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THE REALIST'S WEATHER
While the gentlemen over at The Stag paint a pretty picture of seasonal sunshine, anyone
holding a pair of dray reins knows we are in for a parched, sweltering furnace. A stubborn
high-pressure ridge has locked itself over the vale, beating the unpaved lanes into a fine
limestone powder that will choke every coat, lung, and wagon bed from here to Thornwick. 

CONSTABLE BLAMES BEER FOR HIGH STREET "PHANTOM"

Higgins Claims Working-Man's Ale Causes Sightings of Non-Existent "Telephone" Boxes
By "The Digger" Potts

THE VALE — It seems the local constabulary has found a new way to avoid doing any
actual police work: blaming our local brew for the presence of government-colored
apparitions. 
Word has reached the lower taps of a midnight encounter near the churchyard gates last
Tuesday. Arthur Pendelton, after enjoying a quiet, honest pint—was walking home when he
ran into a pair of eccentric strangers. Arthur describes the ringleader as a giant of a man in a
preposterously long woolen scarf who offered him sweets before rambling about the
"twentieth century." A sharp-tongued young lady with him quickly dragged him off into the
fog, accompanied by a mechanical hum that sounded like a badly played cello...(cont’d pg3)

THE MIDNIGHT SPECIAL AT THE VALE SIDING

Why Does "Estate Machinery" Require Armed Guards with Foreign Accents?
By Alfie "The Digger" Potts

THE VALE — While the gentry at the Social House are busy patting themselves on the back,
the working men at the railway siding are asking some very loud questions. 

Late Sunday evening, a highly irregular GWR train slipped onto the Hearthcombe siding,
bypassing the normal timetable entirely. This wasn't your average coal drag or agricultural
tender. It was a private train consisting of two heavily curtained passenger carriages and

several massive, iron-bolted freight wagons, having traveled all the way from the Weymouth
quayside. 
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THE GREAT WESTERN LAND-GRAB

Who Really Benefits from the Siding Extension?
By Alfie "The Digger" Potts

The Parish Council and the GWR suits want us to cheer for the new siding extension as
"valley progress." Let us call it by its right name: a high-handed land-grab designed to line the
pockets of Great Western directors while pushing local draymen into the ditch. They
promise it will bring cheaper coal and faster freight, but ask Arthur Pendelton how much
GWR cares about local haulers when their heavy iron tenders blow steam directly into a
skittish team of horses on High Street. Notice, too, whose pastures are being sliced through
by the new right-of-way and whose prime timber lots miraculously avoided the surveyor's
pegs. When the Council uses public funds to smooth the track for private railway dividends,
that isn't progress—it’s legal robbery with a brass conductor's whistle.

CONVICTS, CUT-OFFS, AND MUNICIPAL CRUMBS
The Council’s Two-Pence Trap

By Alfie "The Digger" Potts

E. R. Thornton and his Council cronies have graced us with another official Proclamation,
printed in that lofty, legalistic prose designed to make a working man's eyes bleed. Tucked
beneath the puffed-up bureaucracy is a pair of very bitter pills for the parish to swallow.

First, they are throttling the auxiliary steam line at the Lower Mill works next Tuesday right
in the middle of a shift—from eight in the morning until two in the afternoon. Thornton
politely instructs factory overseers to "adjust operational schedules." What that actually

means is mill hands lose six hours of piece-rate pay while the Council plays with pressure
valves during the worst heatwave of the decade.

Second, to pay for this immaculate "inspection," they have fixed the general parish rate at two
pence in the pound, starting August 1st. Isn't it remarkable how quick the Council is to dip
into a laborer's pocket to subsidize steam lines that feed the big estates and GWR sidings,
while the public hand-pumps on High Street yield nothing but rust and dry air? Pay your
two pence, lads, and be grateful for the privilege of working in the dark while Thornton

inspects his brass.



The Only Honest Broadside in the Cotswolds — Published Independent of Manor or Mainline
Price: One Halfpenny, or a Pint at the Lower Taps — Saturday 17 July 1914

All character names, taglines, and associated marks are trademarks of Sloane Duffy Media LLC. © 2026  Sloane Duffy
Media LLC. All rights reserved www.duffyandward.com www.hearthcombe.com

Our Advertisers(Cont’d from Pg1): But the real friction started when Arthur spotted a tall, bright red
cabinet marked "Telephone" sitting on the High Street lane. 

Nothing to See Here, Says Higgins

The next morning, Agnes Pendelton—rightfully worried that Arthur had finally cracked
under the strain of his heavy drayage hours—dragged Constable Higgins out to the lane.
Finding no scarlet box, Higgins immediately dismissed the entire affair as "over-indulgence"
at the pub. 
Let us be clear: Mose's Walker's Cream Ale is brewed from the valley's own springs and
produces absolute clarity of mind. To suggest it makes a sober drayman see giant red
telephone boxes is an insult to our intelligence. 

(Cont’d from Pg1: Since when does a shipment of "estate supplies" require two
luxury carriages? And more importantly, why were the GWR rail guards ordered to
clear the platform while a group of men in heavy, foreign-cut military coats
unloaded unmarked crates into the waiting drays of the Thornwick Livery? 

Constable Higgins was, of course, nowhere to be found—likely sleeping off a pint of
Moses Walker's Cream Ale. But The Badger is watching. Something heavy has just
been smuggled into the valley, and it didn't come from London. 

THE SOCIAL HOUSE SOUP & SHADY GENTRY
Who’s Sleeping Where, and Who’s Paying for It?

The Stag prints the Gentry Directory to make us swoon; we print it so you know who is
pulling the strings.

Swindon Engineers: A "delegation" from the rail works is taking up the best rooms at the
Social House. Convenient that while they drink Sloane Duffy's fine draft, the rest of the vale
deals with GWR coal smoke blowing through their kitchen windows.

Arthur’s Watch: Constable Higgins claims he has Arthur Pendelton's dropped silver
timepiece at the station. We suggest Arthur bring a witness when he goes to retrieve it—or
Higgins might charge him an "auditing fee" just to hand it back over!
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WHAT IS THE COMMODORE HIDING?

The Manor Gates Closed: Commodore Ward returns from the East, and suddenly public
estate hours are suspended. If the Commodore is too busy to see his own tenants, what,
precisely, is he hiding behind those high limestone walls—and who were those guards

unloading his crates at midnight?

GRAIN & MARKET REALITIES

Barley & Wheat: Lower meadow harvesting starts by month’s end. Early two-row malting
barley from the east slopes shows heavy bushel weight and clean husks—good news for local

mash tuns. Wheat holds at 34s. 6d. per quarter with millers buying fast.

Hops & Hay: Hop vines look clean despite two dry weeks. Haymaking is wrapped up; yields
are lighter than last year, but stacked bone-dry.

Livestock & Butter: Tuesday market saw fat sheep move briskly, prime wethers fetching 48s.
to 54s. Grazing cattle held value, but thin pastures kept store beasts slow. Butter sits at 1s. 2d.

per lb. on High Street.

THE MAGISTRATES' MOCKERY

The Lamp Trap: A freight clerk loses 1s. 6d. of his hard-earned wage just for cycling home in
the dark without a lantern. Meanwhile, GWR’s steam dray engines roll down High Street

without a single light, spewing hot ash over everyone.

Tuesday's "Drunk": The poor soul grabbed by the arches was hit with 2s. court costs just to
buy his freedom. Higgins calls it a stern caution; we call it a parish shake-down.

Closing Hours: Higgins boasts that every pub shut on time. Translation: he spent his
fortnight harassing tavern keepers instead of catching actual thieves.
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