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CHAPTER VI: THE RAID ON THE FAIR 
  
Now, after that meeting which I was telling you about in the last chapter, there was a 
good deal of talk in the Corps, I can tell you, and different people had different 
opinions, which I don't in no wise object to, as long as they keep on loving one 
another and doing their duty. 
  
But some thought one way, and some thought another, about the Captain's speech 
and his new ways of doing things. 
  
For instance, there's Jim Grumbleton; he's a very decent fellow. He earns pretty good 
money, and I must say he's always ready with a trifle for the good cause; but he's not 
much of a hand in a prayer meeting, you know; and he's never at a loss at doing a bit 
of fault-finding. Now, Jim, he works down at our place, and I tumbled over him as I 
went to the factory a morning or two after the meeting. 
  
“ Well, Sergeant-Major," says he, "that new Captain of ours is a decent fellow, I fancy, 
and means well; but I can't see," says he, “how a lad like him’s going to mend things 
much. What does he know; and what can he do? Why, bless my soul, he's not much 
older than I am. Now, if you could get The General or the Commissioner to come this 
way and have ‘a big go’, and get the Mayor into the chair, and rouse the town; or if the 
Chief of the Staff would come to Darkington, and hold one of those wonderful 
meetings of his, and show us Locals how we could raise the Corps, and fill the Hall, 
and get the money without us having to be at any trouble, that would be something 
like. 
  
“Anyhow," says he, “you won't find me among the rabble at the fair on Wednesday; 
I'm going to take my girl, who's not very well, down to Frampton-by-the-Sea, for a little 
change of air; besides," says he, “I'm not going to put myself about over the Corps for 
some time to come; I've tried before to mend things. There was that waxwork affair 
with the limelight, when Captain Swellum was here; it cost me about fifty shillings, 
from first to last, but nothing came of it." 
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“Sergeant Grumbleton," I says — “Jim was made a Ward Sergeant two years ago; but I 
don't think he has ever paid a visit or struck a stroke since that day, and that rather 
reflects on our Captains — God bless them! — not seeing that the Local Officers does 
their duty as well as has their titles—Sergeant," I says, “I am ashamed to hear you talk in 
that way; if we had The General here — God bless him! — which I should very much like 
to see, and so would our Sarah; but if he did come, he could only do the Corps any 
real good by stirring up us Locals and Soldiers, and getting us to repent of our 
coldness, and go to work praying for ourselves, and visiting and weeping over the 
poor sinners, and doing the Open-Airs, and all that sort of thing; and can't we do that 
without The General? And we need not drag the Chief all the way from London to 
Darkington to tell us what we know about our duties. We all know them very well; 
anyhow, that's what I think — and I ought to know, as has been the Sergeant-Major of 
this Corps for all these years." 
  
Sergeant Grumbleton didn't like this talk; but it did him good, I fancy. 
  
Well, we didn't have the tent in the fair after all, for the Captain, he says to me, the day 
after the meeting: “Sergeant-Major," says he, “I think we'll give up that tent that I 
talked about; I don't want to frighten the Treasurer all at once, and when we get on a 
little further, he'll be willing to have a tent or anything else. But, you see, he don't 
quite understand spending a shilling to get a sovereign, so we'll go softly at first." 
  
Well, the fair came round, and a bonnie affair it was, I can tell you. Times is good 
Darkington way, and money is plentiful, and the people was flush and foolish into the 
bargain, as they had saved up for; and they went in for a regular hot ‘un, and no 
mistake. What crowds did come together! 
  
I never can tell where the people come from at such times. All the rowdies of the 
country for miles round must have been there, and lots of real decent people, so far as 
looks go, into the bargain; and as soon as ever they got into the town, the first thing 
they did was to begin drinking, and it was drink, drink, all the time. And when the 
evening came on, and they were all that excited, I can tell you it made a scene bad 
enough to make angels weep, which Sarah says as how that they don't; for if they cry 
in Heaven, she says she don't want to go there, as she has had crying enough down 
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here. 
  
You see, I can't understand things; I was reading in the paper the other day something 
about the great improvement that had taken place in the state of the common people; 
how that the Board Schools and Education, and Free Libraries and P.S.A.'s, and 
halfpenny newspapers, and every man having a vote that pays his rates, and the new 
century, and such like improving institutions was bringing in the millennium. 
  
But, Oh, my! You should have seen that fair. It was just like Hell let loose. Oh! the 
drunken men; and. Oh 1 — which is the worst of all — the drunken women. 
  
As for Sarah, she fairly cried over the drunken boys and girls that were all around, and 
when we got home, she says, “Sergeant-Major," says she, “supposing our Jack and 
our Mary had been a-capering and a-bawling and a- squealing among these poor 
deluded creatures, instead of being Salvation Officers, what should I have said? And, 
instead of your being Sergeant-Major of Darkington Corps, which I am real proud of, 
you had been a miserable drunkard, or in your grave, and your poor soul lost forever, 
which would have been the likely case but for The Army, what a thing it would have 
been!" 
  
Oh, that fair I’ve heard our Officers talk about dragging poor sinners from the brink of 
Hell; well, we went that night to fetch them out of Hell itself. 
  
But, let me tell you how we set about this business. First, we met at the Hall, at seven 
o'clock. There was a nice lot of us; you see, some was there that I never expected 
would come out for such a job, I assure you; T think they felt ashamed like, to let the 
Captain go without being supported. That's what I'm always saying: “Go first, and 
somebody will follow." I wish I was bolder at going first myself. I must try and improve. 
However, there we were, and after a good time at prayer, the Captain said a few 
words. 
  
"Comrades," says he, “we're going on a rather difficult undertaking to-night. I've been 
through the fair already, and I find the devil is there in strong force. You men had 
better button up your coats, put the sisters in the middle of the march, and cast 
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yourselves on God for guidance, and courage, and patience, and love. Keep as calm 
as you can; look well about you; hold together; don't get separated. Sing with all your 
might. Let those who speak, shout it out. Keep believing, and God will give us the 
victory." 
 
And then away we went. But just as we were coming to the outskirts of the fair ground, 
and the mixed noise of the music, and shouting, and hooters, and drumming, was 
being pretty plainly heard in a little pause of the singing, who should we meet but 
Deacon Propriety! 
  
Now, the Deacon is a great man, and a good man, too, at the fine church as has a 
steeple just above the Hall. He stopped as he came along, and made straight for the 
Captain, and began lecturing him, so that we could all hear him quite plain. 
  
"What mad thing are you after tonight?" says he. 
 
“We're going to the fair," the Captain said, quite calmly. 
 
"What!" says the Deacon. "Are you going amongst that drunken, devilish mob, and 
taking these young people with you, too" — looking at some of the Corps Cadets, who 
just looked like angels, flushed as they were with a little excitement — "to hear all that 
horrid language, and see all the fighting and things that are going on? Besides, is not 
the whole thing a dragging of our holy religion in the mire, and degrading it in the 
sight of the world? What can justify such a spectacle? How can you expect the blessing 
of God on it?" 
  
Now, the Captain was just waiting for him to finish, and getting a nice and proper 
answer ready, when Sarah, who stood by, was unable to hold herself quiet any longer, 
and she burst in : — 
  
"Deacon Propriety," says she (she did not forget to give him his title, you see, although 
her blood was up to boiling-point), “Deacon” says she, "if your boy or your girl was in 
a burning building, and the flames was all around them, and they were just going to 
perish, would you not be thankful if anybody went in to try and save them, even if 
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there was a cursing, vulgar lot of people all about, and even if they might get their 
faces blackened, and their clothes spoiled, and run a little danger of getting 
themselves burnt into the bargain? Deacon," says she, and her eyes flashed again, 
and she clenched her little fists, “somebody's boys and girls are in that fire of 
debauchery, and drink, and hell, and if God will help me, Pm going to get one of 'em 
out to-night; and if God don't help me, I'm going to do the best I can by myself." 
 
That was a very foolish speech of Sarah’s was it not? A very foolish speech! But I don't 
know that I ever felt so proud of the little woman before, and it was rather excusable, 
wasn't it? as she was excited by the cold-bloodedness of the Deacon, who reckons 
that he is the principal shining light of what he calls the most intellectual church in 
Darkington, and which, he says, is descended from Oliver Cromwell himself. 
  
I can't describe what followed, except that we marched right into the middle of the 
loudest row I ever was in in all my life; and in my wicked days, I was in some 
scrimmages at the Derby races, and in the East End, and such like places, I can tell 
you. 
  
But this was a reg'lar record-breaker. Didn't we get rolled about, and no mistake; but 
we sang, and we preached, and we prayed; and they offered us gallons of drink, and 
when we would not have it, they threw it over us. 
  
Didn't they mess up my new uniform, as Sarah had been a-saving up for three months 
gone by; but, bless her! She took it quite good natured, and cleaned it up the next 
day with some paraffin stuff, that you could smell the Sergeant-Major across the Hall 
for a fortnight after. 
  
However, everybody was good-natured; and even the publicans said that we were the 
only religious folks in the town who practised what we preached; and, best of all, we 
got one poor prodigal down at the drum, and marched him away with us; and he's 
turned up at the meeting since, and I believe that he's properly saved -— I do indeed. 


