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CHAPTER XXIV: THE DRUNKARDS’ FRIEND BRIGADE AT WORK 
  
The Drunkards' Friend Campaign goes on real grand at Darkington No.  1 Corps, I can 
tell you. 
  
Things are happening every week that are more interesting than them novels which 
Jack used to lie in bed and read on a Sunday morning before he was converted. It's 
the wonder of the place, and I've no doubt a lot of good is being done. Sarah is 
mighty took up with it, and talks about it morning, noon, and night. 
  
I was rather opposed to it myself at first, I must confess. But, you see, I'm not so quick 
at taking on with new things as I used to be. Sarah says sometimes, when she gets a 
bit warm with me, as how I'm an old Tory, and ought to go to the House of Lords, 
whatever that may mean. But then, you see, the good old Book says that somebody 
must stand by the old paths, and I think as that may be my duty, or, at least, a part of it. 
  
Well, there's no mistake about it, we've got a black corner of Darkest England down 
our way — a drunken corner you might call it. A man has been writing a book, they tell 
me, to show that three-quarters of the poverty and misery at Darkington comes 
through the drink-curse, and I don't think that he's very far wrong. 
  
Then, you see, everybody's been arguing for years that something ought to be done. 
When the Bishop came along to that great banquet which they had when they 
finished repairing the big church, he said so, although they was drinking health to the 
King and prosperity to the Church in the fiery liquid at the same time. 
  
Then the Judge said so. When he came to try the prisoners, says he: “If it wasn't for 
drinking there would be very few murders or crimes of any sort." Then there's the 
magistrates and everybody; they've been saying ever since I could remember that 
there ought to be something done. 
  
Well, there's been a good deal done, but we've got an extra move on just now, and 
this is how it came about. You see, Sarah, she not only buys a  “War Cry" for the good 
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of the cause, but she reads it. I really believe it is a part of her religion to read the 
blessed paper from beginning to end every week of her life. She starts off with the 
front page, and just goes through to the finish — advertisements, songs, and 
everything else there is in it. And, I can tell you, she gives me the benefit of all she 
finds there which she reckons is good for me. 
  
Well, she was so taken hold of by the account of the Drunkards’ Campaign Meeting 
that was held in Exeter Hall, and what she heard was being done on those lines by 
Captain Fresh-method, at Brewery Town, that she was fired up with the desire to see 
something of the same kind at Darkington. 
  
“Sergeant-Major,” said Sarah, as we sat over our bread and cheese the week after the 
Exeter Hall meeting, "that’s a good ‘War Cry’ this week.” 
  
“Yes,” I says, “I hope it is, although I've not had time to look at it yet!” 
  
Said she: “I want to read you The General's speech on ‘Saving the Drunkards.’” 
  
“Very good,” said I, “I’ll be glad to hear it, but not tonight. Tm very tired, and I want to 
get to sleep a little sooner than usual, as I have to be up extra early in the morning." 
  
“No!" said she, “there's nothing like the present time, and you must hear it this very 
night. It's gone into me, and I mean it to go into you." Whereupon she brought out the 
paper, and read me not only the speech, but all about the meeting, as hard as ever 
she could pelt; and then without stopping to fetch her breath, she said: “What are you 
going to do, Sergeant-Major? If there's a spot under the sun where the Drunkards’ 
Friend Campaign is wanted, it is this Darkington. What are you going to do?" 
  
If what Sarah had read to me had not made me resolve to do something, the manner 
in which she turned upon me would have driven me up to it, and I promised there and 
then that something should be done. 
  
When I got hold of the Captain I found that he had been feeling very much like Sarah 
on the subject, and was one with her in the desire to take action at once. He had been 
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doing something in this direction already, but we agreed to have a Soldiers' Meeting, 
and to go in for a regular Corps Campaign. 
  
The Soldiers took the matter up wholesale, bless 'em I as they always do when they're 
got at in the right manner, and twenty-five volunteered to go out on the first 
engagement of the Late Saturday Night Campaign, and to visit or do whatever they 
was asked. It was just delightful to see how the thing took hold of them, and to hear 
them cry to God for His blessing on the work. After that meeting I felt sure we should 
see something come to pass out of the usual. Sarah was in high spirits; as she always is 
when she gets her own way on a good scheme. 
  
We started well, and that was a good thing. A successful beginning is often half the 
battle. You see the Captain, he wrote to all the Officers he could find who had done 
anything of the sort, and got information as to how they had gone about it, and what 
measures they had found to succeed the best. “Because," said he, “by this plan we can 
profit by the mistakes of those who have tried at the same thing, and learn from their 
successes." He's a knowing customer, is our Captain. Bless him I I'm proud of him. 
  
On the Saturday night we commenced operations. We met together at the Hall for a 
little prayer after the regular service, and away we went. The sisters were instructed to 
deal specially with the women, while the brothers went for the men. 
  
First, we held a short Open-Air opposite “The Pig and Whistle." Then we visited every 
public-house with our “War Crys," talking and praying as we had opportunity, tackling 
some inside who were intoxicated, and waiting for others till closing time came. Some 
of these we took home, and others we piloted to the Hall. The sisters brought in one 
or two poor women, who were clean gone with the maddening stuff, neither knowing 
who they were, nor where they were. 
  
That was a meeting, I can tell you. I don't know what the people who are all for 
decency and order would have said of it. But it was all order and decency to us, and 
no mistake. 
 
There was not much done beside the personal that night. Nobody there was in a 
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condition to quietly listen to speeches of any sort. But, nevertheless, we had some hot 
talking, and hot singing, and hot praying, and plenty of hot coffee; and altogether it 
was a hot time. 
  
Then there was the conducting of our visitors to their homes, which was no easy task, 
calling next morning to inquire after their health, talking to their wives, pitying their 
children, and the general hunting of them up during the coming week, which was a 
most important part of our task. Taking it all in all, I can tell you we soon found out that 
it was no easy business we had put our hand to. 
  
However, we caught some good fish that night. For one, there was Dan Smashaway. 
Dan was a strange, reckless character, who neither feared God nor the devil. He had 
broken the heart of one loving wife, and found another kind-souled creature fool 
enough to take her place. "He promised me so strong that he would reform," she said, 
“that I couldn't refuse him." So she linked her fate with his at a drunken wedding, and 
repented with tears of bitterness ever after. 
  
After his second marriage he was worse than ever. Situation after situation was lost; 
every relative and friend in the world tired out; every rag of clothing pawned, and 
every stick of furniture sold or smashed. There he was, shivering in rags, with his 
skeleton of a wife, and his children hovering between starvation and the Union. 
  
How they lived, how they kept a roof over their heads, and how the children were kept 
out of the grave, was a puzzle to everybody who knew anything about them. But how 
Dan got the drink for his daily consumption was a greater puzzle still. But there was 
the family, deep sunk in loathsome filth and hopeless wretchedness, and there was 
Dan boozed and fuddled all the week round, while he could be seen drunk as a lord 
about ten o'clock, or before that time, every Saturday night of his life. 
  
Well, we picked Dan up that Saturday night, took him to the Hall, and landed him in 
the dark, damp cellar he called “home" about two o'clock on the Sunday morning, 
with a strange and softened longing in his heart for a different, a better, a happier life. 
 
Perhaps it was the coffee that did it, for you may rely upon it Sarah gave it him hot and 
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strong; or perhaps it was the tears that some of the tender-hearted sisters shed over 
him. Perhaps it was thoughts of his mother, whom, drunk as he was, he persisted in 
saying was pleading for him in her chamber that very hour, and that his being there 
was all on account of her prayers. Perhaps it was the strivings of the Spirit of God. 
Perhaps it was a little of each, all mixed up together; anyway, an impression was made 
that night on the stupefied sodden, conscience of poor drunken, hopeless Dan that 
never wore away. 
  
Other Saturday nights of a similar character, and other doings of the same kind 
followed, and Sarah began to talk of getting every “drunk" in the place out of the 
clutches of the publicans and the devil, when opposition to our methods 
unexpectedly rose up in different quarters. 
  
Some of the respectable people in the place didn't approve of our goings on. They 
said holding Open-Air services at such unearthly hours and in such low and disgusting 
places was endangering the peace of the town. They didn't mind the poor wretches 
pauperising their families, poisoning their bodies, and damning their souls with oaths 
and abominations enough to make the heavens shudder in such neighbourhoods; but 
when it came to rescuing them with songs and prayers and earnest warnings, the 
sense of their respectability was touched, and they started off crying out that the 
honour of their town was being endangered. 
  
Now, the Mayor of Darkington this year happens to be a butcher, and Sarah has 
bought her Sunday dinner at his establishment for several years gone by; and being, 
as he is, religious, and a sort of lay preacher, and knows as Sarah is a Salvationist, he 
likes to have a little talk with her now and then, specially when there's nobody about. 
The otlier day he called her into his little parlour, and began in high tones to complain 
about our goings on in this new Campaign. 
  
But Sarah, she was ready for him, and she says: “Well, Mr. Mayor, we did not 
manufacture these poor wretches. They was there before we began, and you'll admit 
something should be done for them. Perhaps our way of dealing with them is not 
quite as agreeable to you respectable people as it might be; but how can we do 
better? 
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“What do you do for them, Mr. Mayor?" she says, “with all the Aldermen and 
Councillors and all the officials, and the money you have to back you up? 
  
“When Dan Smashaway and such characters is broght up before you ever so many 
times over, what do you do to help him? 
  
“When the policeman drags him along the streets, he says: ‘I hope they'll give it him 
hot'; when he is brought up before the Bench the magistrates — and your Worship 
among them — say ditto; and when he gets to the prison, the Governor and the 
Warders. they say pretty much the same. You see, they all say: ‘Punish him'; but 
nobody says: 'Save him.' 
  
“Well, we're trying to save Dan, and some of his pals into the bargain; and, Mr. Mayor, 
the least your Worship and the Town Council can do is to wish us good luck, pray for 
us, and pay for the coffee." 
  
Then the clergyman called to see Sarah the other day, and he got talking about the 
Campaign, and he says: “Mrs. Do-your-best, I think your husband and those who are 
acting with him are quite mistaken in their erratic proceedings. I think those meetings, 
attended by people in a state of intoxication, with their mouths full of bad language, 
are calculated to lower religion in the estimation of all decent church-going people, 
and to cause it to be despised even by the poor creatures whom your misguided 
efforts are intended to benefit." 
  
“Indeed, sir," says Sarah, “I don't think anything could make these poor slaves of drink 
despise the religion of Jesus Christ more than to see those who profess to be its 
representatives pass them by, and leave them to perish in their wretchedness and sin 
without stretching out a band to help them." 
  
Then some Soldiers in our own ranks, I'm sorry to say, not only disapprove our plan, 
but are saying things against it. 
  
For one, there's Sergeant Respectability; he's down upon us tooth and nail.  Of 
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course, he don't say anything against it in public — thank God, he has no chance; but 
he just chunters and tittle-tattles to anybody who will listen to him. 
 
Would you like to know what he says? Well, it don't amount to much; but he says the 
Saturday Night Meetings they makes the Hall dirty, and causes unpleasant smells, and 
that creeping things have been seen, and that it is lowering the Hall in the opinion of 
the Churches, and other things that aren't of no importance. 
  
Then he says that some of the young people have heard bad language in the streets 
and that Sergeant Eversick caught cold by being out so late the other night. 
  
But when they said that to me, I says back sharp: “What, would you have the Fire 
Brigade give up trying to put out the fires, or pulling people out of the burning 
buildings because a fireman got hurt in the discharge of his duty now and then? 
  
“No, you would not, not one of you; and neither will the Local Officers and Soldiers of 
Darkington Corps give up trying to extinguish the fires of sin, or turn aside from their 
duty of pulling the poor sinners out of the hellish flames, because one or two of them 
get a little damaged in discharging their duty.” 
  
Well, praise the Lord I if a few people have been down on us, we have had plenty to 
encourage us to go ahead. Oh, God is good! I do see now, clearer than ever, that if 
you want to win, you must fight; and that the deeper you plunge into the enemies' 
ranks, and the more desperate and determined and self-sacrificing the fighting is, the 
more glorious will the victories be. 
  
The Captain's been telling us tonight that Deacon Propriety, of the High Corner 
Church, came in to see him yesterday morning to implore him to persevere. “Oh," he 
said, “the work must be done, the poor creatures must have a chance, and you see we 
are far too respectable up at our place to do it; and then we shouldn't know how to do 
it, if we tried. You are the people, and if you want any financial help to push it 
forwards, apply to me. I have a trifle in hand now." 
  
Then the Deacon went on to say: “There's Jack Nevercare, a young fellow whom I 
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have known from a child; he was the son of an old schoolfellow of mine, long since 
dead. Well, Jack went to the devil early and altogether. He always gave me a wide 
berth, except on one occasion, and then he borrowed £5 — to get him some clothes, 
he said, to fit him for a situation; but he neither got the clothes nor the situation, but 
simply swallowed the money. Well, Jack has been into our office to say that you 
people have picked him up, and he's got a good berth, and is going to pay me the£5 
at the rate of a sovereign a month, and paid me the first installment on the spot. So I 
said: ‘All right. Jack.' And, as I should never have seen the money but for you, I reckon 
it belongs to you, and I'm going to pay it into your funds. So I might as well pay it 
now." 
  
The Captain has made a fine hit, I think. We have had the most wonderful Salvation 
Army procession Darkington has ever seen; at least, that is my opinion. Sarah, I cannot 
help thinking, has had a hand in this; anyway, she has had no end of conferences with 
the Captain on the subject, and the result has made a great impression on the town. 
  
I wish I could describe this procession. It was announced that at three o'clock on a 
particular Sunday afternoon, a number of converted drunkards, with their wives and 
children, would parade through the principal streets, with music and banners and 
song, hold a meeting in the market-place, and finish up in our Hall. 
  
There didn't seem neither to Sarah nor me anything very wonderful in this 
announcement, because it was only what was being done all over the world almost 
every Sunday of our lives; but it tickled the curiosity of Darkington and the country for 
miles round, I can tell you, and the people came in by thousands to see the parade. 
  
Now, how can I describe that procession? I would like very much to do so, but I ain't 
scholar enough to do it. But I must try. 
  
Well, the Captain he fixed his Soldiers first, and then he had the Band, and then came 
the heroes of the hour — that is, the converted “drunks." Of course he had not an 
endless number of them, so he placed everyone two yards apart each way, and then, 
instead of leaving them to march alone, he linked them up with their wives and their 
children, or such other members of their families as were not ashamed to own up 
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before all Darkington what God had done for their loved ones, and to express their 
gratitude for it. 
 
Here was Jack Nevercare, with his sweetheart, who had waited for his turning over a 
new leaf for years before she would marry him, and now the day had come at last. 
Here was Tom Hardnut and there Bill Blazeaway, while a rank or two lower down was 
Harry Hope-no-more, all with their wives smiling and the children looking fine; and on 
and on they came; and then at the very last the Captain fixed the best-known 
character of the crowd — indeed, one of the most notorious individuals in the whole 
town, and that was Dan Smashaway. 
  
You see, Dan is a fine-looking chap, standing over six feet. The month or two of sober 
living he has had have given him time to get his poor body into something like order, 
redeem his clothes from his “Uncle's," and dress up his wife and children decently. 
And there he was that bright Sunday afternoon with his head up to Heaven, his eyes 
flashing fire, and his lips moving to the salvation song the Band was sounding out. I 
can tell you, Dan was the object of curiosity, and of no little pride, to the thousands 
who lined the streets to witness that procession. All along the line his old mates 
saluted him, even some of the publicans joining in such expressions as: “Well done, 
Dan! Hold on to it, old boy I It will be good for the missis." 
  
I have said that Dan's wife was there; but she did not take his arm like the other poor 
women who hung on to their mates, no little proud to have found husbands again. 
Her arms were otherwise occupied, and that with the holding of a little baby-boy. But 
there was a woman there who held on to Dan, and whom Dan was evidently anxious 
to hold on to, and to hold up as well, and that was his old mother. Her dear wrinkled 
face showed forth the peace and satisfaction that filled her heart. God had answered 
her prayer. Her boy was saved. 
  
By and by the Mayor's house was reached, to find his Worship, with all his household, 
at the windows. Opposite was the Vicarage, where, as Sarah looked up, she saw, with 
a twinkle of satisfaction in her eye — God bless her! — the clergyman who had tried to 
convince her that the Drunkards' Campaign was lowering the tone of our holy religion 
in the town. 
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As the procession swept between these two residences, the Band struck up the tune, 
and every Soldier, and every Convert, and many of the people on the side-walks 
joined in singing it. 
 
The song was an old friend, and the chorus rang out: — 
  

"His blood can make the vilest clean, 
His blood avails for me." 

  
That was a wonderful procession, and, in my humble opinion, it can be repeated in 
every town in the kingdom; and Sarah says so, too. 


