. The proposal made was that 
Annie should go to stay with her at her home in a 
secluded country district for a prolonged period, and 
that cousins and sisters combined should do all which 
could be done to effect her reformation. It was a 
strange reformation they achieved !

A few weeks after she left his home Herbert learnt 
that she was dead. An inquest followed, and it 
appeared that those to whom he had committed the care 
of his wife had let her have all the liquor she 
demanded. She drank an amazing and increasing 
quantity of brandy every day—the number of bottles 
named seemed almost incredible—till nature gave way. 
The inevitable verdict was of death from alcoholism.

Langham’s sisters flattered themselves that no social 
obstacle now clogged the upward progress of their 
accomplished brother, and that every avenue lay hence
forth open to him. His cousin again cherished her old 
hopes. A short time before she died, Annie had left 
a few lines of farewell to her husband. She had 
significantly committed her message to the custody not 
of the cousin or the sisters, but of an old servant in 
the house whom she deemed worthy of trust. This 
letter, therefore, though unmentioned at the inquest, in 
due course reached the widower’s hands. It was very 
short. “ Dearest Sweetheart,”-—for such she had never 
ceased to call him—“ My race is nearly run. This evil 
thing will soon kill me. I may never be sober again 
to write you. The grocers’ licence has ruined me. I 
might perhaps have been saved, but your cousin and 
sisters evidently think—as I suppose does everyone 
else—that it is best for you that I should be out of
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the way. I shall not disgrace you much longer. Your 
course will soon be clear. You are not to blame. God 
knows, and will judge. You have been all love and 
kindness and loyalty. Good-bye ! Beloved ! For ever 
and for ever good-bye! I have but one thing to ask. 
When in the days to come you are famous and 
honoured, as you deserve to be—when, as one of the 
first men in the land you are mated to one more worthy 
of you, sometimes spare a pitying thought for the poor 
dead girl who loved you better than life.”

Herbert Langham never discussed his wife’s death 
with living soul. To the world he presented an 
absolutely unchanged exterior, the prevalent impres
sion being that he was richly to be congratulated on 
the fact that death had concluded an ill-starred 
alliance, which only promised growing trouble and 
disgrace. No one but his confidential clerk, who some
times heard a furtive sigh, or detected his employer 
poring over the tiny miniature portrait of a trans- 
cendently lovely face, knew what the barrister’s loss 
meant to him.

When a few years afterwards, having taken silk, in 
the full tide of success, with the fairest prizes of the 
profession well within his reach, he was killed by an 
express dashing through one of the leading junctions, 
no one but that same clerk surmised that there was 
nothing accidental about it.
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CHAPTER XX.

THE LEAGUE SUSTAINS FURTHER REVERSES.

“ There are more ways of killing a dog than hanging 
him.” —Old Saying.

The Licensing Law Enforcement League resumed 
active operations the moment the General Election was 
over. There were endless avenues of escape open to the 
publican, which were closed to the keepers of the resorts 
of the libertine. Both President and Secretary saw in 
a new and determined crusade against these haunts of 
vice an opportunity for effective work, which also gave 
promise of bringing to account some of the police 
officials who either shielded or were actually in 
complicity with the guilty. Two citizens were found 
who had serious complaint to make of the character of 
some houses closely adjoining those in which their own 
families lived. Everard watched them in company 
with the complaining householders. They formed 
strong opinions as to their character. They jointly 
wrote a detailed letter of complaint to the Chief 
Constable, asking that the police should watch the 
suspected buildings, and, if satisfied, institute proceed
ings. The Chief Constable referred them to Superin
tendent Piggott, in whose division they dwelt. Everard 
consequently handed him the letter. He promised 
immediate compliance with the request it contained. 
Everard, by constant inquiries, satisfied himself that 
the police systematically put the houses under the 
closest observation, and confidently counted on the 
conviction of their tenants.

Before many days had passed Everard and the two 
interested neighbours received writs from different 
solicitors acting on behalf of the suspected persons, 
claiming damages for libel. This time they boldly 
defended the proceedings, and Tempest and the League 
involved both their reputation and resources in the
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struggle. At the Assize trials it appeared that 
Superintendent Piggott, to escape all possible reflection 
on his own men, had called in the services of officers 
from another division, whose characters were beyond 
doubt. For certain considerable periods, subsequent to 
the complaint being received, they had strictly observed 
the houses in question, and failed absolutely to find the 
remotest warrant for concluding them to be other than 
perfectly respectable. It appeared that after the police 
had concluded their observations, Superintendent 
Piggott had handed over the letter of complaint to the 
persons mentioned therein. Hence the actions for 
libel. Although he received a mild censure for the 
gross error of having parted with the letter, his 
compensation lay in the fact that the proceedings 
resulted in Everard’s evidence being hopelessly dis
credited, and the other defendants being driven into 
the Bankruptcy Court by reason of the verdicts for 
heavy damages recorded against them. The actions 
produced an immense sensation.

Henceforth the extreme danger of a private citizen 
making any complaint, or taking the initiative in 
bringing offenders to justice -was universally 
recognised. The enemies of the League rejoiced in 
the knowledge that it had received another shattering 
blow. Nearly all its members fell away. Its 
possibilities of usefulness appeared to have departed. 
Tempest and a few7 faithful spirits still stood by 
Everard in the hurricane of abuse which burst upon 
him. While many persons did not scruple to call the 
young Secretary a perjurer, Tempest announced that 
he never held him in higher esteem, and eventually the 
remnant of the League followed this pronouncement 
with a renewed formal expression of confidence in their 
official.

Everard hoped to rehabilitate himself by the success 
of a move for which he had long been preparing, in 
opposing the renewal of certain licensed houses at the 
Annual Brewster Sessions. The evidence he had
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collected largely turned upon voluminous notes and 
original correspondence. He believed that by their aid 
he could not only shut up some of the vilest beer
houses, but involve Piggott and the gang who worked 
with him in disclosures of complicity in vice, immor
ality, and drunkenness, which would astonish the City.

So careful was he that nothing should go wrong, that 
he refused to entrust the key of the desk w'here he kept 
his written proofs to anyone—not even to the trusted 
Lievsey. Notices were served upon the licensees of the 
houses in question. Hopes ran high in the breasts of 
the remaining stalwarts of the League. A week before 
the fateful day, when all the cases would be gone into, 
a burglary took place at Everard’s office by night, his 
desk was forced, and all the incriminating documents 
stolen. Strange to say, the thieves had taken nothing 
else. Further proceedings at the Brewster Sessions 
were useless, and the objections to the renewal of the 
licences in question were all withdrawn amidst a 
“ buzz ” of jeers from a court crowded with drink- 
sellers.

At a Trade Association meeting, which Bernal 
chanced to attend, Griggs reported that the machina
tions of the League had been successfully checkmated 
in every direction. A private message was despatched 
to the Police Superintendent congratulating him upon 
the public service he had recently rendered in bringing 
“ the sneaking emissaries of slander and libel ’ so 
signally to account.

The resolution authorising the sending of the 
message was moved by a brewery director. “ Superin
tendent Piggott,” he said, “ is the truest friend we have 
in Brancaster. We must support him as we have 
always done, at all costs. We know full well that it 
would hardly do to put all his actions under the 
microscope. He is not exactly ‘ a Simon Pure, but 
after all, his interests and ours are identical.

Another brewer, whilst complimenting Griggs upon 
the successful nature of his report, expressed his own
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opinion that the League would continue to be a 
standing menace to them all, until young Lawson had 
been got rid of. His unscrupulous attacks upon “ the 
trade ” and all its friends made this absolutely 
necessary—and necessity knew no law. Twice the 
young fanatic had been proved a liar, and surely he 
ought to be prosecuted for perjury.

Alderman Craven replied that Griggs had obtained 
information from a confidential source that the League 
were not going to abandon their Secretary. He added 
that insuperable difficulties stood in the way of a 
prosecution for perjury. Had the last speaker indeed 
belonged to the “ Inner Circle,” having this matter in 
hand, he would scarcely have made such a suggestion. 
Only the exigencies of the case prevented his saying 
more. He and Griggs had the fullest confidence that 
the time was not far distant when the League official 
would be so exposed that the City would be too hot to 
hold him. In concluding, he said: “ I shall never rest 
till this hireling of the fanatics be driven in disgrace 
from our midst. He, apparently, if left alone, will 
never rest till he has put us and all our friends beyond 
the pale. He regards the trade as a mad dog, fit only 
to be destroyed. We must regard him in the same 
light.”

“ I earnestly trust,” interposed Bernal, “ that, how
ever despicable a character he may be, the greatest 
care will be observed by those to whom we have 
committed the task of defeating his plots, in seeing that 
nothing be done which just and honourable men would 
not approve. Even though he be a slanderer and a 
sneak, hitting us below the belt, those who represent 
us must remember we cannot endorse anything which 
would not bear investigation.”

“All that goes without saying,” hastily said the 
Alderman. “ I have it from Superintendent Piggott 
that Lawson’s private character is none too good. If 
we only give him rope enough he will soon hang 
himself.”

L
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CHAPTER XXI.

everard lawson’s mission.

The devil’s apple has a bitter core.”—Old Saying.

If Everard Lawson had a mission in life it was to 
extirpate the traffic. He might be said to have imbibed 
his hatred of strong drink with his mother’s milk. His 
memory could not carry him back to a time when he 
was not being daily taught to detest and abhor the 
cause of drunkenness. When but a little child, and 
quite unable to put his thoughts into intelligible 
language, he understood in some vague way that liquor- 
sellers were’ the enemies of humanity, the public-house 
the Devil’s chapel, and strong drink a strangely 
deceptive and fatal poison. As he grew up, his mother 
incessantly nourished in her son an unsleeping 
animosity against what she was wont to style, “ the 
greatest of the plagues with which God in His 
inscrutable Providence has permitted Satan to afflict 
the world.” Countless times he was sworn to undying 
enmity against it. As Samuel of old was dedicated to 
the service of the Temple, so did Everard know from 
his earliest years that he was dedicated to the 
Tenq:>erance cause. A born enthusiast by nature, 
education made him doubly one. No vocation could 
have been more congenial than that which his mother 
had marked out for him. If he could but do some 
deadly injury to the drink evil, he would die content. 
To be a martyr for the cause he loved would mean 
supreme happiness.

From the time he left school till just before he 
received his first appointment under a Temperance 
organisation, Everard had lived in an obscure village 
in the South of England. Of his father he knew next 
to nothing. His beautiful, sad-faced mother evinced a 
painful distress which cut him to the quick whenever
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he referred to the subject. He had always understood 
that in his infancy he had lost his male parent. That 
loss, he gathered, was accompanied by circumstances 
unspeakably grievous to his mother. Naturally, from 
his mother’s passionate detestation of the drink-habit, 
he surmised that the national curse was in some way 
lesponsible for the blight which had so prematurely 
made her hair white. No son ever loved his mother 
more, and when at last he realised the convulsions of 
woe into which any reference to his father at once 
threw her, he forbore to ever mention the subject again.

The story she kept concealed from her son was in 
grim truth the saddest of tragedies. Her father in his 
later years fell a victim to intemperance, and, 
dissipating a not inconsiderable fortune, ran into 
extreme financial difficulties. So utterly did he lose 
himself, that his drunken neglect resulted in the loss of 
large trust funds, which placed him entirely at the 
mercy of a beneficiary under the trust. This 
beneficiary fell in love with the defaulter’s lovely 
daughter, and pressed his suit with the greatest ardour. 
The unhappy father saw in this suit a means of escape 
from serious peril, and alternately coaxed and coerced 
his daughter with a view to obtaining her consent to 
the contemplated match. She could not be moved. For 
years her heart had been given, and her faith virtually 
pledged, to one Everard Cunliffe. Unhappily, the vice 
which was her father’s had sometimes marked him for 
its own. The only nephew of a childless uncle of great 
wealth, he was certain of inheriting a substantial 
fortune if he could but resist the failing which had 
gone far to forfeit his uncle’s affection, and distressed 
his betrothed beyond words. The uncle, after his 
nephew had fallen several times, made it a condition 
of his restoration to favour, that he should spend a 
couple of years in one of the South Sea Islands, where 
his relative had extensive coffee plantations, and 
furnish proof of perfect sobriety during the whole of 
that time. His rival, during his absence, pressed the
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advantage he now possessed to the utmost, and the 
terrified parent brought every available inducement to 
bear upon his daughter.

A great landslip wherein many lives were lost 
occurring in the island to which her lovei had gone, 
his rival caused an announcement of Everard’s death, 
through the accident, to appear in the local press. The 
poor girl at once wired to the uncle for confirmation 
of the news. The unscruplous man, who determined 
that nothing should baulk him in the accomplishment 
of his design to at once marry the beautiful object of 
his passion, intercepted her telegram, and sent her one 
in reply falsely confirming the sad news. The 
intelligence seemed to break her heart. She appealed 
stunned into indifference. What mattered it now what 
became of her? To save her father, she at once 
married the suitor she detested—one of the magnates 
of the wine and spirit trade—first telling him frankly 
all that was in her heart. No sooner were her father’s 
debts paid, and hardly had the marriage been con
summated, when she learnt not only that her old lovei 
was living and again in high favour with his uncle, 
but also how vilely her husband had deceived her.

Everard Cunliffe deemed his betrothed faithless to 
him, when he heard of her marriage. In his passionate 
mortification he then and there put an end to his life.

On the day when the guilty husband knew that his 
wife had just discovered the villainy he had practised, 
he scarcely dared return home and face her. Already, 
though he had only been married a few weeks, he had 
realised that under her quiet exterior and gentle 
manner, there lay a spirit of dauntless courage and 
invincible determination. He had hoped some day to 
have won a return for the consuming love with which 
he regarded her. That prospect was now indeed 
remote. His one slender chance of reconciliation lay 
in the fact that his wife expected to become a mother. 
Habitually a temperate man, he for once exceeded. In 
fortifying himself with “ Dutch courage ” for the
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dreaded interview, he overdid it, and perhaps for the 
first time in his life was quite beside himself with 
drink. Aflame with indignation, his wife assailed him, 
as he entered her room, with reproaches so stinging as 
roused him to such a pitch of drunken fury that he 
struck her violently across the face, inflicting a bruise 
whose mark she would carry to her grave. She spoke 
no word to him when she recovered consciousness, and 
never again was he fated to hear an accent from her 
lips. On the morrow she had disappeared. A short 
note lay on the table outside his room. It contained 
only two sentences. “ I leave you for ever, and if you 
pursue me I will publish your vileness and cruelty to 
the world. If my child lives, that child shall ne7er 
know of a parent so infamous as yourself.”

Everard’s mother sought out an old friend of her 
own dead mother, and made a common home with her 
in a distant part of the country. There Everard was 
born and grew to manhood. When the old friend died, 
it was found that she had settled upon Mrs. Lawson— 
that being the name Everard’s mother had assumed for 
the purpose of disguise—a small annuity, sufficient to 
cover her modest wants. The deserted husband made 
a few ineffectual efforts to discover the whereabouts of 
his wife, and then, accepting the inevitable, removed to 
the North of England, and settled down to live his life, 
as if she had never crossed his path. He sought 
distraction in a complete devotion to money-making 
and a public life. As the years rolled on, and his heart 
grew more hardened and selfish in the excitement of 
battling for mammon, and the whirl of politics, he 
trained himself to forget the lovely woman for whose 
possession he had sinned so deeply. At times the 
indurating process failed, and his punishment then was 
almost too terrible to bear. As old age remorselessly 
crept over him, he found himself without a single near 
relative in the world, and oppressed with a feeling of 
loneliness, which was quite insupportable. At the 
identical moment when the officials of the Brancaster
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Trade Defence Association were concocting their last 
measures for the final discomfiture of the League, a 
Brancaster detective, who chanced to be one of 
Superintendent Piggott’s creatures, was furnished with 
such meagre clues as were available, and commenced, 
on behalf of the husband, to search for tidings of the 
wife, of whom nothing had been heard for a score of 
years.

At times the settled sadness of his mother seriously 
troubled her son, and all the more because in ignorance 
of its cause, his imagination pictured something even 
more terrible than actually existed. Heavily, however, 
as this weight bore upon him, Everard, at the time he 
obtained his Brancaster appointment, had an infinitely 
heavier burden to carry. Hardly were his school-days 
over when he fell headlong in love with pretty Fanny 
Armstrong, the belle of the village where he lived. 
Orphaned in infancy, she had been committed to the 
care of an uncle, who very nearly let her run wild. 
Her fresh, piquant beauty, saucy wit, and high spirits, 
gave her a popularity which soon turned her vain little 
head. It was hard to imagine anything in common 
existing between the gay floricsome blonde, and her 
staid, serious, and strenuous lover. They were not 
engaged. She had, however, given him sufficient 
encouragement to rouse a passion which would last 
with his life, and to create a belief that she would some 
day consent to be his. In the meantime she coyly held 
him at the distance she thought best calculated to 
retain his devotion at the highest pitch. Everard’s 
mother knew nothing of his attachment. Had she 
known, he felt she would have been stubbornly opposed 
to a connection considerably below even her humble 
position in the social scale.

Fannjq on the invitation of a distant relative, went 
to spend a few days with her in the North. She never 
came back to her native village. So far as inquiries 
went, it seemed that she had joined a cheap railway 
excursion to some famous pleasure gardens close to
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Lancaster, where a huge collection of attractions, 
ranging from menageries to firework displays, drew 
people fiom all parts of the kingdom. When last seen, 
she was in the company of acquaintances, who, like 
herself, bore the appearance of having been drinking.

Old Armstrong, the village carpenter, was away some 
days, and it became known that he was making 
inquiries as to the missing girl. On his return little 
could be elicited, for he was a morose and extremelv 
reserved man, beyond the inference to be drawn from 
his blunt statement: “ She has gone to the bad, and I 
have washed my hands of her.”

Everard had very limited opportunities for collect
ing information as to the whereabouts and fate of the 
unhappy girl. It was generally believed that she was 
somewhere in the neighbourhood of Brancaster. The 
chance it afforded of prosecuting further investiga
tions, added much to the attractiveness of the 
Brancaster appointment in the eyes of Everard. So 
soon as he reached the northern city, he began an 
incessant personal quest after the lost Fanny. It was a 
search doomed to continual disappointment. Only to 
Eievsey, who had completely wormed himself into his 
confidence, did he impart the name of the missing girl, 
and give particulars of the deep personal interest lie 
felt in her. Everard was never able to discover the 
slightest trace of the lost Fanny till shortly after the 
close of the trial which had resulted so disastrously to 
him and his co-defendants. One morning, as he came 
down to breakfast, he found awaiting him a letter 
addressed in a strange hand.
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CHAPTER XXII.

ALDERMAN CRAVEN’S TRIUMPH.

“ They wrong themselves that wrong others.”
—Old Saying.

On opening the envelope the blood rushed to his head 
as he saw the signature of Fanny Armstrong. The 
letter ran as follows: “ To Mr. Everard Lawson,—I 
need your help badly. I cannot explain till I see you. 
For the sake of the past take pity on me and come 
to 14, Burleigh-street, to-night, between eleven and 
twelve. On no account must you be recognised, so come 
carefully disguised. If you carry this letter in your 
hand, on the other side of which you will find the words 
‘ admit bearer/ and show it when you knock at the 
door you will be admitted.

Fanny Armstrong.”

Everard never hesitated a moment as to complying 
with the request contained in the letter. It was enough 
for him that Fanny stood in need of his assistance. He 
could not understand the entreaty that he should go 
disguised, but he saw no reason for disregarding it. 
Fanny had, doubtless heard something of the position 
he occupied in Brancaster, and did not want his 
reputation compromised. Borrowing from his landlady 
an old slouch hat and loose reefer coat with big side 
pockets, he made his way the same night to the house 
named in Fanny’s note. It was situate in a neighbour
hood which bore the worst of characters, though the 
houses were mainly large and highly-rented.

Everard’s heart throbbed wildly as he knocked at 
14, Burleigh-street, just as the great Guildhall clock 
finished striking eleven. He was bursting with sorrow 
and pity for the poor ruined girl. A score of schemes 
for her reclamation were running in his mind. He 
had in imagination already placed her in several
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available homes, where kind women would soon win her 
back to a better life, and find her some secure haven 
for the days to come. The lobby of the house was very 
badly lighted, and he could not recognise the person 
who opened the door at his knock and asked his 
business. On his showing the back of the letter he was 
requested to walk upstairs and enter the first room, 
where he would find Miss Armstrong. Everard was by 
nature singularly fearless, and, as he bore with him a 
stout stick, had no timidity in climbing the stairs, 
which he found as dimly lighted as the hall. He 
strode, after a preliminary but unanswered knock, into 
the room indicated. It was apparently unoccupied, 
but before he had time to make sure, or glance all 
round it, the gas went out, the note he held was 
snatched from his hand, and he heard the key turn in 
the lock behind him. His worst suspicions instantly 
aroused, he sprang to the door and thundered furiously 
upon it, demanding to be released.

The report of a pistol-shot, evidently fired close to, 
sent him to the window, which he vainly endeavoured 
to open. After some moments spent in an ineffectual 
struggle to accomplish this, he heard someone moving- 
in the room. Before he could use his stick he was 
seized and held as if in a vice. Scarcely did he feel 
himself free when the tramp of feet and the flash of 
a lantern revealed the presence of two constables. 
Everard was seized, and, despite all his remonstrances, 
marched off in custody to the nearest police-station. 
He was told that he would be charged with assaulting 
the police whilst in the execution of their duty, if not 
with something more serious. All he could gather was 
that the policemen had heard the first shot, and a cry 
for help proceeding from No. 14. They had burst in 
and rushed upstairs when a second shot was apparently 
fired at them from the spot where they had seized him. 
A bullet in the wall of the room seemed to prove an 
attempt to shoot the officers as they entered. Everard’s 
storv, however strange, might have received some
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of the jacket he wore, the police found a small double- 
barrelled revolver, with both chambers discharged. The 
following morning he was remanded—being released 
on bail.

It was understood that, in the meantime, a warrant 
had been applied for, and was being executed, against 
the occupier of No. 14, as the keeper of a disorderly 
house. The subsequent hearing of the charge against 
the young Secretary was followed with intense atten
tion. The trade; the representatives of every interest 
which had been menaced by the various crusades in 
which he had embarked; and that large section of the 
public which is always so ready to welcome any accusa
tion against those who have made a profession 
involving a rebuke of their own practices and conduct; 
were exultant at the position in which he stood. Mr. 
Mervyn Craven was the presiding magistrate on the 
day in question, and fully determined to make the most 
of his opportunity. The trade enemy lay at his mercy. 
It is true that there was no substance in the actual 
charge made, and it had to be dismissed, but there was 
a magnificent chance of finally discrediting and 
disgracing the enthusiast who had made himself so 
offensive. Before this last incident, faith in the 
veracity and character of the Temperance official had 
been strained almost to breaking point, even in the 
minds of his strongest friends. Now lie asked them 
to accept a quite incredible story. He could not 
furnish a particle of corroboration. The man against 
whom the warrant was issued had disappeared. Fanny 
Armstrong’s letter had gone. Everard refused to 
mention her name.

His explanation went for little against the presence 
of the revolver in his pocket. Whatever he might say, 
this apostle of purity, who had proved himself so ready 
in the past at aspersing the character of others, had 
been found in disguise, at a late hour of the night, in a 
house of the vilest character, and under circumstances
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only admitting of the worst construction being placed 
upon his presence there. In dismissing the charge, 
Alderman Craven referred in the most scathing and 
merciless terms to the accused. At any time the 
magistrate had a mordant tongue, but nothing could 
have exceeded the bitterness of his utterance on this 
occasion. An unmistakable hum of applause from the 
crowded court, greeted his closing words. “ Your 
exposure is complete. The Bench entirely disbelieve 
your story. You and the societies who employ such a 
person as yourself are utterly disgraced. My advice to 
you is to clear out of Brancaster as fast as you can. 
Your parents should blush for such a son.”

The speech was brutal and undignified, even if it had 
been deserved, but it was highly acceptable to many 
of the audience. All Everard’s most vindictive 
enemies, from Superintendent Piggott. to the astute 
Griggs, were present to witness his humiliation.

The young man throughout the entire proceedings 
had maintained a high and fearless demeanour, which 
almost partook of defiance. Serious and compromising 
as were the facts elicited, he seemed quite untouched by 
everything until the concluding words of the presiding 
magistrate. As they fell on his ear, his face first 
flushed violently and then became as pale as death. 
Before he could be silenced, with flashing eyes and 
ringing voice he exclaimed: “ I am the victim of some 
plot. If you have a son, sir, God forbid he should ever 
be treated as I have been !”

Alderman Craven experienced a strange disquietude 
as Everard spoke these words. It was not the words 
of the speech which troubled him, nor yet any scruples 
as to the justice of what he had himself uttered, but 
there was something about the young man revealed in 
that swift outburst of passionate indignation which 
was strangely familiar, and yet which he could in no 
wise identify. Surely he knew the penetrating flash of 
those large dark eyes, the turn of that slim neck, the 
defiant toss of the curly head, the deep flush, instantly
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like the strains of some long forgotten music. It was 
as though the ghost of some accusing memory, with 
irrecognisable lineaments had suddenly appeared. It 
followed him night and day—a vague, haunting, 
torturing perplexity. It never troubled him more 
persistently than when, at the next meeting of the 
Defence Association, it was reported that the obnoxious 
young Secretary was finally discredited, and had left 
Brancaster in disgrace, while the Licensing Law 
Enforcement League had formally been dissolved. The 
preceding night had been devoid of sleep for the 
Alderman. He had dreamed of Pontius Pilate. As he 
rose to acknowledge the vote of thanks accorded for his 
“ eminent services in destroying the spy organisation of 
the enemy,” he saw a dim vision as of wronged and 
indignant justice turning reproachful eyes upon him. 
As he sat down, after a few stumbling remarks, very 
unlike the apt and incisive words of a singularly able 
speaker, the features of the spectral figure confronting 
him suddenly merged from those of Everard into the 
face of the young wife into whose eyes he had last 
looked over twenty years ago. He looked so ill, and 
something so much like a groan escaped his lips, that 
his friends gathered round him with solicitous concern.

“ I am overworked, and must take a holiday,” was 
all he had to say.

The Defence Association had been correctly informed. 
The extensive publicity given to the police court 
proceedings, made it impossible for the Society, in view 
of the past occurrences, to retain Everard’s services any 
longer. Recognising that his Brancaster career as a 
Temperance official was closed, he sent in his 
resignation. It came as a timely relief to his 
employers, and was promptly accepted. As Lawson, 
with sad heart and heavy steps, made his way to the 
great central railway terminus at Brancaster, whence 
he was taking train home to his mother again, he 
heard a friendly voice accosting him. It turned out
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to be Chief Inspector Lemuel, the head of the Detective 
force in the city—a man whose acuteness and daring 
had long made him a national celebrity. “ Good-bye, 
Lawson,” he said, extending his hand. “ You’ve come 
a cropper, but cheer up; you will get over it. You 
have my sympathy. Take a word of advice, given you 
in all confidence and sincerity. Don’t again run your 
head against the Drink Interest, or you will be crushed 
once more. I came to Brancaster, like yourself, a 
young man, full of all manner of laudable enthusiasms, 
and, if I hadn’t dropped them, Bung and Co. would 
long since have placed me where you are now.” Before 
Everard could recover his breath to reply, the famous 
detective had gone.

One other member of the police force had said a 
kindly word to him. Just as he had left the dock and 
walked through the Court, the scorned of all beholders. 
Sergeant Strong managed to whisper in his ear: 
“Don’t despair, sir; you shall be cleared. There is 
sad villainy somewhere, and the villains are clever, 
but God s arm is longer than theirs.”
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CHAPTER XXIII.

A TALK WITH HERBERT CHRISTIE.

“ Mad bulls cannot be tied up with a pack-thread.
You can’t keep the sea back with a pitch-fork.
You cannot dig a well with a needle.
A fog will not be driven away with a fan.”

—Old Sayings.
There was in Brancaster an Association for the 
reclamation of lost women. The life and soul of this 
Society was one Herbert Christie, the greatest philan
thropist of the city, who had a perfect passion for 
doing good in fields utterly neglected by others. His 
extensive benevolence—for his wealth enabled him to 
be benevolent on a large scale—was exercised with 
such a scrupulous avoidance of ostentation as almost 
amounted to stealth. He found practically all the 
funds for an Association, of which the general public 
knew almost nothing, and yet which, in the thickly 
populated district of which the city vTas the centre, 
had rescued many hundreds of women and girls from 
a life of vice.

Bernal’s slum work soon brought him into contact 
with Christie. The latter at once conceived a great 
liking for the young brewer, and Bernal strongly felt 
the magnetism which the philanthropist exercised over 
all he met. Their intimacy grew apace, and they 
discussed matters with a frankness which knew no 
reserve. Christie talked to Bernal just as if he had 
no connection with “ the trade,” on topics vitally 
affecting it, and the latter would listen to language 
from him which he would have tolerated from no one 
else. There was, indeed, in all he said, such a 
strenuous earnestness of heartfelt conviction, and his 
strongest statements were made with such a winning 
smile and transparent good nature, that it was 
impossible to take offence.
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Bernal never forgot a long evening spent at his 
house. Although an extremely delicate man, Christie 
had left the magnificent mansion he possessed amongst 
the hills a dozen miles away, and built a modest 
residence in the heart of the artisan district of 
Brancaster. Sacrificing as he did much more than 
fifty per cent, of his income to charitable purposes, he, 
nevertheless, held the mere gift of money in poor 
regard compared with personal effort. He lived in 
the most unsavoury surroundings for the sake of 
toiling more effectually for the people whom he loved 
so well. He held strongly that the great manufacturers 
who had made their fortunes from the labour of the 
toiling masses owed to them a first duty. It was base 
to desert them. He for one felt that he could not bury 
himself in the country, and be content, as so many 
were, with doing a little good by proxy. He said 
continually that those who had made their 
'£ thousands ” should not forget the “ thousands ” from 
whom they had made them. The house which Bernal 
entered he found to be large and comfortable, but 
devoid of the slightest appearance of display. The 
block of which it was a part contained also a working
men’s club, concert hall, gymnasium, and coffee tavern, 
all provided by the philanthropist, As they settled 
down for a long talk on the topics which interested 
them both, Christie, at Bernal’s repeated request, 
promised to forget entirely that his guest was a brewer, 
and to open his mind without the least constraint.

What a complete series of counter-attractions you 
have here, to what you comprehensively call ‘ the 
drink-shop.’ observed Bernal. " It cannot be said in 
this place, at any rate, that the public-house is the 
working man’s club, and that he has no other.” An 
amused smile lighted up the pale and saint-like face 
of his host at this remark.

“ Working man’s club! you say. A long life of 
special experience here enables me to declare that no 
greater fallacy exists than the one embodied in vour
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phrase. The modern public-house or beer-house is a 
drink-shop and nothing more. Every element of a 
social club is absent. Every feature, every attraction, 
every comfort, of the club is missing——save perhaps 
the greasy sheet which records the -latest from the 
racecourse. The wretched habitue of these places will 
find it is no place for him unless—whether standing 
at the bar or sitting at the tables—he drinks fast and 
often. The ideal tavern, the place of recreation and 
discussion, of good fellowship and rest, which does duty 
in the argument of the trade defender, is a pure myth. 
The merry evening of social intercourse in which the 
social glass is a mere incident, is in this connection a 
creature of the imagination. Put your head into a 
beer-house in this district any night, and what do you 
see? The slave of the brewer trembling lest he may 
lose his livelihood by selling too little liquor to the 
besotted slaves of passion who surround him, vainly 
trying to glut an insatiable appetite. The sound of 
honest merriment is never heard. The coarse 
blasphemy and filthy jest alone represent any attempt 
at wit. All is sordid and squalid, without relief.’

“ Well,” said Bernal, “ granting, for the sake of 
argument, that it is an absurdity to call the pub. the 
working man’s club, you have provided, I repeat, some 
magnificent counter-attractions.”

“ Yes, but providing them and making them answer 
their end, are two very different things,’ said Christie. 
“ For a generation I have been engaged in the contest 
of fighting the beer-house with its rival attractions, 
and it has been on the whole a monumental failure. 
No magnet which I have been able to find can ever 
compete with the wild excitement of the drink crave. 
Its victim cares nothing for these things. When one 
sees that endless fines and imprisonment, the ruin of 
home, the forfeiture of health and fortune, and all 
that makes life worth the living, will not deter the 
drink-infatuated creatures from the gratification of 
their overpowering vice, how any sane men can
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continue to look to the counter-attractions they 
prescribe for the removal of the national curse, passes 
my comprehension. One might as well try to cleanse 
a black sewer with a small bottle of rose water. I am 
an old man now, and, if I had my time and money 
to spend over again, they should be entirely devoted to 
the destruction of the traffic which provides a tempta
tion to evil so deadly and irresistible.”

Bernal ventured to hint that a man would be 
rewarded according to what he had attempted, and 
not in proportion to what he had accomplished. 
Christie—than whom no man ever thought less of 
reward—continued: “Just as the physician who 
prevents disease is infinitely more deserving than the 
one who cures it, so is the man who makes any pretence 
of doing good of incomparably greater value when he 
attacks the source of temptation than the one who 
simply tries to help those found succumbing to the 
temptation. The easy charity of gifts, doles, and 
palliatives, with its immediate recompense of 
popularity and gratitude, is a much poorer thing than 
the strenuous labour which, unmindful of all recogni
tion, finds and fights its way through every difficulty 
to the destruction of that which causes poverty and 
distress. In our country an ocean of effort and 
millions of money are being poured out in charity’s 
name, which go in scarcely appreciable alleviation of 
woes which might be well nigh exterminated, were but 
a fraction of such expenditure concentrated upon the 
destruction of that one fell agency, which produces 
nearly all of them. I feel as one of a crew who have 
for many weary years been baling out a water-logged 
vessel, which all the time sinks lower and lower, for it 
is hopelessly scuttled by ‘ the trade.’ All the baling in 
the world will be ineffectual until these scuttling folk 
have been dealt with, and the further entrance of the 
deadly deluge entirely intercepted. In this district, 
after thirty years of effort, my experience is that what 
has been gained in one direction has been more than
M
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lost in another. Even if open drunkenness be less 
conspicuous than formerly, the people soak more 
continuously than ever.” There was a touch of heart
break in the voice of the speaker, which spoke volumes 
of the disappointment which had attended the labours 
of a lifetime.

“ But, surely,” said Bernal, strongly desirous of 
adding a word of consolation, “ even if you feel you 
have been worsted in the struggle against the 
drunkenness of the people, you have done successful 
and permanent work against the ‘ Social Evil. I am 
told that you have reclaimed lost women in large 
numbers, and materially cleared the streets of 
Brancaster.”

“ Unfortunately,” was the reply, “ the drinking 
customs of the people and the evil you mention are 
inextricably interwoven. The latter is mainly the 
product of the former. Drink is the instrument of 
the pimp, the bawd, and the procuress. The victim 
it has seduced becomes the seducer. It has been the 
distributor of ‘ The great sin of great cities thiougli- 
out the land. It is the one thing which sustains the 
poor creatures to the dark and dreary end; their only 
means of banishing reflections too painful to be borne. 
One-fourth of the girls we have had in hand, have been 
servants at inns or public-houses, and seduced by 
persons frequenting such places. Our fellow labourers 
in the movement elsewhere have a similar tale to tell. 
The drink-seller is the recruiting-sergeant of the 
brothel. Drunkenness is the very element on which 
prostitution thrives. I read, without wonder, that at 
one of your trade banquets an aged distiller proposed 
a toast to ‘ The poor unfortunates—the distiller’s best 
friend.’ So long as the drink-seller is permitted to 
inflame the passions of men, so long will the tragic 
procession of poor ruined girls be fed.”

“ But,” remarked Bernal, “ universal sobriety and 
complete abstinence would not destroy impurity.”

“ True,” was the rejoinder,” but it would reduce the
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vice to proportions infinitesimal in comparison with 
its present extent. The almost unvarying story of the 
fallen is, ‘ I fell through drink, and nothing but drink 
sustains me in my evil life.’ The girl of the lower 
classes is, in these days, quite able to take care of 
herself when sober, and is only in danger when under 
the influences of drink. An extraordinary number of 
the unfortunates of Brancaster have attributed their 
ruin to becoming intoxicated, whilst visiting from the 
country the drink-selling pleasure gardens and music 
halls of the city. At the best, a girl, beside herself 
with drink, is in desperate danger, and helplessly at 
the mercy of those always prone to evil, but when 
in the hands of black-hearted villains, themselves 
blinded by the drink fiend, their perii is dire indeed. 
No wonder Kudyard Kipling said, as he saw some 
drunken girls reeling down an American by-lane, ‘ to 
God alone knows what fate, that such a sight made him 
a Prohibitionist.’ My experience in this matter is 
another confirmation of the truth that the indirect 
and unseen evils brought upon the community by drink 
are every whit as deplorable as those which are obvious 
and recognised. If only the people who favour the 
selling of drink in the music halls and variety theatres 
had passed through what I have, they would turn away 
with a shudder of horror when asked to support such 
proposals. If only the upper classes suffered as do the 
daughters of the poor, there would be some chance of 
speedy reform.”

“ Do you mean the wealthy escape1?” said Bernal.
“ By no means,” added Christie. “ They suffer in 

many ways. Society itself pays a terrible penalty for 
its dalliance with the evil thing. The Divorce Court 
gives an occasional glimpse of it. Repeatedly have its 
Judges declared that but for drink they would hardly 
have anything to do. As one of them recently put it,
‘ whenever the record of infidelity is begun, the 
accusing witness is sure to say, “ At this point my wife 
became intemperate in her habits.” ’ ”
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CHAPTER XXIV.

bernal’s increasing disgust.

“ Throw no stones at thine own window.”—Old Saying.

Circumstances had combined to created in Bernal’s 
mind the lowest possible opinion of Everard, and when 
matters culminated in the police-court as they did, he 
felt more strongly prejudiced than ever against the 
young man’s cause, employers, and associates. But 
for this prejudice, many things which happened about 
the time of Lawson’s exposure would have probably 
moved him more than they did. However slowly, his 
disgust with the business for which he was destined 
steadily grew. On one occasion he turned unexpectedly 
into one of the family public-houses where he was 
unknown, and spent an hour keenly observing what 
passed. It was in the early evening. The people who 
filled the place from time to time were fairly typical 
of those to be found in the other houses of the working- 
class district in which it stood. Even from the 
extremely favourable standpoint from which he had 
been trained to regard the question of selling 
intoxicants, he could not resist the conviction that the 
vast majority of those drinking were spending far 
more than they could possibly afford, and taking liquor 
in such quantity as could only do them harm. He felt 
nearly every time he saw the gleaming pump handles 
of brass and ivory pulled, that wrong and harm were 
done. To style the drink consumed by the procession 
of besotted beings who in turn stood at the bar 
swallowing their drams—“ reasonable refreshment ”— 
wras a ghastly absurdity.

Lost to all sense of self-respect and with every 
hope gone, drinking vras to them but the temporary 
alleviation of a devouring disease which every such 
alleviation only" fastened the more strongly upon them.
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In a corner of the large room, to the right of the 
bar, Bernal saw a group of fairly dressed artisans, 
whom he thought were making that legitimate use of 
a public-house which he himself continually argued 
was its justification. They were apparently models of 
propriety and drinking with exemplary moderation. 
A poorly-dressed woman, whose thin cheeks and whole 
appearance told the story of neglect and starvation, 
suddenly pushed aside the swinging door and strode 
up to the group. She placed a dish upon the table, 
whose contents were hidden by a tin cover. Addressing 
the group, she said:

“ Roger spends every evenin’ an’ many a w’ole day 
drinkin’ with you 'ere. I thowt as ’ow it wud be a 
good thin’ if us shared a meal together, an’ so I’ve 
brought with me th’ only meal as ’e ’as purwided fur 
'is wife an’ six bairns this blessed day.”

She made as though she would remove the dish 
cover, when one of the group, who was evidently her 
husband, with an ugly oath, chased her into the street. 
His companions, in his absence, uncovered the dish, 
and revealed that it was empty!

Just before Bernal left, a consumptive-looking girl, 
about fourteen years of age, who visibly shivered in 
the shabbiest of insufficient clothing, appeared at the 
bar, and demanded, in strident tones, which conveyed 
a world of passionate reproach, “ Two pennorth of 
strip-me-naked.”

The incidents of this particular evening were but a 
sample of many which gave Bernal increasing dissatis
faction with his prospective career. Once he ventured 
to hint to his uncle the extent to which he felt 
disquieted by such experiences.

“ It is a fine business for making money,” he said, 
“ but, uncle, it has a very repulsive side.”

“ Pshaw!” was the response of the old cynic; “ so 
have other businesses besides ours. The price for 
everything gained in this world has to be paid some-
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how. Every penny a man earns in ‘ the trade ’ he 
richly deserves.”

“ But I feel most deeply------ ” began Bernal, when
his uncle interrupted him.

“ I would rather not discuss the subject. You 
cannot malye an omelette without breaking eggs.”

At a Trade dinner, Bernal, smiting the enemy in a 
long speech, had drawn a picture of the ideal public- 
house—quite a poetic idyll in its way—and, as if 
finding a striking analogy between the village publican 
and the subject of Longfellow’s immortal sketch, had 
declaimed, in conclusion, the closing lines of “ The 
Village Blacksmith.” The report of his speech in the 
leading Brancaster journal was followed the next day 
by the following “ skit,” of which the teetotalers did 
not spare him the quotation: —

THE VILLAGE PUBLICAN.

Under a spreading chestnut tree the village public 
stands,

The host, a red-faced man is he,
With weak, unsinewy hands;

But the muscles of his pot-boy’s arms
Can cope with all demands.

His beer is famous, clear and strong,
No credit is his plan.

His brow is wet with vinous sweat,
He sells whate’er he can.

But looks each boozer in the face,
Distrusting every man.

Week in, week out, from morn to night,
You can see his beer-pumps go.

You can note him push his tragic trade,
Of home the deadliest foe.

Like a vampire sapping the village health,
Till many a soul lies low.
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And children coming home from school . 
Look in at the swinging door.

They often, see the wretched crowd,
And hear the ribald roar,

And catch the lurid oaths that fly 
Like sparks from the nether shore.

He still on Sunday drives his trade,
And Christian men annoys.

What though the parson pray and preach— 
He hears more grateful noise,

The gathering in of coin—
And it makes his heart rejoice.

It drowns for him the sad thoughts of those 
Exiled from Paradise.

He sometimes thinks of them once more 
How in the grave they lie,

And in his stricken heart he owns 
Responsibility.

Tempting, degrading, despoiling,
Onward through life he goes,

Each morning sees some harm begin,
No evening sees its close;

Someone o’ertempted and o’ercome !
Their fate God only knows !

Woe! Woe to thee! Unhappy man !
For the lesson thou has taught,

Thus in the flaming lust of greed,
The ruined count for nought!

Thus in the ruthless trade of drink 
Dies every noble thought!

“ What a libellous lampoon!” exclaimed Bernal, 
throwing the paper down in disgust. “ No doubt it 
applies to some scamps, but there are many publicans 
of whom it is an outrageous caricature.’



He picked up the paper again, and found the 
anonymous author had supplemented the orthodox 
length of his parody with a few additional lines. They 
contained a barb which rankled in his memory for 
years:—

Show pity all, for this poor soul!
He is better than his trade,

And ever pays in fearful toll 
For every penny made.

’Twas thoughtless blindness chose his goal,
’Twas ignorance betrayed.

Restrained by gentle charity,
We must be slow to blame;

The victim oft is he
Of a brewer, lost to shame;

Whose guilt transcendeth far the power 
Of mortal tongue to frame.

He goes on Sunday to his church,
And pious fame enjoys.

He does not evil things himself,
But other men employs.

^et God shall some day surely shake 
His purblind equipoise.

The young brewer sought more keenly than ever for 
distraction in. public life and charitable work. Even 
in these spheres he could not escape unpleasant and 
perturbing reminders. Everywhere the skeleton was 
at the feast. Bernal obtained a seat upon the City 
Board of Guardians, taking the place of a retiring 
publican. The trade in Brancaster never neglected 
such appointments as these. They entrenched them
selves at all points, from Assessment Committees 
upwards. The first Christmas after his appointment 
the question of giving the workhouse inmates the usual 
Christmas treat cropped up. The teetotal members,
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forming but an insignificant minority of the Board, 
proposed that the custom of supplying beer at such a 
time should be discontinued, and that the inmates 
should be regaled with something of equal cost but 
less dangerous. They pointed to evil results of the 
former practice in days gone by, and argued that as 
the inmates almost if not exclusively owed their pre
sence in the workhouse to drink, it was both unkind 
and unwise to bring them again in contact with the 
source of their undoing. One of the speakers did not 
scruple to say that one heard continually of the 
bigotry of teetotalers, but what could be worse than 
the bigotry of those who insisted upon again forcing 
fearful temptation upon the victims who had 
succumbed to it before?

Reflections were cast upon Bernal’s predecessor, the 
great Trade champion in this controversy. The new 
member took offence and vigorously supported the 
maintenance of the old rule.

He contended that it was preposterous to punish 
those who made a moderate use of liquor with the loss 
of their annual treat, because of those who abused it.

The majority members felt decidedly uncomfortable 
when the workhouse master’s report was read at the 
next meeting. The Christmas treat had been followed 
by a riot on a small scale. There were several bad 
cases of insubordination to go before the magistrates. 
There had never been the whole year through any 
approach to such scenes of discord and disorder. The 
one indulgence had awakened the sleeping fires. The 
old passion had revived with a vengeance. In the 
infirmary wards some of the women had been seized 
with such an intensity of thirst that they had actually 
broken open the bronchitis-kettles to drink the methy
lated spirit, and were subsequently found in a bestial 
stupor of intoxication.

Bernal’s official experiences amongst the recipients 
of Poor Law Relief were in themselves enough to 
convince any man that drink is the dominant factor in
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the production of poverty. At first he held strongly 
to the opinion that anti-trade prejudices had largely 
exaggerated the part played by intemperance.

His conclusion was entirely changed as the result of 
a long and patient investigation which he conducted 
in collaboration with Mr. Alderman Goldsworthy, the 
Chairman of the Board, whereby after making the 
fullest possible allowance for other contributory causes, 
they found that of the poverty with which they had to 
deal, somewhat over fifty per cent, was directly and 
exclusively attributable to drink.

Largely as the result of repeated solicitation from 
Laura, Bernal began to take especial interest in the 
question of supplying intoxicants to children. She 
had repeatedly observed that certain of the Ellison 
houses, especially on Sundays, attracted the children 
by gifts of sweetmeats to those who came there to 
obtain liquor for their parents. In the course of one 
Sunday alone there had been counted no less than 
1,365 children—many of them of the tenderest years— 
entering an Ellison public-house where this practice 
prevailed. Many a time had she herself caught sight 
of the little ones taking a furtive sip, so soon as they 
thought they were free from observation. Bernal on 
visiting one of the firm’s beerhouses found in front of 
the counter a sloping stand, and on inquiring its 
purpose, discovered that it was for the smallest bairns 
to step upon. The toddlers wdio came to buy drink 
for their parents were frequently so tiny that without 
the assistance of the stands their heads would not 
appear above the counter top.

Bernal approached his father on the subject. His 
parent was very sympathetic. No one ever accused 
David Ellison of being stony-hearted. “ The prevalent 
practice,” he said to his son, “ is damnable. It is 
beyond defence. The reform you seek to effect is, how
ever, a much bigger one than you think. If you can 
overcome the objections of your uncle to the change, 
I will help you in trying to obtain united action on



187

the part, of ‘the trade.’ Unless, however, there be 
co-operation the thing is impracticable. If we alone, 
or only some of us, made the change we should be 
hopelessly handicapped by our competitors.”

Bernal at once interviewed his uncle.
“ My dear nephew,” he said, “ you have missed your 

role. There is no room for moral reformers in ‘ the 
trade.’ It doesn’t lend itself to such purposes. If you 
cannot stomach such trifles as appear to be now 
troubling your digestion, you had better cut the busi- 
nessness altogether.”

“ But uncle,” pleaded the young man, “ if I can 
induce the trade—locally, I mean—to take united 
action in the direction I want, you surely would not 
stand out?”

His relative laughed sardonically.
“ If you can induce the members of ‘ the trade,’ my 

boy, to voluntarily make this reform, or any other 
which will have the slightest effect in lessening their 
profits, you will have effected the impossible. I shall 
not, against your wish, stand in the way of your 
making a fool of yourself.”

“ I am quite sanguine of success,” said Bernal, “ and 
cannot think as hardly of the others in the business 
as you seem to do.”

At the very next meeting of the Trade Defence 
Association, Bernal proposed a resolution in favour of 
securing a combination of all their members with a 
view to putting down the practice of giving sweet
meats and similar rewards to children coming to 
licensed premises to purchase liquor for their parents. 
He asked them how they would like their own children 
to face in their tender years the sights and associations 
of the public-house.

His earnest appeal was listened to amidst chilling 
silence, and in the unexpected and unavoidable absence 
of his father, he failed to find a single supporter. 
Thursby was the only one who spoke beyond himself. 
He said that while they all deeply appreciated the
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most laudable motives which had inspired his highly- 
respected young friend in bringing forward his pro
ject, it could not be entertained for a moment. There 
was no room for sentimentality in their business. If 
children were not pleased and willing to come for 
the beer, there would be all the less sold. Child 
messengers brought from ten to fifteen per cent, of 
their business. Such grounds as had been urged in 
favour of the change—the welfare of the children, the 
claims of common humanity, and the rest of them— 
might just as well be urged against their trade 
altogether. It was hard enough to resist the incessant 
attacks made to despoil them by force, but if they 
voluntarily went out of their way to make concessions 
of this sort, they would simply whet the appetite of 
their insatiable enemies for more.

These observations of the Dryborough brewer wrere 
received with the most pronounced demonstrations of 
approval, and it was evident that the meeting regarded 
the suggested reform with unmixed hostility.

So chagrined and disappointed was Bernal that he 
had only the heart to say very little in intimating 
that he would press the matter no further. He did, 
however, say that it seemed to him a great mistake 
not to remove from their business its most offensive 
features. Wise men, he had thought, would be careful 
so far as possible to escape wounding the conscience 
and susceptibilities of the public. By maintaining 
their present practices they left the trade far more 
open to attack, and much less capable of defence. Let 
them leave their house unreformed, and some day they 
would get short shrift from an indignant public.

In a blaze of wrath the young brewer sought his 
father, and reported what had passed. “ I wish,” he 
said, eventually, “ to find some career more congenial 
to me than that of a brewer.”

Never had he seen his father more powerfully 
affected than on his pronouncing these words. Every 
manifestation of the most intense surprise and angry
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consternation flashed across his face. If his son had 
struck him he could not have looked more utterly dis
tressed.

“Itou must be mad!” he exclaimed, in passionate 
tones. “ Never mention anything so insane to me 
again. All your interests and future are bound up in 
‘ the trade.’ Everything hangs absolutely on your con
tinuance in it; a great position in the social world; 
the inheritance of my fortune and your uncle’s; a 
place of honour and influence in the political field. 
Give it up, and poverty, contempt, and obscurity are 
yours.” Swiftly changing his key, as he saw how 
unresponsively his son listened to these words, he 
continued, “ Give it up, and you would forfeit the 
opportunities of usefulness and benevolence which the 
best of men eagerly long for. In society, in Parlia
ment, in philanthropic work of all sorts, you can, by 
accepting the fine career which Providence has placed 
before you, do much towards accomplishing the very 
objects upon which your heart is set. Why, from 
within ‘ the trade ’ you can do infinitely more than 
you can ever dream of achieving from without it, to 
put down or reform the very things which have 
offended you.”

Conscious, from the tense, hard-set face of his son, 
in which there was almost a touch of scorn, that he 
was all unmoved, Bernal’s father at last sought a 
chord he knew never failed him.

“ My son,” he cried, with a pathetic tremor in his 
voice which instantly reached its mark, “ every hope 
and ambition that I have is wrapped up in you. Would 
you rob me of them all at one stroke? By the love I 
bear you, by the love you bear me-------”

“ Say no more, father,” interrupted his son. “ You 
know’ I would not distress you for worlds. Consider 
what I have said, unsaid. A brewrer you wish me to 
be, and a brewer I wrill remain.”

Bernal thenceforth threw himself into the business 
with such renewed devotion as filled his father with
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abounding gratification. In a conversation held with 
his brother a few weeks after the scene with Bernal, 
he said to him, “ The boy has now settled down nicely, 
and I have every faith that he will justify my highest 
hopes of him.”

“By that,” was the response, “you mean he will 
die a millionaire peer, a famous philanthropist, and a 
pillar of the Church. I have not quite the same faith 
in him that you have.”

Something in the inflection given to the last words 
jarred considerably upon the nerves of the parent. 
He hastened in deprecatory tones to' reassure his 
brother. “ I am quite satisfied he has. given up his 
absurd scruples and sees things in their proper light.”

“ Does he! ” dryly said Arnold, with his old sardonic 
laugh. “ Well! he knows I detest a hypocrite beyond 
all things. Let the lad play the humbug and the 
traitor, and, much as I like him, someone else shall 
be my heir.”
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CHAPTER XXY.

A VISIT TO THE CENTRAL SHELTER.

“ But in the case of the vast majority, it is useful, 
pleasant, and grateful; and even if the gratifica
tion of this desire for stimulants meant the 
wrecking of the few for ever and ever, so long as 
the many wish it and like it, so long will they 
obtain it and drink it and enjoy it. That is the 
brutal truth of it.”—Licensing World, November, 
1894.

At one of the first meetings of the Brancaster 
Guardians at which Bernal was present, he was fur
nished with a striking instance of the way in which 
“ the trade ” dominated such bodies. A teetotal 
member was somewhat summarily suppressed when he 
sought the appointment of a sub-committee to investi
gate the amazing under-assessment of tied-houses. His 
appeal had been based upon two cases as to which 
thfc facts were not denied. A Brancaster brewer had 
bought a house for £4,000, made it a tied-house, and 
then let it at a rent of £70, in respect whereof alone 
it was rated. Another brewer had in a similar way 
given £6,000 for a house, treated it in the same 
manner, and was rated in respect of a rent of £80. 
The rents in reality were merely nominal, the land
lords recouping themselves by an extra levy on each 
barrel. In this fashion the brewers all over the land 
—the class surely the least entitled to escape such 
obligations—evaded to an immense extent the rates 
they ought in common honesty to pay. Licensed 
houses which have changed hands at £20,000 and 
upwards are rated on an assessment of £100 a year 
or even less.

At this same meeting the Temperance members 
vainly tried to carry a motion that a report should 
be furnished as to the names of all the patients con
fined in the padded room at the workhouse, and as
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to the recovery of the expenses incurred in such cases. 
It was stated that £1,300 had been recently spent in 
making provision for keeping safely the customers of 
publicans in padded rooms. Several cases were in
stanced where wealthy patients rendered raving mad 
with drink, had been treated in the workhouse, and 
yet everything had been hushed up.

From this particular meeting the young brewer went 
with Alderman Goldsworthy on a visit of inspection to 
the Brancaster Central Shelter. One or two benevo
lently inclined individuals, possibly stimulated by the 
success of the London Rowton Homes, and appalled 
by the miserable accommodation provided by the local 
common lodging-houses, began in a very modest way 
to tackle the question of making better provision in 
the city for the houseless and nearly destitute. The 
visitor to one of the Italian Cathedrals is astounded 
to find a notice upon its walls bearing the astounding 
announcement, “ No regard paid to religion.” A. 
further scrutiny reveals the fact that this is merely 
the tail end of an application for the alms of the 
generous, and means that the charity is administered 
regardless of creed. The shelter, like the cathedral 
charity, was strictly undenominational in manage
ment. Every houseless and homeless wanderer, what
ever his faith might be, if soberly and decently 
behaved, was entitled to occupy a vacant place if he 
could command the exceedingly small fee exacted. It 
was, indeed, a haven for derelicts, where many a 
sorely-battered hulk of humanity found a temporary 
resting-place.

From the very outset the scheme was a phenomenal 
success. Beginning with a dozen guests, the shelter 
catered for several hundreds at the time the young- 
brewer made his visit. A devoted band of friends 
spent several hours there daily, and without in any 
sense forcing or obtruding assistance upon the 
refugees, lost no opportunity of giving them a helping 
hand. It was in fact as much a bureau for the un-
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employed as a shelter. Work and situations had been 
found for thousands. Probably no place in the North 
of England provided a chance so unique for studying 
the flotsam and jetsam of the social sea. The' life 
story of nearly every inmate of the place furnished a 
tragedy in itself.

Bernal had a long chat with the manager, who 
knew nothing about his visitor, save that he w'as a 
friend of the Alderman’s. In reply to the question, 
“ What mainly brings these people down to this pass? ” 
the instantly uncompromising answer w-as “ Drink! ”

It is difficult to find one in every dozen whom the 
liquor has not ruined,” added the official.

“To what classes do they generally belong?” was 
the next question.

“ The most astonishing thing to me in all my 
experience,” the manager replied, “ has been to find 
that they nearly all come from what we call the ‘ better 
classes.' The London Homes tell the same story. 
People who don’t want their drink investments inter
fered with say, ‘ We must look to education, and not 
to the law, to solve the drink problem.’ Let them 
come here, and they will be silenced for ever. Our 
people almost without exception are educated, and 
many of them well-educated too. At the present time 
we have amongst our guests, three men whom we know 
to have been Army officers—one holding the Victoria 
Cross. We include also a Colonial judge, two clergy
men, a once eminent dissenting minister—a great 
light at Exeter Hall—a dean’s son, a once famous 
surgeon, a once celebrated Church architect, two wTell- 
known criminal advocates, a civil engineer, a banker, 
several University graduates, a group of journalists, 
and two schoolmasters.”

“What on earth do you find for them to do?” 
inquired Bernal.

“ There is our difficulty. The drink has so enfeebled 
them physically, that they are often incapable of any 
labour demanding strength. We have to rely upon all

N
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sorts of odd jobs. We get a good deal of work for 
them in addressing envelopes at 3s. 6d. a thousand 
for advertisers, and so on, but so soon as they handle 
the money it goes to the pub.'’

“ Ought not such men to be shut up? ” asked Bernal.
“ Why? ” asked the manager in return. “ I would 

shut up the pubs., not the men. Why should not the 
streets be made safe for these poor fellows to walk 
in? ‘Better put a strong fence round the top of a 
cliff, than an ambulance down in the valley.’ ”

Bernal had no wish to be entangled in an argument, 
and simply said, “ I perceive you are a teetotaler.”

“ I could not live here unless I was, sir.”
“ Who is that cadaverous-looking mortal leaning 

over the stove? ” the visitor next inquired.
“ Oh, he is one of our notabilities—an Oxford prize

man, and a famous classical scholar.”
Bernal looked incredulous.
“ Test him for yourself,” said the manager.
The young brewer forthwith got into conversation 

and challenged him to display his accomplishments. 
For threepence the man, whose clothes would have 
disgraced a scarecrow, vindicated his claim to scholar
ship by translating six pages of Horace without a 
mistake, and working out the first sixteen problems of 
Euclid.

“ I should not like to leave the shelter,” said Bernal 
to his conductor, “ without first making some little 
contribution. Have you any specially distressing case 
in which I could assist ? ”

“ Yes, sir,” was the reply. “ In the topmost room of 
all to which I will take you, is a young fellow who 
seems desperately ill, and whom, so soon as he is well 
enough to be removed, we shall get off to the hospital.

Bernal sought him out, sat at his bedside, spoke a 
few kindly words of sympathy, and soon heard from 
the invalid’s own lips his sad autobiography.

“ I grew up in a happy home,” he said. “ I remem
ber that on my leaving school the first situation which



offered was in a wine and spirit merchant’s office. 
My mother implored my father not to put me in such 
a trade. Pshaw! he said, ‘ nothing pays better.’ 
She remonstrated, ‘ It is so dangerous; so many fall 
into drinking habits.' He replied, ‘ All the better 
chance for one who is sober and steady, as our John 
will be.’ The situation was accepted. Better far had 
I been despatched to the Gold Coast. I should have 
had a better chance for life than in the deadlier ‘ white 
man’s grave ’ to which I was sent.

I’°r a f©w years all went well, until I was promoted 
to the position of traveller. I had then to treat and 
drink with others incessantly. Business simply could 
not be done without it. It was expected of me every
where. Competition was of the cut-throat order. In 
some places I could empty the liquor, when the cus
tomer’s back was turned, into the spittoon or a flower
pot, but often I had to drink till I was sick. I had 
then no love for the liquor. The other travellers had 
to go through the same racket. Some it speedily 
killed. All appeals to my employer were fruitless.
‘ Give your situation up, if you don’t like it,’ he said.
‘ Scores will welcome it in your place. Do as 1 do. 
Take a Turkish bath every few days, and sweat the 
liquor out of you. I took his advice. I tried this 
and many another expedient, only to find the bodily 
strain tell more terribly upon me than ever. I found 
the whole system utterly demoralising. It was treat
ing and bribing everywhere. We had to subscribe to 
all manner of treats, picnics, and the like, which the 
landlords gave to their customers. We had to 
contribute to innumerable clubs—money clubs, goose 
clubs, clothing clubs, pigeon-flying clubs, dog-racing 
clubs, gardening clubs, bicycle clubs, football clubs, 
cricket clubs, and I know not how many more. At last 
I could stand it no longer, and thinking I should mend 
matters, I exchanged my situation for one with a 
brewery company. It was a case of £ out of the frying- 

•pan into the fire.’ I had to drink as hard as ever.
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The liquor I had long detested with the deepest 
aversion, now seized me in an uncontrollable grip. 
Incessant temptations proved too much for me, and 
drunken negligence threw me all wrong with my 
moneys.

‘•'No wonder! Nearly £1,000 a week passed 
through my hands. My duties included the collection 
of rents, and the funds of savings clubs connected with 
public-houses. For all my responsibility, I received 
the munificent salary of £2 a week, and a small 
commission on the bottle trade, whilst an allowance of 
£11 or £12 a week was made for expenses. Out of 
my starvation wage I had to keep a wife and family. 
With a salary of £2 a week, I was expected to spend 
from £10 to £U in standing treat to customers. 1 
got hopelessly wrong in my accounts, and was dis
charged and prosecuted. I cannot stay my craving 
now. Character, health, and friends are all gone. I 
can only look with awful shudders to the end. I don t 
know who you are, but you have a good and kind face. 
Never let anyone persuade you to invest a farthing 
in this business. In the great game between angels 
and devils, it is all on the side of the devils.

LeaAdng a sum of money in the hands of the 
manager to be disbursed for the benefit of the brewers 
traveller, whom he recognised was very near liis 
journey’s end, Bernal walked away inexpressibly 
sorrowful.

As the young brewer left the shelter with the Aider- 
man, they got ere long into conversation on the subject 
which lay ever near to the heart of the latter. The 
teetotal leader shrewdly concluded that the last hour 
had furnished his companion with much food for 
reflection. Bernal, indeed, seemed anxious to express 
himself. Going so far as to admit that there were 
vast evils demanding an immediate remedy, he con
tended that the extreme men and their extreme pro
posals stood in the way. “ Moderation is the path of
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safety,” he said. “ I believe in the moderation which 
John Bright used to speak of as being irresistible.”

The Alderman smiled his old sweet smile, whose 
serenity nothing disturbed. “ The reproach of the 
extremist,” he replied, “ has been borne by the leaders 
in the vanguard of every great reform since the world 
began. John Bright himself was a signal instance in 
point. Nearly all his days he struggled under the ban 
of this reproach, through hurricanes of abuse. The 
Anti-Corn Law Leaguers were hotly denounced as 
extreme. ‘ Let us proceed by degrees. Let us have a 
sliding scale/ and so on, said their enemies. But 
Cobden thundered, ‘ The Law is wicked and inhuman ! 
It belongs to God alone to regulate the food supply of 
nations! Away with the Corn Law altogether! ’ and 
away it went.

“ The Slavery Abolitionists had the same ordeal to 
face. The men of moderate views were ranged against 
them, but the men who had consecrated themselves to 
the suppression of the evil thing declared it to be a 
crime, and refused any compromise. Although they 
wandered in the wilderness a weary time, the seed 
they had so long sown burst into harvest of such 
bewildering suddenness as astonished the world, and 
the whole vile institution was destroyed. History says 
they were right. In all ages the great causes 
of humanity have had to fight the accusation of 
immoderation. In all ages the plea of half-measure 
and of moderation has been the platitude of the 
unreflecting and the delusion of the ignorant. The 
middle course is usually the safest, but not that which 
lies between truth and error, or right and wrong. 
Nothing is cheaper than the assumption of that 
plausible virtue which boasts itself on the avoidance of 
extremes. The indolent, the apathetic, the trimmer, 
the time-server, those who hold vested interests in what 
is wrong or doubtful, all who wish to clog the wheels 
of progress or find some justification fordoing nothing, 
find their ready excuse here. The profoundest wisdom
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and the highest courage alike are to be found in a 
fearless application of the eternal principles of right, 
however far they carry one. Better to be extremely 
right than moderately wrong. A paltering compromise 
with Mammon always brings its own Nemesis.”

“ But surely,” said Bernal, “ it is extreme not to be 
content with anything short of the suppression of the 
trade. Why not reform it?”

“ When that is said to me,” the Alderman observed, 
“ I always think of that clever ‘ Punch ’ cartoon. The 
trembling curate is taking breakfast at my Lord 
Bishop’s. ‘ I am afraid that you have a bad egg 
there,’ remarks his Lordship. ‘ Oh, no,’ deprecatingly 
rejoins the timorous curate with bated breath, ‘ parts 
of it, my lord, I assure you, are excellent.’ You must 
pardon the simile, but we look upon the trade as a 
rotten egg, incurably bad, and cannot admit that parts 
of it are excellent. A silk purse cannot be made out 
of a sow’s ear. Grapes and figs cannot be gathered 
from thorns or thistles. We would as soon look for 
change in the spots of the leopard, or the skin of the 
Ethiopian, as in the character of alcohol, or the trade 
in it.”

“ Well, of course. I don’t for one moment admit our 
trade to be ineradicably bad,” said Bernal, “ but 
whether it be so or not, why should you teetotalers 
refuse to unite with all good men in gradually mini
mising the evils about which there is no dispute?”

“ But we don’t refuse,” answered the Alderman. 
' Mendacity never conceived, malice never propagated, 
and ignorance never swallowed a more baseless charge 
than this all prevalent slander. Short of accepting 
anything to retard or prevent ultimate Prohibition, 
or consenting to do evil that good may come, we will 
eagerly and gratefully join anyone who will enable 
us to shorten the time during which drink may be 
sold by one minute, to shut one public-house, to take 
from the profits of “ the trade ” one penny, or to lessen 
the consumption of alcohol by one drop. To all sucli 
we wish a hearty God speed ! ”

■■P
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CHAPTER XXVI.

ANOTHER NEW DEPARTMENT.

“ Mild light and by degrees should be the plan 
To cure the dark and erring mind;

But who would rush at a benighted man
And give him two black eyes for being blind? ”

So exemplary and commendable had Bernal’s attention 
been to the business with which he had been occupied, 
that his father now determined to give him a practical 
familiarity with yet a new department. To this end 
he left the friendly tutelage of the reticent and cir
cumspect Gregory. To Mr. Timothy Griggs, walking 
manager and general “ handy-man ” of the Brewery, 
was entrusted the task of initiating the young man 
into fresh mysteries. Bernal was not long in coming 
to the conclusion that his father had designedly post
poned the initiation as long as possible. It proved 
a revelation indeed.

One Sunday afternoon, some weeks before, as he 
passed the Old Cross in the heart of Brancaster, he 
had heard a peripatetic teetotal orator addressing a 
group of working men. For nearly a generation a 
succession of cold water apostles had declaimed from 
the same spot against the intemperance of their times. 
The audience was accustomed to strong language, and 
the present speaker upheld the best traditions of the 
rostrum. The young brewer did not care to remain 
within earshot, but ere he had got away, a sentence 
or two reached him. “ Mates, I tell you not only is 
“ th’ trade ” tlT cause of poverty, crime, and misery 
hunspeakable, but it is itsel’ built upon a foundation 
of lies. Beneath the whitewash it’s a charnel-’ouse. 
I’ve been behind th’ bar mysel an’ knows. If th’ public 
but knew th’ villainy which success in “ th’ trade ”
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often means, they’d soon end it. Why I’d no more be 
a drinkseller than a pickpocket or a forger, an’ some 
day th’ public will think as I does.”

" What unfounded, malicious, and extravagant 
twaddle,” reflected Bernal, as he turned the corner of 
the street; “ how far the prejudices of these fanatical 
folk do carry them ! ”

He had not long enjoyed the advantage of enlighten
ment at the hands of Timothy Griggs before the words, 
overheard at the Old Cross, were recalled to his 
memory with the most unpleasant frequency.

His first lesson began at a transfer session held at 
the Brancaster City Police Court, whereto he accom
panied his mentor. A number of the firm’s houses 
required, through sundry causes, new occupants, and 
the process of formally obtaining the consent of the 
Court to the change of licensees had to be gone 
through. There were two difficulties to be overcome. 
The Bench had, first of all, to be satisfied that the 
proposed transferees were fit to be entrusted with the 
great responsibility of holding a licence, and then that 
each applicant had a sufficiently substantial interest 
in the house he wished to enter.

The first-mentioned difficulty hardly deserved the 
name. It sufficed if the superintendent in whose 
division the house was, reported that the man’s 
references were satisfactory. Bernal had often argued 
and boasted that the respectability of the publican was 
tested and safe-guarded as that of no other section of 
the community. To use the expressive language of 
Mr. Griggs, “ The good character of the would-be 
licensee means that the police know nothing agen him. 
It means nothing more. The superintendent ain’t too 
microscopic in investigating the antecedents of our 
men. For all favours they are dependent upon our 
friends on the Watch Committee, and not to mention 
many other reminders during their career, they know 
that on retirement, if they have helped us, a sub
stantial pecuniary testimonial awaits them.”
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The second difficulty occasioned a little more 
trouble, but in Bernal’s eyes it was surmounted easily 
enough. Each applicant was asked certain questions 
by the Bench, or the Clerk, and in reply produced an 
agreement in proof that he was a bona-fide tenant, 
and not dismissable at short notice. In addition he 
produced a receipt for a respectable sum of money 
showing that he had invested no little amount in the 
business, with whose control he was to be entrusted. 
When the ceremony had been completed Bernal noticed 
that Griggs carefully collected from each licensee as 
he left the Court both agreement and receipt.

“ Why, surely,” said the young brewer, as he 
observed what was done, “ the tenants are entitled to 
hold their own receipts and original agreements.

“ Ah, but we have always made a practice of 
keeping them safely in our safes,” replied Griggs; 
“ you see the men often lose them.1’

Bernal was not at all satisfied with this absurdedly 
insufficient answer.

“ Don’t talk nonsense,” he protested. “ I insist upon 
the fullest explanation, and shall treat any attempt 
to keep me in the dark in any matter most seriously. 
There is something about these documents which, how
ever satisfactory to the Bench, is to me, with the 
knowledge I possess, quite inexplicable.

After a little preliminary hesitation, and some clear
ing of the throat, Griggs did as he was requested. I 
will conceal nothing from you, Mr. Bernal,” he 
declared. “ We retain possession of all these docu
ments because they were only intended to bamboozle 
the Bench with. The receipts given by us to these 
men are not for money really received from them. 
The agreements of tenancy are made on the express 
understanding that so soon as the Bench have seen 
them and granted the necessary transfer they are to 
be given back to us. We then substitute for them 
agreements whereby the men are simply made into
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managers at a salary, and whereunder we can get rid 
of them as rapidly as we like.”

A hot blush of something very like shame ran over 
the face of the young brewer at this avowal.

“It’s perjury!” he said. “You will be at the 
mercy, too, of the first man who subsequently quarrels 
with you, and he will be able to dictate almost any 
terms he likes.”

“ Oh, no,” replied Griggs. “ It is the applicant who 
goes into the box and commits the perjury. When 
the proper time arrives we remind him that he has 
given himself away. If they were up to it, they might 
give us more trouble than they do. As a matter of 
fact, we find that a suggestion of a prosecution, and 
not less than ‘ three months’ hard,’ effectually brings 
them to reason.”

Bernal listened to this cold-blooded revelation with 
sickening disgust.

He would have liked then and there to have relieved 
his feelings with some strong outburst of indignation, 
but reflected not only that it would be entirely lost 
upon the unsympathetic Griggs, but that it would be 
the height of unwisdom to make him the confidant of 
his real sentiments.

“ Is this practice confined to our firm?” he asked.
“ By no means,” was the reply. “ It is carefully 

kept dark by everyone using it, but their number is 
not small. You see,” he added apologetically, “ it has 
to be done in self-defence. If the teetotalers had not 
persuaded the Bench to tyrannically interfere with 
the private arrangements we make with our managers, 
there Avould have been no such necessity for sailing 
so near to the wind. But, after all, the responsibility 
rests with the managers. We do not compel them to 
go into the box and lie to the magistrates.”

Bernal did not pursue the topic further, but in his 
own mind he did not hesitate to hold as far guiltier 
the wealthy brewers who tempted and almost forced 
needy men to swear false and wickedly.
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The day preceding that of Bernal’s first attendance 
at the transfer sessions in question, he had published 
in the Brancaster “ Standard,” a long letter animad
verting in no measured terms upon the extravagance 
of certain recent teetotal attacks aimed at the drink- 
sellers. In his enthusiastic defence of the public-house 
he had gone so far as to quote a verse from “ The 
Homes of England,” by Mrs. Hemans. As he closed 
the edifying conversation with Griggs, he picked up 
the evening paper, and found therein, under an 
extract from his letter, a parody which, crude 
impromptu as it was, nevertheless planted a shaft in 
his memory which quivered there for many a day. It 
ran as follows: —

THE PUBS. OF ENGLAND.

The licensed pubs, of England,
How banefully they stand,

Where’er one goes as thick as trees 
O’er all the fated land.

The homes beneath their thraldom found 
Scarce know a sunny gleam,

And hope flies from them like the ghost 
Of a departing dream.

The flaring pubs, of England,
Around their bars at night,

What fearsome scowls of household hate,
Meet in the ruddy light.

There woman’s claims know grevious wrong,
And childhood’s rights are sold;

Humanity’s voice is not so strong 
As the greedy lust for gold !

The heathen pubs, of England,
What else so surely sours,

The mind which loves the sweetness 
That breathes from Sabbath hours!



Solemn yet sweet the Church bell’s chime, 
In pubs, is heard with scorn,

And other days mean much the same.
As doth the Sabbath dawn.

The thronging pubs, of England,
By thousands on her plains,

They are planted close on every side,
And hold the land in chains;

From countless homesteads forth they lure 
The labourer’s hard-earned pay,

And multitudes continue poor 
To make the brewers gay.

The baleful pubs, of England,
Long, long, in hut and hall,

May hearts of native proof be reared 
To break their slavish thrall!

And deep and ready be the grave, 
Wherein may soon be trod,

The dire and deadly enemy 
Of England and her God!
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CHAPTER XXVII.

PERMITTING DRUNKENNESS.

“ Men are apt not to care how low they stoop, so that 
what they stoop for may be worth the lifting. 
—D. Jerrold.

The next occasion for Bernal’s attendance at the 
Brancaster City Police Court, presented itself only a 
day or two after his former visit. It was on the 
hearing of a prosecution for permitting drunkenness 
in respect of one of the firm’s houses. The evidence 
for the police was, in the young brewer’s opinion, of 
the most conclusive and irresistible character. He 
deemed all chance of escaping a conviction utterly 
hopeless. Two constables had watched a man, named 
Willans, go reeling along the street into the house in 
question, where it was admitted he had been served 
with more liquor. On their subsequently entering the 
house, a careful examination showed that he bore 
every indication of advanced intoxication. The 
defence was conducted by Mr. Gee, the most famous 
advocate in Brancaster. He boldly contended that 
the man accused of being drunk was perfectly sober. 
The person who served him, of course, swore that his 
customer was not drunk, but such evidence simply 
counted for nothing. The next witness was a doctor 
who testified that within a very short time of the 
moment when the police officers examined Willans, he 
was brought to the surgery, and after careful in
vestigation proved to be sober.

Bernal was amazed at the statement, but the medical 
man was of good reputation and unimpeachable word. 
Griggs whispered, “ Our expert witnesses never fail
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The magistrate shrugged his shoulders, and inti
mated that he could not convict in face of what the 
doctor had sworn.

As they left the Court, Griggs, without waiting to 
be questioned, fully opened his mind. “ Next time we 
catch Willans napping we must get rid of him. He 
only just saved his bacon by sending for one of us 
directly the officers left. You see we always find a 
reliable medical man in every district of the city, and 
know how to use him in an emergency. We find the 
divisional police surgeons, who get their appointments 
from our friends, especially useful. For instance, in 
to-day s case, the instant we heard of the officers 
having caught Willans as drunk as a fiddler, he was 
taken vigorously in hand, smartly soused in cold 
water, and dosed with a famous restorative mixture 
which we keep, until we got him back to the debatable 
state, where an expert witness can call him drunk or 
sober, as he wills. Having accomplished this, we 
rushed off with him to the doctor’s, and got him to 
certify that the man was not drunk when he reached 
his surgery, comparatively speaking only a few 
minutes after the officers had asserted that he was 
drunk. We haven't had one of our men convicted of 
permitting drunkenness, or serving drunken persons, 
for several years past.”

Now, if there was any offence for which Bernal 
entertained peculiar abhorrence, it was that of deliber
ately making men drunk. He had often given it as 
his opinion that one of the best lines upon which 
Temperance reform could run would be in the 
direction of heavily punishing such crimes as this, 
for as crimes he regarded this and similar offences. 
Repeatedly had he contended that the Prohibitionists, 
instead of attempting the impossible task of trade 
suppression, should undertake this practicable and 
urgently-needed reform, whereby the scoundrels who 
brought discredit upon an otherwise legitimate busi
ness might meet their deserts. He had always found
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much to attract him in the writings of Ruskin, that 
Seer of Truth and Righteousness, and knew many of 
his finest passages by heart; but no words of his had 
of late rung so incessantly in his ear as those in which 
he declares, “ The encouragement of drunkenness for 
the sake of 'profit on the sale of drink is certainly one 
of the most criminal methods of assassination for 
money ever adopted by the bravoes of any age or 
country. ’ For the sake of a little filthy lucre, to 
deliver a fellow-creature into the slavery of intoxica
tion, was to him unpardonable. Nevertheless, he 
generally found that the unscrupulous villain whose 
guilt had been demonstrated beyond all possibility of 
doubt, escaped with the paltry penalty of five shillings, 
or so, and costs.

“ I suppose,” the young brewer remarked, “ that our 
firm has enjoyed such immunity from convictions 
because our men are so carefully selected.”

“ Nothing of the sort,” was the frank reply. “Of 
course, like other firms, we select the best men who 
can be got for our purpose, which is to sell as much 
liquor as possible and keep out of scrapes, but that 
does not account for it. Every policeman knows that 
we grudge nothing for any expense or trouble expended 
in removing a drunken man from our premises and 
avoiding proceedings. When by accident a charge 
is inevitable, all the chances of its being dismissed are 
in our favour. Drunkenness has to be proved up to 
the hilt. Who can define it? Here we can generally 
command any amount of hard swearing. If the man 
in question was able to see through the rungs of a 
ladder, or hold on to the floor, we can maintain he 
wasn’t drunk. All those privy to his being served for 
the sake of their own skins are ready to swear this, 
from the pot boy behind the bar to the man’s pals 
who were drinking with him. Then the policemen 
often have no legal assistance. Mostly plain fellows 
of little education, they cut a poor figure in the hands 
of the smartest advocates money can buy, and who do
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all which human ingenuity can suggest to perplex, 
entrap, and discredit them. Often the court is the 
reverse of sympathetic, and all the time the beggars 
know that if they fail they are in for a wigging from 
their superiors. If they succeed no one thanks them, 
and they have earned undying resentment from some
body.”

“ Well, Griggs, so far as my authority extends, all 
permitting of drunkenness in our houses shall be 
stopped.”

“ Pardon me,” said the walking-manager, “ you 
might as well attempt to stop the Gulf Stream. It is 
simply impossible to carry on the business and make 
money without permitting some drunkenness. We 
always say at our annual trade banquets that the 
drunkard is our worst enemy, but that is intended for 
the gullible public, who will believe anything asserted 
with sufficient frequency. In reality he is our best 
customer, and we should be very badly off without 
him.”

“ Do you then regard the existing law as to per
mitting drunkenness as an empty farce, and a dead 
letter?”

“ You are not far out in so describing it,” his 
mentor replied. “ Take the entire country and 
contrast the number of convictions for permitting 
drunkenness with the number of arrests for drunken
ness. The former is but an infinitesimal fraction of 
the latter, and yet everyone knows that only the 
smallest proportion of the very drunken ever get into 
the hands of the police. Several whole counties never 
have a single conviction for permitting drunkenness 
from one year’s end to another.”

“ But surely matters are very different locally,” 
interjected Bernal. “ Before I came to the Brewery 
I remember hearing something of great demonstrations 
of public opinion in favour of a stricter enforcement 
of the law, and the magistrates promised their utmost 
help.”
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“ Oh, yes, the teetotalers were at the bottom of it,” 
responded Griggs. “ They seemed to carry all before 
them, but under the present system the trade is always 
more than a match for these genial enthusiasts. So 
soon as the justices began their new crusade, and the 
police were reluctantly compelled to move ‘the trade 7 
men on the Watch Committee procured an instruction 
to the force that whenever a person suspected of 
having had enough was seen approaching a public- 
house by a constable, the latter must immediately 
enter and warn the licensee of the danger he ran in 
supplying such a person. This move very effectually 
killed the new mission. The sole remote chance of the 
zealous ‘bobby’ ever catching an offender lay in 
following the tipsy party some time after he entered 
the ‘ pub.,’ and ascertaining if he had been further 
served. Bobbed of this opportunity of detection he 
was helpless.”

“ But didn’t the teetotal party object to this extra
ordinary regulation? ” asked Bernal.

“ Of course they did, but quite fruitlessly. We 
promptly stole a leaf out of their book, and every
where boldly avowed that the first object of the law 
should be to prevent crime, rather than to punish it. 
Surely, we said, it was humane and brotherly, when 
it could, too, be so easily done, to save our fellow- 
creatures from the bestial and dangerous offence of 
intoxication. The press and the community swallowed 
this delectable humbug with avidity. Personally, I 
think it was a masterly stroke of business to make the 
public servants into the servants of the publican.”

Bernal could not help smiling at this frank avowal.
“ Yes, I think,” he observed, “ if the police, on a plea 
of similar motives, were ordered to warn every pro
spective pickpocket or burglar when on the verge of a 
felonious act, there would be a fine outcry.”

Once, when the official whose business it was to 
superintend the defence of any prosecutions under the 
Licensing Acts occurring in Brancaster, was absent

o
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through illness, Bernal was requested by his father to 
take in hand the case of a manager named Ridge, 
accused of serving drink in prohibited hours. He 
accompanied the man to the offices of Mr. Gee for a 
consultation. When asked what he had to say for 
himself, Ridge said, “ I was only doin’ as usual, but 
the copper on the beat took offence because I wouldn’t 
give ’im an extra glass.”

“Why didn’t you report him to liis superiors'? ” 
asked Bernal.

Ridge burst into a boisterous laugh, and even the 
impassive face of the solicitor bore a slight grin. “ A 
bad lookout for the licence if I did, mister,” he 
replied.

Bernal left them in conference as tO' the defence to 
be adopted, and a few days afterwards heard that the 
charge against Ridge had been dismissed with a 
caution. The plausible advocate had induced a 
sympathetic bench to believe that the drink in question 
had not been sold, but given away to some friends. 
A fortnight later Bernal was again commissioned fo 
take an offending employee of the firm, named Dobson, 
to Mr. Gee’s office.

“ Well, Dobson, how have you got into this scrape1? 
asked Bernal, as they drove together to the solicitor’s.

“ Oh, they have changed the man on the beat,’ was 
the response.

“ But what has that to do with it? ”
Dobson looked infinitely surprised at a question of 

such verdant greenness.
“ You see, sir,” he explained, “ I knew what would 

content my old friend, but the new man in blue was 
an unknown quantity, and he took an unknown 
quantity, too. I feared he wur a teetotaler, but I find 
he has a powerful thirst on him. I shall know better 
next time.”

On this occasion Bernal remained till the end of 
the interview.
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“And what is your defence, Mr. Dobson?” politely 
inquired the advocate.

" Oh, I leave that to you,” was the reply; “ I haven’t 
got any, but you’ll soon fix me up with one.”

“ No, no,” said the lawyer, “ I will make the best of 
any circumstances you may be able to lay before me, 
but I can t invent facts for you. It is most extra
ordinary,” he continued, turning to Bernal, “ how 
universal is the opinion among certain classes that a 
solicitor is a skilled fabricator of evidence. It is true 
we have to do with a mass of lying, but I have con
tinually to explain that a lawyer is not a professional 
liar, and that people must do their own lying, and not 
make us parties to it.”

Dobson did not seem in the least offended by these 
observations, but rather appeared to think that they 
were proper things to say, but not to' be believed.

I have an idea or twro as to what "would work the 
oracle,” he resumed, “ and the first is------ ”

Before he could commit himself Mr. Gee interrupted 
him. “ Please don’t tell me, if you can help it,” he 
said, “ that at the time in question you had just 
changed the gentleman behind the bar, or the pot-boy ; 
that you have dismissed him in consequence; that you 
were absent at a funeral; celebrating a birthday, or 
a silver wedding, etc., etc. That kind of excuse counts 
for nothing with the Stipendiary, and there are even 
a few lay magistrates who refuse tO' credit these 
hackneyed cock-and-bull stories. These things,” he 
remarked, turning once more to Bernal, “ always 
coincide with those rare times when the publican "is 
detected breaking the law.”

Dobson looked rather crestfallen. His imagination 
was not a powerful one. After a pause of some length, 
he said rather doubtfully, “ My old woman hasn’t been 
very well of late; how would ‘ nursing a sick wife ’ do 
as a plea ? ”

" The stalest excuse of all, my good man! ” was the 
disappointed rejoinder. “ You had better bring me
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all the reliable evidence you can collect to establish 
that your better half was near to dissolution when the 
officers entered your house. I will do my best to pull 
the policeman to pieces, and save you, if possible, 
from having to tell your story at all.”

When Dobson went Bernal remained behind.
“ The first two men,” he remarked, “ whom I have 

brought to your office charged with offences against 
the Licensing Acts, have both given as the reason for 
proceedings being instituted against them that they 
had displeased a policeman by not giving him the 
drink he required. It is very strange, is it not?”

“ Not at all,” said the lawyer. “ I have no reason 
to disbelieve their story. A large proportion of the 
men I have to defend tell the same tale.”

“ Does it not indicate that the police are served 
with drink on a large scale? ” asked Bernal.

“ Undoubtedly; the policeman is neither worse nor 
better than other men, but he is exposed to much 
greater temptations. He can indulge his appetites 
very easily. A policeman who wants drink can get it 
for nothing. The drink-seller is hopelessly in his 
hands. His licence and livelihood are dependent upon 
the goodwill of the man in blue. That which is a very 
acceptable gift to the ‘ bobby ’ is the best of invest
ments for the publican. The nature of 1 the trade,’ 
and the accustomed method of carrying it on, give an 
offended policeman endless opportunities of bringing 
him within the meshes of the law. His one hope of 
safety lies in inducing the guardian of the peace to 
turn his blind eye to things he ought to see.”

“ It’s a shocking state of things,” said the young 
brewer. “ Although I am in the trade, I should like 
to reform matters if I could. 'With your vast 
experience you will be able to suggest a method.

The lawyer shook his head. “ I am neither an 
abstainer, nor a politician. It is out of my province.

Bernal continued to press him for a suggestion.
“ I know of nothing, consistent with the existence of
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the liquoi tiaffic, he said at last, u which could destroy 
these evils. Something might be done if all policemen 
were teetotalers, and above bribery, but when you 
hi ing drink with all its seductions and dangers into 
contact with human weakness, you will have corrup
tion, bribery and lying. I can assure you that in a 
long professional career, dealing largely with the 
seamy side of life, amongst desperate struggles for 
life, property, and reputation, I have never found such 
continuous and deliberate perjury as in the province 
of licensing law matters. In the old days horseflesh, 
or bricks and mortar, were supposed in some occult 
way to lead to hard swearing, but builders and horse- 
dealers in lying could never hold a candle to the 
knights of liquor.”



214

CHAPTER XXVIII.

FURTHER INVESTIGATIONS.

No man can make a good coat with bad cloth."
-—Old Saying.

Stimulated by what he had recently learnt, Bernal 
quietly sought to add to his stock of information. He 
made the revelations of the trade and the police a 
subject of special investigation. At the Brewery he 
ascertained that every Christmas a large sum was dis
bursed in substantial presents to the superior officers 
of the force. It appeared that two members of the 
Watch Committee actually went round with the gifts. 
This was astounding enough, but Bernal was positively 
staggered when he discovered that in some districts of 
the city the police were actually paraded to receive 
these presents from the local brewers. “ If public 
apathy permits this,” he said to himself, “ what is 
there it will not permit? ”

His sense of the deep immorality of this systematic 
corruption was only equalled by his surprise at the 
audacious effrontery with which it was done. Bernal 
was not one of the numerous class who, while 
exemplary in the discharge of their private duties, 
are dead to any proper appreciation of their obliga
tions to society at large. Civic duty was not a 
meaningless phrase to him. He felt deeply wounded 
to find that in whatsoever field of life he followed 
“ the trade ” to whose development his life was now 
dedicated, it proved to be a corrupting and degrading 
influence. He recognised that the claims of the com
munity amongst which he dwelt, though differing in 
kind, were every wit as binding and inexoiable as
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those which attached him to his father whom he loved 
beyond all men. At times with a heart filled almost 
to bursting he sought some sympathetic ear into which 
he could pour the troubles with which his spirit was 
now sorely beset.

A true instinct took him to the gentle Laura, who 
was incapable of a sneer at any generous enthusiasm 
or conscientious scruple. She, at any rate, he felt, 
understood him. He would have been puzzled to 
explain why he did not in his perplexities give his 
confidence to the beautiful and dashing girl to whom 
he was engaged. All he said to himself was, “ I ought 
not to worry her with my troubles.” He longed in
tensely to do something in the -way of reform. After 
what had passed with his father, he felt he could not 
approach him on the matter, and it would be the 
height of absurdity to expect any help from his 
eminently cynical uncle.

An early opportunity presenting itself, he had a 
long conversation with the Chief Constable on the 
subject. That worthy plainly hinted that he was 
merely the servant of the Watch Committee, and could 
only follow their lead. With glib professions of 
sympathy he nevertheless earnestly deprecated any 
course of action which might be unacceptable to the 
great brewers who held Brancaster in the hollow of 
their hand. “Of course,” he said, “any representa
tion from your esteemed father would be almost 
equivalent to a command,” and plainly hinted that 
without it he was powerless.

When Bernal persistently and strenuously pressed 
him to take the initiative in the desired direction, he 
sought refuge in the assertion that the evil which the 
young brewer took to heart was inevitable. “ Why,” 
said he,- “ policemen are only like other men. If they 
want drink they will get it. Even in that model 
municipality of Glasgow for years past ten per cent of 
the force have had to be dismissed for drunkenness.”



216

He argued at length that the blame solely attached to 
the drink-sellers, who bribed his men.

Bernal left the Chief Constable’s presence not only 
disappointed with the ill-success of his efforts, but 
convinced that the head of the Brancaster police was 
the poorest of creatures, and the bond-slave of the 
publican.

One slight remaining hope was his. He might 
perhaps be able to do something with the retailers. He 
sought out one of the firm’s tenants—an elderly man 
named Sanderson—who bore a reputation for 
independence, and who held a fully-licensed house in 
the centre of the city on a long lease. Sanderson was 
a prominent member of the Retailers’ Defence 
Association, and Bernal thought it just possible that 
something might be done through their agency. 
Sanderson listened deferentially to all the young 
brew^er had to say before making any reply.

“Your desire, Mr. Bernal,” he said eventually, 
“ does you credit, but you might as well cry for the 
moon. The policeman is the publican’s natural enemy. 
He must always be conciliated or disarmed. Publicans 
don’t give liquor to policemen because they love them, 
but because they can’t help themselves. The evil you 
complain of is beyond remedy from us. You are on 
the wrong tack; it is the police who are to blame; 
tackle them.”

“ Why,” interrupted Bernal, “ you surely don’t mean 
to say that the policemen come and demand liquor ! 
Any publican from whom such a demand was made 
could promptly report the offender and have him 
punished.”

“ There are two answers to that,” said Sanderson. 
“ In the first place, a policeman is never so simple as 
to give himself awray by anything of the sort. He 
drops a significant hint or twrn, and woe betide the man 
who doesn’t accept it. Secondly, it never pays to fall 
out with the police. Generally speaking, if you round
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on one of them, they all round on you. They swear by 
one another and swear for one another. As a rule, the 
relations existing between the policeman and the drink 
retailer are of such a nature that the course you 
suggest is quite out of the question. In fact, the police 
are to blame, and not the trade. I will, in proof, 
confidentially relate to you an experience which befel 
me less than a fortnight ago.

“ I had closed and locked up both front and back 
doors at closing time, and been upstairs about fifteen 
minutes, when a sharp knocking brought me down 
again. As I opened the back door expecting to find 
some wastrel oblivious of time and sense demanding 
entrance, I discovered the new policeman on the beat.
‘ Ullo, boss !’ he cried, ‘ it’s a cruel cold night,’ as indeed 
it was; ‘I want just to warm my ’ands at your fire. 
I am fair perishing both inside and out for want of 
warmth.’ I knew in a moment what he was after, and 
got him a drink quickly, while he pretended to warm 
himself at the fire. I let him out hurriedly at the back, 
as a loud rapping at the front door summoned me 
there. Opening it I found my old friend the sergeant, 
who said, with a knowing wink, ‘ I have seen a 
suspicious character about, and have just called to 
warn you.’ I didn’t get rid of him till he had had a 
couple of nips and a good cigar.

“ He hadn’t been gone more than five minutes when a 
peremptory demand called me again to the front 
entrance. An inspector stood there in a fine blaze of 
virtuous indignation. He said to me, ‘ I have good 
reason to think that you have been harbouring and 
serving some of my men. If I was like other inspectors 
I know, I should demand that you give me the same, or, 
rather, twice as much, as you have given the others,’ 
I stopped his mouth by asking him in, and his resent
ment never abated till he had had as much as the 
others. He carried off with him, in addition, several 
of my best cigars and a bottle of whisky. No, sir, it’s 
the police and not the publicans who are to blame.”



Bernal found himself baffled in all directions. 
Everyone blamed everyone else. The conviction he had 
long and assiduously cherished that the terrible evils 
associated with “ the trade ” could be got rid by by 
careful reform and wise regulation had received a 
series of paralysing shocks. How could the conclusion 
be resisted that those evils were inherent in and 
inseparable from the common sale of intoxicants?
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

brewers’ tenants.

“ He that gropes in the gutter will dirty his fingers.’
—Old Saying.

“ 1 All men are liars, in my haste I said,’
Quoth David to quick wrath by falsehood led. 
Those in this place, could holy David view,
He’d say the same, and at his leisure, too.”

Many things continued to happen which intensified 
Bernal’s dislike for the business of making and selling- 
liquor. Hardly a day passed over his head but brought 
some decidedly unpalatable experiences. Doubtful 
practices abounded everywhere. He was continually 
called upon to countenance things which he felt no one 
calling himself a Christian or a gentleman could 
possibly justify. He never approached his father by 
way of direct personal appeal on the subject, but took 
care that many matters which he was sure only needed 
to be brought to his parent’s notice to secure amend
ment should not escape his attention. Painful beyond 
expression were his feelings as he observed over and 
over again that equivocal and shady things, to which he 
knew full well his father had been made privy, 
continued just as before. His parent apparently had 
no condemnation for a course of conduct which in 
private life or any sphere outside the range of the 
trade would have evoked his instant and angry 
repudiation. Bernal had met many men engaged in 
the drink business whose characters for honour and 
probity no less than for kindness and generosity stood 
very high. In all other fields of life most sensitive to 
the appearance of wrong, yet in the province of the 
trade they displayed an utter indifference to things 
shameful to the last degree. Filial love had long
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obscured the existence of the same deficiency in his 
father. It could be concealed no more. It was patent 
to Bernal that the trade standard and the ordinary 
standard of conduct were two widely varying things. 
The brewer, distiller, and liquor retailer, in their 
pursuit of money, regarded everything through very 
different spectacles than those they ordinarily wore. 
As some men might be said to have a religion which 
they assume for Sunday only, and doff for the rest of 
the week, so his associates in this business seemed to 
have a like facility for forgetting, in their trade, the 
principles which regulated the rest of their lives.

As the best of men, such as his father was, seemed 
at every point where the trade touched them, to 
undergo an unmistakable degeneration, the young- 
brewer could not resist the inevitable conclusion : There 
must be something essentially evil in a business which 
so consistently obscured the moral vision and lowered 
the moral tone of everyone engaged in it.

More than once had Bernal been troubled bv 
uncomfortable doubts as to the treatment meted out 
to some of the tenants of the firm. One day, for 
instance, he was called out of his private office at the 
brewery by a noisy disturbance in the adjoining 
corridor. The genial Griggs, with the assistance of 
sundry other officials, was trying his utmost to eject a 
respectably-dressed woman, who made the building 
resound with her remonstrances.

“ Give me back my money!” she screamed with 
hysterical vehemence; “ you have robbed me of my 
little all! You are a set of thieves! Compensation I 
want and compensation I will have !”

On Bernal appearing she at once made a frantic 
personal appeal to him. Despite strong dissuasion 
from the others, he asked her into his room and 
promised to make full inquiry into her complaint, 
although they said it had been finally disposed of.

In a word her story was that by general misrepre
sentation she had been induced to invest all the savings
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gained by twenty years of hard labour at a laundry 
in purchasing the ingoing of one of the firm’s 
beerhouses, and embarking upon business there, when 
it was absolutely impossible for anyone to make an 
honest living out of it.

By a singular coincidence, Bernal, while his investi
gation of this woman’s case was as yet incomplete, 
witnessed another violent altercation at the Brewery 
with another tenant named Ben Wagnails. This man, 
who had an almost identical charge to make, became so 
violent that he was eventually removed by the police.

“ You have taken from me,” he heard him excitedly 
exclaiming, “ every penny I had in the world, and 
won’t give me a penny back. You talk of confiscation 
by others! You wealthy brewers who lure poor men 
into places like this, and then, after years of struggle, 
if their money holds out so long, turn them into the 
streets to starve, are the vilest robbers in existence. 
When the teetotalers end your blasted business for 
you, I only hope you will get as much compensation 
for your greedy, swollen monopoly as you have given 
me!”

The next day Bernal had a long talk with Griggs 
upon the subject of the scenes he had recently 
witnessed, and the complaints of brewers’ tenants. 
After much shuffling, and with much prelude as to the 
cupidity of some tenants, and the follies and mis
management of others, the walking manager was at 
length forced by the young brewer’s persistency to be 
confidential.

“ We are no different from other brewers. We have 
somehow to sell the beer we brew, and are always 
making more. That means we must get new licences. 
We can seldom do this except by offering the Bench 
to give up one or more old ones. Under this system 
the licence of a house, whatever its character, or 
however small its trade, is always very valuable to us. 
We can’t let any of them drop. We are bound to keep 
the houses open. We can’t make them pay by putting
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have a little capital, and keep going somehow.”

“ But how can you get tenants for such places if they 
can’t be made to pay with managers?” asked Bernal.

“ No difficulty about that,” was the reply. “ We 
paint their prospects in pretty rosy colours, and there 
are always a lot of silly folk with a little money and 
no experience who think their fortunes are made if 
they get into a beerhouse, or nice little ‘ pub.’ ”

“ But surely,” remarked Bernal, “ when these people 
find the houses are not what they were led to believe 
they can institute proceedings for damages for mis
representation.”

“ Fortunately,” answered Griggs, with an audible 
chuckle, “ they seldom know too much law. We are 
always very careful not to make our representations 
too particular and detailed, and we always have plenty 
of reliable witnesses present when we let the houses.”

Once again Bernal had been furnished with fresh 
matter for pregnant reflection upon the methods in 
which the members of the trade accumulated their 
great fortunes. The most inexplicable feature of it all 
to him was that these men seemed utterly unconscious 
of what had befallen them. Hardened in conscience, 
smitten with moral blindness though they were, they 
knew it not. “ Can they,” he asked himself, “ be 
narcotised in some mysterious and noxious fashion by 
the fumes of the liquor in which they deal?” From his 
youngest years aversion to the teetotalers had been bred 
in him largely because he heard incessantly that in 
their injustice and unscrupulousness they purposed to 
destroy without compensation the business in which his 
family and so many others had invested their all.

But what he conceived to be their turpitude in this 
particular he was ready to judge them altogether. 
Many an eloquent speech had he delivered in glowing 
denunciation of the dishonesty of the Prohibitionists 
who were callous enough to advocate what was no less 
than cruel and bare-faced robbery. “ Men who will
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not shrink from that,” he had often said, “ will shrink 
from nothing, however monstrous. I stand by that 
test.” He had now to apply a similar test to his own 
associates, with results so disconcerting as to fill him 
with dismay.

The corrupting leaven seemed to have run throughout 
the trade. Everywhere it appeared permeated with 
dishonest practices. It fell to his lot for a time to 
negotiate the acquisition of certain licensed properties. 
He speedily found, for instance, that it was a common 
practice to buy a public-house for a certain price, and 
draw up an agreement in which the price was stated 
to exceed the actual cost.

He had nearly consented in one case to lend a large 
sum of money on a public-house which the intending 
borrower showed by his agreement had cost him 
£9,000, when the astute Griggs counselled inquiries, 
which demonstrated that only £8,000 was the actual 
price. When Bernal betrayed great indignation over 
this attempt to take advantage by a sham, fictitious, 
and fraudulent agreement, the walking manager 
merely shrugged his shoulders. “ It is an old ‘ trick of 
the trade/ ” he exclaimed, “ as any public-house broker 
knows.”

When awkward revelations were made, and Bernal 
seemed perturbed at the dubious light in which his 
trade associates stood, Griggs was wont to argue that 
things were much worse in the whisky business, wherein 
he had commenced his own promising career. “ Why, 
we are saints in comparison with them!” he would say. 
“ It was, for example, a regular custom of the whisky 
firms to double the age of whisky; to take a cheap 
whisky, for instance, eight years old, and then sell it 
out at a high price as fifteen years old.”

Continually he fell back upon the superior manage
ment of the Ellison houses. “We put down,” he wTould 
remark, “ the practices so many of our competitors 
resort to. We don’t give the long pull to attract 
customers. We don’t engage giants and dwarfs,
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bearded and fat women, and other human monstrosities 
to sit in the public rooms. We don’t secure notorious 
individuals to put their names on the window as being 
in control of the house. We don’t give cigars away on 
Sunday evenings, nor do we by the gift of a glass of 
spirits, by way of a night-cap, secure a good house 
towards closing time. We never hold pickle guessing 
competitions at a penny a guess, the prize being the 
pickles and the pennies. We don’t place a sixpence in 
one piece of the free luncheon cheese, or in one out of 
many filled mugs. Oh, no, our management is 
irreproachable!” Thus did the walking manager 
endeavour to administer soothing balm to the troubled 
spirit of the young brewer.



CHAPTER XXX.

MORE UNPLEASANT EXPERIENCES.

“ Rough nets are not the best bird-catchers.”
—Old Saying.

“ To rob the public two contractors come,
One cheats in corn, the other cheats in rum ; 
Which is the greater, if you can explain,
A rogue in spirit, or a rogue in grain?”

Bernal’s recent experiences had roused him to such a 
pitch of indignation at this time, as, in spite of what 
had passed between him and his father, bade fair to 
carry him out of the trade altogether, when an incident 
happened which powerfully influenced him in an 
entirely different direction. The Brancaster and 
District Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Children was about to hold its annual meeting. 
Bernals father, who, as already stated, was not only 
president of the society, but also one of its most 
munificent supporters, finding himself unable to attend 
the gathering, asked his son to take his place.

The assembly was a large one, and many of the 
notabilities of the district were present. After the 
adoption of the report, the next business was the 
election of officers. Alderman Ellison was at once 
re-nominated for the position of president, and the 
proposition was about to be carried with acclamation, 
when, to the consternation of the officials, a well-known 
teetotaler, named Chodwick, rose to oppose the 
nomination, and support another name.

Like many another worker in the Temperance move
ment, Chodwick had suffered direly at the hands of the 
traffic in a way of which the world knew little. The 
flaming enthusiasm which inspires many an untiring 
enemy of “ the trade,” and which men are wont to
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summarily explain as fanaticism, is not seldom born of 
a passionate desire for vengeance, not only upon the 
common enemy of God and man, but upon an agency 
Avhich has brought unspeakable sorrows upon the 
enthusiast himself. Chodwick owed to the drunkenness 
of his father a boyhood which was but one hard and 
cruel pilgrimage, robbed of all that makes life worth 
the living. Better times came. A happy marriage 
with a beautiful girl opened to him what seemed an 
earthly paradise in contrast with the evil days gone 
by, when once again the trail of the destroying serpent 
fell across his home. She became that most pitiable 
thing on God’s earth—a woman who is a dipsomaniac. 
His hardly-earned savings were rapidly squandered in 
the Ellison houses, and for him home and happiness 
went out in the saddest eclipse.

As with tearless eyes he strode from the grave where 
she had been laid to sleep, he swore to wage unceasing 
Avar against the fell cause Avhich had been her ruin. 
Fully he kept his word. His resentment never 
slumbered nor slept. He lived but to help in 
extirpating the traffic. To him it was altogether 
Satanic. At times he seemed to make the mistake of 
deeming everyone engaged in as being altogether 
Satanic too. He identified the liquor-sellers with the 
system, and instead of attacking it, attacked them. 
There are others like him. Deficient alike in 
education and discretion, it has frequently been said of 
them that they aid rather than injure their foe, and 
coxier their own cause with reproach. Instead of 
conciliating, they offend, and in place of persuading, 
alienate. They forget that a drop of honey catches 
more flies than a hogshead of vinegar. The enemy 
does not fail to score off them. Their offence is 
magnified out of all proportion. The world rushes 
upon them with hot condemnation, and only He AA'ho 

seeth in secret knoAveth their motives, and the sorrows 
Avhich gave them birth.

ChodAvick had one stereotyped reply for those Avho
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took him to task about his attitude to those in “ the 
tiade. Why, bless my soul,” he said, “I am their 
best friend. If I got the destroying trade prohibited 
to-morrow, I should double the average life of all the 
drink-sellers in the land. They die twice as fast as 
folk not in the trade. ’ There was no denying this.

The bellicose abstainer, as a subscribing member of 
the Society, was quite within his rights in proposing a 
change in its presidency, and in stating the reasons 
which actuated him in so doing. He thought he woidd 
make the most of his opportunity, and proceeded with 
singular disregard of time and place to liberate his 
soul with extremely refreshing but utterly tactless 
frankness. Once started, nothing could stop him. 
The most frozen silence, or a storm of disapproving 
murmurs, alike left him quite unaffected, and his 
shafts went home.

Why should Alderman Ellison be the society’s 
president?” he asked. “ He is a brewer and nothing 
moie. He has no claim to the position but his wealth, 
and that he lias made out of drink. But for his vast 
sale of liquor, he could not pose as a philanthropist, 
d he annual report just read states, as do the reports 
of many similar societies, that over ninety per cent, 
of the cases of cruelty to children dealt with arise from 
the drinking habits of the parents. The men who 
tempt and debauch these parents with drink are the 
very last the Society should honour.”

At this point he quoted the memorable utterance of 
George Eliot when she spoke of her gorge rising at the 
thought of the men who made fortunes by doubtful 
means, and then sought honour and repute by seeking 
positions of this sort,

The Society s Secretary here rose rather inoppor
tunely to remark that Mr. Ellison was not only 
their largest subscriber, but that his charitable 
benefactions all round were most magnificent.

Chodwick laughed scornfully. “He gives, does he?” 
he exclaimedand where does he get the wherewithal
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from? Your interruption reminds me of a Spanish 
proverb strangely applicable to the generosity of 
brewers like Mr. Ellison. It says, ‘ He stole a pig, and 
in God’s name gave the trotters to the poor.’ God has 
said He hates robbery for burnt-offering. The best 
way of protecting the children from cruelty is by 
protecting them against the drunkenness begot by 
public-houses—the places where men and women are 
turned from parents into unnatural brutes. The man 
whose firm owns more drink-shops in Brancaster than 
any other, whose productions and temptations are the 
chief source of the very evil with which the Society 
has to contend, is the least entitled to the proposed 
honour. The receiver of stolen property, we often 
hear, is as guilty as the thief. If so, the man who 
tempts and exploits the drunken for his own profit, 
is as bad or worse than the drunkard.

“ The shortest way to accomplish the ends of the 
Society would be to abolish the public-house. What 
can be more inconsistent, dishonest, and hypocritical 
than to make a brewer our chief officer? It may bring 
us a large subscription, and make a big drink-seller 
still more respectable in the eyes of the world, and 
enable him all the more easily to climb to Parlia
mentary and other honours, but it can only be at the 
sacrifice of every principle we should hold dear. What 
folly to choose for our highest honour a representative 
of the trade which does more for the degradation of 
child-life than all other trades put together, and which 
has always fought to the last to prevent the law giving 
that protection which other civilised communities give 
the young. The brewer-philanthropist is the most 
sickening hypocrite of modern times. He may by his 
carefully calculated philanthropies win the adulation 
of a short-sighted and mammon-worshipping world. 
He may for the time being appease a hardened and 
darkened conscience by giving a liberal percentage of 
his ill-gotten gains to charitable purposes, but this will 
no more earn him the respect of any thoughtful man,
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than it will save him when he stands before the 
Righteous Judge in the day of Grand Assize.”

Chodwick was not allowed to get beyond this, for the 
Chairman rose and stopped him on the ground that 
he was abusing his privilege as a speaker.

He was summarily suppressed, but, nevertheless, he 
had accomplished his object. To do him justice, he 
had spoken in ignorance of the fact that any member 
of the Ellison family was present. Bernal did not 
know this. He did not know that Chodwick acted on 
his own initiative, and quite independently of any 
other person. He assumed that the attack of this 
prominent Temperance worker was part of a deliberate 
and concocted design of the party to which he belonged. 
Once more he had been touched on his tenderest spot. 
Nothing was more sacred in his eyes than his father’s 
good name. A certain sting of truth in part of what 
had been said increased to an extent little realised 
by himself the bitterness he felt. In furious wrath he 
insisted upon his father’s name being withdrawn from 
nomination, and at the earliest possible moment left 
the meeting. His pride, his affection, and his sense of 
justice, had all been deeply wounded, and for many a 
day to come, the scruples and doubts as to his father’s 
trade which had again been stirring him so deeply, 
were wholly lost in a tempest of indignant anger. 
Whatever his disposition might be, however, he could 
seldom get away from incidents unpleas ntly remind
ing him of his former feelings.

One hot summer afternoon, for instance, as he was 
occupied in turning over some old correspondence in a 
room almost invariably unoccupied, he overheard a 
conversation which he strove in vain to forget. The 
first voice he recognised was that of a young fellow 
named Oliver, who acted as a kind of general 
factotum in the Brewery. His intelligence and 
industry had won him a high place in the esteem of his 
employers, but he had just surprised them by a notice 
that he was leaving their service and seeking another
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occupation in life. “ You fellows,” lie heard him 
saying, evidently to some of the clerks engaged at the 
desks around him, “ have badgered me so long as to my 
real reason for leaving that I will give it you. I can’t 
stand the business. The firm I like. Cynical old 
Arnold is not so black as he is painted. Old David is 
a kind and big-hearted man, and young Bernal is a 
trump, but the business doesn’t suit my stomach.”

“ Why,” interjected someone else’s voice, “ your 
prospects were of the fairest. The firm would have 
done almost anything for you.”

“ Yes, I had high hopes,” Oliver resumed, “ but I am 
too thin-skinned for such a career. Below the hum of 
success I should always hear the moan of misery. The 
prosperity of this business means disaster to so many 
others. I can’t forget it, like many people.”

“ I fail to understand you,” said still another voice. 
“ You are the last fellow I should have taken for a 
prig. We all know what young Bernal is, and if the 
trade is good enough for him, it should be good enough 
for us.”

Oliver paused for a moment and then remarked : 
“ You see, he was born in the trade, and he has got his 
father to consider, whom he almost worships. I no 
more blame him than I blame you, or anyone else, who 
doesn’t look at things as I do. I have come to think I 
would rather break stones on the roadside for a living 
than spend my days in developing the sale of liquor.”

“ I think you are an idiot,” roughly observed a new 
participant in the discussion. “ You will find all the 
things you jib at, and worse, in other walks of life. 
Enter some other industry, and you will probably find 
that the profit depends on sweating others. Any 
branch of the liquor trade is good enough for me. In 
any event it’s a legitimate trade. Make a good article 
and sell it at a fair profit is my idea of morality.”

“D’ye call four hundred per cent, a fair profit?" a 
falsetto voice exclaimed. “ In my last situation I 
found that on a two shilling bottle of gin sold in
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fourpenny nips, the firm made a profit of over four 
hundred per cent. Brandy which cost 13s. 9d. a 
gallon was retailed in four ‘ pen’orths ’ for £2 13s. 4d.”

Oliver took no notice of the last question and its 
answer, but was evidently nettled by what the previous 
speaker had said. He replied in a heightened voice: 
“ I refuse to believe that other trades are permeated 
with doubtful practices, court dishonesty, scandalous 
treatment of tenants, police bribery, corruption, and 
the rest of it. What trade j^i'oduces one hundredth 
part of the evil caused by this? The law of the land 
may have made it legitimate, but at the best it lives by 
offering a temptation before which an army of poor 
devils go under. The brewers snap their fingers at 
Weights and Measures Acts, and defraud publicans 
and the public of from three to four million pounds 
sterling each year by short measures in barrels and 
bottles. ^ ou talk of sweating in other spheres ! Why 
there is no trade which in proportion to its capital 
pays less to labour. While the brewer’s profits are five 
times as much as his wages, the average manufacturing 
wages are five times as much as the profits. At the 
same time, for every man employed in producing and 
distributing drink, one hundred men are impoverished 
and degraded. The reproach of the sweater hits the 
drink traffic as heavily as any. What can be said of 
a trade which works its hands—many of them young 
barmaids—seven days and ninety-four hours in a 
week? No! I may earn less where I am going, but 
clean hands and a good conscience are more than worth 
the difference!”

The closing of a door at this point prevented Bernal 
hearing any more of a discussion which had more than 
once brought a hot flush to his cheek.



CHAPTER XXXI.

A COUNCIL OF WAR.

“ Men rattle their chains to show they are free.”
—Old Saying.

There were still some months to run before the annual 
Licensing Sessions began, when one morning Bernal 
was summoned to join a consultation between the heads 
of the firm, and one or two of the confidential 
employes. The subject for discussion was the 
obtaining of new licences.

Bernal’s father took the lead. “ The early bird picks 
up the worm,” he said, “ and we don’t wait like the 
teetotalers till a day or two before the fight to make 
our preparations. Fortunately for us, the law does 
not allow them to know what we are going to do till 
we have had a long start, and often practically won the 
battle. We need not at present waste much time over 
the applications made and refused last year. We must 
renew them all. However hopeless some of them may 
appear to be, my experience is that sooner or later, 
with sufficient pertinacity, one can command success.”

“ On the principle of the importunate widow,” 
interjected Arnold. “ We are always strictly 
Scriptural, Bernal,” he added, with a significant wink.

David concealed his annoyance, and went on: “ As 
to entirely new applications, our first business must be, 
as in former years, to make a careful survey of the 
whole district. Particular attention must be devoted 
to localities where there has been any new building, 
or where it is in contemplation. Any new develop
ments such as the establishment of fresh roads, 
factories, or mines, must be carefully noted. Public 
opinion has grown so sensitive about actually 
increasing the number of existing licences that we must 
give our friends on the Bench some plausible excuse



for what they give us. A judicious removal of some 
of our least advantageously situated houses to better 
positions may be accomplished. We must make the 
very most this year of the houses which have proved 
most unremunerative and costly, by way of offering 
them in return for new grants. The public are 
delighted when we sacrifice a few of these 
worthless------”

“ I call it thinning the turnip crop,” interposed 
Arnold. “ Those left behind are much benefited by 
those taken away.”

Again ignoring his brother’s facetiousness, David 
continued : “ There are few courts in our district from 
which we cannot obtain leave for any enlargements or 
alterations we desire. Wherever we can this year add 
attractiveness and value to our houses we must seize 
the opportunity. Suggestions on all these points are 
what we want and invite you to make.”

The conference was followed by many others until a 
satisfactory list of applications had been completed. 
The preparation for some of them was entrusted to 
Bernal. He took an early opportunity of consulting 
his father as to the collection of evidence to put before 
the court.

“ Don’t worry much over that,” said his parent. 
“ Evidence is really a very minor matter, and often 
quite unnecessary. The battle is won or lost before 
one goes into court. If in a borough we secure a 
majority of the Licensing Committee, and in the county 
get enough friends on to the Bench, evidence is 
needless. I would sooner be sure beforehand of a 
magistrate’s vote than be able to call the whole 
neighbourhood into the box. In some courts the 
attitude of the police counts for a good deal, and this 
is a matter we never neglect. In places where there 
are so many licences that the Bench couldn’t stomach 
an increase, we get the Chief Constable or Superin
tendent to report that the congested districts should be 
relieved by a removal of licences to localities less
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thickly studded, and then in return for something 
worthless to us, or nearly so, we obtain a gift often 
worth thousands. In place of a poverty-stricken slum, 
where competition is too keen and there is no money 
left, we often get for our new site a nice suburb all 
to ourselves. Nothing suits us better.”

In one case of a proposed removal, confided to 
Bernal’s care, he found some technical legal difficulty 
which he was afraid might stand in the way of success. 
He took the advice of his father on the subject. “ Go 
and see Brackenbury and Wallace, the solicitors,” he 
said. “ Wallace is the Clerk to the Dryborougli 
Justices, and we put good business every now and then 
in the way of the firm. He is simply invaluable to 
us in court. He will advise you for the best, and, at a 
pinch, we can always rely upon him to stump the 
teetotalers if they raise any nasty points. He is a 
sound lawyer, and as a sapient Legislature leaves the 
construction of that most complicated system of laws— 
the Licensing Acts—to the J.P.’s, whose ignorance of 
all laws is abyssmal, why, their acute clerk does with 
them pretty much what he likes.”

On another occasion Bernal found himself in a 
somewhat similar difficulty in regard to an application 
which would be heard in the court of the adjoining 
county division. He once more consulted his parent. 
“Oh!” said he, “go and see Thomson, the Justices’ 
Clerk. He will help you all he can.”

“ But,” replied Bernal, “ I should not like to meet 
with a rebuff, and he can hardly------ ”

“ Have no fear,” said his father. “ True, he is 
debarred from private practice, and so we couldn’t get 
at him that way, but two years ago, when he broke 
down in health, your uncle gave him a yacht trip 
round the Mediterranean, and he will do anything for 
us.”

Many hours were spent in preparing the applications 
for alterations, rebuilding, and enlargements of 
existing licensed houses. Bernal was disposed to hint
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his fear at times that Griggs was going to ask too much 
from the magistrates, and running the risk of 
numerous refusals. In many of the large schemes to 
be put before the Bench, the building originally 
licensed would be quite lost in a huge structure many 
times its size.

“ No, sir,” was the response of the Brewery factotum; 
“ on reviewing what the firm has decided upon, I am 
most surprised at our moderation ! With the exception 
of the Brancaster Court, where that old dragon, 
McBean, is too much for us, we almost invariably get 
all we ask for. We can alter and build and extend 
as we like, so long as we never call anything new by 
the name of ‘ vault,’ a name a licensing court can never 
bear. In the most scrupulous of courts we can get 
most plans through, if by any conceivable stretch of the 
imagination we can say that we don’t increase the 
drinking accommodation.”

Bernal’s first experience of an annual Licensing 
meeting was acquired at a place called Willowsby. His 
firm were trying to obtain the removal of a licence 
from a small, dilapidated wayside inn, occupying a 
most obscure and inaccessible position, to a choice site 
dominating two main thoroughfares, and immediately 
opposite a large working men’s institute, which had 
just been opened in Burtown. It was known before
hand that the artisans, who almost exclusively 
composed the population of the district, would raise a 
strenuous opposition. Just before beginning his 
journey, Bernal, on expressing to his father his fears 
as to the result, received the reply : “ I can rely on five 
J.P.’s who will be present, and am quite confident as 
to the issue.”

Bernal journeyed to Willowsby with Jardine, the 
barrister representing the brewery. The court was 
densely packed by operatives from Burtown. In fact, 
no small proportion of the people of that place had 
made a railway journey therefrom of ten miles, so 
intense was their interest in the case. The Brewery



advocate enlarged at length on the magnificence and 
convenience of the structure proposed to be erected, 
and of the high character of the man who was to be 
its tenant, concluding by stating that, as was obvious, 
the number of licences was not to be increased by the 
removal. An architect produced the plans, and the 
good character of the applicant being admitted, 
Jardine said that completed his case.

A solicitor then addressed the Bench on behalf of 
the opposition, and it appeared that he represented 
everybody of consequence in Burtown, from the Rector 
to the Chairman of the District Council. Judged by 
every available test the entire community was hotly 
opposed to the proposed grant. In addition to the 
objections generally urged in such cases, there was the 
fact that the new drink-shop was to be placed opposite 
the main entrance of the Institute specially erected as 
a counter-attraction to the swarming public-houses of 
the locality, and at the very point where the great 
railway workshops of the district emptied themselves 
of their army of workers.

Moved by a desire to save the artisans from the 
drink curse, the philanthropists of the place, aided by 
the railway authorities, and seconded by great self- 
sacrifice on the part of the operatives themselves, had 
succeeded in erecting and furnishing a club open to 
the poorest, and yet which in the completion of its 
resources was unrivalled in the county. The Brewery 
counsel had occupied over an hour in his glowing 
oration, but his opponent had not spoken five minutes 
before signs of impatience made themselves manifest 
on the Bench. After calling every representative 
official in Burtown to state how intensely its people 
objected to what wras proposed, he went on to put into 
the box a long procession of the working men wdio had 
given up a day’s wrage and paid their own expenses to 
come and plead with the Bench not to make this grant.

The presiding justice repeatedly complained that the 
witnesses all stated the same thing, and that, however

.
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many more were called, the magisterial decision would 
not be affected.

Some of the witnesses, with something suspiciously 
like tears in their eyes, and a quaver in their voices, 
told of what the homes of Burtown had suffered from 
the drink. Now and then Jardine, intervening, 
attempted by a few ingenious questions, to turn to 
ridicule anyone exceptionally nervous, emotional, or 
excited, who entered the box.

When the dissatisfaction of the justices at the 
prolongation of the case had become so marked that he 
could not well proceed any longer, the opposing 
solicitor gave up the unequal task, and said he must 
leave his clients’ cause in the hands of the court. 
Without a moment’s delay, and without even leaving 
the bench, the Chairman said, making no comment 
whatsoever, “The application is granted.”

Gratified as the young brewer naturally was at the 
result, he could not help feeling deeply for the mass of 
disappointed people whose troubled faces and excited 
talk as they poured from the court betokened their 
grief and indignation. They had parted with their 
hardly-earned coin to fee a lawyer. They had 
organised such a demonstration as Burtown had never 
witnessed before, with a view to averting a dire 
nuisance and a deadly peril. Despite everything, 
however, and without even a single witness from 
Burtown being called beyond the applicant himself, 
his request had prevailed with the magistrates, and 
their own united protest had been treated with 
absolute contempt. It was no slight aggravation of 
their case to reflect that not one of the justices 
adjudicating, lived anywhere near Burtown, or was in 
the least qualified to represent its people.

The very next day Bernal accompanied Jardine to 
another licensing meeting held at a place called Rose- 
bury. Before he left Brancaster his father remarked 
to him, “ Our application has most exceptional merits,



238

but we have uo influence with the Rosebury Bench, 
and if you succeed it will be a fluke.”

The Police Superintendent said to him confidentially, 
on his arrival: “I must admit, Mr. Ellison, 
that I never knew a case stronger than the one you 
have to put before the court, but I don’t think you 
have a ghost of a chance of getting the off-licences you 
seek. The teetotalers, few as there are of them here, 
have it all their own way locally. The justices have 
all strong Temperance notions, and the popular wish 
goes for nothing; it is very unjust.”

The application was unopposed. It was in respect 
of a large district where the only licence formerly 
existing had lapsed. The people to the number of four 
thousand, for a radius of 3,000 yards, had no facility 
for obtaining drink; and it seemed manifest to the 
young brewer that a large majority of them desired the 
opportunity. Bernal concluded, from the long 
procession of witnesses called by Jardine, that there 
could be no conceivable doubt on the point. Although 
the justices did retire, they returned in less than five 
minutes to intimate that the application wTas refused.

As the young brewer and the lawyer rode home 
together, the latter ventured to say, “ Our experiences 
of the last two days fairly illustrate the absurdity of 
the present system. The actual requirements of a 
neighbourhood are supposed to guide the justices who 
adjudicate, but many years of contest in licensing 
courts convinces me that whether their worships be 
Temperance or liquor men, the real wants and wishes 
of the people of a locality are the last consideration to 
influence their decision. Some benches believe in free 
trade, some, like our friends of to-day, believe in 
Prohibition. One chairman I know will have nothing 
but fully-licensed houses, and another thinks they are 
the very devil. Some are all for beer, and others 
would replace it by wine. A few find the source of 
all evil in the off-licences. A host of magistrates have 
their own pet nostrums for solving the drink problem.



The teetotal faddist is bad enough, but there is some 
method in his madness, and you know where he is. 
As for these other faddists who swarm upon the 
benches in much larger numbers, you can never reckon 
upon them. You would be as likely to obtain a 
consistent policy or any sensible principle of procedure 
in granting licences, by tossing up to settle the fate 
of each application, as you can ever hope to get 
from them.”
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CHAPTER XXXII.

LICENSING INTRIGUES.

“ Throw ingots and jewels into a cesspool, and what a 
crowd of white-handed folks would scramble for 
the scattered treasure.”—D. Jerrold.

A couple of days before the annual licensing meeting 
for Brancaster itself began, Bernal had a long 
conversation with his father as to the prospect of 
success.

“ You must know,” said his parent, “ that one can 
never be quite so sure in the county as in the boroughs. 
In the boroughs, where we have a small Licensing 
Committee to deal with, and where the men are often 
of a lower class, we generally know beforehand what^ 
is going to happen. Elect a majority on the committee 
beforehand and the thing is done. In the county the 
task is generally more difficult, The county J.P. is as 
a rule much less accessible than the borough justice. 
Usually he is not open to the same influences, and has 
to be handled very delicately. The most we can do is 
to get the magistrates who are not unsympathetic—the 
men who will help a friend or give the trade a lift— 
to attend and hear the evidence, or he present and see 
fair play, which is our way of inviting them to come 
and give us their votes.”

“ Do you mean to say,” said Bernal, “ that the 
magistrates can be bribed1? I thought English justices 
were above suspicion !”

“ Of course,” replied his father, “ the paid judges, 
and most of the ‘ Great Unpaid ’ undoubtedly are. 
With the exception of Beddoes and Whitworth, who 
expect a fixed honorarium each time that as borough 
justices they work a case for us, it would be useless 
and dangerous to attempt to bribe any of them. We 
never use such a crude and barbarous word as
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‘ bribery.’ We get into such relations of friendship, 
business, politics, and so on, that they find it very 
hard to refuse us what we ask. There are many 
better ways of squaring a man than that of making 
him a present.”

I suppose,” remarked Bernal, “ you are pretty 
sure of getting what you want at the Dryborough 
licensing meeting.”

“ Not so certain as we ought to be,” was the reply. 
“We have two things to accomplish. The first is to 
secure the choice of the committee we want, and the 
next is to agree beforehand with Thursby and the other 
brewers as to the distribution of the spoils. We got 
our committee all right a few days ago, but not without 
a nasty incident, of which I must tell you. You know 
old Longson, the teetotaler. Well, some years ago he 
cut up rough about the election of the Licensing 
Committee. He declared it to be a perfect farce, 
arranged by the trade friends, all cut and dried before 
he got to the meeting, and that he would attend no 
more. This year he turned up unexpectedly, and 
asked Slaithwaite, whom we had put in the chair, for 
an assurance that the election was a free and open one, 
without any collusion, pre-arrangement, or under
handed agreement to elect particular representatives 
beforehand. Slaithwaite, who is a fluent and unblush
ing liar, solemnly assured him in the name of the 
meeting that nothing whatsoever had been pre
concerted, and that the justices present were met in 
all honesty and good faith simply there and then to 
decide upon the best men. The justices present then 
proceeded to the election. Those whom Longson calls 
the ‘ liquor gang ’ voted as one man for their nominees, 
a list of seven, all in the same order. At this 
psychological moment, as luck would have it, our 
friend Englefield entered the room almost breathless, 
and asked if he was too late to vote. The Clerk said 
not. Before anyone could warn him he said he wished 
to vote for seven gentlemen, and gave the names of the

Q
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seven already selected by our friends in exactly the 
same progression. It was quite tragic. All our 
people looked ashamed. Longson rose slowly to his 
feet, reached for his hat, and after gazing sternly 
round, exclaimed, ‘ I decline to stay any longer. Tools 
of the trade I pity, but liars I decline to associate 
with.’ It was a most regrettable incident; but these 
little accidents will happen.”

Something in his parent’s tones as he made this last 
remark grated so uncomfortably on Bernal’s nerves 
that lie hastened to get away from this particular 
revelation of trade methods.

“ To leave the story of the election of your men,’ 
said the young brewer, “ you spoke of something else 
yet to be accomplished.”

“ Ah, we have to distribute the spoils,” was the 
answer. “ Thursby and I, and the few others who 
have a right to expect good things, have to agree about 
them, or we all get nothing. You see an apathetic 
public will stand a great deal, but there is even a limit 
to its patience. The teetotalers have shown that 
Dryborougli has an average of licensed houses far in 
excess of what prevails in nearly every town in 
England. Their drink map has gone everywhere, 
making Dryborough look as if it had broken out into 
some foul eruption, with countless blotches on its face. 
A fierce outcry is made over every new licence which 
is granted. Under one pretext or another the Bench 
can give the members of our little family party two or 
three new licences every year, but daren’t give more. 
When we are united in favour of any particular grant, 
we can make the Bench do what we like, but if each 
member struggles for his own hand, we all come to 
grief. Although in view of his immense influence we 
are prepared to agree to Thursby having two off-beer 
licences, lie insists upon having a full licence for a new 
hotel to be built in the Yartown district. If he got 
this, we should get nothing, and unless he gives way 
our forces will split, and none of us will obtain
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anything. Thursby is most unreasonable. He won’t 
make a proper allowance for our having helped him to 
secure, last year but one, the licence of the 
‘ Burlington.’ ”

“ What was that?” asked Bernal.
“ Oh, only a gift worth anything between twenty 

and thirty thousand pounds ! I mean the full licence 
he got in respect of the hotel he built at the new docks 
at Moreland, hie applied for it ten years in succession. 
Never was there such an uproar. The Croxtons, who 
employ almost the whole of the population of the 
district, opposed it every year, as did also the working 
men themselves. They formed a powerful organisa
tion, and canvass after canvass showed that they had 
the entire neighbourhood with them. With infinite 
pains they sustained the contest for an entire decade, 
but Thursby was too much for them. He at last 
secured a committee who didn’t care a snap for public 
opinion, and carried his point, but only by the help of 
all of us. We forced our friends into a regular 
scandal on the express understanding that Thursby 
would fairly sustain our claims for new licences, and 
abate his for a year or two.”

“ And Thursby got his twenty thousand pound 
licence from the Bench as a free gift?” said Bernal.

Practically,’ was the answer. “ He professed to 
give up a couple of other licences, but they were both 
in Dryborough slums, where they would never be 
missed in the crowd, and were only worth the price 
of an old song. I think he also surrendered another 
somewhere else, but as it was destined to immediate 
demolition by the ground landlord, its sacrifice cost 
Thursb}^ nothing.”

“WaR there, then, much of a scandal about the 
grant?”

"For a day or two a fine din was raised. Moreland 
went mad about it, but, as Thursby said, ‘ hard words 
break no bones, when once you have got vour licence.’ 
All the papers, save the drink journals, made a great
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wail about it, but when you have substracted the last- 
mentioned, there are not many organs of public 
opinion left. Thursby’s case was so transparently 
thin. His plea was that he wanted to establish a very 
high-class hotel, with table d’hote, and every other 
convenience for commodores, captains, company 
directors, merchant princes, and so on, but we knew 
what he sought. The teetotalers said it was the most 
dangerous spot in the wdiole county, exactly opposite 
the place where the sailors and dockers received theii 
wages, and that it meant ruin to them. Yes, for a day 
or two there was a mighty outcry, but the public 
memory is very short, and other things soon occupied 
its attention.”

“ It seems to me,” said Bernal, “ that the Dryborough 
Licensing Bench simply exists to register the decrees 
of the brewers, providing only that they can agree 
upon those decrees beforehand.”

“ You are not far from the truth,” observed his 
father, with a satisfied smile.
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CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE ALHAMBRA THEATRE OF VARIETIES.

“ Not all who seem to fail have failed indeed;
Not all who fail have therefore worked in vain; 

For all our acts to many issues lead,
And out of earnest purpose, pure and plain,

The Lord will fashion ends in His good time.”

One of the features of the annual licensing meeting 
at Brancaster for some years past had been a recurring 
application for a drink licence for the Alhambra 
Theatre of Varieties. A syndicate of London 
speculators had suddenly made a descent upon the city, 
with the project of establishing a great variety music- 
hall on the lines of one of the most notorious of the 
Metropolitan ventures with all its worst characteristics. 
Plie sale of drink was evidently intended to be on a 
vast scale. Brancaster was far from taking to the 
innovation kindly. The teetotalers rose in revolt. 
They were joined by a large mass of the public, who 
looked upon the scheme as likely to produce a very 
hot-bed of vice. People in large numbers who were 
the reverse of strait-laced in opinion, who rejoiced 
in the numerous bona-fide theatres and first-class 
concert-halls in which Brancaster abounded, set their 
faces like flint against the Alhambra. The promoters 
were wealthy, and had many friends. A fierce contest 
arose. The city was stirred to its depths. Everyone, 
from the city members to the Bishop, joined in the 
fray. The first application of the promoters to the 
justices for a music licence was defeated. They 
appealed to ‘ the trade.’ Without their aid the scheme 
was doomed. Alderman Ellison was strongly opposed 
to the new importation. A ‘ trade ’ meeting was held 
to consider the appeal made to its members. It was 
Thursby who carried the day for the promoters.
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“ It is no good closing your eyes,” lie said, in the 
speech which won the meeting over to his views.
“ Alderman Ellison says the refusal of the licence is 
' pro bono publico ’; so it may be, but it is not pro 
bono publican.’ That is the one consideration which 
must decide us. It is no use contending that the sale 
of drink is not involved. What is sauce for the 
Alhambra goose will be made sauce for the trade 
gander. It is all a part of the same fight we have 
ever to fight with the puritan, for the puritan we 
know, even if he hates the name and wears a mitre. 
Unless this licence be obtained the result will be hailed 
as a great Temperance victory. Every encouragement 
the enemy get, every battle they win, every entiench- 
ment they carry, means danger to us. Gentlemen, we 
must sink our private prejudices and stand firm 
against the common foe. Unless we all hang together, 
we shall all hang separately.”

The words of the Dryborougli brewer went home to 
his hearers’ hearts. Bernal s father loved his 
popularity and power beyond all things. He went 
with the stream. Subsequently he took command of 
the movement. Every available justice was whipped 
up from all over the land. Nearly a hundred justices 
attended the long hearing. Shortly after they retired, 
Alderman Ellison hurried on to the bench and gave a 
signal, which meant the Alhambra had won, and the 
huge crowd of followers with which he had filled the 
court shouted themselves hoarse with delight.

Having obtained the music-hall licence, the Alhambra 
men had two methods open to them of securing the 
right to sell liquor. The first was to obtain a theatrical 
licence carrying this privilege with it. Their 
opponents on the City Council, which body had the 
privilege of granting theatrical licences, succeeded m 
preventing anv grant being made unless subject to the 
condition that the licensee would undertake not to 
apply to the excise authorities for leave to sell liquor. 
The other opportunity at the disposal of the promoters,
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was the obtaining of a liquor licence in the ordinary 
way at the annual licensing meeting. Nearly everyone 
thought that the task would be an easy one. An 
application supported by formidable influence and 
boundless wealth acting in co-operation with the whole 
resources of “ the trade ” seemed assured of success.

Just prior to the hearing of the first application, a 
great struggle for the selection of the Brancaster 
Licensing Committee took place between the 
Temperance party and “ the trade.” Each faction 
secured the choice of three of its representatives. An 
absolute tie and consequent deadlock occurred over the 
choice of the seventh man. Neither party would yield 
until the difficulty was settled by the nomination and 
acceptance by everybody of one McBean. A newly- 
made justice, he was known by “ the trade ” men to 
hate faddists, and to be a good judge of a bottle. 
From his previous record they naturally concluded he 
would serve their purpose very well. The Temperance 
magistrates relied upon a whisper from Alderman 
Goldsworthy, who said that though the new nominee 
might be called “ a dark horse” he was an honest man. 
They wanted nothing more. As events proved, the 
pro-brewers found they had made the worst bargain in 
their history. McBean proved a veritable thorn in 
their sides. They would have done anything to get 
the tall, big-featured Scotchman out of the Committee 
chairmanship again, but he stuck to it like a leech. 
Although he was far from doing everything to the 
satisfaction of the Temperance party, he carried 
consternation into the ranks of the liquor-sellers. No 
one could humbug this canny Scot. No licensing- 
court convention, however hoary, was sacred to him. 
He insisted upon an explanation of everything. He 
brushed the empty sophistries of the trade advocates 
contemptuously aside, detecting any fraud or false 
pretence in a moment. The keenness of his cross- 
examination would have put many of the ablest counsel 
to the blush. He never failed to insist, regardless of
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everything else, upon what he conceived to be right. 
The wildest storm of abuse touched him not. All he 
did was done with a dourness which his enemies called 
rudeness, and which intensely inflamed theii 
antagonism.

Bernal was greatly impressed with the business-like 
method in which McBean commenced the Licensing- 
Sessions. He never indulged m those inflated 
platitudes which chairmen customarily inflict upon 
the court before getting to work. Two or three 
striking sentences upon what could be read between 
the lines of the Chief Constable’s Report constituted 
all he had to say. Notice of opposition to the renewal 
of the licence to a certain beerhouse known as “ The 
Spotted Dog ” was given by the legal representative of 
the Temperance party. An attempt on technical 
grounds to prevent its being heard was promptly 
crushed by the chairman, who gave the necessary 
extension of time. As he and the other justices 
retired to fix the order of procedure in certain matters, 
the young brewer had an ample opportunity of 
ascertaining what a court crowded with liquor people 
thought of McBean. He heard him bitterly cursed on 
every hand. In front and within ear-shot sat the city 
superintendents. Piggott was addressing the others 
in an audible -whisper, and in terms which evidently 
had their full approval. “ He ought to be hissed off 
the Bench. He has no respect for property. Every 
dog has his day, and, mark my words, his will soon 
end. The trade will be more than a match for him 
yet. They will pay him out. One could understand 
a lunatic teetotaler like Goldsworthy, who would refuse 
everybody a licence, but this fellow beats everyone. 
Why, he will just as soon grant a licence to Tom, Dick, 
or Harry, who haven’t got a cent, in the world, as to 
the first brewery in the city. Last year he only made 
one new- grant, and that was an off-licence to that 
pauper widow from Harporley. There isn’t a policeman 
in the city, save the psalm-singing gang, who won’t
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take an extra glass to celebrate the day when the old 
beast gets his deserts, as he assuredly will before long.”

This was but a sample of many speeches Bernal 
overheard, and the court seemed to seeth with the 
fiercest malignity towards the absent chairman. When 
later on in the day he had knocked the bottom out of 
a long succession of applications, the crowd of 
disappointed applicants and their friends filled the air 
with ill-suppressed murmurs. Police officials, trade 
advocates, applicants and witnesses, all seemed to 
Bernal to be pulsating with rage against the fearless 
Scot, who, perfectly regardless of what he must have 
fully known, calmly pursued the even tenor of his way.

Thursby put his head into the court for a moment, 
and indicating McBean to Bernal by a nod 
of his head exclaimed, “ He must feel like a 
lion in a den of Daniels.” Directly afterwards 
a long succession of beery-looking characters 
entered the witness-box to swear one after 
another that their particular neighbourhood was dying 
for want of the blessing of another public-house. The 
Chairman regarded them with a grim, incredulous 
smile, till one pallid-faced individual, whom an expert 
would have selected as a very likely candidate for a 
dipsomaniac’s grave, was just descending the steps 
after having glibly corroborated the statements of his 
predecessors. “ Just a moment, my good man,” he 
exclaimed. “ Have you a wife and children?”

“ Yes, sir, I have a wife and eight young children.”
“ Do they know you have come here to-day ?”
The man’s face fell as he hesitatingly answered, “ No, 

sir.”
“ Are they in favour of this licence being granted?”
Another pause before the man’s reply came, “ They 

are not, sir.”
“ That will do,” quietly said McBean. He asked no 

other questions in that particular case, but whether 
they liked it or not, every man in court was reminded 
of that great constituency of women and children, the
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most vitall}r affected by, and yet the least represented 
in the doings of a Licensing Court,

Once more the annual Alhambra application was 
heard and refused—refused by the casting vote of the 
Chairman, there being three of the committee in its 
favour and three against. Few knew how much that 
deciding vote meant to McBean. Since his opposition 
to “ the trade ” had developed he had become a marked 
man. He found valuable commissions on which he 
had every right to rely in his business mysteriously 
leave him. A systematic opposition, whose origin he 
could in no wise trace, was organised against him with 
such success that he lost a company directorship which 
he could ill spare. A succession of heavy losses 
arising from causes over which he had no control, and 
which will sometimes bring the most prudent man to 
the ground, had at the time immediately before this 
last application of the Variety Theatre promoters, 
placed him in the most desperate of financial straits. 
Not many had heard of this yet, but there were those 
who learned the fact with unmistakable satisfaction. 
The night but one before the day when the Alhambra 
would try its fortune once more, a stranger solicited a 
private interview with the Chairman at his residence. 
With considerable circumlocution and in the most 
guarded way this stranger intimated that the 
pecuniary difficulties of the magistrate were known in 
a certain quarter. He further stated that great 
sympathy was felt for the justice in his momentary 
difficulty, and that a sum amply sufficient to tide him 
over the period of stress would be advanced to him 
without security until he was able to conveniently 
repay the same, subject only to the condition that he 
would reconsider the attitude he had assumed towards 
a certain application. The visitor was allowed to get 
no further. The great brown eyes of the Scot seemed 
to burn into his soul. Before he could call an apology 
to his lips the justice had opened the door and 
signified the way to the street. One indignant
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question caught him as he went, and scored his 
memory for many a day, “ D’ye tak me for a 
scoonerel?”

A wilier man than the honest Scot, even if equally 
above bribery, would have played with his visitor, 
found out who he was, and then with definite detail in 
his possession have made great capital out of the 
incident. As it was, the emissary of corruption had 
come and gone without leaving a single clue as to his 
identity. Till the entire business of the Annual 
Licensing Meeting and its adjournments had been 
brought to a conclusion, the Chairman discharged the 
duties of his office with the same painstaking care and 
uncompromising courage which had always charac
terised him.

At its termination he resigned his seat upon the 
Committee. The next day Brancaster found a genuine 
sensation in the fact that McBean had called his 
creditors together.

“ Fancy a man with his chances failing!” exclaimed 
Superintendent Piggott. “ All the time we thought he 
was a smart man, he was only a duffer. If he had 
only known how to play his cards he might have died 
rich.”

The day following that upon which the Brancaster 
Annual Licensing Sessions commenced saw the opening 
of the court at Dryborough. Here one was in an 
entirely different atmosphere to that of McBean’s 
Court. Beer ruled supreme. The great brewer 
Thursby trod the Court with as much assurance as an 
admiral upon the quarter-deck of his own flagship. 
The police looked upon him almost as a demi-god, and 
ever approached the magnate of beer with bated breath 
and whispering humbleness. To them he was an 
infinitely bigger being than the magistrates who were 
his creatures.

Sturgeon, the presiding justice, a little wizened- 
looking old man, with a head as innocent of hair as a 
billiard ball, had all the brusquerie of McBean, and
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none of his principles. Principles no doubt he had of 
a sort, but so far as his action as Chairman of the 
Dryborough Licensing Court went, his main belief 
seemed to be that the one duty of his office was to 
safeguard the interests of the liquor-sellers.

Licensed property was of all things sacrosanct in his 
eyes. Nothing else appealed to him. In his judgment 
a brewer was a much better judge of the requirements 
of any district than the people who lived there. He 
regarded the presence of all representatives of the 
Temperance party in his court as an unwarrantable 
intrusion. Between him and the justices’ clerk, who 
amply seconded all his efforts, their advocates and 
witnesses had a very bad time. “ I wonder,” said 
McKinnirey, a great brewers’ advocate, who fully 
entered into the spirit of the thing, “ he doesn’t put 
’em in the dock. He looks upon ’em all as criminal 
lunatics.” Some of the members of the teetotal party 
thought it a waste of time and money to make any 
appearance at all at the Dryborough Sessions, for the 
Chairman held that men who didn’t drink themselves 
had no right to concern themselves with the question 
of drink-selling facilities. He, however, put them into 
a fine quandary. If they failed to oppose any applica
tion he would say, “ As this is not opposed there can 
be no conceivable objection to granting it.” Thus 
their absence was always construed against them, and 
turned to rich account by applicants. Did they in 
desperation oppose in all cases, then Sturgeon, in 
scathing terms, denounced the blind fanaticism of the 
water bigots, who ran amuck at everything.

In Sturgeon’s court Bernal heard men of the most 
unquestionable authority step into the box with the 
most pertinent and valuable evidence bearing on the 
drink facilities and social conditions of the special 
district affected by the case in process of being heard, 
but the moment the damning fact was elicited that the 
witness was an abstainer, his testimony was treated as 
absolutely worthless. After many exhibitions of this
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kind Bernal was not surprised to hear Canon 
Bellhouse, who sat close to him, expressing to those 
near, during a temporary adjournment of the court, 
the disgust he felt.

“ It appears to me,” he said, “ that any red-nosed, 
blear-eyed dram-drinker, who has irretrievably addled 
his brains with drink, is a competent witness as to 
the requirements of a neighbourhood, "while the most 
cultured expert on social conditions is, if an abstainer, 
quite inadmissible. Let him, however, have perverted 
his judgment by drinking whisky, and his disability 
instantly disappears.”

The most notable contest of the day was over an 
application to establish a new public-house to be called 
“ The Sandringham,” opposite a Dissenters’ Chapel, 
and within a stone’s-throw of a large Board School. 
The inhabitants of the district made the most strenuous 
of protests. The officials and congregation of the 
chapel in question naturally figured prominently in 
the opposition.

In the same vein of coarse flippancy which usually 
characterised his presidency over the court, Sturgeon 
expressed his opinion that the saints who professed 
such care for the sinners ought to be very grateful 
for the opportunity of getting into close contact with 
them. A venerable missioner, who had spent years 
of self-sacrificing labour amongst the drink victims of 
the neighbourhood, and whose misery and hopelessness 
had touched him profoundly, ventured to style the 
district “ drink ridden.”

In his best brow-beating manner the Chairman 
solemnly rebuked him for the use of absurdly 
extravagant words and for a gross abuse of language.

Bernal felt so distressed by what he had witnessed 
that he rose to leave the Court, pausing as he passed 
out to ask Thursby what he thought the result of the 
application would be. Although not half of them had 
yet been heard by the court, Thursby produced a list
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with complete details marked thereon of those which 
would be respectively granted or refused.

“ You see,” he said, “ I command five votes out of the 
seven. My men have had an informal meeting and 
settled everything beforehand.”

Late the same evening, his father told Bernal that the 
decisions had all been pronounced as Thursby had 
prophesied, adding, however, that unless Thursby 
promptly arranged a pending dispute with the other 
brewers, such of the decisions as required confirmation 
might be reversed when brought for that purpose 
before the whole body of magistrates.

In connection with his work at the various Brewster 
Sessions, Bernal had to see a good deal of both Mr. 
Gee, the solicitor, and of Griggs. The former, in 
addition to undertaking such business at the sessions 
for the leading brewers, was also retained by the police 
to oppose the renewal of licences which they objected 
to. Bernal once remarked to him that it was an 
extraordinary thing that he should be the man selected 
to oppose the licences of his own best clients.

Mr. Gee laughed musically. “ In any other sphere 
of the law,” he said, “ such a thing would not be 
tolerated for a moment, but one can do anything in 
licensing matters. I conscientiously do my level best 
for my clients, whether brewers or police, and so long 
as I am well paid by both, and the public never see the 
glaring impropriety of it all, I am quite content. 
After all, the particular advocate employed does not 
make so very much difference, nor, for the matter of 
that, the evidence offered either. It is mainly a 
question of which party has the most men on the 
Bench. That is my deliberate opinion after a lifetime 
of this work. The man who succeeds is the man who 
best whips up his friends amongst the J.P.’s. These 
court performances are polls, not trials; canvasses, not 
facts, decide. As the cases open we generally know 
to a certainty what the result will be, not from our 
briefs, but from the men who are present to vote.’
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“Do you never appear for the teetotalers?” asked 
Bernal.

“ I WB1 appear for anyone who pays me well 
enough, was the prompt answer j “ but the remunera
tion which the teetotalers can find is so insignificant 
in comparison with that of your trade, that no self, 
respecting lawyer cares to cultivate their patronage.”

At this stage of the conversation Griggs was 
announced and entered the room. Obtaining Bernal’s 
consent, he at once introduced the subject which had 
just brought him from the brewery. “ I have some 
fresh instructions for you, Mr. Gee,” he said. “The 
Walney brewers are attempting to poach on our 
preserves at Eckerley, and must be defeated at all 
costs. It would never do for them, or the Bench, to 
know that we have anything to do with the opposition, 
and so the affair must be dexterously handled. Kendal 
and Broxap propose to erect a big hotel in a vacant 
field, close to where the new land company have been 
building of late. Now we have a small shop with an 
off-licence almost opposite. I propose to work an old 
dodge of mine. ^ ou will apply for permission to 
convert this shop into a large hotel with a full licence, 
though, as a matter of fact, we don’t want it, having a 
better thing in prospect there. I will arrange at the 
same time for a vigorous opposition being offered to 
both applications with all the appearance of its coming 
from disinterested ratepayers and Temperance folk. 
The barrister employed will be instructed to do his 
utmost to damn both applications. The Bench being 
what it is, and the Temperance party fairly strong, 
"iH 110^ Hl^6 offend either Kendal and Broxap or us, 
and so will be safe to refuse both applications.

“You have tried this dodge before, then?” Bernal 
interrogated.

“ This and many a similar trick. The Bench can 
never really know under the present system what the 
true facts affecting a case are. An application is often 
only made as a cover to another, or as a set-off in the
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hope of checkmating some other brewer’s move. It’s 
a game of bamboozlement and intrigue from beginning 
to end.”

Bernal had occasion to ask Griggs whether he had a 
sufficiency of witnesses for certain applications.

“Witnesses!” exclaimed Griggs. “There is never 
any scarcity of witness when there is plenty of money 
for drink. I can generally find as many as are 
required at five shillings a head, but we don t stop at 
a guinea where there is any difficulty. A regular or 
prospective customer is only too glad to do a neigh
bourly act for his friend the landlord. The teetotal 
witness gets neither drink nor money, and is very 
reluctant to do an ill turn to a neighbour, and at the 
same time be probably made to figure as a laughing 
stock by some smart lawyer. A favourite reward of 
ours for our witness, when an application has been 
granted, is a free picnic into the country, and a jolly 
old carouse at our expense.”
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

MORE LESSONS AT DRTBOROUGH.

" Laws are like cobwebs which may catch small flies,
but let wasps and hornets break through.”—Swift.

“ Sleeping cats make saucy mice.”—Old Saying.

Rernal attended the adjourned meeting of the 
Dryborough Licensing Sessions. An objection had 
been lodged by ratepayers to the renewal of the licence 
of “ The Burlington.” In the ordinary course of 
things it would not have been taken at all that day, 
but Thursby, hoping to catch the objectors napping, 
and discovering that he could rely upon a majority of 
the magistrates present, got it brought on first. Taken 
by surprise as they were, the objectors nevertheless 
made out a formidable case against the new house. 
In less than two years it had converted a singularly 
quiet and respectable neighbourhood into one of the 
lowest repute and most disorderly character. Crowds 
of drunken sailors and dockers hung about the place. 
The high-class hotel, with its table d’hote and magni
ficent equipment for the commodores, company 
directors, and other magnates, had become the vilest o*f 
groggeries. More than one man had lost his life in 
the murderous assaults which frequently happened. 
Blasphemy and obscenity loaded the air. One witness 
after another spoke of leaving the neighbourhood 
simply because this public-house had made the locality 
unsafe for women and children. They could no longer 
hope to bring up their families respectably. The 
representatives of the Seamen’s Mission testified that 
<£ The Burlington ” had proved a deadly snare to the 
men from the ships, and had already worked untold 
harm.

The defence offered was of the feeblest character,
R
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and largely lay in a plea of ignorance on the part of 
the brewery that these things had happened. Police
men were called to say that they had not obseived 
some of the occurrences alleged. One of them, under 
cross-examination, admitted that he had seen a good 
deal which was improper, but had never taken action 
because he knew that it was useless to lodge a complaint 
against a house belonging to Thursby.

“ Ah!” said Griggs, who stood near Bernal, “ that 
idiot has done for himself !”

Thursby himself now went into the box, and 
guaranteed that there should be an immediate change 
in the tenancy of “ The Burlington,’ and the justices, 
without even leaving the Bench, renewed the licence, 
with the customary perfunctory caution.

The new grants now came up for confirmation. 
Many other justices had arrived. The battle was 
fought with the greatest spirit, and the Temperance 
party opposed the confirmation of all the new licences, 
including that of “ The Sandringham.” Their joy was 
simply boundless when the justices returned, and 
Sturgeon announced in the surliest manner possible 
that a majority of the justices had voted against the 
licences being granted. The crowd of opponents went 
out into the street bubbling over with glee to think 
that for once the people’s voice had been heard in 
Sturgeon’s court, and that the dangerous nuisances 
they so dreaded were not to be thrust upon them 
against their will. As they passed by, Griggs remarked 
to Bernal: “ Where ignorance is bliss, eh? They fancy 
they owe their triumph to the conversion of the Bench, 
when we know it’s all owing to a brewers’ quarrel over 
the spoil.”

Bernal spent a good many hours at different 
licensing sessions, hearing the consideration of the 
renewal of various licences of the firm which had been 
objected to. With the exception of those heard before 
McBean, he found that success mainly depended upon 
the packing of the Bench. If, after much infraction
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of the law, a tenant or manager was at last detected 
by the police, and convicted, it was generally found 
sufficient to put a new man into the house the offender 
had occupied. As Griggs observed one day, “You 
replace a scamp by another scamp, who is a little 
smarter in keeping out of the court, and all is well.”

Perhaps the most distressing reflection to the young 
brewer in this connection was that of the heavy moral 
responsibility attaching to those who continuously put 
men into houses which could not possibly be made to 
pay, unless they resorted to all manner of disreputable 
practices, of which, perhaps, those in connection with 
betting were the commonest.

Bernal discovered that the tenancy of all the houses 
in the Brancaster district changed hands on an 
average more than once every three years. It was 
impossible to get very familiar with the personnel of 
the firm’s tenants. They were here to-day, and gone 
to-morrow. They seemed to him to die off like flies. 
He felt a pang many a time as he saw the familiar 
announcement as to the licensee’s name above the 
doorways of the houses varied once more. The 
husbands’ names were continually painted out and 
replaced by the widows’. All through it was the old 
story. The trade results seemed ever “ the carnival 
of death, the vintage of the grave.”

McBean, in his court, made a sustained effort to 
secure a genuine administration of the law. Several 
houses belonging respectively to the Ellisons and 
Thursby were amongst those whose licences were 
refused by the doughty Scot.

“ Thank God ! we have Quarter Sessions to fall back 
upon, said Thursby to Bernal. “ There lies our sheet 
anchor ! It’s our last line of defence, and often proves 
impregnable.”

Thursby was right. The county justices at Quarter 
Sessions, who knew absolutely nothing of Brancaster’s 
special needs, seemed to take especial delight in 
reversing the decisions of the borough justices, upon
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whom they looked down with ineffable contempt. 
Bernal found that the county magnates who adjudi
cated were almost all strong personal and political 
friends of his father’s. He was also considerably 
astonished to learn that the two distinguished counsel 
retained to support the appeals were near relatives of 
the Chairman of the Bench. As the Temperance 
advocate was pluming himself on the success of his 
opposition to certain renewals, Jardine stepped up to 
him and said, “ Don’t get a swelled head, my boy. My 
fat father-in-law and his company of squires, who 
know little and care less of Brancaster, will soon sit 
upon McBean and Co.”
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CHAPTER XXXV.

ANOTHER ATTEMPT TO EXPOSE PIGGOTT.

It is too late to throw water on the cinders when the 
house is burnt down.”—Old Saying.

A few days after Lawson’s departure from Brancaster, 
Mr. Alderman Craven received from Prendergast, the 
detective he had employed to search for traces 
of the wife he had lost sight of for so many years, 
the following letter : —

“ Dear Sir,—I much regret to inform you that I 
have obtained conclusive proof that the lady for whom 
you commissioned me to search, left for Australia some 
years ago, and died there childless. I will call upon 
you so soon as you give me an appointment for that 
purpose, with such particulars as I have been able to 
gather. With regard to Lawson, the young Temper
ance Secretary, I find that he was born in the North 
of Yorkshire, and is the youngest son of a respectable 
blacksmith, who has long carried on his trade there. 
The blacksmith is a widower, and has now accompanied 
his son to America.—Yours respectfully,

“ James Prendergast.”

The same day Prendergast in person produced 
satisfactory proofs of the statements made in his letter.

The receipt of this information rolled an immense 
weight from the shoulders of the Alderman. For a 
few days he had been in a frenzy of unbearable misery. 
The possibility that by devices he shuddered to recall 
but for which he was himself responsible, his owyn son 
had been disgraced and ruined, tortured him beyond 
words to express. The cruellest destiny, the most 
inexorable fate, could not, he thought, have invented 
a keener punishment of his transgressions. The 
boundless relief he felt, was, however, accompanied by a



262

feeling of the most painful desolation, for he now knew 
the last faint hope that he was not alone in the world 
had vanished. No child could ever hold his hand in 
the last agony. His loneliness must deepen with every 
passing year. Had things been otherwise he might 
have yet become a better man. The wells of life were 
poisoned for him. Only by increased absorption in 
his old pursuits could he find any mental anodyne. 
Once more, ancient habits reasserting themselves, he 
was again the sworn and relentless enemy of those who 
came in conflict with the interests to which he was 
devoted.

A respectable Brancaster merchant named Oram 
gave nearly every moment he could spare from 
his warehouse to philanthropic service mostly in_ 
connection with the Brancaster City Mission. At 
times he gave much assistance to the officer for the 
Society for the Prevention of the Degradation of 
Women, and was well known in the district where he 
lived, as one ever ready to act the Good Samaritan to 
the unfortunate. One night he wTas hurriedly 
summoned to the bedside of a poor creature reported 
to be dying in a house situate in one of the least 
reputable districts of Brancaster. He had only too 
much ground for suspecting the character of the 
tenement he entered. He was conducted to an upper 
room. Upon a low bedstead lay a young woman, 
evidently on the very verge of death. The hectic flush 
and convulsive panting of the consumptive revealed 
her fate. She was in the last stage of phthisis. 
Intemperance and dissipation had so marred her 
emaciated face that faint traces barely suggested that 
she had once been very comely. She half raised her 
head with a defiant and reckless look as the merchant 
entered the room, but, realising who the new comer 
was, it melted into one of gratitude.

“ You are kind to come,” she falteringly said: I 
am dying hopeless and friendless. I knew of no one 
else for whom I could send. Another girl told me you
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were a good man, and had helped her. Do not ask 
my name. Far better those who knew me in the days 
before I fell, should never know I came to this. Do 
not blame me altogether. I have been sadly in fault. 
Bad men tempted me to drink, and I was lost. Drink 
alone has kept me up so long in a life which by some 
horrid mockery is called gay!”

A long succession of coughing fits here racked her 
again and again till it seemed as though she would be 
suffocated before the paroxysm had ceased. At length 
she found breath enough to ask him to see that some 
last offices were discharged for her. Then, after a 
long pause, in a voice which had become little more 
than a broken whisper, she signified that- she had 
something very special to say. He bent to catch her 
words. With extreme difficulty he heard her 
articulate, “ Superintendent Piggott is a devil in 
human form; he must be exposed. God only knows 
his villainy. I, and many another like me, have 
suffered at his hands. I have recently learned that he 
used me in my drunken folly to betray one who knew 
and loved me in better days. Wrong must be set right 
and justice done. I feel if I can get Piggott exposed 
I shall have done a good thing before I die. He seems 
very strong to me; he has powerful friends; the police 
and everyone side with him, but I know how------”

Here another long, violent attack appeared likely to 
end her life. She had to be raised up in the bed, and 
again lay down, gasping and deathly. The flame was 
visibly flickering in the socket.

Oram, with intense eagerness, asked, “ How can he 
be exposed? ’ and placed his ear close to her pale lips 
to catch the reply. All he heard was, “Watch the 
beerhouse called ‘ The Spotted Dog.’ ”

A few moments afterwards something like coma 
supervened, from which the poor creature never 
rallied. Another once beautiful flower had perished, 
trodden under foot through the lust of men.

It was not by many the first of such death-beds that
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the merchant had been called to. Often before had 
he made the same passionate appeal that he then 
raised to the All Merciful for pity and forgiveness 
as he stood by the dying and witnessed a similar end. 
What cruel tragedies they all were) innocence 
corrupt, beauty stained, youth despoiled. He thought 
of the pretty damsel whose artless prattle was wront 
to bring the tender love light to the prideful eye of 
father and mother, the sunbeam of some home, however 
humble, and then of all that lay beneath the drawn 
sheet. Would that the authors could see their 
handiwork !

In no pharisaic spirit he thanked God that, with all 
his many shortcomings, he at any rate had no part or 
lot, as shareholder or any other capacity, in that great 
system of organised temptation which brought so many 
to shame and woe unspeakable. Prayer unaccompanied 
by effort in the direction of accomplishing the object 
of the petition made, was, he realised, sometimes little 
if any better than the blasphemy of the hypocrite. 
Then and there he resolved that no stone should be 
left unturned to bring Piggott, if he really was the 
villain the dead girl had declared him to be, to speedy 
and condign punishment.

Before leaving the house he asked the hideous old 
hag "who appeared to be its tenant to inform him 
where “ The Spotted Dog ” was situate. She volubly 
declared her ignorance of any beerhouse bearing such 
a sign, and with such needless asseveration that Oram 
concluded she was lying, and regretted that he had 
ever mentioned its name to her. The very next day he 
ascertained the street wherein it stood, and began, in 
such spare moments as a very busy life allowed him, 
to watch it carefully. Of Superintendent Piggott he 
knew little, save that he did not bear the best of 
reputations in Temperance circles. He was aw'are 
that several charges brought against him in the past 
had only recoiled on those who made them, and had 
left him stronger than ever before, the public generally
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believing the Superintendent to be the victim of much 
unfounded prejudice. He reflected that it would be 
prudent, in view of what had happened before, not 
to let the matter get into the hands of any Association, 
but to keep the inquiry as much as possible strictly to 
himself.

After wasting many hours, which he could ill afford 
to lose, in personal observation, he began to despair 
of accomplishing anything. Late one night, as he was 
turning away from a convenient spot wherefrom he 
could observe without being seen, he found himself in 
accidental collision with a loosely built, middle-aged 
man. The stranger, after mutual apologies had 
followed, said he had seen him there before.

“ I am watching that scamp of a Piggott,” he con
tinued, “ and should not be at all surprised if you 
were also on his track. I have caught him going 
stealthily into that beerhouse late at night more than 
once. I only want a little more evidence to have 
enough to show the villain up, and to rid the city of 
him!”

Oram at first received these confidences with much 
reserve, but when it turned out that the stranger, who 
bore the name of Lievsey, had been an active member 
of the old Licensing Law Enforcement League, and 
was a trusted friend of the local Temperance party 
leaders, suspicion disappeared.

After several interviews, in which Lievsey completely 
won the confidence of the merchant, it was agreed that 
they should join forces. The result of their combined 
efforts was to establish a strong case of suspicion 
against Piggott. Only a few links were missing in 
the chain of proof. Their discovery would suffice to 
prove the police superintendent guilty of misconduct 
so foul, and of vice so flagrant, that all the resources 
of the trade and the drink-ridden Watch Committee, 
who employed him, would not avail to save him when 
the facts were made public. *

The recovery of these missing links meant the
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expenditure of more time than Oram could afford, and 
he was glad to welcome a suggestion that a private 
detective should be engaged. Lievsey had just heard 
of a man named Slipson who had recently come to the 
city, and would therefore be quite unknown to the 
police gang who supported Piggott. As Slipson could 
produce glowing testimonials from Temperance nota
bilities in different parts of the country, Oram was 
glad to enlist his services, and after many cautions 
he was entrusted with the evidence already obtained, 
and commissioned to complete the case against the 
Superintendent.

Slipson was certainly not possessed of a very 
promising exterior, and the obliquity of his vision was 
something fearful to see, but he seemed as sharp as a 
needle, and discussed matters with the acutest intelli
gence.

Although many a week went by, and Oram had 
parted with quite a pile of sovereigns, before the 
detective could report that no hiatus remained to 
threaten any possible failure, that time came at last. 
The merchant had quite another scheme in mind for 
bringing Piggott to book, but Lievsey successfully 
pressed him to adopt the plan of objecting to the 
renewal of the licence of “The Spotted Dog ” at the 
then forthcoming annual licensing sessions. His 
argument was that the Licensing Acts would keep oft 
the Bench the justices personally interested in the 
trade, who would do anything they could to save the 
Superintendent.

At the last moment a solicitor was employed to give 
notice that the licence to “ The Spotted Dog ” would 
be opposed.

Oram was profoundly astonished to find a well- 
known barrister, ready briefed, leap to his feet and 
try to have the notice ruled out of order. Fortunately, 
as before recorded, McBean summarily over-ruled the 
objection.

Oram placed the whole matter in the hands of a
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very old friend, an experienced counsel, named Rowley, 
who had long ceased to practise, but in whose judgment 
he had the profoundest confidence. In his opinion 
the evidence against the licensee of “ The Spotted Dog ” 
was ample to close that beerhouse, and at the same 
time cover the police superintendent with disgrace. 
He made, however, the distinct qualification that if 
Slipson’s own evidence proved unreliable, everything 
would result in a fiasco.

Lievsey was extremely indignant that a suspicion of 
Slipson’s perfect bona-fides should be so much as hinted 
at. Rowley manifested, nevertheless, a strong personal 
reluctance to take the private inquiry agent on trust, 
and disclaimed all responsibility unless he could 
previously verify some of the statements made by the 
detective. The merchant insisted on this, despite the 
strongest remonstrances from Lievsey, and it was 
arranged that Rowley should have Slipson’s evidence 
subjected to any tests he thought wise.

An investigation was at once entered upon, but 
before they could get far a circumstance occurred 
which, Rowley’s opinion notwithstanding, had the effect 
of completely confirming Oram’s belief in the honesty 
of the private detective, and his own resolution to 
proceed to the end.

Slipson was suddenly arrested and charged with 
having criminally libelled a certain publican. Here, 
surely, was proof positive of the man’s good faith, and 
that Piggott and his friends were trying to get rid 
of one whom they greatly feared. There was not much 
in the case against Slipson. He appeared, however, to 
have written a very reckless letter in a moment of 
irritation, and was committed to take his trial, being 
in the meantime released on bail. The enemy had 
scored one point, for the evidence of a man committed 
to take his trial for criminal libel would not un
naturally be received with much reserve when he was 
making serious charges against other people.

Slipson’s excuse for charging the publican was that
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his office had been broken, into and certain documents 
stolen, and that he had been induced to believe that 
the publican in question had something to do with it. 
Slipson informed Oram that in the burglary some of 
his documents incriminating the Superintendent had 
disappeared. Everything pointed to the fact that 
Piggott and his accomplices were in intense apprehen
sion of the revelations Slipson could make.

Notwithstanding the robbery, Slipson expressed 
himself as confident of success, and Lievsey was even 
more clamorous than Oram that the case against “ The 
Spotted Dog ” should go into Court. Rowley enter
tained grave doubts as to the wisdom of this, 
particularly as the loss of the original documents 
through the burglary had materially weakened the 
case. Lievsey contended that everything clearly 
pointed .to the integrity of Slipson, and that his 
inquiries had evidently sent the enemy into agonies of 
fear. “ A little courage,” he said, “ and we shall 
destroy the villainous Piggott for ever, and achieve the 
greatest victory ever won in the annals of Temperance 
struggle. The trade and all the allied influences of 
evil will reel under the blow for many a day.” Peremp
tory instructions were given that the case should at 
all risks be fought out to the end, on the morrow.

Late the same evening, as Oram sat reading in his 
home, to his intense surprise, Lemuel, the great Bran- 
caster detective was announced. The merchant, 
although he knew him well by sight, was not aware 
that he had ever spoken to him before.

“ This is not the first occasion on which I have been 
under your roof, Mr. Oram,” said Lemuel. “ Do you 
ever remember, a little more than thirty years ago, 
picking up in the street a poor Polish emigrant lad, 
who had just been knocked down and run over?”

“ I have some very misty recollection of it,” was the 
reply.

“ Well, you carried him into this house, bandaged 
his bruises, nursed him for two nights, and then
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restored him, with a gift of a few shillings in his 
pocket, to his poor, widowed mother, to whom he wras 
everything in life. And here,” said the famous officer, 
turning up his sleeve, “ is a trace yet left of one of 
those bruises. Mr. Oram, I never forget a kindness. 
There is something I ought to tell you. I can only do 
so on your pledge never to reveal the name of your 
informant, or to ask me any questions about my 
communication.”

The merchant readily gave the desired promise.
“ Sometimes, when perhaps you least expected it, 

you have been under my observation, and particularlv 
when on your errands of mercy to Paradise Court and 
other low regions, I thought you might be in danger. 
You are in danger now, though not of robbery or 
violence, yet of the basest betrayal. The man Lievsey 
is the agent of your enemies, and Slipson, a twice 
convicted thief, lou look incredulous; I will give you 
one proof. This afternoon I followed them from Mr. 
Rowley’s. They made a very wide detour doubtless to 
avoid any possible detection, and yet I found their 
journey ended at the offices of the Trade Defence 
Association. Subsequently they left the building in 
the company of Mr. Mervyn Craven and Mr. Timothy 
Griggs, whom, you may know, are two officials of the 
organisation.”

Before the merchant could find words to comment on 
this astonishing announcement, Lemuel had left the 
room and the house. Late as it was, Oram instantly 
took a cab to Rowley’s residence. He told him of what 
he had learnt, of course concealing the name of his 
authority.

“ I see it all,” exclaimed Rowley. “ Piggot 
discovered that you wrere watching ‘ The Spotted Dog/ 
He then greatly dreaded some exposure in regard to it. 
Lievsey was employed to get to know your movements, 
that they might be forestalled and defeated. That 
squinting Slipson has doubtless been in the pay of the 
Piggott gang and their backers from the first. The
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proceedings against Slipson were probably intended to 
throw dust into our eyes. When I began independent 
investigations behind Slipson’s back, I fancied I was 
shadowed, wherever I went. The Trade Defence 
Association officials are mixed up in the plot. It is a 
pretty state of things when ‘ the trade ’ and the police 
in this drink-ridden city, combine to employ a felon to 
rob and betray his employers for the sake of protecting 
an unmitigated scoundrel from the punishment which 
the discovery of the truth would bring upon him.”

“ What do you advise?” asked the astounded Oram.

“ Let us keep our own counsel, and do nothing,” was 
the reply. “ However certain our own conclusions 
may be, apart from Slipson our proof is insufficient. 
Every possible particle of evidence against Piggott will 
have been destroyed or put beyond our reach. When 
the Court opens in the morning, and the case of “ The 
Spotted Dog ” is called, no one will be present to offer 
any opposition, and the licence will be renewed as a 
matter of course, and there will be an end of the 
matter. If I am not greatly mistaken, a packed Bench, 
an army of reporters, and a crowded court will be 
ready to witness the discomfiture of the virulent 
Temperance fanatics in another of their diabolic 
attempts to ruin that admirable and much-injured 
officer, Superintendent Piggott. This is what is 
expected: Slipson will lie to order. The Court will 
have a sensation. The great liquor advocate will then 
tear his absurd story to pieces, and the grand climax 
will be reached when the world learns that the 
Temperance party—for you will be taken to be its 
representative—in order to rob the poor Superin
tendent of his character, have not scrupled to sink low 
enough to employ a convicted thief. All the growing 
scandal about this police official will receive its quietus. 
In the disgrace of the party who oppose him, he will 
find encouragement to pursue his course of villainy 
with greater effrontery than ever.
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The old lawyer’s counsels prevailed; no appearance 
was to be made in the court on the morrow. Nothing 
was to be said to Lievsey or Slipson as to the altered 
arrangements.

Everything happened precisely as Rowley had sur
mised. A whisper had gone round to privileged 
circles; an immense crowd filled the court; the bench 
did not suffice to hold all the justices who appeared : 
every stalwart pro-liquor magistrate was present, The 
representatives of the press had received a timely hint, 
and in serried rows were sharpening their pencils in 
anticipation of something very spicy for their journals.

A murmur of excitement ran round the court when 
the case of “ The Spotted Dog ” was called on. All 
craned their necks to see the Temperance representa
tive rise to address the Bench, but he was conspicuous 
by his absence. After a thrilling pause, McBean asked 
if there was any objection to the renewal of the licence, 
and getting a negative answer from the Superintendent 
himself, declared the same renewed, and called the next 
case.

All was over. Lievsey, the Trade Defence Association 
officials, the crowd of magistrates, the densely packed 
audience, seemed alike thunderstruck. The curtain 
had fallen as soon as it was raised, and there was to 
be no play after all.

The throng streamed out, giving vent to their 
disappointment in no measured terms. They had 
everyone been defrauded of a rich entertainment in 
which in some dim way it was understood that the 
faddist party were to have cut a sorry figure, and to 
have been shown up as a spectacle for gods and men.

The drink champions on the bench dare not go away 
at once, or the object of their unexpected presence would 
have been too manifest. They, therefore, revenged 
themselves by carrying everything against McBean, 
and renewed without exception every licence to which 
opposition was offered.
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Oram never saw either Lievsey or Slipson again. The 
last mentioned individual never appeared to answer to 
the charge of criminal libel preferred against him. 
Piggott’s friends had the satisfaction of knowing that 
their agent had persuaded an unsuspecting teetotaler to 
go bail for him, who was therefore involved in a 
ruinous loss when he failed to produce him at the 
ensuing Assizes.

Once more a consummate scoundrel had been saved 
from public exposure by the trade which had corrupted 
him, and left free for devilry which now grew apace.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

I HE REMARKABLE CAREER OF SUPERINTENDENT PIGGOTT.

“ When the prior plays cards, what will the monks do !”

—Old Saying.

The remarkable career of Superintendent Piggott was 
a powerful exemplification of the corrupting influence 
of the liquor traffic. He entered the force as a youth, 
lonest, sober, and reliable, in character far above the 

average, and with the best intentions in the world. 
Being of an ambitious turn of mind, he found 
promotion discouragingly slow despite the most 
exemplary discharge of duty. The offending liquor- 
seller and trader in vice found in him a vigilant 
enemy, but all his zeal in these directions, far from 
commending him to his superiors, only won him 
disfavour and dislike.

He chanced to find a leading liquor merchant and 
member of the Corporation in disgracefully com
promising circumstances. That worthy, being in a 
desperate plight and at the mercy of the young 
constable, whom he knew to be extremely sore at 
the injustice done him in the matter of promotion, 
made a bold plunge and took Piggott into his 
confidence. He was informed in unmistakable terms 
that by the exercise of a discreet silence his fortune as 
a policeman could be made. It was useless to resist 
the inevitable by quixotic crusades whose only result 
m the future, as it had been in the past, would be the 
burning of his fingers. The most powerful members of 
the Corporation were in the same swim. Their one 
want was men who could be relied upon to side with 
them in the struggle against the puritanic and teetotal 
parties who would never mind their own business. Of 
course he was not asked to do anything improper. He 
would understand without further words. Let him
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should astonish everyone but those in the know. There 
was no position in the force out of his reach if he could 
only take a friendly hint, His tempter prevailed. The 
young officer found the bar to his rise disappear. 
Every opportunity for notable service and the gaining 
of distinction was put in his way. The publicans on 
his beat reported him as a model officer. He always-* 
knew when to look the other way. He found his othei 
duties too absorbing to leave time for the enforcement 
of the Licensing Acts. His numerous friends in “ the 
trade ” discovered that he was a connoisseur of good 
beverages, and gave him the amplest opportunities foi 
perfecting a most discriminating taste. At his own 
request he received for a time an appointment as 
lodging-house inspector. It proved a remunerative 
post. At this stage of his progress he opened a 
banking account. Many of the disorderly houses in 
the city were run under the semblance of lodging- 
houses, and by his faculty of convenient blindness he 
managed to build up in this quarter a very valuable 
connection which he never lost,

As a sergeant he greatly increased the high reputa
tion he already enjoyed with the liquor-sellers. Regulai 
substantial testimonials, more in keeping with his nev 
dignity, now took the place of small tips and free 
drinks. The men under his supervision were taught 
by many a bitter lesson the wisdom of strictly following 
in the footsteps of their superior.

As a result of one of those passing spasms of morality 
which occasionally seize our English cities with but 
evanescent effects, a number of special public-house 
inspectors were appointed from the police force. Tlieii 
sole duty was to pay surprise visits to public-houses 
and detect offences against the licensing laws. The 
public saw the futility of the prevalent system where- 
under the fixed periodical visits of the police were in
variably anticipated by the licence-holder. The adop
tion of the new policy was hailed as a great triumph
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by the reformers. It was forced upon a reluctant com
mittee. The new inspectors were duly appointed. 
Chief amongst them was Sergeant Piggott. All 
remonstrances were silenced by pointing to' the exploits 
of his earliest days against offending publicans in 
proof of his fearlessness and impartiality. No one 
could well have paid more visits to licensed houses in 
the time given than the freshly appointed official and 
his colleagues. The published statistics evidenced the 
most amazing industry on their part.

As a result of their vigorous action they pretty well 
convinced the rest of the force that the observation and 
prosecution of offending liquor-sellers exclusively be
longed to them, and that it was a gross impertinence 
for anyone else to poach on their preserve. Sergeant 
Piggott avowed a very laudable detestation of spies. 
His frank, manly, open English methods made him the 
darling of those who had sunk money in liquor shops. 
He invariably signalised his approach tO' the licensed 
premises of those who treated him well, by such a 
clatter of his stick upon the pavement that it was 
entirely their own fault if awkward consequences 
ensued. One disgusted reformer who had watched 
his characteristic progress when on duty bent, sug
gested that he only needed to be furnished with a small 
dog and a piece of string to be taken for a blind man 
feeling his way slowly and noisily along the footway. 
The success of the new inspectorship may be judged by 
two facts. The new experiment was discontinued after 
twelve months’ experience, at the request of those with 
whom it had originated, and Sergeant Piggott was 
made the recipient at the same time of a cordial letter 
of thanks from the Trade Defence Association, record
ing high appreciation of the kindliness and moderation 
with which he had fulfilled the duties of an invidious 
office.

When the police superintendency of the central 
division of the city fell vacant “ the trade ” left no 
stone unturned to secure the selection of their favourite
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protege. He was appointed over the heads of scores of 
men who had vastly superior claims from every point 
of view. Not a man in the force but knew to what 
Piggott alone owed his appointment. The royal road 
to favour lay in making everything subservient to the 
interests of the pro-liquor party and in truckling to 
the big brewers who dominated the Council and 
appointed the Watch Committee. Who could blame 
the ordinary constable for concluding that in abject 
sychophancy to the beer magnates and the basest 
betrayal of the public interest were to be found the 
passports to preferment. The gratitude which had 
induced the brewers and their allies to1 give the 
aspiring Piggott such a lift was truly a lively expecta
tion of favours to come. Nor were these expectations 
falsified. A large district in the very heart of 
Brancaster was handed over to those who feared 
neither God nor man. They had purchased immunity 
from the latter. The trader in vice and drunkenness 
who had paid the price obtained a free hand. 
Licentiousness and insobriety prevailed on every side.

Piggott surrounded himself with officers as corrupt 
as himself. The servants of the public became little 
more than the servants of “ the trade.” Any members 
of the force who showed the least disinclination to 
submit to the new regime speedily found themselves in 
difficulties. If marked disfavour did not produce the 
desired result the victim found his life made unbear
able. Depreciation, vilification, and the allotment of 
the most odious duties speedily drove him from the 
division or the force. Every man who resisted was 
sooner or later inevitably broken. The Piggott gang, 
strongly entrenched in the confidence of the trade 
and working together, were quite invincible. The 
puritans might rage, it mattered not. One association 
after another, attempting to grapple with the evil, 
found themselves foiled. Inquiries were burked, com
plaints smothered, and investigation baffled so con
sistently that the task was abandoned in despair.

—
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Every private citizen who tackled the astute official 
discovered to his grief that he was checkmated, and 
was lucky if he escaped proceedings for slander or 
libel. Pxggott had long degenerated into the most 
infamous of scoundrels, but “the trade” officially 
through its various organisations or its leading repre- 
sentatives, came to his relief in every emergency. 
For many years, thanks to them, he flourished like a 
gieen bay tree.^ Long impunity had made him reckless 
to the verge of audacity. He had done too much for 
“ the trade,” and could compromise, if he chose, too 
many of its prominent men, to fear that they dare 
desert him. He recognised no superior but the Chief 
Constable, whom he treated as a nonentity.

Major Blower had not long assumed the duties of 
his office in Brancaster before the people to whom he 
owed his appointment, and wished to turn him to their 
account, detected his master weakness. He was in
ordinately vain. He longed before all things to cut a 
figure in the society he esteemed best. To shine in 
exclusive county circles was his chief ambition. To 
gam this he was prepared to sacrifice much. The 
gitat breweis, whose vast wealth gave them an entree 
to social spheres denied to most, and who were sedu
lously careful to please him, appeared the most likely 
to help. They gratified him to the full. His legs were 
continually under their mahogany. He was intro
duced to one of the fastest sets in the north of England. 
High play was its most distinctive feature. He felt 
that he could only sustain his position by keeping- the 
pace with them. They could well afford a most lavish 
expenditure, which in him was unpardonable extra
vagance. To match them he entertained on a scale 
far beyond his means. The natural result was that he 
soon found himself, to use the language of the Bank- 
i uptcy Court, unable to pay his debts as they became 
due. Some of the brewers proffered him loans, and, 
so far as they were concerned, his acceptance of their 
advances destroyed the last shred of his independence.
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He borrowed money in other quarters which still 
further compromised him. The poor Major had now 
to wink at all manner of irregularities, which he would 
fain have put down with a high hand.

A pensioner of the trade his authority became quite 
undermined, and Piggott, taking every advantage of 
the involved circumstances of the Chief, tieated him a> 
a mere cipher. The only occasion when he paid the 
Major anything more than a merely ceremonial recog
nition wras when he compelled him to take his side in 
every struggle with his enemies. The Chief Constable, 
to do him justice, had not the slightest conception of 
the extent of Piggott’s villainies. The superintendent 
swiftly went from bad to worse. His effrontery knew 
no bounds. Though he could carry an abnormal 
amount of liquor without appearing visibly the worse 
for it, he wras sometimes seen by his men to be indubit
ably drunk. They profited by his example. He.looked 
upon drunkenness as the very slightest offence of which 
a constable could be guilty. The morale of the force 
had never sunk so low. The licensing laws so far as 
his own clientele were affected, wras a dead letter. The 
unbefriended tenant of a free house, who failed to 
recognise his claims or those of his gang, was harried 
with the utmost rigour of the law. The superintendent 
carried his sublime audacity to such a pitch that he 
added to his income by going round taking orders for 
beer. He began to levy blackmail light and left.

He found a veritable gold-mine in the disorderly 
houses which flourished in his division. Those whose 
proprietors paid for his protection always escaped 
punishment. When instruction were given at the 
Guildhall for any particular house to be watched or 
raided he would instantly telephone a warning to Ins 
agents, and the observation or the search proved fiuit 
less. One degraded creature w'as induced to make him 
her residuary legatee and he became the proud pro
prietor of a disorderly house himself. He wallowed in 
vice. Under a personal certificate of good character
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he put a woman of bad reputation, with whom he was 
unblushingly carrying on an intrigue to the knowledge 
of many of the force, into a beerhouse in his division, 
bearing, as already recorded, the sign of “ The Spotted 
Dog/’ The effrontery of his proceedings may be 
imagined when it is remembered that as a result of 
repeated protests the Watch Committee of the city had 
been compelled to reprimand him not long before for 
his indiscretion in travelling about with this very 
woman alone. Any other body than the drink-ridden 
Committee would have smartly checked the superin
tendent’s career at this point.

A perfunctory inquiry was followed by a reprimand 
so mild that most people imagined that the superin
tendent was not far short from having the actual 
sympathy of the men who, as a matter of form, had to 
call him to account. Both he and those who desired 
his downfall came to the conclusion that his position 
was impregnable. Some sinister power was always at 
work to shield and support him.

i
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

BERNAL ATTENDS A TRADE DEFENCE ASSOCIATION 

MEETING FOR THE LAST TIME.

“ The cask is sure to smell of the wine it has held.
That man is lost indeed, who is lost to shame.
That which is born of a hen will take to scratching.”

—Old Sayings.

Bernal had missed attending several successive meet
ings of the Trade Defence Association when he went 
to one which proved his last. The main business of 
the evening lay in the presentation of a report by 
Mervyn Craven. Bernal listened in amazed silence 
while a story was told which nearly choked him with 
indignation, but which the others apparently received 
with entire approbation. In his capacity of Chairman 
of the Vigilance Committee of the Association, Craven 
had been informed that another attempt was being- 
made by a member of the teetotal faction to discredit 
and disgrace that faithful and constant guardian of 
“ the trade ” interests—Superintendent Piggott.

“ True,” parenthetically observed the Alderman, “we 
must recognise that he is a sad scamp, but he has been 
true to us, and we must be true to him. It pays him 
and it pays us. He knows too much, and we cannot 
afford to throw him overboard.”

“ Unfortunately it was found that the officer had 
been guilty of such grave indiscretions in connection 
with the licensee of a beerhouse called ‘ The Spotted 
Dog,’ that it was only too probable that a scandal 
would be unearthed with results disastrous both to the 
Superintendent and those who had always supported 
him. In these circumstances, a bold effort had to be 
made to save the police official. An agent was engaged 
by the Association to obtain the confidence of the 
individual taking the initiative against Piggott, and
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to betray his plans. It was eventually found necessary 
to obtain possession of documents and other evidence 
against the Superintendent, and for this purpose the 
Association had retained the services of a private 
inquiry agent, named Slipson, who, whilst professing 
to act for his teetotal employer in building up a case 
against Piggott, would be engaged in destroying it. 
This agent was a very suitable character for the task. 
Having twice served a term of imprisonment for theft, 
he could be trusted not to stick at a trifle. If the 
teetotalers went in for the spying game, ‘ the trade ’ 
could do the same, and always beat them at it.

‘ With much difficulty all dangerous evidence was 
got out of the way, and the course cleared for saving 
Piggott’s reputation and the licence of ‘ The Spotted 
Dog ’ at the same time. Having got thus far, it was 
deemed desirable to hoist the teetotalers with their 
own petard. The design was to encourage Piggott’s 
enemies to go on with their case, lead them into a 
trap, and teach them such a lesson of the folly of 
attacking a trusted friend of ‘ the trade ’ as would 
last them for many a year. It was discovered that an 
old lawyer was making secret investigations behind 
Slipson’s back. Having reason for concluding that the 
enemy were losing faith in our agent, and finding that 
Slipson was inclined to be restive in carrying out our 
instructions, and that he held documentary evidence 
which it was impolite to leave in our hands, a bold 
step was taken. Our men took ‘ French leave ’ one 
night with our private agent’s papers, and he gave 
himself away by making a stupid charge against a 
friendly publican of complicity in the burglary. By 
getting Slipson arrested on a charge of criminal libel, 
we roughly taught him our power, and made him at 
once amenable to reason. At the same time the 
enemy’s confidence in him was completely restored by 
our publicly treating him in such a fashion.

“ We had everything in full order for the Court last 
Thursday, when ‘The Spotted Dog’ case Avas to be
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heard. We had the bench packed in more senses than 
one. The reporters had had a tip, and all our friends 
were there in force. Slipson, when called into the 
box, was going to make a series of terrific charges 
against Piggott. Then Jardine, our counsel, would 
tear his case to threads on cross-examination, and 
finally elicit the damaging fact that he—the man 
selected by his virtuous employers to do this dirty 
work—was a twice convicted thief.

“ How our plans went astray,” remarked the Aider- 
man, in conclusion, “ we cannot understand. The 
enemy never put in an appearance. Nevertheless, 
though our great dramatic denouement was spoilt, we 
have, on the whole, done remarkably well. We have 
saved Piggott, and, by so doing, saved ourselves. We 
shall have a greater claim upon him in the future than 
ever. Once more the puritanic party have been foiled, 
and this will probably be their last effort to attack 
one of our friends in the force. Slipson has been got 
awray to a sunnier clime, and the teetotal lunatic who 
went bail for him will have to pay smartly for his 
folly.”

The report was received with enthusiastic applause, 
and the formal motion for its adoption was about to 
be carried by acclamation, when Bernal, first glancing 
round to see whether his father, who was present, had 
any intention of speaking, rose to his feet.

“ Having been absent from several previous meet
ings,” he began in a voice trembling with strong 
feeling, “ I have known nothing of the progress of the 
matter just reported to us. I may be alone in thinking 
so, but the transactions just revealed reflect nothing 
but dishonour upon those responsible for them. The 
people we style ‘ the enemy ’ may have acted indis
creetly, but they have done so from the best of motives, 
and with a view to promote what they conceived to be 
the public good. Our officials, to save a scoundrel and 
to protect the corrupt, have stooped to the lowest 
treachery, and descended to something quite as vile,
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if not as punishable, as felony. I have often held 
my tongue by great restraint, when things doubtful or 
equivocal have been sanctioned in this room. I can 
be silent no longer. These last deeds must be instantly 
repudiated and condemned. All responsibility must 
be disclaimed by us. The officials alone must reimburse 
themselves the money they have spent in betrayal and 
treachery. They must be taught that, with whatsoever 
our opponents may charge us, we, the official Associa
tion of ‘ the trade,’ have not sunk so low as to deliber
ately play the part of traitor and thief. The suborners 
of perjury, the purchasers of fraud, the accomplices 
in treachery, are every whit as morally guilty as the 
actual criminals. No gentleman can ever endorse 
such turpitude as has been perpetrated in our name. 
If this resolution to adopt the report be carried, I shall 
instantly resign my membership of the Association ! ”

The speech of the young man was listened to in a 
silence both profound and disheartening. During its 
delivery many looked at the face of the speaker’s 
father, upon whose features irritation, sympathy, and 
perplexity were clearly to be read.

Craven hastened to explain that Bernal was under a 
misapprehension. Each step taken had been formally 
approved in advance at meetings duly summoned. 
The officials had had full authority, and had acted 
under special instructions. Faith must be kept with 
them, and they were not to blame. What had been 
done could not be undone.

Tliursby expressed his complete concurrence. “ We 
look at things,” said he, “ from a different standpoint 
to that of our young friend. The enemy wage against 
us the most relentless warfare, and we are compelled 
to defend ourselves. All is fair in such war. In a 
trade like ours, where every man’s hand is against us, 
and ours against every man, such things, however 
unpleasant, have always been, and always must be. 
They are a painful necessity. I am sure that, on re-
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consideration, the only member of the Association who 
differs from the rest will change his view.”

As Thursby sat down, he glanced appealingly at 
Alderman Ellison, who, looking extremely uncomfort
able, rose and said he was bound to agree with what 
had been said in reply to his son. Personally, he had 
himself been absent from the previous meetings, where 
the transactions in question had been authorised. Had 
he been present, he might have taken great objection 
to the proposals then made, but, however regrettable, 
the fact remained that what had been done could not 
be undone.

The resolution was carried without the dissent of a 
single member beyond Bernal. Without another word, 
he bowed to the Chairman, and quietly left the room, 
never to return.
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CHAPTER XXXVIII.

BERNAL BREAKS WITH HIS FATHER.

" They that walk much in the sun will be tanned at last.
Not to hear conscience is to silence it.”

—Old Sayings.

Bernal did not see his father again till late at night. 
Instead of returning to the brewery, he went a long- 
ramble, scarcely realising where his steps were leading 
him. He knew that the great crisis of his life had 
come.

The storm of irresistible conviction with which he 
■was now struggling had long been gathering. Impulses 
simmering for years sprang to a head in a moment. 
The incident of that day’s meeting had touched him 
profoundly. The object-lesson then presented had 
told.

The old simile of the dyer’s hand being subdued to 
what it works in, recurred to him incessantly. What 
could be expected of a trade vrhich carried its best men 
so low. V hat an induration of conscience it always 
seemed to bring upon its members. Truly, it was the 
Great Degenerator. His eyes were open now, so that 
he could not close them again. A hundred doubts and 
scruples which he had fondly thought were buried long 
ago, leaped once more into being. Affection for his 
father, his family interests, indignation against 
opponents, the intemperate language of enemies, all the 
feelings, resentments, and prejudices, in which he had 
taken refuge, availed him no longer. Conscience, in 
clarion voice, proclaimed this no trade for him. For 
hours he was in the throes of such a struggle as few are 
ever fated to face. Quite as ambitious and aspiring as 
his father, passionately fond of power, leading, and in
fluence, craving almost beyond all other things to be 
popular, famous, and distinguished amongst his
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fellows, he well knew wliat his decision would cost him. 
Intense as was the love existing between him and his 
parent, he felt with many a shudder that all would go 
down before the inexorable will of the latter. In all 
else but this he might cross him. Over and over again 
he heard, in imagination, his father’s voice crying to 
him, “ Strike me anywhere but here ! Wound me in 
any place but this ! ”

He could almost conceive his parent less stricken at 
heart were he, his only son, laid dead at his feet. Was 
it worth while? For what was he alienating those he 
loved, forfeiting fame and fortune, earning the ridicule 
and contempt of the world? In answer came back to 
him the words: “ The smile of God, the peace of love, 
the vision beautiful.” Were these more than empty 
phrases? Who but an utter fool would sacrifice for 
these intangible shadows the very substance of life. 
Ah! but which were the real shadows? He thought of 
Burke’s words, “ Wliat shadows we are, and what 
shadows we pursue.”

A thousand alternatives presented themselves as 
tempting allurements. “ Wait till your father and 
uncle are no more! Reform the trade ! Use its great 
potentialities of wealth and influence solely for good ! ” 
In all, the exacting inward monitor detected the lurk
ing serpent whispering, “ Do evil that good may come.”

Bernal, like other men to whom the good-will of their 
fellows is almost as the breath of life, had an intense 
longing for sympathy. Where would he find any? Of 
course the dear girl to whom he was betrothed w'ould 
go with him through fire and water, but would he have 
her sympathy in this step? He dare not answer the 
question. His step-mother would do her utmost to 
enlarge the inevitable breach between him and his 
father and uncle. Already her son Louis, who laughed 
at all his scruples, stood high in esteem at the brewery, 
and was only too ready to step into his shoes. True, 
Uncle Arnold did not seem very much enamoured of 
his step-brother, but there was a cousin—one Geoffrey
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Ellison—who lost no opportunity of currying favour 
with his rich relative. It seemed impossible, in all the 
circle of his friends, to think of one who would not 
visit his abandonment of the great position which lay 
at his feet with the severest condemnation. He 
thought of one who had to tread the wine-press alone.

The survey of his surroundings afforded but a single 
consoling thought. Of course, the gentle Laura would 
be different to the rest. She always was. Perhaps, 
having never expected other than this, he took little 
account of it. She would, perchance, never even appre
ciate the magnitude of the sacrifice he was making. 
She somehow attached such small importance to things 
of which other people thought so much.

Torn by conflicting emotions he had travelled far, 
before a rough collision brought him to a sudden 
standstill. A deformed old man, far gone in drink, 
had run into him. The shock itself angered him little, 
but the helpless drunkard held by the hand, as he tried 
to make his way through the crowded street, a tiny 
two-year-old maid, whose limpid blue eyes were filled 
with tears of distress. As by a miracle, he had just 
dragged her safely through the maze of passing 
vehicles, and, reaching the footpath, lurched into 
Bernal.

Summoning a constable, the young brewer placed the 
little bairn in his charge, and then resumed his walk. 
As he looked around, he discovered he was passing- 
through the outskirts of Hampton. It was an un
savoury neighbourhood, having much in common with 
the besotted wretch just left, for the public-house had 
drained it of all strength and blood and vitality. He 
grimly thought of what he had that day read in a 
book about old France. It was there recorded how 
Maitre Gonin, a famous wit, entering the town of Blois, 
and seeing a great roadside crucifix standing between 
two inns, exclaimed, “ Behold a cross well placed, for 
on either side stands a thief.” Nothing relieved the 
monotony of the decaying and dilapidated tenements
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but the huge drink-shops which stood at every corner. 
They alone held on their prosperous course, while every 
other dwelling seemed under a ban of poverty and 
squalor. With a shuddering tremor, Bernal recog
nised the name he bore flaunting from many a gin 
palace. Argue it all out as one might, the liquor-shop 
was here an unmitigated curse. Allowing to the full 
the physical pleasure which intoxicants brought to so 
many, who could contend that, even were it infinitely 
greater than it is, it could be worth its cost to 
humanity?

A cold, frosty wind had sprung up. Children with 
shoeless feet went shivering by. Why were they shoe
less? As he passed one beer-house, two small boys 
came out, hardly big enough to carry the jug, with 
foaming top, which they bore. They paused a moment, 
and Bernal distinctly saw them each take a sip or two 
in turn. Their education was beginning, and yet in 
after years, when the inherited and nourished love of 
strong liquor had become the rooted master passion of 
their lives, people would preach to them the virtues 
of moderation and self-control, followed by amazement 
that all their exhortations were as idle words. He 
had known a child of two years, just brought to the 
Workhouse Infirmary from a drunken mother, refuse 
almost all food for a week, constantly crying for beer. 
Another pauper’s babe had cried violently for the 
spirits to which it was accustomed, whenever it caught 
sight of a black bottle.

“ The great question of life is the pain that we 
strike into the lives of others.” These words, with a 
persistency nothing could silence, rang in his ear all 
through that walk. What trade in all the varied 
category of human occupations struck such pain into 
the lives of others as that of the liquor-seller? It was 
pain, too, quite unnecessary, and easily preventable. 
For many long hours he fought in turn all the 
sophistical suggestions wherein men seeking the
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justification of a doubtful course have sought delusive 
comfort.

When he had reached the open country, he walked 
foi a short distance behind two working-men, and 
caught some scraps of their conversation.

“ I feel very dry,” said one to the other.
“ It’s a long lane that hasn’t got a spirit licence,” 

consolingly replied his friend.
\es,’ the first speaker continued, “ I have to pass 

eighty-four pubs, on my way home from the factory. 
I can get past 'em all right on the tram, but whenever 
I walk, the missis fair trembles about my gettino- 
home.”

“What a grand church they are building over 
there,” said his companion, pointing to the lofty spire 
of an imposing Gothic building in the distance. “ It 
must have cost a deal.”

“ Flfty thousand pounds, if a penny,” was the 
laconic reply; “ all out o’ fourpenny! ”

“ ^iat’s a big insurance against fire, even for a 
brewer ! ”

" Aye, it is,” his friend agreed, “ but I fancy the old 
gentleman with the keys will find a flaw in the policy.”

A loud laugh greeted this sally, and the couple, now 
crossing the road, went out of earshot.

When, late at night, Bernal reached his home, worn 
to exhaustion and almost fainting with hunger, he felt 
as though he had lived an age in a day. He had barely 
finished the refreshment which awaited him, when his 
father entered the room. Although an elaborate 
speech had framed itself in his mind for use at this 
moment, Bernal forgot it all.

“Father, he burst out in anguished tones, “I am 
in great trouble. I have tried my best, but I can no 
longer remain in this trade! ”

His parent regarded him with blank amazement, his 
stiong face working with feeling. It was some moments 
before he spoke.

“ 1 had hoped you would have spared me this crown-
T
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ing grief,” he said at last. “ What blind madness has 
seized you now ? ”

" A conscience I would, but cannot, satisfy,” was the 
reply, in faint and trembling tones. “ You know I 
would not willingly grieve you for all the world can 
give.”

“ And yet, for some ridiculous and far-fetched 
scruple, you would break my heart, and crush every 
hope I have. Conscience, indeed ! The business good 
enough for your family for generations—in which 
many of the best of men find no shame—is too bad for 
you. In the face of all the world you would proclaim 
that the father you profess to love and honour is 
engaged in a trade so wicked and shameful that his 
only son cannot tolerate it. You solemnly condemn 
him before the public.” The broad chest of the brewer 
heaved with excitement.

“ No, no,” exclaimed his son. “ I condemn no one. 
You see things differently to me. I know your con
scientious judgment accompanies all you do. All 
recognise your goodness and generosity. I do not 
wish for a better father. I can only speak for myself, 
and stand by my own conscience, as you would by 
yours.”

“ Let me hear no more of this nonsense,” cried his 
father. “ If you violate my strongest wish, thwart my 
life-long plans, and leave the trade of your family, you 
cease to be my son. Thousands would long for such 
a career as lies open to you. You are my only son, 
and your uncle’s chosen heir. I can speak for him 
as well as myself. Abandon this folly, and nothing 
shall be too good for you. When you are our successor 
you shall have the fullest discretion to effect what 
reforms in the trade you desire. Persist, however, in 
this wanton and wicked disobedience, do the one thing 
of all others to wound and hurt me, and I shall know 
you no longer as mine.”

“ I cannot give way, father,” brokenly whispered 
Bernal.
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Unless within a week,” his parent resumed, “you 
tell me that my wish shall be respected, this home 
shall be no longer yours. You can leave it, and all 
hope of anything from me or your uncle. I shall try 
to forget I ever had a son. Perhaps in poverty and 
trouble you will regret all you cast away for ever in 
your self-righteous blindness ! ”

David Ellison was in a towering rage. He could not 
well have chosen his words worse. They struck and 
cut his son like the thongs of a whip. Answers hot 
and strong would have annoyed the irate father less 
than the silence of the pale-faced young man, whose 
set lips and massive chin betokened a resolution of 
will, to the full, as powerful as his own.
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

ARNOLD ELLISON IS CALLED IN TO PERSUADE BERNAL.

“ A hammer of gold won’t break heaven s gate.
—Old Saying.

The week which followed was perhaps the most misei- 
able in all Bernal’s life. It was crowded with bitter 
incidents. The bitterest of all lay in the scenes 
which ensued with his fiancee. That she would fail 
to understand the strength of the motives which 
influenced him, that she should strive long and strenu
ously to alter his decision, was only what he expected ; 
but that when at the last he tendered her a release 
from the engagement which bound her to him, she 
should answer as she did, pained and shocked him 
inexpressibly.

“ Of course, when you have given up all this mad
ness,” w'as her reply, “ and all is right with your 
father, we shall be again betrothed and forget all this 
trouble.”

In counting as he had fondly imagined the full cost 
of the great sacrifice before him, he had never con
ceived for a moment that the peerlessly beautiful girl, 
fondly enthroned in his heart as the Queen of women, 
would go with everything else, Truly the cup to be 
drunk was deep and nauseous beyond all his fears. 
Where could he turn for a particle of the sympathy he 
craved so intensely? Where find one gleam of appre
ciation? Everyone seemed leagued in combination to 
manifest in every possible way that his conduct was 
viewed by them as equally foolish and unfilial. He 
was made to feel in a hundred ways that, however he 
esteemed himself, his family and friends took him for 
an ingrate and a prig.

The banter of Louis was almost as hard to bear as 
the covert sneers of his stepmother. Although Bernal s
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father had given his son a week in which to change 
his mind, both father and son instinctively knew that 
neither would give way, and, making no secret of it in 
the family circle, prepared accordingly.

As a sort of forlorn hope, Bernal’s uncle Arnold was 
commissioned by his brother to interview his nephew, 
and argue him into a different attitude. The hardened 
old cynic did not appear to at all relish his task. The 
fact that he never seemed to be angry did not deceive 
Bernal. Arnold Ellison never allowed his emotions to 
get the better of him. No one had ever seen him in a. 
rage, His resentment was evinced by an increased 
politeness of manner. Often it was only a long time 
after they had been uttered that the mordant 
poignancy of his words came home to those to whom 
they had been addressed.

“ And so, my dear nephew,” said he to Bernal, with 
a freezing smile, “ your good father tells me that your 
moral stomach rejects the fare whereon your family 
and pious ancestors have subsisted very comfortably 
all these years. Most people will tell you that you 
may go further and fare worse. My brother has asked 
me to persuade you to be wise, and, much against my 
will, to remind you that if you show you are ashamed 
of the business by leaving it, the money made from it, 
and which in due course would have been yours, will 
leave you. Even if otherwise disposed, I have 
promised your father this much as to what will be left 
at my death, and I never break a promise. If you 
disobey your father in this matter, I shall destroy the 
will by which you take everything, and leave my money 
elsewhere. There will be plenty of people after it. 
Please be under no misapprehension. Under no cir
cumstances shall I change my decision if you now 
leave ‘ the trade.' As you make your bed so must you 
lie upon it,”

Bernal dearly loved his uncle, and was pricked to 
the heart by his words.

I can t help it, uncle,’’ he cried. “ Give your money
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to someone else, but leave me your affection and 
respect. These I have done nothing to for feit.

Arnold Ellison turned his back and for a moment 
stared fixedly out of the window. When he turned 
again he said, “ My money will only benefit the person 
who has my affection and esteem. You will find that 
out when I am gone. And now, my dear nephew, 
having duly delivered myself according to my promise 
to your father as to the future disposal of what belongs 
to me, and which I should never otherwise have 
referred to in this interview, let me add a word or 
two on my own account. Life to you was going to 
be all beer and skittles, but you cannot have the skittles 
without the beer. There is a cross in every lot, but 
what rational person would object to the one you jib 
at? Think of the substantial and satisfying things it 
means; the gratification of every taste, luxury, culture, 
honour, influence. What is life made up but of these 
things? You would throw them all away for one poor 
scruple. Are you not paying too dear for your moral 
whistle? What is the necessity? Why not, like many 
virtuous men in the trade, make the best of both 
worlds? A judicious investment in public philan
thropy will do much good, and at the same time } ield 
an excellent percentage in other ways. Art galleries, 
hospitals, and orphanages will not only confei great 
benefits on humanity, but bring the generous bene
factor those dignities, from knighthoods to peerages, 
which no self-respecting person can lightly esteem. A 
shilling or even sixpence in the pound—never missed 
from a wealthy brewer’s income—will amply suffice to 
win that esteem and distinction which are so enviable.

“ With the pecuniary possibilities you are flinging 
away you can restore a cathedral, endow a bishopric, 
or build a church. The pet of ecclesiastics, a pillar of 
the Establishment, taking the lead at synods, councils, 
conventions, and what not, you can win undying fame 
for your piety, and die in the full odour of sanctity. 
What can man wish for more? What is more enviable
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than the lot of the liquor magnate? He holds the 
golden key to everything. What is there gold cannot 
buy? Politics, society, philanthropy, the Church, all 
eagerly open their gates to its holder. He is revered 
in life and lamented in death. And yet you, born with 
a silver spoon in your mouth, with such a royal feast 
of fat things before you, prefer to go out into the 
wilderness and eat of the husks. It is easy to find a 
flaw in the primrose path, but it is much easier than 
the road over hot ploughshares. Who will assist you 
in the lonely struggle you so lightly enter upon? 
Poverty doesn't improve on closer acquaintance. The 
rich man’s contumely, and the sneer of contempt are 
hard to bear. Wliat will you gain? The world will 
write you down an ass, and even your friends, if you 
retain any, which I doubt, as a fanatical fool. You 
may look askance at the brewer, but he has his reward. 
What will yours be?

“ The battered old peer who pointed out to Wilber- 
foree the picture of a head crowned with thorns, and 
said to him, ‘ Young man, that is the fate of reformers,’ 
knew what he was talking about. I am myself getting 
an old man now. Where should I have been? Where 
my fortune? What my feelings? had I at your age 
indulged such feelings as you are doing. Ask yourself 
whether the sacrifice is worth the cost. Count it fully, 
and then decide accordingly.”

The hard cynicism and unredeemed worldliness of 
his relative had often jarred intensely upon Bernal’s 
nerves, but the cold heartlessness of his last utterance, 
with its mocking undertone, shocked him even more 
than it hurt him. There were some things about it 
all which puzzled him sorely. Arnold Ellison was a 
supremely clever man, and widely esteemed as an 
exceptionally acute judge of human nature. His skill 
in discerning and grasping character seemed intuitive. 
None, when occasion demanded, could more adroitly 
persuade another, than his uncle.

“ Well, he at any rate doesn’t understand me,” said
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Bernal to himself. “ A more clumsy speech, one more 
unfortunate for him, one more carefully calculated not 
to move me, could hardly have been invented. I 
suppose the old man’s moral perceptions have been so 
deteriorated in the poisonous atmosphere he has 
always breathed that he now simply cannot appreciate 
the difficulties with which I am beset.” Another thing 
which was perplexing lay in the fact that his uncle had 
practically assumed from the first by his manner, that 
lie took for granted that his words would be useless.
“ He is not a bad judge after all,” he reflected.
“ Knowing that I was not to be moved, it didn’t much 
matter what was said.”

Despite his intense craving for sympathy at this 
time, Laura was the last to whom he opened his mind 
on the crisis which had been reached in his life. He 
said to himself, “ If by any chance she should not 
approve, my last support will have gone. Let me not 
destroy the assurance I feel that she will understand 
and sympathise. That is why I say nothing to her.” 
In reality, however unconscious he might be of it, the 
real motive holding him back arose from the know
ledge that she would be terribly distressed at the atti
tude assumed by his father, and all that it meant. 
Laura, of course, was far removed from the dashing, 
radiant, clever beauty who had won his heart, but for 
all that he felt he could sooner witness the pain of any 
living creature than that of the gentle and tender girl 
who had been his playmate in infancy and childhood.

When at last he told her all, she manifested great 
difficulty in crediting what he had to say about his 
father.

“ He could not be so cruel and unjust,” she ex
claimed. “ He treats you as though you were a felon 
rather than a devoted son, who only differs from him 
on a matter of conscience. Who ever heard of a father 
casting his son out of heart and hearth and fortune 
for refusing to follow a particular business? Had he 
hated instead of professing to love you, I could perhaps
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have understood it. Up till now I have always deemed 
him a good and generous man.”

“ It does seem incredible,” replied Bernal, “ but by 
my refusal, he says, his fondest ambition is shattered. 
He has, as you know, an invincible will, before which 
love and everything else must go down.”

“ I cannot understand such love,” said Laura.
“ My father is a sensitive and high-minded man,” 

added Bernal. “ By what sacrifice or process he con
vinced himself, years ago, that his trade was not open 
to condemnation, I do not know. Of this I have been 
long aware, that the one thing above all others which 
rouses him to uncontrollable passion is an imputation 
or suggestion to the contrary. He is madly sensitive 
on this point. The one burning contention of his life, 
which he has ever hotly and incessantly maintained, 
is that the liquor trade is as open to a good and 
Christian man, such as he himself claims to be, as any 
other trade in the land. It amounts with him to an 
obsession. It was his feeling on this point which drove 
him from the Church to which he was deeply attached.”

Bernal told Laura what his plan was. He had a 
few hundred pounds of his own, and he proposed to 
sail at once for New Zealand, and join there an uncle 
of his mother’s employed in sheep farming. His own 
health had been far from satisfactory of late, and the 
public would find in this the exjfianation of his sudden 
departure. He had resolved, so far as he was con
cerned, that the outside world should never know of 
the breach with his father.

When Laura had learned everything else from him, 
she timidly inquired what Gertrude had to say about 
it all. As the truth, that his betrothed had practically 
thrown him over, reluctantly and shamefacedly 
avowed, became known to her, great tears stood in her 
eyes. “ Poor boy,” she cried, “ God give you comfort! ”

“Am I doing rightL” he asked, a world of sorrow 
in his voice; “ everyone and everything is against me.”

“ You are a hero! ” she exclaimed, enthusiasm
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glowing through her grief. “ God will help you ! 
Stand firm, and out of evil good shall come ; no sacri
fice made for Christ is ever lost.”

The last interview between Bernal and his parent 
was painful and affecting to the last degree. Bernal 
sought it to say farewell. His parent met him with 
clouded brows and half-averted eyes, and listened for 
the most part in gloomy and angry silence to all he 
said. It was not much. Elaborately rehearsed words 
slipped entirely from his memory. His voice faltered 
and broke; afterwards he remembered but little of 
what he had uttered. He had tried to thank his 
father for past and lifelong kindnesses. “ Till this 
trouble came between us,” he cried, “ you had never 
spoken to me in anger but once before. It was when 
you stung me with sharp reproof for tempting the 
servants. I had carelessly left money about in my 
room, and you spoke to me of the wickedness and 
responsibility of those who unnecessarily led others 
into temptation. And now, when conscience constrains
me------ ” His voice faltered and broke here; he
stumbled from sentence to sentence, unsuccessfully 
attempting to control his feelings, and finish one. 
Vainly he looked for a gleam of pity or sign of 
relenting in his parent’s hard, stern face. A long 
embarrassing pause was only broken by the ticking of 
the great clock which hung upon the wall. “ God 
bless you father,” at last he exclaimed amidst a storm 
of sobs. “ Had my sainted mother been alive, I should 
not have gone without her blessing ! ” His hand was 
upon the door, and he was gone.

The last unpremeditated word had proved a truly 
Parthian shot. David Ellison, as he heard the cab 
which bore his son drive rapidly away, sank his head 
in his hands and wept like a child. He felt though his 
will was unbroken his heart was not.
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CHAPTER XL.

IN NEW ZEALAND.

“ True love can no more be diminished by showers of 
evil-hap than flowers are marred by timely rain.”

—Sir P. Sidney.

“ "When one man’s beard is flaming another lights his 
pipe at the flame.”

—Oriental Proverb.

Bernal was absent from England for five years. 
Although his resources were but small, he was not b}' 
any means penniless when he left for the far-distant 
islands, so happily known as the “ land of the sea.” 
Laura, who inherited no small fortune of her own, 
strongly but vainly pressed him to accept assistance 
from herself. On opening his portmanteau for the 
first time after reaching the ocean liner on which he 
embarked, he found that banknotes for £500 had been 
inserted amongst his valuables by some unknown hand. 
He credited his father with this gift, all inconsistent 
as it seemed with everything else he had done. 
The only letter he received from his parent during 
the whole period of his absence was a curt communica
tion discouraging all further correspondence, denying 
that he had any knowledge of the gift referred to. 
With a heart all softened towards his father he had 
written thanking him for the present. All the return 
he received for a long, affectionate, and grateful 
message, glowing with hope that the dark cloud 
between them would yet disappear, were a few cruel 
words of unrelenting hardness which stabbed him like 
a knife.

There was one incident of the long outward voyage, 
which he took by way of the Cape, which affected him 
profoundly. Two of his fellow passengers, named
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respectively Tarbutt and Sparrow, were inebriates, sent 
out by their friends in the hope of completing their 
recovery. A medical man travelling expressly in 
charge of the one, also did what in him lay to protect 
the other. He watched them with a tremulous incessant 
care that was pathetic to see. The men who frequented 
the bars, and all likely to bring them unknowingly 
into the temptation which was their besetting sin, were 
frankly appealed to not to endanger the success of a 
restoration which was going on most promisingly. In 
all probability one drop of alcoholic liquor meant a 
lapse, and a lapse which spelt ruin to these poor 
fellows.

For weeks, by dint of guarding them night and day, 
the doctor had done splendidly, and his hopes rose 
high. One day he was detained for some hours assist
ing the ship’s surgeon in dealing with two or three 
accidents to steerage passengers, arising from a violent 
lurch of the steamer in a half-gale which had been 
blowing. Bernal discovered, to his horror, that as the 
result of repeated solicitation and pressure on the part 
of some of the men who frequented the smoke-room, 
both Tarbutt and Sparrow were intoxicated. Per
sistent ridicule of their abstinence and prolonged 
temptation had succeeded. The individuals who had 
deliberately compassed this result were now getting 
rich entertainment out of the absurdities committed 
by the two drunken men. Bernal having first got the 
poor fellows off to their cabins, returned to the smoke- 
room, and addressed the guilty miscreants in words 
they would remember as long as they lived.

“ I have sat quietly,” he said, “ and heard you in 
this room repeatedly denounce the teetotalers for their 
bigotry and want of charity. This charge of bigotry 
always falls the most readily from the lips of the 
greatest bigots themselves, blind to their own blind
ness. What bigotry on earth can equal that of the 
drinker who forces his liquor upon men to their 
certain destruction, as you have done? You have
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pushed these poor wretches off the plank to which they 
were clinging in desperation. It is ‘ God help them ’ 
now! I once condemned a teetotal preacher for 
saying, ‘ I would rather be damned myself than damn 
others by my drink.’ Now I agree with him. Better 
far for you that you should be thrown into the heaving 
sea with the nether millstone round your necks than 
that you should face the responsibility of such deeds 
as these! ”

A crowd had gathered round, and, drinking men as 
they were, something like a hum of approval was 
heard.

“ Mind your own business, and speak when you are 
spoken to,” shouted one of the culprits.

“ If others follow my example,” continued Bernal, 
“ they will send such unspeakable and malignant cads 
as you are to Coventry for the rest of the voyage.”

A cry of “ We will ” came from some of the by
standers.

As the offenders slinked away, like beaten curs, 
without another word, one burly passenger exclaimed. 
“ And if Spilsbury,” naming the absent doctor, “ wishes 
help in horse-whipping you, I for one will give him a 
lift.”

When the excitement had subsided, an old gentleman, 
who had never spoken to Bernal before, took him on 
one side, and thanked him with great heartiness. In 
concluding the conversation which ensued, the stranger 
gave expression to a reflection which had already run 
through Bernal’s mind. “ After all are these men,” 
said he, “ very different from the drink-seller who, 
with the certain knowledge that a terribly large pro
portion of his customers will take it to their ruin, still 
uses every effort to press his liquor upon them? 
From one point of view the liquor vendors are worse. 
These passengers acted from wanton folly, freed at 
least from that sordid motive of gain which alone 
inspires the liquor dealer.”

******
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Laura kept Bernal well posted in regard to all 
important events occurring in his absence. She did 
not after his departure remain for very long a member 
of his father’s household. Indignant as she was at 
Bernal’s treatment, in the hope of perhaps being able 
to further his interests in some way, she abandoned 
her first intention of leaving the home from which 
he had been cast out. She knew only too well that he 
had taken her heart with him over the seas. The 
trouble which had befallen him, even more than his 
heroism, endeared him to her heart. The sweetest 
thing on earth to her would be to serve him. What
ever the future might unfold, she knew a love had 
come to her which would never die. She would cherish 
it all her days, however hopeless of return, welcoming 
all the sweetness, and trying to forget the mingled 
bitterness which made her heart sick. He loved 
another. Even if the sundering ocean which now 
rolled between them was bridged, what chance re
mained to her1? If in all the long years of intimacy 
Bernal’s thoughts had never turned to love of her, what 
prospect existed now? One great service she might 
accomplish for him. Watching every opportunity, she 
might yet find the occasion for promoting the recon
ciliation between father and son, which she felt was 
sure to come. She would make herself the representa
tive of his interests in his father’s home.

Her design in this direction was speedily frustrated. 
Mrs. Ellison soon discovered her intentions, and made 
her further life there intolerable. Bernal’s stepmother 
was vastly delighted at the turn events had taken. 
The course was now clear for the unimpeded advance 
of her beloved Louis. She left no effort unexerted to 
poison her husband’s mind against his firstborn, and 
to widen the breach between father and son. She 
would never scruple to sacrifice herself or anyone else 
on the shrine of her idolised child. She alone detected 
in Laura’s unfailing championship of the absent one, 
something stronger than friendship. She regarded
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her presence as dangerous, and acted accordingly. 
The gentle girl steeled herself against all the veiled 
insults and unpleasant hints designed to drive her 
from the house which had been her home so many 
years, till an open sneer from Mrs. Ellison at her 
immodesty in nursing a love for one who contemned it, 
wounded her beyond all endurance.

Other homes were open to her, and she left imme
diately. The servants all wept when she went, and 
David Ellison vainly endeavoured to ascertain her 
reason for going, but felt some sense of relief amidst 
his annoyance. Much as he was attached to her, he 
had felt of late with increasing irritation that her 
thoughts were very far from being his thoughts. The 
very atmosphere of her presence reminded him of 
things he strove to tear from his memory. Gerald 
Stringfellow, the trustee of her not inconsiderable for
tune, was delighted to give her a place in his family.

Making his house her headquarters, she varied her 
life by long visits to the homes of her many friends. 
Among these she still numbered Arnold Ellison. 
Although a professed woman-hater, he had always been 
kind to her. Knowing the views he held, she could 
not condemn him as she did his brother for the treat
ment Bernal had received. He had a perfect right, 
if a nephew displeased him, to select someone else as 
his heir. When Arnold pressed her to still visit him 
she willingly consented. She had much affection for 
the aged housekeeper with whom he lived alone, and 
from her childhood had spent many happy hours in 
the great library which was his pride. He might 
deluge with his caustic criticisms all men who pro
fessed to be better than their fellows, but he had never 
levelled any gibe at her work, though he knew how 
distinctively Temperance it was in character, and how 
far her views carried her. “ I can tolerate in women 
what I cannot bear in a man,” he would say, adding, 
“ Perhaps because I know so little of the former.”

Louis was speedily installed in Bernal’s place at the
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brewery, and rose high in favour. He was exceedingly 
smart, and joined to no small business ability many 
popular qualities. Far from displaying any teetotal 
proclivities, he displayed predilections in the opposite 
direction, to such an extent as frequently alarmed 
his constant companion and favourite mentor, Griggs. 
Into no department of his education did he throw 
more enthusiasm than into that wherein he qualified 
himself by extensive personal experience as an accom
plished liquor expert. In due course the different 
varieties of the Ellison brew to which he had hitherto 
done full justice, retained less prominence in his 
dietary than the more ardent liquors of which he was 
a connoisseur. As time went on the family and the 
brewery employes regarded him as the prospective 
successor of David Ellison, and, indeed, treated him 
as the expectant heir.

With a suddenness which startled everyone except 
Mrs. Ellison, who had foreseen it from the first, an 
engagement was arranged between her son and 
Gertrude. The good lady hastened to explain that 
Bernal had acted very cruelly, and that Gertrude had 
only returned to her old and rightful love. There 
was no delay over the marriage, and very handsome 
provision was made for the young couple. Arnold 
Ellison, strange to say, from this time forth displayed 
a very marked dislike to both Louis and his bride. 
However, as Mrs. Ellison remarked, “ He had such 
strange notions about womankind and their relations 
with men that there was no accounting for anything 
he might say or do.”

Bernal received the intelligence of Gertrude s in- 
constancv with less suffering than might have been 
anticipated. At first he felt that his cup of sorrows 
had in very truth been filled to the brim, and that life 
would never be quite the same to him again. This 
feeling gradually wore away. Much disillusionment 
had come to him from her attitude before he left 
England, and the force of the blow now delivered had
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been greatly tempered. The ideal formed of her in his 
mind had then lost much of its pristine charm. Now 
it had been altogether dashed to pieces. Had she 
died before all this happened, his love for her might 
have remained the most sacred and absorbing memory 
of his life, J

With open eyes he could now congratulate himself 
upon the escape from an infatuation which might 
have cost him dear in the days to come. Bernal’s ideal 
of womanhood was a very high one, and the false 
mirage had melted away before it was too late. Some
times as he read the long letters of home news which 
Laura never failed to send, he would heave a sigh of 
deep regret that the bright, witty, and handsome girl 
who had once been his betrothed, had not been 
dowered with the sweet seriousness and changeless 
fidelity of the one friend who never forgot him in 
his absence, nor failed him in time of need. With 
significantly increasing frequency there stole into his 
mind the lines: —

“ When fortune changed and love fled far, 
And hatred’s shafts flew thick and fast, 

Thou wert the solitary star
Which rose and set not to the last.”

u
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CHAPTER XLI..

a brewer's inner thoughts about the temperance
PROPAGANDA.

“ To go rabbit hunting with a dead ferret.
Use more wit and less SAveat.
Trust to Providence, but lock the stable door.”

—Old Sayings.

Knowing so well the current of his sympathies, Laura 
was able to keep Bernal posted, during his residence 
abroad, in regard to those matters which interested 
him most. The fight against intemperance, or the 
conflict with the trade, which she regarded as being 
pretty much the same thing, seemed to have waned a 
good deal in Brancaster. The old proverb says, “ You 
must put up with a great deal if you would put down 
a great deal.” Repeated discouragements had taken 
the heart out of the workers. They were so few, and 
the enemy so numerous and powerful. Society looked 
askance at them. It tolerated and even patronised 
them so long as they kept to their legitimate sphere of 
moral suasion. When, however, they abandoned their 
proper role, and began to invade the field of local and 
imperial politics, and to invoke the aid of the law, 
they received the sternest reprobation. The one 
method of action need never alarm anybody. The 
other menaced the very existence of those dividends 
which were above all things sacred.

Laura had spent one evening at Arnold Ellison’s 
when Thursby was a guest. As she sat seemingly 
engrossed in a book, after dinner, she heard him open 
his mind and deliver himself with the most absolute 
frankness to the old cynic, who with folded hands and 
smiling face listened attentively to the deliverance. 
Much as she disagreed with some of the opinions 
expressed, it proved a valuable and, indeed, unique



307 \
experience for a Temperance worker to get at the 
innermost thoughts of a great liquor magnate.

“ I, for one, have not the slightest objection to 
strictly non-political Temperance societies,” said the 
Dryborough brewer. “ So long as they fight with their 
hands tied behind their backs it is all right for us. 
Good liquor, under present conditions, will always be 
more than a match for teetotal eloquence. One pushing 
publican, let alone an up-to-date brewer, is a greater 
force than a total abstinence association. We hear of 
the vast number of pledges taken by these societies, 
but so far as adults are concerned they are worth little 
more than ropes of sand. Why, they break them, so 
soon as the ink is dry. What an absurdity to' turn 
these drink-besotted wretches, with their paper pledges, 
loose amongst the pubs, which everywhere besiege 
them. I remember my old grandfather telling me 
that the Irish distillers were horribly alarmed, and 
thought their occupation was doomed, when Father 
Mathew set all Ireland crazy, and enrolled nearly every 
son of Erin in his teetotal army. Well, he had no 
prohibitory law behind him, loudly as he clamoured 
for it, and so his battalions melted away. Give me 
the law, and the teetotalers are welcome to all the 
preachers! ”

“ You think, then,” said Arnold, “ that ‘ the trade ’ 
is tolerably safe until its enemies tackle the law in 
earnest ? ”

“ Yes, for some generations yet.”
“ Have you considered that there is more enthusiasm 

displayed and that infinitely more meetings are held 
on behalf of the Temperance cause than any other 
social movement which can be named?”

“ I have,” rejoined Thursby, “ and I am not in the 
least alarmed. The enthusiasm is largely wasted. The 
endless gatherings are mostly useless. What is more 
perfectly futile and feeble than the ordinary Temper
ance meeting? I have gone to many such where I 
have not been known. I will say nothing about the
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tenth-rate entertainment often provided as the attrac
tion for an audience, except to say that it is nearly 
as dismal as the speeches, and admirably calculated 
to drive away prospective recruits. The orations are 
as dull as sermons, and about as effective. Stale 
anecdotes and empty platitudes predominate. There 
is much abuse of drinksellers, and more of moderate 
drinkers, both of whom are conspicuous by their 
absence. Above and beyond all, nearly the whole of 
this preaching is addressed to the already converted. 
A teetotaler preaching teetotalism to teetotalers—the 
most familiar of spectacles—need never trouble us. 
At the last Temperance meeting I attended, each 
speaker glorified himself immensely for that cheapest 
and easiest of virtues—total abstinence. A succession 
of old men occupied nearly the whole evening with 
garrulous reminiscences of their half-century of 
abstinence. No doubt it pleased them, but to an out
sider it was a striking testimonial of past and present 
ineffectiveness. Great causes are not won in that 
way.”

“ Supposing you were to turn philanthropist and 
undertake the task of leading the Temperance forces 
to victory------ ”

“ I never pose as a philanthropist,” interrupted 
Thursby, “ even in imagination.”

“ I know you don’t,” Arnold rejoined, “ and I like 
you all the better for it. But strain your imagination 
for once at my request, and tell me what you would do 
in such a capacity.”

Thursby laughed uproariously before attempting a 
reply. The idea seemed to tickle him vastly.

“Why,” said he, when he had recovered himself, 
“ the first thing I should ascertain would be what ‘ the 
trade ’ disliked and dreaded most, and then go in for 
that, as the Americans say, ‘ bald-headed.’ ”

“ You mean Prohibition, of course,’ observed 
Arnold.

“ Precisely! We fear nothing like that. We can
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circumvent everyone but the Prohibitionist, Just so 
far as the Temperance reformer is a Prohibitionist, 
to that extent exactly do we esteem him formidable. 
And yet just to that extent is he disparaged by the 
purblind British public. We have humbugged that 
same public magnificently. Instead of accepting the 
guidance of the men who, regardless of all sacrifice, 
have made the destruction of our trade their one life 
aim and study, it has turned its back upon them, and 
accepted our lead. We whose whole interests are 
bound up in the continuance of the trade have been 
taken as safer gnides. We have taught the man in 
the street to hate Prohibition as the devil hates holy 
water. He can stomach anything but that. He never 
remembers that Prohibition stops the trade already, 
save at certain hours and places. It does not occur 
to him that Prohibition already prohibits himself and 
all but a small fraction of his neighbours from selling 
liquor. He does not realise that the Prohibition 
already existing is the most capricious and arbitrary 
thing in the world, in the exercise of which he has 
no say at all.”

" He thinks Prohibition means abolition,” interjected 
the older man.

“Exactly,’ exclaimed Thursby, “total and immedi
ate abolition ! We have possessed him with this idea 
to the exclusion of everything else. Now I have never 
met a teetotaler in recent years who ever proposed 
such a thing, or conceived it as practicable now. The 
men we fear are those who would arm themselves with 
a Bocal Option, and then, as popular opinion supports 
them, steal gradually from one locality to another, 
until they have stolen over all the land, and Prohibi
tion is complete. Every area secured for Prohibition 
would speedily become a powerful object lesson to less 
fortunate localities.”

Seriously, have you any fears that such will ever 
come to pass!”

It is inevitable, even apart from the Temperance
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movement. Public blindness cannot last for ever. The 
burden society bears for us daily becomes more in
tolerable. Responsibility will be traced to its true 
source. If the change conies from the gradual local 
choice, whereby the Prohibitionist hopes by degrees 
to extinguish the traffic altogether, our exodus from 
the community will be a correspondingly tame affair. 
If, however, the Prohibitionist never gets the weapon 
he hopes to wield against us, we shall go on extending 
our borders, bestriding and throttling Demos, until 
in one wild burst of wrath the poor blind, long- 
suffering animal destroys us for ever. ’

“ You speak altogether as if we have a bad case ! ”
“ Theoretically and argumentatively the teetotalers 

can beat us at every point. I will make them a present 
of the ethical department without a word, and whether 
in the medical, social, economical, or legislative 
field they have an irresistible armoury of weapons. 
Fortunately for us they don’t know how to use them to 
the full.”

“ What do you mean by that? ”
“ Why, instead of accumulating them they should 

have them all out—papers, pamphlets, and books by 
the million, till the whole country rings with their 
propaganda. The man in the street at present is un
touched by them. They do tackle the ‘ unco’ guid,’ 
and such as have no need of repentance, but very few 
outside their ranks. The Temperance bodies of the 
kingdom are little more than mutual admiration 
societies, and until they change their tactics we shall 
always hold our own. They never carried the American 
State of Maine till it was said they had ‘ sown it knee-
deep in pamphlets.’ Most men are little more than a 
reflex of their daily paper, and under existing cir
cumstances, and so long as four-fifths of the national 
journals—to put it mildly—are anti-teetotal, public 
opinion will protect us.”
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CHAPTER XLII.

bernal’s successors.

“ Mud chokes no eels.
Pigs grow fat where lambs would starve.”

—Old Sayings.

“ But orderly to end where I begun—
Our will, our fates do so contrary run,
That our devices still are overthrown.”

Outwardly things seemed to go remarkably well 
with Alderman Ellison after Bernal’s departure. The 
brewery business grew apace, and the firm basked in 
the sun of the most brilliant financial prosperity. 
Never was his power in Brancaster more absolute, and 
his dictatorship of the municipality more complete. 
Though he had so far resisted all invitations to enter 
Parliament, he was recognised politically as a much 
greater force than many of its members. In no small 
measure he set the tune to which an army of puppets 
danced. The Mayoralty—involving the discharge of 
some great ceremonial functions during the year of 
office in which Royalty would participate—and the 
attainment of a baronetcy on which he had set his 
heart, seemed securely within his grasp. The local 
world envied him beyond all men, but the breach 
with his only son had made a void in his life which, 
studiously as he strove to conceal it, never seemed to 
grow less. A great wound gaped in his heart still.

Mortified pride of conscience can generate the 
bitterest resentment, and, calling it to his aid, he 
addressed himself with all the adamantine resolution 
of his nature to filling the place that yawned so wide. 
He took up his step-son, Louis, thoroughly, and never 
doing things by halves, lavished upon him every bene
faction which would have been Bernal’s. He provided
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him with the amplest income, and with a house which 
was the wonder of Brancaster.

As she saw her child loaded with favours, and 
destined to a preferment beyond her wildest dreams, 
Mrs. Ellison’s joy was complete. The only discordant 
note was sounded by Arnold, who remarked to his 
brother more than once, “ I doubt whether he can carry 
so much corn.”

For a time all went merry as a marriage bell, but 
the mother’s gratification proved only short lived, and 
the old cynic’s knowledge of human nature was once 
more vindicated.

It is needless to prolong a story which is sadly too 
familiar. Louis always forced the pace. He joined 
the fastest set. Hard as they drank, he drank harder. 
The bad hours he kept both at home and business 
grew worse. The most unaccountable blunders in his 
department of the brewery, involving the firm in con
siderable loss, confirmed the suspicions which his 
breath, talk, and gait had raised. The inevitable 
domestic recriminations followed. Gertrude had little 
patience, and a separation ensued. Several stormy 
scenes occurred with the heads of the firm. Vows of 
amendment were succeeded by periods of reform, but 
invariably ended in relapse. Anyone who has gone 
through the heart-breaking story knows what it 
means.

David Ellison was strangely indulgent. He had 
determined that Louis should be Bernal’s successor, 
and strove his utmost to accomplish the purpose. 
Times without number had he described as incredible 
extravagance the assertion of Temperance votaries that 
every English family experienced in some member of 
some of its branches, the incidence of the national 
curse. He was wont to say, “ There has never been 
a drunkard in the Ellison family, and many another 
brewer’s circle can give the lie to such statements.”

How long he would have borne with Louis, and put 
him on his feet again and again, despite the fact that
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he was going down the hill at a constantly accelerating 
speed, it is perhaps hard to say, but for the occurrence 
of an event which peremptorily put an end to his 
leniency.

Gertrude sued for and obtained a divorce from her 
husband on the usual grounds. The case got into the 
papers. The Alderman was beside himself with rage. 
He was cut to the quick. That the spotless reputation 
of his family name should be identified with the 
besmirching stain of the Divorce Court was gall to his 
spirit. Mrs. Ellison pleaded hard for her son, and 
obtained for him the best terms she could. He was 
sent abroad on the understanding that he should 
receive a remittance monthly, so long as he never 
returned to his native land. He left England for the 
United States, less than three years after Bernal had 
gone to New Zealand. Gertrude speedily married 
again, and passes out of the story.

The Alderman’s experiment had failed, and, not
withstanding every effort to exclude them, painful 
comparisons between the step-son whom he had taken 
to his heart only to be foully disgraced, and the exiled 
son of his own flesh, would obtrude themselves upon 
his mind. Once more rigorously crushing every 
natural sentiment, he case about for another successor 
to the son whose place he sought to fill. That feeling 
which the poet says “ doth work like madness in the 
brain,” wholly possessed him. He knew only of one 
person at all available; that was the grandchild of his 
father’s only sister, Geoffrey.

Of nearly the same age as Bernal, he had served 
his articles and passed his examination as a solicitor, 
but now desired to pursue a commercial career. Of 
irreproachable reputation, and undoubted business 
capacity, he could claim the additional advantage of 
having won favour in the eyes of Arnold, who had 
always preferred him to Louis.

Installed in the place of the latter, his conduct was 
propriety itself. The legal training he had undergone
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simply invaluable. “ He’s a born brewer,” was the 
enthusiastic testimony of Mr. Griggs.

“ He’ll take neither to drink nor teetotalism,” said 
Arnold to his brother. “ He can play his cards with 
the best, and knows which side his bread is buttered 
on. Geoffrey could hold his own with the ‘ heathen 
Chinee ’; you’d have to get up early in the morning 
to take him in. He was too good to be wasted on the 
law. He is in his native element now. He will have 
his reward.”

All that Bernal and Louis had forfeited became 
Geoffrey’s. The brothers vied in conferring privileges 
upon him, and in prospect he already contemplated 
the reversion to a great business, and possibly of two 
large fortunes falling into his hands.

He made no false steps, but with unfailing circum
spection daily increased his influence in the family. 
Laura was herself the heiress to an income not by any 
means to be despised. Geoffrey began to pay her the 
most assiduous attentions. It was an easy thing to 
persuade himself that he had fallen in love with her. 
Her quiet, pensive beauty was of a type that never 
palled. Incapable of the slightest affectation, the 
engaging candour of her gentle, thoughtful manners 
made her peculiarly winsome in the eyes of the 
quondam lawyer and scheming young brewer, all the 
more perhaps because she was the embodiment of the 
very virtues most lacking in his own equipment. It 
would be hard to conceive of a character whose simple 
purity, transparent truthfulness, and patient, affec
tionate courtesy, seemed more likely to successful^ 
stand the stress of married life, than that of the 
loving, domesticated, and retiring Laura. The com
bination of her perfect womanliness and grave, gentle 
dignity, fitted her to adorn any station. Tall, 
handsome, cultured, and dowered with a plentitude of 
popular social gifts as he was, it was not to be 
wondered at that Geoffrey flattered himself that he
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would be as fortunate in love, as in all the other enter
prises he had undertaken.

So useful did Arnold find him, particularly in the 
discharge of confidential secretarial duties, that he 
was eventually invited to become a member of the 
brewer’s household. He used to the full the privileges 
which occasional residence in the same dwelling with 
Laura gave him. Possessed of a distinct musical 
talent, he made himself eminently acceptable to a girl 
passionately devoted to the melodious art. Singularly 
unconscious of her own charms, she met all his 
advances with a grateful kindness which he mis
construed as encouragement.

One exceptionally beautiful evening of the prolonged 
Indian summer which was the glory of that year, 
Arnold, quite contrary to his usual custom, stole out 
into the garden at a late hour, and ensconced himself 
in the rustic shelter at its far end. Lulled by the 
balmy sweetness of the air, into something suspiciously 
like a nap, he was roused by hearing voices in most 
animated converse close to him. Before he could make 
his presence known he had listened to words which 
'precluded the idea of his then interrupting what was 
taking place, even if he had not been most anxious to 
hear its issue.

“ Please don’t be offended, Geoffrey. Oh, I am so 
sorry, but I cannot listen to such things.” The tones 
were Laura’s.

“ But you must, dear. Your consent means every
thing to me. You are frightened just now, but I shall 
never cease pressing you until you give way.”

There was no mistaking Geoffrey’s firm, resonant 
voice.

“ Please don’t say another word. I am, I assure 
you, deeply sensible of the high compliment paid to 
one so unworthy, but it cannot be, it cannot be.”

“ I won’t take such an answer. You must have time 
to think the matter over. I am sure I am not mis
taken, and you are fond of me.”
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“ Yes, but not that way,” faltered Laura.
There was a touch, of offended pride in the ring of 

Geoffrey’s rejjiy.
“ You forget all the grounds you have given these 

last few months for my thinking------ ”
“ Oh, I never dreamed of such a thing, Geoffrey,” 

interrupted Laura, in the most evident distress. 
“ Please regard what you have said as if it had been 
unsaid. I do appreciate you most highly but------ ”

“ I will not take such an answer! ” exclaimed the 
young man. There was a tone of insistence in his 
wrords which savoured little of the delicacy of unselfish 
love, and he continued to press her, till Laura seemed 
to be pained beyond measure.

At last in most unmistakable mortification he said, 
“ I believe you have thrown yourself away on someone 
else, but I shall never cease my suit until you tell me 
yourself that your heart has been irrevocably given to 
another.”

Laura’s only response was a burst of tears, and the 
words, “ Then leave me in peace, for it has long been 
so.”

Arnold heard no more, for the couple moved away, 
but he had learnt all that he wanted to know, 
“ Phew! ” was his only exclamation, with a long, low 
whistle under his breath. He was at best a man of 
few words, and never wasted them upon himself.
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CHAPTER XLIII.

DEATH OF LOUIS.

“ A letter canna’ look and pray and beseech as the 
human voice can do to the human heart.”

Heart of Midlothian.

He who makes haste to be rich shall not be innocent.”

“ still there whispers, the still voice within, 
Heard thro gain's silence and o’er glory’s din, 
Whatever creed be taught or land be trod,
Man’s conscience is the oracle of God.”

One morning as Alderman Ellison came down to break
fast, he found upon a table a black-bordered envelope, 
bearing the American post-mark. It contained two 
enclosures, one for his wife, and the other for himself. 
The latter ran in these terms: —

“ Hear Father,—This letter is being dictated by me 
from my dying bed to the nurse in whose charge I 
am. My moments are numbered, and I know the 
shadows of death are fast closing round. In addition 
to what I have already written to mother, there are 
a few things I must say to you if I am to die in peace. 
When last I received the monthly remittance, my old 
weakness proved too much for me, as temptations are 
almost as strong and numerous in New York as 
in Brancaster. I went wrong absolutely, and now 
remember little more than that I lost consciousness in 
the great blizzard of which you will have heard. For 
many hours I lay in the snow, and in the cold and 
exposure contracted a chill which is killing me.

“ A young fellow of whom I shall have more to say 
found me in my drunken stupor, carried me here, and 
day and night has for long nursed me with unsparing- 
devotion. Many a time when little he thought I was
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conscious, have I heard his prayers at my bedside. If 
God has an angel on earth he is one. Suffice it to 
say, that desperately late as it is, the scales have 
dropped from my eyes, and in a penitence I cannot 
tell in words, I have laid the few fleeting remnants of 
my wasted life on the shrine of the All Merciful, and 
given my heart to the Purifier. In mother’s letter 
I have acknowledged my wickedness and implored 
forgiveness for all the sorrow I have brought upon 
her, and others, not forgetting yourself, who have 
treated me always as if I had been your own son. The 
name of the young fellow who has done more for me 
than all the gold of earth could repay, is Everard 
Lawson. He is the young Temperance Secretary whom 
we hounded out of Brancaster. I am told his troubles, 
telling upon inherited weakness, have thrown him into 
a consumption. He looks like a shadow, and has a 
cough awful to hear. Although he has never told me, 
I believe he is extremely poor, and having recently lost 
his only remaining relative is quite alone in the world. 
He does not know my real name. Do for him, I pray 
you, all you can. The last request of the dying, even 
of those who have sunk so low as myself, has a sacred
ness all its own. With my feet touching the cold 
stream, and death feeling for my heart-strings, in the 
last brief moments, ere I am summoned before the 
Great White Throne, I implore you to do justice to 
Bernal. Never had father a better son, or one who 
loved him more. Had I but followed his counsels, I 
should never have come to this. Once I took sides 
against him. God forgive me! In lonely and heart
breaking exile he now eats the bread of sorrow for 
such a fault as could I plead it mine, would be my 
proudest boast as I go before the Righteous Judge.

“ This letter is written from a New York Home for 
Inebriates. It is crowded with human wrecks, all 
stranded on the same black reefs with which men have 
studded the ocean of life. Without exception they 
have each enjoyed the advantages of education and
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social position. Who are the wreckers? Who is re
sponsible? This is the question which haunts me day 
and night, for I have not slept for long. You are a 
good, religious man, which I have never been; for 
me it was enough that you put me in ‘ the trade.’ 
Thousands esteem themselves safe in following your 
example. Trade denunciators are invariably challenged 
with the fact of your unblemished reputation and noble 
generosities. You have, doubtless, full and substantial 
reasons to vindicate your calling, but to me, lying with 
the last tide fast ebbing out, all the arguments I once 
judged so satisfactory and consoling seem so false and 
futile. They avail me not as the veil lifts, and the 
infinite littleness of earthly things is discovered. I see 
wider horizons now.

“ Oh! father! make sure at once that when the 
death dews creep over your forehead—which God avert 
for many years—when you lie like me, that the pleas 
whereby you justify ‘the trade’ which has tempted 
millions to their ruin, will not fail you, as mine do 
now, before the white radiance of Eternity. May God 
be your guide to the end!—Yours in all penitence and 
love,—Louis.”

The letter contained a short postcript by the nurse, 
asking certain necessary questions, and intimating that 
Louis had passed away shortly after the dictation of 
the letter, as to whose contents she had given a 
pledge of secrecy which should be scrupulously 
observed.

Alderman Ellison had instructions instantly cabled 
out to New York that Everard Lawson should be seen, 
and ample financial help tendered him. Eventually a 
report came back that he could not be found, as he 
had left New York directly after the death of Louis, 
and was believed to have returned to Europe.

The brewer hardly closed his eyes in sleep the night 
of the day on which he received the last dying message 
of his step-son. He had never entertained for Louis 
a tithe of the affection once lavished on Bernal, and
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the former had forfeited every conceivable claim to 
respect, but this appeal from the dying prodigal moved 
him strangely. In a high fever of unrest, his heart 
wildly beating, and his brows throbbing fiercely, he 
strove with a storm of conflicting emotions.

When morning broke he was not only unrefreshed, 
but exhausted to the last degree. Deep had called to 
deep in his nature, and the pent-up passions of his 
soul had warred together in such a strife as he had 
never known before. What had his son done but 
exchanged the earthly vision which men generally 
followed, for the heavenly?

Memories of Bernal’s childish days came surging 
back. Once he had heard him hotly contending with 
some other youngsters over the merits of their respec
tive parents. With flashing eyes and ringing voice he 
could again hear him shouting, “ My daddy is the best 
man in the world,” and through the long night a treble 
voice proclaimed in tones of passionate conviction, 
“ My daddy is the best man in the world.” There was 
no shutting out that proclamation. It rang in his 
ears with such ironic force that he thought he should 
go mad.

If only he could call to mind one angry word, one 
accent of reproach or condemnation, which had ever 
fallen from his son’s lips, the tension might have been 
relieved, but he searched his memory in vain. The 
whole struggle centred in Bernal, for Bernal repre
sented everything. It was as ever, “ Love against the 
world.” Love for the highest, the love of love, love 
for the weak and tempted—constituting the great 
dynamic motive of the movement which sought to 
destroy his trade—love for the falling and fallen, stood 
confronting a host of foes.

David Ellison never concealed from himself that if 
he brought his son back, his own day as a brewer was 
over. He could not carry on the trade under his son’s 
reproachful eyes. He could not do things half
heartedly. If he sent for his son the trade must go,
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and everything it meant to him. He must make the 
recantation of a lifetime, surrender the position he had 
fought for all his days, and bow his proud spirit in 
abject humiliation before a world of enemies. Accus
tomed to decide instantly, and with a swift resolution 
of choice which nothing could shake, he now seemed 
the sport of a tossing sea which flung him first one 
way and then the other. He experienced to the full the 
truth of Jean Paul Richter’s acute observation that 
“ time> which deadens hatred, secretly strengthens 
love.”

The probability is that the scale would have finally 
inclined in Bernal’s favour but for one matter which 
finally closed the brewer’s heart to all appeals. In a 
fierce resentment against the circumstances which had 
demanded the abandonment of all the dearly-cherished 
convictions of his whole existence, he had embarked 
in a vast Scotch distillery combination scheme, involv
ing along with all its prospects of dazzling fortune, a 
risk he would never have dreamed of facing but for 
the breach with Bernal. The restraint of the old 
prudential considerations which would first have safe
guarded Bernal’s fortune and rvelfare, had gone. 
Arnold, who was prudence incarnate, had been strongly 
opposed to his brother’s new venture, but David hail 
now gone too far to retrace. If he withdrew at that 
juncture the loss sustained, would be in all certainty 
of terrifying magnitude. lie never admitted to him
self that this was the deciding factor, but as men 
tempted by self-interest are ever apt to do, he deceived 
himself and said, “ Conscience can and shall justify 
me. Once again he hardened his heart against “ the 
Will that governs the universe.”

Alderman Craven having no domestic circle of his 
own, frequently spent his evenings in the hospitable 
home of David Ellison. Brancaster contained, indeed, 
no more hearty and gracious host than the popular 
brewer. Utterly dissimilar in nature, the two aldermen 
nevertheless had many things in common.

v
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When one evening shortly after the receipt of the 
last sad message of his dying step-son, David read to 
his friend that portion of it which related to Everard 
Lawson—for, of course, no one, not even his wife, ever 
saw the rest of it—his visitor betrayed the most over
mastering agitation. The brewer naturally attributed 
it all to sorrow for poor Louis, and his heart warmed 
to Craven as it had never done in the past at this 
display of sympathetic grief.

The latter in reality thought little of the dead step
son, but as he heard of the illness, loneliness, and 
poverty of the young Temperance Secretary, an icy 
hand seemed to grasp his vitals. Great stabs of remorse 
struck him till he reeled again. Once more the old 
vision of outraged and indignant justice, in the form 
of his long dead wife, confronted him with accusing 
look. Involuntarily the agonised plaint of Othello 
rushed to his lips: —
“ 0 ill-starred wench

Pale as thy smock ! When we shall meet at compt
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven,
And fiends shall snatch at it.”

Recovering himself with a supreme effort, he begged 
to be excused under a plea of illness, and staggered off 
home.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

ARNOLD ELLISON MAKES A NEW WILL.

The monk preached against stealing and had the 
goose in his larder. ”—Old Saying.

Some few months after the death of Louis, Arnold 
decided to sound his brother on the subject of the 
provision of a new will which he contemplated making. 
The hours immediately preceding that when the matter 
was raised exposed David Ellison to a number of 
intensely exasperating experiences. His morning’s 
newspaper contained some correspondence in which he 
had been handled most mercilessly by his political 
opponents. A sharp encounter at the justices’ meeting 
liad brought him under the lash of Tempest’s caustic 
tongue. When he reached the brewery his first task 
was one of the most disagreeable things that ever fell 
to his lot, and which he hated intensely. He had to 
discharge a clerk guilty of neglect of duty so gross as 
to be beyond all condonation.

As he told the man in question that his services 
would be no longer required, the employe, who in 
truth was a most unconscionable scamp, thought it a 
fine opportunity for retaliation.

“ You are treating me very badly,” he said, “ but 
not half so badly as you treated Mr. Bernal. lie had 
a conscience. I would sooner be starving like him in 
New Zealand than you with all your ill-gotten gains. 
All your ostentatious charities and sickly piety won’t
save------ ” He got no further, for the infuriated
brewer sent him reeling headlong down the stairs.

The moment afterwards David entered his brother’s 
room. Ignorant of all that had happened, Arnold 
immediately broached the topic with which his mind 
was full.

David, I am on the point of making a new will, 
and before doing so I thought you might wish to alter
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what you last said to me regarding Bernal and my 
promise------ ”

“ Not a syllable would I unsay,” hastily interrupted 
David, who was flaming with hardly suppressed wrath,
“ not a syllable. Until he abandons his wanton and 
presumptuous disobedience, I would rather you left 
your money to a home for lost dogs, or for a lunalic 
asylum, than to him ! ”

Almost the moment after uttering the words he 
would have given much to recall them, but his un- 
bendable pride forbade it.

“ Then we will say no more about it; I shall do as 
I promised,” said Arnold, in his quiet emotionless 
voice, and the matter dropped.

In days to come David was to mourn with many 
bitter unavailing regrets his hasty, passionate words.

Arnold that same evening took Geoffrey Ellison into 
his confidence, and explained that he was about to 
make a fresh testamentary disposition.

“ You might help me through this little job." he 
said, “ and save me a lawyer’s bill. It won’t be the 
first will you have made by many.”

Delighted beyond measure at this unmistakable 
mark of trust, Geoffrey eagerly offered his services. 
Pressed to offer suggestions, the quondam lawyer at 
first gently deprecated his having to perform such a 
delicate and invidious duty. The old brewer would, 
however, accept no denials, and point blank demanded 
detailed answers as to what his newly-appointed 
adviser would respectively do in regard to those who 
would naturally be remembered on a distribution of 
the estate.

After the recommendation of many small pecumaiy 
legacies to old servants and employes, and a few 
personal bequests to his brother and other near rela
tions, which the testator in the main approved, there 
came a very awkward pause.

“ What about Bernal? ” asked the brewer.
“ Oh, however richly he has deserved entire exclu-
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sion,” answered Geoffrey, “ I think you ought to leave 
him a legacy.”

Indeed ! said the testator, in his cold, dry tones, 
' and how much should be thrown away upon him? ”

I would suggest five hundred guineas,” said 
Geoffrey. “ It will serve to remind him of what he 
might have received had he acted differently. Nothing 
is lost in tempering justice with mercy. After all, 
however little he merits any recognition in your will 
through his flagrant disregard of your and his father’s 
wishes, he is your nephew, and people might misjudge 
your memory if you cut him off without a penny.”

“’Your suggestion does you credit,” remarked 
Arnold, “ and I endorse it. What about Laura? ”

“ Laura is, it seems to me, already sufficiently pro
vided for. If left with the control of another fortune 
she would probably give it all away. I think if you 
bequeathed to her your library, in which she so much 
delights, you would please her beyond everything.”

Lour discernment is unfailing. Thank you for the 
hint; please carry it out, said the brewer, adding, 
“ And how about the residuary legatee?”

Geoffrey modestly intimated that his capacity for 
suggestion was exhausted.

“ I admire your reticence,” observed Arnold; “ put 
your own name in, and let me have a draft as speedily 
as possible for approval.”

Geoffrey let no grass grow under his feet, and spared 
no midnight oil until the last will and testament of 
Arnold Ellison, brewer, had been duly executed in the 
presence of two witnesses, with all the formalities by 
law required.
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CHAPTER XLY.

ANNUAL MEETING OF TIIE BRANCASTER TEMPERANCE 

ASSOCIATION.

“ Report makes the wolf bigger than he is.
That which looks like a mountain may melt like a 

mist.”—Old Sayings.

Tiie annual meeting of the Brancaster Temperance 
Association the year after Louis died was held under 
circumstances more depressing than the members could 
ever remember. The outlook seemed black all round. 
No single gleam of light relieved the gloom of the dark 
clouds which encompassed them on every hand. For 
the time being there seemed to be no public spirit in 
Brancaster. Desperate indeed is the plight of any 
place in such a case.

When the purifying breezes of a healthy public 
sentiment cease to blow, all the unclean and mis
begotten creatures of darkness emerge from their 
obscurity. When the public conscience is deadened, 
and the best men lay down their arms in hopeless 
discouragement, an atmosphere is created in which 
all miasmatic odours and rank growths flourish 
exceedingly.

Brancaster slept under the great narcotic of moral 
feeling. It was narcotised by beer. Liquor was all 
dominant. Police, magistrates, watch committee, city 
council, and every representative institution lay somno
lent under the soporific drug. When an age arrives 
in which the liquor traffic is unknown, posterity will 
look back with incredulous amazement to the time 
when a so-called Christian community SO' much as 
tolerated it.

When the philosophic historian comes to sum up 
Humanity’s loss through the great destroyer, it is 
probable that he will find it has suffered most, not
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m the general economic waste, not in the physical and 
mental misery of the victims, not in the obvious 
glaring results of drunkenness which now bulk so 
largely in the public vision, but in the lowering of the 
whole moral tone of the community.

Wherever the trade is, there the moral thermometer 
falls. Ihe whole standard of duty affecting human 
relations is degraded. The disregard of others, the 
forgetfulness of the highest obligations, the express 
legitimisation of evil, all implied in this legalised 
method of making money, act and react upon society 
in ever widening circles. That vast object lesson 
which the State daily places before the eyes of every 
citizen, in endorsing the ubiquitous avocation of the 
drink-seller as a legitimate industry, has done its work 
all too well.

In the atmosphere generated by the public-house, 
man’s divinest instincts wither. The trade lays its 
paralysing hand on his finest impulses, in whose 
development, indeed, lies the ascent from the brute. 
No man can ever gauge the vast volume of evil 
unconsciously justified by the example of the drink- 
seller. It is impossible to realise all the potentialities 
for good atrophied by the very presence of the evil 
breathing thing. But for it, what multitudes of men 
would have been touched to finer issues! Clear-sighted 
observers recognised that the mere existence of slavery 
in the United States—presenting so many analogies 
kindred to those of our own liquor traffic—produced 
far-reaching evils, infinitely transcending in the range 
of their mischief the atrocities of which alone public 
opinion took note.

The Report laid before the Temperance workers of 
Brancaster was painted in colours of the most sombre 
hue. Every speech upon it was a jeremiad. The 
spirits of the gathering seemed to have sunk to the 
lowest ebb when Alderman Goldsworthy, who had just 
arrived, rose to speak.

The mere presence of some men is an inspiration.
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The Alderman was one of them. He carried with him 
an atmosphere of serene confidence in which fear and 
faithlessness simply could not live. Grieving often, he 
never fretted, and in a quiet confidence which was 
never ruffled found unfailing strength. The very 
sight of him made every countenance brighten. The 
accumulated clouds began to disperse. Everyone knew 
that, all bathed in heavenly optimism as the man 
was, his words would be words of cheer.

He laughingly reminded them at the outset of the 
old Methodist sister who, in a class meeting where 
every speaker had walked in the valley and bemoaned 
the evil and degenerative days' on which the Church 
had fallen, until the last speaker had declared that 
Ichabod was written on everything, rose and said she 
thanked God that “ Higginbotham ” wasn’t written on 
her heart.

They were much stronger than they thought, he 
told them. Let them examine the grounds of their 
dismay, and half their fears would vanish. The 
things with which Temperance men allowed their 
enemies to depress them, were little more than bogies. 
At the very worst there were only a million persons 
beneficially interested in the trade, as against thirty- 
nine millions. The effect of the conversion of brewing 
concerns into limited liability companies had been 
grossly exaggerated. The bulk of the shares were held 
in very few hands. Not more than one man in a 
hundred held a share in a joint stock company of any 
sort whatever. Over eighty per cent, of the entire 
wealth of our country was held by one and a half per 
cent, of the population. In the last twenty years the 
number of licensed brewers had decreased seventy-five 
per cent. The public-house system once derived its 
main support from an army of men who all over the 
land had invested their fortunes in their houses, and 
constituted the very back-bone of the trade. Ninety- 
five per cent, of them had disappeared, and the free 
house would soon be as dead as Queen Anne. The vast
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mass of tied-house managers who had replaced a once 
formidable host, had no interest whatsoever in the 
houses out of which they were frequently cast without 
the least compunction. Their feelings alike towards 
the brewers who had ill-used and ill-paid them, and 
their trade, were the very reverse of grateful.

It was said sometimes that “ the trade ” rested 
securely in the shadow of a great Church. True, the 
great majority of the Anglican clergy were in political 
alliance with “ the trade,” but it was an alliance 
extremely odious and abhorent to them. Some of the 
most honoured warriors in the Temperance cause had 
climbed to the highest positions in the Establishment, 
and the younger clergy were in largely increasing 
numbers accepting their views. When the Church 
realised, as it speedily would, that an institution 
seeking its defence behind an entrenchment of beer 
barrels had chosen about the most delusive and rotten 
protection it could have selected, the unnatural alliance 
would be inevitably dissolved. The Conservative 
party might for the time being be against them, but 
there was nothing more opposed to the inherent 
principles of Conservatism than the liquor traffic. A 
poverty-stricken and drunken democracy was the 
greatest of all menaces to the preservation of existing 
institutions. In other countries, generally speaking, 
the Conservative and Temperance parties were one. 
The best men in the Tory camp inwardly chafed 
against a servitude to the liquor interest which galled 
them extremely. Official Liberalism, obviously, wras 
not so far advanced as they wished, but the Free 
Churches, who were the very life and soul of the 
progressive party, were absolutely with them. They 
had behind them such an intensity of moral enthusiasm 
as no other political movement could boast. They 
were fast getting hold of the young, and out of a 
population of 40 millions, 14 millions were children. 
The addition to the electoral rolls within the next ten 
years of the abstainers trained in their Bands of Hope
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would throw into the political scale an absolutely 
irresistible weight which would make them absolute 
masters of the situation. In half-a-century the total 
abstinence army had grown from a few hundred 
thousand to eight millions. When the Queen ascended 
the throne there was in the United Kingdom one 
abstainer to every 145 of the population. Now there 
was one abstainer to every five of the population. To 
adopt the language of Mazzini, he believed that every 
institution such as the liquor traffic, which could not 
justify its existence as being consistent with the divine 
purpose, was doomed.

“ The castle of men’s sorrows,—a tower of iniquity, 
it must fall.”

Locally their sky might be dark, but he believed it 
was the darkest hour before the dawn. He concluded 
a long speech, instinct with the hopefulness of un
faltering faith, by the quotation of the lines: —

“ The years are slow; the shadow tarrieth long,
And far the end may be,

But one by one the friends of ancient wrong 
Go out and leave us free.”
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CHAPTER XLVI.

TEMPEST MAKES A DISCOVERY.

“ What is rotten will rend.”—Old Saying.

“ We neither know nor judge ourselves—others may 
judge but cannot know us. God alone judges and 
knows too.”—Wilkie Collins.

The Alderman was right, they had reached the darkest 
hour before the dawn, and that dawn burst upon them 
with bewildering suddenness. Brancaster had its fill 
of sensations, for they came treading on the heels of 
each other in swiftest succession. The first occurred 
in regard to the ensuing Brancaster County Divisional 
Annual Licensing Meeting.

For years past the brewers had cast envious eyes 
over a newly-formed district, lying close to the city 
on its southern side, and known as “ The Demesne,” 
or, as the public styled it, “ The Domain.” Once the 
site of one of England’s lordliest parks, through whose 
sequestered glades herds of deer were wont to roam, 
it had gradually been cut up into building plots. 
The design of those who arranged for its development 
carefully provided for the entire exclusion of any 
licensed premises. On the strength of this, hundreds 
of men of modest means, desiring above all things to 
escape the degenerating associations of the trade, from 
which they had suffered so direly in Brancaster and 
elsewhere, had invested their savings in acquiring the 
freehold of the small but tastily-built and comfortable 
dwellings with which the estate was gradually covered. 
The character and prosperity of the locality may be 
gathered from the fact that it was not seldom called 
“ Piano-town,” the general impression being that every 
householder in the area could afford his own piano
forte.
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Year after year had the freeholders defeated every 
attempt of the liquor lords to establish a lodgment 
anywhere in the Demesne. More than once had they 
been saved by a single vote in the desperate contests 
before the county bench. The whole country-side had 
followed each struggle with the most intense solicitude. 
Here at any rate the Temperance flag had always been 
kept flying. The brewers had vowed it should be 
lowered, whatever the cost. This year the fate which 
had overtaken every other district contiguous to 
Brancaster, threatened to overtake the Demesne 
dwellers.

In one close struggle after another the hopes of 
those who sought to protect their homes had centred 
in Gerald Stringfellow, a county justice whose high 
reputation and unrivalled experience gave him 
immense influence with his colleagues.

A few days before the Brewster Sessions opened, the 
applicant for the new licence which was to make the 
first breach in the Temperance ramparts openly 
boasted that his success was this time assured beyond 
doubt. Something like consternation spread through 
the ranks of those who had fought so strenuously 
against the liquor invasion.

All through the year Stringfellow’s course on the 
bench had been very uncertain, and it was now whis
pered that he had gone over bag and baggage to the 
enemy. To Stringfellow’s defection there was one 
offset. This year Tempest, as Chairman of a District 
Council, was ex officio a county magistrate, and 
though possessing none of Stringfellow’s influence 
with his colleagues, still his vote counted.

A few nights before the day to whose decision the 
whole neighbourhood was looking forward, Tempest, 
who took his glass of beer occasionally, called in on 
his way home at a little roadside “ public ” on the 
very border of the Demesne estate, known as “ Brass- 
ington’s.” As he passed into the tiny snug, he 
observed standing at the bar a coachman named Green,

-
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whom lie knew to be in the service of the brewer who 
was trying to establish a foothold in the Demesne. 
After a while he heard another man call and demand 
“ A mite o’ gin, please! ” The newcomer at once 
opened a conversation with Green, and Tempest caught 
at intervals scraps of their talk.

“ ’Ow are yer blowin’ Tummas! ”
“ Oh, I’m still sittin’ up, thank ye.”
“ I’ve a noddle cracker for yer, as I’ve just ’eard.”
“ Fire it off.”
“ Well, now, if yer old friend th’ Devil lost ’is tail 

where ’ud ’e come to for to get a fresh ’uni ”
“ I’ll give it up at wance.”
“Why ’e’d come to old Brassington ’ere; ’e’s a 

retailer of bad spirits.”
Hardly had the hilarious laughter subsided which 

this attempt at wit evoked, when the newcomer said: —
“ Is yer boss goin’ to get ’is licence this year? ’E 

don’t seem ’arf as smart as Thursby an’ Ellison; they 
get all they try for.”

“ Oh, but ’e’s a wily cove is th’ guv’nor,” said 
Green. “ 'E ’ad old Stringfellow, th’ county beak, to 
’is ’ouse last neet. I know, for I druv ’im ’ome, an’ 
very late it wur. You bet they fixed up summat be
tween ’em.”

Tempest heard no more, and the conversation might 
never have occurred to him again but for a curious 
subsequent coincidence which struck him very forcibly.

Although Gerald Stringfellow was reputed to’ be a 
very wealthy man, and was the trustee of many estates 
besides Laura’s, Tempest, as one of the directors of 
a local building society to which a number of String- 
fellow’s properties were mortgaged, found that great 
difficulty was experienced in getting the repayments 
they desired. On the morrow another large payment 
which had been peremptorily demanded by the Society 
was due, and Tempest was one of the directors who 
attended to receive Stringfellow’s money. It was 
punctually paid, and Tempest, more by accident than
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design, retained the paper on which had been jotted 
down the numbers of the bank-notes in which payment 
was made.

Two days afterwards, as he wras climbing the stairs 
of the magistrates’ entrance to the county police court, 
lie picked up a pocket-book someone had dropped. 
Desiring to discover its owner he opened it. A paper 
iiuttered out bearing in regular sequence the numbers 
of certain fifty-pound bank-notes, headed by the words, 
“ Paid by J. L. to G. S.”

In a flash he remembered that “ J. L.” stood for 
” James Lingard,” the name of the brewer seeking the 
licence on the Demesne estate, who was also a county 
J.P. “ G. S.” stood for “ Gerald Stringfellow.”

It was the work of a moment only to compare the 
paper he had just discovered, with the one in his 
pocket. All the bank-notes enumerated on the former 
corresponded with the first new notes to the value of 
£500 on the latter.

Opening the pocket-book further he found written 
therein the owner’s name, “James Lingard,” in full, 
and a few minutes afterwards restored it to its proper 
proprietor, who received it with many effusive thanks. 
A shade of annoyance, however, crossed his face that 
he should be under an obligation to Tempest, of all 
people.

The latter was not slow in putting two and two 
together. Stringfellow had recently been pressed for 
money. He had suddenly, without any apparent 
rhyme or reason, been captured by “ the trade.” He 
had been late at night to Lingard’s house, and that 
too on the eve of the application for the new licence, 
whose grant, undoubtedly worth many thousands of 
pounds, probably hung upon Stringfellow’s influence 
and vote. Lingard’s Brewery Company were not 
generally credited with any embarrassing superfluity 
of scrupulousness in trade manoeuvres, and Tempest 
entertained no doubt that Stringfellow’s support had 
been secured either by a gift or a loan. The trans-
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ing at this juncture, was highly improper, and he who 
had made this timely discovery determined to turn 
it to the fullest account.

The next day but one, the county licensing bench 
heard the application in respect of the Demesne estate. 
Popular excitement ran high, and though the Temper
ance party were extremely despondent, they fought 
every point to the last. Crowds of protesting witnesses, 
with touching intensity of earnestness, pleaded for the 
protection of their homes, but Lingard, counting the 
magistrates who had assembled, already rejoiced in 
certain victory. It would, he knew, be a near thing, 
but a majority of one would serve as well as that of a 
hundred. When the justices had retired, and the 
moment for voting had come, Tempest was sitting a 
little way off the others, next to Stringfellow, who had 
already expressed his opinion that the licence should 
be granted.

" You, of course, will not vote? ” said Tempest, 
addressing his neighbour in a voice everyone could 
hear.

” Certainly I shall. What on earth do you mean?” 
was the indignant reply.

“ I shall object,” exclaimed Tempest.
“And who will care what you do?” was the angry 

response. “Why should I not vote? You are for
getting yourself.”

The indignation in the speaker’s tones rang falsely 
in Tempest’s ears, and if no one else did, he at any 
rate detected in his seemingly furious glance, a tremor 
of sudden apprehension.

“ I will tell you why you should not vote,” cried 
Tempest, in a voice which filled the room; “ because 
you are in the pay of the brewers.”

At this amazing charge levelled at the oldest and 
most respected magistrate in the room, and by such 
an assailant, too, the other justices rose to their feet 
in a body, and a scene of the noisiest confusion ensued.
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Unheard of the others, Tempest managed to whisper 
in String-fellow’s ear, “ You had better cave in. I 
found Lingard’s pocket-book the other day. I shall 
expose you if you vote.”

A ghastly paleness overspread the old man’s face. 
His jaw fell, and for a brief space he looked like one 
of the lost. The general impression, however, was 
that the suddenness of this foul and baseless attack 
had made him ill. Recovering himself, he raised his 
hand for silence. After a painful pause, he said, with 
a not unimpressive bearing, “ I think you will all 
agree, in view of the grave charge made against me, 
that the only dignified course is for me to retire with
out voting. Your honour as well as mine is involved, 
and must be cleared. When we meet again at ten 
to-morrow I shall deal with the matter, and in the 
meantime, as befits gentlemen and colleagues, we will 
keep everything to ourselves.” He then left the room 
and the Court.

A long and acrimonious discussion ensued. The 
party for the licence were short of one vote, and many 
high words were exchanged. Tempest was savagely 
attacked. Even those who were prepared to vote with 
him could not credit that there could be any truth in 
the seemingly preposterous and unprecedented accusa
tion which he had just made. Tempest obstinately 
refused to say another word about his charge until the 
morrow, and eventually it was agreed by them all that 
for the sake of their common honour not a wrord should 
be breathed outside their own circle as to what had 
passed.

The big audience which crowded the Court palpi
tated with exciting expectancy. What could all this 
abnormal delay mean? The wildest speculations were 
rife. The perspiration rolled off Lingard’s brow, as 
he concluded something must have gone wrong.

The magistrates were on the point of returning to 
the bench, when the steward of the court knocked at 
the door of their room for admission. In an awe-
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stricken voice he informed them that Mr. Stringfellow, 
directly after reaching his office, which was close to 
the court, had shot himself, and was dead.

A groan of horror went up. In a second everyone 
realised that Tempest’s charge had been only too well- 
founded. He rose to his feet,

“ My brother magistrates,” he said, speaking with 
deep emotion, “ no one regrets this tragedy more than 
I do. If I did wrong in doing what I honestly deemed 
right, may God forgive me! Let us protect our dead 
brother’s memory. For his sake, his family’s sake, 
and our own sake, let us never breathe a syllable of 
aught of to-day s proceedings, known as they are to us 
alone, which might reflect on his memory.”

Agreed, sprang to every lip, and the agreement 
then made was kept inviolate.

The magistrates, returning to the bench, never so 
much as mentioned their colleague’s death. When the 
crowd heard that the Temperance flag was still to fly 
above the Demesne, they sent up such a shout of joyous 
relief as no licensing court had heard before.

I’ll make Stringfellow smart for this betrayal,” 
hissed Lingard, between his teeth, but just prior to 
his reaching his brewery the evening paper told him 
that the betrayer had gone before a more merciful 
Judge.

w



CHAPTER XLVII.

BERNAL ALSO MAKES A DISCOVERY.

“ They love but little who can tell how much they love.”
—Old Saying.

Some six weeks after the suicide of Gerald String- 
fellow, Bernal heard from one of his Brancaster 
friends of the magistrate’s death, his informant telling 
him at the same time that the justice’s estate had been 
found to be hopelessly insolvent, and that not one 
penny of Laura’s fortune remained.

This last announcement proved the most self- 
revealing experience of Bernal’s life. Adversity is 
true love’s touchstone. Let those we love fall into 
deep misfortune, and in a flash the rush of natural 
emotion, breaking down every barrier, tells us what 
they are to us. The flood of passionate desire to 
console, comfort and help the poor girl, which swept 
over him was, he instantly recognised, quite different 
in kind from the deepest brotherliness or the warmest 
friendship. He knew now that she was all the world 
to him, nay more, he felt she long had been. Not 
even forgetting the short interval when he lay under 
the bewitching spell of Gertrude’s radiant beauty, 
could he remember the time when her approval did 
not mean more to' him than that of any other living 
thing. Her standard had been his, and she his ideal 
of perfect womanliness. How blind he had been ! What 
years of felicity he had missed. And she loved him ! 
He never doubted this. He could stake his life on it. 
His queen was the most modest girl in the world, but 
to the clear vision of love’s newly-awakened conscious
ness, a thousand forgotten tones, and numberless little 
touches of tenderness, all hitherto unregarded, now 
carried but one unmistakable interpretation.

He gave himself no rest, for he could not take any,
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until he had embodied in writing and despatched to 
Laura some expression of the ecstasy which filled his 
heart. True, as all such attempts are wont to do, it 
left the writer convinced of the utter futility of words 
as a medium for love’s outpourings.

It is easy to say, he w7rote, “ I love you, have long 
loved you, loved you when I never realised it. The 
news of the loss of your money, however great a 
misfortune to you, has dowered me with a conscious
ness of love treasured far beyond all the fortunes that 
ever satiated miser’s heart, but. how can I tell you in 
words what love is? What can I do but quote from mv 
heart’s depth the sentence, ‘ Life with you, though it 
had nothing else beyond the satisfaction of the barest 
need, would be blessed, and life without you, though it 
had all beside, would be darkened.’ I would rather 
live one day with you than endless days with all other 
women. Every waking moment my heart is with you, 
and my whole being clamours for your sweet self with 
an intensity nothing can quell.

“ £ The only difference of the love in heaven 
From love on earth below,

Is here we love and know not how to tell it,
And there we all shall know.’

“ I have very little to offer. Until I abandon con
victions I hold dearer than life, I can expect nothing 
from father or uncle, but here I can see my way clear 
to a modest competence, which it would be my greatest 
earthly delight to be permitted to share with you. My 
mother’s uncle has a son whose lungs have gone sadly 
wrong. The doctors say he should be taken by easy 
stages to the High Alps of Switzerland. I promised to 
do this, and to see him safely settled there. Our plans, 
which will enable me (in connection with the under
taking I have begun here) to do profitable business 
while carrying them out, contemplate crossing the 
Pacific to ’Frisco, and then by short journeys travers-
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ing the American continent. We shall thus avoid the 
exhausting heat of the Red Sea passage, and give 
the patient the benefit of a brief visit to the 
most famous consumptive resorts of California and 
Colorado. We shall steam from New York to 
Marseilles, and the first day that I can leave my 
charge safely in Switzerland will witness my departure 
to join you, until which I shall count the hours. It 
may be that I am living in a fool’s paradise. It may 
be that I am guilty of presumptuous folly in deeming 
that I can have for the asking the dearest and sweetest 
girl in the world, but I shall cherish that belief until 
I know it to be unfounded. One word cabled to me 
at ’Frisco at the address given below, will make me the 
happiest man alive, and until I get it I shall know no 
peace.”

A little more than a month later, five minutes after 
his feet had touched the quay to which the Golden 
Gate gives approach Bernal was dancing about with 
almost delirious transports of joy, for he held in his 
hands a cable message. It contained only two words, 
“ Yes, dearest,” but he wanted no more. With a 
quaint old divine, Bernal might now have said, “ Over 
the Bridge of Sighs we pass to the Palace of Peace.”
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CHAPTER XLVIII.

BERNAL S EXPERIENCE OF PROHIBITION ABROAD.

The proof of the pudding is in the eating.
Better keep the devil at the door than turn him out 

of the house.”

From his earliest years Bernal had been imbued with 
such an intense prejudice against that legislative Pro
hibition of the liquor traffic which the great mass of 
Temperance reformers own to be their ultimate aim, 
that despite the invincible repugnance for that traffic 
which the most intimate experience of its inner work
ings had bred in him, it was only with reluctance 
that he found himself absolutely compelled to adopt 
the programme of his old opponents.

In the whole of Australasia, for he had from New 
Zealand visited Tasmania and all the Australian 
colonies m turn, he found that drink everywhere 
exercised precisely the same blighting effects alike 
upon seller and buyer in the sunny southern clime, as 
in the damp and foggy homeland. If men drank at 
all, large numbers of them inevitably drank to their 
own deep injury. In politics and every other sphere, 
drink and corruption walked ever the same inseparable 
twins. Nearly every licensing experiment tried or 
advocated at home, had, he found, been adopted at 
some time or place with the same disastrous results. 
For instance, at the first colony reached, he found the 
licensed houses of immense extent, and containing a 
large number of rooms which were quite unused. It 
was an attempt to justify the strange theory that the 
sale of drink in small and low-grade houses was mis
chievous, but conducted in big hotels was comparatively 
innocuous. To gain a licence, the members of the 
trade were quite willing to build the buildings on as 
gigantic scale as their legislators required. Everyone
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laughed at the issue. Somehow or other, drink, whether 
sold in a palace or a dog-kennel, produced con
sequences whose features were precisely identical.

Everywhere and always the nearer one got to Pro
hibition the greater was the success attained. As in 
the old country so here the Prohibitionists did all the 
Temperance work worth mentioning, and bore all the 
abuse. The one object of “ the trade ” was to discredit 
their principles, and either to prevent their application 
altogether, or by ingenious legislative devices render it 
nugatory. Where, as in many places, the people had 
the right to veto new licences, he found that on the 
whole they used it relentlessly against any increase, 
with conspicuous advantage all round. He dwelt some 
time in the Clutlia district of New Zealand, and found 
an absolutely complete Prohibition by popular Veto, 
accompanied by all the success which could be desired. 
Local finances had improved, business had increased, 
wretched homes had been transformed into comfortable 
ones, and, best of all, the young were growing up sober, 
since the temptations of the open bar had been re
moved. One of his pleasantest jaunts was through the 
vast King Country of the Maoris, where the exclusion 
of the drink temptations was universally recognised 
as an unmixed blessing.

His American experiences absolutely dispelled any 
lingering aversion for prohibitory legislation, and left 
him indeed its most enthusiastic advocate. On 
reaching California he resolved to dismiss from his 
mind all pre-conceived notions, and form a conclusion 
purely upon what he himself could find and verify.

Arriving at San Francisco he was told that lie had 
reached a non-Prohibition State. From one beautiful 
centre to another he wandered in amazement at their 
freedom from the usual accompaniments of drink till 
he concluded his tour at Riverside, the biggest city 
of South California. Here lie found in this smiling 
Paradise that the wealth per capita of the citizens was 
greater than in any other city of the United States.
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^ hen he discovered that Riverside and all the other 
resorts whose condition had so excited his admiring- 
wonder, had voted out the saloons from their midst, 
he could not fail to recognise a signal testimony to 
the success of local Prohibition. In the first State he 
had entered—non-Prohibition, as they called it—no 
less than 175 towns were in the enjoyment of Local 
Option.

The next State in which he halted was that of 
Colorado, the mountainous. Here in another non- 
Prohibition State, he found not only fifty towns and 
cities possessing Local Option, but also immense dis
tricts from which all saloons were barred by local 
ordinance or the action of the landowners, and no 
one but would-be drink-sellers seemed in the least dis
satisfied. Colorado Springs, so largely peopled by 
English residents, presented, in its freedom from the 
grip of the liquor-seller, a striking contrast to its 
drink-ridden and squalid looking neighbour, Colorado 
City.

In Kansas he struck his first Prohibition State, and 
found a remarkable absence of those features, arising 
from the peculiar geographical position of Maine, and 
which in that State, he understood, had marred the 
complete success of State Prohibition there. Of Pro
hibition in Maine he had heard enough and to spare, 
but why had all the enemies of Prohibition so largely 
left the great central State of Kansas alone? Here, 
in the very heart and centre of the Continent, open to 
all eyes, was a magnificent proof that Prohibition 
means peace, comfort, and abounding prosperity. If 
only, he sometimes thought, that beautiful city of 
Topeka could be transplanted to the centre of England 
as an object lesson of what could be done without the 
drink, why, surely the critics would be put to shame. 
Here, in the very capital of the State itself, a popula
tion of over 30,000 gave the lie to the oft-made asser
tion that Prohibition could only succeed in country 
districts or in small places.
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In Topeka, as elsewhere, he tried to see if liquor 
could be got. It could, particularly if the seeker was 
believed to be a thirsty travelling Britisher, but only 
by dint of secrecy, running risks, and subjecting one
self to indignities to which no self-respecting man 
would submit.

It could be obtained if men were prepared to lie 
and sneak about like felons. The drink-seller was 
himself a felon in the eye of the lawT, and the 
legislature, in formally branding him as such, had 
destroyed that assumed respectability which ordinarily 
constitutes his greatest protection. The trade, no 
longer respectable, ceases to be formidable. Here the 
man who would tempt his fellows to their injury was 
under the ban of the State.

A people daily living subject to such a law, found it 
a great educational agency, and their whole concep
tion of matters bearing on the liquor traffic wras 
altered. Bernal needed no piles of figures, though 
they were at hand in abundance, to satisfy him of the 
benediction which Prohibition had breathed over 
Kansas. There were places, no doubt, where the law 
wTas violated with more or less impunity, but the broad 
average of law observance put to shame anything he 
could find in the States under licence.

He travelled sometime with a young minister of 
religion, who had laboured for four years in two 
different counties of the State, and who avowed that he 
had never in his life so much as seen an intoxicated 
person. The children in the State schools he visited, 
when asked whether they had ever seen a drunken man, 
all with uplifted hands declared they never had seen 
the degrading sight.

In the face of such evidence as this, what if a few 
saloon-keepers here and there dared all the terrors of 
the law, and created local disturbance and disrepute ! 
What if a coterie of confirmed old drinkers still got 
some liquor! The general results were magnificent. 
The great mass of the people were free from tempta-
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tion. There was nothing to induce or stimulate the 
drink habit. A new generation was growing up who 
might be safely trusted ere long to deal with the last 
surviving remnants of the old dark days.

Bernal had only time to visit a few other States. 
He was amazed beyond measure at the extent to which 
they were under Local Option. The whole of several 
States save a few cities were under it, as for instance 
all Iowa except 25 cities. Illinois had 650 towns and 
cities under it, Michigan 400, New York 700, Ohio 500, 
and Pennsylvania 600 towns and cities and 20 counties. 
Out of the 46 United States of America, 37 had Local 
Veto in some form or another, live were Prohibition 
States, and only a few had nothing of the kind. Even 
if State Prohibition was the failure its opponents 
asserted, of which he found no proof, here in these 
commanding States of the Union, Prohibition on the 
instalment plan, commending itself to popular accept
ance by its results, was everywhere creeping over the 
land. Fully thirty million of people were living under 
the Stars and Stripes under Prohibition either by 
State law or by Local Option. Here were the dreams 
and programme of the English Prohibitionist in actual 
realisation. More than a third of the entire population 
of the Republic was under Prohibition in some form.

If Prohibition was sometimes enforced but badly, 
licence law was a dead letter, violated all round with 
impunity, paralysing the efforts of the police, blinding 
the community to the evils flowing from the liquor 
traffic, and breeding a vast class of people with no 
respect whatever for law or order.

Bernal himself in his early days had often argued 
that prohibitory laws would result in casting liquor
selling into the hands of a lower class. He failed to 
find in any Prohibition State a class lower than the 
licensed drink-sellers of America. Nowhere could 
anyone discover in any Prohibition State more 
illiterate, unscrupulous, brutal and drunken men. 
Why, the licensed drink-sellers even included in their
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ranks no small proportion of ex-convicts. In the two 
greatest centres of population in the States, New York 
and Chicago, he found a licence system breeding such 
civic corruption and general villainy that all decent 
Americans were ashamed of even referring to its 
infamy-reeking records.

Low as was the depth to which that great drink 
organisation, known by the execrated name of 
“ Tammany,” had dragged the great municipality on 
the banks of the Hudson, the drink-sellers of Chicago 
had dragged the gigantic metropolis of Illinois lower 
still.

In the country’s capital itself, the lovely and historic 
city on the banks of the Potomac, crowded with 
officials, and boasting the best Government in the whole 
Union, he found a striking lesson for those who fondly 
imagine that the enforcement of liquor laws in licence 
States can for a moment be compared with that which 
prevails in Prohibition States, save to the infinite 
advantage of the latter.

In Washington unlicensed “ dives ” and “ blind 
pigs ” abounded everywhere. There were at the time 
of Bernal’s visit, according to the reports of the Excise 
Commissioners and of the Collectors for Inland 
Revenue, 466 persons selling liquor in the nation’s 
capital without a licence. Amongst these “ boot
leggers ” were the caterer of the Congressional Library 
and of the National Museum, beside two “ blind pigs ” 
in the basement of the Capitol building. Outside of 
these unlicensed “ dives,” most of the “ blind pigs ” 
were located in ten blocks in the heart of the city, 
turned over almost absolutely to vice and crime. A 
recent census of this district had shown therein 109 
houses of ill-fame, all selling liquor without a licence. 
In the ten blocks there were 50 licensed saloons, 
making all told 159 places in those blocks where liquor 
was on sale.

This foul district was in the very centre of Washing
ton. It wras within a stone’s throw of the United
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House. President McKinley could sit at his bed-room 
window and look over the whole territory. This 
district was in the very shadow of the Washington 
Monument, and facing Pennsylvania Avenue, the finest 
thoroughfare in America.

These facts furnished Bernal with not onty a strik
ing exemplification of the generally lax administration 
of American law, even in the very centre of the place 
of National Legislature, and under the shadow of the 
Supreme Court itself, but of the fact that the worst 
examples of liquor law defiance ever discovered in any 
Prohibition State are utterly dwarfed by what can be 
found in non-Prohibition States. For every infraction 
so assiduously magnified of the Prohibition laws, one 
hundred times as many violations of the licence laws 
were at hand. “ Joints,” and “ sly grog-selling,” to use 
American phrases, far from being indigenous to Pro
hibition areas, appear in much greater profusion in 
licence territories.

In the United States, as in every other part of the 
world, lie found the liquor-sellers strong and content 
under licence, but prepared to fight to the last gasp 
against Prohibition by popular vote. To keep that at 
bay, the liquor-makers would raise millions of dollars, 
and combine all their resources. They know best who 
have to wear the shoe where it pinches. The liquor- 
makers recognise under which system they sell most 
liquor. Bernal wished that the men at home who 
write books against Prohibition for the great “ trade 
constituency which eagerly welcomes and buys them, 
would only attempt to explain this, the most unanswer
able testimony of the liquor-makers themselves, to the 
success of Prohibition. To him it seemed worth more 
than mountains of statistics in establishing that more 
liquor was sold under Prohibition than under licence. 
Everywhere and always he found the truth could be 
accurately summed up in the declaration, “ Prohibi
tion at its worst is better than licence at its best.
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Bernal left America with no shadow of doubt in his 
mind that the Anti-Saloon League had hit the exact 
truth in their motto, “ The only solution of the saloon 
problem is no saloon.”

Intensely patriotic, passionately attached to Eng
land, and a true son of her soil, the brewer’s son had 
often pictured his own nation retaining her place as 
leader in the vanguard of the world. After what he 
had seen in the States he could no longer dream the 
old dreams of his country’s future.

A sober England might challenge the Universe. A 
drunken England was beaten already. The liquor 
ti affic handicapped her out of the race. Her supre
macy hangs upon her workmen. Can anyone say that 
the average of superiority has not passed or is not 
every day passing in increasing proportion across the 
Atlantic? " Westward the course of empire wends its 
way. Because he is sober the American workman is 
superior in education, intelligence, and capacity. And 
why is he sober ? Because for a generation, while 
English Statesmen in cowardly fear of its power have 
let “ the trade ” continually increase its hold of the 
country, the American Prohibitionists have not only 
carried entire Prohibition in some of their States, but 
by the agency of Local Option have stolen over nearly 
all the land.

Just as their national consumption of liquor has 
gone swiftly down, so has ours gone up. The wages of 
the working-men in the United States are quite double 
those of the working-men of the United Kingdom, but 
they only spend one-third the sum spent by Englishmen 
in strong drink. Already we feel the stress of a 
competition which yearly grows in intensity. Who 
can doubt that if the vast economic waste, physical 
emasculation, and moral enervation involved in the 
maintenance of the liquor traffic as it is, continue 
much longer that the sceptre we now hold will pass to 
other hands?
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When, subsequently to events yet to be recorded, 
Bernal reached London again, he thought how exactly 
his first impressions of the capital, after his long 
absence abroad, coincided with those recently recorded 
of an American Ambassador. That distinguished man 
had said that two things struck him more forcibly 
than aught else in seeing London. The first was the 
sight of the innumerable gin palaces flaring in every 
direction, and the second the appalling number of 
persons who bore in their faces the unmistakable marks 
of intemperance. The one was the explanation of the 
other.
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CHAPTER XLIX.

ANOTHER FRIEND OF ANCIENT WRONG GOES OUT.

" However, all secrets are brought to light,
And mischief comes home like chickens at night, 
And the sow that ought by the ear is caught,
And sin to the sinful door is brought.”

Great beads of perspiration bedewed the beetle brows 
of Superintendent Piggott. He had just received a 
message from his accomplice Prendergast: —

“ I am off to South Africa. That scheming villain, 
Sergeant Strong, who has been biding his time for 
years, has been too much for us. After watching your 
house ” (meaning the one of which the Superintendent 
was himself proprietor) “ and having collected all the 
evidence he wants, he is applying this morning for a 
warrant.”

After a brief space of horrid fear, Piggott suddenly 
recovered himself. Why had he not thought of it 
before1? He had been in as tight a corner as this 
many a time in days gone by, and got safely out. 
He would work the Warrant Officer, and obtain the 
time necessary to avert the awful exposure. He 
dashed off to the police court, and with all his old 
effrontery demanded an interview with the officer he 
sought to see. Alas! he was away ill, and a friend of 
Sergeant Strong temporarily filled his place. This 
was a staggering blow, but once more the astute old 
campaigner pulled himself together. In days gone by 
many a charge where his own or “ trade ” interests 
were concerned had been, by a little skilful manoeuv
ring, either suppressed at the outset or sent for 
investigation before a bench of justices who were 
specially in attendance to befriend the offender.

There was, however, now no time for engineering 
of this sort. The Stipendary was also absent taking
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luckily, was on the rota, and would preside at the 
court that very day. Here was an avenue of hope. 
He would use him to gain the desired time, and all 
would yet be well.

Absorbed as he was in the desperate exigencies of 
his own case, he could not fail to observe how thin 
and pale Craven had recently grown. His clothes 
hung limply and loosely upon him, his hands trembled, 
his face was bloodless, and indeed he bore the aspect 
of a man who had not slept for a week. Piggott had 
no time to waste in inquiries as to bis health, and 
straightway plunged into the matter of the difficulty 
with which he was beset.

Carefully concealing the extent of his guilt, he 
nevertheless made the Alderman thoroughly under
stand that ruin stared him in the face unless he 
obtained the intervention be asked for. He made half 
a dozen suggestions. He had never himself stuck at 
a trifle for pro-liquor magistrates. Much more had 
been asked and granted many a time. Only a little 
straining of authority, some small undue interference, 
one trifling breach of accepted rules, and he would 
be saved. What he had done often for brewers’ men 
could surely be done for him once.

Craven listened in silence to all he had to say. 
When at last the magistrate spoke it was in listless, 
indifferent tones which carried dismay to the officer.

“ I cannot help you, Piggott.”
The most fervent entreaties and despairing appeals 

failed to move him. Even when the beseeching- 
applicant shed maudlin tears, which he could always 
command in an emergency, the justice maintained the 
same stony indifference.

“ But in my fall there will be an awful exposure,” 
said Piggott; “ I shall not be the only one who will 
go down.”

“ I cannot help you.”
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If I am abandoned I shall spare no one in my 
power.”

“ I cannot help you.”
“ You are only asked now for a trifle. Many a 

time I have not stuck at a trifle for you and yours.”
“ I cannot help you,” doggedly replied the magis

trate, with an iteration and reiteration which nearly 
drove the officer to frenzy. Great drops of sweat 
again ran down his forehead. His features worked 
convulsively. The last hope failed him. All the 
latent malignancy of the man’s nature sprang to his 
face, and he almost foamed at the mouth.

“ And this is my reward for doing the devil’s work 
for ‘ the trade ’ all these years,” he hissed. “ Deserted 
in my hour of need, I am in my old age to be left 
to my enemies! What else could I have expected ! 
I -would say what Carlyle said, when the claim of 
your friends for compensation was brought before 
them, ‘ Let them go to their father, the devil! ’

“ And you,” he said, turning round on Craven as 
if he would strike him, “ you shall not escape! It 
may be that like the rest you have carefully protected 
yourself against me, and that when I fall no one will 
credit a word of mine, but you shall suffer. If I am 
to be hounded from Brancaster—ruined and disgraced 
like young Lawson was.—you shall, before the night 
falls, curse the very day you were born.”

The justice shivered as though an icy blast had 
struck him. His heart seemed to stand still; his 
tongue refused to frame the question which sprang to 
his lips, and before he could utter a word Piggott had 
gone.

When Alderman Craven reached his home that 
evening, a small packet was handed him, which some 
unknown messenger had delivered at the door. Sick 
with fear, for since the scene with the Superintendent 
a hundred guilty terrors had beseiged him, the magis
trate found his fingers shook so that it was long before 
he could get at the contents of the parcel. Apparently



353

they were papers. As the writing of the first he 
uncovered, with its signature of “ Prendergast,” caught 
his eye, the confirmation of his worst apprehensions 
smote him with an agony so insupportable that he 
gi oaned aloud, and his knees refused him further 
support. He sank down upon a chair to read it.

“ Dear Piggott,” the letter ran, “ I have told Craven 
exactly what we arranged. The old serpent swallowed 
the whole story with the simplicity of a dove. He 
could not have accepted my bogus proofs with greater 
faith had they been gospels. I suppose he had detected 
some familiar likeness in Lawson, or his name or age 
Put him on the scent. However, all his suspicions 
are now lulled. Fortunately Lawson has kept the 
story of his Brancaster experiences from his mother, 
and she will probably never hear it. If Craven finds 
out that Lawson is his own brat, he will be ready to 
tear the hearts out of us, and our ruin will be complete.
I feel beastly sorry for the poor young idiot himself, 
but not a bit for liis father. I don’t see how he can 
ever find out anything, but if he does it will do no 
harm for one of these hardened liquor-sellers, who 
think so little of the ruin of other j^eople’s children, 
to know what it feels like to ruin one of their own.”

The accompanying documents, consisting of a birth 
certificate, notes of various investigations made by 
Prendergast, and other documents, shut out all possi
bility of the vindictive Superintendent having played 
some trick upon him. Verily Piggott had had his 
revenge, and the Alderman’s cup was full.

The gossips of Brancaster had something spicy to 
talk about on the morrow. The keepers of a certain 
disorderly-house had figured in the dock, and been 
remanded. Sergeant Strong’s carefully laid plans had 
been accomplished without a hitch. The air was thick 
with rumours of a police scandal which would astonish 
the kingdom, let alone the city. Superintendent 
Piggott, and more than one of his intimates, including 
Prendergast, were missing. To heighten the sensa-
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tion, Chief Constable Bolter suddenly died in an 
apoplectic fit.

An inquiry into the scandals followed, which lifted 
the veil here and there, and showed a little of the 
rottenness beneath. Perhaps the less said the better 
concerning the past regime of filthy iniquities, of 
which some disclosure was made. When the secret 
history of these scandals comes to be written, it will 
be seen that over them all lies the trail of that which 
at the last biteth like a serpent and stingeth like 
an adder.

The storm of public indignation which followed upon 
the revelations resulting from the official inquiry, for 
a time swept everything before it. Alderman Craven 
promptly resigned his seat on the ground of indis- 
position. The pro-liquor men on the old Watch 
Committee were smitten hip and thigh at the ensuing 
municipal elections. Everyone in any way known to 
have been guilty of conniving at the guilt of Piggo.t 
and his gang, whom, public opinion could reach, learnt, 
an exemplary lesson. The incorruptible Scatteigood 
was appointed Chief Constable, the worst offenders 
were driven from the force, and a new era inaugu
rated. Many a Temperance worker went about 
repeating with gratulation in his heart, But one In 
one the friends of ancient wrong go out and leave us
free.” _ u

Thursby styled the revolution achieved “ The 1 uri- 
tanic Purge.” “ Such squalls will come from time to 
time,” he said, “ and for the moment things are a 
little more difficult for us, but the stupid old public 
soon goes to sleep again. Let them do their woist . 
So long as human nature, drink, and the law, remain 
what they are, that which hath been shall be even unto 
the end of the chapter ! ”
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CHAPTER L.

I’HB MISFORTUNES OF ALDERMAN ELLISON.

“ Miseries and mercies seldom come alone.”
—Old Saying.

The bitterest enemies of Alderman Ellison could not 
but feel some sorrow for the accumulating misfortunes 
which now crowded upon him. “ The Puritanic 
Puige left his followers in a considerable minority 
in the Council. Ilis dictatorship had gone, and with 
it 'went, all chance of the Mayoralty, and other pro
spective honours.

Herald Stringfellow s collapse had involved him in 
a huge loss, but that was a flea-bite compared with 
the failure of the great Scotch whisky adventure in 
which he had embarked so rashly. That was a failure 
of such magnitude as disturbed the financial sea of 
the three kingdoms for many a day. But for his 
brother he might have actually had to undergo the 
humiliation of facing his creditors. As it was, his 
entire share in the brewery business passed absolutely 
into Arnold’s hands.

Although he was guaranteed a handsome salary so 
long as he lived, it galled him sorely to know that 
the business whose marvellous extension represented 
the enterprise and labours of his lifetime had passed 
into other hands, even though those other hands were 
his brother’s. It was impossible to blame Arnold, but 
it was an added pang to know that his relative had 
made a magnificent investment for himself in the 
purchase of the other half-share in the brewery. At 
times the thought would intrude itself, “ If only 
Bernal had been at home this would not have 
happened,” but he followed it up by the reflection that 
his son’s course of agtion had indirectly led to it, and
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he hardened liis heart against him more rigorously 
than ever.

Fortune had gone, and with it the prospect of a 
baronetcy and a hundred things upon which he had 
set his heart, but, to do him justice, he would have 
let them all go sooner than the ability to maintain 
his army of poor pensioners. With all his faults his 
big heart throbbed with pity for those he could no 
longer assist. None of his luxuries had given him 
half the joy of that of ministering to the necessitous.

As he sat at home one night with heavy heart, 
studying a long list of Hampton residents whom he 
had kept from the poor-house for many a day, Aider- 
man Goldsworthy was announced. He had never 
called before, and seemed strangely ill at ease in the 
breAver’s house.

Lost in wonder at a visit from the teetotal leader, 
the very last person he could possibly expect, David 
had great difficulty in ascertaining his purpose in 
coming. He looked much distressed, and as if entirely 
ashamed of what had brought him there.

After several a\\TkAvard pauses, he at last delivered 
himself.

“ I believe, Mr. Ellison,” he said, “ that circum
stances have compelled you to discontinue a portion 
of the noble generosity to the Hampton poor which 
you haAre practised so long. I must keep the matter 
secret, but if you let me have in confidence the names 
of those of your pensioners whom you cannot hence
forth retain on your list, I know a person who will 
provide for such as he finds deserving.”

“ Can you not disclose the name of this benefactor? 
asked the breAver, looking Goldsworthy straight in the 
face.

“ I am not—er—at liberty,” replied his visitor, with 
greater confusion of manner than ever.

“ Then I can,” exclaimed the brewer, Avith tears in 
his eyes. “ He is the poorest hand at any deception 
that I know, but he is the best man in Brancaster.
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1 have discovered some of his other stealthy charities. 
I wish to heaven I was half so good as he. His name 
is Goldswo-rthy.”

At these words the shame of his visitor appeared 
complete.

Here is the list) God bless you ! I can say no 
more,” brokenly exclaimed David, seizing and wring
ing his hand.

Overwhelming as had been the succession of disasters 
which had befallen David Ellison, he had always 
hitherto preserved the priceless gift of health. His 
rosy face, fine broad-chested frame, and abounding 
vitality, aroused the envy of all his fellows. When 
some malignant internal growth manifested itself, and 
his health suddenly went, it left him, as it will leave 
the strongest man all unused to suffering, far more 
deeply depressed than those who have served an 
apprenticeship to illness. The doctors told him that 
though his life might be greatly prolonged, still it 
hung as by a thread. They hinted vaguely at some
thing of a cancerous nature which they termed 
“ sarcoma.”

Until his illness the indomitable resolution of the 
man was quite unshaken. The stars in their courses 
might fight against him, outrageous fortune might 
pelt him with all her slings and arrows, lie might 
be broken on the wheel of fate, but so long as his 
old robust bodily strength availed him, he set his 
teeth and squared himself to endure the worst with 
a courage which never failed him. When, however, 
vitality flagged, the flame burned low, and exhaustion 
stole his former energies, his purpose sometimes 
shook.

It was not that vulgar superstitious terrors at the 
possible imminence of death held him. One of the 
bravest of men, he would have faced whatever lay 
before him there with unflinching spirit, but he found 
that long physical prostration had altered his entire 
outlook upon life. The things which had bulked so
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largely in his vision now seemed so small. The objects 
on which he had set so much store seemed to have 
suddenly become valueless. As a grown man regards 
the toys and gauds of childhood which he has 
outgrown, so David appraised the positions and 
honours which he had once so strenuously struggled 
for. The simple, natural, elemental things of life 
became everything to him. A passionate craving for 
love possessed him. Where could it be gratified?

Since the death of Louis, Mrs. Ellison had fallen 
beneath the gloom of a morbid, selfish despondency, 
which rendered her the most irresponsive and com
fortless of companions. There was no one left. His 
soul cried out for loving sympathy. Oh! that Bernal’s 
mother had lived to stand by him in such hour of 
need ! But he could not think of the mother without 
the son. His stubborn pride would not admit that 
he could not live without him, though his famished 
heart yearned for reconciliation with uncontrollable 
longing.

As a very young man, in the days before he joined 
the Establishment, he had for a time been a local 
preacher amongst the Methodists. It had not been for 
long, and yet for a short period in the convictions 
of those days he had preached sometimes with a 
vehement fervour which moved him, the preacher, as 
much as his hearers. He could remember but one 
only of the discourses of those long past days. Its 
subject was that of “ The Prodigal Son.’’ He had 
declaimed it at cottage services with the tears running 
down his cheeks. It would all come back again with a 
force of application to himself which he found irresist
ible. Strange to say, the characters were reversed. 
He himself was “The Prodigal Father” eating of the 
husks rejected of the swine in the far country, and 
thinking in fathomless sorrow of the son against whom 
he had sinned. But though thoughts like these would 
occassionally try, and attacks of illness severely strain 
his resolution, the brewer’s passionate and haughty
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whatever his malign fate might have in reserve for 
him. What shock could destiny send worse than those 
which he had already sustained so unflinchingly? 
He had not, long to wait for an answer to his question.

Mervyn Craven became a more constant visitor than 
ever when his old friend’s health began to fail, and 
his companionship was eagerly welcomed. Why the 
ex-Alderman should revert so incessantly to the subject 
of Everard Lawson was an inexplicable puzzle to the 
brewer. Why, too, he should be so persistently engaged 
in efforts to trace him was equally incomprehensible. 
One evening his visitor had been enlarging upon the 
topic which perennially monopolised him, when he 
suddenly inquired whether the brewer had had any 
recent news about Bernal.

Despite the significant frigidity of a reply designed 
to warn him off the subject, Craven would not let it 
drop.

“ Oli, Ellison,” he said, with a warmth of feeling 
quite foreign to him, “ would to Go-d I had a son like 
him at home to call my own in the loneliness of my 
closing years. Don’t be offended, old friend. I do 
not know, nor am I so impertinent as to ask, what 
separates you from him, but if it be removable I pray 
you let no earthly sacrifice stand in the way.”

“ Please do not refer to the matter again, as you 
value my friendship,” was the curt and discouraging 
reply of the brewer; but none the less the tremulous 
earnestness of Craven’s appeal went to his heart.

There was another evening, not long after this, when 
he (Craven) did refer to Bernal many times without 
rebuke. On the day referred to, Alderman Ellison 
had heard for the first time for many months from 
Laura. After solicitous references to his health the 
letter went on to convey some startling intelligence. 
“ I am engaged to be married to Bernal. He is coming 
to take me back with him to New Zealand. He is now 
in Switzerland, and in three or four days will be with
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me. Dear Uncle,” she continued, for Uncle she had 
always called him, “ only one thing is required to 
complete our happiness—your blessing upon our 
union. I can never forget the kindness which waited 
upon me with more than fatherly alfection from the 
days of helpless infancy to womanhood. By the 
memory of the happy days when as children we played 
around your hearth, I beseech you to forgive us, for 
to forgive him is to forgive me. In each letter since 
he went away his first question has ever been ‘ Is my 
father well?’ and he loves you as son never loved 
father before. Are you going to your grave still 
leaving him, for conscience sake, an exile from your 
heart and home? Perhaps some day, with unavailing 
regrets, when it is too late------ ”

He had got no further than this, when Mervyn 
Craven, with a face blanched as white as death, and 
trembling as if he had been smitten with the palsy, 
stole into the room.

“ I have bad news to break to you,” he said. “ Our 
mutual friend, Captain Andrews, wires me from St. 
Moritz, in Switzerland. There has been an ice
accident, and---- —” He could say no more. The
words stuck in his throat. He stammered and 
stuttered, but not an intelligible word could he 
articulate.

The brewer, unable to restrain himself longer, 
excitedly tore from his fingers the paper it contained, 
and read for himself : “ Prepare David Ellison for bad 
news. Ice accident here. His son Bernal and young 
man named Lawson reported drowned.”

“ My God ! it is too late,” the brewer ejaculated, and 
fell back gasping.

For long he was heard murmuring to himself. The 
only words his friend could catch were, “ Oh, my son 
Bernal, my son, my son Bernal, would God I had died 
for thee. Oh, Bernal, my son, my son,”—that echo of 
the immortal lament in which all stricken fathers have 
bewailed their bereavement the ages through.
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At last he moaned, “ Craven, comfort me ! ”
The response was a groan, which proclaimed an 

anguish no less than his own.
“ My God, I need comfort myself,” he eventually 

managed to say. “ I have only too much reason to 
think that it is Everard Lawson who is drowned. I 
had had him traced to Switzerland.”

“ But even if------ ,” David began.
“ I did him grievous wrong.”
“ Yes, but------ ”
“ I have discovered him to be my son ! ”
Even from the depths of his own heart-rending grief, 

this astounding announcement brought the brewer to 
an instant sense of his friend’s calamity.

“Lord have mercy upon us,” he prayed;/' we are 
of all men the most miserable.”

For some time they silently regarded each other with 
tearless, haggard eyes.

“ But it can’t be true. There must be some mis
take ! ” he suddenly cried, rising to his feet.

A moment afterwards they were driving furiously to 
the telegraph office. They found they were too late 
to get through that night.

First thing in the morning they were there again, 
only to find that a great snowstorm had broken the 
communication with the Engadine, and that no one 
could tell how many hours or even days it might be 
before it was restored. Deciding instantly, they took 
the first available train, and travelled unrestingly day 
and night as far across France and Switzerland as 
trains could carry them. They could gather no in
formation en route, as the wires were still broken. At 
Tliusis, where they had to take to sleighs, they could 
glean nothing about the ice accident. Here they found 
a storm still raging, and were warned that the snowfall 
was already of prodigious extent, and that the drifts 
were of enormous depth. Despite all remonstrances 
and entreaties they faced the terrors of the night, and 
commenced their long, upward climb. Though chilled
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to the bone, and fatigued to the point of exhaustion, 
their devouring- anxiety made them deaf to nature’s 
clamorous calls for warmth and rest. On and ever 
on they struggled. The fierce winds of the blizzard 
cut their faces like knives, and the icy cold easily 
penetrated every covering. Several times they were 
absolutely overturned, and the tired horses often 
floundered up to their girths in the great heaps of 
dazzling whiteness. As by a miracle they escaped the 
precipices which yawned along the sides of the track 
they often lost. When, hours late, they reached tire 
friendly shelter of Miihlen long after midnight, they 
could hold out no more.
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CHAPTER LI.

BERNAL GOES SKATING.

“ Venture not on one night's ice.”—Old Saying.

Landing, after an uneventful voyage, at Marseilles, 
Bernal, by way of Milan, Chiavenna, and the Maloja 
Pass, soon found himself, with his patient, at St. 
Moritz, where it had been arranged that he should see 
his protege safely settled under medical oversight, 
Sorely grudging every day which kept him from 
Laura’s side, he was unable to get away till the doctor, 
who was temporarily absent, returned.

The frost had just set in, and, though the beautiful 
chain of lakes which runs along the valley of the Inn, 
were as yet unfrozen, it was reported that the pretty 
little Statzer See was fit for skating. The Kurverein 
notice did not yet so proclaim it, but Bernal, who was 
an accomplished and devoted skater, resolved to avail 
himself of the only chance he would probably have at 
his disposal. Borrowing a pair of skates from the 
hotel conceirge, he sped away directly his breakfast 
was over. When he reached the lake side not a soul 
was in sight save a poor, emaciated, hollow-chested 
looking young man, with large wistful eyes, who sat 
resting upon a pile of newly-sawn planks where some 
rude shelter was evidently in course of erection. 
Greeting him as he passed with a kindly “ Guten 
morgen,” Bernal, five minutes later, was fleeting across 
the perfect ice in long, graceful curves. He had tested 
it very gingerly at first, and all seemed well. The water 
sobbed and boomed against the ice with great rever
berations as he shot from side to side, revelling in the 
condition of the surface—as perfect as ever gladdened 
skater’s heart. In executing an “ outside back 
bracket ” at a high rate of speed his feet unaccountably 
tripped, and, falling with tremendous force, he made
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a huge fissure in the ice and disappeared from view. 
Seizing a light plank, the young man before- 
mentioned, who was close to the spot, crept swiftly up 
to the yawning hole, but as he reached it the ice 
beneath him gave way with a great crack, and he also 
sank from sight. Ihe only spectator was a small boy, 
who, terrified beyond measure, ran screaming to the 
nearest auherge, nearly half a mile away, and reported 
that two men had been drowned in the Statzer See.

It- was some time before he found anyone, and much 
longer still before they got back to the lake. The 
fractured sides of the yawning hole told their own tale. 
No other sign remained of the men the boy had seen 
sink beneath the icy waters. The Kuverein men 
arrived, grappling irons were brought, and for hours 
the fruitless search for the missing bodies went on. 
The visitors came crowding down; the report of the 
accident spread like wildfire. Only two persons were 
missing, and so there was no difficulty in establishing 
their identity.

Captain Andrews, a Brancaster notability and an 
old St, Moritz habitue, had recognised Bernal the 
night before, and knew Lawson by name. As every
thing pointed to the fact that they had lost their lives, 
he thought the kindest course was to prepare the 
brewer for the worst. Hence his telegram.

After snatching a few hours of imperative sleep at 
Muhlen, the two heart-stricken travellers were again 
struggling upward to the Julier Hospice, through 
difficulties enough to daunt the valour of the stoutest- 
hearted. The horses stumbled incessantly, and yet, in 
the bewildering mazes of the drifts, the drivers were 
fain to throw the reins upon the backs of the faithful 
steeds, and trust to their instinct to find the path 
through the trackless, shifting wastes. Until their 
lives’ end would the two fathers remember that fear
some drive. Deeper than the cutting of the searching 
blast was the scourging of the memories which stung 
them all the way. And yet everything indicated that
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the only atonement permitted them would be the 
pathetic futility of laying- a wreath upon the bodies of 
their dead.

It was approaching mid-day when they came swing
ing down the slopes of the mighty Julier into the lake- 
begirt town of Silvaplana. Hope rose a little higher 
when they found that here, only some five miles away 
from their destination, no one had heard of the 
drowning of any English visitors.

Less than half an hour afterwards they dashed 
furiously past the frozen sleeping Bad into St. Moritz 
Dorf. Standing on the steps of the Post Office was 
Captain Andrews, a picture of despairing anxiety. 
The second he saw them, he ran in their direction, 
shouting, “ It’s all a mistake ! Bernal is not drowned ! 
They’re alive ! They escaped ! Oh ! forgive me, but 
we all thought it was true, and then the wires were 
broken, and ever since I have be^n expecting every 
moment to get through to you, b'< in vain.”

As the Captain’s words reached their ears, the 
parents grasped each other’s hands, and as each 
simultaneously exclaimed, “ Thank God,” the relief of 
tears, so long denied them, came like a flood. It was 
some time before the Captain could get them out of 
their sleigh, so much were they overcome,

“ Please take me to Bernal at once,” at length said 
the brewer, eventually mastering his feelings.

“ He is some distance off,” the Captain replied, 
“ and on the way I will tell you the story of his escape, 
as Bernal told it to me. It appears,” lie said, as they 
began their new journey, “ that Bernal, skating on the 
Statzer See, fell heavily and went through the ice. An 
expert swimmer, he kept his presence of mind, and 
struggled for some moments to find the opening. In 
the meantime, Lawson, who was near, with equal 
presence of mind, seized a long, thin plank and raced 
off to the scene. By some mischance, he also fell 
heavily as he reached the hole, and disappeared 
momentarily below the surface. A young Swiss lad.
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the only spectator of what had happened, rushed 
screaming away to report that he had seen two men 
drowned. "When he at last returned with the men he 
had found, nothing but several great fractures and a 
yawning hole in the ice remained to speak for them
selves. Bernal, it seems, grasped Lawson as he fell, 
and, after a series of frantic struggles, in which the 
ice around them repeatedly gave way, he caught hold 
of the plank, and by its aid extricated them both. The 
sudden physical strain and the icy coldness of the 
water left Lawson in a state of utter collapse. Bernal, 
half supporting, half carrying him, at last reached a 
chalet which he espied in the direction of Pontresina. 
The motherly old Frau who occupied it gave them a 
hearty welcome. Bernal, fearfully alarmed at Lawson’s 
condition, got him to bed, and for hours, while their 
clothes were being dried, tended him with every care. 
All unconscious t£hat anyone had observed their 
accident, they knew'nothing of the report which spread 
through the town, and which all the available circum
stances seemed to verify. As Lawson went rapidly 
worse, and was evidently in a high fever, Bernal, late 
at night, made his way to the Dorf to seek medical 
assistance, and found, to his astonishment, that every
one believed him drowned. To Lawson, Bernal un
doubtedly owes his life, and as the former still lies 
seriously ill at the little chalet, whither I am taking’ you, 
Bernal is there nursing him day and night. The odd 
thing is that Lawson, I am told, used to be in Bran- 
caster. The poor fellow is far gone in a decline. He 
has been dragging on a precarious existence in the 
cheapest Pension in the place, and is, I have gathered, 
solely dependent on the generosity of some well-to-do 
American, who brought him out here nominally to be 
his secretary, in reality as an act of charity. He lost 
his widowed mother not very long ago, and the heart 
of everyone in the town has bled at the sight of the 
lonely lad, visibly going down the hill so fast.”

During this narrative, Craven frequently wiped his •
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eyes, and repeatedly shook with hardly suppressed 
emotion.

What pen could describe the meeting between David 
Ellison and his son? They clasped each other in a 
long embrace, the silence of which was more eloquent 
than any words. Again and again the father tried 
to express his penitence, and to begin his recantation. 
Not a syllable would Bernal hear. He stopped him 
every time. “ Not a word, father,” he said, “ you 
always did what you thought was right; not a word 
or you will break my heart.”

The long scene of self-abasement, humiliating morti
fication, and humble confession for which the broken- 
spirited parent had sternly schooled himself never 
took place. He was never allowed to drink one drop 
of the nauseous cup he had resolved to drain to the 
very dregs.

The doctor in possession at the chalet would not 
allow Mervyn Craven to speak to his son for several 
days. The life of the patient hung trembling in the 
balance, and most of the time he lay quite unconscious, 
but Craven would never leave him. After many hours 
of insensibility he one day awoke, and gave a great 
start of surprise as he recognised the figure kneeling 
by the bed.

“ You are Alderman Craven,” he said.
A quiet nod of acquiescence was the response, 

though the justice felt he would like to say that he 
was neither the Alderman nor the man of former 
days.

“ It is very good of you to come. We met last under 
very, very different circumstances,” he added, with a 
grim smile. “ I suppose,” he continued, yon haxe 
found out I was wronged? ”

Again the magistrate nodded.
“ Well, it doesn’t matter now. Nothing matters now. 

I shall soon be under the sod.”
The agony of hopeless weariness in these words left 

the magistrate less able to speak than ever.
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After an interval Everard spoke again.
" Who was the young fellow I tried to pull out of 

the lake? ”
‘‘ Alderman Ellison’s only son,” said the justice, 

finding at last that he could control his voice.
“ What an extraordinary chance. I suppose he will 

be sorry now that he once injured me.”
“ I know it was not him who wrought you evil.”

I am glad to hear you say that. I always thought 
that at bottom he was a much better man than his 
trade. What has brought you to St. Moritz, Mr. 
Craven 1 ”

The magistrate would not, however, let him talk 
any more.

“lou must go to sleep and rest all you can, and 
get better soon. You are friendless no longer. Never 
more shall you want anything.”

Marvelling greatly, the patient soon fell asleep. 
Mother never nursed sick child with more unsleeping 
vigilance than Craven did the son whom he had found 
in his old age. The pent-up affections of a whole life 
gushed forth, and in the sacrifices of that time, which 
knew no stint of rest or trouble, he found a purer 
and a truer joy than existence had ever furnished 
before. In the all pervasive tenderness which had 
seized him the old life melted away, and everything 
became new. The deep wells which can be found hid 
in the stoniest heart, if only they be sufficiently 
searched for, had been found in a searching given to 
few to1 know.

The day came when Everard was able to bear the 
revelation, and when, indeed, his insistent answers 
could be no longer evaded.

Bernal and his father had long ago taken their 
departure for England, after first loading the patient 
with blessings, not only for his heroic rescue, but for 
all that he had done for the dying Louis, whom he 
now for the first time learnt to have been the brewer’s 
step-son.
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The puzzle daily grew more inexplicable to Everard, 
why Craven, even on the assumption that he wished to 
atone for a past wrong, should lavish upon him such 
exhaustless affection. The fact, to which the justice 
had owned with the deepest contrition, that he had 
been guilty of connivance in Piggott’s plot to blast the 
young man s name, failed to entirely account for the 
devotion manifested. However mysterious its birth, 
the pathetic intensity of this devotion had touched the 
heart of its recipient until he loved the old man as he 
had never loved another save his mother and the poor 
girl lost in the days gone by.

By a few skilful questions, Craven had ascertained 
that Everard’s mother had died leaving her son in 
entire ignorance of his father’s unworthiness, and he 
in his turn had saved her from the distress of learning 
what had befallen him at Brancaster.

One night, as nurse and invalid sat together by the 
open window of the bedchamber, Craven determined 
lo reveal the secret he had so long kept undisclosed.

It was a fitting moment. Their spirits lay under the 
spell of as witching a scene of beauty as ever ravished 
human eye. A full moon just risen above the 
glittering heights poured a flood of mellow radiance 
over everything, from dark pine woods to shimmering 
lake. The mighty, white garbed mountains, with all 
their sublimities of silence, begirt the Dorf like great 
sentinels. Nothing reached their ears but the distant 
tinkle of a sleigh-bell, the jodel of a passing peasant, 
or the ring of a skater’s blade upon the gleaming ice. 
What that was small, harsh, or ungenerous, could live 
in sight of such a spectacle? Surely none could look 
upon it with heart disinclined to peace, tenderness and 
love ?

“ Everard,” said Craven—he had long come to call 
him by his Christian name—“ if I could throw some 
light upon the mystery surrounding your father, would 
you wish me to ? ”

Y
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I should intensely. There was no mistaking the 
passionate eagerness of his tone.

" But would you be content never to ask what 
separated your father and mother? ”

“ As mother thought it best I should never know, I 
should remain content.”

‘ But if your father was all unworthy of you; if 
he had wronged her; if he had wronged you as I 
have done------ ”

" I could not forget he was my father. Let the 
dead past bury its dead. Had he only a particle of 
Hie goodness you have shown, I would cherish his 
memory. All my life long I have yearned to glean 
something about him. Poor father! No doubt even 
if he sinned he had sore temptations and repented 
bitterly.”

“ Aye, that he did," burst out the magistrate, with 
a great sob which went straight to Everard’s heart, 
and roused on the instant a strange new hope.

“ You knew him then,” he cried, excitedly rising to 
his feet. “ You knew him. Oh ! tell me! tell me ! Is 
he still alive? Is my father still alive?”

“He is. Thank God, he is! Until a few weeks 
ago he never knew he had a son, your birth taking 
place after your mother left him, and lives now but to 
atone. He has no one else in the world to love. Oh, 
my son, your broken-hearted father has found in your 
love------ ”

He got no further. With a wild cry of “Father! ” 
Everard flung his arms round his neck.

“ My dreams then were true. Often in my illness 
have I dreamed that God had given my father back to 
me. Please God, I yet shall live, and you in a happy 
old age shall forget the past.”

Everard’s words came true. To this day in a sweet 
companionship which is the envy of all beholders, 
father and son help each other along the valley of life.
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Mervyn Craven, retired from the public eye, and 
withdrawn from the business he had come to loathe 
from his soul, is foremost in works of charity and 
mercy of which the world hears nothing, but which 
shall be made known when the secrets of all hearts 
are revealed.

He often says, “As we ‘only pass this way once’ 
let us do all the kindness we can, and the truest 
kindness of all is to make the way as safe as possible 
for the other travellers.”
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CHAPTER LII.

Arnold bllison’s will.

“ When a will is to be read, the sick leave their bed.”
—Old Saying.

“ When death, the great Reconciler, has come, it is 
never our tenderness that we repent of, but our 
severity.”—George Eliot.

The brewer and his son had been summoned from 
Everard’s bedside, which they were most reluctant to 
leave, by a message to the effect that Arnold Ellison 
had been stricken with something like paralysis, and 
lay at the door of death. Wiring to Laura to meet 
them, they posted back as swiftly as they could.

The brewer was sadly distressed by this new mis
fortune. The natural grief at the prospective loss of 
his brother was vastly accentuated by the knowledge 
that he was dying all unreconciled to Bernal. Nothing 
had contributed so much to the alieniation between 
uncle and nephew as his own blind and passionate pride. 
In his fatuous resentment against Bernal he had 
largely been the means of his being disinherited. 
Through his own obstinate folly, not only had he 
dissipated his son’s patrimony, but robbed him of 
another fortune which would almost certainly have 
been his. If not in express words, still in effect his 
brother had given him to understand, directly after 
the subject had been last mentioned between them, 
that he had made a will under which Geoffrey Ellison 
was the main if not the sole beneficiary, and that it 
would stand unrevoked until David released him from 
the pledge he had given regarding Bernal.

The brewer’s distress was very grievous to his son, 
and he experienced great difficulty in comforting him.

“ Bernal,” he would say, “ it is all my fault. 
Although he is very hard and cold, I am sure I could 
have moved him had he not now been stricken
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unconscious. Although he hates those whom he styles 
hypocrites and prigs, no one ever deserved the name 
less than yourself, and I should not have appealed in 
vain to his affection for us both.”

“ Never mind, father,” his son would reply. “ I 
don t want it; I was quite prepared to lose everything. 
1 feel with Laura’s love and your blessing I could not 
wish for more. My only regret is that you in your 
old age should be poor.”

And when later on Bernal stood with his arm round 
the gentle girl whose love had never failed him, and 
his father kissed her, and with tears in his eyes and 
faltering voice gave the paternal benediction, his 
happiness seemed complete.

Poor old Arnold Ellison lay speechless and helpless. 
As they stood around his bed they fancied at times 
that a pleased glance of recognition shone in his eyes, 
but it might have been all imagination. In any event 
he was far past the aid of men. It was weeks before 
he passed away.

Geoffrey was in charge of everything. He let it 
be known that he had been appointed executor, and 
did not conceal the fact that he was chief beneficiary 
under the brewer’s will, which had been handed over 
by the testator to the custody of Hawkins, his old 
solicitor. He even went so far as to tell Laura that 
at his own request the dying man had bequeathed to 
her his valuable library. Going further still, he told 
Bernal that only at his special solicitation and express 
entreaty had his uncle remembered him, and left him 
five hundred guineas.

When the end came Geoffrey maintained a most 
dignified and becoming composure, while Laura, 
Bernal, and his father, manifested over the death of the 
old cynic a grief which in the quondam lawyer’s eyes 
seemed quite uncalled for.

After the funeral the will was read. From this 
ceremony, now generally omitted at such times, 
Bernal and his bethrothed would gladly have been
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absent, but they did not like disregarding a very 
urgent request from Hawkins that they should be 
present. The large dining-room seemed to be full, for 
each beneficiary had been summoned, and the old 
servants and brewery employes who had been remem
bered were numerous.

Despite an effort to look as lugubrious as the sad 
occasion warranted, Geoffrey’s face beamed with ill- 
concealed elation. He was most condescendingly 
affable to the others, with a touch of pity in his 
manner which was inexpressibly offensive to them. 
David, torn with remorse, looked the picture of sorrow
ing despair as he brooded over the irreparable folly 
which had ruined his son’s future.

Hawkins, when silence had been obtained, lost no 
time over preliminaries. At his first words the 
radiancy on Geoffrey’s face was replaced by a look of 
ghastly fear.

“ The deceased made two wills in recent years. With 
the former I need not trouble you. The latter was 
executed the very day after that on which the first 
was made. The testator expressly revokes the first 
will in the second. I will read it without another 
word of comment.”

The chief auditors held their breath as the lawyer 
proceeded to detail the disposition of the brewer’s 
immense wealth. The least excited of all were Bernal 
and Laura, who knew exactly what they had to expect. 
First came a long list of small pecuniary legacies to 
the servants, clerks, and so on. Everybody seemed to 
have been remembered. To Laura Brandram he 
bequeathed his library. As the next sentence was read 
every eye turned to' Geoffrey, whose air of sickly 
apprehension changed to a scowl of disappointed 
ferocity.

“ To Geoffrey Ellison I bequeath the sum of five 
hundred guineas; it may serve to remind him of what 
lie might have received had he only acted differently.”

Hawkins paused here for a long breath, blew his
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nose, and cleared his throat, creating bv his delay 
an interval of most dramatic intensity. Everyone 
leaned forward to catch the next syllables, expecting 
that they would tell the world who had inherited the 
brewer’s million.

“ In pursuance of a pledge to that effect, I leave 
my nephew, Bernal Ellison, nothing.”

A smothered groan escaping the lips of David, told 
of the agony which tortured him. Next followed a 
direction that all the testator’s estate should be con
verted into money, the brewery business not excepted 
from the conversion, and that the income should be 
paid over to Laura Brandram, subject to a proviso 
only as to marriage. A prolonged rustle evinced the 
surprise which this most unexpected turn of events 
produced.

Here again the lawyer’s breath seemed to trouble 
him, as he paused once more. A fearful suspicion 
rushed into the minds of David and of both the lovers, 
that the perspicacious old brewer had in some inexplic
able way guessed their secret, and was going to prevent 
the frustration of his wishes by providing against a 
marriage he had suspected as not unlikely to take 
place. Laura whispered, “ I will never give you up.” 
David regarded the money as good as lost.

When at last the solicitor revealed the terms of 
the next clause, David gave a great gasp of relief, 
Laura first blushed and then nearly fainted, and 
Bernal, with a great lump in his throat and something 
blinding his eyes, cried, “ Dear uncle! How I mis
judged you.”

With the exception of the discomfited Geoffrey, 
everyone joined in an audible chorus of approval, for 
they were all delighted with the final issue of matters. 
The proviso made Laura’s bequest dependent only on 
her marrying “ my dearly beloved and much honoured 
nephew Bernal, within two years from the date of 
my decease.”
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” God helping us we will make good use of the 
money,” said Laura, recovering herself.

“ I shall now die happy! ” exclaimed David.
Allow me to congratulate you, Miss Brandram,” 

said Hawkins, approaching her, “ both as to the will 
and your engagement. Poor Mr. Arnold, as always, 
saw further than the rest of us. He must have anti
cipated your betrothal long before anyone else thought 
of it.”

“ Dear old sweetheart,” whispered Bernal, “ how 
your words come back to me, ‘ No sacrifice for Christ 
is ever lost,’ ”

A few weeks afterwards Bernal and Laura were 
quietly married. How happy they were, and what 
they did with the brewer’s million is a story which yet 
remains to be written. David Ellison was not spared 
to accomplish the great designs he had formed for the 
furtherance of the Temperance cause. Straight from 
the brewer’s business he would have gone to labour on 
behalf of Prohibition with all the fiery ardour of which 
he was capable. Before all men he would have stood 
in penitential sheet, proclaiming the errors of his past. 
So far as in him lay no one should go in ignorance of 
what he had found the trade to be. He would publish 
it as no fit (jailing for a Christian man. He would 
denounce it as the great degenerator of our time. 
Good men, all unawakened to its real character might 
still justify their continuance in it, but he would show 
them their blindness out of the depths of his own 
experience. He would have made his abjuration to 
the world, but it was not to be. Society was to miss 
the spectacle of a teetotal ex-brewer, once its greatest 
enemy, proclaiming the gospel of total abstinence for 
the individual and Prohibition for the State.

From the time of Arnold’s death, David’s disease 
made rapid progress. He was never able to take the 
platform, or begin his propaganda of atonement, but 
as it was in his heart to do these thing’s, doubtless



they did not go unremembered where no mistakes are 
ever made.

When he died all Brancaster went mourning to his 
funeral. Never had such a scene been witnessed in 
the city, though it boasted a history exceeding a 
thousand years. No monarch was ever laid to rest 
amidst more genuine manifestations of popular grief. 
The long procession of “ David Ellison’s poor ” march
ing with bowed heads and streaming cheeks behind 
his coffin was a prouder testimony to him who had 
gone than all the pomp of kings. The men who had 
opposed him all his public life now strove who most 
could do him honour. Every Temperance society in 
the district furnished its contingent.

As Alderman Goldsworthy said, “ The crown of life 
is the love of your fellow-men, and he won it. What
ever his sins he was forgiven both in heaven and earth, 
because he loved much.”
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EPILOGUE.

“ If ^ou would not trade with the Devil keep out of 
his shop.

The Devil in a sheep’s skin is a Devil indeed.”
—Old Sayings.

No man and no body of men has a right to prosecute 
a calling which is necessarily antagonistic to the 
interest of the community.

-—Sir William Blackstone.

The House Dinner was over and “ the Eclecticians ” to 
give the Eclectic Club members the name by which the 
public knew them best, were regaling themselves with 
coffee and cigars.

What is to be our verdict on the book, Judge? ” 
tailed out the Enthusiast from a cloud of tobacco 
smoke in which he was nearly lost to sight.

“ Let us remember in justice to the Author,” said 
the Pleasant Man, <l that he disclaims every pretension 
but that of having told the truth about ‘the trade.’ 
Though all his characters are purely fictitious, every 
feature and incident of the story, from the brewer’s 
debate with the teetotalers to the rise and fall of the 
police superintendent can be exactly paralleled from 
actual experiences.”

“ The question, then, is this,” said the Judge, “ if 
such be the truth about ‘ the trade,’ or any approxima
tion to it, can one resist the demands of the Prohibi
tionist? ”

“ Or, in other words,” added the lawyer, “ can the 
public conscience which the teetotaler has done so 
much to disturb be quietened without our giving up 
our toddy or the facilities for getting it?”

“ Of course it can! ” promptly responded the Oracle.
“ Eliminate the principle of private profit from ‘ the
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trade ’ and the thing is done. It is the pitiless pursuit 
of gain which produces these ghastly evils.”

“ The Public-House Trust movement has caught the 
public fancy, and bids to go far,” said the Journalist. 
“ Since the author wrote his story, it has leapt into 
a prominence none can disregard.”

“ Yes,” the Enthusiast interjected, “ if all our other 
appeals have failed, we have at least aroused the public 
to a sense of the folly of granting for nothing these 
immense monopoly values to private individuals.”

“ Talking of the public conscience,” remarked the 
Cynic, “ that’s where yon have ‘ touched the spot.’ ”

“ I think, though,” said the Financier, “ that the 
promotors of the new ventures are assuming a neces
sary connection where none exists. There are obvious 
ways in abundance, by means of the taxation of licences 
and otherwise, of stopping that frantic absurdity 
of giving veritable fortunes away for nothing, without 
establishing Public-House Trusts.”

“ For instance, on the lines of Lord Peel’s proposals,” 
observed the Reformer. “ If the public attention is to 
be distracted by this new will o’ the wisp chase; if 
popular enthusiasm is to be lured away in this fashion : 
the hopeful movement for securing moderate instal
ments of licensing reform will experience a grievous 
set-back.”

“ I support the Trust scheme,” blustered the Squire. 
“ It sounds well, and only fools and knaves can oppose 
it.”

“ That is exactly what your paper, ‘ The Times,’ 
dubbed the men who opposed the grocers’ licences, 
when they were introduced with a like flourish of 
trumpets,” said the Historian. “ And who but their 
owners uphold them now 1 ”

“ The new movement must be right, all the men of 
best figure in the counties are joining it and peers 
without end,” observed the Snob, somewhat irrelevantly.

“ I pride myself on never being wrong in these 
matters,” the Superior Person began, “ and I say the
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Public-House Trust is the one and only solution of the 
problem. We turn to account the successful experience 
of Scandinavia, pay our managers a wage independent 
of the quantity of intoxicants sold, give him a special 
commission on mineral waters and food, take thereby 
that ‘ pushing ’ out of the drink-trade which is the 
real source of the mischief, allow no sales on credit, 
secure the best management, make our houses really 
bright, comfortable, and attractive houses of refresh
ment, devote the proceeds to objects of public utility 
and------ ”

“ Sell the very best of liquors,” said the Bibulous 
One, finishing his long sentence for him.

“ So far as Scandinavian experience goes,” said the 
Historian, " I fail to find the warrant you claim. 
Gothenburg, notwithstanding the company System, 
grows steadily worse and is one of the most drunken 
cities of the world. The other towns subject to the 
company system, such for instance as Christiana and 
Stockholm, compare most unfavourably with the worst 
of British towns. Under the company system, the 
arrests for drunkenness, pauperism, and deaths from 
alcoholism have vastly increased, and the consumption 
of spirits—with which the Trust companies specially 
deal—is per head greatly in excess of that of the 
average Briton. The public conscience has been largely 
demoralised. The Trust companies have been found 
fighting against early closing and other restrictive 
proposals, and their history is stained with those 
scandals and that corruption which seem inseparable 
from the sale of liquor. That the Gothenburg system 
induces, so far as public-house supervision is concerned, 
something like police paralysis, is demonstrated by the 
fact that although in the last ten years 8,310 of the 
persons arrested for drunkenness in that city, admitted 
having had the last drink at the company’s bars, the 
Chief of Police acknowledged that no proceedings had 
ever been instituted against the conductors of these 
places. Norway has had a similar experience, for



though there has been much loose management, only- 
one of the Bergen Bars has lost its licence in 25 years.’'

“Yes, it is Prohibition, not the company system,” 
said the Enthusiast, “ which has converted the 
countries of Scandinavia from the most drunken to the 
most sober in Europe. In 1865, no less than nine 
years before the Gothenburg system was introduced, 
local optionary powers were given to the people under 
which 2,000 out of 2,400 rural districts vetoed the 
consumption of intoxicants, and the national consump
tion of liquor decreased enormously. The convictions 
for drunkenness are thirty-five times greater in the 
cities than in the rural districts, where, indeed, in
temperance is now almost unknown.

“ But have not these Trust Companies embraced the 
great bulk of the people?” asked the Oracle.

“ By no means,” answered the Historian. “ In Nor
way about a fifth only, and in Sweden less than a fifth 
of the population of these countries respectively have 
adopted these Trust company schemes. The Prohibi
tion experiment tested on the biggest scale has every
where been a perfect success. The much vaunted Trust 
company system has affected only a comparatively in
significant proportion of the population, and always 
been attended with most dubious results.

“ However that may be,” said the Superior Person, 
“ if we limit our shareholders to a dividend of five per 
cent, and remunerate our managers independently of 
the drink, we stop its conscienceless ‘ pushing,’ 
eliminate the root of the evil, and destroy the serious 
political menace which arises from the money power of 
‘ the trade.’ ”

“ I think the importance attached to the safeguard 
of making the manager’s salary independent of the 
quantity of drink sold, greatly exaggerated,” said the 
Practical Man. “ To put a person at the head of a 
business and to tell him to do as little trade as possible, 
is in itself absurd. Of course he will be interested in 
the general trade and the financial success of the



382

entire venture. He will want to secure good returns 
and be proud of a satisfactory balance-sheet. No more 
than other men will he like to insult customers by 
refusing the drink they demand. Many hundreds of 
public-houses whose disappearance would be hailed as 
an unmitigated blessing are conducted by brewery- 
selected managers who receive no commission on the 
drink sold. As a matter of fact public-house managers 
aie generally paid a fixed salary, and it is quite 
exceptional to find them in receipt of any share of 
piofits on the amount sold. The much-vaunted dis
covery, which is expected to work such magical 
wonders, is in reality no discovery at all. Under the 
system of remuneration adopted in trust public-houses 
known as 'the leakage system’ the manager has just 
the same chances of making a personal profit as other 
managers. The boasted elimination of interest is a 
pure myth.”

“ seems to me,” interposed the Magistrate, “ that 
the security against loose management, and par
ticularly against the serving of the drunken, is likely 
to be less under Trust management. The requisite 
vigilance is much more likely to be guaranteed by the 
person in charge having a large risk in selling than 
by his merely being deprived of an interest in the sale. 
The present licensee risks far more than the Trust 
company manager. The serving of a single intoxicated 
man with a glass of ale may cost the publican the loss 
of a licence worth thousands of pounds. The Trust 
company manager risks infinitely less. I might remind 
you also that many drink-selling clubs which work 
untold mischief, sell their drink through the medium 
of stewards with no pecuniary interest in the quantity 
sold.”

Exactly ! cried the Merchant, “ the fallacy under- 
the whole assumption of the new reformers is 

that the drink trade, like the drapery and other 
ordinary trades, requires similar pushing. Create 
the facility for it, and this trade pushes itself.
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Elaborate advertisements, leading lines, tastefully- 
dressed windows, big reductions, great bargains, and 
the rest of them are un-needed.”

“ There I am Avith you! ” exclaimed the Brewer.
“ The consumption of liquor attributable to the push
ing of the publican has been vastly over-estimated. 
Give me good houses, and my own brew, and I want no 
‘ push.’ I can understand the logic and the ethics of 
the man who says he believes the article I sell to be so 
dangerous that he will stop the sale when and where 
he can, but I cannot understand the logic or the ethics 
of those who say we are going to sell it ourselves with a 
view' to decrease its consumption, but we shall do it on 
as small a scale and as reluctantly and shamefacedly 
as possible.”

“And what beats me,” said the Licensed Victualler, 
“ is how the new drink-sellers are going to manage 
things better than those wdiose firms and families have 
been accumulating experience for generations.”

“ You see,” interrupted the Cynic, “ they have all the 
confidence of complete ignorance. Amateurs in this 
drink business always know better than professionals.”

“ Their poor managers,” continued the Licensed 
Victualler, “ won’t get unduly fat on the commission 
from mineral waters. In one notable instance, out of 
a week’s takings of over £100, only 7s. 6d. was derived 
from the sale of mineral waters. In the case of the 
best-known experiment of all, twenty-six shillings are 
spent in intoxicating drink for each shilling spent in 
food. The new reformers must surely deem that ‘ the 
trade ’ is at present run by lunatics. The publican 
would be the first to push the non-alcoholic drinks 
himself if it were possible, as the profits on these are 
far in excess of the percentage realised on intoxicating 
liquors.”

“ Their claim to better management than ours,” said 
the Brewer, “ seems very absurd, so far as existing 
experiments have gone. No small proportion of the 
new managers have been utter failures. They have
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not escaped sensational appearance in the police courts. 
One of their first fruits was a customer so helplessly- 
drunk as to be wheeled to the gaol in a. wheelbarrow. 
One clerical amateur running his house on ‘ trust ’ 
lines found a series of his managers becoming drunk
ards and the last ending his drunken career in suicide.”

‘‘All the 'trust’ literature makes a great point of 
the fact that they will not sell on credit,” said the 
Licensed Victualler, “ as if that would be a great 
reform in a trade which sells for cash, if any on earth 
does.”

“ But they will sell the best liquor,” interjected the 
Bibulous One.

“ And ‘ if you get the best whisky, it will get the 
best of you,’ ” quoted the Wag.

“ The Government experts before the Royal Com
mission on Licensing,” continued the Brewer, “ demon
strated that the generally prevalent notions as to the 
noxious adulteration of alcoholic liquors are mistaken, 
and that there is little but adulteration by innocuous 
water to complain of. The arsenical poisoning 
epidemic was, after all, but a local and temporary 
incident. At the best the ‘ trust ’ pubs, cannot sell 
better brews than those of Bass, Guinness, Allsop, and 
myself, or choicer blends than those of Jameson and 
Dewar. Men who want will just as readily get drunk 
on these as on the products of firms of less reputation. 
It is very significant that one of the new managers has 
already been convicted for selling adulterated drink.

“ Answer the one plain question with which I have 
always silenced my opponents,” snapped the Superior 
Person, who was now getting obviously angry. “ Would 
not a well-managed Trust Public-house be better than 
an ordinary public-house run simply for profit? I 
must have a plain answer. Yes or no.”

“ It is about as fair a way of putting things,” said 
the Lawyer, “ as those time-honoured questions, ‘ Have 
you left off beating your wife? ’ or ‘ Have you given up 
getting drunk?’ Answer, Yes or No.”
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“ It depends,’’ said the Practical Man, “ whether the 
Trust public-house is in place of an ordinary house or 
in addition to it.”

“ Other things being equal,” replied the Philan
thropist, “ I for one should unhesitatingly answer ‘ No.’ 
The ordinary public-house has no allurement for the 
uncontaminated. Only the seasoned soakers would like 
to be seen entering the low, disreputable drink-shop. 
A Trust house, however, with all the glamour of 
respectability about it, patronised by the reverend and 
the titled, advertised as being itself a philanthropical 
institution, might be the most dangerous of places for 
the young and inexperienced to graduate in. The 
more seductive the guarantees and attractions with 
which you surround your purified public, your ‘ real 
house of refreshment,’ the more you increase the 
potency of its temptations to those I speak of.”

“ Yes,” said the Historian, “ the promoters of the 
new schemes are omitting the very best feature of the 
Scandinavian experiments. Nothing could be less 
attractive than the spirit houses in the Peninsula. 
The ordinary dram-shops of the Swedish Bolags are 
plainly furnished. There are no flaring gas lights or 
brilliant mirrors. Externally many of the houses 
might be mistaken for offices, and even the stranger 
inquiring into the system may not infrequently pass 
them by without recognition. The Bergen bars, in
comparably less open to attack as failures than those 
of Sweden, offer no attractions whatever except drink. 
They have no resemblance to bright gin palaces, nor to 
bright coffee taverns, nor yet to snug public-houses. 
They are not, places of resort for social intercourse. 
Food is not provided in them, nor newspapers, nor 
private apartments, nor seats even. Anything less like 
the ideal of the British trust company promoter could 
hardly be imagined.”

“ It is a strange way of promoting Temperance to 
begin by increasing the number of public-houses, and

z
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selling drink in new and unnecessary drink-shops,” 
struck in the Enthusiast.

“ But we don’t,” hastily replied the Oracle. “ We 
only seek new licences where the justices are sure to 
grant them to somebody.”

“How do you know that?” asked the Magistrate. 
“ The licensing justices don’t announce their decision 
beforehand. Your companies have already obtained 
many new licences where no one else could have got 
them, and that, too, against the strongly-expressed wish 
of the people of the localities affected, for whose con
sultation you make no provision whatever. Not 
content with invading Prohibition areas, your 
companies have repeatedly established new drink-shops 
where the congestion of licences was already deplor
able, and only in the rarest cases has an attempt 
been made to obtain isolated licences or to take 
over those already existing. It is admitted that 
if the new houses are to do any good they must 
have the entire monopoly of a district, and not be 
exposed to the cut-throat competition of the houses run 
on ordinary lines. Without this all-essential condition 
of success they cannot hope to introduce the desired 
improvements and at the same time pay their way. 
The fact is the promoters of these schemes are on the 
horns of a dilemma, for the brewers have already 
covered the ground with such a superabundance of 
licensed premises as everyone deplores. If, to secure 
the necessary monopoly, the English Gothenburgers 
acquire all the existing public-houses in a given area 
or town at their present inflated prices, they must, in 
order to make them pay at all, sell such a quantity 
of liquor as no one could approve of. If, on the other 
hand, they apply for new licences in districts hitherto 
free from public-houses, they have, generally speaking, 
to invade districts—‘uncontaminated zones ’ our friend 
the Enthusiast would call them—which afford a con
trast as startling as it is pleasing to those places 
demoralised by drink shops. Thus, instead of accom-
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plishing their proposed aim of minimising that con
sumption of intoxicants, which everyone bewails as so 
lamentably excessive, its amount, with the inevitable 
percentage of drunkenness, will be substantially in
creased.”

“Just so!” exclaimed the Practical Man. “After 
all, the great question is, ‘ Will the new schemes in
crease the temptations to intemperance? ’ How can 
they do otherwise? It has taken prodigious efforts to 
keep down the number of licences in the past. It has 
been a task of supreme difficulty to defeat the applica
tions of the brewers, but it will be infinitely more 
difficult to refuse licences to companies of the 
illustrious, the high-born, and the titled, coming in 
the garb of philanthropy.”

“ We are philanthropists ! ” said the Oracle. “ We 
propose that all our surplus profits shall go to the 
noblest of objects, hospitals, counter-attractions to the 
public-house, and so on—things which will appeal to 
everyone and benefit everybody.”

“ Your notions may be good, but you must sell a 
vast amount of drink, with much inevitable evil, to 
accomplish anything at all substantial,” said the 
Financier. “ It seems a long way round.”

“ You have some odd methods of counteracting 
habits of intemperance,” remarked the Cynic. “ At 
the best known of your Scotch houses, for instance, 
you gave each customer, last New Year’s morning, a 
glass of whisky gratis.”

“ Yes, their motives are good,” proclaimed the Wag. 
“ They are going to promote Temperance, establish 
homes for inebriates, and I don’t know what else. 
They remind me of the old lady in Madrid, who justi
fied her attendance at a bull-fight on the ground that 
the proceeds of the spectacle were going to be given to 
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals.”

“And I fail to see,” continued the Financier, “how 
the creation of an army of investors, with an absolutely 
certain five per cent, investment and all else that you
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promise them, is going to do other than largely 
strengthen, rather than weaken, the money power and 
political menace of ‘ the trade.’ The movement, I 
know on the highest financial authority, has already 
told most favourably in appreciating the value of 
other liquor shares. The more the public-house is 
rehabilitated in public esteem by the association of 
men of position and leading, the safer it feels.”

“ Personally,” added the Reformer, “ I would much 
sooner have to fight a few brewers than a vast host 
of the general public assisted by new contingents of 
managers, directors, trustees, bar tenders, and the rest 
of those who will become interested.”

“ With a population five out of six of whose adults 
take liquor, it is nonsense to talk of Prohibition,” said 
the Oracle.

“ Scandinavia itself, formerly having a much larger 
proportion of drinkers, proves the exact contrary, 
replied the Historian.

“ People wTill drink, and there must be public- 
houses,” the Oracle persisted. “ The Trust pro
moters------ ”

“ They remind me,” the Doctor struck in, “ of those 
benighted people, some of whom are still left, who 
believe that children will in the ‘ good Providence of 
God,’ as they phrase it, be sure to have measles and 
kindred diseases, and think the sooner they are brought 
into contact with them, and have them mildly, the 
better it will be for them.”

“ Precisely! ” exclaimed the Philanthropist, “ and so 
the good people who are pushing these trust schemes 
with little faith in man and less in God, think men 
must have the drink-habit and the drink curse, and 
that the sooner they can give it them under superior 
conditions the better it will be for them.”

“ You cannot abolish the public-house, and the only 
way to reform it is to adopt ‘ Trust ’ management,” the 
Superior Person declared.

“ But we don’t propose to abolish the public-house,”
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exclaimed the Enthusiast, “ we only propose to take 
the dangerous drink out of it, and make it a safe 
house of refreshment.”

“ But,” interposed the Wag,” the new reformers 
could no more keep the drink out of their scheme than 
Mr. Dick, of immortal memory, could keep King 
Charles’ head out of his memorial.”

“ Alcoholic liquors are required to satisfy a human 
need,” the Superior Person insisted.

“ The desire for alcohol is never ‘ awakened ’ except 
by the use of it,” said the Doctor. “ Those who have 
never used such liquors feel no want of them or desire 
for them.”

“ We must not forget, in any provision we make,” 
said the Journalist, “ the necessities begot by the miser
able housing of the working classes, and the absence 
of any reasonable facilities for gratifying those social 
and recreative instincts which are so fundamental a 
factor of the case.”

“ Admitted,” exclaimed the Enthusiast, “ but first 
things must come first, and the fons et origo of the 
evil must not be left to the last. The leaders of the 
Prohibition party are individually behind none in 
strenuous efforts to improve the environment of the 
masses, and no class would go farther in devoting 
communal resources to fighting the national enemy in 
this way.”

“ Much more than the mere negation of the Prohibi
tionist is required ! ” proclaimed the Oracle. “ No one 
dreams that your Veto will be adopted everywhere.”

“ True,” said the Enthusiast, “ the Prohibitionist is 
the first to admit it. He only asks that his scheme of 
making the existence of the traffic in each district 
subject to the permission of the popular will of that 
district, should not be barred out. There is nothing 
at all exclusive about his simple plan ; it can be made 
supplementary to all else. He claims nothing but the 
power for districts where public opinion demands it,
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to say ‘ public-houses shall not be thrust upon us 
against our will.’ ”

“ We have had enough of destructive proposals,” said 
the Superior Person. “ We must have constructive 
schemes.”

“ The proposals you call ‘ destructive ’ have never 
been allowed the test of a legislative experiment in 
this country,” replied the Enthusiast. “ You close 
your eyes to their success elsewhere, and condemn them 
untried here. The foundations of any scheme based 
upon the selling of strong drink are too rotten and 
treacherous to afford any solid ground of hope.”

“ There is hardly any point,” said the Historian,
ujoon which those who have closely investigated the 

matter are more agreed than the conclusion arrived 
at by successive Parliamentary Committees that the 
amusements and recreations of the people should, so 
far as possible, be disassociated from the sale of 
intoxicants. The new reformers are also oblivious to 
the fact that if there be one lesson more plainly taught 
than another by legislative experiments, both in Scan
dinavia and across the Atlantic, it is that nothing is 
more shortsighted and perilous than to give the people 
anywhere any beneficial interest whatever in the con
tinuance and development of the liquor traffic.”

“ The promoters forget several truths, which are of 
the essence of things,” said the Enthusiast. “No more 
than God and Mammon can one serve God and 
Bacchus. The Devil will not drive out the Devil, any 
more than Beelzebub of old. You cannot take fire 
into your bosom and not be burnt. You cannot touch 
pitch and be free of defiling stains. The Devil’s meal 
is all bran. The right road and no other leads to the 
right place. The advocates of the reformed public- 
houses, flying in the face of all history and of every 
experiment yet tried on the earth, are trying to redeem 
the irredeemable, to reform the irreformable, and to 
reclaim the irreclaimable.”
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“ Better choose the least of two necessary evils,” pro
tested the Journalist.

“ We don’t admit the necessity for either,” replied 
the Enthusiast, “ and in any event the man who has 
pledged himself not to supply intoxicants to his 
fellows cannot join in schemes of drink-selling. 
Believing the common sale of alcoholic liquors to be 
a moral, physical, and economic wrong, he can have no 
part or lot in any such venture. To him it would be 
to have fellowship with the unfruitful works of dark
ness, and to make a compromise with iniquity. We 
cannot do what we believe to be evil that good may 
come.”

“ But if we can transform these places, surely you 
will help us?” said the Journalist.

“ You are attempting the impossible,” rejoined the 
Philanthropist. “ Transplant a thistle to Paradise, 
and it will still be a thistle. A bramble amongst 
myrtles is still a bramble. Put drink anywhere, and 
it will overcome the weak, and demoralise and degrade. 
Give place in any scheme for the fascinations of drink, 
and you leave a leaven of corruption which must in
evitably prove fatal.”

“To sum up,” said the Judge, “the promoters of 
Trust public-house schemes say in effect that there 
ought to be no private trade in intoxicants. The whole 
tendency of their arguments leads up to the conclusion 
that this trade is too dangerous to be left in the hands 
of individuals for profit, and to such a point the public 
have been largely educated. If such be the case then 
the question for decision surely is ‘ Can that which is 
too dangerous for trade in private hands be fitly the 
subject of a trade at all?’ ‘Can the common sale of 
intoxicants in any form be justified?”

“ That is exactly my position,” said the Author. 
“ I have told my little story very lamely if I have left 
the answer to that question doubtful. The evils of 
this trade are not accidental. The desire for filthy 
lucre will not explain them away. There are hosts of
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men in ‘ the trade ’ who have done their best, and it 
would be a monstrous libel to lay the discredit of this 
ghastly failure at the door of their cupidity. Many 
houses have been run with no exclusive eye to profit. 
Many of these men are infinitely better than the occu
pation they follow. The giant demon with whom they 
have struggled has been too much for them.

“ If the waters of the well be poisoned, no alteration 
in the pump, no change in the remuneration of those 
who draw therefrom will purify the draught. The 
quarrel of the enlightened Temperance reformer is not 
with the drink-seller, but with the drink he sells. The 
moths in multitudes go fluttering into the alcoholic 
flame. A change in the candlestick or the holder will 
not save them. ‘ Take up the stumbling block out of 
the way of My People ’ is a command to which we 
cannot shut our ears.

“ Let every labourer who enters the field of Tem
perance effort with sincere and earnest purpose be 
heartily welcomed, but let him not be deceived. 
His Avork will fail or succeed in the proportion in 
which he recognises the one cardinal fact that the 
public well-being and the common sale of intoxicants 
cannot be reconciled. The malignant genius of the 
race must be banished. The clue to the problem is 
best found in the very name, selected through some 
strange prophetic insight by which the Arabian 
alchemist, who first discovered the invisible spirit of 
Avine, was led to' call it Al-Ghoul, the Evil Spirit.”




