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INTRODUCTORY NOTE





WHEN TOM HARRISSON lent me the proofs of this book, and let fall that owing to blitzes they were the only copy in existence, I felt seriously alarmed to have them in my desk. For the work embodied in them is not merely interesting stuff about one of the nerve-centres of human behaviour—it is much of it unique, and now forever incapable of duplication. Far from being “out-of-date” (because the field work took place mainly in 1938) it represents, for that very reason, the diary of some travellers on perhaps the last excursion-trip made intelligently to a Lost World. Events have turned it, in the Accountant’s phrase, into “a Document of Record”.


There are two ways in which it can be read. I have once myself, by very different methods, tried to analyse the place of the public house in the working-class life of a great city.1 It was  therefore necessary for me to read this “Worktown” evidence as a serious contribution to an almost completely undocumented subject. Much of it astonished me. Sometimes I thought the mode of presentation so clear and so robust that Truth could hardly escape without a flea or two in its ear. But I had no doubt at the end that, even among those research-workers whom it heartily annoys, this book will stand as a permanent and irreplaceable source-work about the place of pubs in British life.


The other way to read it is as one would read Vanity Fair. Everyone is interested in people, especially if they are behaving discreditably. And here is a book that is a magic casement on a foaming fairyland of ale and cakes. It brings home, with the clarity of a dream, a world where there were lights and thoughtlessness and, above all, an absolute stress on private life.


You walk back into a warm bright room and marvel that in 1938 we never knew that those spittoons were in Arcadia.


I am grateful for this book to Mr. Harrisson and his friends of Mass-Observation, and I think that, apart from its serious value, a good time will be had by most.




 





BASIL D. NICHOLSON.




1 The New Survey of London Life and Labour, Vol. IX.






















PREFACE





BACKGROUND: 1938 TO 1942




 





I happened to spend the years 1932–35 exploring some of the most primitive and uncivilized parts of the world, including Central Borneo and the great chain of islands stretching down the Western Pacific. I spent also a year living among people who were still eating each other, on the island of Malekula in the New Hebrides Group. I found no difficulty in being financed by the Royal Geographical Society, the Royal Society, the British Museum and other bodies to go anywhere in the world in search of rare or previously unknown birds from mountain tops, or to make notes on strange manifestations of human behaviour among peoples with coloured skins. It was gradually borne in upon me that the things I was doing, at great expense, in these difficult jungles, had not been done in the wilds of Lancashire and East Anglia. While studiously tabulating the primitive, we had practically no objective anthropology of ourselves, despite many “social surveys” on a statistical basis. I determined, therefore, to devote as much as possible of the rest of my life to studying the so-called civilized peoples of the world. With this object in view, on my return from the Pacific I went to the industrial North of England (until then strange to me) and spent many months working in different jobs, trying to pick up the threads of mass life in Britain in much the same way as one does when visiting a little known country. Early in 1937, when I had been doing this for six months, I met Charles Madge, then a newspaper reporter, who had many of the same aims in view, but thought the best way to make such studies was through a nation-wide system of voluntary informants, reporting upon themselves, rather than by specialized study on the spot.


This is an old story, just worth recalling in this rather personal way, because this was the origin of Mass-Observation, which has (I think) become in a very small way a significant feature on the intelligent landscape of British democracy. During the past five years we have worked with increasing support, and have at several points been able to exercise some constructive pressure by supplying relevant facts, not available elsewhere, about ordinary people to Government departments, voluntary bodies, M.P.s, periodicals, factories and informal groups. The structure of Mass-Observation remains very much as it was at the beginning—a team of whole-time paid investigators, observing others objectively; and a nation-wide system of voluntary observers providing information about themselves and their everyday lives. Madge, alas, has since the war been engaged on other work, so that the responsibility for both sides has rested mainly with me. The trained investigators operate from London (82, Ladbroke Road, W.11), though of course they are at any one moment distributed about the country on different studies. But for three years this team concentrated its whole attention on one town in the North, “Worktown”.


We have called it Worktown, not because we take it as a typical town or as a special town, but because it is just a town that exists and persists on the basis of industrial work, an anonymous one in the long list of such British towns where most of our people now earn and spend. For three years in Worktown we lived as part of the place. For the first two years we were practically unnoticed, and investigators penetrated every part of local life, joined political, religious and cultural organizations of all sorts, worked in a wide range of jobs and made a great circle of friends and acquaintances at every level of the town structure from the leading family through the Town Council to the permanently unemployed and the floating population of Irish dosshouse dwellers.


The original team of investigators came in simply because they were enthusiastic for the idea of making an anthropological survey of ourselves. We presently received generous and entirely disinterested support from two Northern industrialists, Sir Thomas Barlow and Sir Ernest Simon, for whose early confidence in our initial efforts we cannot be sufficiently gratefui. Further help then came from Dr. Louis Clarke (now Curator of the Fitzwilliam Museum, Cambridge), from the late General G. H. Harrisson, from Mr. Michael Higgins and from an anonymous senior civil servant (who constantly came to our assistance in days of need). Then Mr. Victor Gollancz gave us sufficient support to enable us to work on a proper basis preparing a series of four volumes on Worktown life, of which this is the first—the others being more ambitious and extensive volumes on politics and the non-voter, on the religious life of Worktown with its numerous sects, and on that tremendous climax of the industrial year, the week’s holiday in Blackpool. The present volume was in proof when the war began; the others were in draft. The war necessarily drew Mass-Observation on to other problems. We are therefore forced to leave completion of the other volumes until after the war, when it is our intention not merely to produce them, but to produce them with additional material, bringing them up-to-date and showing the changes which the war has brought about in the institutions studied—politics, religion, leisure.


In the meanwhile, we offer this volume with some diffidence. As a matter of fact, I had adopted the view that it would be better to leave it over, too. It was not until, by chance, I showed it to Mr. Basil Nicholson (who has written the most intelligent study of the pub in his section of the New Survey of London Life and Labour) that he strongly urged it should be published now; he has contributed his own views on this subject in an introductory note. It did seem, thinking about it again, that as well as the possible interest of the field material, a useful purpose might be served after three years of war by recalling in this particular way one small section of the thing we are fighting for, or away from. Moreover, plans are being made about the future of Britain, and these are often being made as if the prejudices and habits of ordinary people can be ignored; publication might serve some constructive purpose in reminding the planners, in their valuable work, of one of the habits they most often ignore. I say this with some feeling myself, as since the war my family have lived at Letchworth Garden City, one of the key towns of the planning movement, and one of the few places in England where no pub is allowed: this book could not have been written at all if Worktown had been Letchworth.


The book speaks for itself. And through it some of the people of Britain speak for themselves too. For the extent to which we fail to appreciate the real quality of that large section of the community who do not write to the newspapers—often do not even vote in a General Election—is so great that the full integration of our democratic culture is endangered. There remains in Britain a gulf between the top people, the leaders, and the rest, the led.


One of the basic institutions in British work life is the public house. Many books have been written about it; they are referred to and listed in this volume. But there has been little attempt to make an objective, unbiased appraisal of the pub, and especially of how the pub works out in human terms of everyday and every-night life, among the hundreds of thousands of people who find in it one of their principal life interests. Mass-Observation has no interest either in proving pubs are good or pubs are bad.


We do not suppose, of course, that Worktown pubs are “typical”, any more than Professor Malinowski considers the Trobriand Islands typical. The object of our studies in Worktown was to take the whole structure of the place and analyse it out. This cannot be done in more than one town at once, and the interrelationships within the town, irrespective of relationship to other towns, were the broad basis of our study problem. The obsession for the typical, the representative, the “statistical sample”, has exercised a serious limitation on the British approach to human problems and is largely responsible for the generally admitted backwardness of social science in this country. The real issues of sociology can only be faced if the sociologist is prepared to plunge deeply under the surface of British life and become directly acquainted with the mass of people who left school before they were 15, and who are the larger subject-matter of British social science. The issues cannot be fully viewed by statistical interviewing, the formal questionnaire, and the compilation of data on the library level. That, at least, is Mass-Observation’s view, the incentive of our particular line of approach. There is room for every sort of sociology in this country, because there is so little of any one sort. There is no need to criticize other sorts; but it is necessary to stress that at present the social sciences are still rather one-sided and rather more academic than the subject itself requires and deserves.


The reader will notice that in this volume there is not, for instance, any attempt to make a statistical sample of interviews. There is not one single direct interview in the whole book, though there are many reported conversations with informants of all sorts. There are plenty of statistics; they are nearly all statistics of observation. Mass-Observation, as its name implies, considers that one of the clues to development in the social sciences is the actual observation of human behaviour in everyday surroundings. We cannot afford to devote ourselves exclusively to people’s verbal reactions to questions asked them by a stranger (the interviewer) in the street, without running a grave risk of reaching misleading conclusions. What people say is only one part—sometimes a not very important part—of the whole pattern of human thought and behaviour.


Main stages in the Worktown survey were thus: 




a. Public house reconnaissance and description; preliminary penetration. 3 months.


b. Penetration by observers into all parts of Worktown pub life. 2 months.


c. Observation without being observed. 10 months.


d. Work conducted more openly; active co-operation with all sorts of people in all spheres of local life. The study of individuals, letters, diaries, documents. 3 months.


e. Data from important people. 2 months.


f. Studies of statistics, organizations and published sources. 3 months.





In preparing this book for publication, a source of difficulty has been the dispersal of the unit which originally undertook the main part of the Worktown investigation. John Sommerfield, who led the fieldwork, has been two years serving in the Royal Air Force, is now stationed overseas. Bruce Watkin was first in the R.A.F., and is now engaged on special scientific research. Walter Hood won the first Trades Union travelling scholarship and left the Worktown unit, to be caught by the war in Australia, where he remained and is playing his part. Woodrow Wyatt is a Staff Captain in the army, Brian Barefoot a doctor, Herbert Howarth in Egypt, Gertrude Wagner works in the Ministry of Information’s Wartime Social Survey, and so on. This has produced complications in proof reading and in the checking of certain points. Every care has been made to ensure accuracy in this respect, but minor errors may perhaps be forgiven on that account? It is a matter of the greatest regret that the superb pub photographs taken by Humphrey Spender cannot, under present conditions, be reproduced.


The picture ends with the war. The book stands, with trivial modification, as completed in 1939. No attempt has been made to cover the wartime period which is bringing many significant new developments. The consumption of beer has increased very considerably in Worktown since the war, and the social structure of the pub is subject to great new pressures. The last war transformed pub-life. There were drastic restrictions upon the hours during which pubs could be open, drastic increases in the price of drink (between 1914 and 1921 duty on each barrel of beer rose from 7s. 9d. to 100s.), a considerable weakening of beer’s alcoholic content, a considerable decrease in the amount of beer drunk, and a 600 per cent fall in the number of convictions for drunkenness. These changes, brought about by the war, remained. They became accepted as pub normality. Numerous local and other restrictions (such as the “no treating” rule which was an attempt to alter the basic pattern of pub life) were temporary, and produced no post-war effects. A competent and well documented account of these restrictions is to be found in Arthur Shadwell’s Drink in 1914–1922. Further changes are now afoot.


Even for those of us who took part in the investigation, there is something strange and remote about reading the results again now. Will the highly technical cult of pigeon-racing ever reappear? Shall we see again the esoteric rites of the Buffaloes? And the strange way they play dominoes in Worktown? And the elaborate class structure of the pub, which changes every week-end? Swiggling, standing rounds, the spittoon, the complex system of bookmakers’ runners, the annual booze-up on Trinity Sunday, the “Diddlum Clubs”, the trend towards bottled beer—what of all these things now? Already it is probable that much that is described here is part of history, the past. If so, we shall indeed have done one of the principal jobs which we set out to do five years ago, when we determined to attempt to describe and record history as it was made. The first Mass-Observation book, published by Faber & Faber in 1937, was a detailed study of the Coronation. Since then we have learnt a lot in the technique of collecting and presenting material in logical patterns. But since then also we have tried to follow the main social changes of our time. During this war, while engaged in doing immediate, war-helpful jobs of social research, we have been able at the same time to put down week by week files of detailed material on how the events of this war—greatest crisis in the story of civilized mankind—have impacted upon ordinary people. To ensure the carrying on of this long term side of our activities we have a small office in the country, Mass-Observation’s War Library. The War Library collects not only the verbal and behaviour reactions of people from day to day, but also the documentary story of the war, in posters and postcards, wrappers and pamphlets, menus and bills, programmes, Christmas cards, war books, popular tunes, film scripts, sermons and public speeches.


While in these years of energetic work we have never been successful in obtaining one shilling of support from academic quarters, we should like to take this opportunity of thanking individuals in Universities and elsewhere who have given us invaluable help and advice at many stages. We should like especially to thank Mrs. Mary Adams, Kingsley Martin, Prof. P. Sargant Florence, Prof. T. H. Pear, Dr. E. O. James, Prof. John Hilton, Julian Huxley, Bertrand Russell, H. G. Wells, Tangye Lean, Dick and Zita Crossman, Tom Driberg, Everett Jones, Lord Horder and Max Nicholson. Without their moral support and critical guidance at many points, we should have deviated from the job in hand even more often than we have done; it is not their fault we have not done better.


For guidance as regards technique of investigation, we have turned principally, when puzzled ourselves, to field work that has been done in America, where sociology is so much in advance of anything yet seen in Europe. Here we should like to acknowledge our indebtedness particularly to Prof. E. W. Burgess and the Faculty of Sociology in the University of Chicago, which has published several fundamental studies in this field; also to the work of Dr. Dollard, Dr. Elton Mayo and their associates. We were fortunate, in the later stages of our Worktown study, to be visited by several American sociologists who were most helpful and we should particularly like to thank Prof. H. C. Brearley of South Carolina.


Finally, we owe more than we can ever show—more, indeed, than we can ever know—to the people of Worktown. I think I speak for most of the 80 people who came especially to Worktown to help in these studies, when I say that we found an almost unfailing pleasure, honour, hospitality, among the hundred thousand people of this great, smoky, anonymous industrial town. Whatever we thought of the pubs individually, all of us found there friendliness and the company of British working life. There are many other sides to Worktown’s story not dealt with in this study of the pub though fully analysed in the other studies in the series. Whatever these people’s limitations, and whatever our own, there emerges unmistakable through this research a basic goodness of heart in the individual, confused with an indecision of purpose and function in the community, which provide the ground both for hope and for concern about a future which can and surely must be based on the satisfying of the normal, social, psychological and physical needs and hopes and dreams of the ordinary people who drink and laugh, occasionally fight, cry and die in the pages that follow.


The main work on this study was done by John Sommerfield and this is really his book. Bruce Watkin also did a great deal of the hard work. Only the circumstances of war have prevented them seeing it through into publication more easily and effectively than I have been able to do the job. My own effort to edit and correct have been completed in a barrack room shared with 29 other privates and without any minutes of privacy. It has been particularly difficult to revise the first three chapters. It is possible to start reading at Chapter IV. without seriously damaging the continuity, because the preceding chapters are by way of background and basis to what follows.


August, 1942.


TOM HARRISSON.



















I


THE PUB





IN WORKTOWN MORE people spend more time in public houses than they do in any other buildings except private houses and work-places.


Why?


Of the social institutions that mould men’s lives between home and work in an industrial town, such as Worktown, the pub has more buildings, holds more people, takes more of their time and money, than church, cinema, dance-hall, and political organizations put together.


The pub, reduced to its lowest terms, is a house where during certain hours everyone is free to buy and drink a glass of beer. It is the only kind of public building used by large numbers of ordinary people where their thoughts and actions are not being in some way arranged for them; in the other kinds of public buildings they are the audiences, watchers of political, religious, dramatic, cinematic, instructional or athletic spectacles. But within the four walls of the pub, once a man has bought or been bought his glass of beer, he has entered an environment in which he is participator rather than spectator.


In six religious sects (five of them new), the ordinary man or woman has also a higher degree of participation, even extending to speaking in tongues. They are the only other institutions in Worktown which supply a similar participation, except the “clubs”—and the word “club” has become synonymous locally with drink; and especially with obtaining drink after hours.


The relation of the pub to the place as a whole may be indicated by a general account from a person who has been working with the study unit; his impressions are thus:




There are 300 pubs in Worktown: 200 police: nearly 200 churches and chapels: 30 cinemas: about 24 prostitutes: 180,000 other people.


The major industry of this industrial town is cotton, but iron, leather, machinery, coal, and tripe are also important industries. Chimneys are the outstanding landscape feature. Most of them smoke, and all day long soot dirties all the faces. It is the most prosperous of all the cotton towns, for it does fine spinning, and so has been least affected by foreign competition. In 1938, 15,000 workers were unemployed, which is approximately one in every nine of the working population. Work is predominantly done in the mills, whose employees include a high percentage of women (with high maternal and infant mortality rates). There are extremely few “upper class” people: there is a constant tendency for people who are economically or intellectually successful to leave the town and the district. The M.P.s are Conservative. There is very little local art, and if you go into the municipal Art Gallery, the attendant comes and has a good look to see that you are all right. The local evening paper is the intellectual dominant, reaching some 96 per cent of homes: it is “impartial”, with a strong liberal-conservative slant, old established, first-rate journalism and production. The Unilever combine sales departments regard this as one of their black spots. Local patriotism is strong; though the town (incorporated as a borough in 1838, now getting a strong city urge) is one of an endless chain across the north, it in no sense identifies itself with other adjacent towns. It has a culture essentially its own, and available for uniform study—the solid background and smoky foreground of the industrial revolution and the vast, intricate technical civilization that has grown up around the basic industries. Worktown has a saying which has been heard from two consecutive mayors in public: “What Worktown says to-day, the North says to-morrow, and London the day after.” Neither the tram service labyrinth that greets the new arrival outside the huge, hollow station, nor the architecture along the main streets (wider than in other towns), nor the women’s hats, lend much colour to this thesis.


Very few workers have holidays with pay. Sunday is strict, and no trams or buses run in the morning. There are some 55,000 houses, and the same number of Co-op, members. The houses stand mainly in long, continuous rows, with narrow backs, across which washing flaps, soot-gathering, on Mondays.


The streets are mostly cobbled—and so is the bed of the town’s river, the only paved river in England. Innumerable clogs clatter before daylight on their way to cotton’s 48 hour week, cotton spinners with wages from 18 to 80 or so shillings, weavers averaging 32. A third of the workers are in Unions. There is no local branch of the Catering Section of the Transport and General Workers, the Union that takes in barmen. The Isolation Hospital and the Technical School are years out of date, must soon be replaced to save local disgrace. Water supply good. Rates just up 1s. 2d. partly because of the new huge extension to the Town Hall, white, ornate, Bradshaw, Gass and Hope (architects) crescent, with lions and arcades. This is in town centre, bordering a huge waste space, fringed on another side by the new and very striking cinema, and a decomposing interstitial industrial belt, with slums immediately adjacent—they also run off from the main shopping streets. The Casual Ward is in the town centre too. The Public Assistance Committee’s Mental block is well outside, though, and inadequate; people have to be recertified every few weeks in accordance with law because there’s nowhere to shift them to. Most people are sane, pleasant and straightforward, without southern sophistication, local-minded but curious, reasonably credulous, reasonably optimistic, fairly mean and suspicious—these generalizations don’t really mean much about any town, and equally cover all.


The dialect is at first unintelligible to the stranger. Full of fine shades of meaning, reversed grammar, and regular good humour. On the whole people care about their own homes, and their few personal dreams (security, a holiday week at orientalised Blackpool, a fortune in the Pools) and nothing else matters very much except the progress made by the town’s famous football club, whose stadium draws each Saturday more people than go into pubs or churches, in a once-a-week mass manifestation of enthusiasm, fury, and joy.


Things are made in this dirty town. That justifies it. Why they are made no ordinary citizen knows. In this mess of goodwill, misunderstanding, effort, insecurity, thought for the day, Victoria the Great as biggest film draw of the year, the pub stands on any corner. The frequent tide of adult folk sends long temporary pseudopodia into the doors of each, to drink and talk, then retract in darkness to smaller but not dissimilar houses where they sleep. Why do they go there? Because people have done before? Because other people are there? Because there are things there that are nowhere else? Because people go everywhere there is to go? Because the pub is as much a part of this civilization as the font or forge or diesel engine? Because they like to change the rate of living, to alter the tempo of muscle and eye, trained now in such exact and even exacting routines—but people with no such exactness, cannibals and so on, also take rate changers, stimulants, drugs? They go there to drink.





But there is more to it than that.


It is no more true to say that people go to public houses to drink than it is to say they go to private houses to eat and sleep. These are the things that people do in pubs:
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	Many PLAY GAMES






	                                 cards
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	Many BET
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	               pay out losings and winnings.















PEOPLE SING AND LISTEN TO SINGING: PLAY THE PIANO AND LISTEN TO IT BEING PLAYED.




THESE THINGS ARE OFTEN CONNECTED WITH PUBS …




… weddings and funerals,


     quarrels and fights,


     bowls, fishing and picnics,


     trade unions.


     secret societies. Oddfellows. Buffs,


     religious processions,


     sex.


     getting jobs,


     crime and prostitution,


     dog shows.


     pigeon flying.








PEOPLE SELL AND BUY






bootlaces, hot pies, black puddings, embrocation.











Also






LOTTERIES AND SWEEPSTAKES happen.


PREJUDICES gather.








All these things don’t happen on the same evenings, or in the same pubs. But an ordinary evening in an ordinary pub will contain a lot of them.


Here is a characteristic record of such an evening:




This pub is at the corner of a block of brickfronted houses, whose front doors open directly on to the pavement. The road is cobbled; the bare, flat façades of the houses are all tinted to the same tone by the continual rain of soot from the chimneys of the mill opposite and the chimneys of all the other mills that stand in all the other streets like this.


The pub isn’t much different from the other houses in the block, except for the sign with its name and that of the brewing firm that owns it, but its lower windows are larger than those of the others, and enclosed with stucco fake columns that go down to the ground; and the door, on the corner, is set at an angle; it is old-looking, worn, brown; in the top half is a frosted-glass window with VAULT engraved on it in handwriting flourishes; at the edges of the main pane are smaller ones of red and blue glass.


The door opens with a brass latch, disclosing a worn and scrubbed wooden floor, straight bar counter brown-painted with thick yellow imitation graining on the front panelling; at its base is a scattered fringe of sawdust, spit-littered, and strewn with match-ends and crumbled cigarette packets. Facing the bar a brown-painted wooden bench runs the length of the room.


Four yellowish white china handles, shiny brass on top, stand up from the bar counter. This is important, it is the beer engine, nerve-centre of the pub. Behind the bar, on shelves, reflecting themselves against mirrors at the back of their shelves, are rows of glasses and bottles, also stacked matches and Woodbine packets. Beer advertising cards and a notice against betting are fixed to the smoke-darkened yellowish wallpaper; and on the wall, beside the door, is a square of black glass, framed in walnut, that has painted on it, in gilt, a clock face with roman numerals, and the letters NO TICK. (The clock can’t tick, it has no works; but if you are a regular the landlord will give you credit.)


Five men, in caps, stand or sit, three at the bar, two on the bench. They all have pint mugs of mild.


From the back parlour can be heard the sound of a man singing a sentimental song. In here they are discussing crime, man-slaughter, and murder. A small, thin man (whose name subsequently turns out to be X) appears to be a little drunk, and is talking very loudly, almost shouting. Another chap, called Y, also has a lot to say.


X (to Y): “If a man says you’re a jailbird he’s no right to say it—if he is a man.”


Another man: “He can have you oop for defamation.”


Y: “I’ve seen cases in the paper where a man’s been found guilty and it’s a bloody shame.”


X (very slowly): “I’ll tell you a bloody case, I’m telling you …”


Y: “Awright.”


X: “There were two navvies——”


Another man, who has been quiet up to now, suddenly says, in indignant sounding tones “No, they weren’t navvies”, to which X simply replies “Ah’m sober enough” and goes on, apparently irrelevant—“There isn’t a law made but what there’s a loop’ole in it. Marshall Hall said that afore ’e was made a Sir—some big trial it were, for murder, an’ it lasted a week, he’d strangled ’er wi’ a necklace, it were that Yarmouth murder. He ’a won t’ case, too, but for that courtin’ couple, they were passing and they ’eard ’er screamin’ and they thought they were only, you know, ’avin’ a bit. Instead o’ that ’e were stranglin’ ’er. D’you know why there’s a loophole in these ’ere laws. Well, them there M.P.s—’ave you ever noticed there’s always some lawyer puts up. Now the reason for that——” He looks up and sees, through the serving hatch at the back of the bar, a man going into the parlour, and shouts out “Eh, Dick, lend us two an’ six. We’re skint”. Dick shouts back something inaudible and goes on into the parlour.


X stands silent for a moment, beerswallowing. One of the men on the bench says to him “Are you workin’?”


X: “I’ll never work no more. I’ve an independent fortune every week.”


Questioner turns to the barmaid, who has now come in from the parlour, and says “Molly, you don’t know Mr. X, do you?” (Meaning that she knows him pretty well.) She laughs and replies: “No, I don’t know him”.


X: “None of that, Mr. X. I call ’er Molly, not Mrs.…” He trails off, not knowing her surname.


The chaps begin to talk about swimming. X, irrepressible, knowing everything, chips in “I’ll tell you ’oo were a good lad—Bob Robbins”.


The singer in the parlour, who has been steadily working through three verses, now finishes with a prolonged and loud note, and there is the sound of some clapping.


The talkers have now divided into two groups, one around X, the other around an old man who is arguing about the age of the swimming baths. He keeps on saying “I remember it being built”, to which another chap replies, disagreeing, “My father works there.”


X: “That lad could fly through t’ water like a bloody fish.”


Y: “Bill Howard, that’s ’is name.”


X: “Goes into water like a bloody fish.”


Old man (loud): “I remember it being built.”


X: “I’ll tell you what ’e could do—you know when you’re walking along the towing path, you an’ me walking along the towing path, ’e’d keep up wi’ you, you an’ me, walking decent tha knows, ’e’ll keep up wi’ you.”


X stops, drinks, and the old man can be heard stubbornly reiterating: “I remember it being built.”


X: “I’ll tell you the hardest feat that was ever known—for a man to fall off the top of the bath and not go to the bottom and not go to the top, as long as ’e can ’old ’is breath—I’ve seen (name inaudible) do that. ’e could do a ’undred yards in eleven seconds—wi’out any training. What could ’e do wi’ training? I’m telling you, he could stay in t’ water, not go to the top and not go to the bottom—an’ I’ll tell you ’ow ’e did it.”


Y (interrupting): “’ave another.”


X: “Aye.”


While he is getting his drink a chap stands up, and says “I swim that road”, demonstrating convulsive sidestroke movements with his arms.


The old man looks up from his argument and remarks “I go left ’and first”. And returns to the swimming bath discussion.


X, now with another beer, carries on: “He’d drop into the water and neether go to the bottom or go to the top …”





In the parlour they are singing the chorus of a jazz song, which the barmaid hums loudly.


It is now half past eight, and more people are coming in. Two old men arrive; both have gaps in their front teeth; wearing clogs, dark scarves knotted round pink wrinkled necks, white hair raggedly protrudes from behind their old caps; their coats, trousers, and waistcoats are all different yet appearing alike to be made of a shapeless greasy grey-blue cloth. They sit together, talking in undertones. Their beermugs are placed on the edge of the bar counter, and they have to reach forward, half standing up, to get at them. They both smoke pipes, from which drift the ropey smell of cheap twist. At regular intervals they shoot tidy gobs of spittle across into the sawdust. They reach for their mugs together, and drink the same amount at each swig. The mugs stand untouched for several minutes, with a last inch of beer in them; then one of the men stands up, drains his mug, and bangs it on the counter:




The barmaid has gone out, and the landlord takes her place. (He is large, redfaced, clear blue eyes, about 45, wears a clean dark-grey suit, no coat, clean white shirt, sleeve rolled up, no collar or tie.) He draws off two halfpint glasses from one of the middle taps; the old man pays him, and the two empty the glasses into their mugs. During this transaction no one has said anything. Both men, standing, take a long, simultaneous swig, and sit down. One remarks, suddenly loud “Well, of all the bloody good things at Ascot t’other week anyone following Aga Khan t’other week would ’ave ’ad a bloody picnic”.


X bawls across at him “What dost tha know about bloody horses. I’ll bet thee a bloody shilling and gie thee two thousand pound start an’ I’ll ’ave bloody Lawson agen ’im. Why, ’e’s seven bloody winners at meeting, you bloody crawpit.” The old man says nothing.


A group of four men has gathered round the table, and is playing dominoes. Each has a pint mug at his elbow. At the end of the round they turn the dominoes face downwards and stir them noisily. They play with a lot of loud talking and joking.


One says “’oo went down then?”


“Jimmy.”


“Oh, Jimmy went down.”


“I did.”


“My down—one an’ one.”


“If we’re down we’re down, that’s all. What’s the use of worrying.”


“Come on, man, don’t go to bloody sleep. Th’art like a bloody hen suppin’ tea; when th’art winnin’ it’s awreet, but when th’art losin’ it’s all bloody wrong.”


They talk about the holidays, which begin next week.


“I’m not savin’ oop twelve bloody months for t’ sake a gooing away fer a week. Wife’s always asking what I do wi’ me overtime, and I towd ’er—why, I bloody well spend it, what dost think—and she says—Tha owt t’ ’ave more bloody sense.”





So on, until, at about 10.20, they leave; standing for from one to three minutes outside, and calling “Good night” as they walk, at about two miles an hour, to their private houses, which are seldom more than three minutes’ walk away.


We shall presently come to all the different things that are done in the pub, from brawls to Royal and Ancient Order of Buffalo initiations; from the fading folk-lore of Pigeon Racing to the growing rage for darts. It is only necessary to point out here, that betting and gambling are largely centred in the pub, with a whole social group around the bookmakers’ runner; but that the other things are found to some extent in other institutions. There are few things which are peculiar to the pub in Worktown, other than draught beer and spittoons. It is essentially a social group around widespread and commonplace social activities. These attain new angles, new point, and a close integration with other aspects of industrial life by being pressed into the service of satisfying, or dissatisfying, these numerous small communities bound together by the bond of beer habits.


There are, on the other hand, certain things which are not found in pubs in Worktown, though they occur in pubs elsewhere. The following might be expected:






Billiards.


Whist Drives.


Dances.


Skittles.


Shove ha’penny.


Literature.








Billiards, dancing and whist drives never occur in Worktown pubs. They are a regular feature of church and political life, and often a major source of church and party revenue. There are also separate dance and billiard halls, well patronized: interest in billiards tends to decline, in dancing to increase. The patrons of both are often regular pub-goers, and frequently leave the halls to have a drink. Skittles and shove ha’penny are apparently unknown in the town, and the pub has apparently given up its one-time function of a reading place; few even have an evening paper for their patrons. Bearing these qualifications in mind, it should incidentally be possible from the particular study of Worktown pub life to appreciate something of the function of the pub in all English industrial communities.



















II


DRINK





BEER


For almost everyone in Worktown Drink equals Beer.


BEER IS BEST proclaim the boardings along the main roads.


Showcards in pubs announce “A healthy appetizing drink that will help to keep you fit. The best refreshment”.


Oatmeal stout is “Thoroughly sound and well brewed from the finest quality Malt, Hops, and Oatmeal. Free from acidity and GUARANTEED PURE.”


A local firm makes and publicizes “Vitamin Stout”. And William Younger’s is “Just what the Doctor ordered!”


But—says a pamphlet given away by the Rechabites, local temperance society—“Beer is the most harmful of alcoholic drinks because it is the most seductive.”


And—of a leading brand of beer a landlord said to an observer—“Anyone who can drink ——’s mild must be able to feed on rats.”


An old female rag sorter, when drunk, remarked to an observer, “I’ve supped ale till I’m sixteen and I’ll sup it till I die.”


Others write of it with fondness too. Says a letter, sent in answer to an inquiry conducted through the local press on “Why drink beer”—“I drink beer to keep me fit it do’s the stummick good, and there is only one good reason I Drink Beer it is because I cannot eat it.”


Differently looked upon, and analysed, beer is 3½ per cent alcohol, 3½ per cent malto-dextrins, with traces of volatile acids, proteins, organic acids, and mineral matter.


But beer is over 90 per cent water.


The main local brewery announces that, since 1853, they “have been brewing good wholesome English beer, using only the choicest malt and finest hops. The natural aperient and tonic values of the hop cannot be excelled by better means THAN A GLASS OF BEER”.


Hops (Humulus lupulus), condemned by Henry VI, were let in by Henry VIII, introduced from Flanders to Kent, still their centre, though the king banned them in ale because they did “dry up the body and increase melancholy”.


THE BREWERY


Observers went to the brewery to see. Their report:




The building is large, red brick, with towers, from which all Worktown is visible. In tower is water tank. The town water goes up to it. Sacks of barley are hoisted to the top floor. Pipes, vats, furnaces, pumps, blowers, cooling pipes, grinding machines, make beer from this water, gradually, from floor to floor, down to the barrelling and bottling rooms.


Only yeast is permanent, taken from cold storage rooms, put into fermenting vats for 52 hours, sucked off, dried, and restored to its dark cold solitude.


The water is bought from the town; once a well was bored; they spent three thousand pounds, went down for eleven hundred feet, then gave up. An extra, and very large water tank was put in the other tower. It is empty, has never been filled.


Barley, in sacks, comes up the hoist, is cleaned and polished; big magnets pick out the old nails, etc. Mechanically stoked furnaces boil a mash of barley with water—some brought in tanks from Burton to the brewery siding.


Above the boiling vats are domes of polished copper. Peering through inspection window the seething shiny liquid darkness of hot stout is visible. Carbon dioxide collects in the dome, is drawn off, stored under pressure, used for aerating bottled beer. (What’s left goes to mineral water, puts life into lemonade.) After the boiling vats the half-way-to-beer liquid is drained off through complicated cooling pipes into the open, fermenting vats. In these huge tanks, the liquid stands bubbling, while foam gathers on top in snow crags that turn brown, collapse, and form a scummy crust that stays while underneath yeast works for 52 hours.


Then the now “almost-beer” goes down to the next floor, into more tanks. In both rooms half the vats are empty. Some, the brewer who shows the observers round says, have not been used for years. The big vats hold 180 barrels; perhaps ten are filled every week. The brewer was rather evasive about this. What he liked showing and talking about were the air conditioning and constant temperature arrangements. For the fermenting rooms they are essential, but they are everywhere.


About 150 people work here. Hours are variable. Men have to stay around all night and through the week-end to nurse the fermenting. The biggest concentration of workers is in the bottling plant. Here are machines for bottling, washing, labelling—all American, very expensive. The brewer exhibits pride in them, takes out a washed bottle for inspection, and detailed discussion.


Conveyers take the bottles straight through to the crating department. During bottling carbon dioxide is injected. Women work on this, mostly aged 35 to 45. They wear blue aprons, and look healthy.


Next is washing room, where high pressure containers on wheels, looking like enormous vacuum cleaners, are standing about. These are for yeast that has been removed from the fermenting vats; it is pressed, and the squeezed-off liquid is drained back into the vats. This is done to save tax, because revenue men come round to measure amounts in the fermenting vats. At one time the extra liquid was thrown away.


Observers go down in lift to a room full of crates. The brewer says there used to be twice as many of them at one time. Here the head brewer is encountered; he is tall, with long white coat, bowler hat, red face, reminding observers of a horse breeder. With him is unnamed short, squat, very wide man with a wide felt hat. At the back of the crates is a small table with bottles and glasses. Observers are given strong ale.


Next are the cellars, where again the complaint is made that they are only half as full as they used to be. Then to the huge white barrel-shaped vats where the beer stands, waiting, until it is ready to be barrelled. Here it is icy cold.


Adjacent is the yeast room. A heavy insulated door opens to a small bare cell. In it are four small containers about the size and shape of dustbins. Each is half filled with yeast. There is nothing else in the room, except cold air. But this is the most important place in the brewery. The yeast is 25 years old. It goes on for ever. It has been the active principle in making the beer that some have died from drinking too much of a good long time ago. Kept at the right temperature and properly looked after there is nothing to prevent it going on indefinitely. The brewer worries about the possibility of it going bad, though. When asked what would happen if it did he says that they would have to get some more, and it might be worse than this lot. (He never refers to anything being not so good as something that exists in the brewery, but always talks about it as being “worse” than what they have already.)


From this cold sanctuary the party is taken to a small semi-underground room with two large barrels, a table, glasses, and rows of sample bottles, handwriting labelled. The brewer leans against the wall, lights a cigarette, and becomes social. Different kinds of beer are brought out and drunk. Observers think, and remark, that they taste rather or a lot better than the same taps in the local pubs. The brewer drinks “best mild”. The small, cheerful, saturnine man in attendance has some too. He is a beer apologist, and attempts to give the observers an intellectual beating-up in conversation about pubs and drinking. His job is to go around the pubs and look into complaints, also to see that their beer is kept decently. He says that the landlords are responsible for bad beer; some men come into the trade and don’t know anything about it. He quoted landlord of the —— Arms, who used to be a commercial traveller. Observers gain face by pointing out that the beer there is always too warm. Brewer says that within his memory at least four small firms have all closed down.


Everybody comes out of here in social mood, and find themselves in the engine room, where there is a steam engine that was christened after the boss’s only son at the age of three. The son never visited the engine (it has the most peculiar valve gear) and there appears to be feudal feeling about this. Brewer says “We’ve made a mistake here, not having any sons in the business”.


There are yet garages and stables to be seen. The harness room, full of past glories of dead horses, is looked after by a pensioned-off old man, who has enormous ears.


The brewer leads the way down to a railway siding where there are trucks full of Burton water. He props up a ladder against one of the trucks and insists that observers should climb up and look in (to see that it is really there). On top of the truck is a manhole; inside, the tank is empty, except for enormous quarter-inch thick flakes of rust strewn over the bottom. Last is the coopering shop. Barrels are still made by hand. The men have nearly all gone home by now, because, the foreman says, they get paid by piece-work. It is quite different here to any other part of the place—old-style craft-work—a difference that is summed up in a remark made by the brewer, who refers to something as “one of these economy stunts”, while in speaking of every other rationalizing device in the brewery he had been enthusiastic.





This firm has a capital of £600,000 in ten pound shares. Dividends for the last five years are—10 per cent, 6 per cent, 8 per cent, 10 per cent, 10 per cent; “Information as to the number of licensed houses owned is not available” says the Stock Exchange Year Book.


When the firm was asked for information about this their reply was laconic and obscure.


Workers in this firm are largely unorganized, though at one time many of them belonged to the union1 (now 40 members, none paid up). Another local brewery firm has its chairman also chairman of the Conservative Party.


Beside making beer they also bottle Guinness, wines, spirits, make cocktails, and soft drinks. They own a number of pubs in Blackpool which, during the holiday weeks, are crammed with Worktowners.


KINDS OF BEER, COSTS, CUSTOMERS


Says the Encyclopædia Britannica (14th ed.) speaking of different kinds of beer:


The essential difference … lies in the flavour and colour, which depend particularly on the type of malt and the quantity of hops used in brewing them.


Beyond a certain stage of fermentation the chemistry of beer is a mystery—highly complex, not yet known. Brewers proceed empirically. Differences between different kinds of beer can be shown on the basis of their alcohol carbohydrate and proteid content.
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Mild is the most commonly drunk beer in Worktown. It costs fivepence a pint—minimum price. In parlours and lounges, the pub’s best rooms, patronized by hat and tie rather than cap and scarf, all beer prices are a penny a pint more.


Most of it is supplied by Magees (a local) and Walkers (a nearby) brewery. Other firms are Threlfalls, Hamers, Cornbrooks … But Magees and Walkers dominate the local pub scene.


As well as mild there is “best mild”, penny a pint more, stronger, and in observers’ opinions, nicer than the common  mild. It is light in colour, like bitter, which is seldom drunk here.


Other draught beers are strong ale, I.P.A., stout. So that Worktowners’ choice is:
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Draught stout no longer counts. At one time commonly drunk, it now is extremely rare here; we have only seen it sold in one pub. Strong ale is not often drunk; when kept it is displayed on the bar counter in a little barrel.


I.P.A. is interesting. Originally a light bottled ale brewed in this country to be sent to India, specially suitable for hot weather, its introduction to English drinkers was the result of an accident. Hodgson’s India Pale Ale was the standard drink of Englishmen imperializing in the east. In the 1820’s Bass came in on this market. (They were able to do this as the result of a “misunderstanding” between Hodgson’s and the East India Co.) By 1827 shiploads of Bass’s I.P.A. were walloping their way down the Irish Channel. One was wrecked. But much of its cargo was salvaged and sold at Liverpool. There, the local drinkers acclaimed it, and Bass’s developed a good market in the whole of the area. A bar selling I.P.A. at the 1851 Great Exhibition launched it as a world drink.


But, now, in Worktown, I.P.A. (which is to-day made by all the main brewers)—only sold in bottles in most places—is largely draught. It isn’t drunk very much except in a few pubs, is considered to be very intoxicating and to give you a bad hangover. Of it, a barman in a pub that sold it said, “It’s a good appetizer—but I wouldn’t like to have a lot of it”.


Draught beers, on the other hand, are served through pumps, whose handles, sometimes wood, sometimes brass and china, plain, coloured, or patterned, stick up conspicuously upon the bar-counter. The average pub has three or four pumps; these used to be used for mild, best, and stout. Now one or two are often disused, and the others connected up to barrels of mild.


AMOUNTS


The biggest local brewers were asked for relative figures of different types of beer sold. It was useless to ask them for actual sales; these are surrounded with the utmost secrecy; brewing firms send men to hang round the yards of their competitors and watch their lorries; also they try to take on rivals’ employees—all to find out the sales figures.


This is what they replied:




Dear Sir,—In answer to your letter of the 30th November, we have to say that the information that you ask for is confidential, and further, our staff is too busy to be getting out fanciful statistics.





A director of Messrs. Guinness who is personally known to one of us, replied (courteously) pointing out that it was impossible for them to know what their Worktown sales were, as they were not made direct, but to the local brewing companies, who did the bottling and distribution themselves. In general, we found these data surrounded either by secrecy or uncertainty.


We tried the barmen. One, in a typical, small corner beerhouse, said that their sales of bottled beer were about a third of those of draught beer, and gave the following figures:






AVERAGE SALES PER WEEK







2½ barrels of mild.


16 doz. of bottled ale.


12 doz. of Guinness.


  4 doz. small bottles stout.


  1 doz. minerals.








The yearly sales of this pub are as follows:





 





SALES OF MILD


(In barrels, weekly orders)
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YEAR’S TOTAL, 139 barrels








This barman wrote “There is so little demand for bitter and draught stout that difficulty is experienced in obtaining them in the meaner quarters of the town”.


Some landlords’ statements about the relative quantities of beer drunk are:




(a) “I should reckon 93 per cent—no, 92 per cent mild.”


(b) “We have plenty of women at night—they drink stout, Guinness, or Brown Pete. I should reckon 60 per cent of the women drink Guinness. Some men drink Guinness as well, but not many.” … “No best mild; we mix the mild and the bitter.”


(c) “I should reckon 60 per cent drink mild.”


(d) “The people here drink more best mild than mild—only women drink the Guinness—and port—very little I.P.A. and strong ale drunk—whiskey when they can get it.”


(e) “Re proportions of various drinks consumed, I think 90 per cent mild, the other 10 you can work out, but I should give Guinness 5 per cent. You see, the heavy drinker is the man in the vault and taproom, and he consumes 200 per cent more than the customer in the best rooms.”





The Brown Pete referred to above is the usual term for Walker’s Brown Peter, a bottled brown ale. Their light ale is called Falstaff, and popular with Worktown Irishmen; and they also sell a bottled stout. Magee’s bottled beers cover a similar range, the light ale being called Crown. Landlords are not supposed to split pint bottles between customers (prices being 7½d. a pint bottle, 4½d. a half bottle) but it is often done.


The general estimate of about 90 per cent mild is borne out by all our observations. The gill is the common unit of drink, the only Worktown term for a half-pint.


QUALITIES


Choice of brand and type of beer is limited. Most pubs stock only mild, and bottled ales and stout. And most people live within walking distance of only Magees’ or Walkers’ pubs. (Later we show that 90 per cent of pub regulars don’t walk more than 300 yards to get to their usual pubs.)


That most people drink the cheapest beer points to price rather than taste or quality being the deciding factor of their choice. At week-ends, when drinkers have most money, more bottled beer is drunk. We have plenty of observations on men starting off their Saturday night drinking with a round of bottled Crown or Falstaff, before going onto draught. And nationally the consumption of bottled beer has gone up 300 per cent in the past ten years. This shift has tended to alter brewery work, and is an increasing factor in pub organization. So far in Worktown, bottled beer has made no major inroads on the dominance of draught.


Men are guided by price first. Women, who often have men pay for them, go more for taste and the externals. It is more “respectable” for women to drink bottled beer, mostly bottled stout or Guinness, seldom mild. Brewers have found nationally a preference for beer in amber bottles, rather than green bottles. They don’t know the reason. An important factor is the tradition of beer, tradition’s drink, as amber-coloured; looking green through the bottle, it isn’t absolutely beer. In a random count (May), 43 per cent women were drinking beer or spirits, 57 per cent bottled stout or Guinness.


How is beer drunk? Do people take much notice of it as beer? Later we will go into the complicated and important habit-patterns associated with the act of drinking. For the moment let us see what beer-drinking looks and sounds like.


The following is a report by a local working-class man, a non-pub goer, who was told to go into a small beerhouse and give his impressions of beer-drinking:




When I got in nobody takes any notice beyond two of the men turning to look very quickly at me. I called out “A gill, mild,” this was put on the mahogany topped bar, no polish on this, owing to the constant swilling of the top with the beer given in full measure and spilling as it is lifted to the mouth.


Gill was pushed on to the top from the Pump by the chap of about 40 who was in his shirtsleeves.


None are sitting at the form near the door, but when I sits to try my first drink of beer ever I am joined by a man called “Jack”, he says “Good evening, chum, never seed thee before in here”. I told him that I used to come round that quarter some ten years before, he replied, “Aye, this bloody street has never been the bloody same since the mill shut up, there’s bugger all doing round here now, th’art lucky wi’ a good job these days, same wi’ t’bloody beer, it’s nowt but piss and chemicals, it’s not so bad here, they keep it well though, I’ll say that for him.”


We were joined by another man who began to tell me of what he did and where he used to work. “I only come in here on Sunday neets, tha’ll not see me in this place for another week, I’ve gettan a good home and a good wife and family, I’ve nowt to complain of only my own bloody silly self, that’s reet, isn’t it Jack, if I’d been sensible I’d have been in the—— now, I was theer for 27 years, they cawn’t make bloody beer these days, then they could have etten they bloody meight off the floor then, they kept them pumps clean and everything were all reet.”


The other chap in the blue-suit cut in with “Well, it were thee own bloody fault thee should a looked after theysel, still it’s noan the same since that Jack H—— geet it”.


“Aye, then we used to put gradely Hop dust in the vats then, and when that government chap came round he used to say it weer good, nea they are always watching, they know they play about wi’ it. I’ve seen times when thea could stick a bloody spoon up in it and it would stand up, God strike me dead it were like bloody black treacle.”


“Thee tak it frae me, keep to what theat suppin nea, common beer, keep away from spirits and bitter, they’re no bloody good to anybody.”


As we talk the men are all talking at the top of their voices, now it’s about the Wandrers and two are talking about the Army, then it gets to “Thee just see, before long they’ll have us all on munitions before long, them and all the bloody women, they’ll not let so many men this time on it, it’ll be to the bloody front, theer’s no beer theer.” At this they all laughed, one said “We bet em last time and we’ll a to do it again.”


They are all ordering their beer like this. “Fill it up, pint o’ bitter this time.” Then the man held the glass and put to the pump and the handle was pulled down, the glass in nearly every instance was filled to the brim, as it was put down it spilled, sometimes he got the cloth and wiped it up.


Another man called out, “Thea thinks I’ve gettan a good job, well thee be up every neet on my job, one Saturday neet off in a month, I get to bed when the wife gets up, it noan reet, neet time’s the time to be in bed and get some fresh air in’t day time.”


A chap in a blue suit came to sit near. “Havin it filled up again wi me, Christ, I’ve had 18 pints in one neet and noan ben any the worse for it, theat reet though, enoughs as good as a feast.” Another man of 50, muffler on, “I went into … and it were sludge at bottom, I towd him about it, he said tak it or leave it, so I walked out wi’t wife, we should a spent 5s. that neet, they’re like that till they find they’re in debt to the brewers.”








“THERE’S NO BAD BEER”


Though beer is a common subject of pub talk, the conversation is mostly quantitative rather than qualitative—when, where, how much, and by whom, it was drunk, rather than about its goodness or badness. There are, however, drinkers who do care for the quality of their beer, and who will congregate at pubs whose landlords keep the beer in good condition (more about this later). And some will go out of their way to try a brew that is new to them, as this case shows:




The landlord here says he gets his beer from a small brewery in Derby Street. He doesn’t care for large breweries, says “It’s all done with chemicals”. He likes, when possible, to let the barrel stand for a day or two before he taps it. Tells observer a story of how he once ordered a barrel of bitter, but no one asked for it until, six months later, a stranger called in and ordered a bitter. Landlord said that he had some, but it wasn’t any good, it had been kept too long; but if he liked he would draw off a little and let him try it. The stranger said that it was wonderful—“like wine”. This man took to calling in regularly for it, until the barrel was finished. It went soon, because he told his friends, and they came in for it too. In the end he said he was sorry that he had let them in on it. The moral of the story, according to the landlord, is that beer from the big breweries goes off in no time, and if it had been ——’s bitter it would have been absolutely undrinkable.





Serious drinkers will watch the pumps while their beer is being drawn, to see that it is pumped properly and that no stale liquor is being put into it—a habit that they say is common. We have observed on busy nights in some pubs a bucket half full of beer standing just inside the bar, beside the serving hatch; and the waiters empty the slops from their trays into it. Theoretically all the slops, and beer left in glasses should be collected and returned to the brewers. A landlord writes of this:




Re condition of beer. Well, this varies, some brewers send it badly conditioned, and it takes three or four hours in that case before ready for use. It takes beer weeks to go off unless something is wrong in the brewing, it is returned if not suitable and replaced, mind you, Brewers do not like a landlord to return anything and they expect him to have the intelligence to dispose of it (someway). Re glasses returns. That also should go back into the barrel and be returned to the brewers, but I question very much if this is done in most pubs.





Some pub-goers give this reason for preferring the “vault” to other rooms, because only in the “vault” can you watch your beer being drawn off. (But you can’t know what slops have gone back into the barrel from last night.) About 15 years ago a new type of pump was introduced into one local pub; these pumps were out of sight of the customers and they disliked them; after a few months they were taken away and the old ones replaced.


For the great majority of drinkers, taste and quality of beer are not the major factors; were they so most of the big popular pubs in the town would have to go out of business. The general attitude is nicely summed up by the following correspondent:




There is, I think, many different brands of beer which so far I have not had the Pleasure of Tasting. Those I have, such as: Magee’s, Walker’s, Hamer’s, Cunningham’s, and one or two others, have all a nice Flavour, and I enjoy a glass of beer. The Price question I will not Dispute, because I do not Drink Excessively, so I don’t favour any particular Beer, and so I always say: There’s no Bad Beer, only sometimes Indifferent.





Most pub-goers simply drink the cheapest available beer, while a minority exists for whom quality is most important. This is in agreement with the findings of Basil Nicholson, author of the section on Drink in the London Survey (also republished separately by the Church of England Temperance Society). We cannot trace any other work in this field to which we might refer our conclusions.


HOW MUCH BEER IS DRUNK


It would be little use to answer the question:—How much beer do Worktowners drink? with a figure based on statistical averages. In any case, it is impossible to find from official sources the real total amount of beer consumed in the town for any specified period; the only people who are in a position to know are the brewers and excise officers, who keep records of local sales; but these, as we have already seen, are jealously guarded secrets.


On the basis of national figures (Government Statistical Abstract for 1936) beer consumption per head of population is 17.58 gallons a year. Population of Worktown for that year is 174,000—making on that basis a yearly consumption of almost three million gallons (2,958,840). As far as other national statistics go, of drunks in pubs (per ten thousand of population) Worktown is below average. (Pubs, per 10,000, Worktown 17.58, England and Wales 18.29. Convictions for drunkenness, Worktown 7.58, England and Wales 10.9.) So we will probably not be far wrong in assuming that the year’s beer-drinking of the statistical Worktowner is about seventeen and a half gallons. But what we really want to know is what section of the 180,000 odd population can be expected to be sharers in the year’s three million gallons. Obviously not children. Sample counts of 7,172 people in a wide range of pubs showed an average percentage of 16 women. Age group counts (see page 136) showed that over nine-tenths of drinkers were above 25.


In Worktown, in 1936, there were 52,400 males over the age of 25 (age and sex proportions based on national figures of last Census). Field work indicates that some 15 per cent of males are teetotallers (mainly the town’s strong Nonconformist element, circa 18,000 chapel-goers). Let us then, on this basis, assume that the maximum potential number of drinkers is between 50,000 and 60,000. If they drink three million gallons a year their statistical average per head per day will be about one pint. (Max. 1.1.)


Now let us examine how much people actually drink in pubs. On one Thursday evening (27/7/37) the amount drunk by every one, from opening to closing time, in the bar of a beerhouse, was noted. (See graphic representation of this on page 195.) 28 men between them put back 88 pints, an average of 3·16 pints per head.


This average was made up as follows:
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A similar set of observations on the following Saturday showed an average of 3·45 pints per head. This, however, was not made up in the same way. 29 men were observed, but 15 of them went on to other pubs—a common Saturday night habit. The 14 who did all their evening’s drinking in this pub averaged 4·57 pints per head. Week-end drinking is always heavier than on week nights, and far more people visit the pubs (see Chapter V).


These observations were made on “regulars”, that is, men who visit the pub regularly, either on every night or most nights of the week, who always stay about the same time and drink about the same amount. Their drinking is heavier than that of the occasional casual who drops in to “have one”, but, in averaging out the casual’s low consumption will be cancelled by the occasional booze-up on special occasions, such as the celebration of a long-priced winner. Outside the town-centre pubs, the majority of people seen in pubs are regulars.


Very few landlords would give any estimate of the ordinary regular’s average drinking. Landlord A.H. writes:


“Re quantities of drink. During the week night average 4 pints per night, Saturday probably 12, Sunday 12, including noon.”


Drinkers’ own verbatim statements give rather a different picture. About six out of ten said that they were regulars, and gave the name of the pub they used; 2 in 10 said that they went to any handy pub; the rest were less definite.


The answers of some who specified amounts drunk are:
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5 said the following variable amounts:




Gills: 2–7, 2–5, 3–7, 2–10, and 8–12.





10 said that they drank more on Saturdays, including one who said he usually got drunk.


(This small check compares well with figures later on, where 58 per cent of drinkers are regulars. The question of drink is so inhibited by teetotal antagonisms and tradition that direct personal data are exceptionally difficult to obtain. Some data was collected by a newspaper competition. One woman came to the offices of the local paper through which the competition was organized, indignantly brandishing a questionnaire, and proclaiming that she had never been in a pub in her life, and was an abstainer. When asked why she had entered for the competition she said that she thought it was a chance to be first for once. We may be warned by this of the serious dangers inherent in any form of direct, verbal, crude sociology.


Another set of clues to the amount pub-goers drink is given by examining the quantity of beer sold by a small corner pub. Earlier we give a table of the sales of a pub right through a year. This amounts to almost 4,500 gallons. Accepting the barman’s statement that their bottled beer sales are a third of this, we get the figure of almost 6,000 gallons, or 923 pints a week.2


Who drinks this? We have a list of the regular customers of the pub. There are 62 of them; some are only week-end regulars.3 We have not exact figures for casual customers; but certainly there are very few of them here. In these local street corner beerhouses (which comprise two-thirds of the town’s pubs) strangers are sufficiently unusual to excite comment. The amount they drink only represents a small fraction of the total sales, and for the purposes of this estimate can be neglected. Therefore, we will base our weekly average on the 62 known customers. From this we get a figure of 14·89 pints per person per week, or 2·13 per night. This is certain to be slightly lower than the real amounts consumed by the regulars, as many of them will during the week and especially at the week-end probably have been into the town centre pubs.


Summing up, we can say that the average of 1·1 pints a day based on the town’s share of national beer consumption divided out among a maximum number of 60,000 people, is lower than the consumption of the average pub-goer. Observation of regulars in one pub shows an average of 3·16 pints in a night. Only a tenth of pub-goers from all over the town say that they drink less than a pint, and some say that they take more than four pints. And all the figures other than those of our first estimate can only be considered real when it is taken into account that, since the ordinary drinker does not necessarily go to his pub every night of the week, a man who drinks 28 pints in a week will have more than four pints on any given night, and a man who drinks four pints a night may consume less than 28 pints in the week.


The most likely deductions from our data are that the regular drinks around three pints a night, but not necessarily every night; but there is a section of drinkers who consume a good deal less than this, and another of heavy drinkers whose nightly average is above four pints. Also, the majority of all types drink more at week-ends. More data relevant to this later.


Since the lowest average is above 1·1 pints a day, we can therefore infer that the figure of 60,000 potential pub-goers is too high







NOTE: Colin Clarke estimated national expenditure for 1935 had 6 per cent income spent on drink (with 27·1 per cent food, 3·5 per cent tobacco, 10·3 per cent clothes). Even if we took our minimum figure of 1·1 pints a day for 60,000, this would amount to 3s. 2½d. a week, which is 6 per cent of 54 shillings. M’Gonigle and Kirby, in their work on food and other family budget items, ignored alcohol, which is not mentioned in their book; it was not included as an item on their enquiry schedule (p. 195). “Small items … such as newspapers, cigarettes and amusements” are referred to (p. 196) and classed with “money available for food”. The authors comment: “Individual tastes vary so much and habits of carefulness or extravagance are so purely personal that it was not found possible to assess what sum could or should be allotted for these little extravagances or amenities.” But these “little extravagances” do not, in our experience, vary any more markedly than do individual tastes in food and housekeeping economy. Our own budget data, scanty so far, shows average 14 per cent on these amenity items, minimum 2 per cent, maximum 25 per cent (see a later volume). Harrison and Mitchell in The Home Market (1939) similarly ignore alcohol or pub-going, so did the Liverpool University’s Survey of Merseyside (1934).


The majority of Worktowners work in or connected to the cotton trade, whose average 1937 wages were 325. 5d. a week—20 per cent get less than 30s. But Bowley and Hogg (p. 148) showed that half Worktown’s families had more than one wage earner. A spinner with two sons and two daughters can afford to drink a lot more when they become old enough to go out to work, but not old enough to leave home.


Basil Nicholson says: “From observation and available figures it is possible to say with some certainty that an average London family (excluding abstainers) with an income of from £3 to £3 15s. a week, spent (husband and wife included) about 10s. to 12s. a week on drink in 1934.”


He also quotes (in the London Survey) the Colwyn report: “These estimates are admittedly only hypothetical, and they refer to the whole country … but the table for 1923–4 agrees remarkably closely with such family budget figures, including drink, as it has been possible to obtain in the course of the present enquiry, and with a wide series of estimates made by both members of the trade and its opponents, as well as with published estimates by impartial writers.”


The Colwyn Report figures that he uses are actually thus:
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Finally Chisholm giyes other calculations. National drink (all drinks) figures for 1937, £232 million, cf. £248 for 1936–7, which is more than furniture, coal and footwear together. Increase on 1932 was 7 per cent, less of an increase than in other retail distribution commodities—papers upped 10 per cent, tobacco 13 per cent, furniture 24 per cent. Drink comes third item on the nation’s bill—food is first, £1,305 million in 1936–7.


The Report of the Commissioners on Customs and Excise showed an increase of 5½ per cent beer consumption in 1937–8, £3 million more paid in beer duty. In March and April 1939 the amount of beer brewed fell 90,000 barrels as compared with the same months of 1938.








REASONS WHY PEOPLE DRINK BEER


There are two sorts of explanations as to why people drink beer. One is really the explanation of why men drink, why they go to pubs. It is the answer to what is called the “drink problem”. This we won’t attempt to give until near the end of the book. But the reasons that people themselves give for drinking beer are a different matter. A competition in the local press (organized by us) brought a number of replies relevant to this.


Reasons of health and/or beneficial physical effect, the factors recently stressed in brewers’ advertising, were given by the majority; and the greatest number of actual references in the letters were to these reasons. 52 per cent mentioned them. Their references (some gave two or three reasons) are classified as follows: 












	   Health Reason Given


	
Percentage Giving 


This Reason







	 

	General health-giving properties

	24%






	 

	Beneficial effect in connection with work, or refreshing after work

	17%






	 

	Good effect on appetite

	14%






	 

	Laxative effect

	10%






	 

	Sleep inducing

	10%






	 

	“Nourishing”

	6%






	 

	“Tonic”

	8%






	 

	Valuable properties of malt and hops

	6%






	 

	“Vitamins”

	6%






	 

	“Diuretic”

	2%















35 per cent of people gave social reasons—drinking for companionship. Other kinds of statements were made. One communication, in capital letters on a small piece of paper 4½ inches square, said: “My reason for drinking beer is to appear tough. I heartily detest the stuff but what would my pals think if I refused. They would call me a cissy.” This may be meant as a joke, or even an invitation; but it may far more likely be a genuine cry of distress.


Compare this with the statements, of football pool addicts and smokers, quoted in First Year’s Work, by Mass Observation (1938); there (in the Pools section), typical statements: “Everybody has a do, thart nor in t’ fashion if theau doesn’t,” and “Everybody practically bets o’ t’ Pools”; plus the Editors’ remark: “It is not surprising that 95 per cent Poolites state that all or nearly all of their friends go in for Pools too.” In this same report’s section on Smoking:—“In answering the question ‘Why did you start to smoke?’ half the observers gave social or imitative reasons such as:—‘In order to be sociable.’ ‘Because other people did.’ ‘My chief reason for starting to smoke was that most of my friends were smokers and I felt rather an outsider as long as I was not…. I did not get any great pleasure from the actual smoking.’” And Rowntree, whose 1900 survey of York throws so much light, concluded (p. 379):




The large proportion of persons who stayed in the (public) house for more than a quarter of an hour shows how to a large extent the house is used for “social drinking”.





One correspondent wrote us that he only went into the pub with his friends for the sake of their company—“otherwise I am sure I should never set foot in a public house … actually loathing the taste of every glass of beer that I drink”. This is true of others; beer is often spoken of as “an acquired taste”.


A letter from a woman who certainly has acquired it, is the following:




My reason is, Because I always liked to see my Grandmother having a drink of beer at night. She did seem to enjoy it, and she could pick up a dry crust of bread and cheese, and it seemed like a feast. She said if you have a drink of beer you will live to one hundred, she died at ninety-two. I shall never refuse a drink of beer. There is no bad ale, so Grandma said.





A man aged 66 wrote:




Why I drink Beer, because it is food, drink, and medecine to me, my Bowels work regular as clockwork and I think that is the Key to health, also lightening effects me a lot, I get such a thirst from Lightening, & full of Pins and Needles, if I drink water from the tap it’s worse, Beer makes me better the more I drink better I feel, neither does it make me drunk, when a Boy a horn of Beer before Breakfast was the foundation for the day.





Another man:




Why I drink Beer is there is hops in which is good for you, also Barm in which keeps your Body in good health.





Many people make use of the phrase “Beer is Best”. This is a clue to the large number of references to its health-giving properties; phrases like “it is body-building”—“picks a man up”—are direct reflections of brewers’ advertising. In the days before mass beer propaganda people drank considerably more than they do now; the history of the last hundred years of drinking in England is a history of decline. These letters definitely show how advertising phrases intended to keep up consumption have become part of pub-goers’ mental attitude to their beer.


The clichés of the hoardings provide what the ethnologist calls “stock answers” to a searching question—the question Why do you drink alcohol? There is a considerable sense of guilt attached to alcoholic activity. We shall deal with this in its religious context, later on, and need only note here that it was shown in earliest days of the pub, in Greece and Rome, when some people slunk shamedly into inns, St. Paul shunned them, pagan groups encouraged them. But it is worth indicating now the wider nature of such oppositions, for the pub and anti-pub one, which goes on as much within individuals as within the community, keeps on cropping up in inconspicuous forms throughout this work, and its reports and statistics. In Worktown we have found nine major oppositions which cut across the life of the community in all sorts of ways, and often cut across the life of a family or even of a married couple. These are (on the positive side):






    Betting (including pools)


    Smoking


    Dancing


    Fishing


    Drinking alcohol


    Gardening


    Working


    Cosmetics


    Vegetarianism.








Common to all these issues on which persons apparently alike in respect to income, age, appearance, knowledge, etc., may violently differ, may violently resent in each other, are the following:




 





(1) They involve some positive manifestation.


(2) This is easily expressed.


(3) They involve social intercourse with other people—even betting, lipstick and smoking are essentially social, and so is gardening in Worktown (where gardens are hedged off or exclusive, the antagonism between those interested and those uninterested is generally negligible).


(4) They do not involve any direct or conscious competition between the different people involved; in betting, of all sorts, the competition is focused on the person or thing betted about and the person who accepts the bet; in working, the competitionis with time, the machine, the boss. In every activity there is, of course, always a potential of direct competition—even in swilling or sanctity.


Oppositions of a different kind are those between groups within the same general framework of social activity—between rival football teams, church sects, political parties. But we have not been able to find any similar opposition between football players and non-football players, whist players and non-whist players, between coffee and non-coffee drinkers, fish-and-chippers and nons. In later volumes we shall discuss the importance of this fully. It is relevant here because the pub-goer is conscious of non-pub-goers, of propaganda against pubs, which particularly comes from about a third of the leaders in the town’s public life. Notices outside churches tell him alcohol is a peril to his liver and/or his immortal soul. In the papers he can learn that chaps get so bad they need Turvey Treatment. Drink is directly and publicly attacked at meetings and services. On the other hand, the brewers, like the bakers and the milkmen, say their product is best, is the way to health, implying even that beer is better than anything else in life. They provide him with a sanction; they point out that millions do it, that it is the done thing. At the moment, they are showing on Worktown hoardings a lawyer in wig and gown, drinking stout. The law does it; the army and navy do it; it is the done thing; indeed, it is the best thing to do….


Beer, more than anything else, has to overcome guilt feelings. That is why its advertising is simple, insistent, fond of superlatives, visual, and often showing other people drinking the stuff, radiant with good cheer or good looks—“Beer is socially serviceable”. The opposition, by making drink equal sin, have made those interested in promoting drink for personal profit, provide a simple rationalization for the drinker. The brewer is now in an ideal position—he has a one-point political platform which covers everything, and is, to say the least, difficult to argue with in terms likely to influence millions of people. The whole basis of the ancient argument has been shifted. The same sort of thing has happened in politics in many countries.


It is this that makes the reasons people give for pub-going so especially “unsound”. As a sample of the results of direct questioning on the subject:


We asked a local pub-goer (ex-policeman) to go round and ask a few chaps in the pubs he visited why they liked beer. This was done indirectly in the course of conversation. The following is his verbatim write-up of the results:




8.15 p.m. Man aged about 40 says “I drink beer because I think it does me more good than doctor’s medicine, it keeps my bowels in good working order”. This man was of the engineering type.


Navvy type of person aged about 35, says “If I get three pints down me I can …” (What he said is the sort of thing considered “unprintable”. It amounted to the fact that when he went home he was able to have sexual intercourse with his wife with the maximum of efficiency, and when he woke up in the morning he was able to repeat the process with the utmost satisfaction.)


A young man aged about 25, well dressed in the latest cut suit, says “This stuff gives me a good appetite and puts plenty of lead in my pencil.”


An aged coalbagger says “Eh, lad, two or three pints every neet (night) and a pound o’ chops and I could knock a bloody mon off a horse.”


A young man, a piecer, says “I don’t take too much, about a couple of gills every neet, it seems to put a bit of bant (energy) in thee for t’ following day.”


A middle-aged man of about 40 of labouring type says “What the bloody hell dost tha tak it for?” I said for my health, he said “Th’art a —— liar.” I paid for him a gill.


A man fairly well dressed looked to me like a lady killer says “If tha comes in ’ere and pays for who tha fancies a couple o’ stouts tha’s no need to get wed.”


A young man about 23 says “I only drink this stuff because I come down to t’ barracks about three times a week, if I weren’t in t’ artillery I’d ne’er bother.”


A navvy type of man about 38 says “This is a bloody habit with me an’ I think if they stopped me tap I should bloody well snuff out tomorrow.”


A young man of shop assistant type about 25 says “What can a chap do in a one-eyed hole like this, he’d go off his chump if there were no ale, pictures, and tarts.”





The factor that emerges here, that was not mentioned in the written material, is the effect of beer on drinkers’ sexual powers. While convention forbids reference to this aspect of beer drinking on other occasions, there is an element of facetiousness in the pub replies that stresses this sort of reason, a very real one.


NOT-BEER


43·5 per cent of the local pubs are full licences. That is to say, they are licensed to sell wines and spirits as well as beer—more expensive drinks with a higher alcohol content than beer.


But not-beer does not play a conspicuous part in the drinking that takes place in these pubs:




Friday, May 7, a smallish pub in Higher Bridge Street, midday, two working class men of about 30 come into the vault and order small ports. This causes a profound sensation, the landlord literally taking a step backwards, and repeating in an incredulous italicised voice “Small ports!”





In July, 1937, outside a Methodist Chapel, a large notice was put up saying “WINE, ESPECIALLY RED WINE, RETARDS DIGESTION”.




Bar of the Grand Theatre, April 19. Eight women and two men, all sitting, 15 men standing. Jewish woman next to observer changes her order to gin and lime, then doesn’t know if she will have water with it. “I’m not used to gin,” she says. Barman makes her take soda with it.


One of the town’s leading upper middle-class families, on June 20, have sherries all round before dinner. During the meal the old man has Sauterne, followed by five goes of port. Mrs. has Sauterne, the young scion beer and two goes of port. Old man has whiskey shortly afterwards; goes up to bed at 10.30 taking the whiskey decanter with him, speaks of having a “posset”.4





S—— Inn, Mar. 31. Two women order ginger wine. Barman says “I’ve been here a year—that’s the first one I’ve seen”.


F—— Vault. Jan. 22. Yorkshireman, wearing Clarion cycling club badge, says to observer “They’re sloppy pubs ’ere”. He doesn’t often drink, he adds, but when he does he “likes something decent”. Is contemptuous because “They haven’t got any chartroose whiskey—you’d expect it in a pub this size.”
















	NOTICE


MAGEE’S VAULT PRICES

	 






	 

	 






	Whiskey, Rum, Gin

	6d.







	Magee’s Ballyhooley Irish, Old Souwester Rum

	9d.







	No. 10 Liquer Scotch

	10d.







	Port, Sherry, and Empire Wine

	3d.





















. . . . .








In 1935 alcoholic liquor national consumption per head worked out at












	 

	 

	Beer

	17·58 galls.






	 

	 

	Wine

	 ·31 galls.






	 

	 

	Spirits

	 ·19 galls.






	 

	(Census of Production figures)















That is, the volume of beer drunk is 90 times that of all spirits. But comparison by volume is not realistic. A gill of beer contains about five times as much liquid as the ordinary pub single whiskey. So we can say that for every drink of spirits sold about 18 gills of beer are drunk.


Four out of seven Worktown pubs don’t sell spirits. Therefore if this national proportion of spirits to beer drunk holds good for pubs, those with spirit licences will have to sell far more than one spirits to 18 beers. Do they?




A very popular medium sized pub, outside the town centre. Observer asks how much whiskey is drunk. Landlord “Under 1 per cent”. Later, after drinking three rounds with observer, he reconsiders this and says “I reckon 2 per cent”.





A landlord who gave 5 per cent spirits, and all bottled beers except Guinness, said:







The average person drinking spirits today is suffering from some ailment which necessitates spirits as a medicine, and cannot stand long drinks, or probably a Business man who is being hard pressed by work or financial matters, falls to spirits as a quick consolation to forget matters.





Town centre pub, landlord takes observer into cellar, to reckon up sales by inspection of empties. This is the landlord’s estimate.




Mild. 7 loads a week. (A load is 36 gallon barrel.)


Bitter. 1 load.


Old. 2 quarter loads.


Blue Label and Oatmeal stout. 150–200 bottles.


Guinness. “Very poor selling.”


Whiskey. 7 or 8 to 10 bottles.


Gin. 4 bottles.


Rum. 4 bottles. (Sold in bottle—“Mostly a sailor and an old woman”.) Port. 8 bottles.


Sherry. 9 bottles. “I drink a lot myself.”





This is a pub with a rather special type of custom. It is not used by the ordinary working class pub-goer and many women (non-beer drinkers) go there. Relatively more spirits are drunk here than in almost any other local pub. Yet to approximately 330 gallons of beer only 35 bottles of wine and spirits are drunk. That is over 5,000 gills to between five and six hundred drinks of wine and spirits. (18–20 single whiskeys are got from a bottle, and about 12 glasses of wine.) That is, the chances are ten to one that anyone will order not-beer in this pub.


In another pub, which has a very big custom, especially of young people from the nearby dance halls, an observer reports:




The waiter-on says they drink a lot of whiskey here. When asked how much he meant by a lot he said “I reckon he (the landlord) does eight bottles a week”.





We can conclude that the drinking of wines and spirits by ordinary pub-goers is very small. Though in the Wine Bar, which has a special type of customer, wine is drunk on a large scale especially a sticky-sweet concoction called Sweet Mountain Wine which sells at 2½d. a large glass. There is also a good sale of spirits from the barrel here.


DP


The national figures quoted earlier certainly do not represent the relative amounts of wine and spirits to beer drunk by Work-towners (and presumably by working class pub-goers in other industrial districts). This must be made up by middle class (especially non-pub) drinking. Whether this is due to the price factor we cannot go into now, but the enormous volume of gin drinking amongst working people in the days when gin was very cheap seems to show that if spirits cost no more than beer today a lot more of them would be drunk.


Orders from the lounge of the town’s best hotel, whose customers are non-Worktowner in habit, many being the better paid class of commercial traveller and business man, plus a number of mostly plump, made-up women of between 30 and 40, show a distinctly different selection from that of other pubs. The following is a list of the orders (in the succession given) for the lounge during half an hour, compared with those of the vault of a large pub nearby:












	 

	Lounge, Best Hotel

	Vault orders in ordinary pub






	 

	2 champagne cocktails

	3 milds

	1 mild






	 

	1 Bass

	3 milds

	1 sherry






	 

	Grapefruit

	1 Crown

	2 milds






	 

	Two best (milds)

	4 milds

	2 milds






	 

	2 Brown Ale and 1 Guinness

	2 milds

	1 best






	 

	1 Guinness and 2 best

	3 milds

	2 mild






	 

	2 grapefruit

	1 milds

	2 best






	 

	2 Guinness

	2 best

	2 milds






	 

	1 best

	1 mild

	1 mild






	 

	2 Guinness

	3 best

	1 mild






	 

	1 ginger ale and 7 I.P.A.s

	1 mild

	1 best






	 

	2 best, 1 whiskey and lemon

	1 best

	1 milds






	 

	2 Guinness and 1 lager

	2 milds

	 






	 

	2 “Tenpenny cocktails”

	1 mild

	 






	 

	2 oatmeal stouts and 2 sherries

	1 mild and 1 best

	 






	 

	2 gin and lime

	2 best

	 






	 

	2 best

	7 milds

	 






	 

	2 Bass

	2 milds

	 






	 

	 

	1 mild

	 















The lounge drinks average out at 6d. a head, those of the vault at a shade over 2½d.


The grapefruits are drunk by the ladies while they are sitting about waiting for the gentlemen. Minerals are not in general thought highly of, e.g. Lounge of large town centre pub, woman drinking tonic water, man asks her “What’s that you’re drinking?” to which she replies “It’s the same as water, it’s tonic”.


On holidays (principally spent in Blackpool) there is a change for some people in their qualitative drinking habits, as well as their quantitative ones—everyone drinks more then—lots more—but there are also changes in pub behaviour and types of drink consumed.


A barman writes:




As a general rule people on holiday drink more expensive drinks.


G.S. Drinks gin and it at Blackpool—in Worktown mild beer.


W.M. Guinness only at Blackpool, and mild beer in Worktown.


F.A.S. No difference. Objects to wife’s preference of Guinness.





Here is a Blackpool pub patronized by Worktowners:




8.30 p.m. Majority of men are drinking mild; female Guinness consumption going strong.2 women are drinking advocaat, 2 have small bottles of Moussec, and 1 contemplates a Bass.





Advocaat, mostly ordered under the name of egg flip, is a thick yellow sticky liquid supposed to be made from eggs and brandy, and reputed to have an aphrodisiac effect. Later that evening 15 orders for it were recorded in ten minutes. In another Blackpool pub:




Plenty of bottled beers are being drunk, female Guinness and small ports, also some cyder (never seen in Worktown). Many male whiskies.





In Blackpool the unprecedented spectacle of two unattended women ordering whiskey at the bar (absolutely tabu to women in Worktown) has been observed. However, this increased wine and spirit drinking on holidays is, as a change from the normal, not anything like as noticeable as many other important changes in drinking habits that happen then. (This is discussed later.)


We began by saying that, for the ordinary Worktowner, drink equals beer. We can repeat it, and add—mostly mild beer.




NOTE.—We have not allowed for consumption of beer in clubs. This amounts to 6 per cent of the national drink consumption. Worktown has 65 registered clubs, one for every 2,727 of the population, while the general average for county boroughs is nearly 3,000. Estimates of the kind we have made are not sufficiently accurately delimited to allow for this low percentage. This also applies to off-licence sales.







1 1931 census gives 472 brewery workers in the town.


2 Multiplied by total number of pubs this gives circa 2,000,000 gallons a year; but about 100 pubs are larger than this one, and thus there is a reasonable agreement with the estimate on other data.


3 Other material, given later, shows that this is a good average figure for the ordinary beerhouse regulars.


4 Significant, in relation to this, is the yearly Worktown socialite revue organized by this family. While nearly all local and Blackpool music hall drink jokes and references are about beer, alcohol in this show was mentioned in a song:






“Whiskey makes you pawn your clothes,


Whiskey there, whiskey everywhere.”








Unreality of this section of the community singing about pawning clothes is paralleled by the actual set up of the song, given by two men dressed in a peculiar kind of boating costume, holding TANKARDS, standing by two small BEER barrels.
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