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CHAPTERI
BETHESDA'S ORDEAL

BETHESDA still stands defiant. To one on the spot that fact is clear before all
others. The quarrymen have been tried almost beyond endurance, but they
are still unconquered. As | write, the sun is slowly rising from behind the
snow-clad mountains, which form so splendid a background to this terrible
industrial tragedy. In the High Street below one can see a stream of men and
women on their way to the railway station. Some are sitting on carts, on which
are piled high their household gods. They are leaving Bethesda for ever, and
as the man takes in sullen silence his last look at the old home, among the
delectable mountains, the woman rocks herself to and fro, and shuts her
eyes, as though she dared not look. Others are leaving their wives and
children behind them. They are working away from Bethesda, and they had
come home to get a glimpse of their families. That glimpse is over now, and
the station platform is lined by their wives, who stand with drawn faces and
set lips. They say little; but, as the train steams out, the women try bravely to
raise a cheer, a cheer that ends in sobs.

Saunter back from the station to Bethesda, and-you will find a singular
spectacle indeed—that of a town once thriving and prosperous, now
paralysed. The High Street is empty. Half the shops have their shutters up. In
the doorways stand the tradesmen of the place, racking their brains for
occupation. Ruin, complete and overwhelming, faces nearly every one of
them. For two years the £12,000 that in happier days left the quarry as wages
has ceased absolutely so far as Bethesda is concerned. The shops have now
few customers. Fourteen hundred of the men are away. True, those working
in the coalfields of South Wales— who have just ended their Christmas
vacation— earn good wages, and manage to send home enough to keep the
wolf from the door; but others, less fortunate, get but scant pay at the Rhydr
water-dams, or in the quarries of Nantlle. They can barely scrape together a
few shillings every week for the wife and bairns they so seldom see. Seven
hundred of the strikers have no employment at all. They and their families
must contrive to live on the Union pay of ten shillings a week. Other families—
those of widows, chiefly—have not even this wretched pittance. They look to
the Relief Committee literally for the bread of life, and the committee gives
them 3s 6d a week! Small wonder there is no industry in Bethesda, that the
shopkeepers are ruined, that the whole place wears the air of a deserted
town, once busy with the hum of life, but now stricken and listless,
condemned to emptiness and idle days!

Yet, search Bethesda over, and you may not find one ragged figure. The
people are curiously proud. In this, their darkest hour, they still contrive to
keep spick and span. But, win a way into their homes, into the trim slate
cottages set in neat rows along the hills to the right and left of the High Street,
and dreadful scenes of suffering confront you. | call one to mind now. A
distracted striker is trying to rock a fretful child to sleep. Upstairs his wife is
lying sick nearly unto death, and the man is fearful lest the child's cries should



break in on her sleep, the one chance of recovery the woman has. In the
corner are the other children, hushed, and with the pallor of starvation on their
faces. The man has no money, no aid, and only a little food in the house. He
dare not leave the house to get help, and he has had no sleep for two nights!
That is no uncommon case at Bethesda. And for a good reason. Work in the
coal-fields plays havoc with the men's lungs, accustomed to a rarefied
atmosphere. At Rhydr water-dams all but the strongest get rheumatism. At
Nantlle, in the open quarries, cold seizes them. Time and time again they
come back weak and enfeebled to be nursed back to health only at the cost of
their wife's. Then, when she is ill, the children are neglected, and fall sick
also. In almost every home sickness runs this vicious circle.

And it is the children who suffer most. As | write, the words of the headmaster
of the British school ring in my ears. Every other day, he tells me, some of his
scholars are at his door begging bread. Others need boots, and cannot
attend school. One sees them languidly trying to play on the tipping ground of
Pan-treniog, the Co-operative quarry, which Mr. W. J. Parry, that indomitable
champion of the men, rescued from desuetude at the commencement of the
present struggle. Everywhere childhood is changed at Bethesda. "They have
forgotten how to play," one woman told me, speaking of her four children,
whom | found in a cottage at Caellwyngrydd, on the point of sitting down to a
supper of dry bread! That bread is the outward and visible sign of the relief
now reaching Bethesda—relief that stands literally, between the people and
absolute starvation. That relief needs to be enormously increased. True, the
English Trade Unions have given nobly to the quarrymen. The choirs, made
up from the quarrymen and their daughters, have won hundreds of pounds by
their singing, which has caused a furore in the industrial cities of the north.
The London Committee, by a series of extraordinary exertions, have raised
£5500 for the men within an incredibly short space of time. But the fact stands
that, as | write to-night, misery and privation are present in hundreds of the
quarrymen's cottages. Children are going crying to bed unfed, women are
sobbing that they cannot fill their mouths. The physical standard of the race is
being broken.

And this mountain community is not being weakened by lack of food alone.
Some of its best specimens are shaking the dust of the place off their feet for
ever, and are seeking elsewhere the reasonable conditions denied them here.
The race is being scattered to please one man.

Some of these departures have a poignant pathos. To-day a quarryman, who
had reached eighty-three years of age, and through sixty of these had
laboured for Lord Penrhyn, left to join his son in America. The old man had to
take his last look at his wife's grave, and to turn his back for ever on his old
home, on everything almost that he had cared for since childhood. It must
have been a dreadful wrench, and the case does not stand alone. Young men
have taken their last farewells of their mothers. Young wives have been
parted from their husbands. Children have forgotten what their fathers are
like. Everywhere one sees signs of exodus. The day following my arrival |
attended worship in one of the numerous chapels this Puritan community
sustains. It was a most curious, a pathetic spectacle. From the pulpit the



pastor poured out his discourse in eloquent Cymric, but it was to empty pews
he preached. Not more than half a dozen worshippers were present. His
congregation had been driven by Penrhynism to the coalfields of South
Wales, or further afield to the quarries of Newfoundland.

Those that remain are divided by a terrible bitterness. | can best bring home
its force by describing an incident | witnessed to-day, trifling in itself, but very
instructive as to the temper of the people. In a little side street in Bethesda |
found the household goods of three families who were moving to Tregarth.
The goods were standing in the road, no one could be got to move them.
Their owners were "bradyrs" (traitors), a little girl told me, and not a soul at
Bethesda, it seemed, could be found to handle their belongings. Neither love
nor money could procure the families the use of a cart, and for some hours
the furniture remained in the roadway. Not long since two "bradyrs" entered a
place of worship at Tregarth, and the extraordinary spectacle presented itself
to the preacher of the whole congregation rising en masse, and leaving in
dignified silence. In their eyes the holy place had been desecrated, and they
could not suffer themselves to remain.

This bitterness between the two parties has some very curious results. The
recent disorder at Bethesda has, | find, not merely been exaggerated, but
woefully misrepresented. In large part it has been the work of the "bradyrs"
themselves, whose policy it is to irritate the strikers by wanton and
unprovoked attacks. Some of the "bradyrs" walk about of an evening
nourishing revolvers. In one case, at Tregarth, they pursued and fired after a
striker, who was not, however, hit. It is safe to assert that the police have had
far more trouble from the "bradyrs" than from the strikers. The leaders of the
latter are constantly impressing on the rank and file the importance of good
conduct. But the "bradyrs" are defended by Lord Penrhyn's own solicitor
when, as now frequently happens, they are prosecuted at Bangor, and they
feel that they have behind them the prestige of the Penrhyn family, and that it
was not for nothing their employer and his son addressed them recently in the
quarry, and promised a continuance of support. For "blacklegs" to assault
strikers, and for the strikers to be credited with the offence, is something new
in labour struggles. But the Bethesda dispute has witnessed even that
crowning irony.

The police, as admitted by the recent report of the Committee of Enquiry
appointed by the Carnarvonshire County Council, have been throughout
arbitrary and biased. They have actively befriended the "bradyrs." They
have positively persecuted the strikers by frivolous and manufactured charges
which they have been unable to sustain. They have assaulted strikers, their
wives and children, and have done more to provoke the patient, law-abiding
quarrymen than even the "bradyrs" themselves. | deal at length with this
scandal later. First, let us enter some of the homes of the people.

Come to Caellwyngrydd, a suburb of Bethesda. Caellwyngrydd has for
months past been a starving district. | question if anywhere else in the world
can there be found a parallel for the spectacle it presents—that of a number of
skilled workmen, temperate and thrifty to a degree, yet lacking, with their



wives and children, the actual necessaries of life. It is impossible for me to
describe the scenes that | withessed to-day in the homes of these half-
distracted people, and fortunately | need not do so. The facts are eloquent,
and speak for themselves. | need only set out in skeleton form some of the
more representative cases which | have selected from a mass of others.

Take first the case of Mrs. Richard Jones. Her house was, | found, absolutely
bare, though scrupulously clean. When | and the Relief Committeemen
arrived she was cutting some bread, that she herself had made, into slices.
That bread was the only food she had in the house with which to stay her five
children's hunger, and but for the Relief Committee (who had supplied the
flour) she would have lacked even that. She had not a drop of milk. She was
without so much as a lump of sugar. There was a little burnt treacle and some
tea leaves, that had been used over and over again. This was all she could
add to the brew to make the children's meal. Small wonder the little ones
looked haggard and worn. They had known worse times: their mother told me
that once, half demented, she had gone out and begged from door to door for
food. She had to walk far before she could find anyone to give her more than
pity. In this case the husband, a striker, has been unemployed for eighteen
months. At the commencement of the present struggle he got work in the
Lancashire collieries, but an accident compelled him to return home. He and
his family have had nothing since to live upon except the Union allowance of
10s a week. Now, thanks to The Daily News, the Relief Committee will be
able to add at least a trifle to this wretched sum. | found an even sadder case.
At the next cottage we visited we were faced by a woman in the last extreme
of suffering and misery. She herself was expecting very shortly to be confined.
Her husband lay prostrate with rheumatism. She had literally nothing in the
house with which to get food, and her husband's strike allowance of ten
shillings a week from the Quarrymen's Union did not become due till next
month. True, the husband has been unemployed only for a week or two, but
his earnings (he worked at Rhyrdr) have not admitted of his sending more
than ten shillings a week home, and his wife has nothing to fall back upon
now that she is ill, and her two children are clamouring for food. Small
wonder, therefore, that she burst into tears when told that a grant had been
made her from the Relief Committee! That grant, alas, was only six shillings,
but to her it was priceless. Her children would be fed at last. My own feelings |
do not chronicle. Indeed, if | allowed my mind to dwell upon the facts | could
not state them at all.

One marvels as one visits cottage after cottage in this stricken district at the
extraordinary dogged honesty of the people. Nearly all of them told me with a
touch of pride that they had paid their rent—a matter of two shillings to half a
crown a week—all through this dreadful time. Among all these sufferers | did
not find one single waverer. The men all scouted the idea of returning to the
quarry on Lord Penrhyn's " terms" of unconditional surrender. The women
answered even more fiercely. "l would sooner die," one told me, "than that he
should go in."

On the hillside leading up to Moel Faban we met two women wretchedly clad.
One was looking after some sheep; the other, Mrs. Morgan, the wife of an



unemployed striker, has two children, and nothing but the strike allowance to
feed them on. Her children were living practically on the potatoes that she
raised in her garden. Another woman told me that she had supported herself
for months by gathering cockles; and more than one confessed that but for
the Relief Committee and occasional credit from tradespeople they must have
succumbed. The Daily News and the London Committee have removed that
danger, but the suffering that still remains is terrible.

Consider the case of Albert Rutglede. Before the strike he was gardener to a
quarry official. His wife's brothers were strikers, and the official urged
Rutglede to get them to submit, but the gardener preferred to mind his own
business, and was accordingly discharged. To-day | found his wife in tears,
sobbing her heart out over a child. Her husband does odd jobs in the district,
and manages to bring home perhaps seven shillings a week. Frequently she
told us she has been for a fortnight without coal. She has to pav six shillings a
month for rent, and can barely keep body and soul together. Her house was a
model of cleanliness.

That is what Bethesda's ordeal means to the women and children. Let me
illustrate by a true, strange story the kind of sacrifices it involves on the part of
the men. A striker went some eight months ago to South Wales, seeking
work, with his two sons. After some time his daughter fell dangerously ill, and
was recalled home. Then his son got bad, and had to come home also. They
were seven in family, and when week after week went by, and neither father
nor son got work, they were hard put to it to live. Presently there came an
ejectment notice from Mr. Trench, Lord Penrhyn's estate agent; the man was
behind with his rent. He applied to the Relief Committee, who staved off the
danger of ejectment by paying half the rent. They also got the man work at
Penmaenmawr, and paid his fare there. Thither he went, but not to remain.

His family were by this time in dire straits, and the men could send them but
little. There is no doubt that their condition preyed on his mind. He returned
and went into the quarry, and became mad within six weeks.

The explanation is simple. The man had been fervent in his belief in the
justice of the cause, and keen in his denunciation of the "bradyrs." When
hunger drove him into the quarry his remorse was dreadful. Those who
witnessed his distress, and heard his frenzied self-accusations, still speak
with awe of him. He felt as another Judas, and went weeping to the men's
leaders for consolation and forgiveness. Finally, in an excess of despondency,
the poor wretch hanged himself!

This man, no doubt, was hyper-emotional and hysterical, a weak brother. But
it is impossible to escape the moral of his case. Funds did not permit of his
having more effective assistance, and lack of funds is the key to the situation.
Just as it drove this poor wretch to moral destruction and to suicide so, if it be
not speedily met, it may drive stronger men to surrender.

This, then, is Bethesda's ordeal. She has endured it now for two years and
three months. And | shall show that, fearful as that ordeal is, it is to avoid a



worse fate that she still endures. Her surrender would mean what, at all costs,
must be averted—the destruction of a fine and gifted race, struggling for dear
life against one man; a man whose motto, carved in stone on his castle gate,
looks down on the ruined countryside: "Aequo Animo"—with an even mind!



CHAPTERIII
WHY BETHESDA REVOLTS?

"THE people never rebel from a passion for attack, but from an impatience of
suffering." True of most revolts, these words from the memoirs of Sully (which
Mr. John Morley says political students should bind about their necks, and
write upon the tables of their hearts) are doubly true of the quarrymen's. As
little by little one pieces together the long story of the men's grievances one
wonders no longer at their dogged endurance under present sufferings. One
marvels instead how the upright, freedom-loving Welshmen ever brought
themselves to suffer, even for a day, the sum of indignities and humiliations
that marked the late regime. North Wales has been called "the garden of
liberty." But liberty, happiness, self-respect, all were swallowed up in the
"great hole in the mountain," whose management offered as great a contrast
to ordinary, rational freedom as do the black sides of the quarry to the
grandeur of the surrounding mountains. It is not merely that the so-called "
discipline " was degrading to the men; it was, as we shall see, unintelligent—
in some cases even childish. To epitomise all the complaints it has produced
is impossible. Every quarryman one meets has his individual tale of irritations
suffered and endured. These things lie quite outside any formal statement of
grievances. But they give a vivid insight into conditions repugnant to
Englishmen, and in order that the public may appreciate to the full the species
of irritation which the men are combating | proceed to set forth some of these
individual complaints. They are representative of many others.

Take first the case of William Evans, the Chairman of the Strike Committee of
1896-1897. Evans applied some time after the strike for an extra day's
holiday, not a very immoderate request. It was refused, and Evans appealed,
as was his right, from the "overlooker " to a superior official. The official
refused also, and gave as his reason Evans's conduct during the late strike. It
is not, perhaps, surprising that Evans characterised this conduct as having "
the appearance of persecution." Wisdom would have taken no notice of this
remark, but Penrhynism and wisdom are not exactly synonymous. In this
instance an apology was prepared, which Evans alleges attributed more to
him than he actually said. He refused to sign it, and was a little later
discharged.

The incident is worthier of the nursery than of a great industry. But it is easy
to cap this absurdity with another. A workman at the quarry had a difference
as to price with an "overlooker," and threatened an appeal to Caesar—his
privilege, be it noted, under the settlement of 1897. The overlooker took the
bull by the horns, and went straight to a higher official, who sent instantly for
the complainant, and met him outside the quarry office. Before the workman
had time to speak, however, he was informed that he must consider himself
discharged. The man was sent out of the quarry without even being paid the
money due to him. He called next day at Port Penrhyn, and was sent with a
note back to the quarry. The workman was then paid, and also learnt the



nature of his offence. He had appeared, so he was told, " before his betters
with his cap on," and for that enormity he had been dismissed!

It would be difficult to credit this episode were it not so thoroughly in keeping
with a number of other incidents as well substantiated. Take this specimen.
Some time after the 1897 strike, an entertainment was given at the market-
place, Bethesda, and Lord Penrhyn graciously attended. The officials who
acted as stewards did their utmost to make the event a success, and
exhausted the resources of Bethesda in decorating the hall. At least two
stewards paid in hard cash for their seats, and the seats they selected were, it
happened, in front and very near Lord Penrhyn's party. It is really humiliating
to have to record the fact that these men, who had a perfect right to sit where
they chose, were actually called upon to explain in writing why they had
occupied these positions. They returned different answers. One apologised,
and was told his letter was "cringing." The other, finding the manhood rising in
him, answered that he had paid for a seat, and that it was his business which
seat he selected. Now, mark the absurdity of what followed. One official was
informed that his letter was " cringing." The other was rebuked because his
letter was " too independent.”

This is comparatively a trifling incident, but it enables us to form a good idea
of the spirit that prevailed at Bethesda. Let me give another complaint of. a
more serious nature. During the strike of 1897 a deputation of seven men
were selected to wait upon Lord Penrhyn. One of these, a certain Robert
Thomas, was later interviewing a head official who, he alleges, addressed him
thus: "l know you. You mind yourself. You're one of the seven."

It is only fair to Lord Penrhyn to state that this official's services have since
been dispensed with (though not in consequence of the men's complaints).
But the very fact that it was possible for a responsible official at the quarry to
use language like this shows that the men had no security in the individual
representation of grievances. It shows that threats and menaces, if not
punishment, attended any effort of the men to better their conditions and that,
in fact, they were the victims of a petty irritation. Take a further instance.
Fourteen men working on a certain spot in the quarry had a grievance and,
according to the regulations, appointed a deputation and a spokesman. The
spokesman was suspended for a week! His thirteen comrades subscribed
among themselves to defray his loss. The reply was a threat to place them
under a contractor.

Now these same "contractors" are a cardinal grievance of the men.

Careful inquiries among all kinds of quarrymen have convinced - me that the
system of "contracting," introduced into the quarry by Lord Penrhyn, affects
the question of wages closely. Let me explain first that the system of
"contracts" superseded a system that has obtained in the quarries for
decades. The old plan was practically co-operative. Three quarrymen were
given a place or "bargain" in the quarry, and between them hewed down the
rock and trimmed it into slates, being paid, of course, by Lord Penrhyn. The
new system is to place between men and their employer the middleman, in



the shape of a contractor—usually an unskilled labourer in the quarry. The
contractor is paid by Lord Penrhyn, who does not—on his own confessing —
lose by the innovation. Obviously, therefore, it is from the men that this
middleman makes his profit.

It is impossible to conceive of an arrangement more likely to create
dissatisfaction. In view of the large output of the quarry, it is impossible to
discover any reason for its introduction. The contract system was not the only
grievance of the men which touched their earnings. There was an uncertainty
about those earnings which must have often galled them almost beyond
endurance. The men were paid according to the quality of the piece of rock—
the "bargain," as it is called—on which they worked. The harder and therefore
the more difficult the rock, the more they were paid on every pound of slates
made out of it. The quality of the rock— and accordingly the “poundage " of
the men—used to be assessed before work was begun upon it, and the
quality of the rock was judged, roughly speaking, by its surface. But the most
skilled geologist is sometimes misled by the surface. The rock seems soft,
and accordingly the percentage is low; but it turns out after a day or so to be
extraordinarily hard. Yet they are still paid a low figure for their pounds of
slates. Obviously that is an unsatisfactory and inequitable system. The men
paid once a month were never quite sure what they would be able to bring
home to their wives at the end of it. The rock might change and their earnings
sink to nothing. It was surely not unreasonable, therefore, that they should
press for a small minimum wage—a boon already granted in other quarries,
and obtaining to-day throughout the quarries of the United States. Lord
Penrhyn refused to grant the minimum wage, and gave every evidence that
he meant to extend the contract system during the better years between 1897
and 1900.

The men used to return exasperated to their homes. Nearly every day they
were working under unskilled men, who bullied them and paid them unfairly,
and they were working with no reasonable certainty as to their earnings. They
were free to complain individually, but to do so was to court dismissal. It is this
kind of treatment which has made the quarrymen passionately wedded to the
idea of combination, or at least to the idea of a committee who could
represent to the management the grievances which so exasperated them
during the years | have mentioned—qgrievances which they still speak of with
a bitterness that time cannot efface.

These grievances, the men allege, cannot be properly represented under the
present quarry regulations. Hence their request for a reinstatement of the old
Quarry Committee which Lord Penrhyn abolished in 1884. True, Clause I. of
the 1897 agreement—signed by Lord Penrhyn after the last strike—does
provide for the representation of grievances—after a fashion. But it insists that
before a general deputation representing all the men wait upon the
management there shall be a sectional deputation from the grade affected.
This seems far more innocuous than it really is. To the outsider it may appear
to leave the men free to urge redress of grievances. But, in actual fact, it
makes it virtually impossible for them to do so. And for two simple reasons.
The average monoglot quarryman is quite capable, in his simple,



unsophisticated manner, of stating his own grievance, and of making it
understood. But he is no more capable of debating it point by point with Mr.
Young, than he would be of arguing with the law Lords on an appeal case. It
is not his business to fence with words, but to hew wealth out of rock hard as
the management heart, and it has frequently happened that in various
sections there are not the requisite six men who feel disposed to “stand up "
to Lord Penrhyn or Mr. Young for an hour and a half. Those who have
endured the ordeal will appreciate their hesitancy. What match is the average
quarryman, slow of thought and of speech, for Mr. Young/who has a plausible,
but not convincing reason, ready for every defect that can be urged against
his management? In a bout of words it takes the men's leaders all their time to
make their points clear without being overborne. The rank and file of the
quarrymen would stand no chance whatever.

Moreover, the rank and file do not feel that confidence in the management
which permits of the individual or sectional representation of grievances. Over
and over again, men who thus presented complaints have found themselves
discharged without hope of re-engagement or work, for, by a solemn
covenant, quarry proprietors in North Wales are bound not to engage
discharged employees. The men, in short, have no confidence in any method
that does not present the cause of one quarryman as the cause of all—the
principle which lies at the very root of combination.

How vitally important that principle is to the men, the following incident
shows:—In 1884 a deputation from them waited on the present Lord Penrhyn,
then the Hon. George Sholto Douglas Pennant. That high-minded and
chivalrous aristocrat heard their leaders' statements, and then, calling the
three Unionist members of the deputation before him, he read out to them a
preremptory notice of dismissal. These men had worked in the quarry all their
lives, and not a single complaint had ever been made against their work or
their character. Two of them had worked in the quarry for over thirty years. So
great was the indignation roused among the men by this savage act that they
threatened to strike if their leaders were not reinstated. Nominally this was
done, but the Unionists were marked men. They were told that the managers
would be specially desired to report on their future conduct.

True, this took place so far back as 1884, but that Penrhynism has not
changed its spots since then, the cases quoted above conclusively show.
Lord Penrhyn is still adamant as regards combination. He does not explicitly
"deny" it to his workmen. He merely refuses to recognise the only practical
embodiment that combination can take. Let there be no doubt upon this point.
It is one of cardinal importance, and | propose to call Lord Penrhyn himself as
a witness. Speaking to the deputation of March 27th, 1897, he said:

" With regard to what you say about the Union making the cause of one man
the cause of all, that is the trades union principle, | believe, and | have nothing
to do, and do not wish to have anything to do, with attempting to interfere with
your right in that matter: all that. | do object to is a committee which attempts
to interfere between master and man.



“Mr. W. H. Williams: We do not get a reply from your lordship in your saying
that you do not interfere. When your lordship says you are not going to
interfere, there is no answer to the question. What we ask is whether, when
the grievance of one is taken up by the others, will the representatives of the
men be accepted to deal with that matter before the management?

“Lord Penrhyn: Any man who has a complaint can bring it forward by
deputation.

" Mr. W. H. Williams: But a deputation could not take up the grievance of a
man unless there was a committee in existence, which would be in a position
to consider whether his grievance was such as to be taken up by all the men.
“Lord Penrhyn: There is nothing to prevent a man consulting his fellow-
workmen in the quarry as to whether his case ought to be heard or not.

“Mr. W. H. Williams: But we cannot do that without a committee.

" Lord Penrhyn: There may be, as you know, any number of committees in the
quarry, so long as they do not interfere with the management.

" Mr. W. H. Williams: We do not ask that they should be permitted to manage
the quarry. All we ask is that the Committee should be permitted to consider
whether a single workman receives injustice, and if the Committee arrive at
the decision that such workman is receiving injustice, that the Committee, as
such, should have a right to send a deputation to the manager with reference
to that man's case, so that the deputation will emanate from the Committee.
" Lord Penrhyn: So that the complaint shall come from the Committee

“‘Mr. W. H. Williams: Yes.

“Lord Penrhyn: And not in consequence of an individual complaint?

"Mr. W. H. Williams: As the result, my lord, of a complaint by a single
individual, which the Committee, after taking up, has made a subject
concerning all; so that the deputation would approach the manager with a
grievance, which by this time had become the property of the Committee, and
not the grievance of a single individual, although he might have been the
cause or origin of it?

"Lord Penrhyn: Then you wish me to acknowledge a sort of Standing
Committee in the quarry? Is that what | understand?

" Mr. W. H. Williams: Exactly so, my lord, but not to manage the work.

"Lord Penrhyn: Then for what purpose?

" Mr. W. H. Williams: To discuss grievances with the management.

" Mr. E. A. Young: To stand between the men and the management.

" Mr. W. H. Williams: It is not between the men and the management. The
Committee are the men pressed into a small compass—in the form of a
Committee."

Can anything be plainer or more explicit than the men's modest and
reasonable demands? Could anything be more disingenuous than the position
Lord Penrhyn chose to take up, the position he takes up now is it not fatuous
to formally admit the “right" of the men to combine, and then refuse to allow
the simplest application of that right? Is there anyone who is deceived by so
transparent a device?

The fact is that Lord Penrhyn presents grossly and palpably the old feudal
view—the Divine right of the landlord to do what he likes with his own. The
men who are suffering to-day urge that it is their skill and toil which give value



to the quarry, and surely they have some claim to control the conditions of
their own labour. It is, in fact, a natural fight between the old idea and the new
—a perfectly typical phrase of the great world conflict of our time, but for
sheer picturesqueness and tragic intensity of interest, the conditions of the
fight have never been approached.



CHAPTERIII
"POLICE!"

BETHESDA'S ordeal does not end with starvation. As | have said the
quarrymen have suffered ceaseless persecution at the hands of the police.
The quarrymen, | need hardly say, are ordinarily law-abiding and peaceable to
a degree. Before the strike commenced one sergeant and two constables
were more than sufficient to control this crimeless community, and it was rare
indeed for any serious charge to be preferred against the men or their
families. Obviously these are not the kind of men to harbour any wild
anarchic objections to law and order, and it has been impossible, therefore,
for me to dismiss as so much mere idle talk their frequently reiterated
complaints against the constabulary. | have made careful inquiries into these
complaints, and | regret to say that they disclose a highly unsatisfactory state
of things. What are the facts in question? | shall state, first, those which have
been sworn to in open court, and decided upon by the magistrates. | have
said that the Bangor Bench have, upon occasions, in effect condemned the
police. Let me give an instance:

On September 3rd one William Hughes, a striker, was charged with resisting
the police in the execution of their duty, and also with assaulting a constable.
The case was a remarkable one. Hughes swore that some constables first
followed and then pushed him down and struck him; that, further, they placed
a handcuff on his wrist and twisted his arm as they marched him off to the
station. His statement was supported by witnesses, and despite the evidence
of five constables who had arrested him, the Bench elected to believe the
prisoner, who was discharged. Now, according to the very testimony that
secured his dismissal, Hughes had been the victim of a gratuitous arrest and
gross cruelty. Yet, strange to state, no steps were taken by the authorities,
and the policemen whose testimony had been disregarded by the magistrates
were not even censured. They are still members of the force, and their
evidence is still being taken. | need hardly say that if ever a case called for
inquiry, it was this one. It does not stand alone. A woman named Ellen
Hughes was some time back charged with rioting. The police evidence was
very definite, and she was committed to the Assizes at Carnarvon. A
constable swore most positively that not merely had he seen her behaving in
a disorderly manner, but that he had followed her into a shop and cautioned
her, before taking her into custody. What are we to think of the value of police
evidence in this district when | say that the defence produced the actual
alleged rioter, the very woman who had been cautioned by the constable, and
who bore not the slightest resemblance to the prisoner? That the constable
committed perjury | do not for a moment suggest, but | imagine that if such a
breakdown occurred in a case promoted by the London police an official
inquiry would inevitably take place forthwith.

It has been frequently stated in open court that many of the "Bradyrs"
brandish loaded revolvers of an evening—for which, by the way, they have no
licence whatever. Attention has been frequently directed to this disgraceful
state of things, which might easily lead to loss of life. Incredible as it may



seem, no action has been taken, although the danger to the community is
further increased by the fact that many of the " Bradyrs " are, as | can testify,
frequently drunk. As the police themselves have shown no disposition to
remove this public danger, the attention of the Home Secretary is, |
understand, to be directed to it. But it illustrates an attitude which is one of the
factors in the situation.

When Messrs. Carter, Vincent, and Co., solicitors to Lord Penrhyn,
prosecuted some strikers at Carnarvon, it was the same firm who, as Acting
Under-Sheriff for the county, empanelled the jury! The Judge promptly
quashed the panel; but, unfortunately, a bench of magistrates is not made of
the same stuff as a Judge of the High Court.

Let me give a further illustration of the police attitude. | was present in court
the other day when a “Bradyr" was fined and bound over for an absolutely
unprovoked assault on a man who was not even a striker. The prosecution
was very ably and quite fairly conducted by a superintendent who, however,
forgot to tell the Bench what most of those in court knew, that the prisoner had
been twice brought before them on similar charges. Had he done so, the
young man must have been sent to prison.

| have before me the letter of a Free Church minister, in which he repeats a
grave statement which he had thought fit to make concerning a police-
constable. He alleges that he found the constable beating a child, that he first
remonstrated with him, and then reported him to his sergeant. The sergeant
pleaded for mercy for the man, and promised the minister to rebuke the errant
constable and to change his beat. This was done, but the constable was
again found by one of the best-known tradesmen in Bethesda beating another
child. The facts were made known to the Chief Constable who, let it be said to
his credit, himself inquired into them. But if anything was done to caution the
constable it had singularly little effect, for | have evidence of a recent instance
of exactly similar conduct on the part of the same officer.

Let me explain in connection with these beatings that policemen in Bethesda
are armed usually with stout walking-sticks. Occasionally when the outcry
against the use which they make of these has been particularly strong, they
have been deprived of the weapons. But the relief is a short one for Bethesda.
Some of the constables are, of course, civil and reliable fellows; some, | regret
to say, however, are gratuitously uncivil. They parade the High Street with a
swagger, and are as complete a contrast to the Metropolitan Police as | can
imagine. There is no charge too petty to prefer against a striker, and a
considerable aggregate sum has been expended by the men in defending
these persecuting prosecutions. | need hardly say how it exasperates the
patient, law-abiding quarrymen to be continually harassed, and to have this
unfair annoyance added to their many trials. That the police have difficulties to
face no one can deny, but with tact and freedom from prejudice these should
be honourably surmounted. The worst result is that, as | have had occasion to
remark, the strikers prefer to suffer assault rather than run the risk of an
abortive prosecution. The slowness of the Bangor Bench to convict in the
case of a “Bradyr" is only equalled by their rapidity of decision when a striker



is in the dock. An instance of this rises to my mind. Last Christmas a striker
returning home late at night was, he alleges, struck by a constable and
severely injured. He knocked up a doctor, who found him bleeding profusely.
Afterwards the man saw a minister who, with the doctor, gave evidence
against the constable. There does not seem much doubt, therefore, as to the
reality of the assault. Yet the Bench, on such overwhelming evidence as this,
could not agree!

The Committee of Inquiry, appointed by the Carnarvonshire County Council to
inquire into the above and other charges against the constabulary, have
found, by a majority of five to two, that the police acted without due regard to
the feelings or the "liberties" of the strikers. They also condemn the force on
other grounds, and recommend the removal to other districts of two important
officers. This is a complete vindication of The Daily News' criticism of the
constabulary and will, we may take it, effectually protect the strikers from
similar gross abuses. News comes to me as | pass the proof of these words
that the report has been adopted by the Police Committee of the Council, after
a protracted and heated debate, by a majority of two to one! On which The
Daily News observes—and | can make no better comment— "We may hope
that the police tyranny at Bethesda is at an end." It is well, however, that the
facts should be recorded.



CHAPTER IV
SIXTY YEARS OF PENRHYNISM

HISTORY repeats itself. | am turning aside for the moment from the task of
chronicling the daily waste and wear of this terrible industrial tragedy, with its
thousand and one concomitant evils, to give, if only in outline, the past history
of Penrhynism. That insight is absolutely necessary if one is to read the
present situation aright. It cannot be too clearly understood that Bethesda's
revolt is not a thing of yesterday. For the last century this patient effort of a
fine race to achieve emancipation from intolerable conditions has been going
on, and at least four generations of quarrymen have fought against the regime
Lord Penrhyn still supports. The story of this struggle for freedom has rarely
been equalled for pathos and interest. To tell it in detail would be impossible,
but | set out below, some of the more typical incidents. Those show
convincingly what it is of supreme importance for the public to grasp—that, so
far from the men being fractious and undisciplined, a prey to agitators, and
prone to rebellion, they are in reality patient to a fault, suffering with too much
forbearance indignities and humiliations such as no other body of workers
have in our time endured.

Let me quote first from a remonstrance addressed by the men to Lord
Penrhyn's predecessor, so far back as 1825. It commences, "Honoured Sir,"
and it goes on in simple, unaffected language (of which | give an almost literal
translation), " to beg in the most humble manner for your permission to inform
you that we are not able to work for the wages paid to us hitherto, because it
is impossible for us to live upon them."

“We, the quarrymen and labourers in your employ" (the remonstrance
continues), "beg to inform you that we do not get fair play. Our only reason for
being on strike is that you should know we experience a deal of tyranny.
Many men, considered to be the best quarrymen in the quarry, have not
earned more lately than 17s per month. Others have earnt from £5 to £6 per
month. When fellow-workers are in partnership, and take a bargain, and
commence operations within a few yards of each other, and earn not more
than 17s; whilst others, working on the same rock, earn five times as much,
then it cannot be that justice is being done. We only want to be dealt with
fairly and impartially, and not to work for less than 3.9 a day, we to supply our
own tools and powder. Further, we do not wish to work under some of the
officials now engaged, and we hope that your honour will pardon us for
addressing you thus, and that you will inquire into the cause of our
grievances."

It is difficult to translate into smooth English this rough, but earnest, plea for
justice. My translation shows however that then, as now, the men were only
too willing to accept any small instalment of equity. Then, as now, so far from
being truculent and aggressive, they were humble and conciliatory. Then, as
now, they complained of the bullying and nepotism of officials, and of an
utterly unfair, indeed, a capricious, system of remuneration; and then, as now,
their reasonable remonstrance was met by an exactly opposite spirit.



Twenty years later we find the men again in revolt. The effort was only
spasmodic, but it served to bring out some of the worst features of
Penrhynism. Its story has been powerfully told in a letter written many years
later by a victimised leader of the men, an exile that the regime of the quarry
drove from home. His narrative throbs with human interest, and | need make
no apology for quoting from it:

"It was in August, 1845," he writes, "that, whilst | was working in the double
gallery, a young man of the name of Harry Ishmael came to me, with a slate
on which was written a notice inviting the quarrymen to come out on strike on
a certain day at 12 o'clock. | read the notice, and the news spread like wildfire
through all the sheds. The men thronged to where | stood. The question now
was to get someone to take the slate bearing the message to the gallery
above. | volunteered, though some tried to dissuade me. | said, * My friends,
don't stand in the way of the gospel' ('Efengyl,’ literally '‘good news'). | carried
the slate to the gallery above. . . . The day of the strike came, and the scene
was terrible. A thousand men stood waiting on the edge of the galleries,
looking down into the bottom of the quarry where they had been summoned.
For a moment all hesitated; the silence got fearful. Suddenly a start was
made. The men commenced coming down, and their numbers swelled
instantly. From gallery to gallery they came down, shouting and rejoicing."

The strike had begun! But this picture of revolt was soon blotted out. The men
gave way " on terms " next day.

"Peace followed " (the exile's letter continues), "and no one thought any
further notice would be taken. But on the morning of the second day | was told
that some Judas had put Thomas Hughes on the scent regarding the carrying
of the message, and that the scent was being followed from gallery to gallery.
Before midday Hughes came to me with a man and asked if it was true that |
had given him the slate. | answered "Yes.' The next thing to know was who
had given the slate to me. | replied | did not know. He tried in vain to get the
name from me, but | refused.”

As a result the man's lot became unbearable. He was put on starvation
wages, and at last he resolved to quit the quarry. Thus he tells the story:

"l put my case before my best friends, and we concluded that my days at the
Quarry were numbered, and advised me to go thence. | resolved to go to
America, and my friends collected, £8 for me. Three pounds | paid as my fare
in a slate vessel from Bangor to Boston, kept one pound in my pocket, and
gave the rest to my mother, when | kissed her for the last time. | shall never
forget her last words to me. Through her tears she said, ' My boy, | shall never

see you again .

The writer of this letter is still alive. He has nourished exceedingly since
Penrhynism made him an exile. But can any prosperity compensate him for
that last view of his mother, whom he was to-see during all the years that
followed broken and in misery at the loss of her son?



The case of this exile does not stand alone. All these revolts had their victims,
and all left their marks on the men. Well might the writer of this-letter add,
"There is fire in every tear begotten by tyranny.” The men were beaten, but
not broken. They rebelled again and again.

| pass over many of these revolts covering a period of thirty years. During this
time the owner of the quarries threatened eviction of the men "if they had
anything to do with such a movement as a trade union." In 1875 the
quarrymen braved that threat, and, thanks largely to the untiring energy and
courage of Mr. W. J. Parry, the Quarrymen's Union was floated. At Dinorwic
quarries two thousand men were asked.

"What is your choice? You must give up your union or your job." They
answered boldly, "We will stick to the union." The Penrhyn helots caught the
infection of freedom, and subscribed £250 for their comrades. They did more.
They rallied as one man to the union, and won their first great signal victory.
They forced a recognition of the Quarry Committee from the late Lord
Penrhyn, and they got control of their own Sick and Benefit Club.

So far, so good. But mark well what immediately followed in this latter
connection. The victory of the men included an investigation into the Benefit
Club's accounts, and the discovery was actually made, and is now on record,
that there was a shortage of over two thousand pounds in the club's accounts,
a shortage the late Lord Penrhyn was compelled to make up! What can be
said for a system that compels men to subscribe to a fund that denies them
the right of controlling its finances, and then does not even see that the books
are properly kept? A more striking example of the inefficiency resultant on
treating men as machines could not be forthcoming.

But for some that method still has, it seems, its attractions. Ten years after
this discovery the present lord assumed control of the quarry. The men's
victory was undone. Their charter of privileges was taken from them, the old
bad system was re-established. An incident occurred which, though | have
narrated it before, so vividly illustrates that system, that | state it again. A
deputation waited on Lord Penrhyn to urge redress of alleged grievances.
Lord Penrhyn encouraged his men to present these by dismissing three
members of the deputation on the spot! True the men were afterwards re-
engaged, but only on terms invidious to themselves.

Of such is the character of Penrhynism. The four examples | have selected
show clearly the character of the long struggle of which the present dispute is
only the latest phase. On the one side, as we may see, there is a tradition of
persecution, of arbitrary dismissals, of coercion, threats, and penalties. On the
other side, we have the patient diffidence of the men, reluctant to offend, but
borne up by a religious hatred of the regime they have resisted for over a
century, the regime they are at last fully resolved to end.

As | have said, history repeats itself—but always with a difference. This time
there will be no half measures. It is a fight to a finish. If the men surrender
they will go in utterly beaten and crushed. Lord Penrhyn's victory will be
decisive. It will need another generation of quarrymen to arise before the fight



is renewed. But, if the men conquer this time, then we may take it that the
reign of Penrhynism will be over. The last survival of the feudal system will
have been carried, and a fine race will have achieved its liberation.



CHAPTER YV
THE PENRHYN LAND SYSTEM

FREQUENTLY the question is asked, Why do not the men seek other
masters? The answer is easily stated. For decades past the aim of the
Penrhyn policy has been to tie the people to the place.

For some days past | have been investigating at first hand some of the results
of the Penrhyn policy regarding land. The experience has been a curious one.
Study the Penrhyn system of land tenure, and you will be tempted to despair
of reason and justice. Under it, the most striking qualities of the quarrymen
are perverted. The love of home, of peace and quietude, which marks this fine
race in a generation of sensation-mongers, their deep religious sentiment, the
very labour and skill of their own hands, all these things enslave them.

The land system, in fact, is the corner-stone of Penrhynism, and without it the
present lord could never have withstood the men's demand for justice. But for
its provisions, the quarries would have been idle years ago, or would have
been worked only under equitable conditions. The system deprives the men
of labour's chief protection— mobility. Denied fair play in one district, the
average artisan can get it in another. Not so the Penrhyn quarrymen. They
are bound hand and foot to Bethesda, and are thus absolutely dependent on
Lord Penrhyn!

So much for its general effect. Let us now consider this pernicious system in
detail.

Right at the top of Llandegai Mountain, towering over the south side of
Bethesda, is a miniature estate of quarrymen's cottages, exquisite with a
certain trim simplicity that | find it impossible to describe, and commanding a
magnificent view of the surrounding country. The story of these cottages,
and how they came to be erected, illustrates vividly the leading features of the
Penrhyn land system, and is besides full of interest. | propose, therefore, to
briefly set it forth.

Sixty years ago Llandegai Mountain was rough, hard rocky land, without
roads or fertilization, and with only a handful of scattered houses.

The land, when used at all, was used only for sheep and cattle, and it was
universally regarded, and, | have no doubt whatever, rightly regarded, as
common land. Let that point pass for the moment, however, and let us
consider the transformation that took place in the next few years. Men were
needed to develop the quarries, and those men had to be provided with
additional houses. Lord Penrhyn's predecessor took the opportunity to
inaugurate a system of masterly ingenuity. He seized Llandegai Mountain, laid
it out in roads, and graciously gave permission to the men to build themselves
cottages upon it; that is to say, upon the land which was as much theirs as his
own. He did more. He granted the men leases, upon terms | shall presently
explain, and he appointed Mr. Francis, the manager of the quarry, to look after
the estate also.



It is not difficult to catch the significance of this appointment. To differ from
'Mr. Francis in his capacity as estate agent meant dismissal from the quarry.
The only way, in fact, in which a quarryman could get taken on "at the great
hole in the mountain" was by submitting absolutely to his master's will and
pleasure as regards the tenure of his house. The men were caught in a
double trap. If they rebelled as quarrymen, they were soon made to suffer as
tenants. If they objected as tenants to the terms of their leases, they were
dismissed the quarry. As matters stood, they were in need of two things —
first, they needed work whereby they could live, and secondly they required
house room. Lord Penrhyn's predecessor enjoyed a virtual monopoly of both,
and, having these, he held the men in the hollow of his hand. Many
quarrymen had come to Bethesda from far-off parts of the country. They had
either to leave their families from week-end to week-end, and put up with poor
lodgings in Bethesda, or to close on such terms for new accommodation as
the quarry manager chose to offer. They took the latter course.

They worked literally day and night to get the cottages erected. Long after
their day's work at the quarry was ended, right on till ten and twelve o'clock at
night, they continued doggedly building their future homes out of rough slate
slabs and rock. The only part of these cottages, as far as | have been able to
ascertain, not wholly the result of their own labour are the roofs, which in
some cases the management supplied, and it says much for the skill and
ingenuity of these men that these houses, after sixty years of wear and tear,
still stand solid and flawless, infinitely superior to the jerry-built hovels the
town-worker knows too well. That these cottages have endured is not,
however, surprising. They were cemented literally by the very life-blood of the
strong men who built them. The strain of working all day in the quarry, and
then for hours on hours building with rough and insufficient tools, proved too
much for most of them. The majority died off while still in the prime of life.
Few survived to old age. They left little behind them but a shelter for their
wives and children—and that shelter, be it noted, the shelter that they built,
Lord Penrhyn owns to-day.

The terms on which the men were granted leases for the homes they
themselves put up upon land. that, as | have said, Lord Penrhyn did not own,
were instructive and peculiar. The leases were granted only for thirty years.
But in many cases the actual lease was not delivered until years after the
tenant took possession. All that was given was a permission to build, and thus
the quarrymen were made to feel more than ever dependent on Lord
Penrhyn. And the position to-day of the present tenants is no better.

It is not merely that they pay increasingly large rents for the cottages their
fathers and grandfathers built, but they are denied rights enjoyed in every part
of the kingdom. Let me give an instance. Some time ago Mr. William Jones,
M.P., desired to address his constituents of Llandegai Mountain. He found he
could not do so. There were chapels, there were farm buildings, in which a
meeting could have been suitably held, but the Penrhyn leases forbade. And,
finally, this distinguished man, who is heard with delight every time he rises in
the House of Commons, had to speak to a handful of his constituents from the
roadside. If any of the residents of Llandegai Mountain desire to discuss



parochial matters, it is to the roadside that they must repair. The Penrhyn
leases, in fact, make discussion of political questions, or of grievances, or of
the strike, virtually impossible. Hanging over the head of every tenant is the
possibility of eviction from the house his father built.

So far as Llandegai is concerned, in view of the special circumstances of the
case, that possibility may appear a little remote. But Llandegai only differs
from the rest of the Penrhyn estate as regards the alienation of common land.
Everywhere the broad facts are the same.

The men have built upon leases. They are tied down to the place for years.
Then, if their lease is not renewed, they have the possibility of eviction staring
them in the face. Some, it is true, are freeholders, and their position in the
present dispute is ironical indeed. They own a house— and it is valueless. As
one of them crudely but forcibly put it to me, "It is food | want, not a house. |
cannot let or sell my house any more than | can eat it."

Let us consider some of the figures of the Penrhyn leasehold system. As |
have said, the land on which many of the cottages stand was swampy and
rocky ground, not worth sixpence an acre. The ground rent charged for this
was ten shillings a plot. When the leases fell in, the rents were increased to
three or four pounds. The more the tenant had expended in keeping his
cottage in good repair the more he is charged when the lease ends!

As with the quarrymen's houses, so with larger buildings. One house near
Bethesda, standing on three and a half acres of ground, cost £3000 to erect.
The land was rough and rocky, and was let for about two pounds an acre. The
ground rent of £12 per annum will amount during the eighty years of the lease
to £960, for land that sold in the open market would probably not have fetched
more than £150; while the £3000 the lessee expended will, at the expiration of
the lease, pass out of the control of his successors. If ever there was a place
which showed the evils of the present leasehold system, it is Bethesda.
To-day, if the men leave their cottages, they must surrender the savings of
years, they must turn their back on the little cottage which they have felt
throughout their lives was their own, and which their fathers built at so
dreadful an expense. Some have made the wrench. In unspeakable bitterness
of spirit they have gone from Bethesda, never to return. But the great bulk
remains, and looks with confidence to the most generous and determined
nation in the world, the nation that never failed to appreciate a good fight, to
"see them through."



CHAPTER VI
WHERE IS THE BOARD OF TRADE ?

ON the 6th of December last the sorely-tried quarrymen made their last effort
to bring their long struggle to a close. Lord Penrhyn had left their letter
unanswered. He was clearly implacable. The whole district was threatened,
nay faced, with ruin, and the men's leaders felt that on them rested the
obligation of exhausting all other possibilities of settlement, and accordingly
they applied to the Board of Trade to put in force its powers under the
Conciliation Act, 1896, powers which are defined in the following terms:
Under the significant heading of "Powers of Board of Trade as to trade
disputes," Sec. 2, Sub-sec, |, declares that:

"l. Where a difference exists or is apprehended between an employer, or any
class of employers, and workmen, or between different classes of workmen,
the Board of Trade may, if they think fit, exercise all or any of the following
powers, namely,—

(@) inquire into the causes and circumstances of the difference;

(b)  take such steps as to the Board may seem expedient for the
purpose of enabling the parties to the difference to meet together, by
themselves or their representatives, under the presidency of a chairman
mutually agreed upon, or nominated by the Board of Trade or by some
other person or body, with a view to the amicable settlement of the
difference;

(c) on the application of employers or workmen interested, and after
taking into consideration the existence and adequacy of means available
for conciliation in the district or trade and the circumstances of the case,
appoint a person or persons to act as conciliator or as a board of
conciliation.

2. If any person is so appointed to act as conciliator, he shall inquire into the
causes and circumstances of the difference by communication with the
parties, and otherwise shall endeavour to bring about a settlement of the
difference, and shall report his proceedings to the Board of Trade."

The men had an easy task in showing that their quarrel lay well within the
scope the legislature had intended this clause should have. They pointed to
the widespread misery caused by the dispute, and to the fact that, to the
appeals of the Carnarvonshire County Council, as to their own, Lord Penrhyn
had turned a deaf ear. Their request was in every respect reasonable. Since
the Conciliation Act was passed there have been no less than 130
applications under it. Seventy of these disputes the Board has settled. In
thirty-three instances only has failure attended its efforts. But, in almost every
case except the quarrymen's, the Board has at least tried to effect a
settlement. It is difficult to discover any creditable reason why the quarrymen
should have been an exception to this excellent rule. None the less that
exception was made, and on December the 19th, two days before the rising of



Parliament, Mr. Gerald Balfour refused to lift a finger to do what it was clearly
well within the functions of his office to effect. Comparisons are odious, but |
cannot offer any better comment on this flagrant failure of a Minister to do his
plain duty than the following leader from The Daily News, contrasting the
inertia of a doctrinaire, with the vigour of a robust statesman:—

"It is a pity that we cannot have something of Mr. Roosevelt's spirit at the
English Board of Trade. The President of the United States has called down
upon himself the fury of the coal-owners by daring to interfere in a dispute
which these gentlemen consider as a matter between themselves and their
workpeople alone. In this country a struggle of much the same sort, though,
happily, of less serious moment to the nation as a whole, has been dragging
on for nearly two years and what has the Board of Trade done, or attempted
to do? The answer is that it has done nothing whatever. For all that the public
know of the matter, Mr. Gerald Balfour has never heard of the war at
Bethesda, and if this terrible and tragic chapter in our industrial history is
considered beneath the notice of the Department immediately concerned with
industrial disputes, it goes without saying that the Government have never
given it a moment's consideration. Mr. Ritchie, indeed, has sent troops to
overawe the wives and children of the quarrymen, but that is the measure of
the Government's solicitude. And Mr. Gerald Balfour cannot plead that he has
no means of intervention at his disposal. The Conciliation Act of 1896 was
passed by a Ministry in which he held office, and it is frequently brought into
use for the adjustment of strikes up and down the country. That Act, as our
Special Commissioner shows to-day, is something more than an instrument
for bringing together the parties to a dispute who are already in a mood for
conciliation. It enables the Board of Trade to appoint a conciliator, who shall
inquire into the causes and circumstances of the difference, and endeavour to
bring about a settlement of the dispute, and this official is charged to report
his proceedings to the Board of Trade. Why is it that Mr. Balfour has taken no
steps to put this part of the Act into operation? Is he afraid of encountering a
rebuff from a single Peer, whilst Mr. Roosevelt is willing to face the wrath of
one of the most powerful of American monopolies, and to estrange at the
same time the whole body of organised financiers, railway companies, and
manufacturers, who see in the intervention of the head of the State a menace
to their claim to do what they will with their own? Mr. Balfour may possibly
plead that the results of the late Sir Courtenay Boyle's attempts to bring Lord
Penrhyn to reason during the strike in the 'nineties were of no avail. But the
failure of the Board of Trade in the past is no reason why the State should lie
down to be trampled on by Lord Penrhyn to-day, and if Mr. Balfour has no
better reason to offer for his policy of laissez faire his case is not a strong one.
His business, we may remind him, is to put the law in motion; it is for the
country to judge what further steps should be taken if it turns out that the law
is insufficient to meet the requirements of the hour. A Minister who refuses to
exercise the powers which he possesses is, it seems to us, a less creditable
figure than the policeman who skulks in a side street when there is rioting on
his beat. That is not Mr. Roosevelt's way. The President goes straight to the
centre of the disturbance without stopping to consider questions of dignity and
he like. But, then, Mr. Roosevelt conceives himself to be the servant of the
State, and not of the interests.



"Now, the Penrhyn struggle happens to raise issues which are just as
momentous to the State as the claim of the Pennsylvania masters to exercise
their stewardship without regard to the public convenience or the rights of
labour. Indeed, neither the anthracite kings nor the owner of the slate quarries
recognise any such stewardship, and it is precisely in their incapacity to
gauge the conditions of tenure which modern civilization imposes upon them
that the danger to society lies. Neither Lord Penrhyn nor the American
magnates who are fighting so fiercely for the destruction of the miners' unions
understand that the State which guarantees them in the enjoyment of their
property is bound to safeguard its own interests and to find means for keeping
the Commonwealth factor paramount. This lesson Mr. Roosevelt is
endeavouring, though without immediate success, to impress upon the
American mine owners and workmen, and we imagine that so soon as Mr.
Mitchell and the miners are satisfied that they will be secured in the rights of
combination, the end of the crisis will be in sight. The danger here is that a
similar assertion of the rights of the State as against the claims to personal
despotism will not be made, or even attempted. The first thing, it seems to us,
is to bring home to the Government their responsibility under the Conciliation
Act, and an opportunity will no doubt be found soon after the House of
Commons assembles for the Session. In the meantime, the Bethesda
quarrymen will not be deserted by those who believe in the justice of their
claims."



CHAPTER VII
A ROCK OF DELIVERANCE

"WOULD not this seem a very good opportunity to acquire and start a Co-
operative Quarry? It seems to me that this is just what might be made into a
most successful object-lesson as to what co-operation among the workers
would effect." Thus Lady Warwick; and in view of the facts | set forth below
these words have especial interest for all friends of the quarrymen. There
are quite close to Bethesda three quarries—the Tanybolch, Pantreiniog, and
Moel Faban. Tanybolch, | am assured by those who speak with authority, it
would be profitless to develop, and it is now disused. But Moel Faban and
Pantreiniog are both being worked, and are both yielding a profit, though in
both cases operations are hampered by lack of capital. It is claimed, and the
belief is strongly held in the district, that, with adequate capital, work could be
found at the former quarry for several hundred men, and handsome profits at
the same time could be secured. Without committing myself to any conclusion
on the matter, | propose to state the grounds of this belief.

First, let me point out that so far as Moel Faban is concerned, it is not merely
Bethesda which should have an interest in its development. The mountain, in
which the quarry has been cut, is Crown land, and is virtually the property of
the nation, to whose exchequer any income derived from it is paid. Surely it is
profoundly unsatisfactory, therefore, that the nation should be left in complete
ignorance as to the value of its property. Here is a mountain which, according
to common report in the district, a district where geologists are plentiful, is "
full of slate," and on which thousands of pounds, it is said, could be profitably
expended.

For some years Moel Faban has been practically under the control of an
enterprising Bethesda tradesman, who secured a "take-note" from the Crown
agent nearly two decades ago. Hampered by lack of capital, he has been
content to keep two or three men in constant employment at the quarry. Here
| found them the other day, cross-cutting the slates that they had hewn down
from the sides. According to the figures supplied me, the yearly yield
averages 23,325 "best" slates, 20,700 "seconds," 4300 "thirds," and 2960 "
green" slates. On these there is a profit of fifty per cent. on the small working
expenses. | examined some of the slates resting in upright rows on the
mountain top. They are, to all appearance, of identically the same quality as
the famous Penrhyn blue slates, and the geological theory is that the Penrhyn
vein runs through the mountain, which stands exactly opposite the great
quarry.

This, of itself, is slight foundation for the liberal expectations that have been
formed in the neighbourhood. But there are other facts. That there is slate of
marketable quality in the mountain the quarry itself shows. This slate is close
to the surface, and crops up everywhere on the two hundred and sixty-five
acres comprising the Crown land. But, what is more important, a tunnel was
some years ago driven into the side of the mountain for a distance of about
one hundred and twenty yards. This tunnel | have explored. As on the



surface, so here, thirty and forty yards down, | found slate, which my
companions, who could fairly claim to be practical geologists, alleged was
marketable, and with plenty of those natural joints that make it easy to cut
down.

The ideal method, of course, of developing the Crown lands would be for the
Carnarvonshire County Council to promote a Bill in Parliament for powers to
work them. The matter has been seriously discussed in the district, but the
prospect of converting the Welsh farmer, conservative and unenterprising to a
degree, to this form of municipal Socialism has daunted the boldest spirits
there. It would be very interesting if the Cooperative Societies, who with their
enormous resources have made even larger experiments, were to take the
question of these quarries into consideration. But, in any case, whatever be
the outcome, it is important that the facts should no longer remain unknown
outside the district.

Feeling locally runs strongly in favour of a Cooperative effort. It is felt that the
men who are going to work the quarry should have some interest in the
profits. No doubt it would be simpler were some millionaire to drop from the
clouds, to persuade him to write a cheque, and open the quarry forthwith. But
millionaires are scarce in Wales, and the simple, freedom-loving quarryman
does not take kindly to their pursuit. Instead he has, greatly daring, resolved
to see if it is possible to open the quarry on the lines of labour co-partnership.
There is no doubt that this is a bold aim, but much can be said in its favour.
To begin with, the individual capitalist, the only practical alternative, may get
drawn into the vicious whirlpool, of which Penrhynism is the vortex. Already
nine out of ten quarry proprietors in North Wales are united against labour. It
would be worse than useless to open up another quarry if it is to become
merely another entrenchment for the enemy. On the other hand, the
application of the co-partnership system would not merely give the individual
quarryman an exceptional interest in his work, but it would permit of his
having some control over the conditions of his own labour, and would be a
strong guarantee against the recurrence of these chronic conflicts between
quarry proprietors and their employees. The co-partnership principle, in fact,
has exactly those qualities which are fitted to meet the difficulties of the case.
It would give permanence and strength to the venture, and would reconcile
those antagonisms which have cost the quarry industry so dear.

And, on a small scale, the co-partnership principle could be applied
immediately. There are still some of the old guards at Bethesda, who have a
portion of their savings intact. These they would cheerfully sink in the
certainty of regular employment. The aggregate sum that these veterans
could plank down would be but a mere bagatelle, of course, compared to what
is required. Not less than thirty thousand pounds will suffice to open up Moel
Faban on an extensive scale, but of this money only one-third w7!!! be wanted
forthwith. The balance will not be required until the galleries are opened out
and the number of men at work increased considerably. Ten thousand
pounds, then, is wanted for immediate purposes, and those who are chiefly
interested in. the matter at Bethesda are setting themselves to the task of
raising the money. It should by no means be beyond their power. The



quarrymen have many and powerful friends. Nearly every town has its knot
of sympathisers, as the receipts of the choirs and the subscription lists attest.
And apart from the well-to-do sympathisers, it is felt that the required capital is
only a flea-bite to the great co-operative societies, many of whom have
hundreds of thousands of pounds lying idle at the bank, money for which they
are constantly seeking investments.

The experiment would, it is true, be a novel one for co-operators, but of late
years a marked change has come over the spirit of these great organizations,
and we have seen that, so far from resting contentedly on their laurels, they
have launched out boldly into housing and other interesting and ambitious
schemes. There is already one co-operative quarry, Pantreiniog, and the
figures show that, although hampered by lack of capital, it pays. Why should
not the great societies of the North, whose members are by no means content
that the principles of co-operation should apply only to groceries and the like,
who command vast resources, with much business capacity and initiative,
why should they not take the matter in hand? At all events, the quarrymen
here are resolved to put the matter to the test. It will be most interesting to
watch the outcome of the movement—a movement that bids fair to open a
new chapter in the emancipation of industry. There is no chance of the
landlord squeezing out the profits— a most important consideration. Moel
Faban can be leased from the Crown for fifty-nine and a-half years, at a
merely nominal rental, in addition to the usual royalty of one-fifteenth of the
output. The present owner of the quarry will, of course, have to be settled
with, but his terms are not exorbitant. Practically, there is no charge on the
land.

That the matter is of incalculable importance to the quarrymen cannot be
disputed. The capital that releases the minerals from Moel Faban will set free
the men from bondage.

The men are at present absolutely dependent upon Lord Penrhyn's pleasure
for the right to live. | can best bring this home to my readers by setting forth, in
the actual words of the victim, the feeling of a veteran quarryman discharged
from the quarry after a life's devoted service. "When Mr. Young told us that we
were dismissed," says this veteran, " we trembled, and our cheeks paled,
because we saw no means of gaining our livelihood, and with tears in our
eyes we entreated Mr. Young to reconsider his decision. We told him that one
of us had worked in the quarry for fifty years, and the other for thirty-five. . . .
Our appeal was coldly rejected.”

This man was no coward. Without nerve and courage his work could not have
been performed. But he knew that when Lord Penrhyn denied him
employment he could get it nowhere else. He knew that his wife and children
would starve, that he himself would linger on to a useless, miserable old age,
without even the pittance that the management dignify with the name of
pension. Little wonder that he blanched when the dread sentence of dismissal
was read out to him. Little wonder that the quarrymen patiently endure insult
upon insult rather than run the risk of being cut off at one blow from all
possibility of employment. The cases of arbitrary dismissal from the quarry



would fill a volume — a volume that would move all England to pity these
veterans of industry sent out at the close of life's battle, broken, condemned to
end their days in poverty, often not knowing what offence they had committed!

| call to mind a back page of Penrhynism that is peculiarly interesting in this
connection. The last time there was open voting in Carnarvon, the present
Lord Penrhyn, then Mr. Pennant, sought the suffrages of the electors for
Parliament. He was unsuccessful. Fifteen of his father's employees voted
against him. The history of those fifteen men is very instructive. A very few
years later every one of them had been discharged from the quarry.

That incident does not stand alone. Mr. W. R. Evans, the Chairman of the
Men's Committee during the 1897 strike, was dismissed for a reason that was
little better than childish. Others have been dismissed for no reason at all,
and, as | have said, once the sentence of ex-communication has been passed
upon them, they may abandon hope.

It is clear, therefore, that the possibilities of opening up some new avenue of
employment to these victims of Lord Penrhyn's pride has a supreme interest
for all who desire to see the quarrymen win their struggle for independence,
who will watch the attempt with something more than good will. The present
proposal is that a company shall be formed and promoted, much upon the
same lines as proved so successful in regard to the Garden City.

The one question that remains, therefore, is that raised by Mr. Henry Vivian,
the energetic secretary of the Labour Co-Partnership Association, in his
interesting letter to The Daily News. “Does the proposed enterprise," he asks,
“afford a reasonable hope of meeting expenses and yielding a small profit ?"
In a word, Will it pay?

That issue, | take it, resolves itself into three considerations, (i) Is there a
sufficiency of slate in the mountain ? (2) Is that slate of a marketable quality ?
And (3) can it be cheaply and expeditiously raised to the surface, and put on
the market ? On the answers to these questions depends the future of the
enterprise. | propose, therefore, to deal with them separately.

First, as to quantity. That the mountain is full of slate | have no doubt
whatever. The slate rocks crop up under one's feet all over the two hundred
and sixty acres comprising the estate. It is found again along the sides of the
tunnel, some hundred and twenty yards long, which has been driven in at right
angles to the hill; and it is, further, to be seen at the other side of the
mountain, being hewn down from the walls of the miniature quarry. So much
for the question of quantity. On this head, | call no expert evidence for the
moment. But, on the question of the quality of the slate, | proceed to cite one
weighty authority, and it will be seen that his statement expressly supports the
view that an abundance of slate exists.

Some years ago Mr. John J. Evans, F.R.S., who for a long period was the
chief manager of the Penrhyn quarry, and an admitted geological expert, drew
up a report on Moel Faban. | have that report before me as | write, and |
propose to quote its remarks as to the marketable quality of the slate. They
are as follows:



"The colour of the slate is marketable and the cleavage good, and the rock
contains plenty of natural joints, which is an important matter in quarry
operations.

“The beds of slate which form the surface in this property are (1st) the Green
Slate, and (2nd) the Upper Purple Slate of the Cambrian formation, out of
which a considerable quantity of marketable slates have been made and are
now on the quarry.

“The other beds of slates of the Cambrian formation, which are found in the
Penrhyn and other quarries of Carnarvonshire, must be following under these
beds in their natural position; but/ inasmuch as the angle of the bedding is
nearly following the slope of the hill to the north-west, as far as the boundary
of the property, the Lower Slate beds are not exposed on the surface within
the boundaries of this grant; but to those who are acquainted with the Great
Slate formation of Carnarvonshire, to find the upper beds as they are to be
found here is sufficient to satisfy them that the lower beds must be following in
their natural position and rotation, and that the quantity of slate rock within the
property is sufficient to work a quarry of considerable size in it."

So much for expert evidence. The slate is purple and green, the most
marketable colours. The beds are opposite the Penrhyn quarries—the

most famous in the world—and according to the best geological opinion
obtainable, they are of the same formation. Moreover, there is—according to
this same opinion—slate amply sufficient to work a large quarry.

Mr. Evans does not stand alone in these conclusions. The belief that the
Penrhyn vein runs straight through the country from Llanberis, on through and
beyond Moel Faban—taking in Pantreiniog on the way—is well-nigh universal
in the district, a district, be it noted, which abounds in practical quarry men
and geologists. Those who are entitled by years of experience to speak with
authority—men who have spent their lives in the district in intimate association
with quarry management—have strongly urged this view upon me. And, in
addition, | find it supported by a report of Mr. R. H. Parry, of LIanberis, who
writes therein that if " the principal vein (the Penrhyn) ..... comes up to the
expectation of all experienced quarrymen that know anything about it, it will be
a quarry worth tens of thousands of pounds, and capable of being worked on
a scale as extensive as the Penrhyn Quarry."

But facts are of more importance than opinions, however weighty, and these |
have been at pains to obtain. It needs no expert to detect the Penrhyn blue,
and the slate now being raised from the quarry is certainly of that colour. The
price it commands varies according to the sizes, but it averages about two
guineas a ton—a figure that should largely increase as deeper excavations
bring larger slates to the surface. Last year, with only two men employed, the
profit on slates sold exceeded the outlay by about 40 per cent. That this ratio
of profit could be maintained after heavy expenditure on machinery, &c., is
not, of course, pretended, but it would be well to recollect in this connection
that the green slate commands a very high price in the market, and that the
property is capable of producing, not merely roofing slates, but slabs for
billiard tables, while the slate debris from the quarry is v/ell adapted for the
making of bricks, tiles, and glass.



So much for the quantity and quality of the slate; the question remains, can it
be easily “gotten up " to the surface?

On this point, | again quote from Mr. Evans:

"The position of the property," he says, "is such as will afford great facilities for
working the quarry in a cheap manner, being situated on the side of a steep
hill, where tunnels can be driven at a comparatively small cost for the
purposes of draining the quarry and bringing out the materials."

Once on the surface it will not cost very much to get the slate on the market.
Moel Faban is within hailing distance of the London and North Western
Station at Bethesda. The cost of getting the slate from the mountain to the
railway would be trifling did not Lord Penrhyn, here as elsewhere, block the
way. The largest quarry proprietor of North Wales well understands the value
of the maxim "Reach forth and corner." He has very astutely purchased the
land round the base of Moel Faban, and accordingly the slates cannot be
taken down an inclined tram line, but must be conveyed to the station by carts
along the public road, at a cost of about two shillings per ton. Another two
shillings will take them to an adjacent seaport (not Bangor, for here, again,
Lord Penrhyn forbids), where ample wharfage and accommodation has been
provided by the London and North Western Railway Company. There is no
insuperable difficulty, therefore, and no great charge involved, in the question
of transit, while we have expert opinion that the quarry affords “great
facilities" for cheap working.

Of course, the certainty of profit cannot be finally resolved until it is seen
precisely how the quarry develops. At present the aggregate price of the
slates raised amounts, as | have said, to two guineas per ton. This figure
gives little guidance, however. The more the quarry is developed the larger
the slates become, and accordingly the higher the price per ton. But from
figures supplied to me from an adjacent quarry, it is estimated that every
fifteen "bargains" (as the pieces of rock let to three quarrymen are called)
produce a net profit of about a thousand pounds per annum. This, of course,
is only a rough and ready guide so far as Moel Faban is concerned. Let there
be no doubt upon one point, however— the matter deserves the closest
attention of all who desire to free the quarrymen. The opening of a successful
rival quarry to the Penrhyn would spell deliverance to Bethesda. It would
mean the salvation of the place. The task of wringing just conditions from Lord
Penrhyn is made enormously difficult by reason of the fact that he has a
virtual monopoly of all the employment to be offered in the district. He is the
one "master." Owning the only considerable industry in the neighbourhood, he
has a power almost of life and death over nearly every workman. Without Lord
Penrhyn's permission they cannot get employment, and that permission is
only given them on terms which they find intolerable. Clearly, therefore, if
other employment can be offered to the men on a large scale, by the working
of other quarries, the best means possible will have been adopted to stay the
destruction of this upright and gifted race. “The one element of hope," a
minister said to me yesterday, "lies in the development of these quarries."
And, looking at the enormous difficulties that front one on every other side, |
am not sure he was not right.*



* Since these words were written two experts have been commissioned to
inquire and report on the commercial prospects of Moel Faban. It is also
interesting to note that there is some possibility of getting some of the men
employed in other quarries, thus further modifying Lord Penrhyn's monopoly.



CHAPTER Vi
THE FUTURE OF THE FIGHT

WHAT are the prospects of the future? It is a baffling question, but one thing
is certain—there can be no surrender. Here, on the spot, this comes
convincingly home to one. Standing on the top of Llandegai Mountain,
looking down on Bethesda, the home of a people, one realises that this is not
a mere question of a rise of wages; it is not even only a fight for a principle.
What is at stake is the existence of a race, small it maybe, but with a distinct
personality, if personality means resistance. Consider how these cottages, in
their picturesque simplicity, came into being. They were built by the
grandfathers of the present quarrymen, who worked with rough tools and
bruised hands far into the night to get them erected, and who cemented the
bricks literally with their life's blood. And their present occupants cannot bear
the thought of surrendering what their forebears made at so terrible a cost.
They cling to the old home. Mobility, Labour's chief protection, does not exist
for them. It has been the aim of the Penrhyn land policy to tie these people to
Bethesda, and that policy has succeeded beyond hope. Even when they seek
elsewhere the reasonable conditions denied them here they leave their wives
and children at Bethesda, and still keep up the old home.

But sooner than submit to Lord Penrhyn they will abandon even that home.
They will leave the mountains and the rivers, and go—who knows where. The
race will be destroyed. Their occupation will be gone, their spirit broken. That
is the price of surrender, that, and the fact that the men who perforce remain,
and go into the quarry, will be embittered and dispirited for life, their morals
broken, their faith in man and God destroyed.

What is the chance of this calamity? Those who know the men best declare
that never in the whole course of their long struggle have they shown the
enthusiasm they now display after a fight, be it noted, of over two years'
duration. | will give one instance to support this. | chanced to-day upon
Richard Hughes, the fine old Welsh Radical, who, on the present Lord
Penrhyn's defeat for Parliament, was, with some eighty other quarrymen,
summarily discharged, an injustice which a few years later the much-abused
Quarry Committee got remedied. Save for this interval Hughes has worked all
his life in the quarry, ever since, in fact, he was a lad of seven. "For sixty-
seven years," he told me, "this hand has worked for Lord Penrhyn," but he
had no hope of any pension. His only certain hope, in fact, of ending his last
days in comfort is in his immediately re-entering the quarry, and this | pointed
out to him. He answered me passionately that he would sooner beg his
bread. The answer reflects, | believe, the general spirit which the men are
showing.

It is important that this determination of the men to continue the struggle, so
long as they are assured of adequate support, should be kept persistently
before the public. Startling as it may seem, a rumour has found currency in a
section of the Press that the strike is virtually over, and that the continued
resistance of a handful of men—so runs the legend—is hopeless. Itis time



this particular mendacity was nailed down. Newspapers have received it
couched in various forms and printed on slips issued nearly every week to the
number of some two hundred from an office not a hundred miles away from
Penrhyn Castle. The statement is so absurd that one would wonder how it
obtained currency or credence, were it not for the fact that it is issued to some
dozens of newspapers all over the country nearly every week. | may point out
that there are now working in the quarry not more than 920, instead of, as at
the beginning of the strike, 2800 men,; it is ridiculous to assume on these
figures that Lord Penrhyn has conquered. Many of the "bradyrs " have never
before worked in a quarry. Some, whom | have seen, were before the strike
hawking fish in Bangor. The fact is that only a small proportion of Lord
Penrhyn's former employees have surrendered to him, and that in recruiting
from all sorts and conditions of men, and then claiming victory, he is merely
playing a characteristic card.

As to the number of men Lord Penrhyn has captured. | have made exhaustive
inquiries under this head, and after a close analysis and the careful
comparison of many conflicting statements, my view is that Lord Penrhyn has
not now more than 900 workmen in regular daily attendance at the quarry. Of
these not more than half are skilled quarrymen. Some have never before
been inside a quarry. They include small tradesmen, whom the strike has
made bankrupt, street hawkers, recruits from the casual wards, young lads
and old men, the sweepings, in fact, of the country side. Their latest item is an
unemployed barber. We may dismiss as worthless, therefore, the
preposterous canard that Lord Penrhyn has already achieved victory; that he
has, in fact, no need of the 2000 men who still defy him.

At present those 2000 stand solid. How long will they remain so? The relief
now reaching them needs to be enormously increased to meet even
Bethesda's barest necessities. And there is one thing even more imperative
than increased relief. That is—hope, without which no fight can continue. If,
looking ahead, the men still see nothing but weary waiting and privation, then
there is danger that Lord Penrhyn may, by the aid of hunger and hardship,
recruit by twos and threes till, as the months grow into years, the stalwarts will
grow fewer and fewer, their influence diminishing with each secession, till, in
unspeakable bitterness of spirit, they shake the dust of the place off their feet
for ever.

That in this lies the enemy's hope we have striking proof. To-day his Lordship
is building cottages at Tregarth, the “bradyrs' " retreat. The cottages are let to
quarrymen on one condition, that they work in the quarry. And they are let on
weekly tenancies. None of Lord Penrhyn's new workmen are to own their
houses, or to have leases. They are to be absolutely dependent on favour of
the overlord, and revolt in the quarry is to involve a punishment which the
Denaby collieries have tasted this week. The fight, in fact, is to go on until a
new race of quarrymen, who know Pharaoh too well, have been reared up.
The issue rests with the nation. If it can be brought convincingly home to the
quarrymen, that outside Bethesda there exists a vast body of public opinion,
which will, at all costs, sustain them in their ordeal, and make it impossible for
famine again to menace Bethesda, then the dribble of recruits to Lord



Penrhyn's quarry will be dammed. Lord Penrhyn will then see the futility of any
hope that the men will be abandoned, and left to his tender mercies. That
such a body of opinion exists there can be no doubt whatever. But this body
of opinion needs focussing and directing. It has found no adequate expression
inside Parliament. | am glad to say there is a movement on foot to end, at
least, this unsatisfactory state of things. If Lord Penrhyn is still obdurate, he
may expect that his quarries will be frequently heard of at St. Stephen's during
the coming Session, and from the platform of the House of Commons the
rights and wrongs of the Penrhyn quarrymen will be made clear. If this fine
race of men is to be sacrificed on the altar of a nobleman's obstinacy, at least
their friends are determined that their wrongs shall be known throughout the
nation. And with the nation rests the answer.



THE MORAL OF PENRHYNISM.

THE question raised by Lord Penrhyn is fundamental and far-reaching. It is
not merely a question of the right to combine, but of the right to live. The use
of land is the first necessity of life and industry. The land is the Nation's home,
workshop and storehouse. Those who "own" the land, to them belong the
people who cannot live except on and from the land. Lord Penrhyn claims
only what all other Land Holders claim. Admit the claim of the Lord of
Bethesda to withhold from labour the use of the slate-bearing land, and we
admit the right of all other Land Holders to withhold from labour the use of all
other lands, be they coal, clay, ironstone, urban or agricultural lands. Hence it
is that the real question at issue is of the right of Land Lords to " own," and
therefore to control the use of those natural opportunities necessary to the life
of all; and, conversely, of the right of the people to live and labour in “the land
which the Lord their God hath given them."

Let the friends of labour see that the Bethesda quarry-men are supplied with
funds and saved from starvation; but let them also accept the battle-ground to
which Lord Penrhyn so frankly invites them. In the hands of the Nation there is
a weapon irresistible and all-powerful: a weapon which would soon bring Lord
Penrhyn and all other enemies of labour to their senses. At present it costs
Lord Penrhyn nothing to keep his quarries idle. But let all land, all the natural
opportunities, whether in use or withheld from use, be taxed, say only y in the
pound of annual value: and, manifestly, Lord Penrhyn's attitude towards his
"hands" would soon be a very different one. Thus may the workers easily and
speedily enfranchise themselves from the slavery to which their enemies have
for centuries combined to condemn them.

Those desirous of promoting this equitable and necessary reform should join—
THE ENGLISH LEAGUE FOR THE TAXATION OF LAND VALUES,
376-377, Strand, London; or,
THE SCOTTISH SINGLE TAX LEAGUE,

13, Dundas Street, Glasgow.
Minimum subscription, 1s a year.

The monthly paper of the Leagues—Land Values—is posted monthly to every Member who
pays an Annual Subscription of 2s 6d or more to the funds of either League.
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