
Saloon-Keeper’s Story Told by Himself 
if you want to get at the real inwardness of the sa- 

loon business—not the “low-down doggery,” but the 
average saloon—you can do no better than to read an 

article in the January number of McClure’s Magazine 
entitled, “The Experience and Observations of a New 
York Saloon-Keeper. 

It is a bona fide recital of the experiences of a Ger- 
man. a man of education, who tried to run a saloon in 
New York city. For obvious reasons his name is not 

given, and the names mentioned in his story are fic- 
titious, but otherwise it is made up of facts and the 
editor of McClure’s vouches for the accuracy of the 
statements in the article. 

Tells His Story Well 
The writer tells his story in a free, off-hand way, be- 

ginning thus: 
“On Sunday, September 6, I noticed an adver- 

tisement in the New York papers, offering a 

‘dandy’ saloon for sale. Inquirers were directed 
to address an agent named James J. Cunningham. 
1 looked up this man next morning, and found him 
very affable, even cordial. I had no definite idea 
of engaging in the saloon business, but Cunning- 
ham was very plausible. lie described the place in 
question to me, dwelt on the proposition that here 
was a chance for an elderly, well-educated man 

like myself to get possession of a fine paying busi- 
ness for very little money, and explained to mo that 
no experience was required to operate the business 

successfully.” 
Sold Him a “Gold Brick” 

We cannot here follow him through his enter- 

taining account of the confidence game Cunning- 
ham and his man Pye played on him, getting the place 
full of swell looking customers, at the time when the 

prospective purchaser was coming to inspect it, and the 
rows of bottles filled with colored water which they 
palmed off on him for expensive wines and liquors and 
the piles of empty cigar boxes, understood to be filled. 
All that might have happened in various other lines of 
business where the purchaser was as inexperienced as 

he was in this case. 

But when the deal was concluded lie found himself in 

possession of a place that bad cost him $1,000, while it 
was worth possibly $20. 

Up Against the Brewery 
The next revelation came when he began to do busi- 

ness with the brewery. He says: 
“The brewery demanded a cash deposit of two 

hundred and fifty dollars. This, they told me, was 

to secure them against loss on their beer bills, their 
rent and the license, the money for which they ad- 
vance to the saloon-keeper. I gave them my check 
for two hundred and fifty dollars, but in addition 
had to pay them cash for my first order of ten half 
barrels, at the full rate of four dollars each. They 
sent the beer I had paid for, but did not give me a 

receipt for my two hundred and fifty dollars, a mat- 

ter which caused me much trouble later. 
“I knew then, of course, what I know still better 

now, that the relations between the brewer and the 

saloon-keeper are close and complicated. In looking 
at a number of saloons, with an eye to purchase, I 
found that every one of them was really owned by a 

brewer. The system under which I became the ‘Man 

Friday’ of my brewery is practically universal in 
New York. The saloon is leased, the fixtures are 

supplied, and the license is paid by the brewer. 

Had Acquired a Mortgage 
“When I ‘bought’ my place, I discovered that the 

brewery held a mortgage of $4,000 on its fixtures. 
These fixtures, when they were new, had cost per- 
haps $2,000. The fact that the mortgage was so 

much larger than the value of the property it cov- 

ered made it practically certain it would never be 
paid off, and that the saloon would remain the prop- 

erty of the brewer. 
“Another peculiar fact about this mortgage was 

that it was a ‘dead one’—that is, I paid no interest 

directly on it. To all intents and purposes, the 
fixtures that it covered constituted part of the 

brewery. I paid my rent to the brewery, but, al- 

though it was high for the locality—$1,000 a year—I 
paid no more than was stipulated in the lease held 

by the brewery from the owner. The brewery cleared 
$200 a year from advancing my $1,000 license and 
receiving back from me $25 a week for forty-eight 
weeks in the year. 

The Brewery’s Profit 
“But the interest on the fixtures was apparently 

charged in the profits on the beer, where it could 

undoubtedly be well cared for—since, I have good 
reason to believe, they made 350 per cent gross 

profit on the beer at the price they sold it to me.” 
His experience with drunken and dishonest bartend- 

ers is a diverting, but not exactly pleasing part of his 

story, and then he comes to the (to him) important 
question of profits. He estimates his expenses per week 
thus: 

Beer .$100 
Liquor 30 
License. 25 
Rent 20 
Free lunch. 15 

Wages 15 
Soft drinks 5 

Cigars 7 
Gas 5 
Sundries. 10 

Total.$232 
Beer Not Profitable to Him 

He goes on to say that in studying the various items 
in this list he could see that the best percentage of 

profit was made on the cigars. He paid only $1.50 and 

$2.50 a hundred for those he sold for a nickel and $3 


